
 
  

 

 

 

 
Date 18 May 2015 

Page 13  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     

 

 

 

 
Copyright NLA Media Access. For internal use only. Not for reproduction. 

Injury leaves
Ormerod to
focus on role
as sweeper in
sandwich shop
mark hodkinson

Tackles were flying in. Effort was
everything, the ball largely incidental.
The sinewy players of Padiham and
their hosts, Spennymoor Town, were
locked in a cantankerous duel where,
any minute, someone might get hurt.

Amid the mêlée it was possible to
discern that Padiham’s slender No10
was a little older than the rest and had
a certain poise. He wasn’t fearful of the
ball’s company. He moved into space,
saw the pass. This wasn’t by chance —
an enthusiastic amateur having the
game of his life — for, just four years
before, Brett Ormerod was gracing the
Premier League and, eight years before
that, appearing in an FA Cup final.

All that seemed a lifetime ago as
Padiham sought a win they needed
desperately. Padiham were awarded a
throw-in. Ormerod took up a position
20 yards down the line. An opponent
marked him tight and, in trying to
reach the ball first, toppled backwards
on to Ormerod. Someone did get hurt.

‘‘I thought I’d broken my leg at first,’’
Ormerod says. ‘‘I managed to get
myself up and limped on for a few
minutes but I had to be substituted.’’

That was seven weeks ago and
Ormerod’s most recent appearance in a
Padiham shirt, possibly his last
appearance in any football shirt,
although he has already started
running again “just in case” he decides
to commit himself to another season.

How in love with football, or how
mad, must a 38-year-old former pro be
to turn out for a team who finished
nine points adrift of safety at the foot of
the Evo-Stik Northern Premier League
first division north? How

does a player who was
once sold for
£1.75million find the
motivation to play for
£20 a week expenses? And
isn’t he afraid that the
next collision might
cause a more
serious injury than
damaged ankle
ligaments?

‘‘The thing I
fear most is
actually
stopping playing
football,’’ Ormerod says.
‘‘It’s something I’ve
done all my life. I still
get butterflies before a
game, the same
excitement that
makes it all
worthwhile.’’

Ormerod began his

football career at a similar level to
which he has now returned. He was
released by Blackburn Rovers at 16
years old, just as the club won the
Premier League in 1994-95, and signed
for Accrington Stanley, then in the
Northern Premier League. He played
part-time while working at a textile
company, cutting bed sheets to length.
‘‘I lost my confidence and thought I’d
give it a go at ‘Accie’. I didn’t plan a
career in the game,’’ he says.

After averaging more than a goal
every two games at Accrington, he
signed for Blackpool, then managed by
Gary Megson, on £250 per week in
March 1997. Four years later, he joined
Southampton of the Premier League.
One of his first games was against
Manchester United at Old Trafford. ‘‘I

was a sub and I remember looking
across at the United bench and seeing
David Beckham and Ryan Giggs on it
and thinking, ‘What am I doing here?’ ’’

Ormerod spent five seasons at
Southampton and appeared in the FA
Cup final in 2003, losing 1-0 to Arsenal.
He drifted down the divisions until he
found himself at Wrexham in the
Football Conference. In his second
season with them he was on the fringes
of the team. ‘‘It wasn’t much fun as a
36-year-old coming on as a sub in the
88th minute when we were losing 3-0.
We settled on a deal and I left the club
on good terms,’’ he says.

His departure meant that he was able
to take a holiday during the football
season for the first time: ‘‘I just
switched off but when I got back I had
a few Saturdays without any football
and I really started to miss it,’’ he says.

He agreed to join Padiham after
meeting Steve Wilkes, their manager, at
a reunion of former Preston North End
players: ‘‘I didn’t even look where they
were in the league. I just wanted a
game. They’re a good set of lads,’’ he
says.

Ormerod has plans to take his FA
coaching badges but has applied for a
franchise to run an outlet of Subway,
the sandwich shop, near his Blackburn
home with his wife, Lisa.

It may seem a comedown for
someone who once owned a Porsche
911 Turbo, but he says: ‘‘People assume
all footballers are millionaires, but I’m
not. I don’t think Lisa will let me make
the sandwiches but I’ll do the sweeping
up. I’ve not got an ego; you’re not

allowed one in
my family.’’

As one of few
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footballers with a
wealth of

experience at all
levels, he is well able to judge
what is needed to succeed. ‘‘Those
at the very top — in my day, say,

Henry, Scholes and Giggs — are
frighteningly good,” he says. “After
that, it’s about consistency and
attitude, a willingness to give 100
per cent.”

Meanwhile, Ormerod thinks back
to Padiham’s 3-1 defeat by
Spennymoor Town in front of 490
supporters, and his injury. Has he
played his last game? “I’m sure
one minute that I should pack it
in and then the opposite half an
hour later,” he says. “If I do stop,

I’ve been speaking to some mates
about setting up a seven-a-side

team. Like most footballers, I’m a real
creature of habit.’’
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Ormerod scores for
Blackpool against
Tottenham in the
Premier League


