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It was the openness of the face…





IT was the openness of the face that struck me most, more even than its intelligence. Openness, in the sense of wanting to know, was what really set it apart from all the other faces in that dressing-room. They were heavier, of course, they hadn’t the same friendliness, the unexpected welcome, but above all, they were closed, they didn’t aspire. They knew what they knew, and that was enough; they knew it at twenty-five, which was his age, they’d know it at thirty-five, and they’d know it still—no more, no less—at forty-five. But his greeting had more than friendliness, it had eagerness, too, as though he might find through me some part of what he wanted to know.


Of course, I had seen his face before, but always in newspaper photographs, or at a distance, on the field, set in the tension of the game, so that the impact now was new and undiluted. His hair was thick and straight and very blond—I remember thinking how attractive he must be to women, though he was too boyish to be handsome—and there was a tremendous freshness about him; red cheeks, as though he’d come straight from a farm, not a football field; eyes blue and clear and effervescent. His body, as he sat there wearing only his football shorts, looked almost slight, strengthening the impression of boyishness, belying the display of stamina he had only just given. He was thin chested, he’d escaped the squat, bull-power of the footballer’s neck, his arms and shoulders were unexceptional, almost slight. Even his legs, still barred like a honeycomb by his discarded shinpads, still pink with the bruises of the game, were merely well articulated; one had to look close to see the lean muscularity of calves and thighs.


“Did you enjoy it?” he asked, in a Glasgow accent. It was from Glasgow—Third Lanark—that he’d joined the club, four seasons ago.


“Yes,” I said, “I thought you had a very good game.”


“Don’t tell him that,” said another Scot, beside him; Connor, a short, bald, heavy man, who played left-half. “He always bloody plays well, Gerry. Never has a bad bloody game.”


“I can’t afford to,” Gerry said, “with you letting them in, up the other end,” and he pulled off his shorts, with a certain, useless modesty, then made towards the steam and the singing of the bath.


“Don’t listen to him,” said Connor, wryly. “He’ll write your report for you, and he’ll be the only one that played.”


“It’s written,” I said, and left the dressing-room, getting a dour good-bye from Wakeman, the manager, raincoated and withdrawn in a corner, as though the match, the team itself, were none of his affair. How did he and Gerry get on, I wondered; chalk and cheese.


A month later, I was to be told, told as one was told so many things, in the Great Terminus Hotel, hard by King’s Cross Station. In its stuffy, over-heated corridors, its prosaic meals, its cosy obsolescence, the Great Terminus always seemed to me a home from home for cautious clubs from the North, unwilling to commit themselves by venturing farther into the glittering treachery of the metropolis. Here, the very whistling and shunting of the trains assured them that escape was near at hand.


I had come to see the manager of Leicester City, had pushed my way through the Saturday morning crowd of small boys with biros and devoted scrapbooks, before I saw Gerry in the vestibule. I’d forgotten Jarrow were in town. He greeted me with the same spontaneity he’d shown before, and again I felt flattered; embarrassed, too, in confessing I’d come to see someone else. But he didn’t seem bothered. “Come on and have coffee,” he said, guiding me briefly, by the arm. “Leicester are still having breakfast in the restaurant. They eat like they play—they’re a dull team.”


He led the way past the lounge where directors—unmistakably—sat plump and hearty over morning coffee. One of them called out to Gerry as we passed: “All right, Gerry?” and Gerry answered quietly—even primly—“Yes, thank you, Mr Burns.


“It’s to show he knows me,” he said, passing on. “If we lose today, he won’t say a word to me, all the way back to Jarrow.”


He opened a door into one of the numberless, proliferating smoking-rooms with which the place was honeycombed. It gave, like the rest of them, an instant impression of green beige, a whiff of the cold, stale ghosts of a thousand cigarettes. “We’ll get a bit of peace here,” he said.


He was wearing the blue, crested blazer, the habitual grey flannels, of the club. Even so he contrived, with his brisk white collar, his green, striped tie, to seem better dressed than the normal footballer. “The directors get on my nerves,” he said. “When it’s trips to London, they all want to come, there’s no escaping them. When it’s Liverpool or Bolton, you’re lucky if you see a couple.”


“It’s an outing for them,” I said.


“Yes, at the club’s expense. I wonder how many bottles of whisky they’ll get through in the week-end?


“They’re all living on the club,” he said. “This one’s a solicitor, so he does the legal work, that one’s a surgeon, so he takes out all the cartilages, the other one’s a builder, so he looks after all the club houses.”


“Aren’t you happy there?”


“I’m happy enough,” he said, and seemed to cut off from me, in a moment’s hermetic silence. “Happy for the present,” he said. “Jarrow’s not big enough for me, Brian. I don’t mean to say that I’m too big for it; I only mean to say, Jarrow’s a small town, and it’s always going to be a small town; there’s not enough there, however well you play. Sooner or later I want to come to London, only I don’t want to leave it too late. I want to come when I think I’m at my peak.”


“And aren’t you now?”


“Not yet,” he said. “I’ve things to learn still, and I think I’m better off staying where I am, until I’ve learned them.”


“What sort of things?”


“Pacing myself, for one thing, because if you can’t pace yourself, how can you hope to pace a game? Then there’s other things that seem like little things, only they’re big things, because the higher you go in football, the more you’re playing against people who are as strong as you are and as clever as you are and as experienced as you are, the more it’s the small things that make the difference. I don’t think you can learn many of them in this country, though, I think they’ve been forgotten. You’d have to learn them from the Continentals, from people like Puskas and that big Austrian—Ocwirk. I’ve seen them when they’ve come over here and I’ve seen them on the television and now and again I say to myself, that’s the way I’d like to play.”


His frankness was deeply beguiling; it gave the impression one had been admitted to a tiny and exclusive club.


“Then another thing,” he said, “this is a transition period for me. I’m changing my style, I’m tending to lie deeper, I’m getting more interested in making goals than scoring them. When I was eighteen and I started playing for Third Lanark, there was nothing in the world like scoring a goal, it was a marvellous feeling. Now I don’t get the same kick any more; I think it’s a sign of maturity. Like Alex James, he scored goals for Raith, he scored less goals for. Preston, and for Arsenal, he didn’t score at all, it didn’t interest him. Well, if I am changing my style, it’s better to do it before I get to London, before I’m in the goldfish bowl, and people are expecting too much. Mind you, I haven’t told Billy Wakeman about it, because if I don’t tell him he certainly won’t notice and if he doesn’t notice, then he won’t worry. All Billy’s concerned with is how he stands with the directors, and all the directors are concerned with is whether we win matches.”


I had noticed myself that he was changing his game. He’d come to Jarrow as an opportunist, gliding into good positions near goal, making them for himself with elegant, wasteless ball control; a graceful swerve, a sudden burst of pace. He played well upfield, beside the centre-forward, expecting the ball to be purveyed for him, though even at this time one could see the tactician masked by the scorer; a sudden reverse pass, expertly concealed, a through pass, perfectly timed. He had just lost his place in the Scotland team; I asked him if he thought this was why.


“I’m playing for an English club,” he said, “it’s a wonder they ever picked me at all; maybe it’s because I didn’t go too far across the border. It’s amazing how many good players turn into bad players as soon as they get to England, and how they turn into good players again, the minute they’re back in Scotland.”


I had to leave him, then, to keep my appointment. “Come over whenever we’re in London,” he said. “It’s nice to have somebody to talk to.”


Whether or not his change of style had cost him his place for Scotland, it was certainly the cause of his quarrel with Jarrow, a quarrel which blew up within mere weeks of our conversation. Jarrow, it seemed, were unwilling to serve as his laboratory. There were the usual statements and counter-statements in the Press:




LOGAN MUST PLAY OUR WAY SAYS JARROW CHIEF


CITY SAY, WE WON’T SELL LOGAN





There were the interviews with the manager—Wakeman—“We are acting in Gerry’s best interests. His value to any side is as a striker,” the counter-interviews with Logan himself. “A player has got to develop. If Jarrow won’t allow me to develop, then I’ve got to get away, to protect myself.”


But Jarrow, plainly, would hang on to him like bulldogs; he was all they’d got, their one authentic star; the local papers, I heard, were full of urgent letters; peace must be made, Logan must at all costs stay.


“Football’s all they’ve got,” he told me, when we met in the great, grey Tottenham Hotspur car park, before a match. Hangers-on surrounded us, a pop-eyed urban chorus, swarthy and unabashed, annotating and explaining.


“They’re fanatics, honestly. They come up to me in the the streets, they say, ‘You’re not going, Gerry, are you? You wouldn’t let us down?’ and I tell them, ‘Jarrow are letting me down,’ but they can’t see it.”


One sighed, and resigned oneself to deadlock, the inevitable  war of attrition. In those days, before the footballers’ revolution, the New Deal, a player was bound to his club like a Russian serf; if they would not give him a transfer, he could whistle for it, and if he refused to “sign on” again at the end of a season, he could whistle for it without wages.


But in Gerry’s case, they had caught a Tartar; he turned it into a persecution, a martyrdom, a lone crusade; he wrote a bevy of signed articles in the Newcastle Chronicle, the Sunday Sun, even the Daily Express.


“People keep telling me, you can’t fight the system, the system will always win. All I can say is that if this is the system, the system is rotten, and so is the game.”


The club directors, clearly, didn’t know if they were coming or going; provoked beyond restraint, they would from time to time erupt, like small expostulations of marsh gas.


“If Logan knew what was good for him, he’d sign on and shut up.”


“If Logan goes on like this, he’ll talk himself out of football.”


“I’ve got no respect for them, Brian,” Gerry said—once more, at the Great Terminus. We sat in the coffee lounge; Burns strode portentously by us, as though we were not there. “He thinks he’s hurting my feelings,” Gerry said. “If he only knew: it’s a bloody relief not to listen to him!”


“Will they ever let you go?”


“They’ll have to let me go,” he said, serenely. “A player that won’t play is no use to anybody.” And a player who isn’t paid? I wondered, but he instantly divined the thought. “I can keep going, don’t worry. If they think they can starve me out, they’ll think again. I’d never have begun it if I hadn’t something up my sleeve; they’re not going to make me another Mannion.”


“I’m glad,” I said, remembering the Mannion affair, which had also, in its time, aroused the North East; the great player—greater than Logan was, now—who refused to sign on again for Middlesbrough, held out a few, sad months, then was forced to come to heel, to return to the same, undifferentiated pittance.


“If you win,” I said, “you’ll strike a blow for all of them. But they’ll only yield to force; it’s the old story, isn’t it—capital and labour.”


“It is,” he said, “but it shouldn’t be. They treat us as labour, but what we are is entertainers. In America, they recognise that. These baseball players get entertainers’ salaries, they have entertainers’ status. Over here, they treat professional players like a lot of peasants.”


“You can be their Wat Tyler,” I said.

















GERRY LOGAN





I WONDERED almost as soon as I went to Jarrow, have I made a mistake, and before I’d been there a season I knew I’d made a mistake. Glasgow wasn’t London, but at least it was a big city, even if in some ways it had a small city mentality, but Jarrow was just a little town in every way, and at the back of everything there was the depression, the Jarrow marchers; either the people that remembered it or the people that were too young to remember it and didn’t want anyone else to remember it, either.


Jarrow was ugly, too, it was even uglier than Glasgow—so were Sunderland and Newcastle—and they hadn’t got the size of Glasgow, nor the character. At least in Glasgow you had the hills, and some important looking buildings, and at least you could get out quickly to the country, but here you didn’t want to get into the country, it was all cluttered up with pit heads and those great, black mounds.


I was happy enough at Cathkin, anyway, I’d just had my first cap for Scotland and the lads there were mostly lads that I’d grown up with. Now and again, I’d maybe thought I wouldn’t be staying there forever, but that was something in the future; it was a shock to me when they had me in the office and said, “This is Mr Wakeman, the Jarrow manager, and his Chairman and Vice-Chairman. We’ve agreed terms, and now it’s up to you.” Then our own manager took me aside and he said, “Look, it’s not that we think we can afford to get rid of you, we can’t, but financially, we can’t afford to keep you, either.”


I said, “I’d like a day to think it over,” and then Wakeman got hold of me and he said, “Listen, if you’re worried about whether there’s going to be anything in it for you,” and I said, “I never even thought about it,” which was true. Only now that I did think of it, I couldn’t just ignore it, because my mother was ill at the time, she needed to go away, and my father could only work a couple of days a week in the shipyard. Personally I didn’t like it, I hated the whole situation, the way they made you into a sort of a conspirator if you took anything from them, which should have been yours by right, in any case. So I talked to my mother and father about it, and they said, “You do what you want, Gerry,” but I could see what they were thinking, because there were five of us children altogether and I was the only one that was earning apart from my sister Peggy, who only brought in six pounds a week.


So I spoke to Mr Wakeman the next day, though honestly it choked me, really, and I said, “Well, I’ve considered it, what’s it worth to me?” and he gave me this sort of a look and he said, “Four hundred,” and I said, “I’ll have to talk it over with my parents,” meaning it, and he said, “All right, then, five hundred,” and that made me really despise him.


He and one of the two directors went back that day, but the Chairman, Mr. Steele, stayed on to finish off the deal. I believe they paid twelve thousand, so five hundred wasn’t bad, considering all I was entitled to officially was a tenner. This Mr. Steele amused me, he was a pompous little man with a gold watch-chain and a little pot belly and he walked around like a turkey-cock, talking in this funny North-East accent that I hadn’t heard before. I could tell he fancied himself the big noise in the club, he kept telling me how lucky I was to be coming to Jarrow, what a great history they had, the times they’d won the Cup and the times they’d won the League, though as far as I could tell they hadn’t won anything since 1930. I could see I was meant to think that they were doing me a favour by signing me, though I’d looked at the English League table and saw they were only four places off the bottom, and I wondered whether maybe this was the reason he kept talking about the past.


The deal went through on a Wednesday, and he wanted me to play in a match that Saturday, so we left on the Thursday morning. I met him at the station, by the platform, and he huffed and puffed a bit and then he said, “Here’s your ticket,” and he handed me a green one, second class, and I looked at his and saw it was a white one—first class, and I thought to myself, I’m good enough to play for him, but I’m not good enough to travel in the same compartment, and all the way to Jarrow I sat there wondering if there was any way I could get out of it, and if there wasn’t, then the first chance that came, I’d be away.


When I turned up for training the next day, though, I found most of the players thought he was as big a shit as I did; they said, “What did you get out of it?” and when I told them, they said, “It must have nearly broken his heart, he hates parting with a penny, no wonder he gave you a second-class seat, it’s a wonder you didn’t have to travel with the engine driver.”


He was a local builder, they told me, he’d made a packet in the war, and the other one that had come up to Glasgow, the Vice-Chairman, Mr. Gray, hated his guts; there was a terrible feud between them. In fact they told me it was Gray that wanted me, not Steele; as soon as he knew Gray was keen, he’d done everything he could to oppose it, but the Board had outvoted him. But I didn’t like this Gray much better than I liked the Chairman; to me he seemed a loud mouth, he was full of promises the whole time—“We’ll look after you, we’ll find you a nice flat here, we’ll see you’re all right if the club stay up this season”—but I had a feeling that he wouldn’t keep them, whereas the other fellow wouldn’t even make them. Gray was a butcher, he was a big fellow with a big stomach, and he had the sort of personality to go with it; his line was, he didn’t know anything about football, he left it all to the manager, and I wondered if that was the case why they’d had seven managers at Jarrow in the last five seasons, because they couldn’t all have been sacked by the Chairman on his own. In fact what it seemed to me Gray was saying was, “Look at me, I don’t interfere, but he does.”


Billy Wakeman, the manager, had been a Jarrow player himself, just before the war; he’d played for them at Wembley in the Final, and he’d had two or three games for England. He’d been a wing-half; he was before my time, but they told me he’d been a dour sort of player, always grafting but never doing anything brilliant, which is what I would have expected. He’d lasted two years so far as manager, but if the club went down, he’d go down with it, and although he never said much, I could tell that I was the one he expected to save him his job. You’d see so little of him, you’d wonder did he do anything else all day but sit in his office and worry.


The training was all under Ronnie Castor, the first team trainer, and all it consisted of was running round the field, round and round until you thought you’d start to go mad. At Cathkin I’d still been a part-timer, I was still at the technical college, learning engineering, but here they’d talked me into going full-time and just taking night-classes, and I wondered was this the sort of life all the English footballers had, day in, day out? I asked the other players but they didn’t seem to see anything unusual in it. One of them said, “Ronnie’s not bad, he doesn’t work you like some of the others do,” and another one said, “You’ve got to get fit, haven’t you? You’ve got to be able to last on the heavy grounds,” and I hadn’t any answer to that, then, but later on I started thinking, “Fit for what?” and “What’s the point of being able to keep on running when you don’t know what to do with the ball when you’ve got it?”


Once I got a ball out myself during training and I started kicking it up against the fence around the terraces, but Ronnie shouted at me, “Put that fucking thing away,” and in the end I took to coming back on my own in the afternoons, and doing a bit of ball practice when there was no one to see me.


The first game I played, that Saturday, was a home game, against the Arsenal, and I didn’t play well. I’d been told it was all much quicker, and it was quicker, but not so much the pace as the speed of thought. You’d see what you believed was a gap, and then you’d go towards it and it wasn’t a gap, because somebody else on their side had seen it, too. As it happened, I was lucky, because in the first five minutes I got a goal and that was what I’d been brought there to do, that was what the crowd wanted, although it was a goal that anybody could have scored. Our left winger crossed the ball, their goalkeeper was slow in coming off his line, and I just headed it in, just by the near post. Afterwards I realised it was just as well, because they could be a vicious crowd, and if they got their knife into a player they could make life impossible for him. I’ve seen some young boys that they’ve ruined there who might have made good players. I didn’t do much else but score, but in the end we won it by 2–1 and everybody was delighted; even Billy Wakeman had a smile on his face, which was something I’d never seen before.


Gray came up to me in the dressing-room and he said, “Good start, good start,” and I didn’t say anything, but I remember thinking, if that’s what he calls a good start, then he’s not hard to satisfy. We stayed up, though, we won enough games for that, and by the end of the season I was finding it easier. I could see the other players were mostly very ordinary, the only thing they’d got that I hadn’t got was experience of this quicker sort of game.


In April, they chose me for Scotland against England, at Wembley, and it was very exciting, not just the match, but because it was my first time in London and I thought, this is the place for me, this life here is what I want, so that going back to Jarrow was a terrible disappointment. I think I made up my mind then that sooner or later, I’d end up in London.


What it had was this vitality, wherever you went, you felt that things were happening, there was adventure. Even where we stayed, at King’s Cross, it was dirty and ugly, like Jarrow, but there was life. The first few times I came down to play, I’d leave the hotel straight after breakfast and I’d get in a bus or maybe in the tube and just go round the city. The more I saw of it, the more it appealed to me; the parks, and the big shops, and the buildings like Westminster Abbey, and streets like Fleet Street and Knightsbridge and Park Lane.


Now and then, I’d be down long enough to go to a night club. I wouldn’t drink there, and I wouldn’t dance much, but the whole atmosphere was exciting, the music and all the good-looking women, there was an elegance about them you never got in Glasgow or the North: the feeling that this life was going on, and it was something maybe I could join in.


When the end of the season came, I waited and waited, but I got nothing; when I saw Gray, he always seemed to be running away from me. Not that I was really surprised, because he hadn’t kept his other promise, either; I hadn’t got any flat, I was just in lodgings with two of the other players; it wasn’t bad, but I’d been better off when I was home. In fact I went home for the summer and I was tempted not to come back again; I didn’t think that Jarrow City could teach me anything. As far as I was concerned, it was a bad club with bad players, and if I stayed there too long, they’d drag me down to their level.


I talked to my father and my mother about it, and in the end I decided, I’d give it a little while longer. It was my mother I listened to more than my father; she’s always been a very dynamic woman, and it was she that encouraged me in my football, she’d come to all my school matches and afterwards to see me in junior football and she used to say to me, “It’s what you enjoy most, if you’re good enough, why not do it?” whereas my father was more cautious, he wanted me to have a trade, and that was why I took up engineering. I don’t want to say I didn’t get on with my father, but it was my mother who was the strong personality in the family, the old man would come home and either he’d be tired and go to sleep in a corner with the newspaper over his face, or else it would be Saturday night and he’d go out to the pub with the boys. Football didn’t much interest him, only his job and whether he could keep it, because in between the two wars he’d been out of work as much as he’d been in, and this was one of the most terrible things that could happen to anybody.


But the more I watched him, the more determined I was that I wasn’t going to be in the same position, I was going to get away from Clydeside and even get away from Glasgow if I could, I was going to be my own master. I could tell this was what my mother wanted, too; she was an independent person herself, and she wanted me to be free as well, and I think she realised that football was a way of getting free, long before I did, because at this time, I felt crushed by it.


When she said, stay with Jarrow, I listened to her, but when my father said, stay with Jarrow, I knew it was from fear, just in the same way he might have said, don’t change your job, it’s dangerous, you may not get another.


My mother said, maybe it’s better for a while to be a big fish in a small pond, if you went to one of the biggest teams, Manchester United or the Wolves, you might get lost, and anyway, there’s one thing, you’re out of Glasgow.


That was something else in which she and I were on one side and my father was on the other; all this stuff about belonging to Glasgow. He was proud of it, but it never meant a thing to me, and as for my mother, she came from a village in Renfrewshire and she’d always hated the whole city. Glasgow to her meant a hard life and ugliness and unemployment and drunkenness and for me she wanted something different.


So I went back to Jarrow, and things began to go a little better for the team, it was more enjoyable, and then something else happened to me, something more personal, that gave me a stronger reason for staying. In fact the end of it all was that I got married there.

















MARY





OFTEN you think of things, if it happened again, would I do it? I sometimes think it of Gerry and me, only at the time, I didn’t stop to reason, it was too strong, it just carried me along.


The first time he played at Jarrow, the first time I ever saw him, he looked different from the others, so young and slim, he was more like just a boy. He kept dashing and darting after the ball, he didn’t seem to care how many were in the way, and all I could think of was I was afraid he was going to get hurt. I couldn’t see his face well—it wasn’t just that, at all—it was something about … everything, the way he stood and the way he moved, I can’t properly describe it. To tell the truth, I wasn’t really that interested in football, I went because Joe used to take me, he had these two season tickets, and he was so keen on it, he just took it as a matter of course I was as interested as he was. It was typical of him, really.


People said afterwards, why did you marry him, weren’t you in love with him? and you couldn’t explain to them that you were at the time, or maybe what you were in love with was the idea of being married; then you change and he doesn’t change and—well, other things—and that’s when everything starts to go wrong.


I wanted to meet Gerry, and I knew I would sooner or later, because often Joe travelled to away games, and when he did he’d be with the team party, because his father had something to do in business with Mr. Steele, the Chairman. Sometimes he’d talk me into going with him, but mostly I’d get out of it, because I hated the journeys, stuck all day in the train, and the directors were a lot of dirty old men, I thought, winking at you, and putting their hands on you, whenever they could.


But when they were playing in Birmingham, I said I’d come. There was nothing behind it then, honestly, I just wanted to meet him, there was something drew me to him; you felt when you saw him play you wanted to look after him.


Meeting him on the train, at close quarters, you felt the same, only he was much more sure of himself than I thought he would be, he had this way of looking straight into your eyes when he was talking to you, and I liked the way when he disagreed with anyone, he’d come straight out and say so.


Joe started talking to him about the team ought to have done this and the team ought to have done that and he wouldn’t have any of it, he kept on contradicting him, and I could tell Joe was getting angry, he was trying to impress me how much he knew about the game and how he could lay down the law even to the players. I don’t remember saying much, myself, or Gerry saying much to me; he was very polite, and I liked the Scottish way he had of talking. I didn’t care what he was saying, I just felt I could sit there listening to his voice, I didn’t know how much listening I’d have to do, later. Once I thought I caught him glancing at me when he thought I wasn’t looking, but I couldn’t be sure, and afterwards I kept thinking, did he or didn’t he, but on the way back after the game we neither of us had a chance to speak to him, he was with the team the whole time—only I noticed where they were all playing cards, he was on his own and reading a book.


Joe was saying he was too big-headed and that he’d still got a lot to learn; it was always the same when anybody got the better of him, there was something mean about him and I loathed it.


The first time I was ever alone with Gerry was on another of these journeys. Joe and he and I were at a table together in the diner and Joe went out for a moment and left us. I’ll always remember, Gerry turned to me at once and said just like that, “I want to see you tomorrow, have tea with me in Newcastle,” and it was a shock for me, I was so surprised and so pleased as well that I couldn’t answer him. Then he said, all terribly intense, “Will you?” and this time I managed to say yes, I would, and he said, “There’s some things I want to talk to you about.”


So I met him in Newcastle, it was in Binns, I think, I drove there in the car we had, and I was twenty minutes early and I was sitting there and sitting there wondering, would he come, and when he did come he was right on time—he was always right on time—and he sat down and the first thing he said was, “You don’t love your husband, do you?” and I was that surprised again I didn’t know how to answer him, it was this way he had then of going direct to the point and taking the wind out of your sails. I know I ought to have got angry with him, but all I could say in the end was, “What makes you think that?” and it sounded so silly I was ashamed, but the thing was, I’d never even thought about it.


He said, “It’s obvious, just looking at you, he’s a closed person and you’re an open person,” and I said, “Is that what you wanted to talk about? Is that what you got me here to tell me?” and he said, yes it was, because he just had to know, did I love Joe or didn’t I? and I couldn’t look at him, I just said at last, “What right have you to ask me?” and he said, “That means you don’t love him, if you did you’d never hedge like that,” and I began to be a bit afraid of him, he was so direct, he was like a terrier, just going on and on and on and never letting you alone. Another thing was, I was getting frightened there were people there that might know him, because it’s such a small place really, Newcastle—and Jarrow even smaller—and Joe was well known because of his father and the business and all. So I said to him very quietly, “What if I love him or I don’t? What’s it to do with you?”


I suppose what I hoped he’d say was, because I love you myself, but he didn’t, you’d never hear a thing like that from Gerry, he just said, “Maybe it’s more to me than you think,” and I had to be content with that. When he left me he squeezed my hand a moment, that was all, then he was away before I could even say to him that it was best he didn’t come back with me in the car.


After that I kept wondering and puzzling what he wanted, would he phone me, would he ask me out again, but it must have been a week before I heard from him, and then the phone went one afternoon and a voice said, very short, as if the person was disguising it, “Mrs. Burrows?” and I knew it was him, and I said, “Yes?” and then he came through in his own voice and he said, “It’s Gerry. Meet me tomorrow at Seaburn.”


So I drove up there, through Sunderland, and I met him in front of a café, it was like a detective film—he turned up with a hat on, I’d never seen him wear one before—all pulled down over his eyes and his coat collar turned up and when I saw him I laughed at him, I couldn’t help it, but he said, “It’s no joke if they recognise me, it’ll be no joke for either of us,” and then we went walking along the beach.


I don’t know what I expected him to do, try and kiss me, perhaps, or something, but all he did was talk, he talked and talked, we must have walked up and down that beach for hours. He talked about what he meant to do in football and what he thought of Jarrow—the club, the team and everything; what he thought of the directors and the manager and how he’d noticed me because he saw I was sad, I was a different sort of person, like he was, and I thought, is that what you brought me all the way here for, to talk about yourself, and yet you couldn’t help being fascinated, he had such a flow of words, I’d hardly ever heard such a flow from anybody, let alone a footballer, and I said to him, “You’ve missed your profession; you ought to be on the wireless or a writer,” and he said that was what he wanted to be; as soon as he had the chance, he said, he wanted to combine them with his football.


He was going to put everything right in football, every blessed thing, and after a time I started feeling about him just like I had when I first saw him on the field almost like a mother, really, sort of wanting to protect him, because even I could tell that half the ideas he had, he’d never be able to put them into practice. I didn’t know then, of course, that this never mattered as far as Gerry was concerned, he’s never changed in that, putting ideas up just for the sake of putting them, so that one day he may say one thing, and a few days later just the very opposite.


Just as we were going up the promenade, it was as if he suddenly remembered, and he took hold of me and he kissed me on the mouth, very quickly, like he was saying, that’s what I’m meant to do, so I’ll do it.


This time I drove him part of the way home, then left him at a bus stop, and the rest of the way back, on my own, I was half fascinated and I was half furious, thinking, a good listener, that’s all he wants, that’s all I am to him, nothing else. Yet I couldn’t help feeling glad it was me he’d picked, because I knew he was going to be all the things he said, I knew it was more than just hot air.


We met once a week after that, nearly always on the same day, very nearly always at the same place, until he started getting worried somebody would notice us, and then we changed it. He’d kiss me more often, now, he’d kiss me when we met—very off-hand, though, like it embarrassed him; just a peck, really, as though he was doing it for me, not for him. Once he asked me, “Why haven’t you got any children?” and I didn’t know how to answer him; in the end I said, “Joe doesn’t want them,” which was true, only it wasn’t really true. He’d say, “There’s no hurry,” or, “Might as well wait until the old man takes me into full partnership,” but I knew deep down if I’d really insisted, if I’d really wanted to, I could have talked him round. I suppose the point was, really, I didn’t want them, because once we had them, I was tied to him.


I asked Gerry, “Do you want children when you marry?” and he said, “If I marry.” I said, “That makes you sound very young, when you say that,” and he was furious, he hated ever being reminded how young he was. He said, “You’re not so old yourself,” and I said, “I’m twenty-three, that’s two years older than you—and anyway a woman knows more at that age, a woman grows up quicker,” and he said, “Rubbish! Women just get more things happening to them, that’s all. They may get married earlier and have children earlier, but that’s all there is to it. A man makes more of what has happened to him, because he thinks about it.”


It must have been about the third or fourth time we went out that he told me he was more or less engaged to a girl in Glasgow; he’d been going with her for the last two years. “Well,” I said, “you’re a fine one, making dates with a married woman, and all the time you’ve got a fiancée!”


“She isn’t my fiancée,” he said, “there’s nothing settled, nothing at all. I could never marry her, I’ve outgrown her, she belongs to something I’ve left behind.” And I remember when he said that, he picked up a stone from the beach and threw it out to sea, he fairly flung it, as if he was throwing her, and I looked at the expression on his face and there was something hard about it, something set. I said, “You’ll be saying the same about me, I expect, very soon.”


“No, I won’t,” he said, “you’ve got something to offer me,” and again I had this feeling of being half furious because everything had to be him, and half happy with it, as a compliment. I said, “What about this business of going to London? You won’t want me then, you’ll want somebody smart! You’ll want a London girl!” But he said, “London or not London’s got nothing to do with it, it’s a question of understanding. I feel you understand me; when I’m with her I feel she doesn’t, she listens but she doesn’t hear.”


I was beginning to wonder was he shy of women, but one day as we got back into the car he kissed me, and as he moved away I made believe I was excited, I put my arms round him and wouldn’t let go and kissed him, you know, properly, and I’ll always remember that moment, it was a terrible moment, would he kiss me back or would he pull away again, and then he kissed me back and put his hands on my breasts, and I wanted to stay and stay, but he said, “Quick, they’re watching us!” and broke away. But when we’d driven only a little distance he said, “Go up that turning there and stop the car.” It was a little country road and I stopped the car and God knows how long we were there.


But in one way he was still the same. It was somehow the wrong way round, it was me that was leading on and him that was drawing back, until I thought I couldn’t bear it any longer and one day we were in the car and it was getting dark and I didn’t mind what, I just wanted him to do it, and we were there and I was saying, “Now, now! Please, now!” and I’ll never forget, he shouted out, “I can’t, I can’t, I’ve got nothing!”


Now I’m older, I look out for things like that more, you’ve got to take notice of these moments, when people tell you things; they warn you when they don’t mean to. But I explained it away, just like I’d explained the other things away, and if the same thing happened now, I wonder would I have been any cleverer,


Joe found out of course, it wasn’t all that long. He was waiting for me when I got back one evening, when I’d been with Gerry in the car. I suppose I must have looked all hot, and my hair all over the place—he never usually got home so early.


He said, “Where have you been?” and before I could answer, “You’ve been with Logan, haven’t you? You’ve been with that bloody little Scotch bastard.” I said, “What makes you think that?” I was playing for time. And he said, “Because everybody knows, that’s what. You’ve been seen with him all over the bloody place, Jarrow, Seaburn, Newcastle.” I think he really wanted me to deny it then, so that he could kid himself it wasn’t true, but I told him, “What if I did? I like to talk to him.” He said, “That’s it, is it? You go off to Seaburn to talk. You go sneaking away in my car, telling me a pack of bloody lies to get it; just to bloody well talk.”


I said, “I won’t listen to you when you talk like that, I’m going up to bed.”


Up in the bedroom, I could hear him downstairs, thumping and banging about, and it must have been midnight before he came up. He didn’t put on the light; he was blundering about the room, undressing, and I could tell he must be drunk. I was lying there on the edge of the bed, it was a double bed, pretending I was asleep. I’d been wondering and wondering what to do, what I could say, because the stupidest thing about it was there was nothing in it, if I’d left it to Gerry there probably would have been nothing in it then but talking, and even as it was, you couldn’t say we were serious. He’d said I understood him, yes, but he’d never said he loved me, he’d never made me any promises. I hadn’t told him that I wanted to go away with him, or anything.


And perhaps that’s where it might have stood, just up in the air, until it fizzled out, if Joe hadn’t kept on and on. The moment he got into bed he said, “Mary, are you awake?” and then, when I didn’t answer, “You’re to stop seeing him, do you understand me? I’ll not be made a bloody laughing stock. It you see him again, you’ll answer for it.”


I still didn’t say anything, and then I was sure he was drunk, because he did something he’d never have done otherwise, he leaned across and shook me by the shoulder. I shouted at him, “Let go,” I was so furious, and he said, “Oh, you are awake. Well, you heard what I said, keep away from him.” I told him, “I’ll do as I please.” I was so mad with him, I didn’t know what I was saying. “If I want to see him,” I said, “I’ll see him.”


So he started shouting at me, “You’ll not stay in my house, then, you can bloody well get out, you can get out tomorrow,” and I said, “I’ll get out now,” and I jumped out of bed and turned on the light and I was beginning to dress—I really meant what I said, though I’d no idea where I was going—but when he saw I was serious he climbed down, he started saying, “Don’t go now, you can’t go out at this hour,” and I said, “Why can’t I? Are you afraid what people will think?” and he said, “You just tell me you’ll stop seeing him, and there’s an end of it.”


“Oh,” I said. “You’re changing your tone a bit, aren’t you? Right up to a minute ago you were carrying on like you thought I was going to run away with him, or something.”


“No, no, I don’t think that,” he said. “It was just the shock, that’s all. I admit I went too far. It was suddenly being told, like that.”


Well, I didn’t really want to go out, so I let him persuade me. I put my clothes away again, and when I got back into bed, he tried to kiss me, but I wouldn’t have it, I just pushed him away. He said, “Mary, Mary,” and he put his arm round me, but I just lay there stiff and in the end he took it away and let me be.


For the next three days we hardly spoke to one another. When he did try, I’d just answer yes or no and carry on with whatever I was doing. I was desperate then, really, I was caught betwixt and between, I didn’t know what to do with myself. I knew that Gerry was right now, that I didn’t love Joe, and I knew I was in love with Gerry, but what was I going to do about it? I didn’t think he loved me and I was afraid to tell him Joe had found out, I was frightened he wouldn’t have any more to do with me.


I didn’t see him the next week, I just sent a note to his lodgings, “Can’t come,” written in capitals, so it might have been from anybody. A few days later he rang me up, he said, “Why didn’t you come to Seaburn?”


“I couldn’t,” I said, “something happened.”


“Well, why don’t you come today or tomorrow?”


“I can’t,” I said, “and I can’t come next week, either. Don’t ask me why—there’s a reason, but I can’t tell you.”


“Has he found out?” he said, just like that, and I said, “Yes,” and then I was terrified, I was waiting and waiting, and I had this awful feeling right there in my stomach, is this going to be the end of it, won’t he have anything more to do with me, and then at last he said, “I suppose it was inevitable. I should have expected it. What is he going to do?”


And I was crying, I could hardly speak, I said, “He said if I go on seeing you he’ll throw me out,” and he said, “We’ve got to talk about this, Mary,” and then it was as if I’d come alive again, I was so happy I started crying again, I hadn’t lost him, I hadn’t, and I said, “Come round now, we can talk here,” and he said, “Don’t be crazy! Come to your house?” and I said, “He’s away, he’s away all day,” though it wasn’t true, and when he did come round, I caught hold of him and I just pulled him up the stairs and we made love there, right on the bed; I’ll never forget it, never.

















GERRY





I THINK, looking back, my mother was right, Jarrow was a good place to start, but not just from the football point of view, from the point of view of life, as well. It was a sort of interim period that gave you a chance to make up your mind what you wanted from the game—and what you wanted outside the game, too. I was still very young, remember, and when you’re young you don’t know your own strength, you want to keep testing it all the time, and at the same time you don’t know the other people’s strength.


I’d thought at first English football was going to be much more highly organized, on the field and off it, and when I found it wasn’t, I began to think, well maybe it’s me that’s wrong, maybe that’s all there is to football, and yet inside me I knew that there must be something more. For instance, it wasn’t only the training that disappointed me; I thought there’d be a lot of concentration on tactics, and the team talks amazed me. We had one every week, in the boardroom. Billy Wakeman would come in and he’d sit at the top of the table, and he’d say, “Well, this week, boys, it’s Preston. You know who the danger man is, it’s Finney, and Tom—Tom Johnson was our left-back—I want you to stick to him like glue, where he goes, you go,” and Tom would say, “Yes, Boss,” and then Billy would say, “Well, I think that’s about all, then. Go in hard for the ball and don’t let them settle down and we ought to be able to do it.”


And I’d sit there, and I was too shy to say anything at first and I’d think, there must be more than that, he can’t have finished now; what about us playing football, why has it always got to be how we’re going to stop them—and anyway Preston have ten other players, what are they going to be doing while Tom’s following Finney all over the field and getting pulled out of position?


Now and again some of the older players would ask a question, but on the whole it was just this, “Yes, Boss,” all the time, as if they’d given it up as hopeless, and if there was any discussion it would be among ourselves, in the dressing-room, or maybe in the train. We had one or two players who did know the game, they weren’t deep thinkers about it but they were shrewd—like our left-half, Sammy Connor, who’d played a lot of times for Scotland. He was quite an aggressive type and sometimes he’d disagree with Wakeman and even argue with him, but it would always end up the same, with Wakeman saying, “I’m the manager, you’ll play it my way; if we don’t get results, I’m the one that carries the can.”


I asked Sammy once, “Is that all a manager ever does?” and he said, “He’s there to answer the fucking telephone and buy the train tickets for the directors,” and it was terribly disillusioning. I’d thought of managers as very wise and terribly experienced, weighing things up all the time and then coining out with great decisions, and here was this man who kept his job by sitting at his desk and saying nothing.


I’d got an idea that Sammy was wrong—at least, I hoped he was wrong—that there were other managers who really managed, like Chapman before the war, and Busby and Rowe and Cullis, but now I wasn’t certain any more, and that was a terrible feeling at that age. You felt adrift, you were all alone, with nobody to help you or turn to. The thing that saved me then was just playing, because I loved it and nobody could take that away from me; in fact I sometimes think we talk too much about the game, because however much you theorise and discuss, these are only side issues. You go into football because you enjoy playing, and once you’re on the field talk is useless, it can’t do anything for you; you can’t talk your way past a full-back or talk the ball into the net. But the trouble is that while you may enjoy it, the farther you go, the more you meet people that want to kill your enjoyment, because they’re using football for their own purposes. Sometimes they don’t even know they’re doing it, and these are the most dangerous of all, because they kid themselves they’re acting unselfishly.
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