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CHAPTER ONE

In order to make a prawn sandwich from scratch, you must first create the universe


It was a Friday night in a Leicester hotel. Spurs were playing Leicester City the following day and manager Bill Nicholson gathered the players around him for a pre-match chat. The conversation moved from the following day’s game to that of football in general. We players were airing our views and putting the football world to rights; not that any of our talk ever accomplished that. Conversation turned to the lasting, addictive allure of football. Spurs’ cerebral and erudite skipper, Danny Blanchflower, held the floor.

‘Whether you’re a player, manager, trainer, director, supporter, reporter, kit man or tea lady, football possesses the power to make the week ahead sparkle with a sense of joyous well-being, or black with the unpalatability of unrealised hope and expectation,’ said Danny with typical lyricism and poignancy:No play, movie or TV programme, work of literature or music induces such a polarisation of emotion on a weekly basis. We curse football for having this power. Conversely, it is football’s power to so readily and regularly corrupt emotions and senses that is the addictive and enduring appeal of the game. It’s an intangible  power. It exists somewhere out in the ethers. It is the heart of the game.




Over forty years have passed since Danny made that profound statement about football. That I can quote him so precisely is because he later put his words down in a letter. Over the years I have often found myself thinking about what Danny said. His words have remained with me in much the same way a great song or hilarious joke can have such an impact that you only have to hear it once for it to remain with you for ever.

That it is over forty years since Danny said those words, to my mind, doesn’t make them any less relevant today. On the contrary, I feel the point he was making has even more relevance today than it did all those years ago. At the time Danny talked of ‘the heart of the game’, football was still a working-class leisure pursuit. For a good many people, however, football was and always will be more than a leisure pursuit, more than simply a game. Football is not a sport you take up, like golf or squash. It is passed on from generation to generation, so that it is almost a part of one’s genetic make-up. As in a relationship with a loved one, our attachment to football makes us emotionally vulnerable. Hence Danny’s reference to football having the power to polarise emotion. It doesn’t matter how successful a career one may have, how happy and content one is with life, the fact that come Saturday tea-time football can energise or depress is testimony to the power it has over us. The game has altered unbelievably over the years but this power, ‘the heart of the game’, has remained as changeless as heaven.

[image: 001]

A childhood pal of mine was once given a knife as a birthday present by his dad. Throughout childhood and into his adult life my pal loved and treasured that knife. His dad gave him the knife as a present on his thirteenth birthday, which my pal took as a sign that his dad now considered him to be leaving his childhood behind and developing into an adult. A couple of years later, much to his chagrin, my pal broke the handle of the knife. Once over his initial sadness at having broken the treasured knife, he bought a replacement handle. Some years after that, the blade broke. He bought a replacement blade and the knife was as good as new again. The strange thing was, in the years that followed whenever he talked of that knife, my pal always referred to it as ‘the knife my dad gave me on my thirteenth birthday’. In reality it was anything but. The knife was totally different. Both the handle and blade had been replaced. No part of the original knife remained. Yet my pal still loved the knife, believing it to be the one his dad had given him as a birthday present all those years ago.

I mention that story because I believe the way we think and feel about football is similar to the way my pal loved and treasured that knife. Like my pal’s knife, football has changed beyond recognition. Football today is different from how it was fifteen years ago, and totally different from how it was in the sixties. Yet the emotional attachment we feel for the game remains unchanged. Football’s basic function, symbolism and, more importantly, power to dictate feelings and affect our sensibilities, remains unaltered. As the emotion and feelings of my pal for the knife his father gave him never changed, though the knife did, so too does our emotional attachment to football remain constant, albeit the  game is almost unrecognisable now from how it was forty years ago.

For some years I had it in mind to write a book about what Danny called ‘the heart of the game’. To offer a personal view as to how football has changed in the fifty years since I first entered the game as a callow teenager at Chelsea. To examine the various roles of those involved, either directly or indirectly, with football. The sport is no better or worse now than the day in 1955 when I first walked into Stamford Bridge to begin my career as a player-cum-office boy. It is, however, so very, very different. I would like to explore the many changes that have taken place in football over the years; how the roles of manager, player, director, supporter and that of the media have changed as football underwent a metamorphosis from the working-class game I knew as a player to the multi-million-pound cult-celebrity-led industry it is today.

There is a lot to be said for the modern game, but it is not all roses. For example football academies are fine in theory, but in practice they are not working. I want to address that issue, explaining how academies have fallen far short of their original aim of producing home-grown talent for clubs. Television’s saturation coverage has spawned a new audience for football. These people do not attend matches but watch football solely on television. They are consumers rather than supporters. In pandering to the needs of this new breed, who like to see their football devoid of what former Spurs assistant manager Eddie Baily called ‘a level of aggression necessary to ensure we don’t end up playing Cinderella football, where we don’t quite make it to the ball’, television is attempting to sanitise the game. In so doing, it is turning football into something it never was and was never intended to be.

The game is faster now than in my day as a player. But the often-cited notion that today’s players are fitter and stronger than those of the sixties and seventies simply doesn’t ring true. One aspect of the modern game that is better is the quality of the pitches. Those that today’s footballers play on are superb, week in and week out. These ‘billiard table’ surfaces are the main reason why the game is faster than in my day as a player. But there is a downside to this. Pristine pitches have resulted in many of the skills and techniques of yesteryear being lost to the game for ever.

The game is now beset by people who have little or no empathy with football: image managers, chief executives, agents, and commercial and marketing directors who see football simply as a career move, and whose experience and knowledge of the game are scant. As football strives to be a more competitive business such people have acquired positions of influence and authority within the game. It is a matter of great concern for all genuine lovers of football, for whom the culture and traditions of the sport in this country mean something, that there are decision-makers in the game whose influence is in inverse proportion to their knowledge and feelings for football. Yet there are still many of us who understand the game as true fans should: through our nerve ends. The way genuine lovers of the sport feel about football is no different now from how it was fifty years ago, even though little of the game that was then now remains. Football compels us to faith and optimism. While a manager or player is only as good as his last game, the sustenance of the supporter is jam tomorrow. The fan of Rochdale or Halifax Town lives in hope. Hope that one day their club will be successful and they will experience personally what the permanently elaborate structures of  common living deny us - glory. The pursuit of which is at the very heart of the game.

Many people involved in the running of football today have little time to give even a cursory glance over their shoulder to what has happened in the past. Yet it is the events of yesteryear that have created the game we know today. My aim in this book is to look back, assess the present and also to look forward. In so doing to try and highlight what football has lost and gained. Football’s past is not a chronicle of wasted time. On the contrary, it is the key to understanding all that is happening in football today and will happen in the future. Should chief executives, many of whom refer to genuine lovers of the game not as supporters or fans but as ‘customers’, possess a sound knowledge of football and its past, the game would be the better for it. I doubt whether many do.

This new breed of football administrator, while equipped with business nous, appears to have little knowledge of the history and traditions of the game. As such they display little empathy with, and fail to meet the real needs of, supporters. These fans are being sold everything from club credit cards and insurance to replica shirts and underwear, under the auspices of being loyal to their club. In encouraging the purchase of such, supporters are regaled by fatuous marketing straplines such as ‘Feel the pride and the passion’.

Genuine supporters feel pride and passion in the course of a game of football, not by owning a club credit card. Equally, when players display real passion such as in recent encounters between Arsenal and Manchester United, television companies regularly take the moral high ground. They frown upon robust and fractious play, frightened it will be an affront to the sensibilities of  their consumers who will tune out of football for ever.

For the consumer who follows the game solely on a screen, football appeals to the eye. For true fans, however, football also engages the heart and mind. That it does can be put down to genuine lovers of football having been touched by the heart of the game.




CHAPTER TWO

The manager - A doormat in a world of muddy boots


The role of the player has changed little since organised football began in the Victorian age. Put simply, he plays the game with the aim of scoring goals at one end while preventing them at the other. By contrast, the role of the manager has changed much over the years. When I started out in football the remit of a manager was not only to manage the team, but also the club itself. Regarding the former, many managers did little more than pay lip service to that task. When I joined Chelsea as a fifteen-year-old in the summer of 1955, the manager was the former Arsenal, Chelsea and England centre forward Ted Drake. As a youth-team player Ted appeared to me as some sort of Howard Hughes figure. I often heard his name being bandied about, I was aware of his power and influence but rarely, if ever, did I see Ted in the course of a week. Training was supervised by the club’s trainers and, with the exception of the first team, the respective managers of Chelsea’s other principal teams (the reserves, youth team and colts).

After consultation with his subordinate managers, Ted would emerge from his office on a Friday morning to pin up the teams for Saturday’s games. When a player was promoted or demoted from one team to another, I  cannot recall Ted ever taking that player aside and explaining the reasons behind the decision. I made my first-team debut on the opening day of the season of 1957-8 against Tottenham Hotspur. I discovered I was playing in the first team simply by seeing my name on the team sheet after training on Friday morning. At no point during the day did Ted tell me the reason for my selection or give me any words of advice or guidance. In fact Ted didn’t say anything to me at White Hart Lane prior to the game itself except for ‘All the best’. So often did Ted confine himself to those three words prior to a match, the Chelsea players referred to themselves as the ‘all the best team’.

The majority of managers in the late fifties were figureheads. Perhaps it was because managers ran a club in every sense of the word that they didn’t have time to supervise training or turn their minds to tactical ploys. Many managers also doubled up as the club secretary, a throwback to the pre-war years. Their main responsibility was to the team, but their duties could also involve arranging match-day catering which, though it amounted to little more than ordering tea, Bovril and pies, ate into their time (pardon the pun). Jack Barker was manager of Derby County from 1953 to 1955. One Monday morning Jack found himself on the telephone to a local baker’s who supplied Derby County with pies on match days. ‘The meat in your pies is really something else,’ Jack informed his supplier. ‘God knows what it is, but it isn’t meat that’s for sure,’ came the reply.

The idea that part of the remit of a contemporary manager could involve being responsible for match-day pies is absurd. But fifty years ago the brief of the manager was broad. In the early fifties the Arsenal manager was Tom Whittaker, whose official title was that of  ‘Secretary-Manager’. That is how Whittaker’s job title appeared in the Arsenal match-day programme. Some clue as to which role was given priority can be obtained from the job title itself, whereby ‘secretary’ precedes ‘manager’. Aston Villa’s manager at the time was George Martin, whose job title was ‘Manager/Assistant Secretary’.

That some clubs placed little emphasis on the manager, his role and effect on the team is evidenced by the Newcastle United match programmes of the early fifties. Under the heading ‘Club Officials’, the Newcastle programme of the day lists the names of the club’s directors, the treasurer, secretary and assistant secretary. Significantly there is no mention of the manager who, incidentally, was Stan Seymour. Stan was manager of Newcastle United from 1939 to 1947 and again from 1950 to 1954. During his latter spell Newcastle won the FA Cup twice (1951 and 1952), but seemingly that still wasn’t good enough for him to merit a mention in the list of club officials in the match-day programmes. It is an omission indicative of the importance, or the lack of it, placed upon the role of a manager by club directors. In the fifties many managers, to use a modern phrase, were multi-tasking. But even though they were fulfilling a variety of roles, it did not mean they were handsomely paid. A manager’s salary was not much more than that of his players. Footballers supplemented their income by taking jobs outside the game in the close season. Managers couldn’t do this, so some reverted to more devious means of earning extra income.

The Blackpool manager Joe Smith was a wily bird. Joe, like many other managers, claimed expenses for such matters as travel when running the rule over  players who had been recommended to him or entertaining his scouts. At one stage Joe submitted a weekly expenses claim for having had lunch with a Jim McFadden, a freelance scout based north of the border who kept Joe informed of emerging players in the Scottish League.

One morning Joe arrived in his office to find a curt memo from the Blackpool secretary. The tenet of which was that the secretary and treasurer had been reviewing Joe’s lunch expenses, had checked up on the name Jim McFadden and could find no scout of that name working in Scottish football. The secretary concluded by asking Joe for ‘an immediate explanation’. Straight away Joe sent a memo back to the club secretary that read, ‘I’ve been had. The man is clearly an imposter, I shall cease entertaining him immediately.’ As I say, Joe Smith was a wily bird.

 



For all his limitations both tactically and verbally, Ted Drake guided Chelsea to the League Championship in 1954. But not all managers were like Ted and Joe Smith. Some, like Manchester United’s Matt Busby, were an exception when it came to training methods.

In 1948 Manchester United faced Blackpool in the FA Cup final. Blackpool had the upper hand in the first half and led 2-1 at half-time thanks, in the main, to the efforts of the two Stans, Matthews and Mortensen. Stan Matthews told me that during the half-time interval the Blackpool manager Joe Smith said very little other than to encourage his players to ‘keep it going’. He added, ‘Try to get another goal in this half, lads, so I can enjoy my cigar. It being the Cup final, I’ve treated myself to a reet good ’un.’ In the other dressing room, however, United’s Matt Busby was plotting Blackpool’s downfall. 

To counteract the threat of Matthews and Mortensen, Matt Busby told United’s Stan Pearson and Henry Cockburn to get tighter and close down Blackpool skipper Harry Johnston and Hughie Kelly in the middle of the pitch. Busby also instructed the United outside left, Charlie Mitten, to drop deeper and help his full back Johnny Aston deal with Stan Matthews.

The effect of this tactical manoeuvre was to change the course of the Cup final. With Harry Johnston and Hughie Kelly hassled and hustled whenever they received the ball, the service to Stan Matthews on the wing all but dried up. When Johnston or Kelly did manage to pass the ball to Matthews, Stan found himself with two opponents to cope with in Aston and Mitten. With Stan Matthews more or less out of the picture the service to Blackpool’s free-scoring centre forward Stan Mortensen withered on the vine. United took the game to Blackpool in the second half, with Busby urging his defenders to ‘push on’. Having bossed the game in the first half, Blackpool were not so much outfought in the second half as outwitted and, as a consequence of that, outplayed. United scored three times without reply to beat Blackpool 4-2.

As Stan Matthews also told me, ‘At the time it was very unusual to encounter a manager who paid so much attention to tactics as Matt Busby did during that final. It completely flummoxed Blackpool. I knew Matt from his days as a player at Manchester City in the thirties. He was a gifted wing half, but he never struck me then as a cerebral player. After that Cup final, however, my attitude to him changed. I was of the mind Matt was going to be some manager.’ Truer words have rarely been spoken.

In many respects Joe Smith embodied the past and Matt Busby the future of football management. In five seasons, from 1947 to 1951, Manchester United were runners-up in Division One on four occasions, before finally clinching the title in 1951-2. While United players were as free to express themselves as Matthews was at Blackpool, Matt Busby also introduced tactical awareness to the team, though never to the extent where it was counterproductive to individual flair. The tactics deployed by Matt were simple, because he knew that football is a simple game.

 



By the late 1950s, the role of the manager was shifting. There were two principal changes. Managers had become more aware of the value of tactics and were deploying simple game plans in almost every match, though not to the detriment of individual flair. The second change affected the tenure of a manager at a club - it was becoming shorter!

The resounding defeats inflicted on England by Hungary in 1953 and the failure of Walter Winterbottom’s team to make any impression in the 1954 World Cup in Switzerland emphasised to all what some had known for years: England were no longer the masters of world football. Following the 1954 World Cup there was a discernible switch towards Continental and South American training methods, together with a greater awareness of the importance of tactics. Though the tactics deployed were never at the expense of individual skills, throughout the English game there was a growing awareness of the importance of the role of a manager in team affairs. It was generally believed that the time had come for a full-scale overhaul of our methods. The national press led the way, demanding answers  while offering some solutions of their own, such as the methods of training that had been adopted on the Continent, in particular Austria.

Prior to joining West Ham United, Malcolm Allison had been a full back with Charlton Athletic. In the mid-fifties Malcolm found himself in Austria while doing his national service and spent much of his free time watching top Austrian clubs in training. What he saw impressed him and made him realise that the training he had been subjected to at Charlton was of little benefit to him as a player and to the team in general. Big Mal made a study of Austrian training methods and tactics. When his national service was over, Mal returned to the Valley and tried to persuade the Charlton manager, Jimmy Seed, to adopt some of the innovative methods he had seen. Seed dismissed Big Mal’s ideas outright. As Mal said, ‘Jimmy Seed was happy continuing with the traditional methods of training, which amounted to little more than the players doing a few laps of the cinder track, a few exercises, then in to the dressing room for a shower and a “Woodbine”. At Charlton, as with most clubs, we rarely used a ball in training because there was this ridiculous theory that to deny a player the ball in training would make him more hungry for it during a game.’ Big Mal continued to argue with Seed about training methods until the Charlton boss had had enough of Mal’s protestations and placed him on the transfer list. West Ham United came in for him and on the day Big Mal left the Valley, characteristically he let Jimmy Seed know what he thought of his training and him as a manager.

‘What makes you think you know so much about football?’ asked Seed as Mal prepared to leave his office for the last time.

‘Talking to you,’ replied Mal.

Malcolm Allison was not alone in his belief that English football would have to endure radical change if it was to catch up with the standard of football then being played on the Continent. Respected club managers such as Matt Busby, Stan Cullis (Wolves), Joe Mercer (Sheffield United) and Arthur Rowe (Spurs) met with the England manager, Walter Winterbottom, to find an answer to what was considered the ailing English game. What emerged was a forceful appeal to clubs to cooperate in the creation of a strong national team by releasing players more freely and for longer periods, so that Winterbottom could organise more meaningful and productive training sessions. In addition to which the top managers, such as Busby, Cullis, Mercer and Rowe, all agreed that a key element in the development of the game in England was greater tactical awareness. The Hungarian experience in 1953 had been a harrowing one for English football, but to quote the then motto of Wolverhampton Wanderers, ‘out of darkness cometh light’.

As tactics became more important to the fortunes of a team so too did the manager. The kudos and stature of the manager improved as a result of this new responsibility, but there was a downside to this as far as managers were concerned. If a manager could be responsible for the success of a team, he was also to be responsible for its failure. When things did not go to plan, the price managers paid for having assumed greater responsibility of team affairs and an elevated status within a club was the sack. Before the late fifties it was rare for a club to change its manager every two or three years, as most do now. Throughout the history of the game, once a manager had been appointed he could  expect a lengthy period of employment in that role. In 1957 Sunderland’s manager was Bill Murray. He was only the club’s fourth manager since 1905, a period of fifty-two years. At the same time Vic Buckingham was only West Bromwich Albion’s fifth manager since 1896. Stan Cullis, who had been manager of Wolves since 1948, was the Molineux club’s third manager in thirty years. These long periods of management were not confined to the top clubs. Sides in the lower reaches of the Football League were also happy to run with the same manager for a considerable number of years. In 1957 Swindon Town were enjoying the services of what was only their fifth manager in fifty years; and Andy Smailes was Rotherham United’s fifth manager since the club was originally formed in 1870, a period of eighty-seven years! Contrast that statistic to the spell in the 1980s when Rotherham had six managers in just eight years. Between 1910 and 1956-7, a period of forty-six years, Scunthorpe United used the services of five managers. In the space of four years, from 1956 to 1960, Scunthorpe United saw the same number come and go.

 



If the ‘Hungarian watershed’ woke up English football to the importance of tactics, then it was the reaction to the 1960 European Cup final that was to create the origins of the ‘tracksuit manager’ and usher in the golden age of the British manager. The term ‘tracksuit manager’ simply meant a manager who had forsaken the traditional administrative role and taken it upon himself to organise the team’s daily training as well as tactics. He couldn’t appear on the training ground wearing a suit, hence the term ‘tracksuit manager’. Tommy Docherty, who took over from Ted Drake in 1961, was Chelsea’s first tracksuit manager.

I was on tour with England on the occasion of Real Madrid’s 7-3 European Cup final victory over what was a very good Frankfurt side. The England team were in Hungary, which refused to broadcast the match as Real included in their ranks the great Ferenc Puskas, who had fled the country following the Russian invasion of 1956. However, the manager of the hotel in which the England party was staying was a big football fan, and he’d managed to set the television so that it picked up Swiss television. I remember sitting with my England team-mates and being mesmerised by the football produced by Real Madrid. It was as if I had been transported to football heaven. Real produced a fantastic display of fluid, purist, attacking football, high on technique and consummate skill. I had never seen a team play such brilliant football. I can only liken it to having discovered Shakespeare, Picasso and the Beatles all on the same night. A truly formative experience from which there was no going back. To place Real’s performance in perspective from a British point of view, Eintracht Frankfurt had scored twelve against Glasgow Rangers in the two-legged semi-final. Rangers were widely considered to be one of the best teams in Great Britain. For the team who enjoyed such a convincing margin of victory over one of our best sides then to be beaten 7-3 by Real Madrid made many realise that the standard of British football was a long way behind that of the Continent. While England at the time did not boast the genius of Di Stefano and Puskas, generally speaking our game possessed players of equal calibre to those of the rest of the Real team and certainly that of the Germans. The difference was that these two sides had shown us that individual skill is best employed when harnessed as collective talent. The hub around  which every move of Real’s evolved was Di Stefano and Puskas, but those two football geniuses orchestrated play to suit the players around them. The rest of the Real team played up to them as a Proms orchestra would Sir Malcolm Sargent.

Almost overnight the seeds of revolution in English football were sown. These, such as they were, came in the form of former players who, having seen Real Madrid’s superlative performance, signed up in 1960 for what was Walter Winterbottom’s first major FA coaching school at Lilleshall. Winterbottom wanted to modernise the English game, to make teams more effective as a unit in a framework that allowed for individual flair. Another of his aims was to improve the technique of players, which, in general terms, he felt was not as good as that of the top Continental and South American players.

Among the recruits to Winterbottom’s first major coaching course were Bob Paisley, Tommy Docherty, Malcolm Allison, Don Revie, Dave Sexton, Peter Taylor (of Clough-Taylor fame), Bert Johnson (Leicester City) and Frank O’Farrell (later to manage both Leicester City and Manchester United). As players and coaches, these former players would play an intrinsic role in the development of English football throughout the sixties and seventies. When these first recruits to the FA coaching school returned to their clubs, they combined what they had learned from Walter Winterbottom with their own ideas to exert a hitherto unknown influence on English football. In so doing they spawned the ‘cult of the manager’.

As the fifties drew to a close, English football rid itself of the long-serving, largely administrative manager who rarely saw his players from one Saturday to the  next. The likes of Matt Busby, Stan Cullis, Bill Nicholson and Joe Mercer survived because they recognised the game was changing and by way of their own innovative ideas on how football should be played, together with their ‘hands on’ style of management, played a key role in effecting change. Come the early sixties the graduates of Winterbottom’s coaching school began to wield their influence at clubs and on the English game in general. Tommy Docherty and Don Revie were established as managers at Chelsea and Leeds United respectively, while Bert Johnson (Leicester City), Dave Sexton (Chelsea), Bob Paisley (Liverpool) and Jimmy Adamson (Burnley) were just some of Walter Winterbottom’s other ‘students’ to hold key coaching positions.

The interval from the late sixties to the late eighties was a ‘golden period’ for managers. Though the threat of dismissal was more of a possibility than it had been at any other time in the twentieth century, while in situ most managers ruled the roost. Free from the diversions their predecessors had had to contend with, managers concentrated totally on team affairs. Which meant supervising training and selecting the team, negotiating contracts, and signing and selling players. Never had the position of the manager in the English game been so strong. Managers held sway, both in the media and at their respective clubs. This situation endured until the late eighties when agents and that new breed of football administrator, the chief executive, began their rise, in so doing eroding the power of the manager.

Following the formation of the Premiership, the television money that flooded into football was further added to by commercial revenue generated by blue-chip  companies, which saw television’s saturation coverage of the game as the perfect vehicle for self-promotion. In keeping with its new image as a multi-million-pound industry, football engaged non-football people in key positions. In order that they be run like a ‘proper’ business, many clubs appointed chief executives, the majority of whom came into the game for the first time, having honed their skills in other areas of business. The creation of chief executives and the ever-increasing power and influence of players’ agents, keen to make their pile under the auspices of solely representing the interests of their clients, ate away at the position of managers. Come the nineties the golden period of the manager was over. He was still responsible for selecting the team and exerted a considerable influence over who should and should not be signed, but in many respects was beholden to agents and chief executives.

The role and influence of the manager has been further diminished, in some cases even marginalised, with the emergence in recent years of the ‘director of football’. This position was once the sole domain of Continental clubs, where teams were run by a director of football and coach as opposed to a manager. However, with more and more foreign players, coaches and, in some cases, club chairmen entering English football, many clubs have also adopted the Continental idea of having a director of football as well as a manager. This has eroded still further the traditional role of a manager, and has also led to some celebrated cases of managers leaving clubs because they have felt their position within them to have been compromised. Harry Redknapp’s exit from Portsmouth in 2004 is a case in point.

Chief executives, players’ agents, directors of football and the ever-growing remit of coaches have all contributed to a redefinition of the role of the football manager. Of course there are some managers who by way of longevity of tenure have redefined their own roles within a club. Arsène Wenger, Sir Alex Ferguson and Dario Gradi at Crewe Alexandra have, through success real and relative, cemented their positions at their respective clubs. Ferguson and Gradi have both, in their own ways, created a seat of power at their clubs not unlike those created by Don Revie at Leeds United, Bob Paisley at Liverpool and Brian Clough at Nottingham Forest. In creating their own dynasty at their respective clubs, Ferguson and Gradi are a hark back to the golden age of football management when managers dictated what went on at a club and how the club was run. But these days Ferguson, Wenger and Gradi are exceptions to the rule. What we are seeing is a return to the days when I began as a player in the fifties, a time when the role and influence of the football manager was not omnipresent within a club.

 



The former Sunderland manager Bob Stokoe once said ‘It’s easy to be a good manager, all you have to do is sign good players’. That was true forty years ago and it is still true now. The difference being that today you need huge amounts of money to sign the good players. Harry Catterick was the first manager who achieved real success for a club by way of spending an unprecedented amount in the transfer market. In 1961 Harry left his post as manager of Sheffield Wednesday to take over as manager of Everton. Harry was a studious man, quietly spoken, who was so calm and collected he handled a crisis with all the confidence of a man dialling his own telephone number. When confronted with a problem at the club he dealt with it in a firm but fair and diplomatic  manner. What’s more he always dealt with problems ‘behind closed doors’ and was at pains to play down matters when questioned by the press. As Harry once said, ‘In dealing with problems at a football club, when in public it is better to say nothing. Remember, you never see a fish on a wall with its mouth shut.’

In 1962-3 Harry Catterick led Everton to the League title with a team that cost a huge amount money. Having spent £180,000 on five players in 1961-2, the following season Catterick hit the headlines when he signed Tony Kay from Sheffield Wednesday for £60,000 and winger Alex Scott from Rangers for a fee of £40,000. Though Matt Busby at Manchester United had created a British transfer fee record when paying Torino £115,000 for Denis Law in July 1962, for Catterick to have spent £280,000 on seven players in a period of six months was unheard of in English football. The press were saying the game had gone ‘money mad’ and dubbed Everton the ‘Cheque Book Champions’.

Everton’s Championship success of 1962-3, and moreover the fact that Harry Catterick had spent £280,000 on players, was a watershed for English football. From that moment on it was widely believed that money was a key ingredient to success. Catterick was not a great manager in the sense that Shankly, Paisley, Ramsey, Busby, Stein, Clough and Nicholson were great. He was a good manager who, because he had been given an enormous amount of money to spend and had spent that money wisely on new signings that helped Everton win the Championship, was widely considered to be a ‘very good manager’, a status he secured by guiding Everton to the FA Cup in 1966.

In the contemporary game it is no longer sufficient for a manager to have considerable funds at his disposal  in order for him to bring top players to a club. He must also be perceived as a ‘big name’ in management. Players and in particular their agents are primarily motivated by money when signing for a club. Rare are the instances today of a player signing for a new club for less money when his career is on the upward curve, though it did happen in the past. My old Spurs team-mate Alan Gilzean joined the club from Dundee in 1965. At the time Sunderland were also keen to sign Gilly. They matched the £65,000 Spurs had offered Dundee for his services, and offered Gilly a lot more money than Spurs were willing to pay him. Gilly, however, opted for Spurs. As he said, ‘Spurs and Sunderland were both First Division clubs who enjoyed large attendances. Sunderland offered me more in the way of wages, but I opted for Spurs simply because I thought I would enjoy my football more at White Hart Lane than Roker Park.’ I wonder how many current Premiership players would have similar priorities to Gilly?

In the late eighties, the perception emerged that a manager had to be a ‘name’ in order for him to attract star players. With all due respect, Harry Catterick was not a big name in management, unlike Matt Busby, Bill Nicholson, Stan Cullis and Alf Ramsey. Catterick, however, had been able to fend off competition from Bill Nicholson for Hearts centre forward Alex Young, and from Matt Busby for Blackburn’s Roy Vernon, simply because he outbid them in the transfer market. Players had little say in the matter of which club they would join. Once their existing club had agreed a fee, the player was on his way to the highest bidder, whether he liked it or not. I had personal experience of this at Chelsea. I didn’t want to sign for AC Milan, but once  the deal had been done between the two clubs the Chelsea secretary, John Battersby, though sympathetic to my plight, told me, ‘No ifs or buts about it, Jimmy, son. You gotta go.’

Don Mackay was manager of Blackburn Rovers from 1987 to 1991, in which time Rovers were beaten in the play-offs for a place in what was then the First Division on two occasions. Under Mackay, Rovers also won the Full Members Cup at Wembley in 1987; not the most important of trophies but Rovers’ first of any note since 1928. Having previously been bereft of funds, in what would prove to be his last season as Rovers manager, Mackay began to benefit from the finance made available to him by Blackburn’s new owner, Jack Walker. The money in question was nowhere near the generous amounts Walker would soon put into the club, but Mackay used what money was now at his disposal to sign some quality players, such as Ossie Ardiles and Frank Stapleton. It could be said that in both cases their best days as players were behind them; however both Ardiles and Stapleton were still eminently capable of doing a fine job at Blackburn - and did.

Mackay’s signing of these two players was a statement of intent. Buoyed by Jack Walker’s money, Blackburn were on the up. With a considerable amount of money to spend in the transfer market it appeared that Mackay was on course to realise the dreams of the club and its supporters, and guide Rovers to promotion to the top flight. Mackay’s downfall, however, came when he attempted to a sign a top-flight player who was still in his prime.

Knowing that Gary Lineker wanted to return to English football from Barcelona, Mackay made a bid for the England striker. The favourites for Lineker’s  signature were Spurs, managed by Terry Venables, and there, from Mackay’s point of view, lay the rub. Don Mackay told Gary Lineker and his agent John Holmes that penny for penny he could match the fee being asked by Barcelona and the deal offered to Lineker by Spurs. He added that if push came to shove Blackburn were in a position to top Spurs’ offer. Don Mackay did a great job of selling Blackburn Rovers, outlining the ambitions Jack Walker had for the club - how Walker was willing to invest millions of pounds of his own money to ensure the club would, in the near future, be in a position to compete with Arsenal and Manchester United and have a stadium befitting of such a club.

When clubs were rich they sent for Ron Atkinson; when they were skint they sent for Don Mackay and he never let them down. But Mackay, for all the respect shown him by his fellow managers, was not a big-name manager as far as top players were concerned. Gary Lineker signed for Spurs, one of the reasons behind his choice being Terry Venables. Though Jack Walker respected Don Mackay as a manager, Walker knew his money was in itself not enough to attract the really big-name players to Ewood Park. The club also needed a big-name manager. In 1991 Mackay was replaced by Kenny Dalglish, one of the greatest players ever to have graced the British game and someone who, as player-manager, had won the League and Cup double with Liverpool. With Dalglish as manager and a substantial sum of money available, Blackburn Rovers were an eminently more attractive proposition to star players: Alan Shearer joined from Southampton and Chris Sutton from Norwich City as Dalglish created a team that was to bring the Premiership title to Blackburn in 1995.
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One of the marks of a good manager is how he copes with pressure. It is all relative. Sir Alex Ferguson and Arsène Wenger are subjected to pressure, as are the managers of teams struggling at the foot of League Two. Though no doubt in 2004-5 Gary Peters at Shrewsbury Town and Graham Barrow at Bury would have willingly swapped the pressure they felt for that endured by Wenger and Ferguson. Pressure gets to some managers and their reaction to it isn’t always positive. In 1995 Leyton Orient allowed a documentary camera inside their dressing room. (Why, oh why, do people agree to it? They never come across favourably.) The camera caught the Orient manager, John Sitton, reacting to the fact that his team were trailing 3-0 at half-time.

‘You, you fucking little shit, and you, you fucking big shit, when I tell you to do something, you fucking well do it!’ ranted Sitton. ‘And if you want to come back at me we’ll have a right sort out. Pair up if you like and pick some one to help you, and you can bring your dinner - because by the time I’m finished with you, you’re going to need it.’

A manager has to show his players who is boss. He must never be intimidated by them and without doubt Sitton wasn’t. But his manic raving will have had no positive effect. He wasn’t providing answers to the problems that had resulted in his team being three goals down at half-time. The Orient players would have known their manager would be far from happy with their performance and would have expected a rollicking. Sitton’s response to the situation and the pressure he was feeling, however, would not have engendered respect for him among his players, especially as the verbal fusillade was captured on camera for the nation and consequently the players’ families to see. And no  player wants his family to see him being belittled.

In the culture of the dressing room it is accepted that a manager must ‘name names’, that is, point a finger at those who are letting the side down. Sitton’s reaction went beyond personal admonishment. Not only was there nothing constructive for the players in what he said, but the timbre and tone of his speech were so over the top it bordered on the comic. Sitton’s reaction was akin to the manic rantings of John Cleese’s Basil Fawlty. The phrase ‘and you can bring your dinner’ is pure Fawlty. It is so surreal and irrational as to be comic, and when a manager cuts a comic figure in front of his team, the players’ respect for him goes out of the window. Passion and pressure got the better of John Sitton on that particular occasion and, to be fair to John, most managers will have had similar outbursts at some point in their career. Ted Drake was an amiable, level-headed manager. Ted was a gentlemen of the old school, and there is a lot to be said for that old school. He was dignified and for the most part calm and collected in his dealings with players. But on occasions even Ted would lose it and have it in for players. I know, because I was once on the receiving end of a post-match burst of anger from Ted and I hadn’t even played in the game! I was seventeen and scoring a lot of goals in the Chelsea first team. Ted, aware that I was still developing physically, didn’t want to play me in every game and for me to suffer burn out. So he rested me. The rest was much longer than Ted had orginally indicated it would be. Six weeks, in fact. Even at the time I didn’t think such a prolonged period of inactivity was doing me any good. I was itching to play football again and when I was restored to the first team, I was lacking in match fitness and as such a bit rusty.

I came back to play against Darlington in an FA Cup tie at Stamford Bridge. Darlington were in the Fourth Division (so nothing new there, then). It was a game Chelsea were expected to win easily but Darlington went away with a 2-2 draw. Ted Drake had not been enamoured with my performance and dropped me for the replay at Feethams. I was named as a travelling reserve and watched the match from the stands. The game was a disaster for Chelsea. The score was 1-1 at the end of normal time but Darlington ran Chelsea ragged in extra-time and won 4-1. In the dressing room after the game Ted Drake was livid. He laid into my team-mates while I stood up in a corner thanking my lucky stars that I hadn’t been a part of the debacle. I thought I was safe, but not a bit of it. When Ted finished his rant he stormed out of the changing room, only to return immediately and point a finger at me.

‘And as for you, Mr bloody Under 23 starlet,’ roared Ted, ‘some bloody player you are! You can’t even get in this fackin’ side!’

 



Brian Clough belongs to that select band of true managerial greats. The best manager England never had. Clough didn’t suffer fools gladly. He was forever being quoted in the press, because just about everything he said was so eminently quotable. He was a man of great contrasts. He was impatient, dogmatic, arrogant and confrontational, but also sympathetic to the needs of those around him. He was brash and belligerent, but also understanding. At times he could be crude, but he was generally impeccably well-mannered. He could be hard-faced yet also compassionate, complicated yet a believer in simple homespun philosophies. Many saw him as conceited; he was but he also displayed considerable humanity. He often assumed the role of the antagonist, just as equally that of a peacemaker. He aroused contradictory reactions in everyone because he was a man of wild contradictions. An enigma in football management.

I have often heard it said that Brian Clough bullied his players, but I have never heard this from anyone who played under Clough. As an ex-pro myself, I know a manager will never get players to go out on to the park and give him 100 per cent effort and commitment as the result of him bullying them into doing it. John McGovern played for Clough at Hartlepool United, Derby County, Leeds and Nottingham Forest. John O’Hare was a team-mate of Clough’s at Sunderland and later played under him at both Derby and Forest. McGovern and O’Hare were consummate pros, reasonable and rational lads not lacking in grey matter. I ask you, would either of those players have followed Cloughie about if they had known him to bully players?

When Clough had to make a point to a player, he didn’t go ballistic. In his early days at Forest, Cloughie introduced two young wingers, Terry Curran and John Robertson, to the first team. Wingers are notoriously inconsistent; they can be brilliant one game and virtually anonymous the next. Of the two you would have plumped for Curran to make a big name for himself in the game. He seemed to have it all whereas Robertson’s strength seemed confined to an ability to take a man on and make a telling cross. It was Robertson, however, who was to go on and make a big name for himself. His mental attitude was right while that of Curran was thought by Clough to be suspect. John Robertson didn’t display the all-round skills and technique of Curran but what he had going for him was consistency. As Clough  once said of him, ‘He’s a little fat lad. When you come down to it, that’s a good description. He’s a little fat lad but he is one of the best deliverers of the ball in the game today. He does that consistently well, and by virtue of that is a lad who can do great things on a football field.’

Terry Curran frustrated Clough. This was basically because Clough thought Terry could be a great player should he only get his mental attitude right and show some consistency in his play. Clough once told me that following one game in which Curran had been largely anonymous, he asked the winger to accompany him to the touchline. Clough and Curran stood at the side of the pitch as the Forest groundsman replaced divots, the winger unsure what he was supposed to be looking at.

‘Well, go on then,’ ventured Clough. ‘It’s got me beat, so show me where it is.’

Curran was perplexed. He didn’t have a clue what Clough was talking about or getting at.

‘Show you what, boss?’ he asked.

‘It’s obviously out there somewhere, but I can’t see it. You’ll have to point it out to me,’ said Clough, his voice very relaxed.

‘Point what out, boss?’

‘The hole.’

‘What hole, boss?’

‘The hole you got down into and hid in for ninety minutes this afternoon,’ said Clough in characteristically laconic fashion. Clough then offered Curran a knowing look and walked away.

Brian Clough and Peter Taylor took over at Hartlepool United in 1965. I remember Hartlepool United prior to them taking over, but such was the perilous state of the club and so poor had been the team for  some years I doubt many ’Pool fans like to remember such times. Having enjoyed an illustrious playing career, too many former players nowadays who seek to take up management want to walk into a top job. Few seem to want to start at the bottom, learn and graduate. When Brian Clough took over as manager of Hartlepool his first press conference was conducted in a fashion that was to be characteristic of him. ‘Regarding management, Peter and I knew we would have to start at the bottom and work our way up. But having assessed the situation here it quickly became apparent to us things are so bad, our first job will be to elevate this club to the bottom.’

Clough wasn’t exaggerating. Finances at Hartlepool were so dire the club couldn’t afford the cost of a coach to take them to away games. For their first away match at Southport, Peter Taylor managed to borrow an old coach from a pal. Taylor drove the bus to Southport and Clough drove them back. A few weeks later Peter Taylor was unable to get hold of the old coach, so Hartlepool travelled to Barnsley in cars. Clough instigated the club’s first proper youth policy (which produced John McGovern) while Taylor set about signing new players. Taylor went back to his old club, Burton Albion of the Northern Premier League, and signed goalkeeper Les Green (who would later play for them at Derby County), Stan Aston and Tony Parry. All three were more than capable of playing League football and, along with other new recruits, Clough and Taylor created a team that revolutionised Hartlepool’s fortunes. Hartlepool had been perennial applicants for re-election. The club had been scrubbing about at the foot of Division Four since 1960 and home attendances had fallen to little over 2000. In Clough’s first season in  charge Hartlepool reached the dizzy heights of mid-table and the following season just failed to make the promotion places. Attendances at Victoria Park more than doubled and Clough’s standing as a manager of some promise was in the ascendancy. Clough applied for the vacant manager’s job at Derby County, following a recommendation from the great Raich Carter, and the rest, as they say, is history. Or as Peter Taylor once said of the situation, ‘Brian applied for the vacant job at Derby, and the rest . . . is something snooker players use when they can’t reach their balls.’

Brian Clough’s humanity and generosity of spirit were not a matter of public knowledge. During his time at the Baseball Ground one of the Derby players encountered money problems. The player in question was not a regular in the Derby first team but a good club man who when called upon by Clough did a good job for him in midfield. The player had gone through an acrimonious and expensive divorce and word got round the Derby dressing room that the player had received legal correspondence demanding he pay debts totalling £600 or the bailiffs would be sent in. Far from having £600 the player had next to nothing as nigh on all his wages were gobbled in maintenance payments and his existing mortgage. One morning after training he was getting dressed when he was suddenly aware of something bulging in one of the pockets of his jacket. On placing a hand inside he was stunned to find an envelope containing £600 in notes. No one ever owned up to putting the money there. The player in question never did find out who his mystery benefactor was. But ask him, or any Derby player of the time, and they have no doubt whatsoever as to who put the money there.
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In my time as player, broadcaster and journalist I have got to know many managers. Three of them I got to know very well indeed: Walter Winterbottom and Alf Ramsey, during my time as an England player, and Bill Nicholson, with whom I had eight very happy and one unhappy year at Spurs.

I shall always have a special place in my heart for Walter Winterbottom as he was the man who gave me my debut for England Under 23s and the full national side, being as he was manager of both. Walter was also in charge of the England Youth side, the Football League Representative team and was also the Football Association’s National Head Coach. Talk about multi-tasking. I don’t know how much the FA paid Walter, but whatever it was it wasn’t enough.

Winterbottom was the first man ever to be appointed England team manager. He took up the role in 1946, though ‘manager’ was somewhat of a misnomer as the England team were picked by the FA’s selection committee. Needless to say, this frustrated Walter who was forever battling - he would say negotiating - with the FA in an attempt to wrest England team selection from a blazer brigade committee that instinctively admired any player who had but a modicum of talent and was modest about it. Walter advised the committee as to who they might choose, but from what I gather it was an onerous and frustrating task that often left him riddled with angst. Walter was a scholarly man not given to fits of temper. A man with a slow, pleasant and refreshing voice, like the first cup of tea of the day made audible. He was studious where football was concerned, and technically minded, though his methods were nowhere near as complicated as those of coaches today. He set a good example to his players, whom he respected, and we returned that respect.

Walter’s first eye-opening experience of the FA selection committee took place at the Victoria Hotel, Sheffield, a matter of weeks after his appointment as England manager. Walter joined the chairman of the selection committee and eight other members of the FA, one of whom was representing Eton College, another Oxbridge Universities. As I once told him, ‘The signs were there for you right from the start’. They all sat round a table, each putting their nominations forward for every position in the team. Walter recalled there were five names put forward for the first position of goalkeeper. The list was reduced by voting with a show of hands until it came down to two names for the goalkeeper’s jersey, which was to be decided by a first-past-the-post vote.

When that was done Walter asked his fellow committee members how many of them had actually seen the five goalkeepers in action that season, or in fact any of the other players in contention for an England place. The reply astonished him. Not one member of the selection committee had seen any of the players in action that particular season. Walter quickly realised that selection for the England team, far from being based on ability, was based on a number of other factors. Committee members were putting forward the names of players from clubs they were attached to, often for no other reason than the fact that international status for a player afforded the club greater kudos, to say nothing of increasing that player’s value in the transfer market. Others were considered for a place in the England team as a reward for long service. As Walter said, ‘Leslie Compton’s club loyalty to Arsenal prompted one committee member to say, “He really is a decent chap, why not give him a chance?”’

Walter realised straight away that the system needed a major overhaul. It helped his cause when he was put in charge of the Football League Representative side as he would occasionally use selection of that team as a vehicle for rewarding players who were ‘decent chaps’. As he admitted, ‘Not an ideal situation but at least such players were no longer getting into the England team.’

Walter persuaded members of the selection committee to go out and watch players, and some were even allocated specific matches to watch individual players. Little by little Walter made his presence felt in the England set-up, but the FA took a giant step back after he put forward his ideas for how England should prepare for World Cups. In 1959 England were due to play an international match - there was no such thing as a friendly in those days, every England game was considered to have great importance - against Sweden at Wembley. Walter had the idea of developing a young England team over a cycle of four years with a view to it peaking for the finals of the World Cup.

For the Sweden game he persuaded the FA to allow him to select the team he wanted. The FA selection committee was compliant with this request and Walter selected what was the youngest team ever to have represented England. I was a member of that team, along with other young players such as Trevor Smith (Birmingham City), John Connelly (Burnley), Ron Flowers (Wolves), Bobby Charlton (Manchester United), Tony Allen (Stoke City) and the Middlesbrough pair, Brian Clough and Eddie Holliday. The last three were players with Second Division clubs.

England lost 3-2. It was only our second defeat on home soil against foreign opposition (the other being the watershed mauling meted out by Hungary in 1953).  The FA was so incensed selection of the England team immediately reverted back to the committee. Brian Clough was never selected for England again, and Walter Winterbottom’s idea of developing an England team within a four-year cycle for the World Cup was ditched.

An indication of how Walter Winterbottom’s forward thinking was on the right lines is the fact that four of the team which faced Sweden in 1959 - Bobby Charlton, John Connelly, Ron Flowers and myself - were all members of Alf Ramsey’s 1966 World Cup squad, as were two of Walter’s reserves, George Eastham and Ron Springett.

 



When Alf Ramsey took over as England manager in 1963 - it is worth remembering Ramsey was second choice, Burnley skipper Jimmy Adamson having turned down the FA’s offer of the England job - Alf accepted the role on certain conditions: that he and he alone should be responsible for picking the England team, and that he should be allowed to reinstate Walter Winterbottom’s plan of developing teams in three- to four-year cycles with a view to preparing for World Cups!

I have often heard it said that Alf Ramsey and I didn’t get on. We did. I have also heard it said and read it often that Alf dropped me from the England team during the 1966 World Cup. He didn’t. I played in the first three matches of England’s group. In the final game, against France, I picked up an injury that required fourteen stitches. The format of the World Cup finals in 1966 was very demanding. As I lay in my bed following the game against France I knew should England reach the World Cup final I wouldn’t be playing.  England played France on a Wednesday night and were due to play Argentina on the Saturday. If England beat Argentina they would play in the semi-finals the following Wednesday night. I was not going to be fit for either of those matches. Should England get through the semi-finals, the World Cup final was to take place three days later on a Saturday. In the event of England reaching the final I knew that even if I declared myself fit Alf wouldn’t change a winning team. I was devastated, of course, but I knew immediately after the game against France that my World Cup was over. I must admit, come the final, I harboured a slight hope that Alf might include me, but that was my heart talking. My head told me I was going to be a spectator as there were no substitutes.

Alf and I didn’t always see eye to eye, but I liked him both as a man and a manager. He was always fair in his dealings with players, always scrupulously honest, a man of unyielding integrity and absolute loyalty. He bore no grudges and he had no favourites. Oh, and one more thing about Alf: he remains to this day the best manager England have ever had. Winning the World Cup was, of course, Alf’s greatest achievement. He did, however, achieve much even before England played their first game under his charge - by telling the FA’s blazer brigade that he was only going to accept the job of England manager on his terms. Believe me, persuading that lot to accept such a condition was some achievement on the part of Alf.

Despite guiding England to the World Cup Alf enjoyed at best an uneasy relationship with his employers at the FA. I remember going on a tour with England in the summer of 1964. At the end of the tour Alf gave a little speech. He thanked the players for their efforts  and good conduct. He thanked his backroom staff, Harold Shepherdson and Les Cocker (all two of them!), and concluded by saying, ‘I would particularly like to thank all the FA officials who have travelled with us on this tour, for having the good sense to keep out of our way.’

That went down with the FA like a parachute with a hole in it. It took a long time, but they finally found Alf vulnerable when England failed to qualify for the finals of the 1974 World Cup. Ted Phillips played for Alf in the Ipswich Town side that won the First Division Championship in 1961. In 1974 Ted had been in London on business and caught a train back to Ipswich. On boarding the train he saw Alf and took a seat next to him. Alf was delighted to see his old centre forward and offered to go down to the buffet and buy a couple of whisky miniatures. As they journeyed, the pair laughed as they recalled the good old days they had spent together at Ipswich. When the train arrived in Ipswich Ted bade a fond farewell to Alf, who informed Ted that it had been great to see him again after all those years. When Ted arrived home, he picked up the local newspaper off the mat and was shocked to see the front-page headline - ‘Alf Ramsey Sacked’. At no point during their journey had Alf mentioned he had just been sacked as England manager by the FA. Alf was a gentleman and I should imagine he didn’t inform Ted of his summary dismissal for no other reason than he didn’t want to embarrass Ted. It was the mark of the man.

 



Bill Nicholson, like Winterbottom and Ramsey, was quietly spoken and a gentleman. For the most part Bill adhered to the theory that football is a simple game and  should be played as such. He was a football purist and liked his teams to pass the ball. Nothing gave him greater satisfaction than seeing a fluid move build from defence and end with a slickly taken goal. Bill was one of the all-time great managers of English football. His Spurs team that won the League and Cup double in 1961 did so with great style and aplomb. What’s more, their success was achieved on pitches that in midwinter resembled middens. In that double season Spurs scored 115 goals in the League. Their success contained within it several records. The most victories in a season (31), the most First Division away wins (16), the most consecutive wins at a season’s start (11), the most matches involved in the achievement of the double (49) and the record aggregate attendance for a season (Spurs were watched by 2,501,034 spectators at League games).
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