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Who
is the richest, the first, the best, the most beautiful, the most influential,
the most important, the poorest, the best-dressed WAG? Come and find out. As
the influx of money into English football grew stratospheric, so


did
the wealth of the footballers and their WAGS. Once housewives, today WAGgery
guarantees instant celebrity. Their own WAG ‘league’ draws as much media
attention as the beautiful game.


 


Here
is the first-ever history of WAGs and how they came to dominate the front pages
as much as the footballers do the sports pages. There are epic rivalries,
catfights and gossip between and about the women and their husbands; from the
first stirrings of the phenomenon in the 1960s to the WAGs’
roaring entry on to the front pages, to today where they are an institution
with winners and losers.


 


What
makes WAGs tick? Do they want to get to know the man behind their footballer?
Or is it something else?
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Wags of Yore


 


 


 


Footballers have always had wives and
girlfriends. But back in the days of leather balls and Dubbined boots, they
stayed at home, making tea and washing his muddy kit. Tom Finney, a veteran of
that era, is still reputed to be one of football’s greatest players, scoring
187 goals during his fourteen-year stint with Preston North End, along with
thirty for England. When he married Elsie Noblett in 1945, there were no
paparazzi outside the church and nor were there magazines like OK! or Hello! to snap up the rights.


‘Elsie and I got
married in the local church and had our reception at St Jude’s Hall in Preston,
the place we’d met at a Saturday night dance a few years before,’ he recalled.
‘There was nothing in the papers… Elsie worked at a Preston steam laundry. I
think we went to Blackpool for our honeymoon.’


They were married for
fifty-nine years until her death in November 2004 and had two children.


‘I only earned
12s/10d a week as a footballer back then and I don’t remember how much our
wedding cost,’ he said. ‘It was definitely peanuts. But the most important
thing was for Elsie and I to be married, and I miss her terribly.’


His weekly wage of 12
shilling and ten old pence—that’s 64p—is worth £28 now, so there was little for
Elsie to splash out on Gucci and Versace.


Before becoming one
of Manchester United most famous managers, Tommy Docherty also played for
Preston North End and Scotland. He married his first wife Agnes in a low-key
ceremony at the Sacred Heart Church in Girvan, South Ayrshire, on 27 December
1949. The day after the wedding, the newlyweds caught the train to
Preston—Tommy had transferred there from Celtic for £2,000 and a weekly wage of
£8. 


He concentrated on
his footballing career while she stayed at home to look after their four
children. But in 1977, after twenty-seven years of marriage, Tommy announced in
a tabloid that he was having an affair with Mary Brown, the wife of Man U’s
physio. At matches the crowd then sung a spiced-up version of ‘Knees Up Mother
Brown’.


He and Agnes divorced
and he married Mary, having two more children with her. A private person, Agnes
did not go blabbing to the press. She was adamant that her story should not be
told until after her death. She died of a heart attack in 2002 and in 2008 her
son Thomas Junior published Married to a
Man of Two Halves in 2008. This was based on memoirs and newspaper cuttings
which he had discovered when clearing out his mother’s house.


‘My mum died with a
broken heart,’ he explained. ‘She never got over Dad, he was the love of her
life. He married the woman he had an affair with and I believe they have just
celebrated their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. I haven’t spoken to him
since he left Mum, but how many people can claim two silver weddings in their
lifetime?’


Then playing for
Chelsea, Jimmy Greaves was already on his way to become the First Division’s
top scorer when he married Irene Barden at Romford registry office in Essex in
1958. They were both eighteen. He was earning £8 a week during the season and
£7 a week in summer. Their first home was a flat in the clubhouse inside
Wimbledon’s old Plough Lane football ground. Despite being Chelsea’s star
player and signing for England in 1959, money was still tight and the pair
supplemented their income by weeding Wimbledon’s terraces for £8 a week, taking
the Greaves’ summer wage to £15 a week.


They had four
children. Like several contemporary football players, he succumbed to
alcoholism and they separated for three months in 1977. He then gave up the
booze and renewed their vows forty years later in 2017. After retiring from the
game, he ran a packaging company and became a TV football pundit.


A forerunner of David
and Victoria Beckham, and Ashley and Cheryl Cole, legendary England captain
Billy Wright married pop star Joy Beverley, a singer with the girl group the
Beverley Sisters, at Poole register office on 27 July 1958, in what was dubbed
the first celebrity footballer wedding. Although they had decided to marry in
the quiet Dorset town of Poole in an attempt to give the press the slip, the
fans turned out in their thousands.


‘When we arrived at
the register office, there were six or seven thousand people outside,’ Billy
said in his autobiography. ‘We lost the aerial of our car and on the way
through the crowds one of the bridesmaids lost her shoe! We attended a small
luncheon afterwards before driving to Stratford-on-Avon for the shortest
honeymoon ever. Twenty four-hours later, Joy was working in Bournemouth and I
resumed training with Wolves!’


Joy’s sister Teddie
recalled: ‘It was a very informal affair. Billy came on his own on the train to
Bournemouth and walked to our house from the station. We drove to the register
office from there. It was a very quiet affair, but very happy.… There were no
gifts, no fuss at all, it was just love from beginning to end. The important
thing is that the love lasts, not the dress.’


The couple were
married for thirty-six years until Billy’s death from stomach cancer in 1994,
aged seventy. By then, the age of innocence was over. In 1960, the maximum wage
for professional footballers was set by the Football League at £20 a week,
worth £450 a week now, just fifty per cent more than the average working man.
The following year, in the face of a threatened strike by the players, the
Football League abolished the maximum wage.


Since then, TV money
has poured into football. Transfer fees are in eight figures and players earn
hundreds of thousands of pounds a week. Top WAGs—wives and girlfriends—can
expect to live in a £1-million mansion, be swathed in designer labels and
travel in stretch limos and private jets. 


Has it made them
happier? You’ll find out below. But WAGs now have their own ‘premier league’
and draw about as much media attention as the beautiful game. Every year the
media draw up rankings of the most beautiful WAGs, or the richest, or the
hottest, or best-dressed, or with the biggest house. The press tracks carefully
who wins battles on the beach with the skimpiest bikinis and the best tans all
year round. 


And now there is
money to be made by running to the tabloids every time something goes wrong in
their relationship or with other WAGs. When things do go wrong, the media is
there to record the most explosive feuds, declaring winners and losers. Girls
Aloud singer Cheryl Tweedy had a much-publicised split up with ex-husband
Ashley Cole. Graeme Souness’ first and second wives faced each other down in a
vicious court battle. Even Posh and Becks—David and Victoria Beckham —have had
their troubles. But Paul Gascoigne—Gazza—and his wife Sheryl’s endless on-again
off-again relationship takes the biscuit. His fall from soccer superstar into
shambling alcoholism while her ascent to media stardom, after surviving
domestic violence at his hands, was played out, blow by blow, in the press.
WAGs are no longer forgotten in the shadows but are public figures in their own
right. 










1 In the Wag-ground


 


 


 


Following Tottenham Hotspurs’ double, winning
both the League and the FA Cup in 1961, a book called The Double: The Inside Story of Spurs’ Triumphant 1960-61 Season
was published which, in passing, mentioned the doings of the players’ wives.
There were really only Ws and not yet WAGs, as the girlfriends stayed well in
the background. Eight of the first team were married. On a Saturday night, they
would get together with their husbands and invited guests in Tottenham’s Buttery
Bar. 


On match days the
women would meet in the ladies’ room in the club, where they would chat over
tea and sandwiches before moving to the stands to watch their husband’s play.
There was a bar, but their intake of alcohol was strictly limited. This was
left to the men who would be drinking whisky and smoking cigars in the
boardroom. This was out-of-bounds for women until 1959 when pneumatic Hollywood
movie star Jayne Mansfield visited White Hart Lane. The players were invited to
have a drink with her while the wives were kept at arms’ length. There was even
some flirtation. Mansfield told centre-forward Bobby Smith: ‘You’ve got lovely
legs.’ Smith replied: ‘And you’ve got a lovely bust.’


Some of the wives did
not join in the inner circle. Captain Danny Blanchflower’s wife Betty did not
go to the matches, especially on Saturdays, staying home with the kids as a
housewife. Occasionally though, she took potluck with babysitters. She said she
got on quite well with the other wives and girlfriends. However, she said:
‘There was always a bit of jealousy because Danny was a transferred player and
got a better house.’


He had been
transferred from Aston Villa to Spurs for £30,000 in 1954 and was voted
Footballer of the Year in 1958 and 1961.


Manager Bill Nicholson’s
wife Darkie stayed at home looking after their two little girls and cooking an
after-match dinner.


Full back Ray Evans’
future wife Sandra didn’t mix with the other women either. She felt that there
was some resentment towards her because her dad was assistant manager.


‘A lot of them were
married with kids and I had only just left school,’ she said.


She got on better
with the players, meeting bachelors Peter Baker, John White and Terry Dyson at
a dance hall called the Tottenham Royal. Some of the married players also went
there.


‘A crowd of them used
to go,’ she said. ‘The married ones didn’t bring their wives, but it was
harmless fun. We’d dance the twist and rock ‘n’ roll. A Spurs fan called Dave
Greenaway, a sort of male groupie about my dad’s age, used to come and pick up
myself, Lynn, who became Peter Baker’s wife, and a few others. He’d take us to
the Royal and bring us home afterwards. The supporters do a lot when they like
a team.’


Tottenham’s 1960’s
WAGs were demure, but things were about to change. In 1961 Johnny Haynes,
captain of Fulham and England, became the first £100-a-week player—now worth
£2,250 a week. He also had a lucrative side-line as a ‘Brylcreem boy’,
advertising the hair grooming product as players do now.


Since then the money
has skyrocketed. In 1979 Nottingham Forest became the first club to buy a
player for £1 million, signing Trevor Francis. They also paid Peter Shilton
£1,200 a week, making him the best paid player in the country.


By 1994, Chris Sutton
was being paid £10,000 a week by Blackburn. Sol Campbell demanded £100,000 a
week to play for Arsenal. In 2010 Carlos Tevez became the first player to earn
£1 million per month, or £286,000 a week, when he signed for Manchester City.
Five years later Cristiano Ronaldo was being paid £15 million a year, after
tax, by Real Madrid. In 2020, he was being paid £53 million by Juventus, plus
£35 million in endorsements. But he had been overtaken by Lionel Messi who
earned £95 million.


That is not to say
that the WAGs were after money. Some, such as Victoria Beckham and Cheryl
Tweedy, have lucrative careers of their own. They followed in the footsteps of
Joy Beverley who earned considerably more than her husband, Wolverhampton and
England captain Billy Wright, while the League’s wage cap was still in place.
But these days a little extra cash, especially when counted in the millions,
couldn’t harm. Besides, players these days are better groomed and a lot fitter.
According to a poll conducted a few years ago by More magazine, now every six in ten women dreams of being a WAG.










2 The Best Wag


 


 


 


In the 1960s many of the players still smoked.
The older ones had seen service during World War II. But that generation were
bowing out and the young were taking over. Emblematic of this was George Best
who, in 1963, made his debut in a Man-U shirt. With his good looks and lavish
lifestyle, he quickly became a celebrity, known as ‘El Quinto Beatle’—‘The Fifth Beatle’—after scoring two early goals
in an historic victory against Portugal’s Benfica at their Stadium of Light in
1966. And there were girlfriends—lots of them.


‘I spent a lot of
money on booze, birds and fast cars. The rest I just squandered,’ he said
famously. He did try to reign it in though.


‘In 1969 I gave up
women and alcohol,’ he said. ‘It was the worst twenty minutes of my life.’


In a more reflective
mood, Best said: ‘I had a tremendous amount of relationships because I suppose
I was in a position to. I had plenty of money and I went to the sort of
functions where there were always plenty of beautiful women around.’


A former agent
recalled: ‘Women just flocked on him like bees on honey.’


Some of them were
very high-profile. They included Carry On
star Barbara Windsor, Miss Great Britain Carolyn Moore and two Miss
Worlds—Marjorie Wallace and Mary Stavin. When he was found in a hotel suite
with a naked beauty queen and £15,000 in cash strewn across his bed, by a
porter, the man asked: ‘Where did it all go wrong, George?’


Best was unapologetic.


‘I used to go missing
a lot... Miss Canada, Miss United Kingdom, Miss World,’ he said.


But he insisted his
reputation was over-rated.


‘They say I slept
with seven Miss Worlds,’ he said. ‘I didn’t. It was only four. I didn’t turn up
for the other three.’


By way of an
explanation, in a drunken chat show appearance in 1990, he told Terry Wogan: ‘I
like screwing.’


It was definitely
preferable to playing football.


‘If you’d given me
the choice of going out and beating four men and smashing a goal in from thirty
yards against Liverpool or going to bed with Miss World, it would have been a
difficult choice,’ he said. ‘Luckily, I had both.’ 


However, on a
particular occasion when he missed a match to spend time with an actress. The
fans were not pleased.


Asked how close to
kick-off he’d ever had sex, he replied: ‘Er… I think it was half-time.’


As well as being
rich, fit and good-looking, he was also attentive. One old girlfriend said:
‘Whenever George looked at you, you felt you were the only woman in the world.’


In 1978, he married
model and former Playboy Bunny Angie
MacDonald-Janes at the Candlelight Wedding Chapel in Las Vegas. The priest
officiating wore a lime-green suit. According to Angie, George’s manager Ken
Adams had sold the story and picture rights to a tabloid newspaper, so on the
flight from Los Angeles they could not even sit next together in case other
papers were alerted.


In the chapel, George
found he’d forgotten or lost the wedding ring and had to borrow one from his
best man, Bobby McAlinden, a teammate at the Los Angeles Aztecs. At their
reception, a waitress split Coke down Angie’s white jacket.


After the couple flew
back to Los Angeles, Angie recalled: ‘I thought some romance could be salvaged
when I saw George disappearing into the bedroom and getting undressed.’


However, her
expectations were dashed when he announced he was changing to go out drinking
with his mates. His last words to his crestfallen bride on her wedding night
were: ‘Don’t wait up.’


Then there was the
pressure from the media to deal with. Asif Kapadia, a British filmmaker who has
made the Grammy and Oscar winning documentary ‘Amy’, about Amy Winehouse, said:
‘If you look at all the headlines George Best generated, he was used and
abused, belittled… When I saw Amy and I saw the paparazzi camped outside [her
home], all those scenes, the wide shots of the press, you hounding her, it was
probably fifty times worse than what George Best faced, but George Best was the
first one to have faced that.’


Indeed, by the 80s,
Best he was in the grip of raging alcoholism. 


Angie, who opened a
bar called Bestie’s with George, recalled: ‘If 70,000 men wanted to have one
drink with George, they had one drink. George had 70,000.’


She thought she could
keep on the straight and narrow by giving him a settled home life.


‘You keep thinking
that you can fix it and that all he needs is a nice home-cooked meal and nice
house and to settle down but it never quite works like that when there’s
alcohol involved,’ she said.


They struggled on for
eight years. One night she was driving home from a doctor’s appointment with
their son Calum when she saw what she took to be a down-and-out stumbling down
the middle of the road. 


‘This poor man is all
hunched over, soaking wet and I think oh my God, that poor homeless tramp and
then I realise… it is my husband, drunk as a skunk, walking down the road,
soaking wet,’ she said.


It was George
staggering home from another bender. She did not stop to pick him up.


‘I realised it was
over. I always wanted to look after him but enough is enough, I can’t look
after both babies, the big one’s got to go,’ she said. ‘After that, George
drank every single day for thirty years.’


And when, in 2000,
Patsy Kensit played her in the biopic Best,
Angie was incensed.


‘I haven’t been
consulted at all, even though it shows my life,’ she said.


Striking back, she
wrote George and Me: My Autobiography.
Its hook line was: ‘I didn’t realise that six years of marriage would last a
lifetime.’ After they split she said that she continued to try offering support
and advice to help him conquer his alcoholism. Despite everything George had
put her through with his drunken antics, she claimed in the book: ‘I remain
good friends with George. He is the only man I ever loved.’


Returning to Los
Angeles, Angie built a career as a fitness trainer, producing and starring in
her own workout videos, and starring on television in shows and series for Sky
TV. She coached celebrity clients, including Cher, Sharon Stone and Daryl
Hannah and she wrote a series of books for women over forty, including one
about the menopause called A Change for
the Best.


In 2017, Angie joined
her son Calum Best on the nineteenth series of Celebrity Big Brother, which she entered as a new contestant. She
was first to be evicted on day eleven after receiving nominations from singer
and TV presenter Coleen Nolan and glamour model Nicola McLean, star of Channel Five’s Generation Sex and WAGS’
World… with Nicola McLean on Wedding TV, after she married footballer Tom
Williams in 2009. Calum Best has become somewhat of a reality star in his own
right, winning the 2nd season of Celebrity
Love Island on ITV in 2006, looking for love on E4’s Celebs Go Dating and feuding with exes on MTV’s Ex on the Beach in 2020. Calum has also
struggled with drinking and drugs.


But George, despite
previous efforts to stop, did not give up drinking—or glamorous women. In 1995,
he married ex-air hostess Alex Pursey in a ceremony in the Royal Borough of
Kensington and Chelsea. She was twenty-seven years his junior and they met in a
night club when she was twenty-one years old. They were together for twelve
years.


‘I’m not even a
football person—I’m more into rugby—but watching George play was like watching
magic,’ she said. ‘And, of course, he did have a colourful life off the pitch;
he was a good-looking guy… the first world superstar of his type. You can see
why people are still interested. It’s a good—if cautionary—story.’


The affair did not
start out well. Calum claimed that George attacked him when he was just
fourteen after accusing him of having an affair with Alex. He had returned home
to his London flat to find his son playing cards with his fiancée.


‘You’re not my
f****** son,’ George had roared.


Recalling how his dad
accused him of ‘getting together’ with Alex, Calum said: ‘Dad is in a bad
state. He has messy, shaggy hair, his face is swollen and the skin on his hands
and cheeks and forehead is red and peeling. Jesus, Dad, I think, you don’t look
so well.


‘There’s a pause as
he looks around. I see his eyes and they’re blazing. ‘What the f*** is going on
here?’ he snaps. He’s not just angry, he’s raging. I look at Alex and she’s
terrified.’


In his autobiography Second Best: My Dad and Me, Callum
wrote: ‘I realise what he must be thinking. My drunk, old, alcohol-poisoned dad
is convinced his fourteen-year-old son and his beautiful young fiancée are
getting it on behind his back.


‘I try to take
control of the situation. ‘Dad,’ I speak calmly, ‘Chill out. This really is not
what you think.’


‘‘F*** off, you piece
of s***,’ he shouts. ‘F*** off. You’re not my f***ing son.’


‘Dad is staring at me
with hatred in his eyes. ‘Don’t you lie to me,’ he snarls, stepping closer.
‘You’re not my son, you f***ing piece of s**t.’


‘And boom! — his
right hand whips up to my throat. The back of my head hits the wall, his hand
tightens around my neck and my feet lift up off the ground.


‘And then he lets me
go. I’m rasping, coughing, trying to get air down my neck. I see his hand drop
down to his side and then whack, up it comes and he backhands me across the
right side of my head, knocking me over.


‘“You’re not my son,”
he shouts again. “You’re not even meant to be. I hate you.”’


Calum also recalled
his father leaving him alone in a Manchester hotel room aged eleven while he
went to see a hooker. On another occasion he recalled how his father had kissed
him.


‘I am about to start
trying to go back to sleep when Dad rolls over, puts his face in front of mine
and kisses me: as in, he puts his tongue in my mouth. That kind of kiss,’ he
said. ‘I freeze. What’s going on? I’m old enough to know what a French kiss is.
But why is Dad doing it to me?


‘Years later, when I
start drinking heavily myself, I work out what happened. He got home so out of
his head that when he saw my long, blond hair in his bed he assumed it was a
girl and did the obvious thing of kissing her, because he thought that’s what
she was there for.’


Then there was the
rare occasion when father and son played football, only for Calum to discover
that this display of paternal affection was a publicity stunt.


‘At the end of the
session the photographer gives Dad a brown paper bag full of what looks like
thousands of pounds,’ Calum said. ‘We go to the pub and he gives me some to
spend, probably because he feels guilty about using me like that.’


But Alex was not to
be discouraged.


‘He was down to
earth, he was cheeky, he was lovely,’ she said. He had a heart of gold. ‘He was
funny, generous—he was just a perfect husband, apart from the alcohol.’


Alex became a
successful model, named female Rear of the Year in 2004. That year, she took
part in series three of I’m a Celebrity…
Get Me Out of Here! and was fourth to be voted out. That same year, she and
George split. Neither appeared at the hearing and the divorce went through in
two minutes twenty seconds. Months later he died when the immuno-suppressive
drugs he took after a liver transplant led to him having a kidney transplant.
Alex visited him on his death bed.


‘I went to see him
just before he died, and he was unconscious,’ she recalled. ‘I just said, ‘I
love you and always will, and I’m sorry for what’s happened.’’


Best had achieved the
sort of fame no footballer had before him. He appeared in TV ads and played
himself in a cameo role in the 1971 British comedy film Percy. Irish actor and novelist John Lynch played him in the movie Best and money poured in.


Indie rock band, The Wedding Present, called their first
album George Best. It featured him on
the cover wearing his red Man-U kit. After his death, Brian Kennedy and Peter
Corry released a single called ‘George Best—A Tribute’. George featured in EA
Sports’ FIFA video game series; he was included as an icon in the FIFA 19
Ultimate Team Legends. His overall rating stood at 93, behind Maradona at 95
and Pele at 97.


Two years after he
died, the magazine GQ named him as
one of The Fifty Most Stylish Men of the Last Fifty years. They wrote: ‘Before
Becks there was Best. The dark-haired boy wonder from Belfast hijacked English
football when he debuted for Manchester United in 1963, becoming a soccer
sensation, celebrity, and sex symbol in short order. Whether it was his
Beatles-inspired haircut, slim suits, or Chelsea boots, his style reflected and
defined the times. He always kept current, from the crisp lines of mod to the
rococo collars and peak lapels of ‘70s London. Bestie inspired the 1966 Kinks
classic ‘Dedicated Follower of Fashion,’ and as his legend grew, his life came
to revolve less around the pitch than discotheques and parties.…’


In 2012, he
posthumously appeared in the list of The New Elizabethans to mark the diamond
Jubilee of Queen Elizabeth II. He was described by the selection panel as a
person ‘whose actions during the reign of Elizabeth II have had a significant
impact on lives in these islands and given the age its character’.


However, there was a
dark side to being one of George Best’s wives. In their divorce in 1986, Angie
cited domestic violence. Alex also claimed that he had hit her in the face on
more than one occasion in his authorised biography Bestie. The book went on to reveal that that he had struck another
of his girlfriends at least once and had been arrested and charged with assault
on a waitress, Stevie Sloniecka, in November 1972, fracturing her nose in
Reuben’s nightclub in Manchester. He was successfully defended when the case
reached court in January 1973 by his drinking buddy George Carman QC.


A post-mortem
catfight broke out when Alex claimed that their former house in Kingswood,
Surrey, was haunted on This Morning.
Cynics suggested that the remarks were the upshot of ‘the other ex-Mrs
Best’—Angie—hogging the limelight following her stint, with son Calum, on Celebrity Big Brother. Alex was doing a
pilot for a TV show called Unbelievable
where it was concluded that the ghost was not George’s but that of a former
resident named Tom.


Meanwhile she became
ambassador for LA Skincare.


‘I’m opening
beauticians and promoting their products, which is very nice. You get lots of
nice creams and things, which is lovely,’ she said. At the age of forty-five,
she also admitted using Botox.


‘I’ve been having
Botox since I was about twenty-eight,’ she said. ‘I only do it once every
year—and sometimes I’ve gone for maybe three years at a time without it.


‘I started doing it
very, very young because I didn’t want to get lines from smiling, so it was
preventative. That’s the only thing I’ve ever had done—apart from my boobs.’


Alex was not upset by
the mention she got in Calum’s autobiography.


‘Calum has every
right to say what he wants about his father,’ she said. ‘I’ve written an
autobiography so I’m not going to throw stones at glass houses. If you are
doing an autobiography you’ve got to be brutally honest, otherwise there’s no
point in writing one.’


She also admitted
bumping into Calum from time to time. Her new footballing favourite was
Cristiano Ronaldo, but she worried about the new generation of young, gifted
players who often get too much, too soon.


‘When they’re kids
and get all that adulation, which is what happened with George, I don’t think
they know what to do next because football’s such a major part of their lives,’
she said.


In her autobiography Always Alex, she claimed she was no
gold-digger. When they wed George he was pretty well broke, selling off the
medals he’d won, and their first married residence was his dive of a flat in
Chelsea, where she had to wash her knickers by hand in the sink. She also said
the tabloid’s criticised her for encouraging his alcoholism, simply for being
photographed holding a glass of wine when he was trying to quit the drink,
while journalists took him out and got him drunk for days on end.


She also confessed
another on-off relationship with footballer John Scales.


‘His team-mates
started to call him ‘Gigolo’—unfortunately, it took me a while to cotton on to
the full significance of that nickname,’ she said.


In her book, she also
addressed the question of domestic violence, saying that once Best had broken
her arm in a brawl—though she had gone back to him afterwards.


‘The only good thing
to come out of it was that I had the excuse to have my hair washed and
blow-dried at the hairdressers twice a week, a real indulgence. Well, I told
myself, I think I deserve a little treat!’ she said.


On other occasions,
he beat her and cut off much of her hair while drunk, but still she stuck by
him. Towards the end, after she had nursed him through and past his liver
transplant, draining the bile from his tube with plastic gloves and a measuring
jug, and tried to sort out his shambolic finances, he went on a few benders and
disappeared off with other women and ended up in the papers again.


‘I couldn’t quite
believe the things I’d put up with,’ she said. ‘The way they came round time
and again, and I’d do the same. You’re always hoping. Always. Until one day, if
you’re lucky, you manage to stop.’


She tried to get him
into therapy.


‘George wouldn’t hear
of it. He’s actually an extremely shy man, and never wanted to deal with it in
that kind of confrontational way, and that’s why it was never dealt with; it
just seemed to go away some times, possibly because those times he was almost
dead.’


Then, when she
thought he had stopped, she would find a tell-tale bottle—once hidden in a pile
of chopped wood—knowing it would be a matter of hours before she’d find him
surrounded by empties, in his bed or in a park or in a ditch. Or she’d have to
go traipsing round Chelsea pubs, begging people to stop killing him. People
would buy him a drink, just so they could say ‘I bought George Best a drink.’
And he’d never refuse.


‘One thing I realised
is that the more I tried to stop him, to tell him to stop, the more he would
resent me, and seek an excuse to start a row to get away. It’s a grim
situation: the more that you, one person who truly loves and wants to help, try
to love him and help an alcoholic, the less they want to be with you,’ she told
Euan Ferguson of the Guardian.


Alex did not follow
his passion.


‘I remember him
telling me about the football. I’ve never really got or understood football,
and didn’t fall for George because he was an idol or anything; I fell for him
because he was charming George. But he would tell me how he’d practise with
both feet, anywhere, at any time, determined to be the best not on one foot but
on both feet. There was no option in his mind but to be stubborn, to be the
best. And once that passed, I’ve thought: he had to be the best at drinking
instead. Had to be the best at keeping bars open. Preferably the dirtiest bars:
if you had a line of pubs, wine bars, gastropubs in any street, you knew you’d
find George in the filthiest old man’s pub at the end, with the sticky carpet.’


There was nothing
glamorous about things. He suffered from swollen feet that left him hobbling,
unable to walk up hills on holiday. His swollen testicles led to the lack of
any sex life. And the shakes, only occasionally ‘because most of the time he
never got a hangover; he simply topped up’.


Throughout her twenties
she would often cry herself to sleep. However, she forgave him.


‘I don’t really
resent it, resent George, at all, because we also had a great time together,’
she said. ‘He gave me a good life, too, often a really good life. The good
times.’










3 Wag to Riches


 


 


 


Tina Moore (neé Dean) is said to be the first
true WAG. She was the wife of Bobby Moore, the only England captain to raise
the Jules Trophy when England won the FIFA World Cup in 1966. They met in the
Palais nightclub in Ilford in 1957. She was fifteen; he was seventeen and a
trainee at West Ham earning £8 a week. They danced to ‘Blue Moon’. 


‘I was not overly
impressed at first,’ she said. ‘He wasn’t quite handsome, but he was
good-looking, and charm personified.’


She stood him up on
their first date, but he was besotted and pursued her relentlessly. She
relented after seeing him walking down the street and was encouraged by her
mother to invite him round for tea.


At West Ham Moore was
the rising star, donning the number six shirt in 1958. No hard-tackling defender,
Moore was a world-class reader of the game, anticipating the opponent’s moves.
He was also a romantic, leaving love letters under Tina’s pillow. They married
on 30 June 1960. She wore a long white dress topped with sheer lace and her
bouquet and floral arrangement centred around orange roses. That year, he was
called up for the England Under-23 squad.


The newly-weds moved
into a three-bedroom terrace house in Gants Hill, Essex, costing £3,850. In
1961, he was named West Ham Player of the Year. The following year he became
captain and made his debut for England’s first team in the World Cup in Chile.
England was knocked out in the quarter finals by Brazil, but Pelé said Moore
was the greatest defender he had ever played against.


Moore was just twenty-three
and Tina was expecting their first child, Roberta, when he was diagnosed with
testicular cancer. 


‘It was up to the
next of kin to decide whether a patient was told they had cancer. It was a
death sentence in those days,’ she told the Sun.
‘I pleaded with the surgeon not to tell him. I was very worried for the baby
and for Bobby. I didn’t know if he was going to live or die.’


She later told the Radio Times: ‘The very thought of cancer
could affect the healing process. That word was never, ever mentioned between
us in all the years we were together.’


However, he had to be
told eventually and, fourteen months later, had one of his testicles removed
and made a full recovery. They had a son named Dean and Bobby Moore went on to
captain England in the 1966 World Cup, leading the team out for their victory
in the finals at Wembley, with Tina cheering him on.


‘Bobby had overcome
cancer and there he was holding up the cup at the peak of his beauty and his
footballing power,’ said Tina. ‘The whole of England was cheering for him. It
was too much to take in. I remember Bobby walking up the steps to receive the
trophy wiping his hands. That was typical of him. He wouldn’t have wanted to
have sullied the Queen’s gloves. I was so proud of him. He was my world.’


Tina had her own role
to play at the World Cup. She led the England wives on two excursions. One was
to the Black and White Minstrel show, the other to the Golders Green shopping
centre. Otherwise the players’ wives attended the games but were segregated
from their men. After the victory they attended a separate dinner. They were
re-united after on an excursion to female impersonator Danny La Rue’s club,
where they were fêted with a rendition of ‘When the Saints Come Marching In’.


Afterwards the Moores
went on to celebrate at the Playboy club on Park Lane in Mayfair and it wasn’t
long before the glamorous young couple counted the movie stars and music
legends among their closest friends. Sean Connery and his wife were so fond of
them they babysat for them while they were in Spain. 


Photographs of Tina
in an England shirt worn as a dress in a forest appeared in the pages of
newspapers and magazines. Soon designer shops were lending her clothes and taxi
drivers would not charge them for rides. But Tina still described herself as ‘a
Gants Hill housewife’ in the press. She and the other footballers’ wives were
just ‘ordinary girls’. Yet she led the ‘girls’ as they jet-setted to the 1970
Mexico where Bobby was to be briefly held in custody for stealing a bracelet.


Between them, little
had changed. Tina said that outside of the spotlight Bobby was ‘very soft and
romantic’, and he used to leave love notes for her. But when he went out with
friends he would turn into ‘mischievous, irresponsible Bobby’. 


She told the Radio Times: ‘He never changed—always
protective of myself and the children.’


However, Bobby’s
paycheque doubled and before long they moved into a luxurious Georgian mansion
in Chigwell. Tina worked as a model. Like a modern-day WAG she was very fashion
conscious and was accused of exploiting her husband’s fame, appearing regularly
in the press and writing new newspaper columns. She also starred in a TV ad for
Bisto.


The couple were so
high profile that Tina and their two children were the target of a kidnapping
plot in 1970 and there were threats to shoot Bobby during a West Ham game.


In 1973, he moved to
Fulham, ending his playing career there in 1977. He then planned to move into
management. Elton John had attended the launch of Bobby’s autobiography. He was
chairman of Watford, then languishing in Division Four and they got together to
talk about Bobby taking over as manager.


‘They met for lunch
and got on well,’ said Tina. ‘Watford wasn’t a big club, but Bobby was
intrigued by the challenge and enthused by Elton’s ambition to turn it into a
major name in football. They discussed terms, shook hands and arranged to meet
again to sign a contract. Bobby was buoyant that his career was moving into a fulfilling
new phase.’
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