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Praise for Titanic: Minute by Minute:


‘Reading Mayo is like watching a movie – the panorama starts breathtakingly wide, then suddenly you crash in on a single detail.’ – Jeremy Vine


‘Compelling... There is something astonishing or heartbreaking on every page.’ – Daily Mail


Praise for Hitler’s Last Day: Minute by Minute:


‘Compelling.’ – Radio Times


‘Beyond fascinating... this book brings to life a thousand different people in the most dramatic moment of the last century.’ – Jeremy Vine


‘Fascinating.’ – The Sun


Praise for D-Day: Minute by Minute:


‘Studded with extraordinary detail, it’s the most joltingly vivid account ever written of the day the Allies gambled everything… Heartbreaking and thrilling by turns.’ – Daily Mail


‘This book creates a remarkably vivid picture of one of the most important days in modern history.’ – The Good Book Guide


Praise for The Assassination of JFK: Minute by Minute:


‘Reads like a pacey, page-turning, cold war political thriller.’ – Dermot O’Leary


‘A blow-by-blow account of a moment that changed history… The pictures come thick and fast as the tragedy unfolds and some of the images painted are painfully powerful.’ – Radio Times


‘A gripping account of those blood-soaked few days in November 1963.’ – Daily Express
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For Hannah and Charlie and for my parents who took my sister, brother and me shopping on 30th July 1966 and wondered why the streets were so empty.
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Introduction


It was 8.15pm on Friday 29th July 1966 and at the Hendon Odeon in north London, the comedy Those Magnificent Men in Their Flying Machines had just started. In a scene set in the office of newspaper proprietor Lord Rawnsley, a reporter asked Rawnsley, played by actor Robert Morley, about the size of the prize for winning his international air race.




‘£10,000!’


‘Most generous, sir! That should attract fliers from all over the world!’


‘That’s the idea – nevertheless, I shall expect the prize to be won by an Englishman…’





Sitting in the gloom of the upstairs balcony of the cinema were a group of 25 men – members of the England football squad, together with their trainers Les Cocker and Harold Shepherdson and their manager Alf Ramsey.


Ramsey loved going to see films. His family was so poor that he couldn’t afford to go to the cinema until he was 14; since then he had made up for it. He once turned down the chance to go to the Bolshoi so he could see a screening of the film version of Till Death Us Do Part at the British Embassy.


A comedy about a pre-First World War air race was not Ramsey’s first choice as he prefers westerns, but there were none on at the Odeon that week.


It had become a ritual that after training the England squad would hastily assemble in the foyer of the regular team hotel, Hendon Hall, and then follow Alf Ramsey down the hill to the Odeon, ‘like some glorified school trip, struggling to keep up and putting coats on,’ as former captain Jimmy Armfield said.


After the half dozen cinema trips the players had made in the previous seven weeks, this would be the last one they would make together. The art deco octagonal Odeon clocks either side of the screen were a constant reminder that it was less than 24 hours to kick-off at the Empire Stadium at Wembley for the World Cup final. In front of a predicted global television audience of 400 million, 11 of the men watching the film would be playing West Germany. Two of the team – Jimmy Greaves and Alan Ball – had no idea if they were playing or not. Greaves had passed a fitness test in the afternoon, but he expected the manager to stick with the team that won the semi-final. Whether he played was the big national talking point. Since he was about ten years old Greaves had never really had to look at a team sheet – he knew his name would always be there. Now, as Geoff Hurst said years later, he was wondering, ‘Will I be chosen?’


Hurst already knew that he was in the team for the final. He had literally ‘ached at the thought of not being in’. After their last training session that day Alf Ramsey had come up to him and said, ‘I want you to know that you’ll be playing tomorrow. But, Geoffrey, keep it to yourself. I won’t be telling the others.’


For a moment Hurst thought about kissing his manager.


Martin Peters had only just been told. As they were coming through the foyer Alf Ramsey took him to one side.


‘I don’t want you to repeat this to anyone – I haven’t told the others in the team, but I want you to know that you’ll be playing tomorrow.’


Peters took a few deep breaths to contain his relief and elation.


Nobby Stiles had known for a few hours – Ramsey had told him after lunch.


‘Nobby – are you ready for tomorrow?’


‘I hope so…’ said Stiles.


‘You’d bloody better be,’ Alf replied.


During their ten-minute walk to the cinema, the England squad had attracted some double-takes, and there were calls from passers-by wishing them ‘good luck!’ Car horns beeped in support.


1966 was a year when Britain was ‘swinging’. British bands such as the Kinks, the Beatles and the Rolling Stones provided the soundtrack to the year; models such as Twiggy and Jean ‘The Shrimp’ Shrimpton provided the look and Carnaby Street the clothes. Even British films were cool – 60 million Americans saw Thunderball in 1966. The French magazine L’Express grudgingly admitted that England was where ‘the wind of today blows most strongly’.


But that was not the whole picture. Not everyone was walking down Carnaby Street in velvet trousers with a skinny model on their arm. 1966 was a year beset by strikes and economic crises. In the days before the final, Prime Minister Harold Wilson had flown to Washington to urgently reassure a concerned President Johnson that the British economy was under control.


Many watched the swinging sixties from afar, untouched by the new clothes, music and attitudes. Britain was still an old-fashioned country, and old-fashioned formalities still held sway. Most men watching the football at Wembley on World Cup final day wore suits and ties; the players would never have dared to have a Beatles-style haircut, and at the post-final celebrations the Football Association (FA) kept their wives in a separate room as the banquet was thought to be no place for ladies.


England’s victory meant so much to so many people because it was a revolution everyone could share in. It was the most unifying moment of the decade.


Even the sun shone that July afternoon. It was a day remembered by both the players and the fans with a sharpness and an affection that have remained undimmed after 50 years. The stories in this book reflect that emotion felt by all – from pop stars and Boy Scouts to Thames dockers.


The celebrity culture of the pop world had not yet overtaken football. The England of July 1966 had a kind of innocence: footballers lived as neighbours on the same modest housing estate and could simply walk to the cinema before the biggest match of their lives. Alan Ball said years later, ‘I tell you what made us what we were – we had this wonderful feeling that we were still part of the people. Every street in England had a footballer living in it. We were ordinary, approachable people. You were welcome to walk the streets, you were patted on the back, you were touchable, reachable.’


Three weeks before the England squad’s trip to the cinema to see Those Magnificent Men in Their Flying Machines, the chances of them running out onto the Wembley pitch on the 30th July had seemed slim. In the first game of the World Cup tournament – which took place immediately after the opening ceremony – they played Uruguay. Both teams were introduced to the Queen. The England captain Bobby Moore presented her with a bouquet of red, white and blue flowers. ‘How happy, those are the right colours. I hope they bring you luck,’ the Queen said.


The Wembley Stadium publicity officer Leonard Went had warned the public the game would be so popular that they should stay at home if they didn’t have a ticket. In the end the stadium had 20,000 empty seats and the touts outside were left with fists full of tickets. World Cup fever had not yet gripped the nation.


After 90 minutes, the Hungarian referee signalled the end of a goalless draw with an apologetic spread of his hands. The England team were booed off the pitch – it was the first time since 1938 that England had failed to score at Wembley. Alan Ball, Jack Charlton, John Connelly, Roger Hunt and Jimmy Greaves all walked straight into their dressing room and FA officials had to persuade them to come out for the national anthems. Only Alan Ball returned to stand with the rest of the team and the Uruguayans.


‘They had ten full-backs and a goalkeeper,’ England’s Ray Wilson complained of the Uruguay team with some justification, but the home nation had shown little bite in attack. ‘England looked to the flair and opportunism of Jimmy Greaves or Bobby Charlton. They looked in vain,’ wrote the Sun’s Peter Lorenzo. Under the headline: ‘ANGRY, BAFFLED GOALLESS ENGLAND’, Brian James of the Daily Mail declared: ‘There is precious little time left to find the secret of destroying teams that have defence as their first and only priority.’ The paper ran a cartoon of two men with scarves and England rosettes walking away from Wembley’s twin towers; the caption read: ‘I thought the bands and the opening ceremony were terrific.’


The joke was painfully true. On the train home, the Observer’s Hugh McIlvanney asked two young men wearing huge England rosettes what they thought of their team’s performance.


‘Rubbish.’


‘And their chances of winning the World Cup?’


‘Rubbish.’


Jimmy Hill, BBC pundit and Coventry City manager, expressed the nation’s pessimism: ‘It’s not Alf’s fault, nobody could win the World Cup with those players.’


Perhaps he was right.




I’m employed to win football matches, that is all.


Alf Ramsey


Q: What was Alf Ramsey like?


A: I don’t know, I was only with him six years.


Jack Charlton





One man who still believed in the team was their manager Alf Ramsey. Despite the nation’s doubts, he never lost faith in his team. In the dressing room after the goalless draw with Uruguay he surprised them with his reaction to their performance. ‘You may not have won, but you didn’t lose. And you didn’t give away a goal, either. Wonderful, we didn’t give them a kick. How many shots did you have to take, Gordon? Two? That’s the stuff! Whatever anyone says, remember that you can still qualify, providing you keep a clean sheet and don’t lose a game. We can win this cup without conceding a goal.’


‘These were the words we wanted to hear,’ said Ray Wilson.


The following day Alf Ramsey took the squad to Pinewood Studios, where they had a drink with Yul Brynner, Norman Wisdom, Cliff Richard and Sean Connery who was in the middle of filming You Only Live Twice. One scene had to be reshot as a tipsy Ray Wilson fell off his chair with a clatter. After filming was over Sean Connery told the players, ‘I’m honoured to meet you and I know everyone should put their trust in you.’ Buoyed up by meeting the stars (and in some cases by alcohol), the players went on to a civic reception at Hendon Town Hall to be honoured by the London Borough of Barnet. During a speech by the mayor of Barnet, a couple of the squad entertained themselves by slipping potato salad in the pockets of unsuspecting local councillors. The pre-Uruguay spirit was restored.


Alf Ramsey had consistently maintained his conviction that England would make the Jules Rimet trophy theirs. On 25th October 1962, the day he was appointed manager, he declared, ‘We have a wonderful chance to win the World Cup.’ By 21st August 1963 he was sounding even more confident: ‘England will win the World Cup. We have the ability, the determination and the players to do it.’ He kept repeating this message: on 28th August 1964 he said, ‘England will succeed in 1966’; on 5th February 1965: ‘I think England will certainly win the World Cup’; on 5th August 1965: ‘If anything I am more confident than ever we will beat all comers.’


Once it had been announced by FIFA (Fédération Internationale de Football Association) that the 1966 World Cup was to be staged in England, the FA decided that England needed a new manager. Walter Winterbottom had looked after the side since 1946, with little World Cup success. In both 1950 in Brazil and 1958 in Sweden, they failed to get beyond the first round; in 1954 in Switzerland and 1962 in Chile, they were knocked out in the quarter-finals. Bobby Charlton said of Walter Winterbottom, ‘I had a healthy respect for his knowledge and his desire. He had everything that you needed – but he just somehow didn’t get that response from the players that you actually needed to win.’


The FA received 59 applications for the post of England manager, but they felt none were up to the job. In October 1962, they approached the manager of Ipswich Town who had taken the small East Anglian club, containing what Jimmy Greaves called ‘honest journeymen and discards’, from the Third Division South to First Division champions in only seven years. Being champions in their first season was a feat no other side had ever achieved. The Times wrote about Ipswich Town: ‘They are not exciting, they do not make the pulses race; maybe after all there is a virtue in the honest labourer.’


Before managing Ipswich, Alf Ramsey had had a distinguished career as a full-back for Southampton, Spurs and England. When he took over the England managership from Walter Winterbottom in January 1963, he insisted that he picked the team himself, rather than the FA Selection Committee. Winterbottom was never able to pick his own team for key matches; instead the Selection Committee of 12 men voted on which players should represent their country, most often favouring players from their own clubs. Sir Stanley Rous, the FIFA president who had also been FA secretary between 1934 and 1962 said, ‘They say of the camel that it looks so weird it could only have been designed by a committee, and some of our international teams were just as ill-balanced as a result of the system.’


It had taken Ramsey a while to find a winning formula for Ipswich Town and it took a while with England. He tried many permutations before he felt near to getting the squad he was after. His approach was summed up by two of the most experienced members of the final squad. ‘The players didn’t know best,’ Bobby Charlton said. ‘Alf was never influenced by any player. He was always after what made a team rather than individuals.’ In the words of Jimmy Armfield, ’This was not going to be a team of celebrities.’


In the end the winning formula was discovered by accident. In February 1965, two of England’s wingers, Bobby Charlton and Peter Thompson, were prevented by their clubs from attending an England training camp. In an experiment which he admitted was ‘a cruel trick’, Alf Ramsey pitted the Under-23 team playing the standard Winterbottom 4-2-4 formation (two wingers and two centre forwards up front, two half-backs in midfield and in defence two centre-backs and two full-backs) against a senior team playing 4-3-3, a more defensive version of 4-2-4. In an attack two midfielders push forward with one dropping back to help the defence. ‘The first team ran riot with the lads,’ Alf Ramsey recalled.


Team formations are listed in numbers with the defenders listed first – the goalkeeper is never listed. The very first formation devised in the 1860s was 1-2-7; this was because forward passing wasn’t allowed and so a large number of forwards attacked together, passing sideways.


Alf Ramsey proved that the new formation could work for England on the international stage in a friendly against Spain in Madrid in December 1965. England had never beaten Spain away from home. Ramsey explained to his players that they wouldn’t have ‘three players alone up front, but six in attack’. Once again the team ran riot, beating the hosts 2-0. Jack Charlton claimed it could have been 6-0 and an admiring press dubbed them ‘wingless wonders’. Bookmakers made England second favourites to win the World Cup and for the first time the public began to believe Alf Ramsey’s prediction of success.


Alf Ramsey was a complex man. He resented the football press and found interviews difficult, but he loved talking about the game with his players. Alan Ball hung on his every word. ‘Everything I achieved in the game I owe to him. I loved Alf to death. My father said I was a rough diamond but Alf polished me.’ Geoff Hurst was a latecomer to the squad – his debut for England wasn’t until February 1966, and he was immediately struck by the respect in which Alf was held, even though he could be a cold and remote figure.


Ramsey grew up in Essex in a cottage with no electricity; his father was a hay and straw dealer. It was rumoured that Alf had taken elocution lessons in the mid-fifties to lose his Essex accent, something he always denied. He did, however, once admit to listening to BBC radio announcers to copy their delivery. In a radio interview in the early 1960s he showed both his reluctance to acknowledge his past and an awkwardness that came from an obsession with choosing his words with care.


‘Are your parents still alive, Mr Ramsey?’


‘Oh, yes.’


‘Where do they live?’


‘In Dagenham, I believe.’


The day after the Uruguay match, when the squad were about to leave the set of You Only Live Twice, Alf Ramsey said a few words on behalf of the players and thanked ‘Seen Connery’. Bobby Moore and Jimmy Greaves burst out laughing. ‘Now I’ve SEEN everything,’ Moore whispered to the team. But George Cohen didn’t laugh. ‘It’s true Alf acquired a voice, but actually he’d come from Dagenham from the cloth-cap era and had come a long way. I admired him for that.’



The Tournament


The draw for the World Cup took place in the Royal Garden Hotel in Kensington on 6th January 1966. It divided the 16 teams taking part into four groups who would be based in London, the Midlands, the North West and the North East. England had automatically qualified as the host nation.


At the start of the qualification process, 70 teams had entered, but in the weeks that followed 19 withdrew. South Africa was excluded for breaking FIFA’s anti-discrimination laws; Asian and African football associations protested at FIFA’s decision to allow only one team to qualify from each continent and withdrew their teams; Syria had been drawn in a European qualifying group but pulled out in sympathy with the Asians and Africans; North Korea refused to withdraw from the Asian qualifying group so that meant they only had to beat Australia to win a place in the finals. They played Australia twice in the neutral venue of Phnom Penh, and following instructions from head of state Norodom Sihanouk, one half of the Cambodian crowd cheered for Australia and the other half for North Korea.


In August 1960, the FIFA congress met in Italy to decide who would host the 1966 World Cup. There were two contenders – England and West Germany. England was awarded the tournament by 34 votes to 27.


Almost immediately preparations began. Only Old Trafford and Wembley met the FIFA specifications for a pitch measuring 115 yards by 75 yards, so in Liverpool a whole row of Victorian terraced houses backing onto Everton’s ground, Goodison Park, was demolished, all because the pitch was 12 feet too short; at Sheffield Wednesday’s ground at Hillsborough, the Leppings Lane End was constructed (the scene of the 1989 tragedy).


Newcastle United were in dispute with the local council about the lease for St James’s Park, so Third Division Middlesbrough found themselves hosting three Group 4 games. The official guide for foreign visitors declared: ‘There is no shortage of entertainment of all types in Middlesbrough… it is the only urban centre ever to make the final of Britain in Bloom.’ All grounds were adapted to seat 400 journalists in accordance with FIFA’s stipulation that they needed 27 inches of workspace rather than the FA’s standard 18 inches. At Everton alone £10,000 (about £200,000 today) was spent on new television cables and telephone lines.


Wembley Stadium’s concrete stands were covered by a new roof made of aluminium and glass and a new press box was constructed.


The organisers had mixed fortunes when it came to marketing the tournament. They failed to find a single sponsor for their tickets or brochures, but the official mascot, World Cup Willie, the first of its kind, was more successful. The little lion was designed by commercial artist Reg Hoye, an illustrator of Enid Blyton’s books. He gave Willie a Beatles-style moptop and a Union flag waistcoat; Willie appeared on a wide range of products from mugs to bottles of ale. Skiffle legend Lonnie Donegan recorded a single praising him: ‘He’s tough as a lion and never will give up / That’s why Willie is favourite for the Cup.’


The original bearer of the name was the World Cup’s chief administrative officer, E.K. ‘World Cup Willie’ Willson. This affectionate nickname from his staff was then passed on to the mascot.


Once the tournament was underway it had its fair share of surprises. The North Koreans, who arrived as underdogs and whose country was not even officially recognised by the British government, humiliated the Italians at Ayresome Park by beating them 1-0. When they eventually flew home to Genoa, the Italians were pelted with rotten tomatoes as they got off their plane.


The people of Middlesbrough took the Koreans to their hearts and 3000 travelled to Liverpool to see them lose 5-3 to Portugal in the quarter-finals.


Brazil were the reigning world champions and had been unbeaten in the World Cup in the previous 12 years, but were unprepared for the more physical European style of play that had developed in the past few years. The favourites were beaten 3-1 by Hungary and then 3-1 by Portugal. Pelé, believed by most people to be the finest player in the world, was on the receiving end of numerous vicious tackles and was carried off injured in the Portugal game. He threatened to retire from international football, saying, ‘I don’t want to finish my life as an invalid.’


During the three weeks of the tournament there were a number of cultural confusions. When the Brazilian fans arrived at London Airport (soon to be renamed Heathrow), their drums and tambourines were confiscated by suspicious customs officials, but fortunately returned to them just in time for the first game. The Brazilian players’ ruling body refused the team permission to meet the Beatles because they said they would be ‘a serious threat to the peace and security of the impressionable young men in their charge’. Many players were suspicious of British cuisine. Those ‘impressionable young men’ heard a rumour that the only meat their Chester hotel served was horse meat and so they only ate cabbage and potatoes. The Portuguese preferred to go into the kitchen of their Wilmslow hotel and cook their own food.


The Italians had expected to be quarter-finalists and so had booked Loyola Hall, a Jesuit retreat centre in Liverpool. The victorious North Koreans took over the booking after Italy’s early exit (and inherited Brazil’s team bus), but were disturbed by the large number of crucifixes on the walls and in the grounds, and by the fact that they each had their own room. They decided to sleep on each other’s floors.




Show us a better team than the Germans and you’ll have the World Cup winners.


Daily Mirror, 13th July 1966





The West Germans arrived in England on 8th July in a relaxed mood, having had three weeks off. Despite being ranked as 14-1 outsiders, they felt confident, having won all five of their warm-up matches. They made an immediate impact by crushing Switzerland 5-0 at Hillsborough. Switzerland were without two of their best players who had arrived late at the team hotel the night before, claiming they had got lost while sightseeing in Sheffield. Nonetheless, the Observer took the view that ‘West Germany’s opening statement was the most impressive of the first week’. The most disappointed fan at Hillsborough was Edward Hollinger, who had walked all the way from Zurich to watch the Swiss team, pushing his belongings in a pram.


The Germans faced tougher competition in their second game, which was against Argentina at Villa Park. Bizarrely, to ensure his team had a rest before the match, the West German manager Helmut Schön arranged for the team to have a sleep in the Dunlop tyre factory in Birmingham, after training at the company’s sports centre. ‘There were mattresses on the floor and the whole team had a sleep for about one hour and then we get up and go to the stadium – that’s how it was in 1966,’ Franz Beckenbauer recalled.


The West Germany v Argentina match was a bitter, aggressive, nil-nil contest. Wolfgang Overath and Willi Schulz committed numerous fouls but the South Americans were the worse offenders – half-back José Albrecht was sent off for kneeing Wolfgang Weber in the groin. FIFA warned Argentina to ‘play in a more sporting manner in future games’. The England team watched the match at the Hendon Hall Hotel on a television that had been installed at the request of Alf Ramsey to give a direct feed of BBC output. That meant the squad could watch any game, even those not broadcast live.


Returning to Villa Park, the West Germans had only to draw to qualify for the quarter-finals. Their fans unfurled a banner that read: ‘The Beatles come from England, the World Cup Winners come from Germany.’ That prediction was looking doubtful when, after 24 minutes, they were a goal down. The setback spurred the Germans to find their best form of the tournament so far, with captain Uwe Seeler (known as the Hamburg Torpedo) scoring the winning goal.


The quarter-final between West Germany and Uruguay was the angriest yet. In the second half, English referee James Finney annoyed the Uruguayans by dismissing their appeals for an obvious goal-line handball by Karl-Heinz Schnellinger which denied them the lead. A fight broke out – Lothar Emmerich kicked the Uruguay captain Horatio Troche, only for Troche to respond by kicking Emmerich in the stomach. Finney sent Troche off, and as he left the pitch he stopped to slap Uwe Seeler in the face, who simply burst out laughing. By the end of the game, the South Americans were down to nine men and had conceded four goals.


The semi-final was held at Goodison Park. This time West Germany’s opponents were the Soviet Union. Helmut Haller and Franz Beckenbauer scored for West Germany in a 2-1 win. At the end of the game a large number of German fans invaded the pitch in celebration. The home fans responded by chanting: ‘Go home, you bums, go home’ and ‘England! England!’ But neither West Germany’s fans nor their players had any intention of going home – they were in the final of the World Cup.


*


After the disappointing opening game against Uruguay, England faced Mexico at Wembley. For 36 agonising minutes, it seemed that England wouldn’t give the white-coated men in charge of the Wembley scoreboards a chance to place any numbers next to their name. Then Roger Hunt passed the ball to Bobby Charlton near the centre circle. ‘There’s no one around me, so let’s run and see what happens,’ Charlton thought. While Hunt fooled the Mexican defence with a decoy run, Charlton didn’t even look up as he blasted the ball 30 yards with his right foot. He would say later that it wasn’t the best goal he ever scored for England, ‘but I never felt more relieved or elated to see the ball smash the back of the net’.


It took another 40 minutes before Roger Hunt scored to settle the game. It was England’s fourth win in 16 games in World Cup finals. Although the crowd confidently sang ‘Oh, when the Whites go marching in’, and England were leading their group, many in the press box were unconvinced by England’s performance.


In England’s final game in Group 1, their opponents France needed to win by two clear goals to progress to the quarter-finals (and keep England out). The match, watched in the drizzle by a near-capacity Wembley crowd of 96,000, was notable for two tackles. Joseph Bonnel slammed into Jimmy Greaves, dragging his studs down his shin and opening his leg up ‘like a red rose towards the end of his bloom’. No substitutes were allowed in 1966 (they were allowed for the first time in the 1970 World Cup), so Greaves’ leg was bandaged by the trainer Harold Shepherdson and he carried on playing. He needed 14 stitches after the game and was left with a scar still visible 50 years on.


Fifteen minutes from the end, Nobby Stiles tackled the French inside-left Jacques Simon viciously from behind. He admitted later, ‘I was aware it was late, a terrible tackle. I knew it was bad.’ As Simon lay in agony, Roger Hunt scored the second of his two goals.


Geoff Hurst, who hadn’t played yet in the finals, watched from the stands with Judith, his wife. His frustration at not having a place in the team was exacerbated by a man in front of them insulting the efforts of his colleagues. Judith had to tug at her husband’s sleeve to get him to ‘shut up and sit down’. Hurst’s mood changed when he arrived back at the Hendon Hall Hotel and saw the extent of Jimmy Greaves’ injury. ‘I knew at once I would play against Argentina in the quarter-finals.’


The FA demanded that Nobby Stiles be dropped. Alf Ramsey told them bluntly, ‘If Stiles goes, I go.’




England’s quarter-final with Argentina was not so much a football match as an international incident.


Hugh McIlvanney, the Observer, 25th July 1966





‘Well, gentlemen, you know the sort of game you have on your hands this afternoon,’ Alf Ramsey told his team on the morning of 23rd July.


The England players were worried already – the quarter-final was sudden-death and as Bobby Moore said later, ‘We knew the public doubted we could do it, because we hadn’t looked like scoring goals. We accepted in our guts it was going to be hard.’


From the outset, both sides were guilty of petty fouls and the German referee Rudolf Kreitlein wrote a long list of names in his notebook. ‘One was reminded of a schoolboy collecting engine numbers,’ wrote Brian Glanville in The Sunday Times. The match had its farcical moments. Nobby Stiles shouted at half-back Roberto Ferreiro, who promptly threw himself to the ground. As the Argentine cautions mounted up, their captain Antonio Rattin became more and more incensed. When Rudolf Kreitlein booked Rattin for tripping Bobby Charlton, the Argentinian spat on the ground in contempt. Kreitlein sent him off.


For ten minutes Rattin refused to move. The stand-off was complicated by the fact that the player and the referee didn’t share a common language. The crowd slow hand-clapped and chanted ‘Why are we waiting?’ Ken Aston, who was in charge of ‘referee’s logistics’ for FIFA, came onto the pitch and was finally able to persuade him to leave. Rattin was the first player ever to be sent off at Wembley.


Ten minutes from the end, Geoff Hurst scored with a glancing header. A small boy ran onto the pitch and forward Oscar Más was so irritated he smacked him around the head. At the final whistle, as the English celebrated, referee Rudolf Kreitlein had to be escorted to safety by two Wembley Stadium security guards and a policeman; his black shirt had been torn open by the Argentinian players.


A furious Alf Ramsey spotted George Cohen swapping shirts with an Argentinian player and rushed onto the pitch to put a stop to it. ‘George, you are not changing shirts with that animal,’ Ramsey shouted furiously.


The trouble continued off the pitch. An Argentine player urinated in the tunnel and a chair was thrown into the England dressing room.


‘Send them in! Send them in! I’ll fight them all!’ Jack Charlton shouted. Some Argentinian players started kicking in the sides of the England bus. When a FIFA official tried to stop them, they pushed half an orange in his face. It was claimed the fourth official was hit.


Minutes later in the Wembley interview room, Alf Ramsey repeated his description of the Argentinians as acting like ‘animals’. The anger in Argentina at the England manager’s comments meant that the British ambassador, Sir Michael Cresswell, had to be given a police guard. After pressure from the FA, Alf Ramsey withdrew the comment.


(It was after this match that FIFA official Ken Aston – as he drove home, stopping at a set of traffic lights on Kensington High Street and watching them change – came up with the idea of red and yellow cards for referees.)


England’s semi-final against Portugal was a very different affair – a feast of footballing genius. Alf Ramsey described the game to the press afterwards as ‘England’s greatest victory since I became manager’. After the brutality of so many of the preceding games, the Soviet news agency Tass described the style of football as being ‘like a spring of clear water breaking through the sea of dirty football’. The first foul of the game wasn’t until the 23rd minute.


Nobby Stiles contained Eusébio, the European Footballer of the Year, not by tackling him, but by backing off, intercepting and marking him out of the game. Alan Ball was a revelation, running non-stop, clearly enjoying every minute. Bobby Charlton scored twice – the first was from 15 yards, the ball ricocheting off goalkeeper Pereira’s legs. The second was set up by a selfless Geoff Hurst who’d taken the ball into the box. ‘I had little to do except hit it as crisply as I could,’ Charlton said. It was an unstoppable shot and his 60th goal for England. The Portuguese players applauded him all the way back to the centre circle.


Jack Charlton, however, didn’t enjoy himself as much. He was matched for height by Benfica’s tall striker José Torres, who beat him repeatedly in the air. Ten minutes from the end, Torres headed a ball that was destined for the back of the England net, but Jack instinctively leapt and hit it away with his hand. It was a novelty for spectators to see ‘Big Jack’ looking guilty as the referee awarded a penalty. As Eusébio began his run-up, a white-coated member of the Wembley ground staff up by the scoreboard above the goal jumped up and down and waved his arms to put him off. ‘What a good supporter!’ a miserable Jack Charlton thought to himself. Despite the distraction, Eusébio scored, but England managed to hold onto their lead until the end. Charlton sank to his knees in relief; Eusébio left the pitch in tears. When the England team got to their dressing room, the rest of the squad had champagne and beer ready. ‘England are so good,’ Eusébio told the BBC afterwards, ‘because they play as a family.’


At a Wembley Stadium full to capacity, the reception of the spectators had been the most enthusiastic of the tournament so far, and for the first time the England players felt that the country was truly behind them, glad to have a strong and skilful team to cheer on to the final.


The British economy was weak and the newspapers were dominated by headlines such as ‘THE WORLD PUTS THE POUND UNDER SIEGE’ and ‘BRITAIN IS DEEPER IN THE RED’, so success in the World Cup was providing a well-needed fillip. Television audiences for England games were increasing all the time.


It was three days after the Portugal game that the England squad were in the Hendon Odeon, watching Those Magnificent Men in Their Flying Machines. As the air race was about to begin, Robert Morley, playing Lord Rawnsley, walked towards the German bi-plane and declared: ‘The trouble with these international affairs is that they attract foreigners...’





The timeline for this book was worked out by using the players’ and fans’ accounts, newspaper reports, television news, and archive of the final. Interesting events with little indication of when they took place, are given an approximate time.






West Germany


1. Hans Tilkowski (Borussia Dortmund), Goalkeeper, Age 31


2. Horst-Dieter Höttges (Werder Bremen), Full-back, Age 22


3. Karl-Heinz Schnellinger (AC Milan), Full-back, Age 27


4. Franz Beckenbauer (Bayern Munich), Half-back, Age 20


5. Willi Schulz (Hamburger SV), Centre-back, Age 27


6. Wolfgang Weber (1st FC Cologne), Centre-back, Age 27


8. Helmut Haller (FC Bologna), Forward, Age 26


9. Uwe Seeler (Hamburger FC), Forward, Age 29


10. Siegfried Held (Borussia Dortmund), Forward, Age 23


11. Lothar Emmerich (Borussia Dortmund), Forward, Age 24


12. Wolfgang Overath (1st FC Cologne), Forward, Age 22


England


1. Gordon Banks (Leicester City), Goalkeeper, Age 27


2. George Cohen (Fulham), Full-back, Age 26


3. Ramon Wilson (Everton), Full-back, Age 31


4. Norbert Stiles (Manchester United), Midfield, Age 23


5. John Charlton (Leeds United), Centre-back, Age 29


6. Robert Moore (West Ham United), Centre-back, Age 25


7. Alan Ball (Blackpool), Forward, Age 20


9. Robert Charlton (Manchester United), Midfield, Age 28


10. Geoffrey Hurst (West Ham United), Forward, Age 24


16. Martin Peters (West Ham United), Midfield, Age 22


21. Roger Hunt (Liverpool), Forward, Age 27
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About 1.15pm, 30th July 1966. Some of the first supporters to arrive at Wembley Stadium.








 



Saturday 30th July 1966


‘It is the diamond of my days.’
– Bobby Charlton


5.00am


The lawns and terraces around the Hendon Hall Hotel are wet with overnight rain. The hotel is an attractive three-storey ivy-clad Georgian stately home, built on land once owned by the famous 18th-century actor David Garrick, and now surrounded by suburban Hendon. A large portico with four tall brick columns suggests an impressive interior, but its hall, stairway and rooms are modest in size. In the 19th century, Hendon Hall was a girls’ school, and then an RAF convalescent home in the Second World War. It’s five miles from Wembley and is now used by the England football squad whenever they’re playing at the stadium. They have been staying here since 7th July, four days before the opening match against Uruguay.


Although Hendon Hall has the England squad under its roof, the everyday business of the hotel carries on as normal. There are plenty of other guests staying this weekend, and later this afternoon there will be a wedding reception in the banqueting hall.


As well as a television room to watch all the games, the manager has given the footballers a temporary team room, now full of piles of mail from the public – requests for autographs and cards and letters wishing the players well.




When Alf Ramsey took the England job, one of his first decisions was to stop the practice of London-based players sleeping at home in the run-up to international fixtures. They would stay together from now on. Martin Peters reckons that Alf Ramsey likes it, as it keeps his players away from ‘the temptations of the West End’.





Despite the fact that he doesn’t normally sleep well in hotels, Alf Ramsey is enjoying a restful night at Hendon Hall. ‘My own job was done. The responsibility was now theirs.’


6.15am


At Wembley Stadium fans have already started to arrive. A group who have just been dropped off by a coach look in vain for somewhere to have breakfast before flagging down a milk float passing the stadium car park.


In the small Staffordshire village of Hamstall Ridware, dairy farmers Reg and Philip Hodgskiss are milking their herd of 60 dairy cows in the dawn light on their farm. In a few hours they will be changing out of farming overalls and putting on suits and clambering into their Morris Oxford to head down the M1 to Wembley. They have to be back by 7pm for the evening milking. Philip was supposed to be going to a wedding in the next village this afternoon with his girlfriend Jean, but she understands that the World Cup final is more important.




Fifty-year-old Reg has been a dairy farmer all his life, like his father and grandfather before him; 24-year-old Philip is carrying on the family tradition. They have already been to Villa Park three times to see Group 2 matches – Spain v Argentina, Argentina v West Germany and Spain v West Germany.


Having seen the West Germans play twice, they know it’s going to be a tough game for England.






In a terraced house in Middleton, near Rochdale, 16-year-old Anita Dunnington is exhausted – she’s been pacing around all night with backache. Anita is nine months pregnant and she and her mother reckon that she’s about to go into labour. Anita’s married to 18-year-old Alan, but is still living at home with her parents. She and Alan met at the youth club next to her parents’ house when Anita was 13. They were married in Oldham Registrar’s Office in February.


Neither the football nor the arrival of a baby will disrupt the family’s routine; Alan and Anita’s father have to go into work this morning – they work at the same factory – and her mother has to stay behind to look after her youngest child. Even if she was free, they have no car, so Anita will be going to the hospital alone.




He woke me up every morning, clattering round, knocking into furniture… I just pulled the sheets over my head and said to myself, ‘Thanks a lot, God. Please tell me this, too, will pass.’


Alan Ball





6.45am


Nobby Stiles is getting dressed as quietly as he can in his room on the top floor of Hendon Hall. Stiles is a Roman Catholic, and every day of the World Cup he has walked into Golders Green to attend mass. Although today he is playing in the final, his routine remains the same.




As a schoolboy, Nobby Stiles would get up early seven days a week and set off for the convent chapel where he was an altar boy to assist with seven o’clock mass. ‘The ritual became a big part of my life, my identity.’


Each night at the hotel Stiles wrestles with whether he should have a lie-in and get some well-needed rest or go to mass in the morning. He loves the rituals of church and always gives into the strong feeling that if he didn’t make his morning pilgrimage he’d break England’s successful run of games.





Nobby Stiles thinks his room-mate Alan Ball is asleep, but he has in fact woken him up, as he has every morning for the past seven weeks. Nobby is infamous for his clumsiness on and off the field, prompting sportswriter Hugh McIlvanney to claim that ‘Inspector Clouseau was blessedly adroit’ compared to the midfielder. ‘Inspector Clouseau’ has become Nobby Stiles’ nickname.




Geoff Hurst describes Stiles and Ball (known as ‘Bally’) as ‘the heart and soul of the team’ – but they can also be mischievous. Responsible for picking the five-a-side teams at the end of training sessions, they always make sure that Jack Charlton is picked last. On more than one occasion he’s shouted in mock anger, ‘I’ll kill one of you little bastards!’ when they’ve got back to Hendon Hall.


In the spring of 1966, together with John Connelly, a veteran of the 1962 World Cup, Nobby Stiles and Alan Ball slipped out of the England training camp at the National Recreation Centre at Lilleshall in Shropshire and had a drink at a nearby golf course clubhouse. The players had nicknamed the tough training camp Stalag Lilleshall. They only managed a pint when, overcome by guilt, they returned to base. But they’d been spotted and were sent to the manager’s room. Stiles and Ball couldn’t look Alf Ramsey in the face.


‘I didn’t say you couldn’t go to the bar, I didn’t say you shouldn’t go. I just expected you wouldn’t go. We are here on serious business and I thought you all understood that. We are going to win the World Cup.’


The players, realising that their place in the team could be under threat, were very apologetic. John Connelly, however, had no intention of apologising.


‘What are you two talking about!? We only had a pint, which isn’t going to do us any harm after all the training we’ve been doing.’


Ramsey, initially won over by Stiles and Ball’s remorse, exploded with rage. ‘Get out of here, all of you! Get out of my sight!’


For days Stiles and Ball worried their escapade had blown their chances of playing in the biggest football tournament on the planet, and knowing how angry their families would be if they found out what they’d risked, they agreed to never mention it to them. Their wives only found out in 2002 when Alan Ball let the story slip when the two couples were eating out together.


Ramsey demands 100% commitment. Jack Charlton’s wife Pat is expecting a baby at any moment and Nobby Stiles’ wife Kay gave birth to a boy a few weeks ago. Neither player has asked to go home even for one night, as they know it would seriously jeopardise their chances of playing for England.


Bobby Charlton discovered this in June 1964 at the end of Brazil’s Jubilee Tournament, which was nicknamed ‘The Little World Cup’. When they were sitting in a restaurant, Ramsey asked him, ‘What did you think about the tour?’


Charlton told him that it was the best he had ever known and that the team was in great shape for the World Cup in two years’ time. Then Charlton added, ‘But of course, Alf, it’s been a very long tour and I have really missed my wife and daughter and I will be glad to see them.’


Alf Ramsey leaned forward. ‘If I thought that was your attitude, I wouldn’t have brought you on this trip.’


Bobby Charlton never fully understood why he’d responded so harshly but concluded, ‘You take the best of him and learned to live with the rest.’


Alf Ramsey is strict, but not unbending. On Tuesday evening, after they beat Portugal in the semi-final, he stood in the bar of the Hendon Hall Hotel and told the team, ‘You have done well for yourselves and for your country. But tonight I want you to have just two pints. After the Argentina game you were, well, how shall I put it, rat-arsed. But not tonight, gentlemen, just two pints because we have a World Cup to win on Saturday. When you do it, I will make sure you are then, and for quite some time, permanently pissed.’





A few floors below Nobby Stiles and Alan Ball is an immaculate room that the England captain Bobby Moore shares with Jimmy Greaves. Moore is the one who likes to keep everything neat – he travels with his own travel iron to press his handkerchiefs and, Alan Ball claims, even bank notes. His trousers are lying flat under the mattress.


Moore never starts a game without a neatly ironed kit. His mother used to cut small ‘Vs’ in the side of his shorts to give him greater room for movement, a job his wife Tina took over for a while – until a pair split during a match. Moore even hangs his jumpers in wardrobes so that they range neatly from dark to light – a habit he’s had since childhood. In football dressing rooms he always stands on a bench when getting changed so the bottom of his trousers don’t get wet.

OEBPS/images/title.png
THE

1966 408k

-~ MINUTE BY MINUTE-

JONATHAN MAYO

&





OEBPS/images/half.png
THE

196608

-~MINUTE BY MINUTE -





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
THE

1966 48

Jeremy Vine






OEBPS/images/f0032.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0031.png
I ‘WEsST GERMANY
Tilkowski

Hottges Schulz Weber Schnellinger

E IR
E R

Beckenbauer Overath

g

Haller Seeler Held Emmerich

=3
=

=
=

Hurst Hunt
Peters R Charlton Ball
Stiles
Wilson Moore J Charlton Cohen

TF

Banks. ENGLAND





