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THIS BOOK IS dedicated to the memory of the remarkable men whose love of football played a part in them volunteering for the British Army in the First World War.

























Introduction





SPORT’S IMPACT ON the world is as great as any government’s, and no sport ever played has been more influential than Association Football. From the moment it was codified and taken out of Britain’s public schools, it has been a constant companion of change across the globe.


The industrial revolution coincided with a transformation in football’s appeal. As the twentieth century dawned, wherever you found Britons you found football. It became the nation’s most successful export. Football quickly became more than just a pastime: it has bolstered and deposed tyrants; started and stopped wars; been an incubator of racism at home while helping bring down a racist regime abroad. It has assisted in building nations, influencing elections, shaping cities and inspiring resistance. Its impact is as dynamic, contradictory and compelling as the game itself.


Each chapter’s story includes first-hand accounts from those closest to the events across the decades, including international footballers, Prime Ministers, political prisoners, Cabinet ministers and journalists. There are fresh insights and revealing answers to questions, some of which have never before been asked.


The difficult part of this book was not finding ten crucial games; the problem was cutting the list down to just ten. Many of the people I discussed it with tended to think for a few seconds, before asking: ‘Are you going to include that game between…?’ More often than not, though, their candidate for inclusion was a match involving their team. Instead, I’ve opted for a mix of British and international games, such as Sir Alex Ferguson’s first European final, which set Tony Blair on the road to Downing Street. There are chapters about the role of football in saving Rupert Murdoch’s satellite empire, helping post-war Germany believe again, and standing up to racism. Also covered are games that cemented some of the sport’s fiercest rivalries, from Celtic and Rangers to Barcelona and Madrid, as well as a chapter on Hillsborough and how the UK government belatedly made the right decision to deliver justice for the ninety-six.


The title of this book changed while I was researching it for one very simple reason: the truth. When I first put pen to paper, I had assumed the most famous football story of them all, the 1914 First World War Christmas truce, would be among the ten that changed the world. Instead, it deserves a chapter of its own as ‘The One That Didn’t’. When those few hours of peace ended, a war that was meant to be over by Christmas had simply paused for a single Christmas Day. Eight million more were still to lose their lives.


The stories of all those footballing warriors, from every corner of this and other lands, deserve to be told, respected and remembered.
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The first working-class champions. The relaxed Blackburn Olympic squad of 1883 that triumphed over the Old Etonians.
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Chapter One


The Rebirth of Football:


Old Etonians v Blackburn, 1883





FOOTBALL ALMOST DIED. But a single match helped rescue the sport, and, with one unexpected victory, it finally broke free from its ghettos in the nation’s public schools and British Army officers’ messes.


The ailing game was violent, with very few agreed rules. It was run by and for the elite and, in a nation with very few sports fields, had been banned from public streets. In England, the FA Cup was colonised by university, public school and regimental teams.


In the 1883 FA Cup final, the former pupils of Eton College lined up against Blackburn Olympic at the Oval cricket ground. It was to be the very first time a northern working-class team prevailed. Until that March afternoon, the trophy had normally been won by teams made up of former public school boys, Oxford University or the British military. In a single 3-2 defeat, Eton’s blue-blooded boys, destined to run Britain’s empire, surrendered control of the sport they had been keeping alive.


That second half of extra time proved that the game had changed, and changed forever. It ensured that, as Britain ruled the waves, Queen Victoria’s subjects were taking with them a sport that was freshly energised, codified and newly open to all. As Britain exported Britons, they travelled with a game inspired by the appeal of the 1883 final. The first global working-class sport was now made in the image of the working-class men of England’s north and Scotland’s west. From this point forward, football would be the most democratic sport in the world. Even those without shoes on their feet or a shilling in their pocket, in possession of nothing more than a freedom of spirit, could play and win.


1883 was the moment football announced to the world it was heading their way. Before this point, as Britain had forged its empire, football had failed to take root, but henceforth, as Britons emigrated to work in the heavy industries, they took with them an old sport bearing a new identity. The traditional exporters of football had been the factory and mill owners, the men who had previously been the football-playing boys of Eton and other fee-paying schools. British expat mill owners in Russia, aristocrats in Austria and professional classes in places like Genoa were among British football’s initial ambassadors. But a new breed of football innovator was also born. They were more Blackburn Olympic than Old Etonian. In South America, British railway workers helped introduce the sport to Colombia, Uruguay and Argentina. A school-teaching Scot, Alexander Watson Hutton, set up the Argentine FA. In Chile, British sailors and, in Venezuela, British miners were among the first to play. In Spain, Brazil and Italy, Brits planted their proletarian footballing roots. AC Milan was created by a Nottinghamshire lace worker, Herbert Kilpin. Athletic Bilbao was formed from a joint effort by British miners, shipyard workers and local students.


Today, Eton continues to churn out Prime Ministers. And a team by the name of Blackburn Olympic lives on. They play in the Blackburn Combination Neales Waste Management Second Division.


I decided to drive south to the north-west of England in search of Olympic. The original team folded years ago but another group of football fanatics now bears their name. Blackburn Olympic have their base next to the Cherry Tree train station on Blackburn’s Old Preston Road. It was there, in the station pub, that I had arranged to meet up with them in their pre-kick-off pub HQ.


The first thing I noticed was that the barman treats the players as though they belong to the pub. The second is that no one in the team is drinking anything stronger than a can of Red Bull. The half-hour get-together is the only time they see one another between games. Olympic sit second in the league and have high hopes of promotion. But today’s game is a break from league duty for the glamour of a cup quarter-final. Blackburn Olympic is a team that never trains. Their home ground is just a two-minute drive from their Cherry Tree spiritual home. It’s impossible to miss; all you have to do is follow the signs for the Pleasington Playing Fields Cemetery.


The place where the teams get ready is a maze of Soviet-style cold echoing corridors, each leading to a changing room designed for a five-a-side team. Each room is lit by a single strobe light unprotected by any lampshade. It’s impossible to imagine that there might be hot water in the showers. The team is a real mix of characters, including the dynamo-mouthed captain, Christopher Tomlinson, and the sullen Lee Grundy, who I’m told had real promise before a terrible injury. He arrives later than the others. And when he does, he turns up clutching a pack of ten Embassy Regal cigarettes in the way that players a few miles down the road at Blackburn Rovers might hold onto an energy drink.


The changing room echoes with news of who did what the night before and with whom. It’s not clear which of the guys has the cloudiest hangover. No one is admitting to an early night as part of their quarter-final preparation. A friendly dispute seems to break out about who should be in possession of the JCM Steel Fabrication-sponsored number seven shirt. The verbals are so rapid and the room so small, it’s impossible to see or hear who says what. One of the midfielders says, ‘If you’re so keen to wear number seven, wear the number five and the number two. It’s cold anyway, that’ll keep you warm.’ Right-back Bill Scott and centre-back Robert Plummer don’t seem pleased about the idea of losing their shirts, but the dispute is somehow settled.


The coach, Dave Lloyd, is one of those unnoticed footballing heroes, the type that keeps the game alive. He gets no pay and lots of pain for his troubles; and he takes the kit home to wash every week. But he whispers to me just before his team talk, ‘The thing for me is that, while they enjoy it, I enjoy it.’ It’s clear that he does. There’s never an easy way to tell serious social footballers, like the Olympic lads, that they are on the bench. Dave has an unusual way of breaking the news to the substitutes. He starts to collect the players’ match fees: £10 from those who are starting and a fiver from the subs – used or unused. That’s the point when they first know if they’re on the bench. No one seems pleased when he turns to them and asks them to pay half-price.


The room is full of a team talking. Centre-forward Joe Walmsley explains to me why he insists on wearing children’s shin-guards. The entire midfield discusses how their horse-racing accumulator got on at the previous day’s Cheltenham Festival. It’s not just quick-witted banter that fills the pre-match changing room. It’s also cluttered with mud and the sound of studs on concrete as the players bang their boots on the frozen floor to remove the dirt from last week’s defeat.


The Olympic team is made up of painters, a pub manager, a policeman, an ex-trainee soldier; the goalie is a student in Middlesbrough. The patronising middle-class thing to do when going along on a visit like this is to sneeringly parody working-class life. I’ve seen it happen so many times but I’ve never done it because, as expected, these guys are confident, clever, articulate and the opposite of the prejudice-based caricatures associated with working-class culture. They have the dignity of working-class pride in the power of knowledge, a sharp sense of humour and a readily deployed wit, often packaged up in industrial language. Their swearing has the purpose of instant anger, aimed at themselves for a misplaced pass or a mistimed tackle. They have the ability to use the same swear word as an adjective, verb or noun, which, as anyone who has tried this knows, isn’t easily done.


As assistant manager for the day, it’s my job to carry the water bottles and put the nets up. I leave the motivational team talk stuff to Dave:




You know how important this game is lads: quarter-final of the cup, Greenfields. We’ve played them three times already this season. We’ve beaten them twice, they beat us once. They are a good team. We need to keep on top of Chris Harrison, you know that. He scored the winner against us in that 3-2 defeat. We know what we can do; we didn’t do it last week. We were awful. We didn’t turn up last week, most of us. We know what we can do; we’ve got a full squad this week, everybody’s here today. Let’s do it!





Captain Tomlinson adds, ‘When we play football, we’re the best team in this league without a doubt. So let’s go back to playing footie. Let’s not panic, yeah. If you can’t go forward, go back. Let’s play football on the deck.’


Both teams are from Darwen and, surprisingly, despite being local rivals there isn’t any real animosity. One of the strangest things about the game is that it’s a match between two all-white squads. On the pitch next to us is a game between another all-white line-up against a totally Asian team. Blackburn is a city of real diversity in so many ways but not, it would seem, this morning on the Pleasington football pitches.


I know that people who don’t play football sometimes wonder what a referee says to the players just before kick-off. So here’s an insight into what our ref told the players as they went through their final stretches:




Jewellery, let’s take it off, please, alright. Wedding rings off, yeah. If I see anyone with jewellery on, you go off for two minutes so be warned. On swearing, lads, let’s keep it down, alright. Frustration ones you know I don’t mind, but let’s keep it long-distance ones, lads, alright. I’m supposed to send you off but I don’t want to do that, you know what I mean. So let’s keep it down, alright. You know me, lads, play to the whistle, alright. I’ll try to play the advantage, alright, I’ll wait a few seconds and if you have no advantage I’ll bring it back and you’ll get the free kick, alright. Just enjoy it, boys.





I’m not certain what he meant by ‘long-distance ones’. Perhaps he didn’t want them aggressively swearing up close and personal in one another’s faces. But he was right to say, ‘You know me, lads.’ He had been an Olympic player for ten years.


As the players lined up to kick-off, I wondered if they could play as fluently and quickly as they talked. I had to wait longer than expected to find out. Some fool had put the goal nets on upside-down. The ref insisted on delaying kick-off until they were fixed. Embarrassingly, I pretended not to notice and got on with checking whether I had filled up the water bottles.


When the game eventually did get going, the tone was set in the first minute, when Joe Walmsley was fouled with a full-on swipe against his kids-size shin-guards. The crowd number ebbed and flowed from anywhere between two and ten. In a truism of football the world over, the main striker’s girlfriend came to watch.


Richard Sholicar is a footballing cop from Burnley who misses one game in four due to his shifts. In truth, he misses more than that because of suspension. He is the most sent-off player in the Olympic team. In the fifth minute, he scored to put Olympic into a deserved lead. But three minutes later, Lee Steele, the most unusually shaped footballer, equalised. He defied his appearance as a slightly out-of-shape front-row rugby-forward to slot home after a subtle touch.


You don’t realise how physical amateur football is until you watch it from the sidelines. In the twenty-fourth minute, Olympic went behind when Mitchell Pickup scored from a direct free kick. It seemed to go through a hole in our keeper’s hands.


When I signed up to be the manager’s assistant for the day, little did I know that my boss would then sign up to be the referee’s assistant. I was left standing by myself among the subs, but, from the first minute, it was clear Dave hadn’t really got the sense of his new role. He was more like a supporter with a linesman’s flag. As he ran along the side of the pitch, he screamed, ‘Let’s put some crunching tackles in like they are!’ He raised his flag for some pretty imaginative offsides against Greenfields. The former Olympic player-turned-ref ignored them all. Instead of accepting being over-ruled, Dave took to shouting ever louder across the breadth of the pitch: ‘Ref, what’s the point of me being here if you ignore every decision I give?!’ After half an hour, the opposition’s goalkeeping captain had clearly had enough of Dave. He shouted from his goal line at the ref standing on the halfway line, ‘Take that flag off him and stick it up his arse!’ One of our subs smiled. ‘No one can run the line quite like Dave.’ In the thirty-seventh minute, the linesman’s team drew level at 2-2 with a stunning Sholicar strike from the right-hand corner of the box.


With hopes of holding on until half-time, and with the team talk being finalised in the linesman’s head, Mitchell Pickup scored again for Greenfields. This time the ball managed to find a gap between the goalie’s legs. It reminded me a lot of Kenny Dalglish’s 1976 Hampden strike through Ray Clemence’s wide-open legs.


Goals change attitudes, and it would appear they also alter team talks. Dave put his flag down and got stuck into the players:




Do we want this or what? Do we want this or what? ’Cause it doesn’t look like it on the pitch. Every tackle we are coming out second best. They want it more than we do. You can tell the way they are fighting for it. We’re second best every time. We seem to think we can just pass it around. We can’t.





Dave’s anger incites a mini-rebellion in the team. ‘You’re wrong, Dave!’ shouts one. Another says: ‘It’s just the basics. When you were at school you fucking learned to shout to each other, “Man on!”, “Fucking time!” It’s just the basic things that we’re not doing.’ A third rebel launches into his own mini team talk: ‘Put a name on your passes. You’re knocking it and expecting someone to find it.’ In perhaps the least self-aware half-time declaration in amateur football history, the goalie announces, ‘They ain’t earned the goals!’ The whole team looks at him as if to say, ‘Piss off back to Middlesbrough.’ More from the second half at Blackburn later…




***





Two hundred years ago, football was a minority sport. It also appears to have been a cross between two sports that I don’t understand: modern-day cage fighting and Australian Rules football. It was played across vast areas, with the goals sometimes a mile apart, and was often violent and unforgiving. Confusingly, sometimes the aim was to score in your own goal. By the early 1800s, the highlight of the football calendar was the Shrove Tuesday challenge. The contests were officially football, but not as we now know it. In an era without public sports fields, it took place in built-up towns, with no agreed rules, and limitless time and players.


Then the Highways Act banned urban street football. Outlawed in the streets, football was also losing ground to the newly opened Industrial Revolution factory floors. Industrialisation brought longer working hours; workers’ self-interest caused mass abstention from football’s sporting violence. There were some isolated pockets of footballing resistance in places like the Orkneys, Workington, Shetland, Cornwall and Jedburgh, but there was no way of avoiding the truth: football was on its way out. Joseph Strutt wrote in his 1801 book Sports and Pastimes of the People of England that ‘the game was formerly much in vogue among the common people, though of late years it seems to have fallen into disrepute and is but little practised’.


But there was one institution where the game lived on: the nation’s public schools. For anyone from overseas reading this book, I should explain that peculiarly, in the UK, ‘public schools’ really means ‘private schools’. While some were originally set up to educate the poor, they morphed into the classrooms of the cream of the British Empire.


The schools’ affections for football coincided with an era of academic under-achievement and over-exuberance in many of these institutions. The pupils seemed to be in charge, rather than the staff. In 1797, the British Army were even summoned to quell a rebellion at Rugby School, and, in 1818, they fixed bayonets to put down trouble at Winchester College, their sixth visit in fifty years. The nation’s public school elite were out of touch. In some places they appeared out of control, and in their commitment to football they showed just how culturally out of touch they were. The aristocratic kids, who dominated their middle-class teachers, insisted on playing this game.


Into the mêlée entered Thomas Arnold, the principal of Rugby School. He introduced a faith-based regime and a new focus on formal study for the mind and structured play for the body. His was a muscular Christianity about which it was declared: ‘Through sport, boys acquire virtues which no book can give them: not merely daring and endurance, but better still, temper, self-restraint, fairness, honour, un-envious appropriation of another’s success and all that “give and take” of life.’ I’m not certain this is a description of the beautiful game that many of us would recognise today.


Each public school played its own variant of the sport. Distinct sets of rules and styles had evolved to fit into the physical layout of the individual schools. The playing fields of Eton had two games: the Eton Wall Game and the Eton Field Game. Harrow, with its water-sodden pitches, kicked a flat-bottomed ball, capable of travelling through the mud. Winchester had a kicking game to fill its long pitches. In contrast, Westminster played a short passing game within their confined cloistered spaces, while Rugby and Shrewsbury focused on picking the ball up.


Although they played by their own rules, sometimes, just sometimes, Eton were confronted by Association Rules. The first time this happened was in an 1880 game against workers from the local biscuit factory. One of the Eton players complained that, despite winning, they were unhappy because, firstly, they were unaccustomed to the workers’ rules and, secondly, it was considered ‘derogatory to the school to have entered for a competition which brought us into contact with such opponents’.


The game also travelled with the boys as they became young men at Oxford or Cambridge University. Later, they took their sport into the senior ranks of the Royal Navy or British Army, but there was, of course, no Royal Air Force in a pre-Wright brothers world. Football was played at Cambridge University as early as the seventeenth century. Oliver Cromwell played there in 1616 and was described as ‘one of the chief matchmakers and players at football, cudgels or any other boy strong sport’.


The two universities became the cultural melting pots of their day. Not in an American, Statue of Liberty, ‘Give me your tired, your poor, your huddle masses…’-type way. Instead, theirs was a real collision of multiple footballing identities as groups of students within each university played the rules they had brought with them from their school. The only thing the games seemed to have in common was the name. To add to the confusion, there were distinct footballing rules in different parts of the country. Teams would often play forty-five minutes under one set of laws before switching to entirely different ones for the second half.


The first shot at creating universal regulations came in 1848, at Cambridge University. So frustrating had the mishmash of arrangements become that former public school boys from five different establishments with five different sets of rules got together to resolve things. Their main disagreements seemed to centre on whether handling of the ball should be allowed or not. A second-year pupil, Henry Malden, recorded that ‘the Eton men howled at the Rugby men for handling the ball’. According to Hunter Davies in Boots, Balls and Haircuts, an illustrated history of football: ‘The meeting lasted from four in the afternoon ’til midnight, with other students wandering in, thinking there must be an exam on, with all the bits of paper flying around, before they agreed what the rules should be.’


In 1862, it was left to a former Etonian, Charles Thring, to publish the first set of ten football regulations. Inevitably, many of the dos and don’ts in his 250-word guidance focused on violence, such as outlawing the hacking, kicking or back heeling of an opponent. He didn’t find the space to explain how to enforce any of these rules, nor did he set out the punishment for their infringement, but perhaps the prevailing attitudes meant that enforcement might not be necessary. In his 1899 book Association Football, N. L. Jackson explained, in a way that now seems both quaint and naive:




In the very early years of the game, when it was chiefly confined to old public school boys, the laws were strictly observed, any infringement being purely accidental. This was doubtless due to that honourable understanding which is cultivated among boys at the better class schools and which prevents them taking unfair advantage of an opponent.





It wasn’t until a year after Thring set out his laws of the game that the first English FA rules were agreed. Initially, in those association rules, there was no place for an umpire or referee. Peculiar as it may sound to contemporary football, the two captains were expected to resolve any disagreements between themselves.


Hunter Davies also carries a good description of the dynamic of the 1860s game:




Nine out of the eleven would have been chasing after the ball, leaving only two defenders. At the head of the charge was the best dribbler, followed by the ‘backers-up’, who would dribble till knocked off the ball, sometimes quite violently. Any sort of pass to someone ahead of you on your own side resulted in offside, so passing was virtually non-existent.





The ball had to be played by foot, but, until 1866, it could be caught by hand too. Indeed, this was a big year for the introduction of new rules as it was also when the offside rule first came into force. Thankfully, it was a simpler offside rule than today’s, with a player remaining onside if three of the opposition were nearer their goal line than the attacking player. Sheffield was the first city to attempt to codify the sport. The South Yorkshire city’s rules didn’t catch on and it’s not hard to work out why: they had decided that the goals should be only four yards wide. In 1863, at a meeting in the Freemason’s Tavern in London, representatives of eleven old boys’ teams met to draw up a single set of agreed rules. But yet again, disputes arose over whether players should be allowed to handle the ball and their right to ‘hack’. Mr Campbell, the delegate from the Blackheath club, defended the right of his, and all, players to deliberately target their opponents’ shins. He told the delegates that if they tamed football’s aggression: ‘You will do away with the courage and pluck of the game, and I will be bound to bring over a lot of Frenchmen who would beat you with a week’s practice.’ He lost the vote. In 1871, unresolved disputes about hacking and handling would eventually lead to the creation of the Rugby Football Union.




***





Eton believed itself to be educators of the blue-blooded societal thoroughbreds. The college taught their pupils the ethics and ideas that guided them on their predestined way to become the leaders of men, business and government. At the time of writing, no fewer than twenty British Prime Ministers have made the 23-mile journey from Eton to Downing Street. Is it any wonder that the college is described as ‘the chief nurse of England’s statesmen’?


A form of football has been played at the college for nigh-on five centuries. In 1519, William Horman wrote his Vulgaria about life at Eton. The Latin book offered a first insight into just how early a game resembling football may have been played at Eton. He wrote: ‘Livsun erit nobis follies pugilari spiritu tumens’, which translated into the English of the time meant, ‘We will play with a ball full of wynde’. Further evidence of Eton’s attachment to football is contained in a 1766 list of games played by the pupils. This list includes the peculiar-sounding pastimes of battledores, shirking walls, headimy and cat gallows, but, more than any of these, it is football that is the crucial part of growing up there. A nineteenth-century school notice-board read: ‘Any lower boy in this House who does not play football once a day and twice on a half-holiday will be fined half a crown and kicked.’


Unusually, the boys at Eton had a choice of two types of football: a game against ‘The Wall’ and one on the Eton Field. The Wall Game, introduced in 1717, was, and still is, played alongside a 120-yard wall, with teams of eleven chasing down the ball. A few yards in front of the goal is an area called a calx. From there, the team can have a shy, from where they can have a shot at goal. The goal at one end is a tree and at the other end is a door in a wall. That’s my basic sense of the rules, so I hope it’s all straightforward. If I haven’t got the details about the goals exactly right, I’m not sure it really matters: it seems as hard to understand as it is to score. There have only been three goals in two hundred years of the big St Andrew’s Day game. The last was scored in 1909.




***





The Old Etonians, the team made up of the school’s ex-pupils, was one of the dominant footballing powers in the land. They had colonised a novel and newly introduced tournament by the name of the FA Cup. In the early years of the competition, they won it twice and were beaten finalists six times. Their power only dissipated after the professional game throttled amateurism. In the Eton College in-house newspaper, they offered an insight into Etonians’ frustrations at how the FA Cup had become dominated by the pros:




It may be stated that in 1870 the competition was started for the promotion of the game, and was at first entered for almost exclusively by southern amateur clubs playing more or less in the neighbourhood of the metropolis; but before very long the interest in this particular form of the game spread so rapidly that clubs from all parts of England now enter for the competition, as may be instanced by the fact that this season no fewer than eighty clubs competed in the first round.





Nowadays, well over 700 teams try their luck by entering the tournament. I remember in the late 1990s being involved in a debate about whether the MPs’ football team should enter the competition. We decided not to for one simple reason: under FA rules, the two female MPs in our team, Watford’s Claire Ward and Sheffield’s Meg Munn, wouldn’t have been allowed to take up their places.


The inaugural year of the FA Cup had been a pivotal year for football. That November, the first sanctioned international took place in Glasgow. Following two unofficial Scotland v England encounters, it was an enormous hit. One of the reports of the time recorded ‘the entire limit of the ground being lined by an enthusiastic array of supporters of both sides’. With no score by the break, England became more adventurous and their goalie joined the forwards in attack, allowing Scotland’s seventeen-year-old Robert Crawford to score in the goalie-free goal. But as the Scots prepared to celebrate victory, Baker equalised in the final minute and the first honours were shared.




***





1881 was the pinnacle of public school football dominance. Old Carthusians defeated Old Etonians 3-0 in the FA Cup final. But that contest between the two teams of former public school pupils masked a truth: change was coming and it was coming in the shape of the Lancashire industrial towns, with an irreversible vengeance. That final between England’s elites attracted just 4,000 of their ilk to the Oval. In the same year, more than double that number was at the Scottish Cup final watching Queen’s Park defeat Dumbarton after a replay. So rapid was the growth of professional football’s popularity among the working class that, by 1899, 73,000 would attend the FA Cup final at Crystal Palace to see Sheffield United take on Derby County. But back in 1881, more people watched the Lancashire and Yorkshire finals than the FA Cup final.


Power was almost wrested northwards in 1882 when Blackburn Rovers contested the FA Cup final against the Old Etonians. It was the first cup final in which one of the old public school teams took on one of the new, mill-powered forces of the north, and it was played across the centre of a cricket field, including the crease. This, and the novelty of a team from the north, boosted the crowd to 6,000. Rovers went into the final unbeaten that season and there was enormous interest and anticipation back home. The local newspaper, the Blackburn Standard, even brought out a special Saturday-night post-match edition, ‘specially telegraphed from our reporter’, although they had to unhappily print news of an Old Etonian victory. This delayed the demise of public school dominance for just one more year.




***





Having already been to Blackburn, I decided to head to one of the places where the peripheral sport of football had been sustained. As I arrived from Glasgow at Heathrow’s Terminal Five, I was nervous about my journey into another world. Not a trip on one of Richard Branson’s test flights into space, but instead a short walk over to stop D6 to catch a bus to Eton College. I paid my £2.30 and travelled on the number 61 bus as it slowly wound its way through picturesque villages such as Wraysbury and Datchet. An hour or so later, I arrived at the home of Angus Graham Campbell, the Fulham- and St Johnstone-supporting Eton schoolmaster. The college appears to be the main purpose of the town of Windsor. Along its main street are an endless number of upmarket tailors’ and drapers’ shops trading exclusively in the school’s paraphernalia. As you walk away from the college towards Windsor’s small train station, you trip over estate agencies selling unaffordable homes and boutique cafés offering beautifully scented teas.


My arrival coincided with the last day of term and the culmination of school exams. Angus was good enough to use his break from officially overseeing exams to take me on a tour of Eton. As I sat in his upstairs living room, the sun shone through the window and curtains into a shadowy corner. Perched there, alone upon a small, elevated round table, was a hat. From my armchair across the room, the scarlet and bright blue quartered cap looked like the sort of thing an old jockey would have worn. Instead, Angus tells me, the little worse-for-wear cap belonged to a different Eton custom. The ‘Captain of the Field’ was, and still is, allowed by Eton tradition to have his own personal silk cap. I hadn’t realised, but I was looking across at his father’s captain cap from the 1930s.


Angus and I have at least two things in common: a love of football and the fact we both attended the same schools as our fathers. My family’s school was Bellarmine in the Pollok housing scheme in Glasgow, and it’s now the Silverburn shopping centre. Angus and his father were Etonians. He is steeped in the tradition of Eton’s sport and holds a remarkable Eton sporting pedigree. When he was a boy at the school, he was captain of the Field Game team and a squad player on the football team. Since returning as a housemaster, he has served as the master of both the Field Game and the Wall Game.


Angus went out of his way to make me feel at home, but it wasn’t really my world. In every single step through the college, I was gripped by a powerful caution. I felt like an outsider because, despite my host’s warmth, that’s what I was. It reminded me of how I was during my first three years as a new MP in the House of Commons. We went on a tour of the college and looked through a window into an original but empty classroom where boys had been taught since the day the college opened. We wandered onto the playing fields and looked at the Brew House. This is an important spot as it was where the pupils’ beer had been brewed, since the water there was too dirty for them to drink originally.


Football lives on at Eton. There are twenty-four school teams and they maintain their original rivalries with the likes of Winchester, Westminster and Charterhouse public schools. In a school that prides itself on continuity, one thing has changed in an important way: it now plays against comprehensive schools in the Berkshire Schools League, although I’m not sure if they still play against the local biscuit factory. As we stood where I never thought I would, on the playing fields of Eton College, I remembered that this was the piece of grass that features in one of the world’s most famous misquotes: the Duke of Wellington never did declare that ‘the Battle of Waterloo was won on the playing fields of Eton’. I also thought to myself about how this place compared to my own school’s gravel football pitches, the type where if you made a slide tackle it would tear the opponent’s shorts, as well as the skin from your own arse. As we chatted about the history of the Field and Wall Games, there were boys playing football on a distant but standard pitch, shouting politely at one another.


The next stop on my tour was the archive room, which contains the school’s official records. I was met by Penny, the Eton archivist, whose soft suggestion of ‘Do come through’ was the type of polite invitation that, in my head, felt much more like an instruction, and I knew it wasn’t intended to be ignored. I signed the register, stated the purpose of my visit and displayed my photographic ID. I was then separated from my bag, which was stored away in another room. Penny whispered, ‘If you’d like to take a seat…’ – another quiet suggestion that I felt should have had an exclamation mark after it. Penny chaperoned me to where she had decided I would sit. I was delighted that she did, because there on the desk in front of me she had thoughtfully laid out the books and newspapers detailing some of the most important football matches in Eton’s history.


I can’t be the only one who has been somewhere so painfully quiet that you just sit and listen to the sound of nothing whatsoever, other than the noise of unbroken silence. I was agitated that the sound of my breathing would disturb the two other readers in the room. I only managed to relax once I had worked out that they definitely couldn’t hear me; after all, I couldn’t hear them and I was certain they must have been breathing. Above the din of the silence, the only interruption was the scraping of the razor-sharp Eton archive room-issued pencils scratching across notebooks (pens are banned in the archive room).


The Eton Chronicle, the in-house school newspaper, printed reports of the Old Etonians’ progress towards the two FA Cup finals of 1882 and 1883. I anxiously turned the pages in the 130-year-old newspapers. Reading through the original leather-bound records, I found myself distracted by stories of school life from the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries: details of the school theatre; a boy’s boating fatality on the Thames; Queen Victoria’s decoration of a Lieutenant Edwards for his bravery at the Battle of Tel-el-Kebir. But the most regular coverage seemed to be about hunting. As I slowly turned the pages, I began to think that these must have been the luckiest hares on earth, or that they were simply pursued by the worst huntsmen in history.


Judging by the quantity of coverage, it’s clear that the beagle runs must have been a focal point of school life. One copy after another of the Chronicle contained mind-numbingly detailed running commentaries of the ninety-minute pursuit of a lonely hare. I’m a vegetarian and voted in Parliament to ban fox-hunting, but so tediously prolonged were the beagle reports that even I silently cheered on the nineteenth-century hounds to catch their furry little prey, for no reason other than the hope that it might bring an earlier end to the article. Here’s a flavour of the kind of sporting insights that passed for Chronicle news:




We met at Aldin House … We then crossed the canal, and found immediately in a few turnips; the hare ran nearly to Colnbrook village, but doubling back, took three or four very large rings and then went straight away to within a mile of West Drayton. She then doubled back…





And so it goes on, and on, and on, with pointless tours of, no doubt pretty, villages and dull dramas of hares outwitting the most expensively educated boys in the Empire by cunningly scampering through fields of Brussels sprouts. Oh, how the upper classes lived! Perhaps it’s no surprise after all that Eton developed an interest in football.


Like those clever hares, I wanted to get away from the hounds, and so turned my attention to the reports of the 1883 football season. The Old Etonians’ team began with the same eleven that had, the previous year, won the cup for their former school. They had remained largely unchanged throughout the 1883 run-up to what was to be their fourth final in five years. It’s an easy case to make that the Etonians of the time were, in all likelihood, the best team in England. But the 1882 cup winners almost became the 1883 first-round cup casualties. Back then, only the Wanderers had gone through that embarrassment. The Old Etonians managed to scrape through against the Old Foresters in the opening round after drawing their initial game. In the subsequent rounds they disposed of Brentwood and then Rochester. From the fourth round onwards, they played every game at the cup final venue of Kennington cricket ground where the Old Etonians defeated, in turn, the Swifts 2-0 and Hendon 4-2. In the semi-final, they came from a goal down to beat Notts County 2-1 with strikes from Macauley and Goodhart. In Manchester, Blackburn Olympic easily overpowered Old Carthusians 4-0 in the other semi.


The final on the last day of March was a clash of class and sporting cultures. The result rocked the closeted world of the football establishment. The Old Etonians never trained or practised. They were committed amateurs who simply turned up to play and expected the same of their rivals. But they were shocked by their cup final opponents’ preparations. Such was the consternation at Blackburn’s pre-match behaviour that the school newspaper carried reports that, in plain speaking, were tantamount to the aristocrats accusing the Blackburn players of being paid cheats. ‘So great was their ambition to wrest the cup from the holders that they introduced into football play a practice which has excited the greatest disapprobation in the south.’ The reporters at the Chronicle went on to hint at a paid professionalism, which they were too polite to directly allege:




To be brief, the Blackburn men were in splendid condition for the match and spared no pains to gain victory … For three weeks before the final match they went into a strict course of training, spending, so report says, a considerable time at Blackpool, and some days at Bournemouth and Richmond. Though it may seem strange that a football eleven composed of mill-hands and working men should be able to sacrifice three weeks to train for one match, and to find the means to do so too.





Despite Blackburn’s Blackpool build-up, the former Eton pupils still went into the game as favourites. They were captained by the remarkable Arthur Kinnaird. He was a Scot who played in nine FA Cup finals, helped organise the first international and went on to serve as president of the English FA. The Eton school reporter hinted that a pre-match mindset contributed to an ungentlemanly complacency among Kinnaird’s players:




No one will deny that they were the better team of the two, but it was their very confidence in this fact which probably lost them the match. Had they only been non-favourites, the result would have been different, for their play during the first part of the game was too casual…





Acknowledging the superior physical condition of the Lancashire team, the report added ‘and they should certainly have gained more than one goal while fresh’.


A record-breaking crowd of 8,000 turned up to watch, with many travelling from Lancashire. Both sides picked formations unimaginable today; none of your modern-day 4-4-2 or ‘one in the hole behind a single striker’ stuff. Instead, the teams set out with, what I would call, ‘prime-number line-ups’ of 1-2-3-5. Both played a goalie, two defenders, three half-backs and five forwards.


Eton took the lead after Kinnaird passed to Chevalier, who, after avoiding Ward’s tackle, found Goodhart, who then scored. But, after half an hour, Eton were reduced to ten men, not by a red card (which didn’t exist in those days) but by an injury (substitutes, like red cards, hadn’t been introduced). As I read through the Chronicle of 1883 in that silent reading room, it reported that the competing footballing cultures continued even during the half-time break. The former public school boys stood together, chatted and relaxed. In contrast, Blackburn’s assistant ran on with ‘a large black bag containing grapes and other fruits, lemonades etc. for their refreshment’.


Perhaps unsurprisingly, the second half saw a turnaround in Olympic’s fortunes after Eton went down to eight and two halves. Without any sense of grievance, the Eton Chronicle reported that:




Dunn was severely injured and had to leave the field, and shortly afterwards Goodhart was seized with cramp in both legs, and Macaulay received a nasty kick on the knee. This completed the ‘rot’ which had by this time set in, and the Northerners were not long in making matters even.





Matthews equalised for Blackburn after sixty-five minutes. Against the pattern of the second half, the Eton captain Kinnaird scored a winner that wasn’t. He put the ball in directly from a free kick at a time when all free kicks were indirect; the ‘winning’ goal didn’t stand.


Despite their numerical advantage, their half-time refreshments and the Blackpool sea air, Olympic could only score that single second-half goal. The final ended all square.


It was Eton’s conduct after the final whistle that was to be their undoing. The Etonians thought it unreasonable to ask Blackburn to go to the expense of coming back a week later for a replay. Exhausted and depleted in numbers, Eton honoured a sense of chivalry and Blackburn seized an opportunity. The former public school boys agreed to play extra time despite having only eight fully fit players. Olympic’s strength in numbers and stamina from training helped defeat the tired, battered and reduced Etonians, and, when Crossley scored in the second period of extra time, the trophy was heading to a new home – the furthest from London it had ever travelled.


The Chronicle concluded its report in a way that, possibly, only it could. ‘Considering that after half-time the Old Etonians played with ten men and that Goodhart and Macauley were practically “hors de combat” in the last half-hour, they did not do so badly.’ That phrase, which translates as ‘outside the fight’, isn’t the type of thing you normally read in a football summary. It’s much more commonly ascribed to combatants in literature such as Alexandre Dumas’s The Three Musketeers. The phrase might sound like it’s laced with public school eccentricity (which it is), but it was also, in some ways, an accurate summing-up of the physical, rough and tumble, long-ball game from the north that triumphed that day.


Years later, long after he had hung up his boots, the Eton captain Arthur Kinnaird reminisced about Olympic’s physical tactics, lamenting, ‘I carry their marks to this day.’ The defeat wasn’t without recrimination; N. L. Jackson wrote in Sporting Days and Sporting Ways that:




It was really Kinnaird who lost the Old Etonians the match, for although the extra half-hour was not then obligatory, his good nature prompted him to promise that concession because the visitors explained that a draw would mean their having to come up to London again, which they could ill afford.





In 1883, Olympic were the first northern and, in all likelihood – though no one admitted it – the first professional team to win the FA Cup. The game in parts of the north of England had become big money. When two teams from opposite ends of England met in a two-legged tie, the second legs in the south would sometimes attract just a tenth of the first game’s attendance. The north of England’s growing armies of paying supporters helped clubs entice the best players, particularly the best of the Scottish players. A process that had begun in 1879 with Darwen gathered an unstoppable momentum.


But so incensed were the men at the Football Association that they felt compelled to set up a commission of inquiry. When Preston North End were accused by Upton Park of paying players, including the two prominent Scots, Nick Ross and George Drummond, the commission summoned the club secretary. He stunned everyone by admitting to the payments. Preston was suspended from the FA Cup and the authorities acted to ban professionalism by insisting that all players non-native to the club’s surrounding areas had to be registered. It might sound like a strange demand, but it was their way of trying to track down the subsidised out-of-town travelling professionals. What followed, however, was a massive rebellion emanating from Lancashire, as seventy clubs joined forces and threatened to set up the British Football Association. Finally, on 20 July 1885, in a meeting at the Anderston’s Hotel in Fleet Street, the FA surrendered and legalised professionalism. When the professionals won the day, Scotland rebelled against the rebels, with the Scottish FA angrily compiling a list of sixty-eight ‘outlaw’ players who had been paid in England. It would be a further eight years before Scotland finally accepted professional football.


No one realised at the time, but the Old Etonians’ victory of 1882 was to be the last time a group of amateur former public school boys would ever lift the trophy. No team from the south even reached the final again until Spurs in 1901.


After being reunited with Angus, I ask him about the 1883 final and the contrast between the two teams. While they may have had the same team formations, Angus explains that they were playing with totally different approaches.




The field game is a kick-and-rush game; a dribbling game like little kids playing in the playground. You run with the ball until you’re tackled and all your mates run behind you and once you’re tackled they get the ball. The Blackburn team would have been playing something that we would recognise as soccer, passing the ball, while the Old Etonians would be dribbling it until tackled. There were two completely different sets of tactics.





And Angus should know what he’s talking about. He is the keeper of his very own Eton archive of football and has compiled a detailed hand-written record of Eton football going back to 1800. His tiny scribbled notes are a meticulously preserved goldmine of footballing history and in his A4 hardback book he has traced the story of sport at Eton back to the start of the nineteenth century. Each pre-printed line in the book contains a year in the life of results. He has lists of players from the cup final-winning runs, including details of the players, their ages and their subsequent careers.


As I stood next to him, determined not to spill my tea over his work, he announced, ‘Here, take them away and read through them.’ While I thought about taking his book into the next-door room, he told me, ‘Take them away for a few days.’ I wanted to say ‘no’, but how could I tell him I didn’t trust myself (one of only three people I have known my entire life), when this man, whom I’d only met via email and in person for two hours, was willing to do so?


When we parted company, we made an arrangement to meet again at the next Fulham home game under a statue outside the stadium. Fulham fans will know there are two statues: one of legendary midfielder Johnny Haynes and the other of Michael Jackson. When I checked my bag into the flight back to Scotland later that week, I carried Angus’s notebook on as hand luggage. I trusted British Airways luggage transit even less than I trusted myself. On the plane, and when I got home, I kept checking and re-checking that the notes hadn’t been taken by an invisible thief; I’ve never known the old saying ‘a watched kettle never boils’ to have greater truth. It was a feeling I hadn’t experienced before. I imagine it’s a bit like one of those Saturday-night jackpot lottery winners who hide their winning ticket in an easy-to-remember, but impossible-to-be-stolen-from, place, waiting to claim their winnings on Monday morning.


For those few days these notes were among my most treasured possessions. They were the type of discovery that any researcher in any profession would wait years for. Angus’s books weren’t going to transform my life, but I was really unsettled by the fact that, if I lost or damaged these originals, it would surely affect his. Fast-forward and I was relieved to be walking towards Craven Cottage and finally reuniting Angus with his two centuries of Eton history. I wanted to ask him how he was going to keep them out of harm’s way during the match, but I didn’t. My mission had been accomplished: the package had been delivered and, under the watchful eye of the late Johnny Haynes, we said our goodbyes. I was relieved. A couple of hours later, I was certain Angus was even more pleased as Fulham overcame Bolton 2-0.


I wanted to conclude the story of football’s revolution by going back to where I started: the report of the second half of my match at Olympic. Just as the second period got underway, I seized my big moment as the assistant manager. I spotted a tactical strength in Greenfields’ line-up, which concerned their captain, Keith Robinson. He was better known as Cheggers, for no other obvious reason than the fact he shares a first name with the 1980s children’s TV semi-celeb. It seemed to me that Cheggers had too much space all to himself in midfield. I told this to one of our subs, who passed the information to our right-back, Bill Scott. I knew that my instructions to try to close down in midfield were being communicated when I saw Bill lean over to ask the linesman to make the tactical switch. I’m not sure how my advice got lost in the translation, but whatever change was made appeared to make the problem worse. Within a couple of minutes it was 4-2 as the opposition’s centre-back, Mark Golding, scored with a screaming half-volley. The strike gave our goalie no chance to make a save, or a mistake.


In the sixty-fifth minute, Olympic had a great chance to get back in the game, but blasted over from ten yards. As they tired, it was only their mouths that didn’t slow down. I’ve often wondered what frustrated subs say on the sidelines. Are they secretly hoping that the guy in their position messes up so they can get on the pitch? Not in this team. Left-back Ian Mason, who had been subbed earlier in the game, told me, ‘I don’t mind losing. It’s just the manner in which you lose that annoys me. Today we didn’t try hard enough.’ The sub I spent most time with was Callum Stirling. At eighteen, he is the youngest player in the squad. He was training to be a soldier in the British Army until a knee injury led to his being medically discharged near the end of his basic training. ‘If they get another, our heads will go down and it will get worse.’


As the game petered out towards a 4-2 defeat, I wandered over for a cup of tea at the van by the side of the pitch containing Kath’s kitchen. I missed the fifth goal by Barry Devvitt, but, moments later, the ref blew for full-time and the cup dream was over for another year.


In the pub after the defeat, the pub owner treats Olympic like FA Cup winners, laying on free food for the team. As they dispute why they lost, one of their number, only half-jokingly, blames it on ‘Dave’s half-time team talk and our new assistant manager!’ They debate what should have been and what can be put right the following week. Central midfielder Steve Round has an unusual explanation for why he was under-par: ‘I was too sober today, that was my problem.’ Chris, the goalie, explains the reason for the second of his gaffes: ‘My knee got stuck in the mud.’ His teammates seem surprisingly forgiving, although maybe that’s because the previous keeper, as they then tell me, got the whole team barred from the entire town of Wigan with his antics during an end-of-season celebration.


As talk turns to the history of Blackburn Olympic and Eton, I ask them whether they would be interested in a rematch after all these years. Dave seems to speak for his entire team when he states: ‘For more than a 120 years they’ve been bearing a grudge, so we’ll play them.’ Captain Chris Tomlinson quickly adds, ‘But if they’re going to give us cucumber sandwiches they can bugger off.’


Just as in 1883, a match between Old Etonians and Blackburn Olympic would promise to be a clash of football and culture. Bring it on.
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The 1980 Old Firm cup final ended in an on-field riot between rival supporters. But Glasgow’s football has happier origins, forgotten by most.


Picture: Courtesy of The Daily Record.

























Chapter Two


Glasgow’s Football – Is it all Sir Isaac Newton’s Fault?:


Rangers v Celtic, 1924





NO OTHER BRITISH football rivalry has ever had a law passed to deal with its consequences. In this, and in so much else, the Old Firm of Glasgow Celtic and Glasgow Rangers is unique. This is their story. One of the fiercest rivalries in world sport, it is never dull, often kinetic and sometimes tragic – but it was never meant to be this way. One team was formed by canoeing teenagers who simply wanted to play a dry-land sport; the other by a Catholic priest determined to raise money to feed the hungry of the city’s East End. This is the history of a once noble footballing rivalry poisoned by religious bigotry, which, in turn, contaminated Scotland and beyond.


There are only three things in life I hate. The experience of growing up in South Africa guarantees that discrimination of any type is on this shortlist, which is why I’m sickened that the game I love, in the city I adore, has been contaminated for so long by a sectarianism I can never fully understand.


No one has any idea how many have lost their lives or their looks over the decades in an often ugly rivalry. After one ‘shame game’ in 2011, Strathclyde Police assistant chief constable Campbell Corrigan told Scotland and the rest of the world: 




We can’t arrest our way out of this. The time’s come for a wider debate. The day after these fixtures, we are literally mopping up the pieces. If anybody is so naive to think that the activity of the people involved in the game itself doesn’t have a huge impact on the crowd, whether it be in the ground, in the pub, on the other side of the world, they are hugely naive.





The chief constable’s comments came in the aftermath of the latest in a long line of explosive encounters. Many of the players had seen red but only three were sent off; on the sidelines, the two managers were in each other’s face. Very few can recall the score, but most Glaswegians remember the trouble. After the match, police recorded a doubling of reported incidents, and, in bedrooms and living rooms, girlfriends and wives felt the full and very real pain of the loss: Strathclyde Police dealt with more than double the average number of domestic abuse assaults.


So how has a simple football match had such a traumatic impact?


I should start by saying that this is the only chapter where I will declare an interest. If I don’t, others in the world of the internet and social media will do it for me. So here’s my admission: I am a Celtic supporter and a season-ticket holder at Celtic Park. In politics, I wear red-rose-tinted glasses and, in football, I swap them for hooped emerald-green ones. And while there is possibly no such thing as a neutral when it comes to the Old Firm, over the next few pages I will set out to masquerade as one.


I first met the ill-fated Craig Whyte, the calamitous and short-lived chairman of Rangers Football Club, in the most unlikely of places. It was in the boardroom at Celtic Park, at half-time during a deadlocked Old Firm match. As I took the few short steps towards him to shake his hand, I reminisced in my mind that only time separated me from being one of his employees. For in the 1980s I was one of Rangers’ lower-profile Catholic signings and, at the age of just twenty-two, I was in my footballing prime. However, the only silverware I ever got my hands on was the oversized fork and serving spoon while working as a silver service corporate hospitality waiter in the Thornton Suite in Rangers’ Ibrox Stadium.


Fast forward twenty-odd years and here I was, with fifteen minutes to work up to popping the question that this chapter necessitated. My target was the diminutive Craig Whyte who, by then, although he didn’t know it, was already halfway through his short and controversial tenure as the Rangers chairman. He is one of the most colourful characters in the club’s history. Depending on your point of view, he either took over the club as it was just about to crash into an iceberg or, less charitably, he’s the guy who took over the 139-year-old institution in good health and, within a few months, managed to freeze a huge block of water before sailing the club, Titanic-like, full-speed ahead into ruinous financial administration.


But, as we met, that collision wasn’t yet visible on the Rangers horizon. Once I could see that no one else could hear our conversation except my friend, the club’s then director of football, Gordon Smith, I asked Mr Whyte, ‘When do you think Rangers first decided on a “No Catholics” policy?’ He took such a direct question surprisingly well. Perhaps because I was asking him about a Rangers from what now seems like another age. Pretty fairly, he couldn’t place a date on it. For decades, his club was probably the only team in the world where the question of which foot you kicked with (Catholics were known as left-footers, for reasons I won’t go into) was more important than how well you could kick. Only a few yards along the corridor, in the Rangers changing room, no one knew how many Catholics were sitting listening to the Rangers manager Ally McCoist’s half-time team talk. More importantly, no one cared. On the pitch, and in the changing room at least, things had changed.


But just moments after asking my question about the birth of footballing bigotry, and not finding out when it was, I found out at least part of the answer to the question of when it wasn’t. Just two steps behind Whyte, in the trophy cabinet, I saw the oldest trophy in world football: the Scottish FA Cup. As I pressed my nose against the glass cabinet like the clichéd ‘kid in a candy shop’ admiring the cup, I noticed what turned out to be a crucial clue in my search. It wasn’t a surprise that the most regularly engraved names throughout the trophy’s infancy were Queen’s Park, Renton and Dumbarton. But looking down the list of winners, I noticed that next to ‘1909’ there was a space chiselled simply with the words ‘Trophy Withheld’. As the current match restarted and the bedlam of the second half engulfed everyone around me, I was alone in my thoughts, with a nagging question on my mind: ‘What was it that happened in 1909 that meant it was the only year outside of a world war in which there was no winner of this ancient trophy?’ The answer appears to confirm that Glasgow football didn’t start off as a sectarian-inspired feud.
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