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Harry Pearson lives in Northumberland in a lovingly restored Victorian post office, which he shares with his partner, the aniseed-ball heiress Catherine Barraclough, their daughter Maisie and two smoke-blue Persian cats, Chekhov and Dai. The household rejects the dubious benefits of the modern broadcast media, preferring to spend their evenings singing Schubert lieder while gathered round the spinet.

Pearson’s first book, The Far Corner, was a runner-up for the 1995 William Hill Sports Book of the Year Award. His second, Racing Pigs and Giant Marrows, was shortlisted for the 1997 Thomas Cook/Daily Telegraph Travel Book of the Year. His work appears regularly in the Guardian, When Saturday Comes and a number of those glossy magazines which smell of after-shave and have women in bras on the cover.

‘Not a book for those who forbear to laugh or cry out loud … The gags come thick and fast as Pearson uses his travels in the North-east of England during the 1993-94 football season to regale us with legend, anecdote, fact and history. As an acutely observant iconoclast, nothing, not even North-east leek-growing, is allowed to remain sacred … The book is driven by the ebullience of Pearson’s own indefatigable sense of humour … A refreshing amalgam of scholarship and scurrility, it plugs into the mind-set of the true football fan’

Frances Edmonds, Guardian

‘One of the finest in a vast library of sports books published this year’

Sunday Times Sports Books of the Year

‘Pearson is as tall as he is funny and, believe me, he is very tall’

The Face

‘One of the best books ever written about football. Whether it’s league or non-league, Pearson’s northern wit and gritty approach to the game make this a riotous read’

Hyper
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Preface

After I left school I worked as a barman in a Cleveland hotel. The place had pretensions to being more than a mere pub. There were nuts and olives in saucers on the bar top, veal cordon bleu on the menu and we had a cocktail list. One day a man came to the bar and ordered a pint and a pousse-café, adding ‘for our lass’ in case I thought he was a ballet dancer or something. Pousse-café is a generic term for a cocktail in which a variety of liqueurs of differing densities are floated one on top of the other. The type we served was made with crème de menthe, yellow chartreuse and cherry brandy. It was called a Traffic Light because the colours lined up red, amber and green. It takes patience and a steady hand to make such a cocktail and when you have done so successfully there is a feeling of quiet satisfaction. I carried the finished drink carefully to the bar and set it gently down in front of the man, a faint air of smugness flickering about my callow cheeks. The man eyed my handiwork suspiciously for a moment, then stuck his little finger in and swirled it round. So much for serving drinks from the Savoy Cocktail Book on Teesside.

My view of North-East football owes something to the pousse-café. It is equal parts cynicism, sentimentality and sarkiness. I’m not sure which floats to the top most readily, though the laws of physics dictate that it must be the one with the highest sugar content. In writing this book I have, like the man at the bar, endeavoured to stir the ingredients into a whole. If at times the mixture has separated rather too obviously into its component parts then I can only blame surface tension.

The Far Corner is an account of my travels around the region’s football grounds during the 1993-94 season. My criterion for choosing which games to attend was a complex equation based on historic importance, cultural significance and how much money I had for bus fares. From the outset my plan was to be as random and haphazard as possible, and it must be said that, save for one minor lapse when I wrote the Whickham v. Bamber Bridge FA Vase tie down in my diary three weeks in advance, I stuck to this slap-happy strategy with bulldog tenacity. The idiotic opinions espoused in these pages are entirely my own (except, of course, when they are quotations from club chairmen and FA officials) and though there may be times when I wander well away from the facts about football in the North-East, I hope I have never strayed too far from its spirit.
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