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I have forsaken mine house, I have left mine heritage;


I have given the dearly beloved of my soul into the hand of her enemies.


Mine heritage is unto me as a lion in the forest;


It crieth out against me, therefore have I hated it.


Mine heritage is unto me as a speckled bird, the birds round about are against her;


Come ye, assemble all the beasts of the field, come to devour.


Jeremiah, Chapter 12, Verses 7–9


 







 





The Argument II


Repetition. Repetition –


Fields of loss and fields of hate, fields of blood and fields of war –


Their sport upon the walls, their sport upon the floor.


Milton! Thou shouldst be living at this hour: England hath need of thee …


In her shadow time.


On our terraces, in our cages, from Purgatorio, we watch,


With our wings that cannot fly, our tongues that cannot speak:


‘Destroy her politics! Destroy her culture! Destroy her!’


But our wings are thick with tar, tongues heavy with her coin,


On our broken backs, our broken hearts, she’ll dine again tonight.


In her shadow place –


We are selfish men: Oh, Blake! Orwell! Raise us up, return to us again.


These civil wars of uncivil hearts, divided and now damned –


The old is dying and the new cannot be born –


By Elland Road, I sat down and wept; D.U.F.C.
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THE FIRST RECKONING





First Division Final Positions, 1973–74












	 

	 

	 

	

Home




	 

	 

	

Away




	 

	Total

	 






	 

	P

	W

	D

	L

	F

	A

	W

	D

	L

	F

	A

	F

	A

	Pts






	1

	Leeds United

	42

	12

	8

	1

	38

	18

	12

	6

	3

	28

	13

	66

	31

	62






	2

	Liverpool

	42

	18

	2

	1

	34

	11

	4

	11

	6

	18

	20

	52

	31

	57






	3

	Derby County

	42

	13

	7

	1

	40

	16

	4

	7

	10

	12

	26

	52

	42

	48






	4

	Ipswich Town

	42

	10

	7

	4

	38

	21

	8

	4

	9

	29

	37

	67

	58

	47






	5

	Stoke City

	42

	13

	6

	2

	39

	15

	2

	10

	9

	15

	27

	54

	42

	46






	6

	Burnley

	42

	10

	9

	2

	29

	16

	6

	5

	10

	27

	37

	56

	53

	46






	7

	Everton

	42

	12

	7

	2

	29

	14

	4

	5

	12

	21

	34

	50

	48

	44






	8

	QPR

	42

	8

	10

	3

	30

	17

	5

	7

	9

	26

	35

	56

	52

	43






	9

	Leicester City

	42

	10

	7

	4

	35

	17

	3

	9

	9

	16

	24

	51

	41

	42






	10

	Arsenal

	42

	9

	7

	5

	23

	16

	5

	7

	9

	26

	35

	49

	51

	42






	11

	Tottenham H

	42

	9

	4

	8

	26

	27

	5

	10

	6

	19

	23

	45

	50

	42






	12

	Wolves

	42

	11

	6

	4

	30

	18

	2

	9

	10

	19

	31

	49

	49

	41






	13

	Sheffield Utd

	42

	7

	7

	7

	25

	22

	7

	5

	9

	19

	27

	44

	49

	40






	14

	Man. City

	42

	10

	7

	4

	25

	17

	4

	5

	12

	14

	29

	39

	46

	40






	15

	Newcastle Utd

	42

	9

	6

	6

	28

	21

	4

	6

	11

	21

	27

	49

	48

	38






	16

	Coventry City

	42

	10

	5

	6

	25

	18

	4

	5

	12

	18

	36

	43

	54

	38






	17

	Chelsea

	42

	9

	4

	8

	36

	29

	3

	9

	9

	20

	31

	56

	60

	37






	18

	West Ham Utd

	42

	7

	7

	7

	36

	32

	4

	8

	9

	19

	28

	55

	60

	37






	19

	Birmingham C

	42

	10

	7

	4

	30

	21

	2

	6

	13

	22

	43

	52

	64

	37






	20

	Southampton

	42

	8

	10

	3

	30

	20

	3

	4

	14

	17

	48

	47

	68

	36






	21

	Man. Utd

	42

	7

	7

	7

	23

	20

	3

	5

	13

	15

	28

	38

	48

	32






	22

	Norwich City

	42

	6

	9

	6

	25

	27

	1

	6

	14

	12

	35

	37

	62

	29















Bottom 3 clubs relegated.


 







 





I am a Yorkshire Man and I am a Cunning Man –


And I curse you! First with gift, then with loss –


I curse you!


Loss and then gift, gift and then loss –


Until you lose. Until you leave –


I will curse you!  



















Day One





I see it from the motorway. Through the windscreen. The kids in the back. Fallen off the top of Beeston Hill. Are we nearly there yet, they’re saying. Are we nearly there, Dad? In a heap up against the railway and the motorway banking. Asking me about Billy Bremner and Johnny Giles. The floodlights and the stands, all fingers and fists up from the sticks and the stones, the flesh and the bones. There it is, my eldest is telling my youngest. There it is. From the motorway. Through the windscreen –


Hateful, hateful place; spiteful, spiteful place …


Elland Road, Leeds, Leeds, Leeds.


I’ve seen it before. Been here before. Played and managed here, six or seven times in six or seven years. Always a visitor, always away –


Hateful, spiteful place, flecked in their phlegm …


But not today; Wednesday 31 July 1974 –


Arthur Seaton. Colin Smith. Arthur Machin and Joe Lampton …


Today I’m no longer a visitor. No longer away –


No more zombies, they whisper. No more bloody zombies, Brian …


Today I’m on my way to work there.




* * *





The worst winter of the twentieth century begins on Boxing Day 1962. The Big Freeze. Postponements. The birth of the Pools Panel. The Cup Final put back three weeks. People will die in this weather today. But not at Roker Park, Sunderland. Not versus Bury. The referee walks the pitch at half past one. Middlesbrough have called their game off. But not your referee. Your referee decides your game can go ahead –


‘Well done, ref,’ you tell him. ‘That lot down the road call off anything.’


Half an hour before kick-off, you stand in the mouth of the tunnel in your short-sleeved red-and-white vertical-striped shirt, your white shorts and your red and white stockings and watch a ten-minute torrent of hailstones bounce off the pitch. You can’t wait to get out there. Can’t bloody wait –


Sleet in your face, ice under foot and the cold in your bones. A stray pass into their penalty area and a sprint across the mud, your eye on the ball and your mind on a goal; twenty-eight this season already. Twenty-eight. Their keeper is coming, their keeper is coming, your eye on the ball, your mind on that goal, the twenty-ninth –


Their keeper is here, your mind still on that goal, his shoulder to your knee –


Cruuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuunch …


The roar and the whistle. The silence and the lights out –


You are on the ground, in the mud, your eyes open and the ball loose. Twenty-nine. You try to stand, but you can’t. Twenty-nine. So you crawl –


‘Get up, Clough!’ someone shouts. ‘Get up!’


Through the mud, on your hands and on your knees –


‘Come on, ref,’ laughs Bob Stokoe, the Bury centre-half. ‘He’s fucking codding is Clough.’


On your hands and on your knees, through the heavy, heavy mud –


‘Not this lad,’ says the referee. ‘This lad doesn’t cod.’


You stop crawling. You turn over. Your mouth is open. Your eyes wide. You see the face of the physio, Johnny Watters, a worried moon in a frightening sky. There is blood running down your cheek, with the sweat and with the tears, your right knee hurting, hurting, hurting, and you are biting, biting, biting the inside of your mouth to stifle the screams, to fight the fear –


The first taste of metal on your tongue, that first taste of fear –


One by one the 30,000 will leave. Rubbish will blow in circles across the pitch. Snow and night will fall, the ground harden and the world forget –


Leave you lying on your back in the penalty area, a zombie –


Johnny Watters bends down, sponge in his hand, tongue in your ear, he whispers, ‘How shall we live, Brian? How shall we live?’


You are lifted onto a stretcher. You are carried off on the stretcher –


‘Don’t take his bloody boots off,’ says the Boss. ‘He might get back on.’


Down the tunnel to the dressing room –


You are lifted onto a plinth and a white sheet. There is blood everywhere, through the sheet onto the plinth, down the plinth onto the floor –


The smell of blood. The smell of sweat. The smell of tears. The smell of Algipan. You want to smell these smells for the rest of your life.


‘He needs the hospital,’ says Johnny Watters. ‘Needs it quick and all.’


‘But don’t you take his fucking boots off,’ says the Boss again.


You are lifted off the plinth. Off the bloodstained sheet. Onto another stretcher. Down another tunnel –


Into the ambulance. To the hospital. To the knife.


There is an operation and your leg is set in plaster from your ankle to your groin. Stitches in your head. No visitors. No family or friends –


Just doctors and nurses. Johnny Watters and the Boss –


But no one tells you anything, anything you don’t already know –


That this is bloody bad. This is very fucking bad –


The worst day of your life.




* * *





Off the motorway; the South West Urban Motorway. Round the bends. The corners. To the junction with Lowfields Road. Onto Elland Road. Sharp right and through the gates. Into the ground. The West Stand car park. The kids hopping up and down on the back seat. No place to park. No place reserved. The press. The cameras and the lights. The fans. The autograph books and the pens. I open the door. I do up my cuffs. The rain in our hair. I get my jacket out of the back. I put it on. My eldest and my youngest hiding behind me. The rain in our faces. The hills behind us. The houses and the flats. The ground in front of us. The stands and the lights. Across the car park. The potholes and the puddles. This one big bloke pushing his way through the press. The cameras and the lights. The fans –


The black hair and the white skin. The red eyes and the sharpened teeth …


‘You’re bloody late,’ he shouts. Finger in my face.


I look at the press. The cameras and the lights. The fans. The autograph books and the pens. My boys behind me. The rain in our hair. In all our faces –


Our faces sunned and tanned, their faces pallid and wan …


I look this one big bloke in his eye. I move his finger out of my face and tell him, ‘It’s got nowt to do with you whether I’m bloody late or not.’


They love me for what I’m not. They hate me for what I am.


Up the steps and through the doors. Out of the rain and out of the press. The cameras and the lights. The fans. Their books and their pens. Into the foyer and the club. The receptionists and the secretaries. The photographs on the walls. The trophies in the cabinets. The ghosts of Elland Road. Down the corridor and round the corner. Syd Owen, chief coach here for the last fifteen years, leading out the apprentices –


I put out my hand. I give him a wink. ‘Morning, Syd.’


‘Good afternoon, Mr Clough,’ he replies, without shaking my hand.


I put my hands on the heads of my sons. I ask him, ‘You think you could spare one of your young lads here to watch these two of mine while I make myself known?’


‘You’re already known,’ says Syd Owen. ‘And these apprentices are here to develop their capabilities as professional footballers. Not to entertain your children.’


I take my hands off the heads of my sons. I put them on their shoulders. My youngest flinches, my grip too tight –


‘I won’t keep you any longer then,’ I tell this loyal servant, left behind.


Syd Owen nods. Syd says again, ‘Not here to entertain your children.’


There’s a clock ticking somewhere, laughter from another room. Down the corridor, round the corner. The sound of studs stomping off, marching on together.


My eldest looks up at me. He smiles. He says, ‘Who was that, Dad?’


I ruffle his hair. I smile back. I tell him, ‘Your wicked Uncle Syd.’


Down the corridor. Past the photographs. Round the corner. Past the plaques. Into the dressing room. The home dressing room. Keep on fighting above the door. They have left out an away kit for me; yellow shirt, yellow shorts and yellow socks. The kids watch me change. I pull on my own blue tracksuit top. They follow me down the corridor. Round the corner. Through reception and out into the rain. The car park. The cameras and the lights. The autograph books and the pens. I jog through the potholes and the puddles. Past the huts on stilts. Up the banking. Onto the training ground –


The press shout. The fans cheer. The camera lights flash and my own kids duck.


‘Morning, lads,’ I shout over at them –


Them stood in their groups. In their purple tracksuits. There are stains on their knees, stains on their arses. Dirty Leeds. Their hair long, their names on their backs –


Bastards. Bastards. Bastards …


Hunter. The Gray brothers. Lorimer. Giles. Bates. Clarke. Bremner. McQueen. Jordan. Reaney. Cooper. Madeley. Cherry. Yorath. Harvey and Stewart –


All his sons, his bastard sons. Their daddy dead, their daddy gone …


In their groups and their tracksuits. In their stains with their names on their backs. Their eyes on mine –


Screw them. Bugger them. Fuck the bloody lot of them.


I do the rounds for the press. For the cameras and the lights. For the fans. For the autograph books and the pens. A handshake here and an introduction there. Nothing more. Hold your tongue, Brian. Hold your tongue. Watch and learn. Watch and wait –


Don’t let the bastards grind you down, they whisper.


The rounds done, I stand apart. The sun comes out but the rain stays put. No rainbows today. Not here. Hands on my hips. Rain in my face. Sun on my neck. The clouds move fast round here. I look away. My eldest in the car park. A ball on his foot. His knee. His head. In the potholes and the puddles, the rain and the sun, there he is –


A boy with a ball. A boy with a dream.




* * *





It started that first morning in the hospital, the day after Boxing Day, and it’s never stopped, not for a single day since. You wake up and for those first few seconds, minutes, you forget; forget you are injured; forget you are finished –


Forget you will never smell the dressing room again. Never put on a clean new kit. Tie on those shining boots and hear the roar of the crowd –


The roar when the ball hits the back of the net; the roar when you score –


The applause. The adoration. The love.


You wish you could see your wife. You haven’t seen her in days –


Not since Boxing Day. Not since they brought you here.


No one is telling you anything. Not a bloody thing –


You’d get up and go find her yourself, except you can’t.


Then on the fifth day, the door opens and there’s your wife –


‘I’ve been in bed,’ she says. ‘I’ve had a miscarriage.’




* * *





They take us on a tour, me and my kids and the press. Down more corridors. Round more corners. Past the lounges and the boxes. The suites and the clubs. The treatment rooms and the dressing rooms. Then they take us all out onto the pitch itself –


They stand me out there, out there in the centre circle –


The green blades of grass. The white chalk lines …


My arms raised aloft, a scarf in my hands –


I hate this place, this spiteful place.


Up this corridor. Round this corner. Down the next corridor. The next corner. The boys at my heels. To the office. The empty desk. The empty chair. Don’s office. Don’s desk. Don’s chair. Four walls with no windows and one door, these four walls between which he etched his schemes and his dreams, his hopes and his fears. In his black books. His secret dossiers. His enemy lists –


Don didn’t trust people. Didn’t like people. He dwelled on people. Hated people. He put them in his black books. His secret dossiers –


His enemy lists. Brian Clough on that list.


Me. Top of that list –


This the office. The desk. The chair. In which he schemed and in which he dreamed, with his hopes and with his fears. In his books. His dossiers. His lists. To exorcise the doubts. The codes and the road maps. To obsession. To madness. To here –


Here in this office, where they sat upon his knee.


Mrs Jean Reid stands in the doorway. My boys looking at their feet.


‘Any chance of a cup of tea, love?’ I ask her.


Mrs Jean Reid says, ‘The directors are waiting for you upstairs.’


‘For me?’ I ask. ‘Why?’


‘For the board meeting.’


I take off my jacket. I take out my handkerchief. I place it on the seat of the chair. His chair. I sit down in the chair behind the desk. His desk. I put my feet up on the desk –


His chair. His desk. His office. His secretary –


‘They are waiting for you,’ says Mrs Jean Reid again.


‘Let them wait,’ I tell her. ‘Now how about that cup of tea, duck?’


Mrs Jean Reid just stands and stares at the soles of my shoes.


I knock on the desk. Don’s desk. I ask, ‘Whose is this desk, love?’


‘It’s yours now,’ whispers Mrs Jean Reid.


‘Whose was this desk?’


‘Mr Revie’s.’


‘I want it burnt then.’


‘Pardon?’ exclaims Mrs Jean Reid.


‘I want this desk burnt,’ I tell her again. ‘The chairs and all. The whole bloody lot.’


‘But …’


‘Whose secretary are you, duck?’


‘Yours now, Mr Clough.’


‘Whose secretary were you?’


Mrs Jean Reid bites her nails and stems her tears, inside her resignation already penned, just waiting to be typed up and signed. On my desk by Monday –


He hates me and I hate him, but I hate him more, more and more –


‘Change the locks as well,’ I tell her on our way out, the boys with their eyes on the floor and their hands in their pockets. ‘Don’t want the ghost of troubled Don popping in now, do we? Rattling his chains, scaring my young ones.’




* * *





The scenery changes. The pain remains. Stagehands bring on the furniture in boxes. Bring you home in an ambulance. In on a stretcher. You have suffered a complete tear of the cruciate and medial ligaments. More serious than a broken leg. There is no satisfactory operation. For three months you lie at home on your red G-Plan settee with your knee bent in plaster and your leg up on the cushions, smoking and drinking, shouting and crying –


You are afraid, afraid of your dreams; your dreams which were once your friends, your best friends, are now your enemies, your worst enemies –


This is where they find you, in your dreams. This is where they catch you –


The birds and the badgers. The foxes and the ferrets. The dogs and the demons.


Now you are frightened. Now you run –


Laps of the pitch, up and down the steps of the Spion Kop. The fifty-seven steps. Thirty times. Seven days a week from nine in the morning. But you keep your distance from the dressing room. The fifty-seven steps. You prefer the beach at Seaburn. Thirty times. The beach and the bar. Seven days a week from nine in the morning. Running –


Scared. Frightened –


Scared of the shadows. The figures without faces. Without names –


Frightened of the future. Your future. No future.


But day by day you find your feet again. You cannot play, not yet. You cannot play, so you coach. For now. The Sunderland youth team. It keeps you out of the pubs and the clubs, out of bed and off the settee. Keeps your temper too. Coaching. Teaching. Five-a-sides. Six-a-sides. Crossing and shooting. You love it and they love you. They respect you. The likes of John O’Hare and Colin Todd. Young lads who hang on your every word, every one of them, every single word. You take the Sunderland youth team to the semi-finals of the FA Youth Cup. You pass the FA coaching examination. You bloody love it –


But it’s no substitute. It’s still second best –


Your future. Still second best.




* * *





Round the corner. Down the corridor. Up the stairs. To the boardroom. The battlefield. The wooden double doors. There are windows here, behind these doors, but only here. Matching curtains and carpets. Matching blazers and brass:


Manny Cussins. Sam Bolton. Bob Roberts. Sydney Simon. Percy Woodward; Alderman Percy Woodward, the vice-chairman –


Half Gentile, half Jew; a last, lost tribe of self-made Yorkshiremen and Israelites. In search of the promised land; of public recognition, of acceptance and of gratitude. The doffed cap, the bended knee, and the taste of their arses on the lips of the crowd –


The unwashed, applauding them – not the team, only them – them and their brass.


Keith Archer, the club secretary, is hopping from foot to foot, clapping his hands. Patting my lads on their heads, ruffling their hair.


Cussins and Roberts, smiles and cigars, and would you like a drink?


‘Bloody murder one,’ I tell them and plonk myself down at the head of the table, the top table.


Sam Bolton sits down across from me. Bolton is an FA councillor and vice-president of the Football League. Plain-speaking and self- made, proud of it too –


‘You’ve probably been wondering where your trainer is?’


‘Les Cocker?’ I ask and shake my head. ‘Bad pennies always turn up.’


‘Not this one,’ says Bolton. ‘He’ll be joining Mr Revie and England.’


‘Good riddance to bad rubbish,’ I tell him.


‘Why do you say that, Mr Clough?’


‘He’s a nasty, aggressive little bugger and you’ve still got plenty to go round.’


‘You’ll be needing a trainer though,’ says Bolton.


‘Jimmy Gordon will do me.’


‘Derby will let him go, will they?’


‘They will if I ask for him.’


‘Well, you’d better bloody ask them then, hadn’t you?’


‘I already have,’ I tell him.


‘Have you now?’ asks Bolton. ‘What else you been up to this morning?’


‘Just looking and listening,’ I tell him. ‘Looking, listening and learning.’


‘Well, Clough, you’ve also got eight contracts to look at.’


‘You what?’ I ask him. ‘Revie’s left me eight bloody contracts?’


‘He has that,’ smiles Bolton. ‘And one of them is for Mr John Giles.’


They all sit down now; Cussins, Roberts, Simon and Woodward.


Woodward leans forward. ‘Something you should know about Giles …’


‘What about him?’ I ask.


‘He wanted your job,’ says Woodward. ‘And Revie told him it was his.’


‘Did he now?’


‘Too big for his boots,’ nods Woodward. ‘The pair of them; him and Revie.’


‘Why didn’t you give it to him?’ I ask them. ‘Done a good job with the Irish.’


‘It wouldn’t have gone down well with Bremner,’ says Cussins.


‘I thought they were mates?’ I ask them. ‘Thick as thieves and all that.’


They all shake their heads; Cussins, Roberts, Simon and Woodward –


‘Well, you know what they say about honour and thieves?’ laughs Bolton.


‘Bremner’s the club captain,’ says Cussins. ‘Ambitions of his own, no doubt.’


I help myself to another brandy. I turn back to the table –


I clear my throat. I raise my glass and I say –


‘To happy bloody families then.’




* * *





This is the last goal you will ever score. September 1964. Eighteen months since your last. Sunderland are now in the First Division. Home to Leeds United. You put the ball through the legs of Jackie Charlton and you score –


The only First Division goal of your career –


The last goal you will ever score.


Your sharpness gone. You cannot turn. It’s over. The curtain down. You are twenty-nine years old and have scored 251 league goals in 274 games for Middlesbrough and Sunderland. A record. A bloody record in the Second Division. Two England caps. In the fucking Second Division –


But it’s over. It’s over and you know it –


No League Championships. No FA Cups. No European Cups –


The roar and the whistle. The applause and the adoration –


Finished for ever. Second best. For ever.


Sunderland Football Club get £40,000 in insurance as compensation for your injury. You get £1,500, the sack from coaching the youth team, and an education that will last you a lifetime –


You have a wife. Two sons. No trade. No brass –


That’s what you got for Christmas in 1962. You got done –


Finished off and washed up, before your time –


But you will never run a pub. You will never own a newsagent’s shop –


Instead, you will have your revenge –


That is how you shall live –


In place of a life, revenge.




* * *





These are the studios of Yorkshire TV. Of Calendar. Of their Special –


Clough Comes to Leeds.


Austin Mitchell is in a blue suit. I’m still wearing my grey suit but I’ve changed into a purple shirt and a different tie; always pack a spare shirt, your own Brylcreem and some toothpaste. Television has taught me these things.


Austin looks into the camera and says, ‘This week we welcome Brian Clough as manager of Leeds United. How will his outspoken personality fit in with Leeds, and what can he do for this team, this team that has won just about everything?’


‘Leeds United have been Champions,’ I tell him and every household in Yorkshire. ‘But they’ve not been good Champions, in the sense of wearing the crown well. I think they could have been a little bit more loved, a little bit more liked, and I want to change that. I want to bring a little bit more warmth and a little bit more honesty and a little bit more of me into the set-up.’


‘So we can expect a bit more warmth, a bit more honesty and a bit more Brian Clough from the League Champions,’ repeats Mitchell.


‘A lot more Brian Clough actually,’ I tell him. ‘A lot more.’


‘And hopefully win a lot more cups and another title?’


‘And win it better, Austin,’ I tell him. ‘I can win it better. You just watch me.’


‘And the Leeds set-up? The legendary back-room staff? The legacy of the Don?’


‘Well, I’ll tell you one thing: I had great fears of that lucky bloody suit of his, in the office when I walked in. You know, the one he’s had for thirteen years? I thought, if that’s there, that’s going straight in the bin because not only will it be old, it’ll smell …’


‘You’re not a superstitious man then, Brian?’


‘No, Austin, I’m not,’ I tell him. ‘I’m a socialist.’



















Day Two





September 1965. The Chase Hotel, York. Five pints and five whiskies playing hide and seek in your guts. Jobless and boozing, fat and fucked, you are in hell. You’ll play one more match for Sunderland. Your testimonial in front of a record 31,000 fans. Ten grand in your pocket. But it won’t last. Jobless and boozing. Not at this rate. Fat and fucked. Not unless Peter says yes –


Peter Taylor. The only friend you’ve ever had. Peter Taylor –


He was a Probable and you were a Possible for Middlesbrough back in 1955. Their second-choice keeper and their fourth-choice striker –


But he liked you then. He believed in you then. He talked to you about football. Morning, noon and night. Taught you about football. He brought out the best in you. Moral courage. Physical bravery. The strength to run through brick walls. He brought out the worst. The arrogance. The selfishness. The rudeness. But he still liked you when you became club captain. Believed in you when the rest of the team despised you, when they plotted and petitioned the club to get rid of you –


And you need him now. That belief. That faith. More than ever –


‘I’ve been offered the manager’s job at Hartlepools United,’ you tell Peter. ‘And I don’t much fancy the place, the club or the man who’s offered me the bloody job but, if you come, I’ll take it.’


But Peter is the manager of Burton Albion. Burton Albion are top of the Southern League. Peter has his new bungalow. His wife and kids settled. Peter is on £41 a week and a three-year contract. His wife shakes her head. His kids shake their heads –


But Peter looks at you. Peter stares into those eyes –


That desire and ambition. That determination and arrogance –


Peter sees the things he wants to see. Peter hears the things he wants to hear –


‘You’ll be my right arm, my right hand. Not an assistant manager, more a joint manager. Except they don’t go in for titles at Hartlepools, so we’ll have to disguise you, disguise you as a trainer.’


‘A trainer?’ he asks. ‘I’ll drop down from being a manager to a trainer?’


‘Aye,’ you tell him. ‘And the other bad news is that they can’t afford to pay you more than £24 a week.’


‘£24 a week,’ he repeats. ‘That means I’ll lose £17 a week.’


‘But you’ll be in the league,’ you tell him. ‘And you’ll be working with me.’


‘But £17 is £17.’


The five pints find the five whiskies. The five pints catch the five whiskies –


You put £200 on the table and tell him, ‘I need you. I don’t want to be alone.’


You’re going to spew if he refuses. You’re going to die if Pete says no.


‘I’ll come then,’ he says. ‘But only because it’s you.’


Peter Taylor. The only man who ever liked you. Ever got on with you –


Your only friend. Your right hand. Your shadow.




* * *





They are waiting for us again. My youngest lad and me. The crows around the floodlights. The dogs around the gates. They are waiting for us because we are late again, my youngest lad and me –


Thursday 1 August 1974.


Bad night, late dreams; faceless, nameless men; red eyes and sharpened teeth.


Half an hour arguing with my boys over breakfast; they don’t want to go to work with me today. They didn’t like it there yesterday. But my youngest lad feels sorry for me. My youngest lad gives in. My wife takes the eldest and my daughter into Derby to get their new school shoes. I have a slice of toast and don’t answer the telephone. Then my youngest lad and me get in the car and drive up the motorway –


The boots and the blades that marched up and down this route …


To the crows around the floodlights. Dogs around the gates –


Roman legions and Viking hordes. Norman cunts and royalist whores …


The press. The fans. The steady, grey rain. The endless, grey sky –


The emperors and the kings. Oliver Cromwell and Brian Clough.


I park the car. I get out. I do up my cuffs. I don’t look at my watch. I get my jacket out of the back. I put it on and ruffle my youngest lad’s hair. He’s looking across the car park –


Up the banking. To the training ground –


Hands on their hips in their purple tracksuits, waiting. Their names on their backs, whispering, whispering, whispering –


Bastards. Bastards. Bastards.


Jimmy Gordon comes down the steps. Jimmy says, ‘Can I have a word, Boss?’


I’ve known Jimmy Gordon since I was a player at Middlesbrough. Doesn’t work hard enough on the field, he once wrote in a report on me. Jimmy didn’t like me much then. He hated me. Thought I was a right bloody show-off. Big-headed. Selfish. He once told me, Instead of scoring thirty goals a season, why don’t you score twenty-five and help someone else to score fifteen? That way the team’s ten goals better off. I didn’t listen to him. I wasn’t interested. But I was when I went to Hartlepools. First job I had, I tried to get Jimmy to come and coach for us. But Jimmy wasn’t interested. That changed when we got to Derby. I spent five hours round his house –


He said, ‘Why me? All we do is argue.’


‘That’s why I want you,’ I told him.


Five hours later, Jimmy still didn’t like me. But he had his price. Everybody has. So I found him a house and I got the chairman to pay a £1,000 interest-free deposit on it –


But Jimmy still didn’t like me much then. Jimmy still doesn’t like me much now. Jimmy looks around the room –


‘What the bloody hell are we doing here?’ he asks me –


I’m sat in that office. Don’s office. In that bloody chair. Don’s chair. Behind that fucking desk. Don’s desk. My youngest on my knee. To cheer me up. A brandy in my hand. To warm me up –


‘They’ll never forgive you,’ says Jimmy. ‘Not after all the things you’ve said. They never forget. Not round here.’


‘That right, is it?’ I laugh. ‘So why did you agree to come and join me then?’


‘Much as I don’t like you,’ he smiles, ‘I don’t like to think of you in trouble.’


I finish my brandy. I ask him, ‘You want a lift tomorrow morning?’


‘So I can drive you back?’


I pick my lad up off my knee. I put him down. I wink at Jimmy –


‘Best not keep them waiting any longer,’ I tell them both.




* * *





Welcome to the edge of the world. To Hartlepools –


You can drop off the edge of the world at Hartlepools. On the beach at Seaton Carew. Bottom of the entire Football League and up for re-election again –


Many men will never know. Many men will never understand –


Heaven is here. Here where the Victoria Ground was cursed by a Zeppelin bomb, here where the roofs now leak and there are buckets in the boardroom to catch the rain, where the stand is made of wood and the terraces are covered in chicken feathers, where the chairman is a five-foot millionaire who made his money as a credit draper and who bugs your office and your house, and where the players are adulterers, drunks, thieves and gamblers who play in their street socks. This is heaven here –


For you and Pete, together again and working again –


The youngest manager in the Football League –


You on £40 a week, Pete on £24 –


The bucket-and-sponge man –


‘We’re in the shit good and proper, make no mistake,’ says Pete. ‘We’ll be asking for re-election at the end of the season. Bound to finish bottom. Lower if we could. Something’s got to be done about this lot and done fucking quick.’


But it’s you who paints the stand. Who unblocks the drains. You who cuts the grass. Who empties the rainwater from the buckets. You who goes round the colliery clubs. Who sits in committee rooms and stands on stages, asking for donations. You who borrows hand-me-down training kits from Sheffield Wednesday. Whose wife does the typing. You who takes your Public Service Vehicle Licence so you can drive the team bus. Who organizes the cars to Barnsley when you can’t afford a coach. You who buys the team fish and chips. Who goes without wages for two months –


The newspapers, the photographers and the television cameras, all there to witness and record the whole bloody show. The pens, the tape recorders and the microphones, all there for that big bloody open mouth of yours:


‘Age does not count. It’s what you know about football that matters. I know I am better than the five hundred-odd managers who have been sacked since the war. If they had known anything about the game, they wouldn’t have lost their jobs. In this business you’ve got to be a dictator or you’ve no chance, because there is only one way out for a small club: good results and then more good results –


‘How hard it is to get them results, few people will ever know.’


Should I talk the way you want me to talk?


The bloody microphones and that bloody mouth of yours –


Say the things you want to hear?


Infecting the press. Inspiring the players. Infuriating the chairman –


This is the start of it all. This is where it all begins –


That new accent. That new drawl –


Hartlepools, 1965.




* * *





Pre-season. Fun and games. The 1974–75 season begins for real in sixteen days. Before that Leeds United, the League Champions, will play in three friendly matches and in the Charity Shield at Wembley against Liverpool, the FA Cup holders. The first friendly is at Huddersfield Town on Saturday, the day after tomorrow –


‘Enough pissing around,’ I tell them. ‘Let’s have a few games. Seven-a- sides.’


Hands on their hips, the first team shift their weight from foot to foot.


‘Bloody get on with it,’ I tell them. ‘Come on, get fucking moving.’


The team turn to look at Syd Owen, stood at the back with his hands on his hips –


Syd shrugs. Syd spits. Syd says, ‘Hope no one gets hurt.’


‘Thank you, Sydney,’ I shout back. ‘Now come on! Two teams.’


They take their hands off their hips but they still don’t move.


‘For fuck’s sake,’ I shout. ‘Harvey over there, Stewart here. Reaney there, Cooper here. McQueen there, Hunter here. Bremner there, Cherry here. Lorimer there, Giles here. Bates there, Clarke here. Madeley over there, and I’ll be here. Jimmy gets the whistle. Now let’s get fucking going –’


They amble about, pulling on bibs, kicking balls away, scratching their own.


Jimmy puts the ball down in the centre circle of the practice pitch.


‘We’ll kick off,’ I tell him, tell them all.


So Jimmy blows the whistle and off we go –


For hours, hours and hours, I run and I shout, but no one speaks and no one passes, no one passes until I finally get the ball and am about to turn, about to turn to my left with the ball on my right foot, on my right foot when someone puts me on my arse –


Flat on my arse like a sack of spuds, moaning and groaning in the mud.


I look up and I see my youngest lad, my youngest lad watching and worried. I get up and I see them watching, watching and whispering –


‘I told you someone would get hurt,’ smiles Syd. ‘Bloody told you.’


No one is laughing. But they will, later. In the dressing room and in the bath. In their cars and in their houses, when I’m not there.




* * *





You start to keep clean sheets. You start to build from the back. Even win away from home. You finish seventh from the bottom of the Fourth Division in your first season, 1965–66, and this is how your chairman says thank you –


‘I can’t afford two men doing one man’s job any more.’


You open the autobiography of Len Shackleton, Clown Prince of Soccer, to page 78. You show the blank page to Mr Ernest Ord, millionaire chairman of Hartlepools United:


The Average Director’s Knowledge of Football.


‘Piss off,’ you tell him. ‘Pete’s going nowhere.’


‘You’re getting too much publicity and all,’ says Ord. ‘You’ll have to cut it out.’


‘Piss off,’ you tell him again. ‘This town loves it. Loves me.’


‘My son will handle publicity,’ says Ord. ‘You just manage the team. You manage it alone and all.’


‘Pete’s staying put,’ you tell him. ‘And I’ll say what I want, when I want.’


‘Right then,’ says Ord. ‘You’re both sacked then.’


‘We’re going nowhere,’ you tell him –


This is your first battle. Your first of many –


You go to Conservative Councillor Curry. You tour the clubs. You get shipyards and breweries to pay players’ wages. You raise the £7,000 that the club owes the chairman. You are never out of the local papers. Never off the local telly –


‘It’s him or me,’ you tell the board. The press. The fans. ‘Him or me.’


Mr Ernest Ord, millionaire chairman of Hartlepools United, resigns –


Your first coup. Your first blood –


1–0.




* * *





I shower, bathe and dress alone. Except for my youngest lad. Then down the corridors, round the corners, back to the office, his office, to wait for Jimmy; Jimmy taking fucking for ever. I look at my watch. It’s not there. I look in my pockets. But it’s bloody gone –


Maurice Lindley puts his head round the door. No knock –


Maurice Lindley, assistant manager of Leeds United, right-hand man to the Don, another one of the Don’s backroom boys along with Les Cocker and Syd Owen, Bob English and Cyril Partridge, another one that the Don left behind …


Maurice Lindley puts a thick file marked Top Secret down on that desk, his desk. Maurice says, ‘Thought you’d be wanting to see this.’


Maurice Lindley, football’s master spy, in his trench coat and his disguises.


I look down at that file on that desk. Top Secret. I ask him, ‘What the hell is it?’


‘Dossier on Huddersfield Town,’ says Maurice. ‘The bloody works.’


‘You’re joking?’ I ask him. ‘It’s a bloody testimonial. A fucking friendly.’


‘No such thing,’ says Maurice. ‘Not round here. Don didn’t believe in friendlies. Don believed in winning every game we played. Don believed –’


There’s a knock on the office door. My youngest lad looks up from his pens –


‘Who is it?’ I shout.


‘It’s me, Boss,’ says Jimmy. ‘I got it.’


I get up from that bloody chair. From behind that fucking desk.


Jimmy comes in, brown parcel in his hands. He passes it to me. ‘There you go.’


‘What about the petrol?’ I ask him.


‘It’s in the boot of the car.’


‘Good man,’ I say and unwrap the brown paper parcel –


I unwrap the parcel and I take out an axe –


‘Stand well back,’ I tell them all. ‘Look out, Maurice!’


And I swing that axe down into that desk, his desk, Don’s desk…


I swing it down and then up, up and then back down again –


Into his desk and his chair. Into his photos and his files …


Again and again and again.


Then I stop and I stand in the centre of what’s left of that office, panting and sweating like a big fat black fucking dog. Maurice Lindley gone. Jean Reid too. Jimmy bloody Gordon and my youngest little lad flat against one wall –


I’m a dynamite-dealer, waiting to blow the place to Kingdom Cum …


Then Jimmy and my youngest help me gather up all the pieces of the desk and the chair, all the photos and the files, all the bloody dossiers and every other fucking thing in that office, and we take it all outside and pile it up in the far corner of the car park, and then I go to the boot of Jimmy’s car and take out the Castrol and pour it all over the pile, then I light a cigarette and take a couple of drags before I throw it on the pile and watch it all bloody burn –


To Kingdom fucking Cum –


Burn. Burn. Burn.




* * *





You saved Hartlepools from re-election in your first season. Now you have taken them to eighth in your second. You have also had a third child, a girl –


But these are not the things you will remember about Hartlepools United.


You don’t hear this story until ten years later, but it haunts you; it haunts you here and it haunts you now –


Ernest Ord turned up at Peter Taylor’s door in his Rolls-Royce and he told Peter, ‘I’ve come to give you a warning. Your mate has finished me and one day he’ll do the same to you. Mark my words, Taylor. You mark my words.’


Haunts you here. Haunts you now.



















Day Three





I have been in the shadows here, in the corridors and round the corners. I have been in the wings, with the crows and with the dogs. Heart racing and legs shaking. My tongue still, my mouth closed. Ears back and eyes open. Under grey skies –


I have kept my own counsel …


No kids with me today. Not today. Today there are things to do. Things to say. Not things for kids to hear. For kids to see. Under grey skies –


Until today; Friday 2 August 1974.


The first team traipse down the embankment from the training ground to the car park, their studs across the tarmac. The team stand around the black cinders in the far corner of the car park. Their hands on their hips, their names on their backs, they move their boots through the white ash. Under grey skies –


‘Players’lounge,’ I tell them. ‘Ten minutes.’




* * *





Two families by the seaside. The Royal Hotel, Scarborough. Oh, you do like to be beside the seaside. You are happy here, with your ice cream and your deckchair. Your wife and your three kids. You are a home bird and a happy bird now. The fear of unemployment and the need to booze, both are gone for now. Evil Ernest Ord has been vanquished and Hartlepools have finished eighth from the top this season –


There is a new roof upon the stand. Thanks to you. Modern floodlights too –


It is 1967 and things are on the up. You are happy here, but Peter is not –


Your very best pal. Your right hand. Your shadow …


Restless and jealous, his ear to the ground and his lips to the phone –


The bucket-and-sponge man on £24 a week –


‘Look, we took Hartlepools only as a stepping stone to something better, and now that something has come along. You know yourself that it’s been a hard slog at Hartlepools and, personally, I’ve had a bellyful of it. I know we can never pick the perfect time to go, but I think this is the right move for us.’


The sun goes behind the clouds and the rain starts to come down, to pour down, in buckets and buckets, buckets and spades, in spades and spades –


The deckchairs folded up and the ice creams melted –


‘Just meet him,’ says Pete. ‘Listen to what he has to say. Can’t hurt, can it?’




* * *





The players’ lounge, Elland Road. Deep in the West Stand, off the main corridor. Round another corner. Two doors and a well-stocked bar. Low ceiling and sticky carpet. Easy chairs and no windows, only mirrors. Mirrors, mirrors, on the walls. The smell of shampoo and Christmas aftershave as they file in from the dressing room in their denim and their leather, with their gold chains and their wet hair, teasing and touching, picking and pinching, a gang of apes after a fuck, they form a circle, their heads as low as their knees in their easy chairs, they spread their legs and touch their balls and try not to look my way –


My Way, indeed.


They are internationals, the bloody lot of them. Medals and trophies galore, every last fucking one of them –


These big, hard men in their tight, new clothes –


These big, hard and dirty men. These big, hard, dirty, old men –


These old and nervous men. Their best years behind them now –


They are worried men. Frightened men. Just like me.


I pick a chair. Turn it round. I sit astride it, arms across the back, and I say a little prayer –


The Prayer to be said before a Fight at Sea against any Enemy …


I say the prayer and then I begin, begin to say my piece:


‘You lot might be wondering why I haven’t said much this week. The reason is I have been forming my own opinions. That is what I like to do. I don’t like listening to other people. But now I’ve formed my opinions and so, before I start working with you lot, there are a few things that need to be said about each of you –


O Most powerful and glorious Lord God …


‘Harvey, you’re an international and an improvement on Gary Sprake,’ I tell him. ‘But not much of one. The best teams are built on clean sheets. Clean sheets come from good keepers. Good keepers mean safe hands. So safe hands is what I want from you or I’ll go find myself a safer pair somewhere else.’


The Lord of hosts, that rulest and commandest all things …


I turn to the two Pauls, Madeley and Reaney. I tell them, ‘Mr Madeley, you’ve played in every bloody position bar the fucking keeper. Obviously Don couldn’t make up his mind. But I reckon it’s time you made a position your own, either that or I’ll do it for you and that might mean the bloody bench or the transfer list. Mr Reaney, you’ve had one broken leg, missed one Cup Final and one World Cup – you’re not getting any younger, so look after yourself because in my opinion you deserve more bloody caps than the ones you’ve had.’


Thou sitest in the throne judging right …


‘No one in the game likes you,’ I tell Hunter. ‘And I think you want to be liked.’


Bites Yer Legs shrugs his shoulders and shakes his head. ‘I don’t give a fuck.’


‘I think you do.’


‘I’m an established England international,’ he says. ‘I really don’t give a shit.’


Therefore we make our address to thy Divine Majesty in this our necessity …


‘Mr William Bremner – you’re the captain and you’re a good one,’ I tell him. ‘But you’re no good to the team and you’re no good to me if you’re suspended. I want discipline from my teams and, as the captain, I expect you to set the example.’


That thou wouldst take the cause into thine own hand …


‘And you’d do well to follow that example,’ I tell Lorimer. ‘Because you know how I feel about you. How you harangue referees. How you fall over when you’ve not been touched. How you make a meal out of every tackle to try and get the other player booked. How you protest when you have nothing to fucking protest about –’


‘Nothing to protest about?’ he says. ‘Them tackles that some of your lads at Derby gave me? You expected me just to stand for that the whole bloody game?’


And judge between us and our enemies …


‘As for you and the amount of injuries you’ve had,’ I tell Eddie Gray. ‘If you’d been a bloody racehorse, you’d have been fucking shot.’


Eddie Gray looks up at me, looks up at me with tears in his eyes. Eddie Gray says, ‘Didn’t an injury end your career?’


‘Yes,’ I tell him. ‘It bloody well did.’


‘Then you ought to understand how I feel.’


Stir up thy strength, O Lord, and come and help us …


I turn to Michael Jones. I tell him, ‘Same goes for you, young man.’


For thou givest not always the battle to the strong, but canst save by many or few …


‘Irishman, you’re another one with a terrible bloody reputation,’ I tell John Giles. ‘God gave you intelligence, skill, agility and the best passing ability in the game. These are qualities which have helped to make you a very wealthy young man. What God did not give you was them six studs to wrap around someone else’s knee.’


‘So bloody what?’ he says. ‘People kick me, I kick them back.’


‘Just remember,’ I warn him. ‘It’s not my fault you didn’t get this job.’


‘Relax, will you?’ he says. ‘I didn’t want the job then and I don’t want it now.’


O let not our sins now cry against us for vengeance …


I point at McQueen and Jordan. I tell them, ‘You’ve both been to the World Cup and, McQueen, you’ve had a good one. I liked what I saw but I want to see more of it.’


But hear us thy poor servants begging mercy, and imploring thy help …


‘Mr Cooper and Mr Bates, they tell me you’re both finally fit again. Thank God! You’ll get your chance to prove yourselves to me tomorrow. Make sure you bloody do!’


That thou wouldst be a defence unto us against the face of the enemy …


‘Sniffer,’ I tell Allan Clarke. ‘You scored eighteen goals last season. I want fucking nineteen this season. At least fucking nineteen! Understood?’


Sniffer grins. Sniffer nods. Sniffer Clarke salutes.


Make it appear that thou art our Saviour and mighty Deliverer …


I turn to the last three. I tell them, ‘Cherry, young Gray, Taff Yorath – it’s a long season ahead of us, lots of games ahead of us – so train hard, keep your noses clean, do things my way and you’ll have your chances. Up to you to make sure you bloody take them chances when they do come along.’


My way –


‘Gentlemen, I might as well tell you now. You lot may have won all the domestic honours there are and some of the European ones but, as far as I am concerned, the first thing you can do for me is to chuck all your medals and all your caps and all your pots and all your pans into the biggest fucking dustbin you can find, because you’ve never won any of them fairly. You’ve done it all by bloody cheating.’


Through Jesus Christ our Lord …


‘And there’s one other thing,’ I tell them all, tell every last fucking one of them. ‘I don’t ever want to hear the name of Don bloody fucking Revie again. Never ever again. So the next player who does mention that bloody name again will spend his working week with the fucking apprentices. Learning his lesson, whoever he bloody is, no matter who he fucking is –


‘Now bugger off home, the lot of you.’


Amen.




* * *





You meet the chairman of Derby County at a hotel at Scotch Corner. Peter waits in the car. Len Shackleton makes the introductions. This Sam Longson is another self-made millionaire, another blunt and plain-speaking man who drives a Rolls-Royce. His money from haulage. Proud of it. Proud of Derby County too. But Derby County are in the Second Division and going nowhere. Their only cup won back in 1946. Third Division North Champions in 1957. Nothing since. Nowhere since. They have just finished seventeenth in Division Two and Sam Longson has just sacked their manager, Tim Ward. Now Longson is getting hate mail. Now Longson is shitting himself –


‘That’ll soon be a thing of the past,’ you tell him. ‘And I’ll be the reason why –’


Then you start telling him why. Never stop telling him why. Never shut up.


Three hours later, Longson is so excited he won’t be able to sleep tonight.


You go out to the car. Peter has the window down. Peter asks, ‘How did it go?’


‘Job’s mine,’ you tell him. ‘Bloody mine!’


He’s as happy as Larry. Pleased as punch. Then he says, ‘What about me?’




* * *





Down the corridors. Round the corners. The empty corridors. The dark corners. The office is bare; just his old telephone and Jean Reid’s resignation letter on the floor by the door. I pull my kit bag across the carpet towards me and take out an unopened bottle of Martell. I light a cigarette and pick the price off the brandy –


£3.79 – Wineways.


Tomorrow is Saturday. Away at Huddersfield. My first game here –


Fuck. Fuck. Fuck …


I haven’t got a clue who to pick. I haven’t got a clue what to say –


Not a fucking one. Not a fucking one.


There are voices and feet outside the door. Laughter, then silence –


Down the corridors. Round the corners …


I get up off the floor. I open the door –


Nothing. No one.


I don’t believe in God. But I do believe in doubt. I do believe in fear.



















Day Four





You drive down to a meeting with the Derby County directors at the Baseball Ground. The job’s yours but it still has to be ratified and confirmed by the full board, according to Sam. You’ve got the wife with you, the three bairns in the back of the Rover. You drop them by the swings in Normanton Park. You tell the wife you’ll be back within the hour. You drive on to the Baseball Ground.


Sam Longson is waiting for you with the rest of the board: Sidney Bradley, Harry Paine, Bob Kirkland and three others who say nothing and whose names you do not catch. Turns out the board have been overwhelmed with applications for the job, least that’s what they’re telling you. Turns out they have a shortlist of four –


Alan Ashman, Billy Bingham, Tommy Cummings and you –


Turns out the job’s not quite yours –


The Derby board do not even offer you a drink, so you help yourself.


‘My injury finished me as a player and took away the thing I loved most in this world,’ you tell them. ‘But it did give me an early start in management at Hartlepools. Re-election had become an annual event for them, but I changed that. I cut the playing staff down. I got rid of the players who were crap. I brought in one or two who were slightly better than crap. Hartlepools finished eighth at the end of this season. I also built them a new stand as well as a new team and have left them solvent. But I didn’t do it alone. I couldn’t have done it without Peter Taylor, and I want him here with me at Derby. We come as a pair or not at all.’


They shuffle their papers and fiddle with their pens, these worried rich men.


‘Me and Peter Taylor can turn this club around. We can guarantee you that you’ll not finish as low as you have this season and, more to the point, we can get the public off your backs. But we can only do it together –


‘Me and Peter Taylor!’


They are interested now, these worried rich men, thinking of walking the streets of Derby without abuse, thinking of holding their heads up high again with their wives on their arms, thinking of finally getting the appreciation they deserve. They nod in the direction of their chairman, these worried rich men –


They have been overwhelmed by you, the shortlist down to one –


‘I remember when you played here with Sunderland,’ says Sam Longson. ‘Pointing here, pointing there. Shouting at this one, shouting at that one. Telling everyone what to do. Lot of folk said you were arrogant, but I said you were a leader. That’s what we need here: a leader.’


‘And that’s what you’ll get,’ you tell him. ‘I promise you that. But I want a contract because you’ve got seven directors here and, within a month, at least one of them will want us gone. I promise you that and all.’


‘Mr Clough,’ says Longson. ‘Your salary shall be £5,000 a year and your assistant’s shall be £2,500. Furthermore, £70,000 will be available for new players and you shall both have contracts, don’t you worry about that.’


Eight hours later you get back to Normanton Park; your boys are asleep on the swings, your wife and daughter curled up on a bench.




* * *





Saturday’s come, with Saturday’s stink. The sweat and the mud, the liniment and the grease. The steam and the soap, the sewer and the shampoo. The beer and the wine, the spirits and the cigars –


It’s only a friendly, only a testimonial. But it’s still a game, still my first.


I watch them climb up the steps onto the coach with their paperback books and their packs of cards and I count the hearts –


Not one among them.


No one speaks and no one smiles. But the journey to Leeds Road, Huddersfield, is supposed to be a short one.


I sit down next to Bremner. I ask him, ‘You get my telegram, did you?’


‘What telegram?’ he says.


‘The one I sent from Majorca,’ I tell him. ‘The one I sent inviting you and your family to join me and mine for a few days in the sun. The one in which I said how proud I was to be the new manager of Leeds United.’


‘No,’ he says and looks back down at his paperback book –


The Beautiful Couple.


I am first off the coach and the reception is warm. I sign autographs for the kids and shake hands with their dads –


It’s only a friendly, only a testimonial.


Through the doors. Down the corridors. Round the corners. Up the stairs. Into the boardroom. Into the bar. Into the spirits –


The handshakes and the backslaps –


Then Jimmy is in my ear –


‘They’re waiting,’ he whispers. ‘They want to know who’s playing.’


‘Bring them up here,’ I laugh. ‘Get a few pints down them.’


‘Come on, Boss,’ he pleads, his eyes wide and his palms out –


I finish my drink. I light another fag. I follow him out of the board room. Down the stairs. Round the corner. Down the corridor –


To the doors of the visitors’ dressing room. To the sound of silence –


I put out my fag. I take a deep breath. I open the door –


To the visitors’ dressing room. To the stink of Saturday –


‘Stewart, Reaney, Cooper, Bremner, McQueen, Hunter, Lorimer, Bates, Clarke, Giles and Madeley,’ I tell them and leave them, leave them to their dressing room. Their silence. The stink of Saturday –


‘Mr Clough?’


I turn round; Bates stood in the corridor outside the dressing room.


‘You bloody deaf, are you, young man?’ I ask him. ‘You’re playing. Now go and get your fucking boots on.’


‘I know,’ says Mick Bates. ‘But where do you want me to play? I’m usually in midfield but, with both me and Paul Madeley playing today, I was wondering if I should play further up, in front of Johnny Giles and Billy Bremner?’


‘Look, you’ll do what I bloody tell you and play where I fucking say,’ I shout. ‘Now fuck off back in there and get your bloody boots on before I change my mind and have you fucking cleaning them all next bloody week!’


I walk off down the corridor. Round the corner. Up the stairs –


I take a seat in the stands to watch the game. My first game as manager of Leeds United. The Champions of England. But they are not my team. Not mine –


They go a goal behind. Then the Irishman volleys one back –


I look at my watch. It’s not there. Still missing.


Half-time, I’ll take off Norman Hunter and stick on Trevor Cherry and then they’ll pass better and score a winner, but I’m already looking through my address book –


Because they are not my team. Not mine. Not this team, and they never will be –


They are his team. His Leeds. His dirty, fucking Leeds and they always will be.


Not my team. Never. Not mine. Never. Not this team. Never –


They are not Derby County. Never Derby County.




* * *





There’s a beard and a smell about Peter when he answers the door, dark rings around his eyes and fresh whisky on his breath.


‘Lillian’s not bloody left you, has she?’ you ask him.


‘You never called,’ he says. ‘I thought you’d forgotten about us.’


‘Forgotten?’ you laugh. ‘I didn’t get back to the bloody house till midnight.’


‘So?’ he says.


‘So, what?’ you ask.


He wipes his mouth and he says, ‘Don’t make me beg, Brian. Please …’


‘Beg?’ you laugh. ‘You’ll never beg again. We’re in! Bloody in!’


‘Both of us?’ he says. ‘They agreed to take me and all?’


‘Course they bloody did,’ you tell him. ‘Me and you.’


He’s still smiling but now he’s asking, ‘How much?’


‘£2,500 a year, with £70,000 for new players.’


‘£2,500 a year each?’


‘With £70,000 for new players,’ you tell him again, and now he’s jumping up and down on his doorstep and hugging you like you’ve both just come up on the bloody pools, and you’re opening up the carrier bag in your hand and taking out the two bottles of champagne and the packets of cigars –


‘We’re on our way,’ he’s shouting. ‘You and me; Clough and Taylor!’



















Day Five
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Jaber aud faber





