



  [image: cover]






  






  [image: ]










  First published in Great Britain by Simon & Schuster UK Ltd, 2014


  A CBS company




  Copyright © 2014 by Dan Walker




  This book is copyright under the Berne Convention.


  No reproduction without permission.


  All rights reserved.




  The right of Dan Walker to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by him in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act,

  1988.




  Simon & Schuster UK Ltd


  222 Gray’s Inn Road


  London WC1X 8HB




  www.simonandschuster.co.uk




  Simon & Schuster Australia,


  Sydney




  Simon & Schuster India,


  New Delhi




  Every reasonable effort has been made to contact copyright holders of material reproduced in this book. If any have inadvertently been overlooked, the publishers would be glad

  to hear from them and make good in future editions any errors or omissions brought to their attention.




  A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library




  Hardback ISBN: 978-1-47113-629-0


  Ebook ISBN: 978-1-47113-630-6




  Printed in Italy by L.E.G.O SpA










  [image: ]




  Foreword by Susie Dent




  Introduction




  The Most Dangerous Jobs in Football




  David Wacker




  Football and Politics




  Letters From Viewers




  The Longest Waits




  Memorabilia




  Most Embarrassing Moments




  Music and Football




  By Royal Appointment




  Sport on TV




  The Cup of Knowledge




  The Beautiful Game




  Thronkers




  When Legends Meet Legends




  Winning Over Friends to Football




  People With Presence




  When Twitter Goes Wrong




  Classic Football Injuries




  Acknowledgements




  Bibliography and Credits










  [image: ]




  I must have been asked a hundred times to put a newly invented word in the dictionary. Each time the creator is convinced they’ve come up with something perfect, a word

  that fills a gap we didn’t even know existed. And I sympathise, because I’ve come up with a few of my own. But, with a deep breath, I’ve always had to explain that it’s not

  up to me – that it needs all of us to love the word, use it and keep using it – if it’s to stand a chance of becoming ‘official’. Because, although English will always

  be completely democratic, most of us still like to think of the dictionary as being the Collina of the word. Forget the petitions, bite back the protests – the ref’s word is final. End

  of story.
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  Except it isn’t, thanks to Mr Dan Walker. Sitting next to me for the first time in Dictionary Corner, he took precisely three minutes to describe, define and illustrate

  the thronker. I’m not sure I’ve ever heard such a specific set of rules in my life – four criteria to meet before a goal even gets a look-in, 11 for the whole shebang – but

  I knew instantly that the thronker had legs. It’s short, it’s sassy, and it delivers like a slam dunk from the mouth, if you’ll forgive a metaphor from the wrong sport.




  A sure-fire sign of a word getting ahead is when we begin to play around with it – a sort of verbal keepy-uppy. And thronker has no limits. In a few years’ time, I like to think

  we’ll be able to thronk a mosquito as well as a ball, be thronked in Scrabble, and have a thronking good holiday. ‘Thronk!’ will be the new ‘Kapow!’ in comics, and

  thronkers may even become a nine-letter word on Countdown. The world will belong to the thronker.




  And it will be richly deserved. Because you honestly won’t find a nicer or brighter word inventor/broadcaster than Dan. He is also extremely funny, as you’re about to find out. From

  now on, alongside the Panenka Penalty and the Cruyff Turn, will stand the Walker Thronk – or the Thronker Walk, one of the two.




   




  Susie Dent
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  Tweed is acceptable in only two places: at Cheltenham Races and on Countdown
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  I really hope you are currently sitting on a toilet. When I was first approached about writing this tome that is what I had in mind – somebody somewhere sitting on the

  throne, having a little giggle to themselves or perhaps learning something about the game of football.




  That is why the last page of the book is perforated – just in case you’ve run out of the essentials. I’ll warn you now that it is neither soft, strong or

  very, very long so use it only in emergencies.




  My plan all along was to come up with some vaguely intelligent football guff because I know that the vast majority of you reading this know the game just as well as I do. The purpose of the book

  is not to educate the recently recruited fan about the vagaries of 4-2-3-1, debate the use and/or over-reliance on a ‘false nine’ or put right some of the sport’s great wrongs.

  The whole idea was to come up with something that celebrates our mild obsession with football, the love of the statistic and the minutiae of the game.




  I do not stand before you as a great of the game and this is by no means an autobiography detailing my ‘against-all-odds’ rise to the top. It’s just meant to be a bit of fun

  that concentrates on one of the few things that unites us and brings us together no matter what language we speak – the game of football.




  I also love the fact that a lot of this book – actually, the reason why it came about in the first place – is down to you. The fact that you have made #TuesdayTeamNews* such a

  popular part of Twitter was one of the things that initially pricked the ears of the publisher. Thousands of you send in your themed puns each week and many of them have been included here.




  So when you are reading this – possibly on the toilet – you have every right to think that in some way you are responsible for what lies before you. If you will allow me to expand

  the argument a little further, if you dislike what you read beyond this point, you are just as much to blame as I am.




  The other slightly odd thing about this book is the title. ‘What exactly is a Thronkersaurus?’ my mother asked when I told her what the title was. Well, all that is explained

  in the chapter called ‘Thronkers’, and when my evil plan comes to fruition the next generation of football fans will hopefully be using it to describe the great goals that they score

  and watch.




  I really hope you enjoy reading it, telling your football friends about it and explaining to your football-hating comrades why it is a seminal piece of work. I shall leave you to it.




  *#TuesdayTeamNews is a social media thing that happens every Tuesday at 09:31 (see pages 14–16). You can also join in each week by finding @MrDanWalker.




  Every broadcast should be preceded by a deep groinal stretch
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  I love my job and, although I’m not a violent man, I’d definitely fight you for it. OK, I wouldn’t punch you in the face, but I’d at least try to

  administer a firm headlock. My current employment feels a long way from where I started out. My first day at McDonald’s didn’t go quite as I’d hoped. I was late for work because

  it took me ages to get the trousers on! I don’t know whether they mismeasured me or my rear was remarkably oversized, but they were so tight I was beginning to think a giant shoe-horn was the

  only way into them.




  I worked as a burger-flipper for a month, but in that time the trousers continually looked like they had been sprayed on. To make matters worse, I was also given an official

  warning for putting too many McNuggets in my lunch allowance, and had two near-death experiences.




  The first of these took place in a McDonald’s massive fridge. I went in there early one morning to retrieve some shredded lettuce, but the door mechanism released and I was locked in for

  about two hours. There’s not much you can do in a locked fridge for that length of time. I embarked on a vigorous press-up regime to keep warm and was eventually saved by a vast supply of

  cheese slices. I noticed there was a small gap underneath the fridge door and started pushing the slices through it to make what I can only describe as a cheese-train. A colleague eventually

  spotted my cheesy SOS and released me from the chilly dungeon.
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  We had to write it up in the accident book and we titled it ‘Fridge Peril’.




  The second incident was even more serious. Two days after fridgegate (no one called it that) the same thing happened in the freezer. You’d think I’d have learned my lesson but, as I

  wandered aimlessly into the vast frozen kingdom at the back of the McDonald’s in Crawley, the door mechanism failed and I was once again locked in a very cold room. The difference here was

  the temperature – minus 18 is mighty chilly, especially when your only protection is a thin, striped t-shirt and those spray-on trousers. There was no gap under the door and no cheese

  singles. After about ten minutes in the arctic darkness I was fearing the worst. I admit that I thought I was going to die and be found among huge boxes of McNuggets and Apple Pies. Thankfully,

  just as my eyes were beginning to frost over, the assistant manager opened the door to count the number of burger boxes he had left... salvation!




  Another entry in the accident book was required, and this time we imaginatively went for ‘Freezer Peril’.




  Despite my torrid time at McDonald’s it remains the place where I received the most significant compliment of my working life. On the day I told the assistant boss (the same one who had

  rescued me from the freezer) that I was leaving to work in Dillons The Bookstore for 20p more an hour, he took me to one side and uttered the words I will never forget:




  ‘Dan, I’ll be honest with you... you just can’t go... no one works the chicken-station like you.’ He was right, but the world of literature was calling my name.
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    It might not have been McDonald’s, but plenty of footballers started their wage-earning careers with jobs that were less than glamorous. Here’s a selection for

    you but, to the best of my knowledge, none of them involves potential freezing-to-death scenarios.




    CHRIS WADDLE




    England’s finest mullet started out working in a sausage factory making seasoning for the bangers.
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    PETER SCHMEICHEL




    The great Dane only turned pro at 24, by which time he’d been supplementing his part-time football income with carpet-fitting, newspaper ad-space selling and working as a cleaner.




    ALEX FERGUSON




    The Old Trafford legend served five years as an apprentice toolmaker and also had a stint as a restaurant chef before deciding to focus solely on football. Good decision.
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    JIMMY BULLARD




    Before West Ham offered him a contract, the curly-haired midfield magician used to be a painter and decorator.
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    ANDY HESSENTHALER




    The Gillingham cult hero started his working life as a bathroom fitter.




    STUART PEARCE




    Before making Pizza Hut adverts for a living, Psycho used to work part-time as an electrician and plumber while playing for non-League Wealdstone.
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    RICKIE LAMBERT




    He’s had an amazing last few seasons but during a lull in the early part of his career, the striker took a job at a beetroot factory. He was responsible for putting lids on jars of the

    purple stuff.




    PAPISS CISSE




    When the striking sensation was just 15, he used to drive an ambulance from his town in Senegal to another which had a hospital with better facilities. A sobering thought.
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    The Dog Ate My Homework... and other poor excuses for missing a match




    I might have missed work due to being locked in a fridge and then a freezer (once was unlucky, twice careless, I know, I know) but plenty of footballing types have not shown

    up for work for a whole host of ludicrous reasons. Here’s a selection...
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    Hans-Joachim Watzke




    The Borussia Dortmund chairman missed the last few minutes of his club’s Champions League semi-final second leg against Real Madrid in May 2013 because he locked himself

    in the toilet. He was unable to take the tension after the Spanish side scored two late goals to almost deny the Germans their place in the final. ‘For the first time in my life I had to

    give up due to heart problems. I went to the toilet for the last minutes, locked myself in, covered my ears and looked at my watch. I had all kinds of thoughts going through my head.’




    Santiago Canizares




    The Spanish goalkeeper was preparing for a night out when he dropped a bottle of aftershave on his foot. The glass smashed, severing a tendon, which meant the goalkeeper

    missed the entire 2002 World Cup. On the plus side, he smelled great.




    Alex Stepney




    In 1975, the Manchester United goalkeeper was sidelined by a broken jaw. But it hadn’t been inflicted during an aerial collision or even a fight. No, Stepney managed to

    dislocate his jaw by yelling too hard at his defenders during a match against Birmingham.




    Darren Barnard




    The Barnsley player was house-training his puppy, but not very successfully as he managed to slip in a puddle of dog wee when walking into his kitchen and tore knee ligaments.




    Liam Lawrence




    A pesky dog also sidelined the Stoke midfielder, who tripped over his pooch, fell down the stairs and muffed up his knee.
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    Milan Rapaic




    The Hajduk Split player missed the start of one season due to an unusual holiday injury. Rapaic managed to poke himself in the eye with his boarding pass while in the airport,

    causing sufficient sight damage for a significant stint on the sidelines.




    Dennis Bergkamp




    At least Rapaic made it to the airport. The Arsenal striker would do no such thing given his fear of flying, which saw him miss countless Champions League away games for the

    Gunners.




    Jerome Boateng




    No fear of flying for the former Manchester City defender who was on a plane on the way back from international duty when he aggravated an existing knee injury by colliding

    with a drinks trolley. He was out for a month.




    David James




    The former England goalkeeper once lived up to his ‘Calamity’ nickname when he managed to pull a muscle in his back while reaching for the TV remote control at

    home. He needs one of those chairs with the controls in the arm.
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    David Batty




    The no-nonsense midfielder re-injured an old Achilles tendon problem when his toddler ran him over with his tricycle. I’m not making this up. Promise.




    Alan Wright




    The tiny full-back strained his knee while reaching for the pedal in his new Ferrari – which was quickly replaced by a Rover 416. Rumour has it his feet were a UK size

    3, which is basically like a trotter.
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    [image: ]




    Other footballers haven’t turned up to play for a slightly less bizarre, far more simple reason: they weren’t allowed to because they were in prison, detained at

    Her Majesty’s pleasure – or at least they were at some point.




    IAN WRIGHT




    We’ve all forgotten to tax and insure our cars, right? Before he turned pro, Wrighty forgot to pay his dues for both of his motors and was subsequently handed a 14-day

    prison sentence for his amnesia.




    STIG TOFTING




    Bolton’s Danish midfielder was out with team-mates after the 2002 World Cup when he managed to head-butt a Copenhagen restaurant owner. He was eventually sentenced to

    four months in prison, causing him to miss the end of Wanderers’ 2002/03 season.




    NIZAR TRABELSI




    Any old footballer can get jailed for trivialities like car irregularities and common assault, but the Fortuna Dusseldorf player’s charge sheet was a tad different. He

    was arrested after his first and only match on account of his al-Qaeda links and subsequently locked up for ten years in 2003 for plotting an attack against US soldiers stationed at a Belgian

    airbase.




    JOEY BARTON




    Mr Barton had a number of run-ins with The Fuzz before becoming a Question Time regular. He served 77 days for driving his car into a pedestrian in Liverpool city

    centre.
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    PETER STOREY




    One double with Arsenal in 1971 was not enough for Storey, who served three years for his part in a plot to forge gold coins in 1980 and then got 28 days for illegally trying

    to import pornographic grot films ten years later.
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    MICKEY THOMAS




    The Welsh former Manchester United star was convicted of counterfeiting and money laundering (with the unwitting help of the Wrexham youth team) for which he served 18 months

    in the nick.




    DUNCAN FERGUSON




    Big Dunc was sentenced to a three-month stretch back in 1994 after head-butting Raith’s John McStay while playing for Rangers. Not only is that illegal in football,

    it’s also illegal in the UK.




    TONY ADAMS




    Mr Arsenal was not the first footballer to receive a custodial sentence for drink-driving. But he was almost certainly the first player to be allegedly four times over the

    legal limit after crashing his car into a wall.




    GARY CHARLES




    The former England and Nottingham Forest full-back may be most famous for being on the receiving end of Gazza’s rash challenge in the 1991 FA Cup final, but he was also

    imprisoned for drink-driving. Upon his release, he had to wear an electronic tag but he was soon back in prison after he cut it off in order to leave the country for a holiday.
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    GEORGE BEST




    One of football’s saddest tales. The tricky legend-turned-alcoholic walked something of a tightrope with the law for much of his career, but it was hitting a policeman

    (and drink-driving and failing to answer bail) that saw him receive a three-month sentence in 1984. He still managed to turn out for the Ford open prison football team while doing his time.
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  What exactly Is all this Tuesday Team News business?




   




  ‘I’ve got no idea what you’re on about. It sounds like a complete pile of rubbish,’ was Alan Shearer’s assessment when I suggested that Alan Sheep

  Shearer was just not a good enough pun to make it into the Farmyard XI. I explained to the former striker that when you have players of the quality of Get Off My Landon Donovan the bar was a lot

  higher than normal. These weren’t your average puns... these babies were top-quality efforts from full-time PUNdits.




  And that is essentially the magic of Tuesday Team News. A few years ago I stumbled upon some BBC Sport colleagues during the first game of the 2010 World Cup between South

  Africa and Mexico. We were enjoying a bite to eat in a cafe on Long Street in Cape Town. Paul Birch and Tom McCoy are two lovely fellas who help write the stats and analysis for major football

  tournaments – and anything else the BBC covers. We were eating fish and some clown suggested we attempt to come up with a list of footballers with fishy names. Prawn Wright-Phillips made us

  chuckle as did Cod Wallace and Langoustine Babayaro. In the blink of an eye about four hours had passed.
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  The next day I set off on my 5,000-kilometre double-decker bus tour of South Africa and one of our first stops was Bloemfontein. I was reading a Rough Guide to the place where England

  would eventually be humbled by Germany and discovered that it was the birthplace of J.R.R. Tolkien. I took to Twitter and asked my ten thousand or so followers whether they could come up with a

  Lord Of The Rings XI. The time was 09:31 and the day was a Tuesday. Tuesday Team News was born and has grown from those small beginnings into an unwieldy beast that takes up far too much of my time

  and makes people very angry when their suggestions are not included in the final squad.
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  The game has one simple rule: once I announce the team theme at 09:31 each Tuesday, suggestions have to involve some sort of pun on a player’s name – there must be a change. For

  example, Marc Overmars is dull and uncreative and would have no chance of making the Chocolate XI but Marc OverPars might squeeze on to the subs’ bench for the Golf XI.




  On that rather chilly morning in Bloemfontein the suggestions started coming in: Bobby Mordor for captain, Legolassana Diarra in midfield, and Pete from Ipswich demanded a place in the dugout

  for Gandalf Ramsey. I published the team later that day and got my first set of furious responses from people whose puns didn’t quite reach the required standard.




  Within a few weeks Tuesday Team News had become something of a social media fixture. I was on a tube at 09:31 one Tuesday and emerged in the sunshine at Oxford Circus with a Twitter feed full of

  angry ‘Where is this week’s theme?’ messages. I started getting thousands. I introduced a hashtag and every week #TuesdayTeamNews and #MusicalXI, #HospitalXI, #SummerXI or

  #MilitaryXI would trend on Twitter. The really popular ones go global. The last time we did a #FilmXI it was the number one trend (most talked-about thing) both globally and in the UK for almost

  three hours. People love a pun.




  I began receiving emails asking for a list of all the teams we’d done. Random websites started collating all the entries and I had over a dozen offers from people volunteering their

  services as Tuesday Team News secretaries to collate the thousands of entries. I was sent pictures from offices where worked stopped for 20 minutes each Tuesday as employees got together to produce

  their finest puns in the boardroom.




  As you look through the teams a few things will become apparent – Borussia Monchengladbach and Peter Odemwingie are remarkably fruitful pun material, and the simplest ones are often the

  best. Shearer is right, it does sound like a complete ‘pile of rubbish’ but it’s quite a popular one.




  Throughout this book I have included some of the best Team XIs from the last few years. Originally I was going to try to find the punsters who came up with each name but it proved almost

  impossible, so if you see one of yours in here, celebrate wildly, fist-pump like there’s no tomorrow and feel free to tell all your friends about it. I can’t thank you all individually

  but I’m grateful for your gazillions of suggestions over the years – please keep them coming. I have lost count of the number of times I have choked on a scone when reading through

  them.




  If you are interested, here was the final Lord Of The Rings XI that started it all off, managed by Gandalf Ramsey.
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    JOBS XI




    Has all the talk of employment made you wonder what a Jobs XI would look like? No? Here it is anyway:




    Team Name: Interview Milan




    Reserves: Chartered Sevilla




    Stadium: The New Dentist




    Training Ground: Brick Layer Road




    Management Team




    Pep Security Guardiola




    SecreTerry Venables
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    First Team




    Jussi JaaskeLinesman




    Gary Barrister




    Bixente LizaraZookeeper (c)




    Papa Bouba LolliDiop Lady




    James Milliner




    CV Gerrard




    Ji-sung Car Park Attendant




    Asamoah Gyanaecologist




    Farmhando Torres




    Pele Dancer




    Aliadiere Hostess
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    Subs




    Brickie Lambert




    Consiergio Aguerro




    Nanny




    Dentist Bergkamp




    Cabbie Agbonlahor




    Kaka Dealer




    Gabriel Prostituta




    Cesc Fabregasman
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  Most of the time I’m awake I am thinking about playing sport and all of my dreams are filled with scoring goals, sinking putts, hitting sixes and winning gold medals. I

  should point out that I can never remember dreaming of swimming-related glory. Although at 6ft 6in I have an obvious height advantage, while everyone else at school was learning the breaststroke

  and front crawl, I was pulling myself along using the tiles on the bottom of the pool and dunking my friends. During one 25-metre race in primary school my technical deficiencies in the pool came

  to a head. There was so much water being displaced that my teacher, Mrs Towers, thought I was having some sort of fit and alerted the lifeguard. He was midway through cranking up the OAP

  retrieval-crane when I surfaced and he realised it wasn’t as serious as it looked.




  I reached my sporting peak in my final year at Three Bridges Middle School by winning the tennis and table tennis tournaments, taking the 200-metre title, throwing a tennis

  ball further than anyone else, taking ten catches in one game of cricket and being part of the winning team in the rounders, softball, basketball and netball (don’t ask) tournaments. I even

  managed to win the school chess tournament (although there were only half a dozen competitors – four of whom were forced to take part as a punishment, and one other who crumbled under the

  pressure of the final, sweating profusely and then crying when I took his queen after only four moves). That year everything I touched turned to gold.
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  The defining moment in my football career took place a few years later at secondary school. The team at Hazelwick had some serious quality. More than half of them played for the county and four

  or five would go on to have trials to play professionally. After a couple of seasons running around in such exalted company I was beginning to realise that perhaps I wasn’t good enough to

  play football for a living.




  One incident in particular sealed my footballing future. Our school team reached the final of the Sussex County Cup against archrivals Thomas Bennett. The game was attended by hundreds of kids

  from each school and I scored two goals in a 4-2 victory – my greatest night on a football pitch. One of them was a tap-in from three inches and the other came off my face, but it matters

  not. The report of the game made the inside pages of the Crawley Observer that weekend. I rummaged through the paper at 200mph trying to find my name and to my horror... this is what I saw:

  ‘The game came to life in the second half with two goals coming from Hazelwick’s David Wacker.’
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  My heart sank. The biggest moment of my football career and no one knew it was me! I want you to imagine a crushed 14-year-old who has just seen his chosen path in life crumble around him. That

  was me... for at least a week. When I look back to that deeply sad day I like to think there is still a scout from Barcelona out there somewhere searching for David Wacker. If anyone ever asks you

  if you know of Mr Wacker, Spanish accent or otherwise, please point them in my direction.




  THE TALLEST AND SHORTEST FOOTBALLERS EVER




  I was lucky enough to enjoy a slight height advantage in my youth. In my early schooldays I used to score loads of headers while opponents were tugging at my shin pads but I

  was by no means the tallest footballer ever to play the game. Here’s a look at the beautiful game’s most beautiful specimens, both high and low.
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  Crouch and Lennon: too awkward for high-fiving




  [image: ]




  



    [image: ]




    NEWCASTLE MANAGERS’ NAME MISPRONUNCIATION MASTERCLASS




    

      On reflection, David Wacker is really quite acceptable – especially when you revisit some of these howlers from Joe Kinnear and Bobby Robson, both

      of whom happen to be former Newcastle managers. Let’s kick off with the Godfather of Gobbledegook, Joe Kinnear.


    




    JOE KINNEAR




    Jonas Gutierrez = Jonas Gaultierrez




    Charles N’Zogbia = Charles Insomnia




    Yohan Cabaye = Yohan Kebab




    Shola Ameobi = Shola Amamobi




    Hatem Ben Arfa = Hatem Ben Afri




    Papiss Cisse = Sissy




    Derek Llambias (former Newcastle managing director) = Derek Lambezi




    BOBBY ROBSON




    Wayne Rooney = Mickey Rooney




    Shola Ameobi = Carl Cort




    Bryan Robson = Bobby Robson




    Sir Bobby to Bryan: ‘Good morning Bobby.’




    Bryan: ‘You’re Bobby, I’m Bryan!’


  




  

    Funny Football Transfers




    After my – well, David Wacker’s – brace in the Sussex County Cup final, my transfer value shot through the roof. There were definitely managers considering

    offering me a sandwich and a packet of crisps for my services; unfortunately, none of them could find the real me. All this led me to look into some of the most unusual football transfers in

    history – and I don’t mean Liverpool buying Andy Carroll for £35 million. No, these were far stranger...
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    DANIEL ALLENDE: CENTRAL ESPANOL TO RENTISTAS




    Allende’s agent called to tell him he’d arranged a meaty contract for him at Rentistas – he joined the Uruguayan club for 550 steaks, to be paid in

    instalments of 25 steaks a week.




    TONY CASCARINO: CROCKENHILL TO MILLWALL




    One of Ireland’s finest got his dream move to the Lions for a set of tracksuits.




    GARY PALLISTER: BILLINGHAM TO MIDDLESBROUGH




    England’s future defensive colossus moved to Boro for a set of kit, a bag of balls and a goal net. No image rights negotiation here.




    KENNETH KRISTENSEN: VINDBJART TO FLOEY




    The Norwegian Third Division club received their star striker’s weight in shrimps for this move.




    ZAT KNIGHT: RUSHALL OLYMPIC TO FULHAM




    Rushall’s players were kept warmer on match days after Fulham gave the club 30 tracksuits in exchange for Knight.




    ERNIE BLENKINSOP: CUDWORTH TO HULL




    Hull paid Cudworth £100 and a barrel of beer for Blenkinsop in 1921. Reports that Cudworth lost their next match 16-0 because their players were drunk remain

    unconfirmed.
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    IAN WRIGHT: GREENWICH BOROUGH TO CRYSTAL PALACE




    The Arsenal and England great got his break into the Football League by virtue of Palace giving Borough a set of weights for his services.




    PLAYER UNKNOWN: GILLINGHAM TO ASTON VILLA




    Records have misplaced the name of the player, but we do know that the Gills received three turnstiles, two goalkeepers’ jerseys, three cans of weedkiller and a

    typewriter in exchange for the mystery man. Perhaps the greatest anonymous transfer in history.




    JOHN BARNES: SUDBURY COURT TO WATFORD




    The England legend arrived at Vicarage Road at about the same time as a full set of football kit turned up at Sudbury Court.




    MARIUS CIOARA: UT ARAD TO REGAL HORNIA




    The Romanian defender’s transfer fee was 15kg of pork sausages, but Cioara decided to retire a day later, leaving Hornia demanding their sausages back. I am massively

    disappointed that I haven’t been able to find out if the sausages were ever returned. Someone call Panorama.
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    THE FOOTBALLERS WHO WERE ALMOST NOT FOOTBALLERS




    Most footballers are annoying because they are doing something we’d all like to be paid for but some are also aggravatingly good at any sport they turn their hand to.

    Some almost ended up doing something very different...




    WAYNE ROONEY




    The Manchester United hitman could have used that very nickname in the boxing ring if he’d followed his childhood dream. Rooney’s former Liverpool schoolboys

    team-mate, Chris Dagnall, says: ‘He used to say he didn’t want to be a footballer when he grew up, he wanted to be a boxer.’
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    JOE HART




    The England goalkeeper was a very good cricketer in his teens, so much so that he spent two years in the Worcestershire cricket academy developing his bowling skills.

    Hart’s coach, Damian D’Oliveira, says: ‘I am sure he would have been good enough to play county cricket. In fact, I think he would have been a very good county

    player.’
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    THEO WALCOTT




    He only came to football at the age of ten, but Theo could easily have chosen athletics instead of the beautiful game. With a 100m time of 10.3 seconds, Walcott might have

    been an Olympian. ‘I think if I’d had the training, I probably could have been a sprinter,’ he admits.
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    ANDY GORAM




    Another goalkeeper with a talent for the smaller ball game, Goram turned out for Scotland’s national cricket team four times between 1989 and 1991, but was forced to

    abandon his alternative career due to injury concerns.
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    ZLATAN IBRAHIMOVIC




    The Swedish striking sensation might have used his talents in the world of martial arts as he was a very promising taekwondo star in his youth, winning a black belt at the age

    of 17. But, as is always the case in this section, he chose football. Imagine what life would be like without the perpetual discussion about whether he’s actually any good?




    GEOFF HURST




    Imagine a world in which Hurst had been a cricketer? Say goodbye to 1966 and all that... maybe there would never have been people on the pitch at all! Fortunately, Hurst gave

    up cricket in 1964 after playing a County Championship match, and more than 20 second-string games, for Essex. Phew.




    GARY LINEKER




    Another cricketer – well, it is our summer sport after all – who ended up in football. Gary captained the Leicestershire Schools team from the age of 11 to 16 and

    once said: ‘I thought at the time I would probably have more chance afterwards in cricket than football.’ Fortunately, he was wrong.




    CURTIS WOODHOUSE




    The former England Under-21 midfielder was a keen boxer in his youth. ‘Boxing has always been my first love,’ he says. ‘When I was a kid, most lads’

    heroes were Paul Gascoigne and John Barnes but mine were Mike Tyson and Nigel Benn. I went from scrapping in the street and at school to fighting in the boxing ring from the age of twelve.’

    Amazingly, Woodhouse retired from football at the age of 26 to pursue his boyhood dream of being a boxer, and ended up winning the British light-welterweight title in 2014.


  




  

  

    Golf XI




    So what offering from the world of Tuesday Team News do we put at the end of this chapter? I thought long and hard about it and opted for a Golf XI for the

    following three reasons:




    

      

        

          1) Most footballers would love to be golfers.




          2) I like golf.




          3) When the publishers first asked me to think about this book I said if it went into publication without Backspin Shinawatra included it would be a

          disgrace.


        


      


    




    So here we go...
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    Team Name: Borussia Monchengladback 9




    Reserves: 5&4Far Athletic




    Stadium: 3 Wood Park




    Management Team




    Joe Royle & Ancient




    Graham Taylor Made




    Get In The Jol




    Chairman




    Backspin Shinawatra (there he is)




    [image: ]




    First Team




    Rio Birdieland




    Gimme Traore




    Fade Elliott




    Dogleg Luzhny (c)




    Caddyshaka Hislop




    Joan HandiCapdevilla




    Hole-In-Wanchope




    Ibrahim Back9ayoko




    Peter Odemswingie




    Pitch-And-Puttrescu




    Benni McParthree




    Subs




    Edwin Under Par




    Park Ji-Sunningdale




    Marc OverPars




    Nwankwo Kanoustie




    RideOut Of Bounds




    Gabby Flagbonlahor
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  We’ll look at the royal involvement in football later but only a short, heavily armoured car ride away from Buckingham Palace is the home of the prime minister. I

  remember interviewing Gordon Brown on a tram in Manchester in the build-up to the 2008 European Championships.




  He talked about how England winning a major tournament during your time in office would guarantee you another election win – even if you’re Scottish!




  Mr Brown is a proud and genuine fan of Raith Rovers. You can’t fake knowledge of Andreas Herzog’s own goal in the Olympic Stadium in Munich in 1995. I remember talking to him about

  the 6-5 penalty win over Celtic in the final of the League Cup the season before – a victory that set up the game against Bayern Munich. Let’s not forget, the mighty Rovers were 1-0 up

  at half time.




  The problem for politicians is that all football fans are incredibly sceptical when it comes to those in power putting their hooks into the beautiful game. Unless you can back it up with

  knowledge like the big G.B., the freshly ironed photo-shoot football scarf and ‘I really like soccer’ quotes are a dead giveaway.
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