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Paul James Todd was born at Edinburgh on February 3, 1961, the son of James 

Mitchell Todd who died in 2015 at a decent age. First, my personal recollections. 

Paul inherited from his father both a streak of obstinance and a streak of what can only 

be described as gratuitous kindness. I was the recipient of that kindness and largesse on 

many occasions. I met Paul through his father. He was running his own business and 

making an excellent living. In December 2002, I set up a website about Britain’s longest-

running miscarriage of justice on a free host. Paul offered to sponsor a domain; I 

accepted, and in May 2003 he became my first site sponsor. A few years later, I picked 

up another sponsor, a somewhat older man who like Paul wished to remain anonymous, 

and had also like Paul, like Paul’s father and myself, experienced how the law in this 

country really works, and how apparatchiks misuse it to abuse people they don’t like at 

will, for whatever reason or none. 

Over the years, Paul supplied me with both a laptop and a splendid reconditioned 

desktop due to this abuse. Part of his work was to know about computers, and know 
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about them he did. It was though on an earlier occasion that his knowledge really shone. 

I will spare the reader the details, but I received out of the blue a bizarre e-mail 

ostensibly from someone I had met on one occasion. When I contacted the ISP 

concerned, I was told it was fake. Paul traced it and concluded, if I recall correctly, that 

it had been routed through New York. He told me too that the sender clearly had a 

great deal of technical skill, and it was his opinion that it had emanated from an official 

source. I will say no more than that, but this was as good as confirmed for me by 

subsequent events on two occasions. He was later to be the victim of a similar campaign 

of on-line entrapment or harassment himself. This was very likely connected with his 

Chelsea Pitch Owners activities. 

In September 2013, Paul invited me to a soccer match, the only one I have ever 

attended. His beloved Chelsea were playing away to their great local rivals, Tottenham. 

We met up at the local Irish centre where I also met for only the second time his son and 

daughter. They had grown a lot since then. The match ended in a 1-1 draw, not a bad 

result.  I met Paul again at the end of January 2014 when he invited me to the AGM of 

Chelsea Pitch Owners. On another occasion I met him at his Wembley office. 

I won’t go into detail of his medical history, suffice to say Paul developed a problem 

with his heart, and this affected other parts of his body, especially his legs. A couple of 

times when I saw him, he was in terrible pain, and on at least two occasions he 

discharged himself from hospital against medical advice. 

Over the coming years, I visited him in no fewer than four hospitals. In October 2015, 

he suffered a stroke. He told few people about it because he didn’t want his daughter to 

find out, knowing she would worry, but this was a secret that couldn’t be hidden 

forever. He had lots of visitors, of both sexes, football fans and not. 

In the Summer of 2019, I bought a new chair for my computer desk, from China 

through Amazon. It was rubbish and as I was unable to return it, I ended up throwing it 

out. I mentioned this to Paul en passant, and he said he had one I could have. By this 

time his business had taken a turn for the worst. He was once if not a member of the 

point one percent then very well off, but he said to me a few years ago “Not rich 

anymore, Al”. He delivered the chair in person; he had been reduced to one man with a 

van driving up and down the country. I told him to slow down, take a long holiday or at 

least a break. He said he would, and did for a bit, but... 

Paul delivered not one chair but two; they were decades old but pristine. He told me he 

had been instructed to dump them, and that they had belonged to Pink Floyd. I gave 

one to my downstairs neighbour on condition he humped the other up to my poet’s 

garrett. Although Paul looked well, his legs didn’t, but he said he was getting better. 

Months later, he was in Wexham Hospital for his most serious stint yet. 

On March 9, I received an e-mail from his son with the dreadful news that his father 

had died the previous day. More than once I told Paul as I had five years on him I 

would expect him to attend my funeral rather than vice versa, but it was always on the 

cards that he wouldn’t. 
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Paul’s parents divorced, and at a young age he moved south of the border with his 

mother and stepfather. At one point he was offered a scholarship to Rugby School, 

which he declined. Instead, he moved to London to be with his father. Like that other 

Edinburgh-born Scotsman Tony Blair, Paul had an impeccably English accent. He 

started his working life as a courier, and also worked as a private detective. 

On August 8, 1979 while still a teenager, he had his first taste of fame when his name 

appeared on the front page of the Daily Mirror in a MIRROR EXCLUSIVE. He and 

another courier had been hired to spy on the American actress Farrah Fawcett, who at 

that time was married to Lee Majors, her one and only husband.  She was filming 

Saturn 3 in London with Kirk Douglas, but her marriage was on the rocks and she has 

been seen with the much younger Vince Van Patten, so no guesses who had hired them! 

Towards the end of James Todd’s life he lost the plot a bit, as some very old people do; 

he began to neglect himself, and also became estranged from his son, but Paul managed 

to persuade him to see a doctor, and no doubt this extended the old man’s life a couple 

of years. 

Paul married in 1991, the marriage ended in a bitter divorce, but his ex-wife attended 

his funeral on March 23. Paul’s greatest achievements in life were his beautiful, 

intelligent, talented, kind-hearted daughter, and his son – his head literally swelled with 

pride when he related how “the boy” had become the youngest man ever rise to the 

position he now holds. Paul adored his kids, and they adored him back. 

Paul had other, lesser passions in life, in particular Chelsea Football Club. Chelsea was 

founded in 1905, making it a relatively young club, but it has a unique structure – its 

pitch is owned by its fans. In 2003, Wimbledon, another South London club, moved 

over fifty miles to Milton Keynes, which is silly, not to mention unfair to the fans. 

Something similar could have happened to Chelsea because in the 1980s, property 

developers wanted to acquire its Stamford Bridge site and do what property developers 

do. There were still plans like this afoot three decades on, and Paul was in the forefront 

of those blocking such plans. 

Company law can be extremely complicated but basically, if a buyer acquires 30% of 

the voting rights (voting shares) he must make a mandatory offer for the rest – ie 

mandatory for the other shareholders. Chelsea Pitch Owners was set up to ensure this 

could never happen. A limited company, it was formed in the early 1990s by the now 90 
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year old Ken Bates, who had bought the club in 1982 (for £1) to save Stamford Bridge. 

At the time of writing it has thirteen thousand members from more than forty different 

countries. Thanks to Bates and men like Paul Todd, the club and its ground are 

guaranteed for the foreseeable future. Paul’s involvement with the club didn’t stop 

there; he sold and on occasion gave away tickets funded out of his own pocket. 

His funeral was held at Chilterns Crematorium, Amersham like his father’s seven years 

before. The Milton Chapel was almost full and there was also a webcast. 

Paul Todd will be sorely missed by all his friends, and as his son pointed out, even by 

those who were not his friends. Two days after his death, Chelsea won 3-1 away to 

Norwich. I imagined Paul sitting on his cloud displaying his trademark broad grin, and 

as I sit in front of my desktop on a chair once occupied by Roger Waters or David 

Gilmour, I can only think “Wish you were here”. 

 

The above obituary was first published by The Duran, March 26, 2022.  
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