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  A couple of months before my dad died, I told him that I’d agreed a deal to write a biography of Brian Clough. His memory had gone by then, but when I asked if he

  remembered Clough, he looked at me like I was an idiot. ‘Of course I do,’ he snapped, and mentioned a hat-trick Clough had scored for Sunderland against Grimsby in 1962. He had no idea

  what he’d had for lunch.




  Like most of his generation of Wearsiders, my dad mythologised Clough. Growing up as a Sunderland fan, I could never quite understand why he was so popular, how a player who had played only a

  season and a half for us could have had such an impact. I now realise that the brevity is the point. Nobody had time to get frustrated with him; there was no long tailing off into retirement or

  sense of betrayal as he joined another club.




  More than that, Clough offered an excuse, a ready counterfactural. If he hadn’t wrecked his knee on Boxing Day, Sunderland would surely have been promoted in 1962–63 and would have

  attacked the First Division with momentum and a sense of self-belief. Given the readiness of the board to invest, there might have been a return to the glory days of the thirties. Even after the

  injury, there were intriguing possibilities. What if the board hadn’t sacked the manager George Hardwick and Clough, who was coaching the youth team? Could Clough have risen as a manager at

  Roker Park? Perhaps then it would have been Sunderland lifting the European Cup rather than Nottingham Forest. But Clough was ousted, leaving a bitterness that conditioned his attitude to

  football’s hierarchy that lasted for the rest of his career.




  It is that context that this book tries to restore. There have been several memoirs about Clough published in the past decade or so, many of them excellent, but this is the first full biography

  of Clough from birth to death. It is based on conversations with almost 200 interviewees, for whose time I thank them. Many asked not to be named or quoted; I hope

  I’ve respected their privacy. I’m very grateful to Richard Williams, Iain Macintosh and Richard Jolly for their help in tracking down and interviewing so many people who had a

  connection to Clough.




  The memory being as fallible as it is, and Clough being a rather better anecdotalist than he was historian, this book has also involved hours and hours in the British Library at St Pancras and

  British Newspaper Library at Colindale checking dates and facts. My thanks to the staff at both establishments.




  For their help in correcting and improving the manuscript, I thank Kat Petersen, Chris Hawkes, John English and, particularly, Ian Preece, my editor at Orion. Thanks also to my agent, David

  Luxton, for his constant support.




  A huge number of people have helped in other ways, whether by offering an opinion or anecdote, loaning books and tapes, or suggesting lines of enquiry. I’m especially grateful to: Araceli

  Alemán, Dave Allan, Philippe Auclair, Gary Bowyer, Jeff Brown, Paul Fraser, Nick Harris, Matt Hockin, Will Jago, Mark Metcalf, Jimmy Nelson, Dominic Sandbrook, Robin Simpson, Doug Weatherall

  and Scott Wilson. Brighton and Hove Albion, Hartlepool United and Middlesbrough football clubs were all extremely helpful. And thanks also to all those who responded to appeals for information in

  the Northern Echo and the Middlesbrough Evening Gazette.




  Captain Ahab stood erect, looking straight out beyond the ship’s ever-pitching prow. There was an infinity of firmest fortitude, a determinate, unsurrenderable

  wilfulness, in the fixed and fearless, forward dedication of that glance. Not a word he spoke; nor did his officers say aught to him; though by all their minutest gestures and expressions, they

  plainly showed the uneasy, if not painful, consciousness of being under a troubled master-eye. And not only that, but moody stricken Ahab stood before them with a crucifixion in his face; in all

  the nameless regal overbearing dignity of some mighty woe.







  

    Herman Melville, Moby-Dick


  




  

    

  




  




  I




  1935–1962




  

    

      


        	

          The young have aspirations that never come to pass; the old have reminiscences of what never happened.


        

      




      

        	

         

        

      


    




  


  


   

            Saki, Reginald at the Carlton


          






  




  




  His Mother’s Boy




  Walk out of Albert Park by the south-east corner, cross the road with the grass bank of the Clairville Stadium to the left and the brown-grey mass

  of the Cleveland Fire Station to the right, and you come to Valley Road. Cross over and walk down the left side, and at the end of the first block of four you come to number 11. It was there, on 21

  March 1935, that Brian Howard Clough was born.




  These days the street feels like any other on a pre-war estate: modest, unpretentious, perhaps a little shabby in places as age takes its toll, but pleasant enough; far, certainly, from the

  impoverished back-to-backs in which footballers of his era stereotypically grew up. This was one of the 1.5 million houses built with state or council subsidy to fulfil Lloyd George’s promise

  of ‘homes fit for heroes’ back from the First World War, part of a so-called garden-city development, bounded by a park and lighter and airier than the terraces of the town centre. This

  was council housing, aimed at the working class, but the area was desirable enough that the original residents included teachers, insurance agents and company directors. For the Cloughs, with their

  comparatively large garden, where they grew roses as well as the vegetables that were a significant part of their diet, the area must have carried a sense of aspiration.




  Much of Middlesbrough, after all, was a grim place, even by the standards of industrial cities between the wars. In his English Journey, published a year before Clough’s birth, J.B.

  Priestley described it as ‘a dismal town, even with football and beer’, which he isolated as the town’s two key leisure pursuits. Middlesbrough had grown faster than any other

  town in the country in the nineteenth century, the combination of iron ore in the Cleveland Hills and the coal from the Durham pits leaving it ideally placed to answer the world’s increasing

  demand for iron and then for steel. The difficulties it faced were the same as those faced by any town with a rapidly expanding population; because Middlesbrough’s population grew faster than

  anywhere else, so too did its problems. After the Wall Street crash of 1929, Middlesbrough was hit as hard as anywhere, many of the shipyards and the steelworks standing idle

  as demand plummeted. As a consequence, the thirties were a time of hardship and unemployment. The heavy industry may have been ugly, but its redundant trappings were even worse.




  Locals were well aware of their town’s status. ‘Not long ago,’ Priestley wrote, ‘I wrote an article in which I attacked a certain industrial town, which I did not name,

  for its miserable appearance and lack of civilised gaiety. The actual town I was describing was not Middlesbrough, was not even in the same part of the country. But at once an official of that town

  angrily protested in the local paper against my writing in such a fashion about Middlesbrough. I did not tell him that I had not had Middlesbrough in mind at all. If the cap fits, I thought, let

  them all wear it.’




  The new garden estates were an attempt to rectify that, and the sense of space remains striking: the streets are broad and beyond the garden at the back there is a stretch of grassland even

  before you reach the oval that used to be the sports ground of the Acklam steelworks. So rural was the feel, in fact, that it was common in Clough’s day to hear owls hoot at night, while a

  beck runs behind the even-numbered houses, through a clutch of shrubs and into Albert Park. It was the slates on that side of the street that the young Brian used anxiously to watch on damp days;

  only when they were dry would his mother allow him out to play, and until he suffered his knee injury aged twenty-seven – and beyond – playing was all Clough wanted to do.




  And it was in the park, given to the people of Middlesbrough in 1868 by the steel magnate Henry Bolckow, that Clough would walk with Peter Taylor discussing the game; and, today, it is there

  that a statue of him now stands, striding purposefully towards the town centre in kit and boots, with another pair of boots, laces tied together, slung around his neck. On his way he would pass the

  war memorial, and see on the marble slabs of remembrance the names of two of his relatives, John Jas Clough and William Clough, both of whom were killed in the First World War.




  Clough’s father, Joe, very nearly went the same way. He was precisely one of those soldiers home from the war for whom the garden estates had been designed; he had fought with the

  King’s Own Yorkshire Light Infantry and walked with a limp after being shot in the ankle. A scar on his nose, where he had been clipped by another bullet, showed how close he had come to death, but rather than dwelling on the fortune of his escape, the family preferred to tease him with the story that he had been shot as he ran away from the enemy, and had

  suffered the facial wound when he had turned back over his shoulder to make sure the Germans weren’t closing in. Perhaps that was an example of the rough, mocking humour in which Clough would

  later specialise – something Harry Pearson, in The Far Corner, suggests is characteristic of the area; perhaps for a generation to whom death was such a constant presence, mortality

  was an issue best avoided.




  Joe worked as a sugar-boiler at Garnett’s sweet factory, a quarter of a mile from Ayresome Park, leaving home at 7.30 in the morning and returning at 6 for his bath. He later rose to

  become manager, but at home it was Clough’s mother, Sally, who was in charge. She demanded the family were on time for dinner, refused to allow Joe to smoke in the house and ensured the

  household chores were done with rigorous punctuality. Despite frequent migraines, she maintained order, Clough recalled in his first autobiography, with ‘a thin belt’ she kept

  ‘across the back of a wooden chair’. She insisted that Sundays be observed, leading her brood to the Anglican church, and refusing to allow them to play football; instead, the

  ‘other room’, out of bounds for the rest of the week, would be opened and she would play the piano while the rest of the family sang along.




  Hers was a typically northern Anglicanism, in which cleanliness wasn’t so much next to godliness as integral to it, and entwined with a furious work ethic. ‘Cleanliness was a main

  theme of my mam’s,’ said Clough’s brother Joe. ‘We didn’t have any money, but that didn’t prevent her from keeping everything spotless.’ She scrubbed the

  front step incessantly, proudly maintained the net curtains and regarded it as a great virtue that she’d had the same stair-carpet for thirty years. She insisted that the sheets be on the

  line by 8.30am on washing day – scorning a neighbour who never got them out before 10 – and ensured all her children had three sets of clothes: one for school, one for Sunday best, and

  an old set to be worn at all other times, which for Clough tended to mean playing football or cricket in the park. The outside window-sills, meanwhile, were to be painted once a year.




  Clough seems to have been quite happy mucking in and running errands – he even put his balance as a striker down to the practice he had had at carrying a sack of

  potatoes in either hand – but the sills were a job he tried to avoid: ‘It was more than your life was worth if you got paint on the glass,’ he said in his second autobiography. He

  clearly adored his mother, while acknowledging that ‘she had a short temper’. In her brusqueness and sense of order, perhaps, lay the germ of Clough’s managerial style.

  ‘There was discipline in our house,’ he said, ‘because, with eight of us, there had to be.’




  It wasn’t just Sally who imposed it. Joe remembered his father having ‘big bony hands . . . they would leave a mark’. Sally’s only prohibition on the punishment he could

  administer was that it shouldn’t be ‘on the head’.




  Joe and Sally’s first child, Betty, died of septicaemia when she was four, before Brian was born. He thus became the fifth in a line of eight who survived, younger than Joe, Doreen, Des

  and Bill, and older than Gerald, Deanna and Barry. The brothers slept three to a bed – more if the cousins came to visit – all in the same room. It was, as Clough put it, ‘a

  hardworking, often hard-up house’ but, while they certainly weren’t well-off, the Cloughs were comfortable and well-fed and, once the war was over, managed to scrape together enough for

  a fortnight’s holiday in Blackpool every year. They regarded the resort as some kind of earthly paradise, even if money was so tight that candyfloss could only be bought every third day or so

  and one stick had to be shared among the whole family.




  Clough later idealised his childhood, almost fetishising it in the form of his mother’s mangle which he had restored and kept in his dining-room in Quarndon alongside his scroll certifying

  he was a Freeman of the City of Nottingham. In his first autobiography, Clough spoke lovingly of ‘the smell of liver and onions and the thought of dumplings, always crispy and then her [his

  mother’s] own rice pudding with nutmeg on the top to follow’, which for him equated to what he called in his second autobiography ‘the feeling of being wanted and safe’.




  His family also gave Clough his love of football, which soon became an obsession in an area that lived for the game. So intrinsic was the sport to the fabric of the town that ICI, the major

  employer on Teesside, changed shift patterns to fit around Middlesbrough’s home matches. Joe was a regular on the terraces at Ayresome Park. He idolised Wilf Mannion, who, Clough said,

  ‘played football the way Fred Astaire danced’. When Clough later found himself sharing a dressing-room with the great inside-forward he ‘couldn’t help

  but stare at him’. ‘I felt,’ he said, ‘as if I was watching somebody who lived on the moon.’ Mannion, his fellow England international George Hardwick and other

  players often visited the sweet factory, where Joe would hand out bags of rejects. Sally also loved the game, and would lean out of the back bedroom window to shout encouragement during matches

  played at the Acklam steelworks sports ground, which lay a few dozen yards away, beyond the gardens and a triangle of rough grass. Barbara Clough, Brian’s wife, remembered sitting next to Sal

  at Ayresome Park early on in their relationship, not knowing who she was. ‘She was kicking every ball and heading every ball, and I thought, “Oooh gosh, she’s keen.” At one

  point she apologised. “Sorry, pet, did I kick you?” because her foot used to go out.’ That perhaps suggests Clough’s later fears that his mother didn’t respect his

  football career were unfounded.




  Clough would also have watched matches played on the steelworks ground, but the first games he saw in which he had an emotional involvement were the ‘bob-a-man’ games on the cinder

  pitches on the common in which his eldest brother, Joe, used to play. Men, often wearing work boots with trousers tucked into socks, would pay a shilling each to join in, with the winning side

  taking the pot. The games were fiercely contested, and would often draw crowds of several hundred. One of those who learned his football in such games was Don Revie, Clough’s eternal rival.

  Eight years older than Clough, he grew up just a fifteen-minute walk from Valley Road in Bell Street near Ayresome Park.




  Visiting his father at the factory, Clough would hang around to watch the Middlesbrough players arriving at Ayresome Park for training. Harold Shepherdson, who, having recently retired as a

  player, was then Middlesbrough’s assistant trainer and would later be part of Alf Ramsey’s backroom staff when England won the World Cup, remembered seeing the young Clough and hearing

  him say that one day he would play for Boro. He had heard dozens of dreamers looking to avoid the pit, ICI or the steelworks say much the same, but he later insisted that there was something in the

  tone of voice, the certainty with which the words were spoken, that made him pay attention. Perhaps he romanticised or exaggerated the anecdote, although there is something about Clough that makes

  it believable, but what is not in doubt is that a few years later he heard the same voice asserting with the same conviction that he would score forty goals the following

  season. Clough achieved that as well.




  Clough himself had first caught the eye at an almost incredibly young age. ‘We would go to Stewart’s Park on a Sunday and people would stop and watch him kick a ball and head a ball

  from being two,’ his sister Doreen recalled in a podcast produced for Middlesbrough council. ‘He always liked to kick a ball,’ Joe said. ‘We had a fairish back garden and

  half of it was cultivated and half of it was lawn. We weren’t allowed a big ball. We just played with a tennis ball, something like that.’




  After the garden, Clough graduated to kickabouts on Clairville Common. ‘For our Christmas box, we all got a pair of boots and a ball between us,’ Joe recalled. ‘It would be a

  £5 ticket from Carey’s because that’s how people bought stuff – on the drip – in those days. We’d be out there every night; that was the routine – if it

  was dry. We weren’t allowed out if it was wet or in the dark. There were two cinder pitches, and the top was just rough common. We managed to get a little bit flattened out –just enough

  for one goal. That was OK because as kids you’d be chased from the cinder pitch if the older lads came to play.’




  It soon became apparent he was better than his peers and he would hustle to join in with the older children. That was a risk, for they reacted to being embarrassed by somebody younger with

  crunching challenges but, as he later told it, Clough revelled in the physicality and attributed the toughness he showed as a professional to his early experiences as a slight child being bullied

  by bigger and older opponents. Although several other players must have suffered something similar, it is tempting to wonder whether this too contributed to Clough’s managerial style: his

  mother kept him in line by use of a belt and a sharp word; other players kept him in line with their own form of physical discipline.




  There was no football team in the junior section at Marton Grove School, only a games lesson every Tuesday. Pupils would line up in twos, and then embark on ‘the long march’ for half

  a mile through the town to ‘another local school, a snobby one’, as Clough put it, that had a sports field. Every night, though, Clough would rush home, change into his old clothes and,

  provided the slates were dry, be straight out to play either football or cricket according to the season. Cricket remained a passion for Clough, and he would often be seen for an hour or two at

  Test matches at Trent Bridge. For a time, Len Hutton was a bigger hero to him than any footballer, and opening the batting for England was a greater dream than playing at

  centre-forward for them.




  In those days, Clough wrote, ‘I was no genius on the field or off it. I was just a raggy-arsed lad, one of the gang, one of the Bowery boys who got up to everything that fell short of

  breaking the law.’ For Clough, the notion of what breaking the law entailed was always flexible. He was somebody who seems instinctively to have pushed against any and every authority, with

  the possible exception of his mother. He played truant. He stole apples and pears ‘from the posh areas of the neighbourhood’ to eat, and stamps from Woolworths for no reason other than

  that he could. When the children’s railway was running in the park, he and his friends would wait for lunchtime or the evening when the ticket-collector took his break and, if he’d

  forgotten to ‘empty his container . . . we’d grab enough tickets to do us for a couple of days’.




  Much of what he got up to was no more than standard schoolboy mischief, but it is perhaps significant that, even years later, he saw his catalogue of minor thefts as essentially innocent. He

  became a keen bird’s-nester, and his approach to that seems to have followed similar principles. ‘I was never a cruel child,’ he said, ‘and we were told that to take one egg

  caused no distress to the mother.’ He was, in other words, taking something that wasn’t his in the hope it wouldn’t be missed; when applied to the fruit he stole from ‘posh

  areas’ the theory could even be construed as a crude form of vigilante socialism.




  Poaching, perhaps, is the most romantic of the poor man’s crimes against the rich, and Clough was involved in that as well, after being taken onto the moors and shown how to hunt grouse by

  a friend called Brian Harrison, who sold washing-machines for a living. ‘They are the most stupid birds imaginable,’ Clough wrote unapologetically in his second autobiography. ‘We

  would take an airgun and shoot the first one to show itself, only for three or four more to look up to see where the noise had come from.’




  It was a similar story with the flowers in Albert Park, even after he’d been taken on by Middlesbrough. From his regular walks there with Peter Taylor later in life, Clough came to know

  the gardeners who maintained it. Every year, the council would plant the beds with wallflowers, and the day before they did so, the gardeners would tip Clough off. The next day, he’d

  turn up with a wheelbarrow, and take home a few specimens to liven up the garden on Valley Road. It wouldn’t be until he arrived in Nottingham that Clough was portrayed

  as Robin Hood, posing by his statue in the town centre, but from an early age he was robbing the rich to give to the poor; his generosity later in life to those worse off than himself would be

  well-documented, but at this stage, he was very much part of the poor.




  Thanks to his mother, Clough said, he and his brothers ‘all grew up with that essential quality . . . the awareness of what is right and what is wrong’. In some ways, with his

  insistence on respect for referees and playing football in a particular way, he did seem to have a clear set of moral values; and yet in others – most notably his huckster’s eye for the

  main chance – those values seem rather more blurred. To call him a hypocrite would be trite, but it would be fair to say that his ethical system was complex and that for him what was right

  and what was legal were not necessarily the same thing.




  Physically, Clough developed rapidly, thanks to a combination of regular games and running while ‘doing the messages’ for his mother (which Doreen suggested he

  would only do ‘for money’). At 10am, he would wait for a man who rode past on his bike on his way to work every day, and would chase after him, keeping up as far as possible,

  effectively using him as a pacemaker. He would even run when going to collect pease-pudding and faggots in a dish, something that also required great balance if he weren’t to spill any on the

  way back.




  At school, though, Clough’s development was rather more pedestrian. ‘Academically I was thick,’ he wrote in his first autobiography, although given the sharpness that was so

  evident later in life, that seems to have been through a lack of application rather than a lack of intelligence. ‘I was a disgrace,’ he admitted, ‘such was my lack of interest in

  anything other than games.’ As with so much else, Clough dealt with the issue with bluster – and given he subsequently became head boy at Marton Grove, it evidently didn’t hold

  him back – but that failure does seem to have troubled him. ‘Bit of a let-down to the family I was,’ he said in a BBC interview. ‘Everybody else made it to the grammar

  school.’




  In both autobiographies, he recounts the tale of the day he got the results of his eleven-plus. ‘I was standing at our little wooden gate having just heard that I’d failed’

  when Bill ‘breezed in from his posh grammar school’ and shouted to his mates, ‘See our Bri’s failed his exam then . . .’ To Clough’s

  mortification, ‘half of Middlesbrough heard him’, while Bill ‘just wheeled his bike through the gate and past me as though I wasn’t there’.




  It is perfectly natural, of course, that Clough should dwell on what must have been an embarrassing moment, perhaps the first time he had really known failure, but what is striking is what

  follows: ‘I’m glad I made something of myself in the end.’ The implication seems to be that by becoming one of the best centre-forwards of his generation and then one of the

  greatest managers of all time, Clough was redressing his failure in the eleven-plus. ‘I don’t have any O-levels, I don’t have any A-levels, and when my children chastise me and

  give me stick about my lack of this,’ he said in a television interview fully fifty years after that failure, ‘I put my European Cup medals on the table, my Championship medals.

  I’ve got a tableful – they’re my O-levels and A-levels.’




  From what both said at various times, it seems that Brian and Bill – who was the nearest brother to him in age – remained close for many years despite being, as Bill put it,

  ‘chalk and cheese’, and yet that incident at the gate rankled. There is something slightly uncomfortable about a man who humiliated others so effectively and yet who was clearly so

  sensitive about what was, after all, merely a child’s statement of fact. Given the – good-natured? – mockery of Bill in which Clough dresses the anecdote, it doesn’t seem

  too great a leap to suggest it betrays an intellectual insecurity.




  Bill, Clough said, was the only one of the brothers who didn’t play football – which isn’t true, given it was Bill who found Brian a place in the Great Broughton team, where he

  himself had been playing for a season, although it may be that he was less gifted and less dedicated than the others. He was ‘the studious one’ who was always ‘immaculate’.

  Clough portrays him as an obsessive who would spend three hours every Sunday cleaning his bike and later in life insisted that the cord on the iron was wound clockwise. ‘He was the only one

  to get a divorce – he was that clever,’ Clough wrote. Is teasing a man over a broken marriage in a book that sold tens of thousands of copies – however gently – really less

  hurtful than an offhand comment to a few mates about his eleven-plus? There are times when Clough, for all his stated love of northern bluntness, seems to have been remarkably thin-skinned.




  ‘Bill,’ Clough went on, ‘finished up in Germany with the army and learned Russian, which must have been very useful in Middlesbrough where few could

  actually speak English.’ His anti-intellectualism is readily apparent, and it crops up frequently in his dismissal of Walter Winterbottom and other coaches who possessed a more theoretical

  approach, but he also seems to have been fascinated by book-learning. Duncan Hamilton wrote of having to buy two copies of any book he was taking on away trips because Clough, after some gentle

  teasing, would always want to borrow one, and even of having to dredge up the name of James Joyce from a vague description because Clough wanted to compare Martin O’Neill to another Irishman

  whom nobody could understand.




  What also comes across in Clough’s description of Bill, is how much he (Brian) needed his mother’s approval. Bill said they had a ‘special kind of rapport’, but Clough

  insisted that Bill ‘was Mam’s favourite son. I never was. Perhaps it was because he won the teapot in a “lovely baby” competition and I didn’t. Still . . . I had a

  reasonable consolation prize by winning the European Cup – twice.’ It’s notable, too, that at least half of his delight at being named head boy was the ‘pleasure, pride and

  satisfaction’ it gave his mother, who seems to have been rather more impressed by that local achievement than she was by what he achieved in football.




  Clough himself revelled in the responsibility. ‘I actually enjoyed standing at the top of the stairs and warning the late arrivals,’ he said – an irony, given his later

  attitude to punctuality. ‘As a prefect, Cloughie was a little bit of a bully to young kids,’ the school goalkeeper Keith Harkin recalled in an interview with Roger Hermiston. ‘I

  think it went to his head a bit. He laid the law down to young kids – stop running, take your hands out of your pockets and so on – but he would be the first to be running or to have

  his bloody hands in his pockets.’ According to his brother Joe, the headmaster, Mr Turnbull, considered him ‘the best prefect we’ve ever had’.




  Clough may have portrayed himself as an anti-establishment iconoclast – may even have been so – but he expected respect for authority where it was due. Usually, particularly later in

  life, that meant with him at the top of the hierarchy, but he never seems to have challenged Alan Brown, his dictatorial manager at Sunderland, and certainly never his mother. ‘My mam was the

  biggest influence of all, the way she ran her orderly house, overcrowded as it was,’ he wrote in his second autobiography. ‘The routine and the pecking order

  established, it was an environment where we all knew our place and the expectations of us.’




  To suggest that Clough was driven by an urge for his mother’s approval even after her death is probably overly simplistic, but there is one other very good reason for him to associate

  silverware with her memory. In 1972, Derby had completed their fixtures before their challengers for the title, and Clough was on a family holiday to the Scilly Isles when he learned that Leeds had

  lost at Wolves and Liverpool had failed to beat Arsenal and that his side were thus champions. He bought champagne for the whole dining-room of the hotel where they were staying in, and it is easy

  to imagine Clough’s parents’ pride at their boy’s achievement. Later on that trip, though, Sally fell ill. She never fully recovered, and died in March the following year. That

  night, Clough’s thirty-eighth birthday, Derby overturned a one-goal first-leg deficit against the Czechoslovak champions Spartak Trnava at the Baseball Ground to reach the European Cup

  semi-final. Naturally, the European Cup that year became a way of honouring her memory and, equally naturally, when Derby then lost in controversial circumstances to Juventus, winning the European

  Cup took on the nature of a quest.




  Failing his eleven-plus clearly hurt, but Clough’s self-assurance soon took over, as Tony Rowell, who taught him English, maths, geography, history and religious

  instruction as well as games, recalled in an interview with Tony Francis. ‘He was bright and alert and seemed to have an opinion on everything,’ he said. When subjects were thrown open

  for discussion, ‘he would argue with teachers, which was rare in a thirteen-year-old boy.’




  Clough also showed early signs of the sense of loyalty that would be such a trait later in life. Rowell was adept at throwing chalk at boys who weren’t paying attention. On one occasion,

  sensing Clough’s mind had drifted, he sought a missile to jolt him back to attention. Reaching around his desk, though, he found only a gym slipper. He hurled that, but Clough ducked, and the

  slipper crashed through a glass window behind him. Unfortunately for Rowell, the school’s headmaster was walking by at the time, and burst into the room in a fury. When Rowell admitted he had

  thrown the slipper, the headmaster gave Rowell ‘the biggest rollicking I’ve ever had’. As soon as he’d gone, Clough stood up and apologised, and admitted that what had happened had been unfair. Significantly, he didn’t appear perturbed that discipline should be maintained by slippers thrown with such force that they could

  break a window.




  By the time Rowell began to coach him, Clough had developed into ‘a sturdily built boy’ who was ‘nimble with it’. Even as a third-former, he was assertive on the pitch,

  often arguing with the captain. ‘Clough was usually right in what he said,’ Rowell told Francis, ‘but at times I had to tell him to shut up and get on with it.’




  Clough started out as a centre-half, but was soon moved to centre-forward. At school level he could be devastating. His goals helped Marton Grove to the final of the Dorman Cup in 1949, but the

  game that stuck in Harkin’s memory was one he played against Clough, for Tollsby against Grove Hill. Tollsby led 3–0 at half-time, but the fourteen-year-old Clough scored five in the

  second half to turn the game.




  Clough left school at fifteen and, following his mother’s advice, joined ICI, initially as a messenger. His leadership qualities were evidently clear immediately, for he

  was put in charge of the other fifteen-year-old apprentices on his first day. ‘It must have seemed automatic,’ one said, ‘because he had such a forceful nature.’




  After a while, Clough tried out as a turner and fitter. ‘I didn’t know I was going to be a footballer,’ he said. ‘In those days, everything was airy-fairy. They wanted to

  put you into a trade.’ The work bored and confused him, and when he was taken down an anhydrite mine, he was terrified. Not surprisingly, he failed the apprenticeship – ‘I

  couldn’t put on a screw to save my life’ – but he was given another chance, working as a junior clerk at Casebourne’s cement works, an offshoot of ICI. ‘It was a good

  time,’ he said, ‘except I had to ride seven miles to work. I’d have a drop of milk in a sauce-bottle, and every time you came off your bike going round a roundabout, which

  inevitably you did in the winter in Middlesbrough in those days, the first thing that went was your milk bottle, so you had to find another sauce-bottle for the next day.’




  Work began at 7.12 each morning – start times were staggered at three-minute intervals to prevent queues at the clocking-in machine – but he was allowed five minutes’ grace for

  lateness over a week. Pushing authority to the limit as ever, he would make sure he turned up punctually every day and then clocked off five minutes early on a Friday. At the

  same time, his brother Joe had him help out on the wagon he drove at the plasterer’s yard, building up his biceps and chest by carrying bags of plaster.




  Work, though, was just the prelude to a Saturday, when Clough got to do what he was best at: playing football and, specifically, scoring goals. After starting at ICI, he had a spell of just over

  a year in which he didn’t play much football, but he then joined Marton Grove Youth Club. They were not, it’s fair to say, a great side, and on one occasion lost 20–0 to South

  Park Rovers. Clough saw so little of the ball that day that he dropped back into midfield.




  At the same time, Bill Clough was playing for Great Broughton, a village about fifteen miles from Middlesbrough in the Cleveland hills, and he persuaded them to recruit his sixteen-year-old

  brother. In the 1952–53 season, there were four Cloughs – Joe, Des, Bill and Brian – in the side, as well as Doreen’s husband Sid. After Brian, Des was probably the best

  player among the brothers, going on to play at centre-half for Bishop Auckland and to captain Whitby Town. He didn’t give up the game until 1986, by which time he was well into his

  fifties.




  The pitch was simply a farmer’s field, indistinctly marked, and had to be cleared of sheep and their dung before matches. The league itself largely catered for farmers, and was noted for

  the ferocity of the rivalry when neighbouring villages played each other. This was far from a gentle baptism for Clough. On one occasion, in a match against Dunsdale, Great Broughton’s

  keenest rivals, Des Clough suffered a cut above the eye, was rushed to the hospital in Guisborough, had it stitched up and returned to finish the match. Little wonder Clough later had no time for

  malingerers.




  The team was managed by Nancy Goldsborough, who ran the local post office, and made a point of washing the team’s dark green shirts herself; players wore whatever shorts and socks they

  could get their hands on. Like Clough’s mother, she imposed a stern discipline and, in consideration of her female sensitivities, it was frowned upon to swear in her presence. That – if

  anything can – may help to explain Clough’s odd campaign against swearing at the City Ground in the mid-eighties (despite the fact he himself, of course, swore liberally).




  Team-mates remember Clough insisting on wearing the number nine shirt, moving little, and scoring a lot. On one occasion, against Skinningrove in the Cup, he helped clear

  three inches of snow from the pitch, persuaded the referee it was playable, and then scored ten goals in a 16–0 victory. Hat-trick followed hat-trick and even though Great Broughton, with its

  remote location, wasn’t the best place to be spotted by a professional scout, word soon got around that Clough was a player of some potential. So much promise, in fact, that as well as Great

  Broughton and Marton Grove, Clough also turned out for Marske Rovers, Acklam steelworks and, in the interdepartmental tournament at ICI, Casebourne’s, often playing as many as six games a

  week. ‘I was so tired,’ he said, ‘that I was almost falling asleep at work, much to the annoyance of my boss, who advised that I should give a little less time to football and

  more to the job for which I was being paid.’




  Having been tipped off by a friend, Ray Grant, who was headmaster of Hugh Bell secondary school and who ran Middlesbrough’s junior side, sent the former England forward George Camsell to

  watch Clough in a game for Great Broughton against Stokesley in the Jefferson Cup. Given he once hit sixty-three goals in a season for Middlesbrough, Camsell might have been expected to recognise a

  goalscorer when he saw one, but he reported back that Clough wouldn’t make it.




  Grant, though, decided to take a look for himself, and called Clough up to play for Middlesbrough Juniors against Huddersfield. Clough had had a quiet game, but in the second half, Albert

  Mendham, the left-winger, attempted to switch the play with a cross-field pass just behind Clough. Instinctively, Clough half-turned, stretched out a leg, flicked the ball over his shoulder, ran

  on, and crashed a shot into the top corner. Grant told Middlesbrough to ignore Camsell’s report.




  When Clough joined Middlesbrough as an amateur in November 1951 it was the fulfilment of a dream. ‘We didn’t really know anything else,’ he said. ‘Newcastle and

  Sunderland were on Mars as far as we were concerned. Middlesbrough were the odd one out in that they didn’t win anything: Newcastle did their bit in the Cup and Sunderland were the moneybags

  club, but we were as good as them.’




  He soon began playing regularly for the Juniors, but he didn’t want to miss out on his games with his brothers for Great Broughton. Happily, Middlesbrough’s youth side played in the

  mornings and Great Broughton in the afternoon so, having played one game, Clough would meet his brothers at the Linthorpe Hotel, where one of the farmers would pick them up in

  his potato truck. They’d then travel to Great Broughton where most of the family would tuck into a pie and a pint in the Black Horse as their pre-match meal. Clough, in those days, preferred

  a lemonade. Two teams, though, weren’t enough to sate Clough’s desire to play, and he began turning out for South Bank, a top local amateur side, and Billingham Synthonia, who paid him

  £1 a match for five games in April and May 1953. He didn’t declare it, and insisted in his autobiography that that was the only time he’d ever cheated the Revenue. Clough’s

  debut for Synthonia came away at Evenwood. ‘With the looks of an adolescent,’ the local paper reported, ‘Clough combines the skill, vigour and guile of a veteran

  campaigner.’




  Clough soon found the life of a footballer wasn’t quite what he’d expected it to be. ‘I used to run to training through Albert Park,’ he said, ‘and I used to say

  that I did more training running there than I did when I got there, because we were always cleaning boots and you got a clip round the ear if you looked the wrong way. It was a class system in

  football in those days. Lindy [Delapenha, the right-winger] would walk in and just throw his boots. Then it would be “pass me a towel . . . do this . . . do that.” I never thought

  anything of it.’




  As soon as he turned seventeen, Clough signed professional forms with Middlesbrough, bringing to an end his heavy schedule of games for amateur and semi-pro teams. According to Joe and Doreen,

  it was his mother rather than Clough who registered him – suggesting perhaps that he was unsure whether he wanted to be a footballer and perhaps hinting at the indecisiveness that

  occasionally gripped him later in life. Joe even said that he suspected Clough signed up principally for the £1-a-week retainer he was due while he performed his National Service. ‘He

  was always careful with money,’ he said.




  A week or two after signing for Middlesbrough, Clough joined the RAF and did his square-bashing at Padgate near Manchester, before being transferred, after a brief time in Dumfries, to Watchet

  in Somerset. It was there that he got the close-cropped hairstyle he wore throughout his playing days. In Scotland, Clough had managed to secure a number of forty-eight-hour passes so that he could

  return to Middlesbrough to play – although, to his frustration, he was often deployed as an inside-left rather than in the centre.




  After being sent to Somerset, he had expected to be redeployed to Catterick in North Yorkshire, which would have allowed him to carry on playing for Middlesbrough, but that

  plan was blocked by his warrant officer, ‘a bloke called Stevenson’, who recognised his talent and wanted him playing for the regiment. With only two weeks’ annual leave and the

  length of the journey making it hardly worth negotiating a forty-eight-hour pass-out, Clough was restricted to an occasional game for Middlesbrough’s reserves or thirds, even if the £7

  it brought was very welcome. Stevenson’s attitude may have frustrated Clough, but at least he recognised he could play; the RAF’s national selectors, by contrast, never called him up,

  something that left him ‘miffed’ and probably helped reinforce his scorn for those in positions of authority.




  National Service also introduced him, for the first time, to girls, who by his own account had barely figured in his life in Middlesbrough between work and football (although, according to Joe

  and Doreen, not for the lack of options: ‘he was good-looking in a quiet sort of a way,’ Joe said). His first ‘physical contact’, as he put it in his first autobiography,

  although it seems to have been very innocent, came after a match in Wales as the team attended a social put on by the home side. As his team-mates got up to dance, Clough was left alone at the

  table until a ‘dark-haired, pretty girl’ from the Rhondda came over, ‘grabbed my hand and asked me to dance. It seemed more like a command than a request.’ Clough slithered

  inexpertly over the dance-floor with her, but when the social was over ‘she disappeared into the night’. Nonetheless, she made enough of an impression that for a few months whenever

  Clough was in the area, he’d take her a box of chocolates. For Clough, National Service consisted mainly of marching, running, playing football and sneaking off to listen to the cricket on

  the radio.




  That was frustrating enough, for all Clough wanted to do was to get back to the north-east to play football. When he did finally get back there, though, aged twenty, released from the RAF and

  desperate to unleash his goalscoring ability in a professional environment, life became even more frustrating, as he found himself only Middlesbrough’s fifth-choice centre-forward.




  Local Hero




  Clough chafed at the delay to his progress. ‘I sensed injustice,’ he wrote in his first autobiography. ‘I was confined to the reserves, while Doug Cooper had

  the No 9 shirt in the first team. I knew I was streets ahead of him, that he was too big, too fat, and that I could have stuck the ball through his legs five times before he blinked.’ This

  was one of Clough’s odd hobby-horses. It must have been irritating that Cooper, eighteen months younger than Clough, was able to perform his National Service at Catterick and so didn’t

  face the same obstacles he had, but there was never a time when Cooper was an obvious first-choice ahead of Clough. Cooper seems rather, in Clough’s mind, to have become the embodiment of his

  frustrations at that time, and in the emphasis on his physique there is perhaps also a back-projection of the player who was regularly selected ahead of him for England: Derek Kevan.




  It wasn’t just Clough’s football that was held up by the manager Bob Dennison’s refusal to pick him: every aspect of his life served to remind him that his progress had

  stalled. Clough played a lot of tennis in Albert Park with a girl called Wendy whose family ‘lived in one of the posher parts of town’ on Devonshire Road. On a visit to her home, Clough

  was told by her father that he wasn’t ‘the right one’ for his daughter, something Clough took as a class-based snub. Once he’d started scoring regularly for Middlesbrough,

  her father had second thoughts, and wrote to him to say he was welcome at their house at any time. Clough, though, could be as loyal to a grudge as he was to a friend. ‘I wouldn’t have

  gone round there to see her or him for anything,’ he said.




  It was an earlier, less-overt jibe that nagged him, though. He would have married his first ‘serious girlfriend’, Mary, an ‘absolutely beautiful brunette’, had she not

  insisted on a Catholic service – ‘she missed out poor girl’ – but once, when he got uppity, she had reminded him he was ‘only a reserve-team centre-forward’.




  It was a truth that needled away in him, and was fostered by Peter Taylor, a goalkeeper who arrived from Coventry City for £3,500 in 1955 and who was convinced immediately of

  Clough’s talents. Taylor had never fulfilled the promise he had shown as a player in Nottingham schools football – ‘Perfect with his angles,’ said the winger Billy Day.

  ‘Crosses were his weakness. He wasn’t agile enough, but he was the best in the country at throwing a ball out’ – and, even at twenty-six, he was

  beginning to consider what he might do when his playing career was over. Heavily influenced by his former manager at Coventry, Harry Storer, he saw coaching as his future, and let those around him

  know it, much to the irritation of team-mates and coaching staff who wondered why a goalkeeper who was rarely first choice had so much to say about how the game should be played.




  ‘Peter Taylor was a really shrewd guy,’ said the defender Mick McNeil. ‘A bugger, he was. A nice guy. I got on well with him and Cloughie, although Cloughie was very outspoken.

  I remember Peter Taylor came to me one day and he said, “Hey, Mick,” – he was blowing on his fag – and he said, “You know, how many games have you played

  now?”




  ‘I said, “I think I’ve played about twelve, something like that.”




  ‘He said, “Yes, and you’ve played damned well, haven’t you?”




  ‘I said, “Well, yes, I’m really pleased. You think Bob’s pleased?”




  ‘He said, “Yes, I’ve just been talking to him. What weight are you?”




  ‘I said, “Twelve stone.”




  ‘He said, “I told him so! You’re just the right weight.”




  ‘And he took a last draw on his cigarette and tossed it to the floor. “Put your foot on that.”




  ‘The whole rigmarole, the story, he gets you thinking that he’s about to say something really interesting, and then . . . “Put your foot on that.” He was a sod for

  that.’




  Taylor first saw Clough playing in the traditional pre-season Probables v Possibles trial match and was so taken by ‘the way this crew-cut unknown shielded the ball and

  how cleanly he struck it’ that he immediately sought out Dennison, the manager, to tell him how good a prospect he considered him. Having done that, he sought out Clough. The first words he

  said to him, if Clough’s first autobiography is to be believed, were, ‘I don’t know what’s going on at this club. You’re better than anybody here.’




  It was exactly what Clough wanted to hear – perhaps what he needed to hear, for he said it was the first time anybody had confirmed what he felt in his own mind – and it persuaded

  him immediately of Taylor’s ability to assess a player. ‘That was him throughout the rest of his life – instant judgement, taking little or no time, as long

  as it was based on what he considered to be solid evidence,’ he said.




  There were two things about Clough’s game that really impressed Taylor: his ability to generate power in shots with hardly any backlift, and his calm in front of goal. Taylor always said

  it was a goal Clough scored in a reserve game against Stoke that persuaded him of his talent, as he ran on to a loose ball, held off a defender and, under pressure, fired his shot low past the

  goalkeeper. Taylor asked him afterwards what had gone through his mind as he’d entered the box. A puzzled Clough replied that nothing had, and that, Taylor told him, was the key.




  ‘His shooting was so powerful because he was an excellent trainer, building up his legs and thighs,’ said the Middlesbrough forward Alan Peacock. ‘He may have been physically

  slight, but he made a point of developing the key muscles, and was technically excellent.’ Alan Durban, who played with and against Clough in training at Derby, remembered being struck by his

  heading ability. ‘He would use a golfer’s stance to get strength in a certain part of his body without needing to jump,’ he told Pat Murphy. ‘Too many centre-forwards jump

  and in so doing, they lose power in the header. But Cloughie would stand there, really give it some oomph and his headers would rocket in from twelve yards.’




  So taken was Taylor by Clough, so frustrated by Dennison’s refusal to select him, that in September 1955 he took Clough to see Hartlepools United play Derby County, who were by then

  managed by Harry Storer. After the game, Taylor introduced the two and, in a conversation conducted in the centre-circle so they could be assured of not being overhead, Taylor tried to persuade

  Storer to sign Clough. Derby, though, had no funds available for transfers and so nothing came of it, which was probably just as well, given that Taylor’s actions were blatantly against FA

  regulations.




  Taylor and Clough rapidly became close friends. ‘I was a stranger in a dull town,’ Taylor wrote in With Clough by Taylor. ‘Middlesbrough of the mid-fifties was a place

  where you could see hundreds of men shuffling on the pavements of the main street on Sunday mornings, gazing expectantly at the town hall clock. At the first stroke of noon, they tensed like

  runners on a starting line. By the twelfth stroke, they had vanished into the opening doors of pubs. What drab pubs too.’




  Clough was a welcome distraction for Taylor and together they coached schoolboys in Redcar – a useful supplement to their wages – and travelled all round the

  north-east to watch midweek football, in Sunderland, Gateshead, South Shields, Newcastle and Darlington. Initially neither he nor Clough had a car, so they would either try to persuade Delapenha to

  drive them or take the bus, trying to sit at the front upstairs so they could put their feet up on the ledge under the window. ‘I just wanted to be involved in football every moment of the

  day,’ Taylor said. ‘I loved the atmosphere, loved assessing players.’




  In those days, Taylor had strong left-wing beliefs, and he introduced Clough to politics, taking him to see the Shadow Chancellor Harold Wilson speak at a working-men’s club. Clough, who

  still lived with his parents and so perhaps was glad of the freedom, regularly visited Taylor’s house opposite Price’s clothing factory on Saltwells Crescent. In the mornings, they

  would meet in Albert Park on the way to training. ‘Peter Taylor and Cloughie used to walk together talking about football,’ remembered Billy Day, ‘and me and Eddie [Holliday]

  would walk about ten yards behind talking about the dogs the day before or the racing in the afternoon.’




  Most evenings they would sit, smoking and talking football, while Taylor’s wife, Lill, made them dinner; Clough’s only reference to her in his autobiographies is to note that she

  made ‘smashing chips’, pancakes and doorsteps of bread with golden syrup.




  Neither had many other friends – Peacock, in fact, suggested they deliberately excluded others to the extent of locking the door of their compartment on train journeys so they could play

  dominoes and talk football together without interruption – and so Taylor naturally became a regular visitor at the Clough home as well. When Lill went into labour with their second child,

  Phillip, it was Barry Clough’s bike he borrowed to collect the gas and the air-box from the midwife. Clough and his sister Deanna became godparents although, given Taylor’s suspicion of

  religion, that probably says more about Clough’s belief in the traditions of the church and his willingness to browbeat others into doing things his way than anything else. In the summer,

  Clough would follow Taylor to the family home in Nottingham, less it seems for a holiday than to be with his great friend; he spent most of his time helping out selling dried peas in the grocery

  shop run by Taylor’s brother Don.




  It has become a cliché to describe their relationship as being like a marriage, but then Taylor spoke of them as ‘an incompatible couple fatally attracted to

  each other by a single passion’ and there was certainly something akin to courtship about the way Clough described their life at Middlesbrough. After training, they would walk home for lunch

  through Albert Park, ‘talking football the whole of the way’.




  With the rest of his Middlesbrough team-mates, it was less of a discussion. Others, perhaps, had the cockiness knocked out of them by National Service, but not Clough. Even as a junior, Clough

  would spend the taxi journey back from games analysing what had happened and telling other players, even those older than himself, what they should have done. The coach Jimmy Gordon was so

  concerned by his attitude that he suggested to Harold Shepherdson, by then Boro’s trainer, that Clough had to be reined in, but neither he nor Dennison ever found a way of tempering his

  aggressive self-confidence.




  Mick McNeil, four years Clough’s junior, remembered clearly the first time he met him, when he was fourteen years old. ‘We [he and Bob Appleby, a young goalkeeper] used to go along

  in the evenings after work and train under the stand, in the sweat box, the “soot box” we called it because it was full of dust. One evening Cloughie was there, playing table-tennis

  with some first-team player. We were just young lads doing our training. We were doing step-ups. The box had a wooden base and it moved when you tried to do these things as quickly as you could. So

  the floor was bouncing. I heard this voice: “Hey, Buster!” The first words Cloughie ever spoke to me. “Hey, Buster – do you mind? We’re trying to play

  table-tennis.” Bobby and I said, under our breaths, “And we’re trying to train.” But we sat on the seat and watched him finish his game, then we carried on.’




  The swagger is even apparent in early family photographs, in which Clough, no matter his position in the frame, always seems the dominant figure, with his chest-out pose, his easy grin and the

  glint of superiority in his eye. Failing his eleven-plus either did nothing to dampen his self-belief or, more likely, it prompted him to express it so overtly that nobody could ever suspect how

  keenly he had felt the failure. ‘He wasn’t frightened of anyone,’ Joe said. ‘He’d tell anyone what he thought. He was always “right”.’ The only

  person he wouldn’t challenge, Joe and Doreen recalled, was their mother.




  Middlesbrough’s start to the 1955–56 season was indifferent. A 1–1 draw against Fulham on 3 September meant they had taken five points

  from five games, but, Cliff Mitchell wrote in the Middlesbrough Evening Gazette, it might have been a lot better had they taken their chances. ‘The forwards looked good,’ he

  wrote, ‘until they got within sight of the Fulham goal.’




  There was an obvious solution, and he was making his presence felt. Clough scored two and hit the woodwork twice as the reserves won the North Riding Senior Cup with a 4–2 victory over

  Scarborough. Two days later, he banged in four in a 4–2 win over Stockton, taking his tally for the season to thirteen from eight games. After a 1–1 draw at Bury on 10 September,

  Mitchell advocated change.




  Clough finally won selection against Barnsley the following Saturday, as Mitchell was able to reveal on the Thursday. ‘BRIAN CLOUGH GETS HIS BIG CHANCE,’ the headline in the

  Gazette read. ‘Two-footed, and a good header, Clough’s zest and dash have proved too much for the defences opposing him in the North Eastern League,’ Mitchell wrote,

  reflecting on his record of fifteen goals in nine games that season. There was, fans of the time recall, a great sense of expectation. ‘We’d all heard about the goals he’d been

  scoring for the reserves,’ said Leslie Wilson, a regular in the ‘bob end’ with his father. ‘We’d been struggling a bit so everybody was calling for him to be in the

  side, and there was a lot of excitement about it.’




  Clough walked into the home dressing-room at Ayresome Park, and saw the shirts arranged in numerical order. He went to sit by the number nine shirt, which hung next to the radiator. A few

  minutes later Jimmy James, a local comedian, came in with Ely, the stooge from his stage act, and sat down next to Clough, telling jokes and puffing away on a cigarette, blowing the smoke

  alternately from one side of his mouth then the other. He was a regular at home games and, although Clough was initially unsettled by his presence in the dressing-room, he later became close enough

  to agree to James’s suggestion that he and Lindy Delapenha appear on stage at the Palladium and put on a show of head tennis.




  Although he tried to hide it, Clough was nervous, and his mental state wasn’t eased when Dennison told him he’d been picked, and the rest was ‘up to him’. Perhaps

  Dennison thought it important to encourage a player to take responsibility, to try to ensure he involved himself in the game and didn’t hide behind more senior players, but the incident

  rattled Clough sufficiently that he made it his policy as a manager to tell a debutant that he’d been picked because he was good enough, and to try to ensure he was as

  relaxed as possible. ‘When footballers go out on the field they have to be relaxed, not frightened. Sometimes that frame of mind is difficult to achieve, but they simply have to relax,’

  he wrote in his first autobiography. ‘I don’t know anyone who can do anything to the best of his ability if he is taut with apprehension.’ That became such a central tenet of his

  thinking that Gary Megson was sold five months and one game after signing for Forest because he would get so nervous before matches he’d vomit, something Clough felt was unsettling the rest

  of the team.




  Tense Clough may have been, but his debut was encouraging. ‘He didn’t score,’ Leslie Wilson went on, ‘and the game finished 1–1, but I remember the final minutes,

  with everybody urging him on to get the winner on his debut. We had a load of corners, and he headed a couple just over, but that was as close as he got.’




  The following Monday, the Gazettewas cautiously impressed. ‘Judgement reserved: Clough’s pleasing game,’ ran the headline above Mitchell’s report, in which he

  urged against snap judgements. ‘To those who grumbled over the weekend that Brian was “raw”, was well held by his opposing centre-half and failed to score, I would advise patience

  and understanding. To start with, he came into a Middlesbrough side that was up to all its old tricks of inaccurate passing, bunching, hesitancy and lack of plan. The support he received, in these

  circumstances, was rather less than moderate. He has probably had more effective backing in the reserves. Clough has a lot to learn. He is “green” and is finding difficulty in bridging

  the gap between the North Eastern League and the Second Division. He did enough in the 1–1 draw on Saturday to suggest that he will bridge that gap. His was a debut of promise. I think

  he’ll be among the goals for Boro’s first team in the near future.’




  It took some time, though. Clough played the following week in a 1–1 draw at Anfield, the trip exposing further unexpected anxieties as he encountered situations he had never previously

  experienced. He described his panic in a hotel dining-room when a waiter arrived to ask players what they wanted as a starter. Never having had one before, he had no idea what to say, so when Lindy

  Delapenha ordered a prawn cocktail, he blurted out that he’d have the same. It made little difference to his performance. ‘Clough’s headed flicks, his

  persistence and promise must have earned him continued favour,’ Mitchell wrote.




  It did, but a 2–0 defeat at Bristol City had Mitchell reporting that Dennison had ‘some blinding headaches’ over the forward line which ‘with two exceptions . . . had

  been uniformly and consistently poor since the start of the season’. Clough, he said, ‘was a trier all the way, but gave his least impressive display. It could be argued that he lacked

  support, but he failed to produce any threat to the opposing goal. And he did have more than one good chance. I still feel he can make the grade.’




  At that stage there was still a sense of anxiety about Clough when he was forced out of his comfort zone. On long away trips, for instance, the team would take the train from Middlesbrough to

  Darlington to connect with mainline services heading south. Clough, in those early days, would find his compartment immediately and settle himself down for the journey, whereas Taylor would take

  any extra tickets the club had bought and wander up and down the platform selling them, splitting the proceeds with Dennison. His streetwiseness was something Clough clearly admired, and in time

  came to ape.




  His first goal for the club came the following Saturday, as a Boro side including the young winger Billy Day for the first time, came from 2–0 down to beat Leicester City 4–3. Clough

  then got the winner in a 2–1 victory over Lincoln City. After a 3–1 home defeat to Stoke City in which, in Mitchell’s words, ‘Clough was blotted out by [Ken] Thomson,

  Stoke’s fine centre-half’, though, he was dropped as the prolific Charlie Wayman returned for an away game at Hull. Peter Taylor made his Middlesbrough debut in that game, called up

  after Rolando Ugolini, Boro’s Scottish-Italian goalkeeper, had suffered a gashed head in a car crash. Clough responded by banging in four in eleven minutes as the reserves beat Gateshead

  reserves 6–2, but he never got another run in the first team that season, and it seemed that Day was emerging as the bigger star.




  Alan Peacock, another young local forward, made his debut that November and Ken McPherson, who had begun the season as first reserve for Wayman, was sold to Coventry the following month having

  been rendered redundant by the crop of emerging talent. Wayman, presumably reasoning that he too would soon have outlived his usefulness despite having averaged roughly two goals every three games

  throughout his career, soon applied for a player-manager’s position at Workington of the Third Division (North) and, having failed to land that, was then linked with a

  similar role at York.




  Clough returned after a seven-game absence but had ‘a poor match’ in a 5–0 defeat at Notts County before being used to give Wayman a break in the third of the four Christmas

  matches, a 1–0 reverse at West Ham. It was another six weeks before he was given another chance, at home to Bristol City. ‘Clough,’ Mitchell wrote, ‘despite missing some

  chances, helped to make the first goal and scored the second’ in a 2–1 win.




  He suffered a knee injury in that game and, after ten days in plaster, his season was effectively over. It had ended in frustration, but most players would probably have considered three goals

  in nine games as a reasonable enough start to life in the first team. Clough, though, was not most players. On 26 April, he put in a transfer request, although only after he’d sold the story

  that he was about to do so to the local paper for £50.




  ‘I think that a change of club would be of benefit to me,’ Clough told the Gazette. ‘It may seem surprising for a young player like myself, who hasn’t been in the

  game five minutes, to ask for a move, and there is something I would like to say right away. I have no quarrel with any of my team-mates at Ayresome Park. I have always got along well with the

  lads. The trouble is that I feel I am no further forward now than I was when I first played for the senior team near the beginning of the season. I want to improve all the time and I think that any

  big improvement will come quicker if I move away from Ayresome Park. I would be struggling to get another club and so I would like Middlesbrough to cancel my contract, then I could go for trials

  with other clubs and maybe make the grade eventually.’




  It was an odd statement to make, for there had been no suggestion – or at least nothing that had reached the Gazette – that Clough had fallen out with anybody. Perhaps his

  abrasive self-assertiveness had already started to antagonise his team-mates. Clough had pushed ICI’s timekeeping to the limit, and he did the same at Middlesbrough, making a point of turning

  up for training after most of his team-mates so he could make a grand entrance in his gabardine coat when they were half-changed and throw his cap at the peg; the general consensus is that he hit

  the target five times out of six. Shepherdson spoke of his ‘amazing aura of self-confidence’, recalling how from the very beginning he was ‘dedicated . . . desperate for

  success’, seemingly capable of talking about nothing other than football.




  Clough’s frustration at his failure to become a clear first-team regular can only have been heightened by the fact that Boro weren’t doing particularly well

  without him. They finished that 1955–56 season fourteenth, twelve points off promotion, but there were signs that Dennison was beginning to see the potential of his young local forwards, as

  he placed Wayman, then thirty-four, on a sliding scale salary – £15 per match if he played in the first team and £12 if he played in the reserves. Wayman, recognising that

  probably meant his time as an automatic starter was coming to an end, admitted he felt ‘bitter and resentful’.




  Perhaps that encouraged Clough, or perhaps he decided that if he wasn’t getting a game he had nothing to lose, but having failed to secure a move he asked for a raise. Dennison initially

  demurred, but Clough, in a flash of the smart-alec logic that would become one of his most famous characteristics, asked whether the reason players were paid less in the summer than the winter was

  that they didn’t play. Dennison confirmed it was, at which Clough pointed out that in the summer he was just as good a player as Len Shackleton and therefore should be paid the same as

  anybody else. Dennison upped his basic weekly wage from £9 to £11, which was probably an indication that Clough was becoming more central to his thinking for the 1956–57

  season.




  Sure enough – or perhaps because Cooper was unable to secure leave from the base at Catterick – Clough was given his chance in the final practice game before the 1956–57

  season, and was named in the Reds, the Probables, to face the Whites, the Possibles. Heavy rain, though, forced the game to be abandoned and Cooper was recalled to face Stoke City for the opening

  game of the season.




  Clough fumed, his mood worsened by a piece in that Saturday’s Evening Gazette. Under the headline, ‘Football, the Problem Child of British Sport’, it lamented that

  ‘promising young players are not coming into the game in such numbers because of better wages and conditions available in more secure professions. A lot of those who do make football their

  livelihood are unsatisfactory pupils; they will not train the hard way.’ Clough had never had any thought but to go into football, had trained hard and had scored hatfuls of goals, and yet

  still he kept being denied his chance.




  Boro began the season with a 1–1 draw against Stoke, Bill Harris levelling with four minutes remaining. Mitchell was not impressed. ‘Here we go again,’

  read the headline, ‘the mixture as before.’ Cooper who presumably, like Clough, was cursing his lack of opportunities and his bad luck when they presented themselves, twisted his knee,

  and so Clough returned to face Bury at Gigg Lane that Tuesday. This time, the chance was seized.




  Clough ‘led “giant” Norman Nielsen a merry dance,’ Mitchell reported. He scored twice – both equalisers – and was denied a hat-trick by a brilliant save

  before hitting the post. Boro lost 3–2, but at least, Mitchell’s tone suggested, Clough represented something fresh, something different, something that might shake Boro from their

  cycle of underachievement. Clough scored two more the following Saturday in a 3–1 win at Barnsley. ‘At twenty-one, and with only a handful of League appearances behind him, Brian Clough

  has quite a lot to learn,’ Mitchell wrote. ‘Fortunately for Middlesbrough, and happily for himself, he is learning fast and, in the process, is helping himself to a healthy tally of

  goals. For four goals from his two games this season is a fine return and it is a fact that he is unlucky not to have twice as many to his credit. Some of his best efforts, headers and shots, have

  been brilliantly saved or have gone just wide; on the four occasions on which he did score, he was “Johnny on the spot”, succeeding from close range each time. A bustling, strong

  opportunist, Clough has started the season in heartening style and gives promise of adding needed finish to the often clever approach work of his colleagues in the forward line.’




  He rattled in an ‘unstoppable left-foot drive’ in a 2–2 home draw against Bury, and then got the goal in a 1–1 draw at Leicester in which he was ‘always harassing

  and bustling the defence . . . several times beating experienced centre-half Jack Froggatt in the air and on the ground’.




  Two more goals in a 3–2 defeat at Grimsby took his tally to eight in five, but the overall performance had Mitchell complaining that Boro were ‘one of the most exasperating teams in

  the country’. He got the second as Boro beat Bristol City and Mitchell, never quick to leap to judgement, was becoming increasingly convinced that Clough might just be as special as he

  seemed. ‘Brian Clough is going from strength to strength,’ he wrote. ‘He played a vital part in Middlesbrough’s 3–2 victory . . . and the Ayresome Park crowd of almost

  20,000 was quick to show its recognition of the fact. What a fine goal he scored; and you must have noticed how the accuracy of his passing has increased and how much more mature is his play.

  Clough, in a short time, has made big strides. With further experience, and the continued support of his colleagues, he could develop into a top-class centre-forward.

  Meanwhile, nine goals in six games is good enough!’




  His value was seen again the following Wednesday, as Boro played Grimsby at home. A Bob Crosbie free-kick had cancelled out Delapenha’s penalty and Boro again looked like dropping a point

  in a game they should have won. ‘But this season,’ Mitchell wrote, ‘Middlesbrough have a twenty-one-year-old match-winner called Brian Clough. And in the seventy-fourth-minute

  this local lad hit a typically opportunistic goal.’ For once, Mitchell was speaking not of exasperation but of a ‘real bid’ for promotion.




  Ten goals in seven games was enough to draw the attention of the national press. ‘I first spoke to him in 56–57, my first full season as a football writer on the Daily

  Herald,’ said Doug Weatherall, who after moving to the Mail became one of the most respected voices in north-eastern journalism. ‘I cut my teeth as he was cutting his teeth.

  So I was the first person to interview him in a biggish way. I remember the first time I saw him play, at Ayresome against Grimsby. I was moved by him straightaway and I wrote that he was the most

  exciting player I’d seen in a penalty area for years.’




  He turned out to be one of the most exciting interviewees as well. ‘I’ll never forget that first interview. I asked routine questions but I didn’t get routine answers,’

  Weatherall said. ‘He was a genius – it was clear even then. He was the only player who ever said this: I asked him who’d helped him and he said he’d tell me who

  hadn’t. It wasn’t so-and-so and it wasn’t so-and-so. Then he told me who had – the youth team coach Jimmy Gordon and the reserve team coach Mickey Fenton.’




  Middlesbrough’s next game was away at Notts County, who hadn’t won since Easter. The outcome was inevitable; as Mitchell said, he ‘should have known better’ than to get

  his hopes up. Boro lost 2–1 and Mitchell highlighted Clough as one of only three players to have given ‘adequate performances’. There followed goals in draws against Liverpool and

  Leyton Orient, then in wins over Port Vale and Rotherham, and when he scored the first two in a 4–1 victory over Bristol City, Mitchell was again speaking of promotion, while praising the

  understanding Clough and the inside-forward Derek McLean had struck up in the reserves.




  Boro drew at Swansea, then beat Fulham 3–1, Clough getting the second, at the beginning of November. A week later, in a 4–0 victory away to Nottingham Forest,

  Clough struck his first senior hat-trick. ‘It’s wonderful, absolutely wonderful,’ he told the Evening Gazette. ‘Lindy Delapenha gave me the first goal, Ronnie Burbeck

  the second, and Arthur Fitzsimons the last. And don’t forget the work Derek McLean put in – what a fighter he is – and how the lads in defence held out when Forest were on top. I

  couldn’t have done a thing without the lads. It’s grand to play in the side these days because everybody is fighting and helping you all they can.’




  His team-mates may not have recognised the modest figure being presented, but at the time, few cared. Clough’s goals had transformed the season from the ‘here we go again’ of

  its opening into something far more exciting. A crowd of over 32,000 turned out to see Boro beat West Ham 3–1: ‘Four times Clough was right out of luck not to score,’ Mitchell

  wrote. ‘The young leader failed for only the third time this season to be in the list of marksmen – and there were no complaints!’ Even when he didn’t score, Clough was the

  news.




  With petrol rationing imposed because of the Suez Crisis likely to curtail future away trips, several hundred Middlesbrough fans made the journey to Blackburn on 25 November and, of course, it

  was then, with optimism at its height, that Middlesbrough crumbled, losing 1–0. Clough was back on target a week later in a 3–0 win over Lincoln, but the glorious form of the autumn had

  deserted him, as Mitchell hinted following a 2–1 defeat at Sheffield United. ‘Some sympathy there must be for a team which outplays its opponents to the extent of having five forwards,

  two wing-halves and, at times, a full-back blazing into the attack – yet which loses . . .’ he wrote. ‘It was almost solely in the marksmanship that they fell down.’




  It would become a recurring theme: it was clear that when Clough played well, Middlesbrough played well. What was less certain was whether his centrality to their hopes was a tribute to his

  ability, or an indication of his insistence on being at the centre of everything. Just as Clough’s form dipped, the England manager Walter Winterbottom came to take a look at him in

  Middlesbrough’s away game at Stoke. Two other recurring themes presented themselves as Boro lost 3–1 to a Neville Coleman hat-trick: that Thomson should mark Clough out of the game, and

  that Clough should not play well with Winterbottom watching.




  Any lingering thought that promotion might be possible was as good as extinguished three days before Christmas as Boro lost their fourth game in five, going down 2–1

  at home to Barnsley. The Cup offered brief hope as a 1–1 draw against First Division Charlton was followed with a 3–2 win in the replay at the Valley. Clough, for once, played well with

  Winterbottom in attendance, and levelled the match at 2–2 as he seized on Joe Scott’s pass, held off John Hewie and scored with a left-foot strike. Ayresome was packed for the

  fourth-round tie against Aston Villa, and Clough gave Boro a 2–1 lead just before half-time. Fatigue overcame them, though, and Villa came back to win 3–2; Boro’s season,

  effectively, was over by the end of January.




  Clough’s, however, was not. Winterbottom had seen enough in those two matches in which he’d watched him to follow the hype and select Clough for the B international against Scotland

  in Birmingham on 6 February. ‘I found it a bit fast,’ Clough said. ‘Some of the lads were bit above me in class, but I enjoyed every minute.’ It was modesty his performance

  didn’t warrant. ‘I don’t think I’ve ever seen him distribute the ball better than in the first half,’ said Dennison, who attended the game at St Andrews, ‘and he

  had a hand in every goal.’




  The first came in the opening minute as Clough swept a ball to the left for Brian Pilkington to cut in and score. Twelve minutes later, as Cliff Mitchell’s report relayed it, Alfred

  ‘Stokes cut in along the goal-line before hitting the ball, hard and low, into the middle. Boro’s young leader was there to smash it home.’ And after twenty-one minutes, Clough

  slipped in Peter Thompson for the third. It was Clough’s pass to the right-winger Harry Hooper – then at Wolves but later a team-mate at Sunderland – that led to the penalty from

  which Hooper made it four in the second half.




  Basil Easterbrook, the great authority on football and cricket for the Kemsley Group of newspapers, was convinced of Clough’s quality, describing him as ‘a man in a number 9 shirt

  showing the boldness, assurance, decisiveness and all-round ability so long lacking in the middle of England forward lines. Clough is a natural in the direct lineal descent of such pre-war

  Middlesbrough leaders as George Camsell and Mickey Fenton. Barring injury his future must be bright and that means England’s is too.’




  Later that month, Clough made his debut for the England Under-23 side in a 1–1 draw against Scotland at Ibrox. Johnny Haynes created three fine chances for him, and John Dyson another, but

  he took none and played so poorly that he was mocked by the train driver at Darlington as he changed on his way back to Middlesbrough. After the praise that had greeted his

  first appearance in an England shirt, doubts had begun to emerge.




  Clough was watched once more by an England selector, heading the opener as Boro won 2–1 at Fulham in March, the second in an unbeaten run of nine games with which they finished the

  campaign, the young local forward-line offering hope for the following season. Clough himself finished on forty goals, and was told by England to secure himself a passport as he was under

  consideration for the national squad and the Under-23 tour to eastern Europe.




  His final chance to impress the selectors came in a game for Young England against Old England at Highbury. On a pitch that was ‘largely barren of grass and iron-hard’, Clough had a

  difficult game as Old England won 2–1. ‘He was often beaten for possession by Billy Wright,’ Mitchell wrote. ‘In spite of poor service from his colleagues in a rather

  disjointed forward line, he did put in a couple of good shots and a fine header, any one of which might well have registered.’ He did enough, though, to be selected for the Under-23 tour.




  England went first to Sofia, where Clough got their goal in a 2–1 defeat to Bulgaria with what the Middlesbrough Evening Gazette described as ‘a flying header’. It was

  an unsatisfying, niggly game though, in which Stan Anderson, who would be Clough’s captain at Sunderland, became the first player to be sent off playing for an England team after punching a

  Bulgarian he said had spat at him.




  The accommodation, Jimmy Armfield recalled in 150BC, was Spartan, two camp-beds in each room with a rudimentary wash-basin at one end. Armfield was in the next room to Clough and popped

  in to find him ‘creating merry hell’ about a large beetle he’d found on the rug. ‘That was when I first became aware that he had an inner confidence about himself that set

  him apart,’ Armfield said. ‘The rest of us were basically quite quiet young men, a bit hesitant to take on authority. Things were different in those days, but Cloughie would speak his

  mind.’




  Clough’s room-mate on that trip was the Blackburn winger Bryan Douglas. ‘He had strong opinions about Middlesbrough and the management,’ he remembered. ‘He used to put

  the fear up people. If you were a bit weak-willed he could be a bit nasty off the field.’ Clough was among a group of players who passed the spare time between games

  playing cards – mainly solo. ‘He was just as aggressive playing cards as football,’ Douglas said. ‘If you played the wrong card he’d hit the roof.’




  When England beat Romania 1–0 in Bucharest a week later, Clough was omitted as West Brom’s Derek Kevan – nicknamed ‘The Tank’ for his robust style – moved

  from inside-forward to centre-forward, his number ten shirt going to Haynes who, like Ronnie Clayton, Duncan Edwards and David Pegg, had missed the first game of the tour, playing for the senior

  side against the Republic of Ireland. According to Armfield, Clough was ‘astounded’ and, he later claimed, let Winterbottom know how he felt, although given only five players were

  retained – and only four in the same position – it probably shouldn’t have been regarded as too much of a slight. Three days after that, Winterbottom made just once change for a

  game against Czechoslovakia in Bratislava. England won 2–0, and despite a general feeling the tour had been a success, Clough came home disappointed.




  The forthrightness Clough had shown in facing down Winterbottom and his readiness to dissect the games of others caused hostility among some players, particularly as it was allied to a

  personality so single-minded as to seem selfish. There was an abrasiveness, a willingness to leap on the weaknesses of others. The winger Edwin Holliday, for instance, despite his reputation for

  being, in Peacock’s words, ‘bloody wild’, used to become so nervous before games that he’d repeatedly visit the toilet. Once, as Clough watched him walk back across the

  dressing-room to his seat, Clough asked him in front of the whole dressing-room whether he’d remembered to wash his hands. Given his later obsession with relaxing players before games,

  it’s hard to see such a jibe as anything other than a casual desire to assert his superiority.




  Shepherdson, though, believed Clough’s main problem was one of tone, and that he genuinely believed what he was doing was for the greater good. ‘He wanted the others to do well also,

  and he was no back-stabber,’ Boro’s trainer told Pat Murphy. ‘A few of the others resented his blunt speaking, but at least you knew where you stood with Brian.’




  He had a level of competitiveness few of his team-mates could understand, something that often manifested itself away from football. That summer, Middlesbrough sent a team to play cricket

  against Redcar Cricket Club. Clough, coming in at six, scored 4 and Peter Taylor top-scored with 31 as Middlesbrough, fielding twelve men, won by a wicket. The game was such a

  success it was reprised a year later, when Taylor scored 41, and Clough, having taken 2 for 21, scored 15 not out to guide the football club to a six-wicket victory. A year after that, in a benefit

  for the Redcar groundsman, Ted Johnson, Clough was unbeaten on 24 with Middlesbrough 117 for 7 chasing 170 to win when bad light stopped play.




  ‘He wasn’t a bad cricketer,’ said Stan Wilson, who played for Redcar. ‘There was him and Lindy Delapenha could play a bit, but the others were just there to sign

  autographs. But he hadn’t come to sign autographs. He’d come to win. I remember him nagging these fellas; he might have been playing in the Cup final the way he was bollocking them. He

  couldn’t understand not playing to win. But that was him: he was a winner.’




  Others were less charitable. Gordon saw the problems early, after Clough had attacked Shepherdson and Mickey Fenton for staying inside by a radiator while the players trained outside in the cold

  and the wet. He also complained constantly about the tedium of training, which invariably consisted of ten laps of the pitch, followed by five half laps, followed by twelve sprints, with only very

  occasional training games to provide variety. Clough was not alone in his frustration, and eventually Delapenha took matters into his own hands, asking for volunteers to come back and play

  head-tennis in the afternoon. They strung a rope between the back of a stand and the factory wall behind and would have regular games of six-a-side for a shilling a man.




  On away trips, Shepherdson would check the players’ rooms on a Friday night to make sure they hadn’t snuck off drinking. Often, if players were missing, he would find them in

  Clough’s room, being given a team-talk they didn’t necessarily appreciate. Clough could also be an irritant in training. In exercises he was lazy, following Taylor’s advice

  – ‘don’t leave it on the track; save it for the next match’ – but in practice matches he was as competitive as he was on a Saturday afternoon, constantly niggling,

  tugging shirts, even elbowing his marker, as the centre-half Brian Phillips clearly remembered. ‘He used to back into me and pull my shirt, and I said, “Hey, Clow” –

  that’s what I called him – “Hey, Clow, stop fucking around.”




  ‘He says, “Ah, fucking get on with it.”




  ‘I say, “Look, cut it out!”




  ‘Anyway, next thing the ball comes round, and as he turns round, that way’ – he mimed Clough turning to his left – ‘he can’t turn the

  other way because he’s got no left foot – as he turned round, I fucking hit him. He went down squealing, “You wait till I get up!”




  ‘I said, “When you get up, I’ll still be here.” Because he couldn’t burst a paper bag. Do you know what I mean? I could have blown him over. So that was the start

  of it.’




  Phillips – ‘a real party man’ according to Mick McNeil; ‘he was a Jack the Lad and God he could sink them (it didn’t touch the sides)’ – was

  Clough’s most vocal critic, and there were times when Gordon had to abandon team-talks because they’d descended into slanging matches between the pair. Clough, Phillips believed, was

  interested only in himself and Dennison was too weak to stop him. ‘We’d be flogging our guts out for a 0–0 draw and Cloughie would be strolling around at the other end quite

  unconcerned,’ he said. ‘He did bugger all when the pressure was on. Then we’d have to read in the Gazette what a great game he’d had.’




  From a very early stage, Clough cultivated the local media. In an age in which most players were hesitant or lacked eloquence in their dealings with the press, Clough was something radically

  different. Almost from the moment he made the Middlesbrough first team, he was quoted far more often than any of his team-mates in the papers, and it’s easy to see why: where others spoke in

  cliche´s, he was forthright, opinionated and funny. At times, particularly after a good performance, he would hold court to a circle of writers, but he was also adept at playing one

  journalist off against another. Doug Weatherall recalled the sinking feeling he sometimes had when pulling up outside Clough’s house and seeing another journalist’s car already there.

  It was that skill, that ability to manipulate people, of course, that allowed him so often to sell exclusives – as, for instance, when he had handed in that first transfer request. And as

  Clough and his opinions increasingly became a story, so those terrified of missing out on them began to realise the benefits of viewing his performances in a favourable light. ‘He was well in

  with the reporters at that particular time,’ said Peacock. ‘John Corner, Joe Etherington, Cliff Mitchell at the Middlesbrough Gazette, Ray Roberts who worked for the Northern

  Echo . . . I thought they were too Cloughie, if you know what I mean. It was all Brian. I think that went against some of the senior players, as well. They were too close to him, I thought. Behind the scenes he had a go at certain players without actually naming them and that was a big thing at the club at the time.’




  That was one irritation, but there was the issue of Clough’s selfishness in front of goal. Clough would always be demanding the ball, and at times would almost barge a team-mate out of the

  way in his desperation to get a shot in. Dennison once told him that a player had complained that Clough shouted for the ball even if the player in possession had a better shooting opportunity, and

  asked him why. ‘Because I’m better at it than he is,’ Clough replied. He was similarly dismissive of Jimmy Gordon’s suggestion that the team would be better off if he

  focused less on scoring and more on setting up chances for his team-mates.




  ‘In seven years I don’t think me or Eddie [Holliday] hit the side-netting with a shot,’ Billy Day said. ‘You’d cut it back to him and if you didn’t,

  he’d say, “I’ve run forty yards to get up with you.” He was a brilliant striker of a moving ball. His timing was perfect. It was a miracle if he shot over the bar. He used

  to have his knee always at the right angle to the ground. If I’d thrown a hand grenade over, he’d have volleyed it. That was his thinking. One of his abilities was that if it was

  50–50 with a defender, he would still kick through it to score. Basically it was that bravery that got him injured, wasn’t it? He couldn’t stand a coward. He did his job. He used

  to say “I’m not wasting energy running out to the wings or chasing back. That’s what you lot get paid for.” He’d say, “My job’s in the penalty area,

  scoring goals and that’s what I get paid for.” And you wouldn’t argue because he was the one that got you the win bonus.’




  His attitude may have bred frustration, but the evidence suggested Middlesbrough were better off when Clough was focused on scoring goals. Certainly Clough preferred it. ‘When he scored he

  was like a man on drugs,’ Peacock said. ‘He just lived for that on the field.’ And when he was getting his fix, he tended to be more generous to others. Delapenha fondly recalled

  having laid on a goal for Clough when he might have scored himself, and Clough rushing straight for him and holding his arm aloft like a heavyweight champion.




  He began the next season, if not in a withdrawn role, then at least offering evidence that he had taken Gordon’s advice to heart. Middlesbrough opened away to Stoke with the same side that

  had won the final game of the previous season 1–0 at Huddersfield. Clough, for once escaping Thomson, got the opener, but, Mitchell reported, ‘Boro lost their

  poise and, with it, their confidence . . . The rearguard was bulldozed into making a series of mistakes and City cracked home four in less than half an hour.’




  



  It soon got worse as an unchanged team drew 2–2 at home to Rotherham. ‘How,’ Mitchell asked, ‘can a side which presents goals to its opponents and at the same time spurns

  wonderful chances be rated as unlucky? It’s not bad luck, it’s bad play . . . Scoring chances? Plenty of them. Every forward missed at least one and special mention has to be made of

  Fitzsimons who missed four.’ By the following Saturday, the Gazette’s headline was noting how ‘Disappointment turns to bitterness’ as Boro were held to a 0–0

  draw at home by Bristol City. ‘Every member of the line was remiss in his shooting,’ Mitchell wrote. ‘There could be no suggestion of bad luck. Clough tried to make up for his own

  lack of power-shooting by spraying passes through the middle. He laid on some good chances too, though I suppose we’ve come to expect goals from Brian.’




  They soon came and, once they did, the mood changed abruptly. Away to Rotherham, Mitchell reported, ‘Clough, scourge of defences last season, cut his deep-lying tactics right out and,

  instead, lay well upfield, made direct tracks for goal, and shot whenever he got the chance. Result – he scored twice and was unfortunate not to have made it four . . .’ Boro won

  4–1. ‘If they can retain this dynamic form,’ Mitchell continued, ‘then surely they can be at least among the challengers when April comes round.’




  Two days later, Boro won 2–0 at Cardiff: ‘It all added up to a roasting for a Cardiff side that was, I know, relieved to get away with only a 2–0 defeat. And the player chiefly

  responsible was Brian Clough. As at Rotherham, he usually stayed upfield and was the spearhead of the attack. As at Rotherham, he scored twice and but for a combination of bad luck and good

  goalkeeping would undoubtedly have notched a hat-trick.’ Mitchell noted how often Taylor found Clough with quick clearances, which is revealing for two reasons. For one, it suggests the

  closeness of the relationship between goalkeeper and striker, and it’s easy to imagine it was something they’d discussed while walking through Albert Park or eating Lill’s

  pancakes. But it also perhaps suggests Clough’s growing influence over Mitchell, whose earlier reports, frankly, don’t suggest somebody likely to have noted such a tactic unless

  he’d been prodded towards it. It’s probably significant how often he refers in copy to ‘Brian’; he very rarely referred to any other player by forename

  alone, and it’s tempting even to wonder whether Clough might have planted the idea that he was better deployed as an out-and-out goalscorer. For all his legendary bluntness, there was a

  cunning about Clough, a willingness and an ability to play the political game.




  The following Wednesday, Clough helped himself to four more – which made it eight goals in a week – as Middlesbrough beat Doncaster 5–0. ‘Clough great – but it was

  no one-man act,’ claimed the headline in the Gazette, but given he’d set up the one goal he hadn’t scored, Mitchell didn’t sound convinced. ‘Chances come to

  every team in every match,’ he wrote. ‘Whether or not they are converted means the difference between success and failure. There are forwards who are brilliant at working the ball, but

  who fall down repeatedly when the final touch is required. That type of forward has often worn the red shirt of Middlesbrough FC in the post-war years. We welcome now a forward who can work the

  ball, move it to the advantage of his colleagues and who also possesses the priceless gift of marksmanship. Yes, Clough’s the name. And if anyone can shoot Middlesbrough back into the First

  Division, it is this twenty-two-year-old Teessider with a load of dynamite in both feet and with the guts to give as much as it takes. Second Division rearguards stand on no ceremony – and it

  takes a good ’un to breach them regularly.’




  Just as everything seemed to be going perfectly, misfortune struck. Middlesbrough fought back from 2–0 down for a worthy 2–2 draw at Liverpool, but the devil was in the aside that

  Fitzsimons had missed the game with flu. It tore through the squad, and Clough was one of a number of players who missed the 3–2 defeat at Doncaster and a 1–1 draw at home to Barnsley

  The promotion charge was checked, but even worse, at least as far as Clough was concerned, it meant he missed the Under-23 international against Bulgaria at Stamford Bridge. The physically imposing

  Derek Kevan played, while Jimmy Greaves, a rapid slip of a seventeen year old who had played only six league games for Chelsea, came in at centre-forward. Greaves scored twice in a 6–2 win,

  and Clough had another rival for the national team.




  With the flu bug lingering, Boro lost 4–0 at Leyton Orient, but as players returned they were exceptional in beating Charlton 2–0, Clough scoring the first. Charlton’s manager

  Sam Lawrie described Boro as the best side his team had faced that season, and admitted he couldn’t have complained if it had finished 5–0.




  That Wednesday, Clough was picked for an FA Representative XI to play an RAF XI made up of players at league clubs. ‘Clough’s speed was allied with clever ball distribution,’

  Mitchell wrote, as the FA won 5–2, Clough scoring one and setting up two others. That, though, was not enough to earn him a recall to the England Under-23 side for the game against Romania

  the following Saturday. A furious Mitchell – perhaps influenced by Clough – noted that it was entirely logical that the selectors should stick with the side that had beaten Bulgaria,

  rather less so that when Kevan was elevated to the senior squad they should replace him with Newcastle’s Bill Curry.




  The good news for Middlesbrough was that it meant Clough could play for them in a 2–0 win over Fulham. Mitchell was still seething. ‘Fulham centre-half Stapleton and goalkeeper Black

  were left gasping as Clough robbed the former, waltzed past the latter and cracked the ball home,’ he wrote. ‘It was a goal that would have delighted anyone. Even those officials

  responsible for the selection of England’s Under-23 team.’ Given Curry got one and Greaves two as the Under-23s won 3–2, the selectors probably weren’t too concerned.




  When Boro followed up that win with a 4–1 victory at Swansea, Clough scoring the fourth, they closed to within a point of the leaders, Blackburn. He then got the opener in a 3–2 win

  over Derby, and the blip caused by the outbreak of flu seemed to have been negotiated. There was a further positive for Clough too, as he was selected for an FA XI to face the Army on 30 October.

  He produced perhaps the greatest display of his career to date, hitting five in a 6–3 win; that one Under-23 performance in Glasgow aside, he had shone every time he’d played in a

  representative side and the Express started suggesting he could be a possible replacement for Tommy Taylor in the England team.




  That high was rapidly followed by a low as Middlesbrough suffered one of their characteristic lapses. As Mitchell bemoaned a ‘lack of fight’, they lost 5–0 at Bristol Rovers.

  Two Clough goals in the opening twelve minutes restored some confidence as they beat Lincoln City 3–1, but the doubts returned a week later with a 2–0 defeat away to bottom-of-the-table

  Notts County. Inconsistency was Middlesbrough’s hallmark throughout the late fifties, and it was hard to know whether they didn’t play well if Clough didn’t

  score or whether Clough didn’t score if they didn’t play well.




  Still, they remained within touching distance, and when Clough hit four to take his season’s tally to twenty in a 5–2 home win over Ipswich, promotion still seemed within their

  grasp. But Boro took a single point from the next three games then lost 3–1 to Stoke (where Thomson again kept Clough on a tight leash), before back-to-back 1–0 defeats to Huddersfield

  over Christmas derailed the promotion charge.




  With nothing else to play for, Dennison began to experiment, implementing a dual striker plan with Clough partnered by Alan Peacock. A goalless draw away to Bristol City wasn’t necessarily

  the most encouraging start, even if Clough did have what Mitchell insisted was a good goal ruled out, but then Dennison would probably have argued that at least it stopped the rot.




  New Year 1958 brought new hope, if not for that season, then for the future. It wasn’t just that Boro hammered Derby 5–0 in the third round of the FA Cup, or even that ‘Clough

  and Peacock moved about the field to the obvious bewilderment of Derby’s defence’, vindicating Dennison’s tactical switch, it was that the average age of the team was only

  twenty-three and that of the front five – Day, McLean, Clough, Peacock and Holliday – just twenty. Better still, all of them were local apart from Holliday, and even he came from no

  further away than Leeds. ‘It gelled straightaway,’ said Peacock, ‘but the guy who made it tick – apart from the wingers, and we had Billy Day and Edwin Holliday who could

  catch pigeons or flies – but Bill Harris was the mainstay. He was a terrific player – great sense and great vision.’




  Cardiff came to Middlesbrough on the back of four straight victories, including a 6–1 win over the league-leaders Liverpool, but they were despatched 4–1. Mitchell’s optimism

  was born again. ‘The fact that the gloomy outlook of a few weeks ago has been banished by quite a young defence and the youngest forward line in the football league, suggests that the future

  could hold something worthwhile for Middlesbrough. Such as promotion for instance. Not this season perhaps. That run of defeats over Christmas means there is tremendous leeway to make up. But there

  is something to build on and the Boro boys should be a real force in soccer before so very long.’




  The twin centre-forward plan worked perfectly, as Cardiff kept a close eye on Clough and in so doing neglected Peacock, who scored a hat-trick. ‘They were right, of

  course, to keep a tight rein on Clough, for this fine young forward has proved his menace so often,’ Mitchell wrote. ‘But, in any case, they could not subdue him entirely, and his

  whole-hearted persistent work in midfield and in the goalmouth did much to bring about the win.’




  In his post-match quotes, at least, Clough was a team-man personified. ‘What does it matter who gets the goals, as long as it’s a Boro player?’ he asked. ‘I’m all

  for the plan, even if it means I do not score so many myself.’ Peacock, though, maintained that Clough hated it if others took the headlines.




  Then it was on to Anfield, where Middlesbrough had a remarkably good record, but where Liverpool, still top of the table, hadn’t lost since Middlesbrough themselves had beaten them in

  February. The army’s refusal to grant Billy Day leave meant Boro couldn’t name an unchanged team for a fourth straight game, Ron Burbeck replacing him on the wing.

  ‘Liverpool,’ Mitchell wrote, ‘were shocked by the speed, challenge and skill of their opponents and could not complain at the surrendering of a proud record’ as they lost

  2–0. ‘Clough led the line with tenacity and intelligence’ and scored the first on fifty minutes, Burbeck sealing the win three minutes from time.




  There is a degree to which the job of a local sports reporter is to be a cheerleader for the local team, for generating interest in them is what sells copies, but Mitchell’s excitement is

  palpable as he highlights four ‘good and satisfying features’ from the game: ‘The sprightly display on a good and heavy pitch; the way players came to each other’s help when

  it was needed; the continued success of the twin centre-forward plan; the swift, stern tackling of the defence.’




  After every surge in form, though, comes an away game at Stoke, this time in the fourth round of the FA Cup. Clough gave Boro an early lead, but they couldn’t get their passing game

  together on ‘a gluey mudheap’ and they lost 3–1. A 3–1 win over Barnsley had Mitchell purring again – ‘Chiefly responsible was “the plan”. Clough (2)

  and Peacock were the scorers and these two dynamic young forwards might well have shared half a dozen goals. Clough is maturing swiftly’ – but Boro’s momentum had gone.




  Clough’s momentum, though, was upwards, and with his team-mates he became increasingly self-assertive. His habit of settling in early for long train trips soon

  deserted him, and it was not uncommon to see Dennison and Shepherdson pacing the platform before the departure for an away game, worried that Clough wouldn’t make it. But he would always be

  there in the nick of time, swaggering along with his bag in his hand and his boots slung around his neck. So often did he arrive at the very last second that his team-mates wondered if he hid at

  the end of the platform, waiting to make as dramatic an entry as possible. Yet the suspicion remains that the brazenness was at least in part a mask for profound insecurities.




  With women, for instance, Clough was reticent. In his first autobiography he spoke of how after training he would talk football with Taylor ‘until we were interrupted by the factory girls

  coming out of Price’s for their break. Peter could never understand why I wasn’t more interested, being single and not having much to do.’ Lill Taylor remembered Clough being so

  alarmed by the way they would stop and stare at somebody who was rapidly becoming a local hero that if he saw the factory emptying from their front room, he would hide himself in the curtains until

  they had gone.




  In neither autobiography does Clough offer much of an explanation for his apparent lack of interest. Perhaps it was, as Lill suggested, simply the shyness of somebody who was still a reluctant

  – and at the time still very minor – celebrity, but it is also tempting to see the influence of his dominant mother over Clough, whether consciously or unconsciously, who refused to

  allow a rival female figure to rise up in his affections. Or perhaps it was simply that Clough’s world, as he progressed from school, to ICI, to national service, to football, was a

  profoundly male one, and it is natural the bonds he formed were homosocial, and that led to an innocence around women. In the first autobiography, for instance, he describes in sympathetic detail

  his anxious expectancy as he leaned against a garden wall talking to a girl, desperate to be allowed to hold her hand.




  Clough and the other younger members of the team used to meet in Rea’s cafe and ice-cream bar, a Middlesbrough institution owned by the family of the singer Chris Rea. ‘It was Edwin

  [Holliday]’s favourite,’ the forward Alan Peacock remembered. ‘We’d start off at Rea’s and walk down Linthorpe Road – all the girls used to walk up and down

  there. I was very naive. I think Cloughie was too. Edwin was a bit of a lad. Billy [Day]’s quiet. So was Derek [McLean]. And believe it or not Clough was very quiet then. If you looked at the five of us, there was only Edwin who was a bit of a wild boy.’




  The cafe was run in Clough’s time by Camillo Rea, whose father had established the business after leaving Italy to work on building sites in New York and Panama. ‘Clough was a nice

  fellow,’ he said. ‘Quite gentle, really. People used to talk about him being rather egoistic, but to me he was a proper gentleman. He always respected you. I remember Taylor very well.

  He and Brian were good buddies. They were in and out of the shop all the while. Taylor was a much quieter man. He relied on Brian such a lot. If they were talking, Brian made all the conversation

  and Peter would be in the background. I think he felt inferior to Brian, somehow or other.’




  Drink may have become a major part of his life later on, but back then Clough was almost tee-total. ‘You couldn’t have wished for a nicer lad,’ said McLean. ‘He’d

  give you his last penny. He never had a smoke or a drink – well, maybe a half, you know, when he went out.’




  At Rea’s, certainly, there was never a suggestion of booze. ‘The players would come in at lunchtime, mainly for milkshakes,’ said Camillo. ‘But I got Brian on to Oxo. He

  came in one day and said, “They’re talking about Oxo. All the fellows go crazy on Saturday.”




  ‘I said, “I’ve got it here.”




  ‘He said, “I’ll have one.”




  ‘Then he said, “Our players should have this – get it down to the club for half-time.” He always had Oxo after that.’




  With the World Cup in Sweden coming up in the summer, the season became less about Middlesbrough than whether Clough would make it into the England squad. The Munich air crash

  that February had robbed England of Roger Byrne, Duncan Edwards, David Pegg and Tommy Taylor and, as a piece in the Gazette rather tactlessly put it, Clough was one of four possible

  replacements for Taylor at centre-forward.




  Winterbottom watched Clough twice – in defeats at West Ham and Derby – and on the day Clough tore Notts County apart at home on 29 March, scoring twice, the England manager was at

  White Hart Lane to see Bobby Smith score five as Tottenham beat Aston Villa 6–2. Mitchell suggested then that the fight was between Clough, Smith and Jimmy Murray, who was on his way to

  becoming top-scorer for Wolves as Stan Cullis’s side won the title. There was one other candidate, though: Clough’s eternal nemesis Derek Kevan, who three days

  earlier had scored a hat-trick as the English League beat the Scottish League 4–1 in Newcastle.




  On 12 April, Clough scored twice as Middlesbrough lost 3–2 at home to Blackburn. ‘There may be better centre-forwards in the country,’ said Mitchell, ‘but I haven’t

  seen one. And several of my colleagues, who cover First Division matches too, tell me that they rate Clough the best of them all.’ Sure enough, three days later. Clough was selected for the

  England Under-23 side to meet Wales on 23 April; it was his first call-up for a representative side since scoring five for an FA XI against the Army the previous October.




  Clough got the equaliser in a match England lost 2–1, but the reviews were mixed. ‘Middlesbrough’s generously-touted centre-forward did himself no good at all,’ said the

  Mail. ‘He was pocketed by the match’s strong man [Mel] Charles from the word go. There was hardly a peep out of Clough all evening.’ The News Chronicle, meanwhile,

  saw promise: ‘Clough, providing many neat flicks, was not happy in a forward line which lacked both a plan and a general. His great moment came when he finished off a movement by Greaves and

  [Alan] A’Court. Touches of this description must keep him in the reckoning.’




  The Express went even further. ‘I was sorry for Clough who had a perfect case for a moan,’ wrote Desmond Hackett. ‘He had scant support, and just had not a hope of

  producing the shooting power the crowd expected. But despite his difficulties, Clough’s flicks and positional play did not go unnoticed and determination brought him an equalising goal when

  he shrugged off three defenders and drove low into the net.’




  He did enough, at least, to earn selection for an England Under-23 side – to be supplemented by four overage players – to face England at Stamford Bridge on 2 May, the day before the

  FA Cup final. Clough scored with a neat sidefoot finish, but was only fleetingly involved as the senior England side won 4–2. Still, Mitchell was encouraged. ‘Clough came through with

  as much credit as his lacklustre colleagues would permit,’ he wrote – and again it’s hard not to wonder what influence Clough had over those words. ‘I think he has enhanced

  his chances of going to Sweden.’




  Those chances were enhanced further as England, with Kevan wearing the number nine shirt, struggled to a 2–1 win over Portugal on 7 May. Clough’s ‘claims,

  strong enough to start with, hardened tremendously . . . .’ Mitchell wrote, ‘for this England was a team without a leader . . . [Kevan] . . . is not the answer and never has been. He

  has done his best, but that best has not been good enough for the national side.’ That wasn’t just local pride or words from those with whom Clough had fraternised; the report put out

  by the Press Association made much the same point: ‘On last night’s showing, and that of both the World Cup trial last Friday and the game against Scotland, Derek Kevan, the burly West

  Bromwich inside-left, is not the answer to the centre-forward gap left by the death of Tommy Taylor.’ Two days later, Clough was named as part of a twenty-man England party to travel to

  Yugoslavia and the USSR before the World Cup. ‘We all thought that meant we were going to the World Cup,’ said Bryan Douglas, who was also named in the squad.




  After a chat with Winterbottom on the flight to Belgrade, Clough believed he would start against Yugoslavia. It seems likely that was Winterbottom’s intention – whatever faults

  players may have seen in him, nobody ever questioned his integrity – but the team was picked by the selectors, who had been impressed by Kevan’s link-up with Bobby Charlton in a

  4–0 away win over Scotland that April, in which he had scored twice and Charlton once, and in the 2–1 win over Portugal in May, in which Charlton had netted both goals.




  Although Clough later expressed outrage about his non-selection – and perhaps it would have been better for the selectors to have looked at another option before the World Cup – the

  fact remains that after Tommy Taylor’s death, Kevan was the man in possession. Winterbottom acknowledged that Kevan was ‘as slow as a carthorse’ while ‘Clough could score

  from any distance and any angle’, but he saw advantages in ‘the tremendous energy’ of the West Brom forward. And, while the gulf between the top two divisions was nowhere near as

  vast then as it would become, Kevan was a proven player in the top flight.




  The match in Belgrade could hardly have gone worse. Kevan was played at centre-forward with Bobby Charlton to his left and Johnny Haynes to his right, but England rarely had the ball enough for

  that to matter, losing 5–0. ‘We have given a real lecture to the masters of football,’ claimed the report in the Yugoslav paper Borba; England, following years of

  tradition, blamed the heat. ‘It was eighty, eighty-five degrees,’ said Douglas. ‘We got a real hiding.’




  Winterbottom made four changes for the match in Moscow a week later, bringing in Bobby Robson for Charlton and naming three uncapped players – but Clough wasn’t one of them. Kevan

  scored as England played much better and drew 1–1. Still, the columnist ELT reflected in the Gazette, as one of twenty to go on tour, it stood to reason that Clough would be in the

  twenty-two for the World Cup, even if Kevan kept his place in the starting XI. That, though, was to reckon without Clough’s talent for self-destruction.




  Never a great traveller to anywhere apart from Mallorca, Clough seems to have had a thoroughly miserable time of it in Moscow, gloomily detailing in his autobiography the queues he saw

  everywhere and the unsettling sight of soldiers marching outside Lenin’s tomb. His room-mate, Bobby Charlton, experienced in trips behind the iron curtain, advised him to take plenty of

  chocolate to eat, advice for which he was grateful when his first meal in Moscow consisted of a bowl of clear soup at the bottom of which lay a raw egg ‘looking at me like a single

  eye’. To repay the favour and to try to lift the boredom, Clough took Charlton bird-nesting in the hotel grounds. ‘There is only one thing,’ he said, ‘worse than a bored

  footballer – a footballer who can’t play.’ He was bored, but Kevan, he clearly felt, fell into the latter category. Charlton, meanwhile, still struggling to come to terms with the

  Munich air crash, played against Yugoslavia but not against the USSR and effectively ruled himself out of the World Cup squad.




  Climbing trees had taught Clough to appreciate them, and they became one of his odd obsessions. ‘Who really looks at trees and sees their shapes and colours?’ he once asked.

  ‘They’re magic.’ What Clough liked, he accumulated: he persuaded Jan Einar Aas, the Norwegian who played briefly for Nottingham Forest, to smuggle a sapling out of Norway for his

  garden, and on one return flight from Amsterdam, each Forest player had a conifer on the floor between his feet as customs officers conveniently turned a blind eye. He even had the Forest squad

  spend one training session planting conifers by the side of the training pitch to help block the wind.




  In training before the USSR game, England practised in the grounds of their hotel. ‘We played the attack we thought would play against the defence we thought would play,’ said

  Douglas. ‘And Brian was in the team then. When the eleven was read out the next day, though, he missed out. He was the only one. Who knows why? He was very volatile and,

  I’m only guessing, but he maybe had an argument with Billy Wright or Tom Finney. Walter Winterbottom was a schoolteacher, very old-school, and that wouldn’t have gone down

  well.’




  Certainly Clough clashed with Wright after the game. He wasn’t the only player irritated by the closeness of the captain’s relationship with Winterbottom, but he was probably the

  only one to let it show quite so blatantly. After Wright had spent several minutes talking about how good the Soviet centre-forward had been – trying, perhaps, to justify his own poor

  performance – Clough snapped, saying he hadn’t thought much of him and felt he had pretty much given up after an hour. (Here, for once, Clough’s judgement of a player was awry,

  for that centre-forward was Eduard Streltsov, widely acknowledged as the best Russian outfielder there has ever been.)




  Wright ignored Clough, turning away and continuing his conversation, but Clough assumed that Winterbottom had overheard, or that Wright had told him, and that he looked dimly on an uncapped

  player criticising his captain. Whatever the reason, Clough and Jim Langley, who had played at left-back against Yugoslavia, were taken aside before the flight back from Moscow and told they would

  not be part of the World Cup squad. ‘Perhaps Brian’s confident manner ruffled a few feathers,’ Peacock said. ‘It can’t have been because he played in the Second

  Division, because anybody could see he was a natural, whatever team he was in.’




  ‘It rankles,’ Clough said in an interview with Tyne-Tees Television in 2000. ‘Winterbottom was definitely an amateur. His name suggests it and he was. He was well-spoken, very

  presentable, well-liked in the FA. He never caused a ripple in his life . . . We were gluttons for talent – it was coming at us from all angles. If he couldn’t get a side out of that .

  . . there was five for every position. Sir Walter was in charge and where he really killed me was before the World Cup in Sweden. I’d gone through all the training and played in all the games

  and I’d got my suit from Simpsons in London – best suit I’ve ever had; it lasted years.




  ‘Then the day he was going to announce his squad he said to me, “I’ve got a bit of a shock for you; you’re not going.” So I said, “Why not?” And he

  said, “Well, we’ve got two centre-forwards,” and he took a lad called Derek Kevan from West Brom.’ The use of the ‘a something called

  something’ construction was characteristic, conveying the impression, according to context, either that the person Clough was speaking to couldn’t possibly be aware of the subject or,

  as in this case, that the subject wasn’t worth knowing about.




  ‘Brian was quite annoyed,’ said Douglas. ‘As I understand it, he had a few words with Walter Winterbottom on the way back to the extent of saying that if he wasn’t going

  to play him then don’t bother calling him up. And, of course, after that he didn’t. Brian was a bit like that. He had an opinion on everything – football, politics,

  everything.’




  Even by 2000, the anger hadn’t gone away. ‘Derek Kevan couldn’t play at all compared to me,’ Clough said. ‘He never scored a blinking goal, but he was big and

  strong and caught people’s eye. People hadn’t woken up to the fact that other people could play football: Hughie Gallacher, for a start, who was before my time; he was like a

  ha’penny rabbit but he was one of the best and bravest centre-forwards that’s ever played football.’ There is significance, surely, in the comparison. Gallacher, five foot five

  inches and slightly built, had been a hero at Newcastle in the twenties, captaining them to the league title at twenty-three while drawing criticism for his outspokenness. He then led Derby to

  second in 1936; their highest position until Clough took them to the championship. Gallacher’s goals came at a ratio only slight slower than Clough: 406 in 554 league games for Queen of the

  South, Aidrieonians, Newcastle, Derby, Notts County, Grimsby and Gateshead, plus twenty-three in twenty internationals for Scotland. When his career came to an end, he turned to journalism, but was

  banned from St James’ Park for the caustic nature of his match reports. He turned to drink after the sudden death of his wife and, while facing prosecution for throwing an ashtray at his son

  in 1957, committed suicide by placing his head on the track in front of an express train at Low Fell.




  Clough must have seen the parallels, perhaps even saw an example of what he might have become. Like Gallacher, he was a scrapper and, as a player at least, he felt that, like Gallacher, he

  hadn’t had the recognition he deserved. ‘They used to go for the big type, strong with a bit of pace,’ he said. ‘Blond hair always caught their imagination as well.’

  The accusation sounds ridiculous, but in Why England Lose, Simon Kuper and Stefan Szymanski give a scientific reason why it may be true: because of what they call the

  ‘availability heuristic’, blond players are more likely to be recommended by scouts: ‘the more available a piece of information is to the memory,’ they explain, ‘the

  more likely it is to influence your decision, even when the information is irrelevant. Blonds stick in the memory.’ Part of Clough’s genius was that he understood that intuitively.




  That said, Kevan’s hair was actually mid-brown, and for all Clough’s scorn, he had a reasonable World Cup. Although Keith Dewhurst of the Press Association was moved to note

  ‘Kevan gave his usually blundering act’ in the 0–0 draw against Brazil, he also scored in the first game against the USSR and against Austria. One of the reasons for his

  inclusion, though, his partnership with Bobby Charlton, was rendered invalid as Charlton, still traumatised by the Munich air-crash, was left at home. Kevan failed to strike up such an

  understanding with either Bobby Robson or Peter Broadbent, and England went out following a play-off with the Soviets having finished the group level with them in second place.






  








  Clough spent the summer stewing. Part of him was furious he’d been dragged round eastern Europe without ever being given the chance to prove himself; part of him wondered

  whether there was anything he could have done to improve his chances or whether perhaps the time had come to move on from Middlesbrough. ‘I scored so many goals,’ he wrote,

  ‘because I followed my mam’s insistence that whatever I did I should do to the best of my ability, and that I should keep trying harder and harder to be better still, even if I thought

  I had nothing more to give.’ What the cleanliness of the front doorstep was to his mother, so goals were to Clough.




  He was constantly pushing for the next level, and for him that meant international football. He came to blame Middlesbrough’s trainer Harold Shepherdson, who also worked as

  Winterbottom’s trainer – and was next to Alf Ramsey on the bench when England won the World Cup – for not pushing his case more strongly and asked whether the Middlesbrough

  director Harry French, who sat on the board of selectors, could have done more to advance his cause.




  Clough decided to leave, and again asked Dennison for a transfer. Conveniently, rumours began to appear linking Manchester United with a bid for Clough. Dennison responded by taking the

  captaincy from Bill Harris and offering it to Clough, which both played to his ego and ensured he received more money. ‘Bill is not the type to shout at players on the

  field and I know he is happier when he is allowed to get on with his own job,’ the manager said. ‘That is one of the reasons why I have appointed Clough. He has almost three

  years’ League experience behind him and I am sure that he has the aptitude for the job – so that age does not matter. Brian has that drive on the field that can win matches and as

  captain I’m certain he can inspire his colleagues. I feel a captain should be keen to do the job on the field.’




  It was a controversial move however he justified it. Even Shepherdson, who was broadly sympathetic to Clough, was opposed. ‘Clough was a bad influence on the team,’ he said.

  ‘He created jealousy. He and Taylor were loners who chose certain people to communicate with. I wasn’t one of them.’ Before long, Clough and Taylor were meeting Dennison in his

  office on a Friday afternoon to select the team for the following afternoon. ‘I was aware of a certain amount of resentment towards me from some of the other players,’ Clough said,

  ‘partly because I always said what I thought, but mainly because I was bloody good at what I did and made no excuses for believing I was the best.’




  ‘I think it was probably the worst thing that could have happened, that Clough and Taylor got together,’ said the centre-half Brian Phillips. ‘It was Taylor who’d got the

  brains. I said all the way along that Taylor pulled the strings. Even when Cloughie came out with stuff, Taylor had manufactured it. He made the bullets. But Taylor, in a way, hadn’t got the

  bottle. He’d got the brains; Cloughie had the mouth.’




  The England issue still rankled with Clough, and it’s not hard to see his hand at work in a column by ELT published in the Gazette the week before the season

  began. ‘All Teesside football followers are fervently hoping that he will show form in Middlesbrough’s opening games which will force the selectors to remedy the blunder they were

  guilty of last June when they left him out of our World Cup party,’ it read. ‘Clough’s form last season should have earned him an England cap, but he has only to continue scoring

  goals with the regularity he has done in the last two seasons and I feel sure his ability will be recognised. We look to the Middlesbrough director,Mr Harry French, to try to convince his

  co-selectors that Brian is the man to wear England’s number nine shirt.’




  Having rallied the press to his cause, Clough then did his own bit of self-promotion, starting the 1958–59 season by scoring five in a 9–0 win over newly

  promoted Brighton. ‘It was the added responsibility of being captain held me back,’ he said, which might have been nothing more than an obvious gag, were it not for the suspicion that

  Clough didn’t do obvious gags: this was a dig at those who had criticised his accession.




  The good start was maintained as Clough got the only goal in an away win at Sheffield United, firing in first time after McLean had challenged for a ball hooked over his head by Harris. They

  twice had the lead at Grimsby the following Saturday as well but, this being Middlesbrough, optimism couldn’t be allowed to get out of hand, and they wilted on a hot afternoon, losing

  3–2. ‘Clough usually had no one to help him – and was opposed by a most resolute young centre-half in [Keith] Jobling,’ Mitchell wrote. ‘It was a hard game and Boro

  were not disgraced. But they were neither dynamic in attack nor watertight in defence.’




  Boro had ‘an erratic, disjointed air about them’ as they drew 0–0 with Sheffield United, but they came from behind to beat Liverpool 2–1 with a Clough double. Mitchell

  had begun ghosting Clough’s column in the Saturday Sports Edition of the Gazette, and the striker’s influence is easy to discern. ‘Clough was always threatening despite

  being monumentally marked . . .’ Mitchell wrote, ‘again there was moderate support at inside-forward.’ Little wonder Peacock at times became irritated by the coverage.




  It’s become a commonplace to suggest that Peacock and Clough didn’t get on, but he insisted that isn’t true. ‘I’m the type that’s quite happy going along with

  anything,’ Peacock said. ‘I didn’t go looking for headlines. I like to keep in the background. He was a lovely lad. That’s how I remember him. Clean-living, good family man,

  thought the world of his wife, thought the world of his kids, and he was always . . . like when he met my wife for the first time, when we were just courting, he went straight up to her and said

  how nice it was to see her. He was nice to people like that. Sometimes he could be a little bit over the top, and that was when he annoyed people, when he went too far.’




  When Clough scored two and laid on another for the eighteen-year-old debutant Alan Rodgerson in a 4–1 win at Rotherham, Boro had dropped only three points from their

  first six games and appeared genuine promotion candidates. On 13 September, though, Boro had to travel to Stoke and, even worse, Winterbottom came to watch Clough.

  Predictably, Thomson marked Clough out of the game, and Boro lost 3–1.




  Mitchell, whether he was acting as Clough’s mouthpiece or not, clearly wasn’t the only one worried about Boro’s inside-forwards. The following Tuesday, Middlesbrough and

  Sunderland reached agreement on terms for the transfer of Don Revie. He had been voted Footballer of the Year in 1956 while at Manchester City, when, aping the Hungarian Nándor Hidegkuti, he

  had operated as a deep-lying centre-forward, but his time at Roker Park hadn’t gone well and he had fallen out with the manager, Alan Brown. Revie, though, wanted a move to a First Division

  club, and although Dennison spent the next three weeks trying to persuade him to join Boro, he refused. Given Clough’s capacity to cling to grudges, it may be that the roots of his later

  antipathy to Revie lay in that aborted deal; in Clough & Revie, Roger Hermiston even suggested that one of Revie’s reasons for rejecting the deal was that he couldn’t imagine

  himself ever forging an effective partnership with somebody as tempestuous and individualistic as Clough. Clearly there were other and greater causes, but here Clough saw the chance to play

  alongside a respected former England international – something that could only have helped his own game – only for Revie to snub him and the team they had both grown up supporting. As

  it became apparent Revie wasn’t going to move, Dennison turned his attentions to Albert Quixall of Sheffield Wednesday, but he joined Manchester United instead. Had either arrived, it would

  almost certainly have meant Derek McLean making way, and it might have ended Dennison’s use of twin centre-forwards.




  On the pitch, the mood of discontent was spreading. Harris missed a penalty as Middlesbrough lost 2–1 at home to Rotherham, while Mitchell’s report added fuel to the anti-Clough

  fire. ‘It was only when Clough was in possession that a goal seemed likely,’ he wrote. ‘Boro’s young captain scored a great goal and came close on two other occasions

  – but he needed better support than that which came his way.’




  The morning of the next game, away to Charlton, Taylor approached Peacock as he ate his breakfast and told him there’d be a team meeting at eleven. When he got there, he found Clough and

  Taylor, plus the other members of the forward line. Clough told them that Winterbottom would be watching, and that he’d therefore be grateful if they could help make him

  look good. That could be construed as a slightly pitiful plea from somebody desperate for international recognition, but it was part of a wider pattern of self-obsession.




  Clough, struggling with a calf injury, perhaps shouldn’t even have played, but did so and was dreadful in a 1–0 defeat. ‘Not for years have I seen a worse performance from a

  Boro forward line,’ Mitchell wrote. ‘It had scarcely a shot in its locker; it had neither plan, nor purpose, nor cohesion; it lacked any semblance of accuracy in the pass. And it

  fiddled.’ Fiddling was something Mitchell, in common with most of the football writers of his age, couldn’t abide.




  Dennison seemingly agreed, dropping all four members of the forward line other than Clough. The result was a 0–0 draw at home to Bristol City. By the beginning of October,

  Middlesbrough’s promotion hopes were already over.




  For Clough, selection for an English League XI to face the Scottish League at Ibrox on 8 October must have been a welcome distraction, and he scored in a 1–1 draw.

  ‘Everything about his goal,’ Basil Easterbook wrote, ‘stamped Clough as a leader above average – the way he collected the ball after [Willie] Toner had missed it, his

  acceleration as he set off down the clear path to Scotland’s goal, his timing, force and placing of shot. Great – that was the only word to describe Clough’s effort. How tragic,

  then, that for the remainder of the match he should be reduced to the occasional clever flick or pass. This was not the Middlesbrough man’s fault in any way. Full responsibility for the

  Football League’s failure to win this match rests with Quixall and Greaves, our bitterly disappointing inside-forwards.’ Strange, Peacock may have noted, how inside-forwards so often

  disappointed when playing alongside Clough.




  By the time two signings were finally made at the beginning of November, Boro had gone nine games without a win. The arrivals were hardly of the calibre of Revie and Quixall: the right-half Ray

  Yeoman was bought from Northampton and the left-half Brian Jordan from Rotherham. Even as Clough posed for welcome photographs in the Gazette it’s not hard to imagine that behind his

  stiff grin he was wondering how Boro had started out bidding for international inside-forwards and ended up buying journeymen wing-halves.




  Boro at last won again on 8 November, Clough and Peacock both scoring hat-tricks as Scunthorpe were beaten 6–1. The next home game brought a 5–0 win over Derby, but that game was

  sandwiched between defeats at Leyton Orient and Bristol Rovers. Dennison moved again to strengthen the side, signing the inside-forward Willie Fernie for £19,000 from Celtic. He, at least,

  had some pedigree, having won sixteen caps for Scotland and earned a reputation that led Mitchell to describe him as the ‘ball-playing artist of the twinkling feet’.




  Defeats at Ipswich and the leaders Sheffield Wednesday meant Boro had taken a single point from their previous nine away games and relegation had become a serious concern, but back-to-back wins

  – 6–4 at Brighton, in which Clough got a hat-trick, and 3–1 at home to Barnsley, in which he scored twice – eased the pressure. Nonetheless, when Mitchell noted after a

  1–0 home defeat to Birmingham in January 1959 that ‘this Boro side isn’t yet good enough to hold its own in the First Division’ it seemed bizarre he should even be

  contemplating promotion.




  Willie Fernie, certainly, had rapidly become disillusioned. ‘We used to get changed, and we had the numbers of our shirts – eight, nine, ten . . .’ Peacock remembered.

  ‘It finished with eight; then there was the door, and then nine and ten, so me and Cloughie were always together. Anyway, Willie came in, and Cloughie must have been in the toilet or

  somewhere, and Willie said, “How the hell do you play with this bloke? He can’t play. I might as well have that bloody pillar there. At least if I hit it, it’ll come back to

  me.” Probably that went against Cloughie. He wasn’t the best player, but if you were prepared to play as Middlesbrough played, and he’s getting the goals, that’s

  it.’




  A 3–1 defeat at home to Charlton at the beginning of February had Mitchell suggesting the twin centre-forward plan had ‘outlived its usefulness’ and complaining that Clough and

  Peacock ‘more than once got in each other’s way’: on-field difficulties, perhaps, reflected their off-field niggles.




  By March, Middlesbrough had accumulated enough points to render relegation only a distant threat, but with promotion even more remote, the Gazette ran three in-depth features asking

  ‘What’s Wrong with the Boro?’ Mitchell went first. ‘There is sufficient talent on the books of Middlesbrough FC now for a genuine promotion challenge

  to be embarked upon . . .’ he insisted. ‘Some of the young hopefuls who were drafted in have not sustained their initial promise . . . Too many established players have been persevered

  with in spite of consistently moderate displays; too few promising young men have been given the chance to settle down into the first team. Adequacy has been tolerated in some, not in others. And

  that doesn’t make for the happiest of dressing-rooms.’




  The lack of team spirit was obvious, and it was something upon which the veteran reporter To’T remarked the following day. Unlike Mitchell, he suggested Clough’s leadership may be to

  blame. ‘It was not a popular choice with the players then, nor is it now,’ he wrote. ‘Clough looks like proving one of the twenty or so Middlesbrough FC greats of the last forty

  years, but a man of authority and experience, in a more convenient part of the side than centre-forward, would have made his presence and his displeasure felt when a number of recent games at

  Ayresome Park were petering away to ignoble failure.’ The more common complaint was surely that Clough had, at times, made his displeasure all too obvious, but the general point remains

  valid.




  ‘There have been,’ To’T continued, ‘and will continue to be, occasions when Clough’s dexterity as a goal-getter has given to the side sufficient stimulus for the

  maintenance of morale, but responsibility for team spirit should be broader based than on one man’s marksmanship. The urgent need is of some personality capable of rousing and getting the

  best out of the side.’




  The third analysis was written by George Hardwick, the former Middlesbrough and England forward who at the time was coach of PSV Eindhoven. Mitchell, perhaps recognising his position demanded

  good relations with Dennison, had refused to blame the manager, describing his task as ‘Herculean’, but Hardwick was scathing. ‘I cannot understand how a team, having played

  three-quarters of a season together can still fail to understand each other’s play,’ he said. ‘It boils down to a need for still more team coaching and team discussion – and

  perhaps the feeling between players could be better.’




  He was sceptical too about Clough’s captaincy, although rather more sympathetic than To’T. ‘I am firmly convinced,’ he wrote, ‘this appointment has hindered Clough’s development as a footballer and jeopardised his chance of an international career.’




  With the season petering out and Clough apparently no nearer the England call-up he so craved, the first half of 1959 might have been forgettable for Clough had it not been for

  his wedding. He fell out with journalists, he fell out with directors and he fell out with players, but his marriage to Barbara remained strong; when he died in 2004, they had been together for

  over forty-five years.




  Clough had been in Rea’s café when he first saw her, a girl ‘with a smile that seemed to light up the entire north-east’.




  ‘It was some time before I plucked up the courage to introduce myself,’ he wrote in his autobiography. He bought himself a strawberry milkshake, wandered over, and said,

  ‘Hello, my name is Brian,’ then bought her a coffee. She replied that her name was Barbara Glasgow. She lived on Gifford Street, about three-quarters of a mile from Valley Road.




  ‘My dad was aware of him [Clough] because he didn’t miss a match at Ayresome Park,’ Barbara said. ‘He just came up one evening, introduced himself and said would I like

  to go to the pictures. I sort of knew about him vaguely. My dad used to come home raving about this centre-forward who was scoring all these goals. I went home and said who I was going out with.

  And he said, “The young man I’ve been watching every week?”




  ‘And I said yes, so he had a big beam on his face.




  ‘And my mother said, “A footballer?”




  ‘She had her reservations.’




  Barbara had gone to Kirby Grammar School and, when she’d left, her parents had wanted her to go into teaching. Instead, she became a shorthand typist and worked at ICI; although he

  hadn’t known it at the time, Clough and Barbara had briefly been work colleagues. Clough was devoted to her, sending a telegram from every away game he played in and relishing visits to her

  house to enjoy her mother’s ‘gorgeous coconut cakes’. Barbara taught Clough how to dance – a relief after his slithering ineptitude while playing for his RAF side in Wales

  – but he didn’t get too many opportunities to practise. He was still living at home and that meant obeying his mother’s strict 9.30pm curfew. If he were late, his mother

  wouldn’t let him out the following night and would find unpleasant chores for him to do, such as picking the sprouts from the vegetable patch on a frosty morning. In his

  first autobiography, Clough claimed that he himself would insist on being home by 10pm ‘for Match of the Day as much as anything’, saying that meant catching the bus outside the

  Gaumont cinema at 9.50, which in turn often led to them missing the last few minutes of films. It’s a nice detail, suggesting his early obsession with the game, but like so many Clough

  anecdotes, it doesn’t stand up, given Match of the Day didn’t start until 1964, long after he’d left Middlesbrough.




  On Sundays, he and Barbara would walk in Albert Park with their own groups of friends and perhaps go rowing on the lake. In winter, Clough would usually wear a ribbed sweater a couple of sizes

  too big for him and a muffler, which embarrassed Barbara to such an extent that she’d turn aside rather than have to acknowledge him.




  For all that, she agreed to marry him. At the time, the only Boro player with a car was Lindy Delapenha, who owned a battered maroon Ford Anglia. He would give players lifts home from training,

  but strictly in order of seniority (which he seems to have interpreted by age rather than rank), meaning Clough was usually left to walk or take the bus. Having heard of his engagement, though,

  Delapenha gave Clough and Barbara a lift to Stockton to visit a jeweller. As he got out of the car outside H Samuel, the door came off in Clough’s hand, and he was left trying desperately to

  reattach it as Barbara went in to choose her ring.




  They were married in St Barnabas Church on the morning of Saturday, 4 April 1959, choosing the date ‘to make sure we got the maximum allowance from the tax-man’. They held the

  reception at the Linthorpe Hotel, where Clough had once waited for the potato truck to ferry him to Great Broughton. After rushing through the speeches so he could get off to play against Leyton

  Orient that afternoon, Clough handed his brother Des £25 and told him to buy everybody a drink. ‘Let them buy their own,’ he replied; Clough evidently wasn’t the only member

  of his family who was cautious with money.




  The lift Clough had arranged was late, leading him to try – without success – to commandeer a police car, but he made it to Ayresome Park in time for his name to be included on the

  team-sheet before it was submitted at 2pm. Inevitably, he scored in a 4–2 win. The next day, he and Barbara travelled to London, where they spent their honeymoon – all four days of

  it – in the familiar footballers’ haunt of the Russell Hotel: Clough sleeping; Barbara sightseeing.




  On the Wednesday they went on to Liverpool where, with Barbara watching from the directors’ box, Clough scored twice in the final two minutes to secure an unlikely victory.




  ‘He’s not had a kick,’ Bill Shankly is supposed to have growled at Boro’s trainer Harold Shepherdson as they shook hands after the final whistle.




  ‘He’s had at least two to my knowledge, Bill,’ Shepherdson replied.




  Or at least that’s how Clough tells the story and how it has entered legend. In fact, although Middlesbrough won 2–1, the order and timings of the goals were rather different.

  Holliday got the first eight minutes after half-time following a combination between Clough and Fernie and, ten minutes later, Clough scored his fortieth goal of the season after Fernie and

  Holliday returned the favour; Jimmy Melia pulled one back late on. This is a perennial problem with Clough: the anecdotes are often good to start with, but have been polished to greatness by

  manipulations over time – whether by Clough or those who have delighted in telling his tale; the legend has supplanted the facts.




  Middlesbrough finished the 1958–59 season thirteenth, with Clough scoring forty-three goals in all competitions. It still wasn’t enough, though, to earn him a

  call-up to the England side for the tour to the Americas. ‘Throughout the country, heads were shaken in wonder when the names were announced . . . of the men chosen to tour the

  Americas,’ Mitchell wrote. ‘In this part of the world the dominant feeling would appear to be anger, mixed with incredulity, that the ace marksman in the country has again been given

  the cold shoulder.’




  Although England ended the tour with an 8–1 win over the USA, defeats to Brazil, Peru and Mexico meant it was generally regarded as a failure. In three of the games, Winterbottom had

  fielded Greaves, Bobby Charlton and Haynes; in the other, Peter Broadbent of Wolves replaced Greaves. The Gazette columnist ELT considered the whole strategy misplaced. ‘The scheme of

  three interchanging inside-forwards,’ he wrote, ‘with no orthodox centre-forward seems to have been a dismal failure so far as producing goals is concerned.’




  The new season didn’t begin promisingly, a goalless draw with Portsmouth being followed by a 2–0 defeat to Cardiff, but it was ignited in the third game, away

  at Derby, when Boro ‘achieved brilliance in the last forty minutes’ to win 7–1. ‘The twin centre-forward plan worked with a vengeance,’ Mitchell wrote. ‘Clough,

  who had a good game, took burly centre-half [Les] Moore, and usually one or two other defenders, out to the wings and Peacock was there to crack home four glorious goals.’ Remarkably, Clough

  didn’t score.




  A 1–1 draw at home to Cardiff followed, but Clough was still to get off the mark for the season. When the drought was broken, it went in a rush, as he scored four in fourteen minutes in

  Boro’s 6–2 win over Plymouth. Hull were beaten 4–0 and for the fourth season in a row, Boro won at Anfield, where Winterbottom saw Clough ‘play a strong, hard game and

  distribute the ball well’. It was enough to earn a call-up for the English League to play the Irish League, but before that Clough had scored a hat-trick in a 3–0 win over Charlton to

  take Boro to within a point of the top of the table.




  The representative game in Belfast fell on Barbara’s birthday. Clough promised her a goal; he delivered all five in a 5–0 win. ‘Brian Clough, for so long an international

  outcast, MUST have won his cap,’ the report in the Mail said. ‘He shattered the Irish defence with five brilliantly taken goals. Here was his answer to those selectors who for so

  long have rated him no more than a successful goalgetter in the Second Division.’ The Mirror was even more explicit: ‘Get that England No 9 jersey ready for Brian

  Clough.’




  A fortnight later came the long-awaited news, with an added bonus. ‘Clough, Holliday in!’ the front page of the Gazette exulted. Having waited so long for his England call-up,

  Clough ended up having to share the glory with a younger team-mate. ‘This is one of the happiest days of my life and I only hope I can do well on Saturday,’ he told Mitchell. ‘I

  want to succeed for my own sake, of course, but also for those wonderful Boro supporters who have always cheered me on. I just hope I don’t let anyone down.’




  That last line sounds uncharacteristic, laced with none of the self-confident bombast that usually characterised his speech, and it betrayed a genuine anxiety that was probably intensified by

  the interest his call-up generated on Teesside. His father organised a bus for his workmates at ICI Wilton to travel down to watch the game, while around two hundred fans took

  advantage of a special excursion train that travelled overnight from Middlesbrough to Cardiff for the game against Wales.




  ‘At the team hotel I felt nervous and vulnerable, twenty-four years old but a young twenty-four and hardly a man of the world,’ he wrote in his first autobiography. The squad’s

  first meal together was breakfast, and Clough could hardly have made a worse impression, his nervousness causing him to spill his plate of bacon and baked beans onto his lap. Fortunately Tom Finney

  stepped in, lending Clough a pair of trousers and taking his only pair of flannels to be cleaned.
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