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  This book is dedicated to Ali, Josh, Elliot and Amber, Mum and Dad, my family and everybody who helped me fulfil my ambitions. Thank you all.
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  Foreword




  It is both an honour and privilege to write a foreword for Steve Hodge’s autobiography. The book details the career of one of the finest members of our profession and an

  illustrious career that the majority of our members would aspire to, playing with top quality teams for a remarkable seventeen years.




  He has played under legendary managers such as Brian Clough, Sir Bobby Robson and Terry Venables and continues to be involved in the game as a qualified A licence coach at the Nottingham Forest

  Academy and as an FA ambassador as part of our World Cup bid.




  Whilst the book is a fascinating inside view of success, it also has its high drama and tragedy. Steve participated in the tragic semi-final at Hillsborough in 1989 and whilst Maradona

  vanquished his World Cup hopes in 1986 with his Hand of God goal, at least Steve has some compensation as he has Maradona’s shirt from that game!




  I hope all readers will enjoy the book as much as I did watching Steve perform and progress throughout his football career.




  

    Gordon Taylor OBE


  




  Chief Executive – PFA




  





  Introduction




  It gives me very great pleasure to pen a few words as a tribute to an excellent professional footballer who scaled all the barriers to reach the very top.




  What makes Steve Hodge special is that despite a wonderfully successful career of over 500 games and an outstanding scoring rate at the highest level, he was one of the most unassuming, humble

  guys you could ever wish to meet. You could never guess by his straightforward, unflashy manner and lifestyle that he was one of the most gifted left-sided players that England produced in his era.

  He was an honest, totally dedicated and selfless player.




  My memories of Steve are many: discussing his early career with Brian Clough; watching him provide Gary Lineker with England’s second goal in Monterrey during Mexico ’86; making an

  outstanding contribution to Tottenham Hotspur’s left side of our super five man midfield which had purists praising but left hearts broken when failing in the May 1987 classic cup final. He

  did get medals, though, and collected a proud reward!




  Steve was a player who played with his heart on his sleeve, 100 per cent dedicated, a workaholic with an eye for goal.




  His recollections of his time on the grass recalling his great moments and disappointments with a host of fascinating stories will certainly be an honest account. Steve Hodge knows no other

  way!




  

    David Pleat


  




  





  Prologue




  Saturday 21st June 1986.




  Holiday Inn, Mexico City.




  Had a team meeting today, only one change. Terry Fenwick is back in for Alvin Martin. No special instructions for Maradona, just that whenever he gets the ball our nearest

  player has to close him down as quickly as possible. Sometimes we might have to double-up on him. So glad that we moved hotels. The last one, next to the motorway, was a nightmare, but everyone can

  sleep now. The Italian squad have been staying here as well; it’s a bit strange walking through the lobby and saying hello to the likes of Cabrini and Zoff. But they’re out now and

  we’ve got the hotel to ourselves. Got an early start in the morning – we kick-off at midday. Still can’t quite believe that I’ll be playing in a World Cup quarter-final

  tomorrow.




  





  Sunday 22nd June 1986, Mexico City. A World Cup quarter-final against Argentina, the first time that the countries had faced each other since the

  1982 war. Without doubt this was going to be the biggest game of my career so far. Of course I wanted to go two games further but I couldn’t look beyond today’s encounter. We’d

  been relieved just to get out of the group after a pretty horrendous start. Bobby Robson was under a lot of pressure and we all knew that, but we’d breezed past Paraguay in the round of 16

  with a good performance and confidence was high. Now we’d be facing the best player in the tournament, a worldwide phenomenon. I’d played against him previously in Barcelona and so I

  knew what he was all about. On that day Brian Clough had showed me not to stand on ceremony where reputations are concerned. Back then I was in the Nottingham Forest side that played Barcelona at

  the Camp Nou in 1983 and on that occasion, as we lined up in the tunnel, Clough walked down the line of players before stopping right in front of a bewildered Maradona. “You might be able to

  play a bit,” said the manager, “but I can still grab you by the balls!” He then did just that before striding off towards the pitch.




  In Mexico we had Gary Lineker, the tournament’s in-form goal scorer and we’d come across a good formation with him and Peter Beardsley up front. They really linked well together and

  we were strong at the back, and very experienced, so why wouldn’t confidence be high? When you reach the quarter-finals you know you’ve got a chance. We’d had meetings leading up

  to the game but Bobby was never one for too much tactical analysis. He was more of a motivator and he’d pull out the telegrams he’d received from people back home. They could be from an

  old friend in Newcastle or from an old lady in Bristol wishing us all the best. He was keen to portray the excitement back home and keep up the patriotic fervour that he always liked to instil into

  the squad. He always tried to drill into us that the people back home were pinned to their televisions, willingus to win, because we were somewhat cocooned from what was going on in England. No

  WAGs, no mobile phones, no satellite TV. We knew the press were always close by and we’d felt their wrath early on. Bobby had said that if anyone were to ask us about the Falklands we were to

  say it’s none of our business. We didn’t want to get anywhere near revving them up or giving them any more reason to really want to win the game, but I think they did use that to

  motivate their players anyway.




  The game was being played just seven days before the final, which would be taking place at the same venue. We were up at 8 a.m., breakfast thirty minutes later and then leaving the hotel at 9

  a.m. Footballers don’t like early kick-offs because it messes up their routines and we were kicking-off at noon in the midday sunshine to keep European TV companies happy. We filed on to the

  coach and pulled away from the hotel, driving through pretty empty streets. We’d played at the Azteca Stadium a few days before against Paraguay and when we returned to the massive stadium I

  think I knew that, short of winning the World Cup, this was going to be the pinnacle of my career. We hoped we could get two games further but I was in dreamland, thinking back to where I’d

  been in a relegation fight just two months earlier. The bus arrived at the Azteca and then slowly drove down, under the actual stadium where it was dark. I knew this was something special,

  something historic. I’d been waiting all my life for today. Then we descended into a sodium-lit underworld, hidden away from the harsh Mexico morning sunshine.
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  In the changing rooms the usual suspects were being loud. Terry Butcher was loud, that helped him get aggressive. Kenny Sansom was chirpy and would share a joke to relax himself

  and the other players. Gary Lineker was always quiet. Some of the people you might have thought would be loud weren’t, I think the enormity of the occasion had sunk into some of the players.

  I was my usual quiet self, gathering my thoughts until I went on my own to a warm-up area where there was some AstroTurf under the stands along a corridor from the dressing room. I just loosened up

  a bit by knocking a few balls against the wall. I could hear a loud hum outside; it wasn’t a thumping noise but obviously a lot of people were arriving and the occasion was building. My old

  Forest teammate Viv Anderson came over and said a few words. “Can you believe it?” he asked. “You’re playing in a World Cup quarter-final. I’ve been to two World Cups

  and haven’t kicked a ball yet.” He made me realise how lucky I was; I could only smile in return.




  Back in the room Don Howe would usually have something to say; he was more tactical than Bobby but he hadn’t singled out Maradona specifically. At the team meeting the day before

  we’d briefly addressed the Maradona situation and what we’d do to combat him when he had the ball. Bobby didn’t want us to lose our own self-belief so we didn’t talk about

  him too much, it was more about how we were going to play. He reiterated that sometimes we’d have to double up on him, but we were just to play our own game.




  As we readied to go out for the anthems Bobby said a few last words, “We’re England. We play our way!” People around me were shouting out, “No regrets!” and

  “Don’t let it pass you by!” For the older pros this would be their one-and-only chance to get to a World Cup semi-final. The Argentinians were waiting for us in the tunnel as we

  walked out. I had a little look to see where Maradona was, but I was at the back of the line and didn’t see him until we got onto the pitch. We were hit with a blast of noise and blinding

  sunshine as we emerged from the tunnel. I was also hit by the vastness of the stadium. I saw his mop of black hair and people, if not in awe of him, were certainly aware of his presence. Whatever

  happened in the game, history was about to be created.




  





  In the Beginning




  Tony Hateley was a football legend in Nottingham. He’d played for Notts County before moving to high-profile clubs like Liverpool, Chelsea, Aston Villa, Coventry and

  Birmingham City then returned to County at the end of his career. I was about ten years old when I saw him standing on the top bank at Stanhope Junior School. Every now and then he’d bellow

  out, “Come on, son!” I didn’t keep a diary as a child, but many images easily stuck in my mind during my formative years and this is one of those moments. I was playing for

  Stanhope and our opposition that day included Tony Hateley’s son, Mark. Later we’d end up in some of the same England World Cup squads. I also faced Brian Kilcline, who was at Christ

  the King, the local Catholic school. He became known as this six-foot-tall thirteen year old who had a beard and he would scare everybody to death. Later he beat me in an FA Cup final. Looking back

  it seems strange that three successful players made it from such a small area.




  I grew up in Gedling, a mining village in Nottinghamshire. During the 1970s most of my schoolfriends’ dads were miners, but my dad, Brian, was a local government officer while mum, Violet,

  worked at a lace factory in Nottingham. Dad was a good local non-league winger and our family was always quite sporty. We’d have holidays in Blackpool and Bournemouth, and I have great

  memories of being in Stanley Park playing football or cricket with parents, grandparents and cousins or out at Mablethorpe on the East coast in a caravan. Like many children in the 60s and 70s I

  spent much of my free time outside kicking a ball about. In the school holidays I’d play with my cousin at the local Westdale Lane school where my grandfather was the caretaker and we’d

  have the whole school to ourselves. It would be one versus one across the whole playground or, on another day, it would be just bowler versus batsman at cricket. Whatever the game it was always

  competitive. In term time we’d sneak through a neighbour’s garden as a short cut on to another local school where we’d play until dark. It sounds very old-fashioned now, but

  that’s how it was. Sport was a huge part of my life and it really was jumpers for goalposts all the time. Sundays were spent at my Granddad Hodge’s house with all the family. He had a

  long driveway and we’d play cricket with six or seven fielders.




  My dad started taking me down to see Forest from about the age of eight. I was lucky enough to see Ian Storey-Moore in his last year at the City Ground. He was exciting and scored some memorable

  goals. I was there when he netted a famous one against Arsenal as he beat about eight Arsenal players from the halfway line, but he couldn’t save Forest and they went down to the Second

  Division. Then Duncan McKenzie became the Forest star. I was at the FA Cup game when Forest beat First Division Manchester City 4–1 in the first Sunday game. I was almost in tears because I

  also supported Manchester City as a kid and Francis Lee was my hero. City had a great team in the late 1960s and early 1970s. They won the League Championship in 1968, the FA Cup in 1969 and both

  the League Cup and European Cup Winners’ Cup in 1970. I especially loved the way Lee played, the goals he scored, and the fact that he was a big character. I was able to see England games on

  television; Mexico ’70 was my first memory of a big tournament, and the FA Cup final was shown but there wasn’t much other football on TV for a youngster to watch. I managed to go to

  the 1974 League Cup final but Wolves beat Man City that day and I was devastated.




  My dad and granddad would take a little stool for me to stand on at the City Ground where we’d go on to the old East Stand terracing. We’d park near Colwick and walk over Lady Bay

  Bridge which was a little way along the river from Trent Bridge. When you got on to the bridge in winter time you’d see the lights of the stadium in the middle distance across the misty river

  and the atmosphere was so exciting. The away fans were placed in the old wooden stand behind the Forest fans, where we stood. There was little sign of any police planning or crowd control back

  then. I don’t remember ever seeing any stewards. The sway of the crowd could be scary and sometimes the crush could carry you across the steps, even with your dad looking out for you. For a

  youngster it could be a daunting experience and it was always likely that something nasty would happen.




  In 1974, after beating Manchester City, Forest got to the FA Cup quarter-finals for the first time in several years. They drew Newcastle away and my dad drove us up to St James to see the game.

  We stood behind the goal with the rest of the Forest fans and I got a place right at the front so I could just about see over the wall at the front of the terracing. Forest controlled the game and

  went 3–1 up against ten men, but then things took a turn for the worse. I could see some trouble at their end behind the goal and we knew that in that era there might be a pitch invasion by

  the home fans so they could get the game abandoned and replayed. I saw one chubby Geordie get out on to the pitch and then hoards of them spilled on to the pitch. The Newcastle fans came running

  the length of the pitch towards us. It was like the Zulus coming towards us! There was no security to speak of and the police were pitiful and just couldn’t cope with what was happening. I

  couldn’t move or go anywhere and for an eleven year old it was very frightening. My Dad just said, “Get your head down!” which I did. Then I can just remember people climbing over

  us and past us and people roaring. After a few minutes it died down and the police managed to wrestle some semblance of order. The police came in and cordoned off the Forest fans and I was still

  right at the front. The players had been taken off but when they returned I just saw Forest collapse in the last half hour and they lost 4–3. The Newcastle fans got away with it but the FA

  decided to replay the game and after a second replay that Newcastle won 1–0, they eventually reached the final where they lost to Liverpool. The whole episode really gave me an insight into

  what could happen on the terraces and showed me that sometimes you have no control over what might happen to you and it was a day that I’d never forget.




  It was a complete contrast when I went to watch cricket in the sedate environment of Trent Bridge. I would go and watch Test matches with my cousin Paul where we’d be allowed to spend the

  day by ourselves. I saw Viv Richards score 200 and lots of the great players passed before me each summer. To a kid from Gedling seeing someone from Australia in the early 1970s was like seeing

  someone from Mars. We got to watch them in the nets and it was like seeing a different species. I lapped it all up and just wanted to absorb everything that I could.
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  Back in the beginning I played as a striker for Stanhope Junior School and would get loads of goals; knowing how to finish would be very important for me later in my career. I

  was first spotted by the local area scout, Graham Cordell, who scouted for Forest and had been a goalkeeper for Aston Villa. He came to speak to me after a game and asked if my dad was there so

  that he could arrange a trial for me. He later said to my dad that the thing that made his mind up about me was that I’d received a ball and I’d let the ball run through my legs because

  I knew a teammate was behind me. It was that bit of awareness that had impressed him.




  Back then, before the days of football academies, you went for trials in the school holidays. A chap called Jack Nesbitt saw me playing at the Clifton All-Whites ground. He asked for my dad and

  set me up for a trial at Derby County. So by the age of eleven I had both Forest and Derby knocking on my door. It was like being in dreamland. Even if you think you’re not bad you

  don’t know how good the other kids are going to be. At the trials you’d meet kids from all over Nottingham but no one would know what to say to each other because everyone there was

  there with the same aim. It was actually a good grounding in how to break the ice when meeting new people, just as I’d have to throughout my career. The trialists would meet at the City

  Ground and eleven of us would be thrown together to play against a side from, say, Corby. There’d be some lads from Ireland and Scotland thrown in too. The early trials weren’t a

  make-or-break situation and most players would go on to sign schoolboy forms at the age of fourteen so you knew you’d got two years. You just wanted to impress and you’d get a boost if

  you knew you’d played well. A couple of ex-Forest players, Alan Hill and Liam O’Kane, were in charge of the trials, which seemed to come around during every school holiday.




  By secondary school I was playing for South Notts which encompassed a large area and we’d go to places like Coventry, Doncaster and Sheffield. I was still quite small and was constantly up

  against physically bigger players. We’d play on Saturday mornings and we’d meet at 8 a.m. in the city centre for the team bus. We’d play the game and be back in Nottingham for

  about 2 p.m. when my Dad would pick me up and take me to play for Parkhead, my local club side, on the Saturday afternoon. Another future professional from this team was Nigel Pearson, who played

  for Shrewsbury, Sheffield Wednesday and Middlesbrough and later managed Southampton and Leicester City. I’d be back home for about 6 p.m., shattered but having loved every minute of it. For

  most players, two games in a day would be enough for the weekend but on a Sunday I’d often play for the league representative team as well, so on some weekends I’d play three full

  matches. We trained just once a week; it was the games which were really the training. I’d also play for my school once a week as well so you could improve pretty quickly playing that many

  games against the best players in the area for about four years. It’s very different to the regime imposed on young players today who do more training but don’t learn and develop in the

  same way because they don’t get enough games to play.




  I was fortunate that my upbringing revolved around sport and luckily I had the talent and physical attributes to be able to pursue that dream. I can well remember the days when my dad would take

  me to the school football ground and watch as I did laps of the pitch and got me to hop from the halfway line to the goal-line in order to build up my calves. I used to go for runs as a thirteen or

  fourteen year old and it became clear that fitness was one of my main strengths and the jogging routine is something which I’ve kept up to this day. I won the 1975 South Notts Cross Country

  Championship, which proved I had excellent stamina.




  My trials took me all over the place. Before you signed schoolboy terms at fourteen, you could play trial games for as many different clubs as you liked. When I was twelve I was put on a train

  to Derby which was quite daunting for me. Jack Nesbitt was supposed to be waiting for me at the other end but when I arrived he wasn’t there. I panicked a little bit: I didn’t have a

  mobile phone to use, but after about half an hour wandering around Derby train station someone turned up to collect me. The brother of legendary Arsenal manager Bertie Mee lived in Nottingham and

  he got me a trial down at Arsenal, but I didn’t want to play so far from home, although I often played games at West Brom and at Notts County, and I had a week at Manchester United arranged

  by a chap called Bill Barrowcliff. He invited myself and another Nottingham lad to stay at Salford University, and at the age of fourteen we had a fantastic time. At United there were lots of

  players from Wales, Scotland and Ireland. I think Ronnie Whelan might have been there. I thought I might look out of place but I did OK against all these Under-14 internationals. We got a tour of

  Old Trafford and thirteen lads and two scouts managed to get stuck in a lift for over an hour. One of the adults was Bob Bishop, a United legend for finding George Best. It was all a really good

  experience.




  I was never at home during the holidays but my parents were very supportive. They were also cautious and very realistic. If I got a “well done” I knew I’d done really well

  because the compliments weren’t free flowing. When I got one I knew I’d earned it.




  Another time at Derby I was up against Dave Mackay in the training dome playing one versus one like I had against my cousin just a few years earlier. I remember telling my dad about it. He knew

  all about Dave from his days at Spurs. At the Derby training ground I was walking around with the likes of Roy McFarland and Colin Todd, players who had recently won the League Championship. It was

  a slightly surreal time for me.




  After three years playing at South Notts I was dropped for a year for being too small, even though I’d been the captain during the previous season. For a year I was out of the trips around

  the Midlands and I missed the England Under-15 trials. For a while it could have been the end of my world as I lost confidence and doubted myself, but luckily the trial games still kept coming.

  West Brom were still keen and they had me over to watch their reserves. I saw an unknown forward called Cyrille Regis score and soon afterwards he got into their first team where his career just

  took off. It gave me an insight into how you can quickly make a name for yourself if things go your way.




  Even though I was dropped from South Notts I eventually signed schoolboy terms at Forest in October 1977. My original scout, Graham Cordell was pally with Peter Taylor and after one game he told

  Graham that, “I want to see young Hodgey and his parents at the ground tomorrow to meet me and the gaffer.” Brian Clough was probably the most famous manager in the country; he’d

  performed miracles at two provincial clubs and now I was going in to meet him. As we walked in Chris Woods had just signed as an apprentice. He was this big, blond-haired lad from Lincolnshire with

  a potato-growing father. Then we were called into the manager’s office. It was my parents that Clough wanted to chat with. For me it was very much a case of speak when you’re spoken to.

  “Come in, pet, will you have a drink?” he asked my mum. Both my parents declined a drink but he was persistent. “Well, you will have one because you’re in my office now. We

  rate your son not bad for his age.” He went on to ask about my dad’s work, just normal banter. Forest had just been promoted to the First Division and had had a great start to life in

  the top flight. It was a straight choice for me between Forest and Derby, but Brian Clough was the draw and that made up my mind for me. I knew he’d give kids the chance if they were good

  enough and so I signed for him. I had two years left at school before my exams but would be playing for the Forest Colts side in the Notts Youth League under the guidance of Trevor Patterson.




  Patterson was like a sergeant major, a real nasty piece of work. Once we lost a cup final and he was really annoyed with us. He stormed in and said, “You lot are a shower of shit! None of

  you will ever make it as footballers! You’re useless!” Those words have always stuck with me. I thought, “Does he really mean it? Are we really not very good? Is this reality

  checking in?” Today it would be classed as real verbal abuse and it was scary to fourteen and fifteen-year-old kids. My dad later said he saw a real change in me mentally during that year

  with Trevor Patterson. I survived it though and we occasionally saw the first-team management taking an interest. That was the light at the end of the tunnel but nothing was guaranteed.




  





  The Apprentice




  July 1979 seems a really long time ago now. Margaret Thatcher was the new prime minister, punk was still in fashion and English football was far from the multi-million pound

  industry that it is today. I was just a sixteen-year-old kid and the chance to jump on board the professional football merry-go-round was incredibly exciting and even the one-in-a-million odds of

  making it weren’t going to stop me having a go. Forest had just had an unbelievable two years and I had been lucky enough to witness it all from fairly close quarters without actually being a

  part of the squad. They’d won the championship at the first time of asking and then went and beat holders Liverpool in the European Cup before becoming champions of Europe themselves.

  I’d had a front row seat as they knocked holders Liverpool out of Europe in September 1978 and I met Bill Shankley that night and got his autograph. I also saw first hand the respect that

  Brian Clough had for Shankley and also Jock Stein, who visited later.




  I got a treat when Trevor Francis found out that I was a big ELO fan. He knew the lead singer, Jeff Lynne, and invited me along with some of the first-team players to go and see them in concert.

  We all went backstage and I felt like an imposter but loved being close to a band I loved.




  I was offered a two-year contract as an apprentice with the reigning champions of Europe – not many people got that chance. Five of the youth side were taken on and seven dumped, with a

  few new ones being brought in, including a tricky winger called Calvin Plummer. We were suddenly thrust into the world of professional players at the absolute pinnacle of their careers – who

  could want for a better education?




  I’d taken my O-Levels in June and had just five weeks before I reported for preseason training in July. Alan Hill had always told me to make sure I worked hard for my exams because they

  were my back-up for a life outside of football. There were no guarantees that I’d make it in the game. Liam O’Kane was in charge of giving us our duties at Forest and we started a week

  before the first team came back from their summer break. It was probably the sweetest break they’d ever had, because the last match of the season had seen them beat Malmo 1–0 to win the

  European Cup. We were given our own towels, own kit, and four other sets to look after for the senior players. Each first teamer had four lots of kit and four sets of boots, so we had to look after

  around twenty or so kits and sets of boots. We’d arrive before the senior players in the morning and set out their training kit; we also had to clean out the big bath, showers and toilets

  after training. We’d have to clean all the boots and sometimes Larry Lloyd would throw them back at me and I’d be told to do them again in no uncertain terms.




  During our first day’s lunch break we all went up to the Trent Bridge chip shop for pie and peas, which soon became our regular haunt, not something which would be tolerated today. Then we

  were soon involved in preseason training with the first-team squad. It started with lots of runs around Wollaton Park in Nottingham. I was now training with what would today be the likes of

  Barcelona or AC Milan.




  Jimmy Gordon took most of the training. He was an old-school coach having been with Clough and Taylor for years and previously represented Scotland while playing for Newcastle and Middlesbrough.

  He’d lead us through run after run around the Wollaton Park lake. I didn’t really enjoy it, but it wasn’t a problem for me, but some players would come back a stone overweight and

  literally needed to be run back into shape. I didn’t say much but listened to the stories and it was great to be around a team which you knew would go down in the annals of history. The

  banter would be flying around and I sponged it all in even if it wasn’t nice sometimes. The young players had to sink or swim in a very tough mental school with the manager, with the senior

  players and with your younger peers.




  When the footballs came out after about two weeks, the apprentices and first team went separate ways, but occasionally we’d have a first teamer train or play alongside us. Once we were

  joined by Kenny Burns, a hard player who Clough and Taylor had transformed from a centre-forward to a centre-half. They’d done such a good job that he’d been voted PFA Player of the

  Year in 1978. On this day Burns joined us for a preseason session and he was caught on the leg by a six-foot youth player called Simon Worthington. Burns didn’t take kindly to it and without

  any ceremony he turned around and head-butted him. As Simon hit the deck, Kenny just turned and walked straight off the pitch, up the embankment and back to the dressing rooms. I was shocked and

  couldn’t believe what I’d just seen. I’d never seen anything so violent on a football pitch, especially between players of the same club. It was an extreme example of the way

  things were done at Nottingham Forest. The first team were encouraged by the manager not to let the young lads in, but then he’d come to us and say, “Go and sort out so-and-so!”

  He’d have everyone fighting each other to prove their place and everyone thought they’d have a chance of getting into the first team. Clough would often tell me in training to go and

  kick John Robertson, who he felt was the best player at the club. “Well done, son,” he’d intone. “Now go and kick him again!” Robbo would be grumbling in the

  background but Clough loved it that I’d go and kick an old pro, that I wasn’t intimidated even though I respected them.




  My daily routine would involve getting a bus into Nottingham at 7.15 a.m., where I’d arrive for about 8 a.m. Then I had to wait around for thirty minutes for a connecting bus to take me to

  the ground where I’d arrive at about nine to start in the boot room and set out two sets of kit. The first team would start arriving for their ten-thirty start. This instilling of discipline,

  while being surrounded by people who had reached the very pinnacle and succeeded in their careers, made you more than willing to go through the humbling stuff. You could see what could be achieved

  right in front of you every day, it was a positive environment to learn in and I was surrounded by winners.




  The youth side was called the “A” team and we played in the Midlands youth league, a league that we were expected to win every year, so we were under pressure right from the start. I

  knew that I’d have to push myself to the limit to get anywhere near the first team when they could go out and break transfer records to bring in new players. I also had competition within the

  A team. A lad called Jim McKechnie came down from Scotland and we all called him “four-grand Jim” because his dad had allegedly been paid £4,000 for him to sign for Forest. Like

  me, he played in midfield which was obviously a problem for me as they’d already invested hard cash in him.




  I think when many players retire they look back at those two years as some of the most enjoyable of their career in terms of camaraderie. We’d all head to the local snooker hall after

  training and on Saturday nights after a game we’d all go around town having a few drinks. We also had the occasional celebrity visitor. One time I played with Trevor Francis in a game between

  youth team players and The Sun came down for a photo. We all went out and bought a copy the next day! It was just another fantastic experience for a first year apprentice playing with the

  first million pound player. As an apprentice I’d been allowed to join the Professional Footballers’ Association. I had to pay the princely sum of 25p as an ‘entrance fee’

  with my annual subscription costing £3.




  Friday afternoons were the worst. You’d be there late, getting all of your own kit ready for Saturday morning, and if the first team were at home you had to get all of their kit ready or

  pack it up for an away trip. Sometimes I’d be called upon to clean Brian Clough’s shoes, or sometimes his car. Then we had to sweep the stands and clean up litter. Ron Fenton took

  charge of the apprentices and every Friday he’d put us through an extreme physical test. We’d be lined up against a wall because he wanted to check that we’d been doing our

  stomach exercises that week. I wasn’t the best, to be honest, and I didn’t really like doing them. It was up to each player to go and do them in their own time during the week. Fenton

  would walk along the line and each week he’d pick someone and say, “Tense them!” The unfortunate apprentice would then get punched ten times in the stomach. He rained them in

  quickly, one after another, and Ronnie was a strong man. Some lads would crumple up after two punches and we’d all be in the background laughing but if it was your turn you just had to take

  it, and it did hurt. It was another toughening experience, I can’t imagine that being in the Arsene Wenger book of training techniques.




  Amongst ourselves the apprentices also had routines and sometimes forfeits had to be taken. Whenever one of us had a birthday the unlucky lad would get stripped and put in the showers where

  he’d be covered all over in black boot polish. When it wasn’t your turn it was great, but everyone got it at some point; it was a really good laugh. We were quite a close-knit bunch but

  we all knew we’d lose a few players along the way. I remember Peter Taylor coming to me at half-time during a friendly game and he said, “Young Hodge, if you don’t pick up your

  performance I’ll send you to Hartlepool for a month!” I knew Hartlepool was up north somewhere and it didn’t sound very appealing! I didn’t really get to know Peter that

  well, but he gave me one of those stares and he had a real snarl on his face when he said it.




  Forest had a couple of mavericks around briefly in 1980 and I was given Charlie George’s boots to clean. I didn’t mind though, especially when he gave me an extravagant £50

  Christmas tip! George didn’t stay long but he did score as Forest defeated Barcelona to win the European Super Cup. Before the first league game after they returned from Spain the gaffer came

  to me outside the dressing room and handed me the Super Cup trophy. “Young Hodge, go and show our fans this trophy,” he ordered. And so I had to go out and do a solo lap of honour

  around the pitch with the trophy, which I’d had nothing to do with. Stan Bowles was also signed. He would turn up for training in a taxi and leave it in the City Ground car park with the

  meter running while he trained. Not only that, but his girlfriend would be sitting in the back waiting as well!




  In the January of the second year most players knew where they stood against the others and had a good idea of whether or not they’d be retained. Calvin Plummer was already in the reserve

  team, so obviously he’d been picked out. Colin Walsh, Stuart Gray and John Robertson were all ahead of me in the left-sided areas I wanted to get into. Gray was a left-back and left-sided

  midfielder and Walsh was seen as Robertson’s eventual replacement, so I saw a lot of barriers ahead of me. By January I wasn’t sure what would happen to me. I was then thrown into the

  reserve team to see what would happen; once again it was a case of sink or swim. On the Friday Brian Clough pinned up his handwritten team sheets for the first and reserves team games for the

  following day. The first-team line-up was one of legend. Shilton, Anderson, Gray, McGovern, Lloyd, Burns, O’Neill, Bowyer, Birtles, Woodcock, Robertson. The reserve team XI was slightly less

  known with Kent, Thrower, Lilley, Haire and MacLeod starting the game. My eyes scrolled down the list and there I was at the bottom: ‘12. Hodge’. I hung around until everyone had gone

  home then went over to the noticeboard, took down the sheet of paper and stuffed it into my bag. When I got on that day at Preston for a few minutes I knew that I’d made a start; I was making

  progress and moving from youth football to the men’s game where I’d be given no favours.




  My full reserve-team debut came later. Frank Clark was the second string’s manager and I played at Blackpool with Larry Lloyd in the team on a beautiful afternoon. I got off to a great

  start and scored in a 3–1 win. I recall going into the toilets at half-time and John O’Hare was sat smoking in one of the cubicles with smoke billowing out over the top. I remember

  thinking: footballers don’t smoke! Getting a regular game in the reserves was a fantastic education off and on the field. One week I played against a Liverpool side with Phil Thompson,

  who’d won the European Cup, and the next time they included Ian Rush, Jimmy Case, Avi Cohen, Steve Heighway and Ronnie Whelan – an unbelievable side. At Everton I was faced by Howard

  Kendall, who was playing in the reserves while he was the first-team manager! Graeme Sharpe was forever saying, “Yes boss, yes boss.” These days you wouldn’t get that chance to

  play in the reserves against the top pros, the European Cup winners. At Aston Villa it was the same, as they fielded Noel Blake, Gary Williams and Nigel Spink.




  Brian Clough took a great interest in the reserves – he had to, because the club was broke and he couldn’t afford to buy anybody. During games we’d know if he was there because

  his voice would be booming out from the mostly empty stands. Trialists would come and go until one day a lad called Peter Davenport came in and scored on his reserve team debut. He was a real

  natural finisher, two footed, quick. He was signed and in the first team very quickly. It proved to me that there was a route to the first team through the reserves: Forest weren’t

  able to just go and buy a player when they needed one any more.




  During that second year of my apprenticeship I went on Forest’s annual trip to the Blau Witt tournament in Holland and another one in Dusseldorf. I can remember seeing a young David Moyes

  with a mop of red hair walking along the street with Paul McStay of the Celtic youth side. Leicester City had a speed merchant by the name of Gary Lineker in their team and we faced the likes of

  Bayern Munich and Ajax. You had to grow up very quickly because these were some of the best youth teams in Europe. Brian Clough went with us to the Blau Witt and during one game he was in a foul

  mood. Nigel Thrower took a throw-in but delivered it to the recipient’s neck area while shouting, “Hold it!” Clough was enraged. “Hold it!” he screamed.

  “He’s not a fucking seal!” At half-time he asked David Campbell where he thought he was playing. “Er, right midfield, breaking out wide . . . ” the young Irishman

  began. Clough cut him short. “You couldn’t break a fucking egg!” Then he asked Steve Sutton how old he was. “Eighteen,” came the reply. “Well, if you play like

  that you’ll be out of the game by twenty-one!” Clough spat back. In the second half it was my turn. “How many O-Levels have you got?” he shouted when I came near the bench.

  I held up my hand to indicate five. “You’ll get none in fucking football!” he replied.




  Brian Clough was watching me by the end of the 1980–81 season. I saw an article in the Nottingham Evening Post by Duncan Hamilton in which the manager picked out myself and Chris

  Fairclough as names for the future. If I saw something in the local paper written by Hamilton, or by John Lawson, then I knew it was from the horse’s mouth. Because I was a good athlete and

  had had a decent season on the left wing, Clough called me in and said I’d be offered a one-year professional contract with a wage of £70 a week. It was take it or leave it. I took it

  gladly.




  





  The Professionals




  The 1981–82 season was the worst at Forest since they’d won promotion in 1977. Since then they’d been to three League Cup finals and won the championship and

  two European Cups. The fans had quickly come to expect success but a series of high-profile transfers hadn’t quite worked out and the glory team was being broken up. I saw them lose at home

  to lowly Wrexham in the FA Cup, Justin Fashanu couldn’t buy a goal and the team were struggling. The current methods weren’t working so it was a good time to be a young player at

  Nottingham Forest.




  In October I got a call on a Sunday afternoon and was called into the ground where the first team were at home to Vancouver Whitecaps in a friendly game. The Canadians were touring with Peter

  Lorimer and Ray Hankin in their side. I only got to the ground at about ten past two for a three o’clock kick-off as I’d played for the reserves on Saturday, and when I arrived I was

  told that I was playing! Things couldn’t have started better for me as I scored at the Trent End in the first twenty minutes and we drew 2–2. That game gave me such a buzz, but then, of

  course, I was out of the team again. A few weeks later we were at Grantham for a friendly and I was picked again and bagged a hat-trick in a 5–2 win, so I must have been putting myself in the

  frame.




  Defender Chris Fairclough was a year younger than me and was getting a few first-team chances before me, but towards the end of the season Clough asked me to come and watch a home game against

  Spurs and be on the bench with him. “Come and learn your trade” was how he put it. Clough was always aware that Spurs liked to play a passing game and when they were inspired by Glenn

  Hoddle, he’d say, “If you let this lot play today they’ll take the piss out of you!” During the game we had a chance and it looked like we might be about to score, though it

  was scrambled away. Graham Lyas, our physio, half jumped up and shouted “Yes!” but he sat down quickly, realising he’d made an error. Cloughie angrily turned to him and said,

  “Physio, when the ball’s being placed back on the halfway line, then I’ll tell you it’s a goal! Until then, sit down and shut up!” So I sat very quietly through the

  whole game, just watching and learning, not daring to say a word. Davenport scored and we won 2–0, I knew that I must be in his thoughts. When someone took a long shot, Clough said,

  “Who does he think he is, shooting from forty yards!” And when someone missed from close range he exclaimed, “He’s entitled to hit the target from there!” All the

  sayings that I’d be hearing for the next ten years were coming out. When a Forest player misplaced a pass he’d bellow, “Pass the ball to a red shirt!” He once told me,

  “You’d be amazed how many players can’t pass a ball five yards from A to B when they’re under pressure.”




  “A footballer needs to practise his job every day,” he’d intone and another favourite of his was, “If you’re not sure what to do, do nowt, sleep on it.”




  The last game of the season was away at Ipswich and I was included in the squad that travelled. I had to make all the teas and coffees on the bus for the whole three-hour trip on the Friday. I

  was made to feel welcome but knew my place as everyone would be gently taking the mickey out of me. “One more sugar, please.” “Can you stir it gently for me?” But I was just

  happy to be in the fourteen-man squad.




  Saturday was a lovely sunny day and Willie Young came into my room and said, “You’re playing today. Justin’s pulled out.” I thought, “Well, he’s a striker. I

  don’t play as a striker. I’m not sure about that. I’ll wait and see.” My parents had travelled down as well just on the off-chance that I might be the sub or be involved in

  some way. We got to the ground and we were all waiting to hear the team – no one from the management had given me any hint as to whether I’d be involved or not. Clough read the team out

  and said, “Young Hodge, you’re playing centre-forward.” I thought, “Wow, I don’t care where I play. I’m actually starting a game!” Justin Fashanu had

  pulled out for some unknown reason and the manager was clearly angry with him about it, so now, right at the end of my contract, I was being thrown in at the deep end.




  It was a massive game for Ipswich Town, because if they won and Liverpool lost they’d be the league champions. Liverpool were a point ahead and playing at home, so it meant a lot for them.

  Both games were being covered on Match of the Day, which was a big deal back then, and the main chance for fans to see football on TV. I went out and saw some Forest fans in the corner,

  which we appreciated, because three hours each way for a meaningless game, for us, was a big undertaking. I’ve since seen on a video Bobby Robson asking his assistant manager, Bobby Ferguson,

  “Have you seen that little centre-forward?” before the game, and he told Terry Butcher and Russell Osman to look out for me. Obviously his brain was ticking over about me and it was

  ironic that our paths would meet so much later in my career. As we walked out the noise hit me; I wasn’t used to that kind of reception playing for the youth team or in reserve games. Clough

  just told me to go out and enjoy myself and to run around, which I did for eighty-five minutes. As it turned out, the two managers that day would become the two most important men in my career.




  At half-time I’d been running around like an idiot in the heat and it was 0–0. I’d been able to get the ball down and lay it off, I didn’t feel out of place. It had been

  drummed into me to receive the ball, get turned and run at the defender, so I tried to do that whenever I could. We scored within five minutes of the restart. Peter Davenport got one, then another,

  before Alan Brazil pulled one back. After seventy minutes we counter-attacked and I had a run at Mick Mills; a change of pace got me a half-yard in the box, I drilled the ball low and hard and

  Davenport got his hat-trick from close in. By then I was shattered. Nervous energy had got me through it; I’d made a goal and I was happy to have had an input in a great win. I was

  substituted with five minutes to go and as I walked off Cloughie came off the bench and hugged me and picked me up in the air. I was just eager to get in the shade, but then he started untying my

  boot laces! I was thinking, “Brian Clough is taking my boots off! I must have had a really good game today! He’s really pleased with me!” I was slightly embarrassed but inwardly I

  was buzzing.




  “Well done, son,” he said. “You’ll be doing this forty-odd times again next season if you’re lucky!” which was music to my ears. It was a huge game for me. If

  we’d lost 4–0 that might have been the end of my professional career, you just never knew. Before we left Portman Road I saw what could happen if you got on the wrong side of Cloughie.

  Justin Fashanu, who had pulled out and given me my chance, was denied access to the team coach by the manager. Cloughie was livid and shut the door behind him and said, “Let him walk!”

  I was shocked to see a million-pound player being shut out of the team bus. I went away from that game absolutely shattered, sitting at the back of the bus just gazing at the East Anglian

  countryside as we made our way back home, happy and contented with my debut.




  





  Justin Fashanu – The Sad Story of a Million Pound Flop




  I always found Justin Fashanu to be an articulate and friendly character but his ways were very different to your average First Division footballer in the 1980s. All the

  first-team players at Forest had a blue towel with a number stitched on but Justin preferred to bring in his own towels for use after training; it was little things like that that made him stand

  out from the crowd, never a good thing in a football dressing room. He also went through a period of bringing his own personal masseur into the changing room to give him a massage before training.

  This was questioned by some of the players because in the macho world of professional football it was a bit precious! Justin’s little eccentricities might have been overlooked if he had been

  successful on the pitch, but at Forest he really struggled. While I was still an apprentice he asked me and two or three others to stay behind after training for some extra shooting practice. He

  was still new to the club then and I hadn’t really seen what he could do, but on this occasion no words were needed. These simple shooting drills turned into a nightmare for him, and us

  apprentices displayed far better technique than the one-million-pound player. His shots continually flew high and wide or were miscued and in a strange way it gave me a confidence boost because I

  saw that my technique was better than a one-million-pound player’s.




  It seemed to go from bad to worse for Justin; his scoring was minimal and the first team struggled. Brian Clough obviously felt let down that the money he’d spent wasn’t being repaid

  and things between him and Fashanu disintegrated. It came to a head later while we were training at the Holme Road training ground one day, when a police car arrived and two policemen strolled on

  to the pitch. Justin had been suspended by the manager but had turned up to train anyway. I watched with the other apprentices from another pitch and saw the officers walk towards Justin and inform

  him that the manager wanted him to be removed from the grounds. It was a measure of the power that Brian Clough had in Nottingham that he could get uniformed policemen to come to training and

  remove a player. Justin initially refused and stood his ground, but after some gentle persuasion he strode off and into the police car which took him back to the City Ground to get changed. It was

  another surreal day at Nottingham Forest and it was sad to see Justin humiliated in such a way, walking off with his head bowed and clearly upset by what was happening to him.




  





  To Europe




  After the Ipswich game I was out of contract, but soon afterwards I was called in by Cloughie, which I took to be a good sign. “I thought you did all right at Ipswich,

  young man,” he said. “I’m going to offer you a one-year contract with a rise to £90.” Relieved to still have a future in the game, I took it. I was pleased because

  I’d never been one of the blue-eyed boys but had managed to take my chance when it came. The last game of my contract could easily have gone the other way and I might not have been kept on at

  all. So I had a full season to look forward to. Our preseason preparations continued to Gibraltar, Nuremberg and then a tournament in Huelva. We reached the final against Recreativo de Huelva and

  it was a real kicking match, something else that I’d never been involved with or seen before. We won 1–0 and the trophy was a massive Spanish galleon. Myself, Bryn Gunn and Colin Walsh

  were put in charge of getting it back to the hotel and then back to England. It was a nightmare getting it through customs and on to the plane, where it had three seats to itself. It’s still

  in the Forest trophy room to this day.
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