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            FOREWORD BY

WENDY DICKINSON

         

         I first realised that my dad didn’t have an ordinary job at the age of six or seven. At school one day in Middlesbrough the chat turned to what our dads did for a living – nobody asked what your mum did in those days. The usual ‘normal’ jobs were revealed, but when I said my dad played football my friends just burst out laughing. ‘That’s not a proper job,’ said one. ‘That’s just messing about.’

         At that time – the late 1950s – he was ‘messing about’ as a goalkeeper for Middlesbrough FC, where he formed an instant bond with a young centre-forward. My late mum, Lilian, recalled Dad coming home from training after having been at the club for a couple of weeks, excited about an amazing young footballer he’d met. ‘What’s his name?’ asked Mum. ‘Brian Clough,’ was the answer. Little did any of us know what a momentous meeting that would prove to be.

         As a little girl, I remember Brian coming to our house regularly. When my brother Phil was born in 1957, Brian’s mam arranged the christening as she was horrified that my atheist dad wasn’t planning on one. Brian and his sister, Deanna, were the godparents.

         Clough and Taylor’s lives were intertwined for only a few short years as players, but they were inseparable; even the Middlesbrough FC team photo has them standing shoulder to shoulder. The glue that bound them was a shared passion for how the game should be played and an ill-concealed disdain for those who didn’t share their vision.

         In 1961 they went their separate ways – Brian to Sunderland and a career-ending injury and Dad to his first managerial job at Burton Albion. Four years later, a call from Brian – soon to become the youngest manager in the Football League at Hartlepools United – sent our little family back up north, where Dad became Brian’s assistant.

         They went on to build stunning teams at Derby County and Nottingham Forest and their place in the football history books was guaranteed.

         One question people always ask me about Clough and Taylor is why they broke up. In true ‘dynamic duo’ style, the end proved to be as spectacular as the partnership. They fell out and both passed away without exchanging another word. You couldn’t make it up.

         But the aforementioned history books can explain all about that. What I can tell you, as a daughter and a friend, is that all who shared in the journey with Clough and Taylor were privileged to be there. It was truly heart-stopping and, if you were lucky enough to be in the same room when they were on a roll, you’d never forget it.

         Phil and I have discussed the breakup on more than one occasion with Brian’s sons, Simon and Nigel. We all agree that they were stupid and should both have picked up the phone, but I never dwell on that because the great times were far more important. In truth, bearing in mind that they were both such strong-minded, opinionated men, I am more surprised that they managed to stay together so long.

         We were lucky to have them and to have been part of their amazing lives, and I thank my lucky stars that I was there.

         Dad died aged just sixty-two, on 4 October 1990, of idiopathic pulmonary fibrosis. This cruel disease, which causes scarring of the lungs, has no known cause or cure. The average life expectancy following diagnosis is just three to five years. Phil and I have asked for royalties from the book to be donated to the charity Action for Pulmonary Fibrosis. www.actionpulmonaryfibrosis.org. 

      

   


   
      
         

            CHAPTER 1

            THE START OF OUR PARTNERSHIP

         

         The voice of Brian Clough has been likened to the sound of rending calico, but it can also be as rousing as a bugle call and change people’s lives, as it did mine in the autumn of 1965.

         Holiday postcards excepted, I hadn’t heard from Brian in four years until he telephoned my home and came straight to the point.

         ‘I’ve been offered the managership of Hartlepools and I don’t fancy it. But if you’ll come, I’ll consider it.’ Then he banged the phone down.

         Can there ever have been a more offhand summons to football glory? For that was the birth, or rather the conception, of a partnership destined to win the League Championship for both Derby County and Nottingham Forest, to spend millions of pounds on players while smashing transfer records, to win the Football League Cup twice, to win at Wembley and to win the European Cup twice. Enemies dubbed us ‘the Kray twins’, an insulting label in which the only grain of truth is the twin-like affinity of our views on how to run a successful club; we have fought, argued and even split up for a couple of years, but have never differed on this basic conviction.

         The phone call about the job at Hartlepools, however, caught me in a quandary, for I was already a successful manager with Burton Albion in the Southern League. I had just moved into a bungalow with my wife Lilian and our children Wendy and Philip; I had a three-year contract at £34 a week, as well as a perk of £7 a week for coaching at a high school. The club were top of the table and recent winners of the Southern League Cup when Brian rang; because he hung up without giving me time to speak, I had to call him back and explain the position.

         ‘I’ve only had this three-year contract for a few days and I’m very proud of it, but at the same time I’m mad keen to get into the Football League. Can we meet halfway and discuss it?’ He said, ‘I’ll see you in York.’ We settled on the Chase Hotel by the racecourse; I went with Lilian and he arrived with his wife, Barbara, and their young son, Simon, in his arms. He wasn’t the spruce, boyish Brian Clough I had known at Middlesbrough. His face reflected a dreadful year in which he had been sacked as Sunderland’s youth coach and warned by medical specialists that he must never play serious football again.

         ‘No one knows how hard that hit me,’ he confessed later. ‘I went berserk for a time, drinking heavily and being hell to live with.’ He didn’t need to tell me. I saw the drink in his thickened features and realised he had reached a dead end in his career.

         His testimonial match later that month was expected to raise at least £5,000, but money would not cure his problems. He needed work, even at such a hopeless club as Hartlepools. ‘I don’t fancy the place,’ he said. ‘Still less do I fancy the man who is offering the job. But I can’t go on as I am.’

         Brian was recommended to Hartlepools by the former Sunderland and England inside-forward, Len Shackleton, the north-east sports columnist for the Sunday People. The directors had been convinced by Shackleton that their club would run better under two bosses, and he then persuaded Brian to approach me.

         Shackleton had hit upon an idea that had been in my mind for years; the belief that two men – the right two – could build up a club quicker than one. Brian and I complemented each other; we got on well together and were particularly alike in wanting results quickly.

         ‘You’ll be my right hand,’ said Brian. ‘Not an assistant manager, more a joint manager, except that they don’t go in for titles at Hartlepools and we’ll have to disguise you as the trainer. The other bad news is that they can’t afford to pay you more than £24 a week.’

         It meant dropping £17 a week, enough then to pay the mortgage on a house. I would be dropping in status from manager to trainer. It meant running out with the sponge on match days, a job that I dislike. It meant going against the advice and wishes of my wife and closest friends, who wanted me to stay at Burton where, if my cup victory was followed by promotion from our division of the Southern League, I would be qualified for a Football League club of my own.

         Yet, against all logic, I promised Brian, ‘I’ll come.’ We shook hands on it, and that’s how we started.

      

   


   
      
         

            CHAPTER 2

            PLAYING DAYS

         

         Brian Clough scored 200 league goals in 219 games. No one has done it faster and probably never will.

         I first met Brian at Middlesbrough in 1955; he was freshly demobbed from the Royal Air Force and I was the new reserve goalkeeper, signed for £3,500 from Coventry City. I cannot remember laying eyes on him until the second half of the traditional pre-season fixture. Probables v. Possibles. He was the fourth centre-forward to be tried and I was impressed immediately by the way this crew-cut unknown shielded the ball and how cleanly he struck it. Above all, I admired the arrogance of his play.

         Back in our dressing room, I began asking, ‘Who was that young fellow who came on last for them?’ But no one seemed to know or care. Brian was lost in a crowd of more than thirty full-time players. ‘Some lad from the RAF,’ they said.

         Middlesbrough had signed him in September 1952, for the minimum registration fee of £10. He was a sixteen-year-old with a North Yorkshire village side called Broughton Rangers, whose ranks were full of Cloughs because his brothers Joe, Des and Billy were also in the team.

         The scout was George Camsell, an England centre-forward who scored a record 326 league goals for Middlesbrough up to the outbreak of the Second World War. Camsell knew a goal-machine when he saw one, but the people who ran the club didn’t. Brian was rated so lightly that the club never bothered fetching him home to play at Ayresome Park during his two years of national service, which were spent mostly at Watchet in Somerset. He played there for the station team without progressing to the full RAF team for the inter-services championship. When I joined Middlesbrough, he was only the fourth choice centre-forward.

         Clubs in those days signed lads by the busload, often using hardly any judgement and with no aim beyond preventing rivals from snatching a starlet off their doorstep. A tenner changed hands and the boy was usually forgotten, although tied for life to a Football League form. That might have been Brian’s fate, too, but for his initiative in writing a reminder to Middlesbrough just before his demobilisation. ‘I asked them to take me on, they didn’t ask me,’ he said to me about his start in professional football.

         He had been a month at Ayresome Park when I arrived, training with more than thirty full-time players. It was a huge staff for a modest Second Division club and I saw why manager Bob Dennison had talked of pruning the dead wood when he signed me as the eventual replacement for Middlesbrough’s spectacular goalkeeper Rolando Ugolini. I signed on August Bank Holiday – the first Monday of the month in those days – and trained through my first week, unaware of the existence of Brian Howard Clough until that second half of the Probables v. Possibles.

         Charlie Wayman, a veteran who remained a clever footballer, was Middlesbrough’s number one choice. His deputy was Ken McPherson, who had been bought from Notts County for £18,000, which was a high fee in those days. After McPherson, they trotted out a local lad called Doug Cooper, who, in fact, went on to start the season with the first team. Then this unknown number nine appeared and registered with me immediately.

         I’ve never been backward about voicing my opinions. When I suggested, ‘That lad can’t half play,’ the other players merely shrugged, but Brian himself sidled up after a while. Someone had told him that I was singing his praises and that was how our friendship began. Brian, once I had singled him out for stardom, was always by my side. He would knock at my door five or six nights a week and sit around there or in Rea’s Ice Cream Parlour talking football, never tiring of hearing me say that he would become a great player. Rea’s in those days was the players’ headquarters and fans said the team was picked there.

         I welcomed him because I was a stranger in a dull town. Middlesbrough of the mid-’50s was a place where hundreds of men shuffled on the pavements of the main street on Sunday mornings, gazing expectantly at the town hall clock. At the first stroke of noon, they tensed like runners on a starting line. By the twelfth stroke, they had vanished into the opening doors of pubs. What drab pubs, too – many were sawdust-on-the-floor alehouses that refused admission to women.

         Emptying pint pots seemed the chief preoccupation of Middlesbrough’s shipyard workers and steelmen; after that came football, horses, dogs and pigeons. They voted solidly for Labour but, outside elections, spared few thoughts for politics. I remember taking Brian to hear Harold Wilson, then the rising star of the Labour Party, at a working men’s club one Sunday afternoon. The audience numbered barely fifty. I was politically conscious in those days but grew disillusioned, while Brian – despite taunts of ‘Rolls-Royce communist’ from fellow managers – remained a socialist.

         I may have influenced him in that way, as I did in many others, by coming into his life when he was seeking a guiding light. I was six years older, married, a father and experienced in professional football. He was attracted by my faith in him; I was attracted by his unerring ability to put the ball in the net.

         We had more than football in common. Our backgrounds were similar, both coming from large families. I was one of eight children and Brian was one of nine, eight of them still living. I saw my own parents in his – Sarah, his mother, whom everyone called ‘Sal’, and Joe, his father, who worked in a sweets factory near the football ground. They ran the Cloughs with precision; punctuality was their rule and the house was spotless.

         Brian and I played together for the first time only a week after the Probables v. Possibles match. We were in Middlesbrough’s reserves at Spennymoor and the director in charge – a Mr Winney, who later became the club chairman – gave us an uplifting talk about our opportunities for promotion to the first team, not realising that the management and staff were blind to the diamond under their noses. They ought to have given Brian an immediate place in the first team; instead, they were giving him adverse reports such as, ‘Doesn’t work hard enough on the field.’ The author was Jimmy Gordon, a Scottish wing-half who coached Brian at Ayresome Park and was later to work for him as a trainer-coach at Derby County, Leeds United and Nottingham Forest.

         I decided to take the future of Brian Clough into my own hands by contacting a manager whose soul will march on as long as Brian and I remain in football. The credit for founding the partnership of Clough and Taylor belongs to Len Shackleton, but we are indebted for our creed to an unusual old man called Harry Storer, who was my boss for a time at Coventry City.

         Coventry had signed me as a professional at seventeen after I had played twice as an amateur for Nottingham Forest’s first team against Notts County, a home-town derby for me in the wartime league. I went to Coventry as a part-timer because my father insisted on the completion of my apprenticeship to bricklaying, a trade that I had in common with such managers as Bob Paisley of Liverpool and Tony Book of Manchester City.

         I was with Coventry for nine years before I was sold to Middlesbrough; I was eager to go because the writing was on the wall in the shape of Reg Matthews, a young goalkeeper of such phenomenal ability that England capped him the following year while he was still only a Third Division player. I saw Matthews as a schoolboy and recognised him as a probable international, which meant there would be no hope for me once he was old enough for the first team.

         Jesse Carver, who had been a successful manager in Italy with FC Roma, had just taken over at Coventry with a new coach, George Raynor, a knowledgeable little man who became famous a few years later by guiding Sweden to the 1958 World Cup final against Brazil. Footballers trained like racehorses in those days, slogging endlessly round the running track. At some English clubs, the players never saw a ball from Saturday to Saturday because of managers who believed, ‘If you see too much of the ball during the week you won’t be hungry for it in matches.’ Carver and Raynor, though, thought like Continentals and concentrated their training on ball skills and positional technique. I spent an enlightening fortnight under them before joining Middlesbrough. Nevertheless, it was Harry Storer whom I decided to ring.

         No one at Middlesbrough ever guessed how close Brian came to being Storer’s player. I fixed up a deal and Harry, until his dying day, never ceased to reproach himself for not pushing it through.

         Storer was fifty-seven years old and coaching cricket at a Butlin’s holiday camp when Derby County, who had been relegated to the old Third Division (North), recalled him to football managership in 1955. Only one club, not three, was promoted in those days, but he put them back in the Second Division in two seasons. Derby were due to visit the north-east early in September for a match at Hartlepools so I phoned Harry saying, ‘I’d like you to meet the best young centre-forward I’ve ever seen.’ ‘Meet me at the Hartlepools ground,’ he said, and when we arrived, ‘Let’s go on the pitch where we won’t be overheard.’

         The two of us walked to the centre circle. Brian stayed by the touchline and never opened his mouth. He either didn’t understand or was unable to believe that, doubtless in flagrant violation of league regulations, his new friend and a famous manager could be standing in broad daylight plotting his transfer to Derby County while he was still only the fourth choice at his own club.

         ‘You can have him for peanuts,’ I told Harry. ‘The staff at Middlesbrough reckon he’s not mobile enough.’

         ‘Has he got enough off?’ asked Harry, referring to the level of Brian’s skill when coming away from defenders to collect the ball near midfield.

         ‘As much as he needs.’

         Harry persisted, ‘Can he receive it and lay it and keep the line going?’

         ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘although his strength is in and around the box.’ Storer thought about it. ‘He’ll do, if you say so. But I’ve just blown my cash by buying Martin McDonnell [a hard centre-half] and Paddy Ryan [a lively inside-forward].’

         ‘But you’ll get Brian Clough for nothing. They don’t rate him.’

         ‘Sorry, but I haven’t a bean’ – a sentence that haunted him once Brian began rattling in the fastest 200 goals ever scored in the Football League. ‘What a tragedy,’ Harry often groaned to me. ‘If only I’d had some money.’ I refused to let him off the hook.

         ‘You didn’t need money. Brian was available, practically as a give-away. All you had to do was ask.’

         Ten days after meeting Storer, and against all the indications, Brian made his league debut on 17 September 1955 against Barnsley. He didn’t establish himself and was picked for only nine games that season, scoring three goals. I played only six league games myself and the pair of us were regarded as no more than useful reserves – underpaid reserves, in his case.

         Brian still lived at home and mentioned one evening, ‘I’m finding it hard to manage after giving my keep to Mam.’ He showed me his pay slip; after stoppages, Middlesbrough were paying him £11 and a few pence for a fortnight. ‘I can earn more labouring in ICI,’ he said.

         ‘Don’t talk that way. You’re not quitting, you are going to get paid what you’re really worth.’ I briefed him on what a Second Division reserve ought to expect as wages; the next day he put his case to the club and won an increase of £2 10 shillings a week.

         Today, when star players earn more than £1,000 a week, it’s hard to picture football before the abolition of the maximum wage rule in January 1961. Brian, except for a few months before the injury that finished him, played his entire career for restricted rewards.

         He was averaging forty goals a season for Middlesbrough but being paid the same wage as myself, an average goalkeeper. That was £17 a week, which wasn’t even the permitted maximum. I think the top pay in the league was £20 a week, plus, if you were lucky, a taxable benefit of £750 for each five years spent with a club.

         Yet those were wonderful, enjoyable days for us, setting the scene for our success later. Our clubmates were mostly in the snooker halls while we were out coaching schoolboys at Redcar or standing behind the goal at Darlington or anywhere else that we could find a game on a free afternoon. We told the truth to the headmaster at Redcar: ‘We’ve no coaching qualifications.’ He said, ‘I don’t care; I’ll judge you on what you do.’ The pay was £1 4 shillings each for an hour, which was good for those days, but the bonus was the pleasure of working with youngsters.

         We ought to have enrolled for an FA coaching course, but we felt that Walter Winterbottom, the FA’s director of coaching, as well as manager of the England team, had allowed himself to be surrounded by spouting theorists. We resented schoolmasters who posed as authorities on a game of which they had no professional experience.

         The pair of us were obsessed with football. All our time went in training for it, playing it, watching it in the old northeast Wednesday League and arguing about it. For variation, we sometimes played each other at tennis, squash, badminton, table tennis or billiards. Brian always hated to lose.

         I remember a winger complaining to the Middlesbrough training staff that Brian had knocked him off the ball before an open goal and scored himself. Brian’s answer, when questioned about the incident, was undiluted Clough – ‘Well, I’m better at it than he is.’

         That was his outlook on almost everything: ‘I can do it better. What’s more, I’ll prove it.’ He seemed pushy, a know-all and arrogant – but never forget that arrogance is an asset in a footballer. Anyone could see how Brian might upset people, yet I liked him. He was clean-cut; there was nothing, then or now, treacherous in his nature and, unusually for someone so full of himself, he could stand a little ribbing.

         ‘Why aren’t you out dancing?’ I asked when he was round my house every night. ‘You’re growing old too quickly, you ought to spread your wings.’ But Brian at twenty was in love with football and cricket.

         ‘What wouldn’t I give to have opened the batting for England?’ he used to sigh, a clear case of ambition exceeding talent. He might have fielded to Test standard, he was so quick, alert and sure-handed, but in all the pre-season cricket we played together, I never saw him look anything better than a reasonable club batsman.

         Football, though, was something else and it is amazing that England capped him only twice, especially when the death of Tommy Taylor in the Manchester United air crash of 1958 forced them to look everywhere for a centre-forward, even to the extent of recalling the Bolton veteran Nat Lofthouse. Week after week, I stood in Middlesbrough’s goalmouth watching Brian make my predictions come true at the other end. Defensive systems were simpler in our playing days; teams didn’t field two centre-backs and so centre-forwards were always in the ideal situation of one-against-one.

         How Brian banged in the goals for us: thirty-eight in his first full season, followed by forty, forty-three, thirty-nine and thirty-four in the succeeding seasons. I believe he would have been curtailed only slightly by the modern tactic of a sweeper supporting the centre-half. You can either score goals or you can’t. Brian was blessed with the scorer’s knack and he would have stuck goals away in any company if the players around him supplied the chances.

         All but one of his goals – and that when he was a virtual crock – were scored in the Second Division and the knockers always asked, ‘Would he have succeeded in the First?’ Of course he would have done. He would have succeeded with England, too. They said he lacked mobility but Brian was mobile where it mattered. He saved his energy for the penalty box; he lurked there always, awake to the faintest chance and applying the clinical finish.

         His frustration over Middlesbrough’s failure to win promotion led to clashes with teammates, who organised a round robin to remove him from the captaincy. Most clubs prefer a skipper in midfield where it is easier to communicate with all the team’s departments, but I believe in choosing captains for leadership, irrespective of their position. Brian was a born leader. He had been head boy at Marton Grove secondary school at Middlesbrough and his fellow pupils have said, ‘He stood out. He got respect from everyone, he almost demanded it.’

         I wasn’t surprised by the story of the day he started work as a fifteen-year-old messenger at ICI, when he was immediately given charge of a group of boys. I remember one of them recalling, ‘It must have seemed automatic to the bosses because he had such a forceful nature. Some people might say he’s arrogant but we just accepted him as someone who knew his own mind.’ ICI promoted him later to a clerkship in the work study department, which meant clocking on at twelve minutes past seven every morning and provoked a typical grumble – ‘Can you imagine a sillier time? Which genius thought that up?’

         Brian, in my opinion, was the right appointment as captain of Middlesbrough because the team needed the spur of a dedicated winner, but it turned into another example of strong characters begetting strong reactions. Clough as skipper presented an opportunity to players who had been waiting to voice their personal dislike. I was pounding round the track one morning when Brian Phillips, the centre-half, said, ‘We’re not happy about your mate being skipper and we’re doing something about it. We’ve got a round robin, but I know you won’t sign it.’

         ‘Dead right,’ I told him. ‘What’s more, you’re out of order. You can’t win.’ Nevertheless, eight or nine players signed the petition. Eric Thomas, the club chairman, called a meeting and asked them individually to explain their action. The players backed down and Brian continued to carry out the ball, but his departure had become inevitable. He was too hot to handle and I remember the chairman warning him, ‘Don’t finish as a martyr.’

         Middlesbrough’s manager Bob Dennison, although one of my favourite people, was too unambitious for Brian, and his staff were in the same easygoing mould. Harold Shepherdson, the England trainer, and coaches like Micky Fenton and Jimmy Gordon were nice men running a pleasant club that treated players decently while getting nowhere.

         I signed for Port Vale for £750, my benefit money, on 12 June 1961 and was sunning myself in a deckchair at Scarborough when Middlesbrough decided to rid themselves of the rebellious Clough. Brian himself found me by the North Bay and broke the news. ‘Sunderland have been on, wanting yes or no before I go on holiday tomorrow, but I’d rather play for Cullis.’ Stan Cullis, the manager of Wolverhampton Wanderers, was renowned for producing high-scoring teams whose use of wingers, the long ball and continual attack had won the FA Cup once and the League Championship twice in the previous three seasons. No official approach had been made by Cullis to Middlesbrough but we weren’t concerned about the niceties. We walked to the nearest phone box and I rang Wolves. Unfortunately, Cullis was away and I had to speak to his chief scout, George Noakes, who, oddly for his profession, had only one eye and that eye was not focused on Brian Clough.

         Noakes, either through lack of authority or lack of interest, declined to jump the gun. I hung up, wondering, ‘What next?’ Then, as a gambling man, I saw how to profit from the fact that Brian’s impending transfer was known only to ourselves and the managers and chairmen of Sunderland and Middlesbrough, who wanted it kept quiet for the time being. The bookies, already drawing up their promotion odds for the coming season, knew nothing of it.

         ‘I’ll get a bet on if you think it won’t leak out for a while,’ I told Brian.

         ‘No one will find out from me; I’m off on a cruise tomorrow.’

         I popped back into the call box and phoned a friend. ‘What’s the best price you can get against Sunderland for promotion next season?’

         ‘How much do you want to bet?’

         ‘Eighteen quid,’ which was just over a week’s wages.

         ‘I’ll fish around,’ he said.

         Sunderland’s manager Alan Brown was waiting at Southampton docks with the transfer forms when Brian sailed home again but, by then, I was sitting pretty. The news sent the odds tumbling to 7–2 against Sunderland but, through my inside information and a head start, I had been laid the fantastic price of 100–6. I could win £300 for my outlay of £18 and, until the very last match, it seemed that I had pulled off a coup by betting on Brian – but then Sunderland failed against lowly Swansea and missed promotion by a point.

         Middlesbrough Football Club hugged themselves with delight at making £42,000 profit from unloading a supposed troublemaker to their closest Second Division rivals, but their priorities were completely wrong and the proof is that it took them another fourteen years to win promotion. Middlesbrough were the wrong club for Brian because they didn’t know how to cope with a radical going crazy to burst into the First Division. He represented a guaranteed forty goals a season and Middlesbrough ought to have built a team round him.

         The tragedy of Brian as a footballer, and I’m not thinking only of the premature end to his career, was the failure not only of his club, but also of his country, to capitalise on his extraordinary talent. England capped him only twice because Winterbottom and his amateur selectors wanted runners, forwards like Derek Kevan and Ray Pointer, who cover every blade of grass while scoring once in 1,000 miles. 

      

   


   
      
         

            CHAPTER 3

            HANGING UP OUR BOOTS

         

         Brian left Middlesbrough on 14 July 1961 and played one full season for Sunderland; his second season was interrupted by the worst winter that I’ve known in football. It began on Boxing Day 1962 and caused chaos for two months. The FA Cup final was put back for three weeks, hundreds of matches were postponed and the pools panel was created to guess the results of the unplayed games.

         Brian Clough was among the first casualties of the snow and ice; he skidded on a freezing pitch at Roker Park on Boxing Day and wrecked his right knee colliding with Bury’s goalkeeper, Chris Harker. The reports in next morning’s newspaper highlighted Sunderland’s first home defeat of the season before mentioning that their 24-goal centre-forward had been carried off. Johnny Watters, Sunderland’s physiotherapist, was among the few men who realised immediately the seriousness of that Boxing Day injury. He said:

         
            Brian was about to kick the ball when the goalkeeper slid across his lower leg; I knew something bad had happened by the way Brian fell; indeed, it caused further damage to his knee.

            I found a complete tear of the cruciate and medial ligaments; injuries to the cruciate, which is a sort of St Andrew’s cross, are inoperable or, I should say, there is no satisfactory operation.

            I treated Brian for a year. The important factor in orthopaedics is the contribution of the patient and Brian was first class; he cooperated to the hilt in running laps and in running up and down and back up again on the terraces.

            He came back to play for Sunderland, but he knew that he would never be the same.

         

         Brian scored only one more league goal after the injury and Sunderland had to wait eighteen months for it; by then, they were back in the First Division. He played three games for them and scored the only First Division goal of his career against a Leeds United defence featuring England’s centre-half Jackie Charlton.

         The goal pleased him but his overall performance confirmed the gloomiest forecasts. ‘My sharpness has gone,’ he told me, refusing to fool himself. He had scored 251 league goals in 271 games and it was all over by the age of twenty-nine. Brian turned out in friendlies and fundraising fixtures afterwards – once with Sir Stanley Matthews at Burton – but his role was restricted to what professionals call ‘a standing-around job’. He simply couldn’t turn as in the old days, and it was a pitiful end for someone so proud of hardly ever being absent through injury or illness and who so often said to me, ‘No one has ever enjoyed scoring goals more than I do.’

         Barbara Clough seems to believe the injury drives her husband and that Brian perhaps hungers for the recognition denied him outside the north-east for his playing ability. He was often written off by Fleet Street as a mere Second Division hot-shot whose goals won no cups or medals and who failed to score in his two appearances for England.

         I think the iron entered deeper into his soul because of the callous treatment he received from Sunderland once he was officially on the scrapheap. The club collected £40,000 compensation; Brian received £1,500 (doesn’t that tell you a lot about football?) and they sacked him from the job of coaching their apprentices and part-timers. He had helped the juniors to the semi-final of the FA Youth Cup but that was no protection when the managers changed. George Hardwick, the former England captain who had appointed Brian, resigned; Ian McColl, a former manager of Scotland’s national team, took over and sacked Brian at the end of the 1964–65 season.

         Brian demanded an official reason for his dismissal but wasn’t given one, although it seems to have been an economy cut. He was out of work for four months before Sunderland staged a benefit match for him on 28 October 1965. A total of 31,898 people came to see Brian for the last time in the red and white stripes and he scored both Sunderland’s goals (although the second was a penalty that would have been disputed in anything but a friendly game).

         While Brian had been at Sunderland my own career had been making the transition from playing to management. When I left Middlesbrough to join Port Vale I was in my mid-thirties and finished as a league goalkeeper, but Port Vale had nevertheless signed me. After a month, I said to the manager, Norman Low, ‘You don’t need me because you’ve got a lad called Ken Hancock who can play. All he needs is encouragement.’ Hancock came into the side soon and was sold later to Tottenham Hotspur via Ipswich Town, while I moved out of the league in July 1962 and joined Burton Albion. I was at home one Sunday evening celebrating my daughter’s birthday when Trevor Grantham, the chairman and an important man in my life, phoned to say, ‘I’ve given Bill Townsend six weeks’ notice as manager. Have you considered the job?’

         ‘It’s always been my intention to go into management.’

         ‘Get an application in.’

         I was appointed in 1963 but nearly sacked before getting a chance to establish myself. Non-league clubs like Burton live partly off the proceeds of runs in the FA Cup, so there was a crisis when my side made an early exit against lower-grade opposition. We were a Southern League club but lost 1–0 to Tamworth from the Birmingham League.

         ‘That’s not on,’ said some directors, demanding a board meeting on the spot. I protested that it was neither the time nor place, so the meeting was postponed until the following morning at the chairman’s house. Mr Grantham met me in the kitchen that Sunday, saying, ‘They think they’re going to cut your throat, but they’re wrong!’ I survived with his support and never looked back, and the experience of managing Burton was invaluable when I teamed up with Brian at Hartlepools in 1965. 
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anecdotes, is wonderfully written.” puNcan HAMILTON

R\/r‘{ ! @/7‘7
A |

w e






OEBPS/title_page_online.png
PETER TAYLOR

WITH MIKE LANGLEY

WITH CLOUGH
BY TAYLOR

Biteback Publishing





