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WELCOME


It was West Germany manager Helmut Schoen who summed up our World Cup winning team as well as anyone. “They are a side with ball winners and ball players,” he said. He was right, we were a great combination, a team without egos, willing to work for each other.


Our defence was formidable with Gordon Banks, the best goalkeeper I ever played with behind myself and the super skilful Ray Wilson at full-back. Both Ray and I had pace. I was a champion 100-200 yard sprinter and we could both outrun our opposition wingers.


Between us we had big Jack Charlton. If it was in the air he got his head to it. I loved playing alongside him, he was utterly reliable, so effective and far better than some of his critics suggested.


Then there was Bobby Moore breaking up attacks with that marvellous intuition and pinging balls into the channels for the tireless Roger Hunt and later the powerful Geoff Hurst to chase down with their cross-over runs. And Bobby Charlton to smash them in from anywhere.


Ray and I both knew that if we were were drawn upfield and out of position Alan Ball and Martin Peters would be back filling in the gaps and, of course, Nobby was busy crunching the opposition.


And we had Alf. He was the glue which held us all together. We believed in Alf. We believed in his tactics, his team selection. We knew he believed in us and would back us.


So it proved. Nobby flattened the French captain with a late challenge. “Why did you do that, Nobby?” I asked him. “He called me Norbert,” rasped Nobby.


The FA wanted Alf to drop Nobby. Drop him and I walk away said Alf who had agreed to take on the England job only under the strict understanding that he had complete control of team affairs. Nobby played on, shackled the great Eusebio in the semi and we were in the final against West Germany.


As extra time loomed against the Germans, Alf came onto the pitch in the interval. “Don’t sit down,” he ordered. “Don’t roll down your socks, tuck in your shirts. Look at the Germans.”


They were almost spread-eagled on the pitch with exhaustion. We knew then we would win. Hurst scored his great hat-trick as Jimmy Greaves watched from the bench. I had played with Jimmy since we were London schoolboys together. I felt for him.


But it was like all sport, all tournaments. There is good luck and bad luck running through them. Jimmy had bad luck. He had lost a little form, to be honest, going into the tournament after a dose of jaundice. That mercurial snap inside the box had dimmed. Then he was injured against the French and in came Hurst, as good a header of the ball as Tommy Lawton.


With Hunt he made the perfect combination. Alf was right to persevere with him even when Jimmy was declared fit for the final. It was Jimmy’s bad luck, but it was Geoff’s good luck. And, ultimately ours.
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ENGLAND SWINGS LIKE A PENDULUM
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BY DAVID EMERY


former head of sport


Express Newspapers





It was the era of The Beatles, Twiggy, Carnaby Street and James Bond. The Swinging Sixties with its E-Type Jaguars and mini-skirts, Simon Dee on TV and Radio Caroline transmitting on a pirate wave band from Felixstowe.


Daily newspapers like the Daily Express and Daily Mirror were battling to breach the magical circulation figure of five million a day...and the nation, intoxicated by the new freedoms and sense of vibrance that washed technicolour images over the grey drabness of the post war years, hungered for modern heroes in music, cinema...and sport.


By 1964 a 17-year-old George Best had made his debut for Manchester United and Leeds had been promoted from the Second Division to begin their battle for supremacy with Liverpool.


The old guard changed. Danny Blanchflower, double winning captain of Tottenham Hotspur, retired at 38, passing on his vision for The Glory Game to younger men.


By 1965 Liverpool had won the FA Cup for the first time in their history... and Alf Ramsey was watching his England team develop into a mighty force.


Ramsey, the former England full-back and captain, had been appointed in 1963 and promptly informed the public that England would win the 1966 World Cup under his new captain, the 22-year-old Bobby Moore.
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E-Type Jaguar





A few months later, after a 5-2 defeat by France had knocked Ramsey’s men out of the European Championships, that prediction looked a little suspect. But by 1965 Ramsey’s team were in their stride.


The new manager had ensured that he had full power over selection of his team, a privilege not extended to his illustrious predecessor Walter Winterbottom. With the nucleus of the squad that would be victorious a year later, defeats of Hungary, West Germany, Sweden and Spain plus draws with Scotland, Yugoslavia and Wales showed welcome signs of improvement.
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The Beatles


The start of World Cup year itself was a revelation as England stormed to victories over West Germany, Scotland, Yugoslavia, Finland, Norway and Denmark.


Now the great test was upon them. Sales of black and white televisions boomed, a nation waited...
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Dog called Pickles gets the FA out of a major stew


BY SAM JACKSON


Before the Championship started there was one major drama in store...the World Cup itself had gone missing. The gleaming Jules Rimet trophy, made from solid gold was stolen on 20 March 1966 from the Methodist Central Hall in Westminster where it was being exhibited in a glass cabinet.


It was found two weeks later on a London Street, remarkably by a mongrel dog called Pickles, who became an overnight sensation, appearing in feature films and commercials.


The amazing episode was told on the Channel 4 programme Who Stole the Cup and brilliantly put together by the Observer’s Jamie Jackson.


For the Football Association and Sir Stanley Rous, the English president of FIFA, the theft was a nightmare scenario. Three months before hosting the 1966 World Cup, there was no trophy.


Before the theft became public, the FA secretary, Denis Follows, visited silversmith George Bird at his workshop in Fenchurch Street. Follows asked Bird to make a replica of the trophy from the same solid gold as the original, and was told nothing else other than to keep his mouth shut. Very few people, including Rous, knew about the visit.


The investigation was handed over to the Flying Squad’s top man, DI Len Buggy. His break came when the Chelsea and FA chairman Joe Mears was phoned by a man calling himself Jackson. “There will be a parcel at Chelsea Football Club tomorrow. Follow the instructions inside,” he told Mears.


On the Wednesday after the theft, the packet arrived containing part of the Jules Rimet trophy. A ransom note demanded £15,000 in five and one pound notes. “Dear Joe Kno (sic) no doubt you view with very much concern the loss of the World Cup...” it began. “To me it is only so much scrap gold. If I don’t hear from you by Thursday or Friday at the latest I assume it’s one for the POT.”
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Where’s the World Cup? The empty display case





Jackson called, seeking confirmation that Mears had the parcel. “Give me £15,000 on Friday and the cup will arrive by cab on Saturday,” he said.


As Jackson requested, Mears posted the message, “Willing to do business Joe,” in Thursday’s edition of London’s Evening News. But he ignored the warning not to tell the police.


On Friday, Buggy arrived at Mears’ home but the FA chairman, an angina sufferer, had to go to bed because of stress. So Buggy arranged with Mrs Mears that he would pose as her husband’s assistant ‘McPhee’ when Jackson called.


After some hesitation, Jackson agreed to a rendezvous in Battersea Park. Buggy arrived in Mears’ fawn Ford Zodiac with £500 in bundles and the remainder of the ransom made from newspaper.
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Pickles with owner David Corbett and his wife Jeanne





He was told to drive around south London for ten minutes, before he and Jackson turned off Kennington Park Road. Now, though, the operation went wrong and history opened its door to Pickles. Jackson saw a Transit van and guessed correctly that it was Buggy’s back-up team. He tried to escape, but was arrested.


The thief’s real name was Edward Betchley, a 46-year-old former soldier who had served in the Royal Armoured Corps during the Second World War in Egypt and Italy, before being demobbed with an ‘exemplary character’ in January, 1946.


With a previous conviction in 1954 for receiving tins of corned beef, Betchley was hardly bigtime. And at Rochester Row police station, he insisted that he was just the middleman, paid £500 for his part. All Betchley added was that the man behind the theft was known as The Pole. It is not clear if he actually existed.


Enter Pickles.


Seven days after Bletchley’s court case David Corbett left his ground-floor flat in Norwood, south London with Pickles, the four-year-old mongrel he had taken off his brother John’s hands, when he was a puppy, because he chewed furniture.


Pickles started sniffing around at the bottom of a suburban garden hedge in Beulah Hill.


Corbett recalled: “Pickles drew my attention to a package, tightly bound in newspaper. I picked it up and tore some paper away and saw a woman holding a dish over her head, and disks with the words Germany, Uruguay, Brazil.


“I rushed inside to my wife. She was one of those anti-sport wives. But I said, ‘I’ve found the World Cup!
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Pickles and his new-found fame





I’ve found the World Cup!’”


The media attention was worldwide.


Corbett recalled: “The general election was due but this knocked Harold Wilson off the front pages. When my mates realised they said, “Bloody hell. I bet you nicked it!” Corbett was indeed originally a suspect but was eventually cleared.


Pickles began the life of a celebrity. He starred in a feature film, The Spy with the Cold Nose, with Eric Sykes and June Whitfield and appeared on Blue Peter and many other TV shows. He was made Dog of the Year and awarded a year’s free supply of food from Spillers.


At a party on the evening of England’s 4-2 victory over West Germany in the final, Pickles was picked up by Bobby Charlton on the balcony of their hotel in Kensington as the players greeted the cheering crowds below.


Mears died on 1 July, 1966 from the angina attack brought on by the theft, while Betchley, having served the two-year sentence he received for demanding money with menaces, died in 1969 of emphysema.
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Pickles’ luck also ran out the year after his great find. ‘My six-year-old had him on a choke lead,’ recalls Corbett. ‘He shot after a cat and pulled my son over, before disappearing. I looked for over an hour. Then, in the gardens behind my house I saw him up on a tree. His chain was around the branch. Pickles just hung there.’


Corbett buried him in the back garden of the house in Lingfield, Surrey, that his £3,000 reward money had bought.
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