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  Preface to the New Edition




  Football is the beautiful game and nothing will ever change that, despite all the ballyhoo and hype that now surrounds every utterance from both

  fans and players, and the arrival of the super-rich, who want to nail their money to the football mast. Perhaps it didn’t seem beautiful when the hooligan was in his pomp during the 1970s and

  early 1980s, the period described in this book. Many observers called us and the game itself ugly, but for the armies of fans who lived for Saturday afternoon at three o’clock and

  hero-worship of their team, it wasn’t just the beauty of the game that drew us. It was more than that: it was our way of life, and our reason for getting up and going to work on Monday.




  The twenty-year period when the terrace terrors were steaming in across England and Europe, and were accused of degrading and destroying the beautiful game, feels like a distant memory now. All

  the havoc we created sometimes seems tame compared with what we read about every week. Once it was the fans who were rampaging; today it seems as if every other footballer is taking drugs, getting

  into fights or assaulting women after a night on the tiles. Money and greed beyond most footballers’ wildest dreams are destroying the game faster than we ever could, with our Laurel and

  Hardy punch-ups and pitch invasions. Football violence, like all youth cultures of the postwar era, had a lifecycle, and most hooligans grew up and moved on. We didn’t die, we just got old,

  and like returning soldiers took our demob suit and put ourselves and our anger back into line. It’s now recognised that the change in football’s culture was epitomised by Nick

  Hornby’s bestselling book about Arsenal, Fever Pitch, which seemed to be the announcement of a new era, where nice people went to football and cheered their team when they won and

  cried when they lost. No big television match is now complete without the camera zooming in on some hapless losing fan consoling his girlfriend or younger sibling as defeat becomes too much to

  bear. To me it was better to get defeat out of your system by smacking some opposing big-mouth in the teeth. Not to the guy who got smacked, perhaps, but as many teachers and those who fought a war

  often used to remark – a good hiding never did anybody any harm.




  The people in power were genuinely scared of a youth movement that had no leaders and no allegiance except to the cadre of friendship and their team colours. Perhaps, inevitably, the cult of

  football hooliganism or ‘designer violence’ evolved into a fashion of sorts, causing politicians to invest huge resources into undercover surveillance and intelligence-gathering. After

  the Hillsborough disaster money which football claimed it didn’t have materialised in order to build new all-seater stadiums, and the First Division became the Premiership. Rupert Murdoch

  decided football was the way forward for his dream of total media control, and suddenly the game was awash with money. Everybody wanted to play in the English football league and foreign players

  arrived by the dozen.




  And now the terraces are no more, and the descendants of the terrace terrors are being fleeced faster than a fleeing football fan used to run. In many ways fans are now treated far worse than

  they ever were – at least we owned our little bit of crumbling concrete terrace, and the devil took the hindmost when we supported our team and defended our honour. We stuck two fingers up to

  everybody and punched any rival who insulted us. Now the power isn’t even with the clubs, let alone the fans: it is Murdoch and his minions who decide which team plays where and at what time.

  The glitter and profits of television football have made superstars of players, who now earn hundreds of times the average industrial wage. When the miners went on strike for £100 a week in

  the 1970s, the top earners of the pre-Premiership First Division took home maybe ten times the average salary. Footballers used to travel home on the train with fans. After Arsenal drew with Stoke

  at Hillsborough in 1971 Ray Kennedy, later to win more medals than any other footballer, came home with my father and I on the London Underground, sporting a shiny black eye from a previous match

  at Blackpool.




  Those were the days. Your team could be crap, but the First Division of fans was what really mattered. Newspapers used to report us as much as the match itself – legends were created in

  epic battles across crowded roads, railway lines, shopping centres and motorway service stations. Hearing the story of the toothless old-aged Millwall pensioner hanging out of her top window

  exhorting the Millwall hordes to ‘go and do the Manc [Manchester] wankers’ still makes me chuckle nearly forty years later. We loved that, and the thousands of other stories that

  surrounded us, and we loved the notoriety that went with it. Even now, just talking about what we survived is a bigger buzz than anybody can imagine, and very few people who lived through our

  experience feel bad about what we did.




  While nobody really yearns for the return of the terraces – although the terraces themselves didn’t cause hooliganism – the loss of the spontaneity of being able to attend a

  match as and when you felt like it has diminished the game. Our attendance kept many badly run clubs afloat, yet those in power rarely asked any football fan for their opinion or gave them the

  credence their fanaticism deserved. When they needed support, they asked the fans to cheer louder or pay more money for seats. Yet as soon as the fans got too worked up, they threw up their hands

  in horror. The funny thing was that in retrospect the power and influence we wielded was much greater than we realised.




  Eventually the weight of the British state was brought to bear on the hooligan, and in the 1980s the world was treated to a series of show-trials initiated by the government of Margaret

  Thatcher. Friends of mine were tried and convicted on the basis of supposedly overheard conversations and then jailed for substantial periods. Many of these people were subsequently released after

  their evidence was found to be tainted and corrupt, eventually receiving substantial compensation from the government. Now the lads have all retired from active service and are busy writing their

  memoirs, but this is Steaming In, the book that started it all and the true story of what it was like to live a piece of history. Some of the participants in this book are no longer with

  us, but their memory will live on long after the new-money football fans have got bored.




  When football violence does occasionally flare up at competitive high-pressure matches or local derbies, or Millwall have their annual bout of fisticuffs, the doom-mongers are quick to tell us

  that hooliganism is simmering away just below the surface, and if it weren’t for the vigilance of the police, anarchy would return. The pictures of thousands of people wearing replica shirts

  tell another story, but what do the politicians care about the truth? It suited them to pillory us then, and it suits them now to use football as a cover for ulterior motives. Football has moved on

  from the terrace terrors, although the memory of our presence lingers.




  And with each major international tournament, the memory resurfaces. It’s all about reputation, as the past glories of the early travellers come back to haunt those England fans who travel

  to watch their team. The cult of English hooliganism is ever-present as foreign riot police simulate mock fights with people dressed as England fans. Getting battered by over-zealous police is seen

  as par for the course, with the assumption of provocation as the footage flashes across news channels around the world. Everyone tells you you’re not welcome, when it just isn’t true,

  and it fosters a no-one-likes-us-we-don’t-care mentality. The British government has changed laws, removed fans’ passports but still remains powerless to stop thousands of England fans

  descending upon foreign shores to enact an assault on foreign beer stocks. For some, the whiff of a confrontation still lingers, and they will cite it as the reason for going with a passion that

  would not disgrace Shakespeare’s Richard III, even if the rhetoric of violence from forty- and fifty-something beer bellies out distances the reality by some margin. Every major

  tournament is prefaced by discussion of what is laughingly . . . called the ‘English disease’, even if the copycat hooligans from Germany, Holland and now Turkey are far worse than

  England’s fans – although it does always seem to be the English who start drinking at 8 a.m.




  The game has changed, and Steaming In is now a picture of another era. Everybody is a spectator now, with some football grounds resembling a library reading room full of corporate

  clients eating their proverbial prawn sandwiches. But we were fans then, our passion and chanting a barometer of what we were. We didn’t have happy childhoods: we had the football.


 


  COLIN WARD
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  Early Days




  Somewhere, in a place called Utopia, is a football stadium which is covered all round, is all seated, and has a sheltered picnic area. Families go

  there on a Sunday afternoon with their best clothes on and watch football in reverential silence. These are matches in which nothing happens: nobody kicks each other or swears, and everyone plays

  the game for love, not money. Every week the stadium is packed and there is no booing, racism or fighting amongst the fans. When a goal is scored a polite ripple of applause breaks out. This is the

  Utopia of politicians who know virtually nothing about football and still less about football fans. Let me take you to the real stadiums among real football supporters – the guys who bust a

  gut to see their team and then get covered with water from a roadside puddle as the team coach shoots past with no acknowledgement of their support.




  ‘Lend us ten pence, mate.’ This was the catchphrase of the ‘Ten-pence Tonys’ who were a common sight on away-match days at main-line railway stations, cadging money to

  buy a train ticket. Once on the train they would patrol the carriages for ground entrance money, and the really cheeky ones would even go up and down the half-time food and drink queues for tea

  money. Nobody minded them for they seemed an essential part of away travel, and they always seemed to gain ground entry because most people chipped in – for their bare-faced cheek, I suppose.

  Sadly, the ‘Ten-pence Tonys’ are no more; nowadays the travelling fan will have plenty of money and the hooligan probably a stolen credit card. Every team had its ‘Tonys’,

  but in the early seventies Manchester United had a small army of them. The first time I encountered this phenomenon was at King’s Cross railway station on a chilly March morning as I was

  preparing to travel to Sheffield for an FA Cup semi-final. I was confronted by two fearsome young black men wearing college-style Arsenal scarves. These weren’t real ‘Ten-pence

  Tonys’ but chancers who saw me as an easy touch: I was only fifteen and distinctly nervous. I made an excuse and scurried into the buffet to look for my dad, with whom I was travelling to the

  match.




  April 1970. The euphoria of the Fairs Cup win was over, and the real battle of the season was on: Spurs versus Arsenal. Did last week’s victory count for anything? It

  didn’t on the terraces, that’s for sure, and I was to witness the excitement of terrace violence for the first time. Arsenal, my team, would take the Park Lane end. That is,

  Arsenal’s young fans would invade the space that was the exclusive territory of Spurs supporters. Arsenal had the numbers and a desire to provoke a confrontation. I arrived at 2.15 p.m. and

  went on to the large side terrace called the Shelf which overlooks Park Lane. The Arsenal fans were in the Park Lane terrace chanting, ‘Tottenham, where are you?’




  At about 2.30 p.m. the Spurs fans arrived en masse and all hell broke loose. The Tottenham supporters surged on to the terraces and fists and boots started flying. I saw six fans beating the

  hell out of just one guy. If someone went down, the boot went straight in. The fighting was frantic and went on in sporadic outbursts for about five or six minutes until the police moved in. Just

  two or three quelled the rumpus, and strangely there were no bodies lying prostrate on the terraces. Sure, there would have been black eyes the next day, but nothing serious.




  The Spurs fans had failed to dislodge the Arsenal supporters. They had gained some ground, but nothing dramatic. First blood to the Arsenal fans, who began chanting, ‘We took the Park

  Lane.’ In the second half Spurs scored a goal, whereupon Arsenal fans surged at the Tottenham supporters and more fisticuffs broke out. Again the police restored order, and this time they

  arrested a few of the protagonists.




  The match finished – Spurs had won by one goal to nil – and the warring factions spilled out on to the High Road. The fighting ebbed and flowed, with terrified Saturday afternoon

  shoppers fleeing everywhere. Honours finished even, and although I went home feeling frightened I had seen enough to sense the feeling of excitement and to realise I wanted to be a part of it. The

  following year was to be the most successful for Arsenal, both on the pitch and on the terraces.




  In the heyday of terrace violence, in the late sixties and early seventies, the fighting was fun, for the participants at least. In those days you were part of a real gang. There were no police

  escorts; in fact at some matches you never even saw a policeman. You had two options: stand and fight, or run for your life. It was obligatory to wear a scarf and was considered taboo to hide it

  when the going got rough, although a lot of people did just that. Once inside the ground you could walk right around and go in the home fans’ end to invade their territory. Whether you did or

  not would depend upon your numbers and the reputation of toughness of the home fans. Every football ground had a popular end, and home fans would try to prevent rival fans entering it. If some did

  get through, then a punch-up usually ensued. Thus a new phrase entered the hooligans’ vocabulary: ‘taking an end’. If you got in and held your ground, you had ‘taken’

  the end. Your manliness had been satisfied at the other fans’ expense. Sometimes, though, you got chased right out – but it was all part of the experience. Of course, if your numbers

  were small then the home fans could walk round to you.




  Travelling away could be a great experience or an appointment with fear. The best way to take an end was to mass at the top of the terrace and surge forward, punching and kicking all and sundry

  and causing everyone to scatter in panic. This was called ‘steaming in’. In those days there were no organised gangs, just groups of football fans who were drawn together by the common

  love of the team and the excitement of the terraces. If you turned up and had the team colours then you were part of the gang. It mattered not one iota that you had never seen the guy standing next

  to you. If trouble started then you were expected to bail him out, and vice versa. It was an unwritten code, and you quite often became friends for the day, fighting buddies for two minutes. At the

  end of the day a ‘cheerio’ or ‘good luck’, then on your way. Sitting in a train carriage you had no idea whether the people you were teaming up with were cowards who would

  run at the first sign of trouble or raving lunatics who would want to pick fights against vastly superior numbers.




  In those days the trouble was spontaneous and would usually erupt when one side scored a goal. Most fans get upset when a goal is scored against them, but for some the only remedy was to bust an

  opposing fan’s nose. Of course, for many the football was incidental to the punch-up.




  ‘Yeah, we had a great day out. Pissed as a rat, great knuckle and three of us got fined a tenner.’




  ‘How did the match go?’




  ‘Oh, we lost three–nil.’




  Tall Eric, with his lean looks, quickfire patter and ability to command an audience, was a familiar face in the days before it was trendy to be well known. Everyone recognised

  and acknowledged him at Chelsea and he was once pictured in Club International modelling clothes outside a boutique in the King’s Road. If anybody was responsible for bringing fashion on to

  the terraces, it was Eric. He would wear clothes that everyone else would be wearing six months later. Eric made his reputation at Chelsea by standing in a huge gap in the Shed and screaming

  ‘Don’t run, Chelsea’ as the Chelsea fans scattered from the advancing West Ham hordes. Chelsea, thanks to Eric, held their ground and forced the West Ham supporters back.




  Eric knew all the hard nuts at Chelsea, but he was not hard himself. It is very doubtful that Eric ever threw a punch before he retired from the terraces. He went to Birmingham one Bank Holiday

  afternoon in the early seventies wearing a white boiler suit and was immediately spotted by the Birmingham fans, who began to chant at him. Eric loved it, until it became obvious that Chelsea fans

  were not turning up in numbers that day. The Birmingham supporters waded into Chelsea, who ran everywhere, while poor Eric got cornered and took a real pasting. He even had a chunk of his boiler

  suit cut off by a young souvenir hunter. I never saw Eric at a football match again.




  British Rail – what an institution! Inventor of the ‘football special’, in those heady days of the football excursion Awayday. It meant cheap travel, as much

  booze as you could consume and as many carriages as you could smash up in the course of the journey. If you vandalised a train really badly they would pull it in to a station and chuck you on to

  another train. British Rail even used to advertise in match-day programmes for the following week’s cheap excursion train. There was half-price travel for those aged fourteen and under, and

  the number of people who fell into that age category was quite amazing – some of them six feet tall and with moustaches! The train would arrive and the fans spilled out of the carriages; if

  you were many, what a feeling! Station concourses are terrific places for chanting. There might be seven hundred people emerging from a train full of booze, hope and expectation. ‘Arsenal,

  Arsenal’ would echo through the high-roofed buildings, a crescendo of noise reverberating around the station. It used to deafen us and frighten the hell out of any poor soul who happened to

  be catching a train. We marched out of the station like young gladiators. If there was a mob waiting for us, then God help them if we were the hard nuts, and God help us if half our mob were

  runners. Mostly, though, a team turning up on a special had the ascendancy; their numbers were massed with a single objective.




  It was after the match, when no one seemed to know where they were going, that everyone got split up and the home fans made their move; then the frightening time would start. There is usually a

  public house near a station, so the home hard nuts who fancied themselves would always try to put on a show when we turned up – standing outside drinking, trying to look flash. Mind you, they

  didn’t look so flash when they dropped the beer and ran for dear life.




  Sometimes it became necessary to remove your team colours and blend in with the locals if you were really outnumbered so that they would have to work out who was who. This was when the question

  ‘What’s the time, mate?’ would come into use. After all, an accent gives away your origins immediately.




  ‘What’s the time, mate?’




  ‘Oh, it’s one-thirty’ might be the reply, if you had the chance to finish. As soon as you spoke, though, you knew you had problems. ‘You Cockney bastard’ and a

  punch in the mouth usually followed, although not necessarily in that order. Rule number one: never go down, just keep running. When I got caught on my own – and it always happened – I

  tried to look confident, but if I was asked the time then it was tricky, because not to reply was almost as good as revealing your accent.




  I remember once walking across Trafalgar Square and four Leeds fans walked up to me.




  ‘Where are you from, mate?’ they asked.




  ‘Surrey,’ I replied.




  After a few seconds’ pause one of them punched me. ‘Southern bastard!’ he shouted. It had taken him a few seconds to realise where Surrey was. The rule of thumb is that north

  of Watford is passport country for Cockneys, although it can be just as dangerous going west – or anywhere for that matter.




  I remember one cold evening at Eastville, home of Bristol Rovers. Arsenal had just drawn one all and won the tie five–one on aggregate in the League Cup. We walked out of the ground, an

  old speedway stadium, and across a big open car park. We had about a mile and a half to walk back to our car. No hint of trouble, but I should have realised what sort of area we were in when I saw

  that the Kentucky Fried Chicken restaurant had metal grilles across the counter. There were two of us, Silly Vince and myself. We walked past a pub that looked rough, outside which stood a large

  group of young men about twenty-five strong. A big mouth from amongst them confronted someone who was walking along by himself. He’d sussed out a lone Arsenal fan.




  ‘You’re not from Bristol are you?’




  Quick as a flash, the Arsenal fan put the Bristol big-mouth on the seat of his pants with a corker of a punch, and while his mates were still considering their course of action he had put twenty

  yards between himself and them. While they were in a state of confusion Vince and I slipped past. We had no scarves on and all the group were busy watching the Arsenal fan sprint up the road, so

  nobody noticed us. We came to a big roundabout and across the road, leaning up against the railings, was a solitary Rovers fan. He shouted the immortal phrase: ‘What’s the time,

  mate?’




  I suppose the victory and the unthreatened feeling I had made me forget my brains. Normally one would either try to answer back in a local accent or walk across and punch the person in the

  face.




  ‘Ten past ten,’ I shouted back.




  I walked five paces and I heard a shout which set alarm bells ringing in my head: ‘Cockneys!’




  I looked across the road and saw a group of about eight guys running out of a block of flats. They ran towards us but the speed of the traffic meant that they had to stop at the other side of

  the road. They seemed in no particular hurry, because we had nowhere to run to. I couldn’t seem to think at all; I was trying to, but all I was doing was panicking.




  ‘We’re in big trouble, Vince,’ I said.




  ‘Come on, bumpkins,’ shouted Vince at them.




  I don’t think Vince was accepting the reality of the situation, and when he turned to me and said, ‘Let’s run at them to see what they’re made of,’ I knew I had to

  think fast. I spotted a pub on our side of the road.




  ‘Let’s go for the boozer, Vince, it’s our only chance.’




  We broke into a quick sprint and darted inside the pub door. This completely threw our pursuers as they expected us to try to make a run for it down the street. I was praying for a back door in

  the pub to sprint through. We got our breathing space but, alas, no back door, so the only thing to do was backs against the wall and brazen it out. We took up residence at the rear of the pub in

  the corner of the bar. It was getting near closing time and the landlord was putting all the empty bottles and glasses on the bar counter. ‘Ammunition,’ I thought.




  They came through the door about twenty seconds later and stood at the far end of the bar grinning broadly and laughing. They had got us trapped, knowing we would have to leave at some time;

  they would get us then. I turned to Vince.




  ‘If they start coming throw glasses, but use the bottles for the close stuff.’




  He nodded in agreement.




  The landlord, bless him, sensed trouble and phoned the police, who duly turned up and escorted us to our car. As I left the pub I smiled at the guys at the other end of the bar. A very narrow

  escape.




  Half-time at a match: a ten-minute break, the time for people to shuffle out to the area behind the stands or terraces, to queue, often in mud, for stewed tea-leaves mixed with

  milk in a plastic cup masquerading as a cup of tea and to eat a steak and kidney pie with lumps of gristle big enough to throw at the police. There are the compulsory beefburgers, oozing grease,

  with a leathery texture and cardboard taste, covered in onions and ketchup. And the push and shove to get into stinking brick and concrete urinals with puddles everywhere. No one ever complained,

  though, and the way the food was devoured you would have thought it was quite delicious. This was a great time to listen to stories and exchange information and banter. Different groups would stand

  around acknowledging people with nods or handshakes. Some would use the period to parade and pose like peacocks in front of the police and rival fans. The inevitable confrontation of supporters

  would happen at a fence on one side of the terraces, where opposing fans would swap insults, hurl coins and spit at each other across the meshed divide. There was even talk about the first

  forty-five minutes football. If your team was losing, it became imperative that your main rivals’ half-time score at another ground was poor in order to lessen the blow, so people were to be

  seen huddling around anyone with a pocket radio. For many people, the half-time handshaking and back-slapping routine was all part of the fun, and they could often be seen trying to look good just

  leaning up against a fence.




  In the early seventies there didn’t seem to be any organisation (sure there were famous names – Johnny Hoy was a known leader at Arsenal); some days everyone went

  in to take an end, sometimes they didn’t. West Ham were the exception, though. In London derbies they always tried to take the opposition’s end. In January 1971, in the third round of

  the FA Cup, we drew Portsmouth away and Arsenal fans in their thousands travelled down there. We simply took over the ground. The Fratton end, home of the Portsmouth fans, was annihilated by the

  Arsenal mob. There is something about the FA Cup that brings out all the old faces. A day out, loads to drink, seeing people you haven’t bumped into for ages. The Cup third round is a must,

  especially if it’s away. Anyone who is anybody turns up. I wouldn’t be surprised if Tall Eric doesn’t make an appearance one day at an FA Cup tie – minus his white boiler

  suit, of course!




  That year, 1971, we won the League Championship and FA Cup. The final game of the season was at Spurs. Arsenal had to win or draw nil–nil to take the title. There were 50,000 inside and

  the same number locked out. Again Arsenal fans took over the ground, and our team scored with a few minutes to go. Everyone went berserk. People began to charge on to the pitch. The minutes ticked

  by and if the referee blew for a foul, then more people charged on. The final whistle went but no one could hear it. Arsenal fans charged. We had won the League on the ground of our fiercest

  rivals, Spurs. There were no Spurs fans anywhere, so people started to dig up the turf to take home. Two fans wanted the centre spot and were forced to spin a coin to settle who had it. A story

  went about that a guy walked into a pub in Islington later that night and put a one-foot-square lump of turf on the bar to use as a beer mat. He slept on the floor in the pub that night and did the

  same the next day. I wonder how many gardens in north London have a corner which is made up of Tottenham’s turf.




  Five days after this momentous win Arsenal went to Wembley to play Liverpool in the FA Cup Final. As the triumphant Arsenal march progressed up Wembley Way, every other fan seemed to be sporting

  a white butcher’s coat covered in red, yellow and blue artwork – some good, some awful. Thousands of butchers’ shops must have been short of a few coats in the early seventies as

  the craze for wearing them to matches covered with team colours and motifs really caught on, especially at FA Cup games. The Scousers came down to Wembley in their thousands, but in the car park

  before the game the Arsenal mob ran the Scousers ragged. The SAB crew from Arsenal also sprayed the subway at Wembley Park station and it adorned the walls for many years afterwards.




  I heard a story many years later that during this season Johnny Hoy took a massive firm of guys down to West Ham and more than held his own. They stood their ground on the terraces, chanting

  ‘No surrender’ at the oncoming West Ham fans. West Ham always struck fear into me as it did to most Arsenal fans. I have had more people put the frighteners on me down at Upton Park

  than at any other ground, although I am sure that had I been to some northern grounds more regularly, I would have experienced an even more daunting prospect.




  Saturday afternoon at Highbury, through the turnstiles and up two flights of concrete steps to get to the ‘Northbank’. To enter I had to walk past the green hut

  bar, precariously sited and big enough to hold thirty or forty drinkers at a push. I never passed it in my younger days without hearing the throaty roar of singing, beer-swilling fans. Once as I

  walked past, the sides of the hut were vibrating as the inhabitants sang ‘We’re gonna fight, fight, fight for The Arsenal till we win the Football League’ with everything they had

  got. The variety of songs that abounded on the terraces in the late sixties and early seventies seemed to epitomise the freshness of the terrace scene. Fans would take a pop standard then

  plagiarise it with lyrics about their favourite player. Every player had his own song that fans would sing adoringly, if a little tunelessly, before, during and after matches. The fans who

  originated the songs were anonymous, but a good song once heard was very quickly adopted by thousands. My favourite was adapted from ‘Mammy’ and built around Jon Sammels:

  ‘I’d walk a million miles for one of your goals, Jon Sammels.’




  The 1972 season came and once more Arsenal took over a provincial ground in the FA Cup. This time Reading were the recipients of a mass Cockney invasion. There were no problems

  on that day, but later in the season I was to experience real fear and danger.




  British Rail in its infinite wisdom (or more precisely, the NUR which to us stood for ‘No Use Rushing’, and if you had travelled on as many trains as I have you would fully

  understand the meaning of that) had decided to begin a national strike on the Monday after Arsenal had drawn one–all in their semi-final against Stoke City whom we had beaten in the previous

  year’s semi-final. The replay was set for Wednesday at Goodison Park, home of Everton FC. This was ‘Scouseland’, real indian country. The Liverpool fans hated Cockneys with a

  vengeance. I was still at school and slightly naïve, for I thought that only Arsenal and Spurs fought at football matches. I decided to hitchhike up to Everton and stay with my auntie at

  Wigan. There was no problem with the hitchhiking, and I arrived on Monday night resplendent in my natty red and white bowler hat, silk scarf and flag.




  On the Wednesday I travelled to the ground thinking there would be thousands of Arsenal fans at the match, and I decided to show my colours, so I put on my bowler and unfurled the flag. My scarf

  was red with cannon motifs on it and was made from silk, which was the fashion then. It was considered macho to tie it around either your wrist or belt; I tied mine around my belt. That was my

  first error. I marched off down the road feeling quite pleased with myself, a wry smile on my face. Hadn’t I beaten British Rail single-handed? In front of me I saw some fans in red and

  white, about two hundred of them. I walked straight through their midst and as I passed the last couple they turned around and glared at me menacingly. They were Stoke fans, and how I got away with

  that I will never know.




  I decided to head around to the Gwladys Street end. This turned out to be my second mistake, because this was the Everton fans’ end. With no large gangs of Arsenal supporters present,

  someone was bound to pick on lone Arsenal fans; but I was not to know this until later. As I walked along the road a young kid tried to grab my scarf. I spun round and cuffed him across the ear,

  and he scooted off. I got to the corner of the road and turned left into the street of the main entrance where the players would enter the ground. On the opposite side of the road was a street gang

  of about twenty Everton fans. They stared hard at me and I knew it spelt trouble, especially when I saw the young kid who had tried to pinch my scarf go up to them and say something. If they were

  waiting for an easy target then they had found one! Liverpool is a bleak city at the best of times, but whatever colour was around me turned to grey inside my head as fear began to grip me. I was

  also beginning to feel very lonely. How can you feel lonely with 30,000 people milling around you, going to a football match? Well, I did! I needed help and not a little protection. The Everton

  fans crossed the street menacingly. I remember one of the faces vividly even to this day. He had a slight mark under his right eye and a smattering of pimples. He was wearing denim and he looked

  tough and uncompromising. I don’t think I could have talked my way out of this one. I started to walk a little faster, but one of them was alongside me.




  ‘Give us your hat, Cockney,’ he sneered.




  ‘Piss off, Scouser,’ I replied, trying to sound as if I wasn’t frightened. He tried to grab it but I moved away and started to walk faster down the road. I broke into a sprint

  and they all came for me. I saw an opening and ducked into it; it was the main entrance. There would be sanctuary in here, someone to help me at least. I heard a voice behind me. I looked around

  and saw an elderly gentleman of the type you often see at sports events – unpaid stewards, the sort of people who like to be members of the club and be involved.




  ‘Hey, sonny, what do you think you’re doing? You can’t stand here, this is for officials only, go and stand out there.’




  His arm moved forward to push me out, but I grabbed it and resisted.




  ‘Now listen here,’ I said. ‘There are twenty guys out there waiting to do me in.’




  ‘Don’t be silly, sonny. Come on, let’s go and have a look.’




  He peered outside but just pretended to have a look around, moving his head from side to side for greater effect. He returned smiling benevolently.




  ‘See, there’s no one out there so go on and enjoy the game.’ He patted me on the head patronisingly. I suppose I should have stood my ground, but other people in the entrance

  assured me that it would be okay. I walked out, stuffing my hat into my pocket and trying to make myself inconspicuous. Six feet tall, and with ginger hair – no chance! But what’s wrong

  with trying? I got to the next corner; so far so good, no sign of them. I saw a policeman and thought I would ask for some help.




  ‘Excuse me, officer,’ I said. He turned around.




  ‘There is a big gang of Everton fans after me. Could you please walk me to the gate.’




  His reply astounded me. ‘That will teach you Cockneys to come here. Go on, go and join a gang yourself. Now piss off.’




  I stood there dumbfounded, but I thought I might as well just go for it. I walked towards the entrance but twenty yards up the road and blocking my way was the same gang of Everton fans I had

  encountered earlier. I stood still, thinking ‘What shall I do?’, but they solved the problem for me. They ran towards me and in what seemed like a split second they were in front of me.

  One guy arrived first. He flailed through the air with his feet, but he missed. I punched him and caught him in the side of the head. I had one hand on my flag and I swung that at someone else. I

  thought they might run when they saw I was fighting back. I hit the first one again right on the nose. I felt a kick on the thigh and realised they were all on me. I turned tail and ran as fast as

  I could, while punches and kicks rained in on me. Fortunately a mounted policeman had seen what had happened and galloped over.




  ‘Stand still, son,’ he shouted to me.




  The Everton fans scattered everywhere. I could feel a lump on my eye but could not remember anyone striking me. The mounted policeman could see I was shaken up and asked me if I was okay and

  whether I wanted medical attention. I stammered out my reply.




  ‘No, just walk me to the gate, I’ll be okay,’ I said. I figured that once I got inside the ground I would be safe.




  I walked along with the mounted policeman as escort.




  ‘If you see any of them, point them out,’ he said. The truth was that they had been just blurs, except for one. The policeman took me to the turnstiles, and as I got there I threw

  away the flag; I blamed it for getting me into trouble. I paid my money and went in. Once inside I saw a few Arsenal fans in their mid twenties standing by the bar drinking lager, so I put my hat

  back on. I told them what had happened and they said ‘Stick with us, son, we’ll look after you.’




  Great, I thought, safe at last, but just before kick-off I lost them – or perhaps they thought I would burden them and lost me. I was on my own again. I went on to the terraces and decided

  to stand on my own near the front. No one bothered me during the game, but I didn’t feel easy. The match went well, Arsenal winning two–one after being one–nil down. At the end I

  went to run on to the pitch to congratulate the Arsenal players, but as I went forward an Everton fan grabbed my hat and turned to run off. I caught hold of him, turned and clipped him around the

  side of the head.




  ‘Let go or I’ll hit you hard,’ I said.




  Before I knew what was going on I was set upon by about half a dozen guys. I didn’t hang around. I was down on my hands and knees belting up the terraces, going through people’s legs

  with these guys trying to kick me. All I could hear was people saying ‘Steady on’ or ‘What do you think you’re doing?’ Nobody tried to help. I got to the exit. The

  guys had given up trying to kick me after about five terrace steps, but as far as I knew they were right behind me. I made my way up the road at some speed to where my uncle was going to meet me to

  take me back to Wigan. All I had left was my silk scarf tied around my belt, and I untied it and stuffed it in my pocket. I was very frightened and was really glad to see my uncle. He asked me how

  I had got on.




  ‘Okay,’ I said.




  ‘What’s that mark on your face?’ he asked.




  ‘Nothing, it’s where I hit my face on the banner in the excitement.’




  ‘You should be more careful,’ he said.




  We got into the car, and to add insult to injury I saw the guys who had stolen my hat walking through the traffic, looking extremely pleased with themselves.




  The season of 1972 ended with Arsenal’s defeat in the FA Cup Final by Leeds, but I kept out of any trouble that day and travelled to and from Wembley with my dad. That

  summer I left school and started work in a butcher’s shop, which necessitated working Saturday mornings, so away games were relegated to special occasions, London derbies and FA Cup ties. I

  still went to every Arsenal home match; but now the terrace fun was to be found with my local team.










  2




  Leatherhead




  Leatherhead is a sleepy Surrey town with a football team nicknamed ‘The Tanners’. Their ground was a simple affair alongside the River

  Mole. One end was a grassy bank, one side and the other end just flat grass-covered ground. At the other side were two corrugated-iron stands covering a small amount of terracing at each end of the

  pitch. In the middle of these there was a small number of seats which backed on to the clubhouse where many Saturday nights of my youth were spent at the football club discos. The iron stand at the

  far end of the pitch as you entered the ground became known affectionately as ‘The Shed’. However, the real memory of Leatherhead, for most people, is of rainy days, for then the entire

  pitch becomes mud.




  My first experience of Leatherhead was when I was ten years old and they drew Hendon in the FA Amateur Cup. The game really captured the imagination of the whole town. It was the quarter-final

  and everyone wanted to be there. Local traders sold tickets. The ground, crammed with over 4,000 people, was a sight to behold. Everywhere was covered in green and white. There was a guy with a

  huge drum strapped to his chest and he was marching around the pitch banging it, chanting ‘Tanners, Tanners’. All the young kids who were sitting by the side of the pitch jumped in

  behind him, myself included. The crowd cheered and we all marched around waving our scarves. The Leatherhead players came out and everyone went berserk; people were running all over the pitch. The

  police (I think there were about four of them), along with club officials, were trying to get the crowd back beyond the touchlines. ‘Ee eye adio we’re gonna win the cup,’ chanted

  the crowd; but reality prevailed. Hendon, who were one of the top amateur teams of the day, trounced Leatherhead three–nil.
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