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CHAPTER 1


Made in America


It was a goal of quality to win a lusty all-British affair and it warmed those who had left the comfort of their homes and braved the iron-cold conditions. Celtic were taking on Tottenham Hotspur and Jimmy Johnstone, the Celtic outside-right, had been fielded, craftily, by Celtic manager Jock Stein in a more central role, at inside-right. Johnstone had dropped deep into the middle of the park to draw several Spurs players to him, which made especially effective his natty pass, crisp as a newly sliced apple, to Stevie Chalmers. The centre-forward had taken over Johnstone’s natural beat and went whirling down the wing in his teammate’s place, covering half the length of the pitch, before cutting inside to the goal-line and whipping over a cross for Bobby Lennox to come hurtling in and whisk a diving header past Bill Brown, the Tottenham goalkeeper. It made the score 2–1 and sealed a vital victory for Celtic that had been forged in the fierce heat of competition.


Celtic were far out of sight not only of Tottenham – on the day – but also of their own followers, through performing in an unseasonably frigid San Francisco as part of their close-season tour of North America in the late spring and early summer of 1966. There had been a non-partisan, neutral crowd of 12,000 looking on at the Kezar Stadium and no major trophy at stake but Celtic, in the 1960s, famously and avowedly did not play friendlies: the Glasgow club contested every match, regardless of its billing, with intensity and purpose and a desire to win. This match had proved that to be no empty motto.


The dynamic fashion in which Celtic took the game to Spurs enthused the organisers of a series of challenge matches that summer of 1966 which had the objective of popularising football – or soccer – in North America. Celtic were putting together a whole new ball game and those Americans present were being given a privileged preview of it.


The match with Tottenham arrived in the middle of a tour that had begun on 12 May 1966 with a 10–1 victory over a Bermuda Select. The trip combined hard training with sightseeing, socialising and activities such as snorkelling, sunbathing, visits to horse-racing and receptions with local dignitaries. The players had barely finished their domestic fixtures – with a 1–0 win at Motherwell on 7 May that clinched the Scottish League title – before they were whisked on to a transatlantic flight. There were no complaints at being taken away from hearth and home for five weeks; the opposite was true. A place on the tour was prized by every player and those in and around the first team had fretted for weeks over whether Jock Stein would include them or not. Holidays to the USA were, in the mid-1960s, only for the super-rich and footballers were still far from being included in that bracket. These were young men who, as boys, had holidayed, if they were lucky, within Scotland and now they had the chance to visit the land of all-night diners and tailfinned cars, a near-fantasy land that represented post-war expansiveness and freedom, as seen in the movies. When the time came for those selected to be measured for their special suits and raincoats, the ones who missed out watched all those preparations with heavy hearts.


‘It was the making of us, that tour,’ Bobby Lennox, the Celtic outside-left, says. ‘It got us all together. We’d fly to Toronto, train the next day, play the next night; fly to New York, train, play; it was great and everybody got so friendly and so close and it helped the team blossom; it really did. St Louis, San Francisco, Los Angeles; Vancouver; it was the trip of a lifetime. In the sixties, America felt as if it was a million miles away. We knew two or three months in advance that they were only taking a certain number of players and you were really hoping you were going; that you were actually going to San Francisco.’ Although not, under Jock Stein, wearing flowers in their hair.


‘It couldn’t happen now,’ Lennox says. ‘It was glamorous at the time but it was part of the job. I was engaged to Kathryn and, even then, phoning Kathryn at her mum’s house in Saltcoats – I had to phone from my hotel room to the girl downstairs [on reception] and say, “Ardrossan/Saltcoats . . . A . . . R . . . D . . .” right through . . . She’d go to New York and go through the spiel to the girl in New York, who’d go on to the girl in London, then she’d go on to the girl in Glasgow. I’ll never forget the first day I did it. I sat for ages waiting to get through – and Kathryn was out . . . I couldn’t believe it – you were quicker writing letters.


‘It got us all so close. Bobby [Murdoch] moved into midfield and joined Bertie [Auld]. We trained hard and we had to win the games. It was a great five weeks. Jock got everybody going and found room-mates for people although Jimmy and I were always together. He might change some people but he and I always roomed together.


‘Everybody loved Bermuda, obviously. So on the last day there, we were out having our photograph taken in front of the Princess Hotel, which was magnificent. Sir Robert [Kelly, the Celtic chairman] was there and he said, “If you win the European Cup, you’ll be back.” That was a throwaway line . . .’


Eddie Baily, the Tottenham assistant manager, who was selecting their team in place of Bill Nicholson, the manager, admitted that Celtic were on a different plane to their British friends and rivals. ‘They are a better team than us,’ Baily had said of Celtic prior to that friendly between the clubs in San Francisco. ‘All I can hope to do against them is prevent goals. I do not have men with the ability of that little fellow Lennox to get goals close in. We must try to contain them as much as possible. I’m sorry it has to be this way but our reputation can’t stand a big defeat so we’ll play a very tight game.’ That was quite an admission of inferiority from a representative of a club that was one of the premier forces in the British game in the 1960s. Tottenham had won the FA Cup and League Double early in the decade and had become, in 1963, the first British club to lift a European trophy, when they had beaten Atlético Madrid to win the European Cup-Winners’ Cup. The London side, though, would prove to be distinctly inferior to Celtic over three matches between the clubs during a tour that would not only be the most vital in Celtic’s history but one conducted almost in private. No British television station sent cameras to the matches and there was minimal interest from the North American media – and so Jock Stein could experiment in peace with the shape and set-up of his team.


‘Out there,’ Billy McNeill said, ‘we would have meeting after meeting and you could just sense that Jock was preparing the groundwork for the following season and the European Cup. It cemented the relationship between the players and not only did that help each of us individually, it helped to galvanise the whole team.’ Celtic had always had soul – an indomitable spirit was now being added to that by Stein.


The supporters at home would, in time, enjoy seeing the fruits of that North American odyssey but a fortnight into Celtic’s five-week stint across the Pond, the major sporting news back in Scotland had been as expected for the time of year – the Epsom Derby, still held on a Wednesday afternoon, and the most glamorous occasion in the flat-racing season, was enjoying its annual day in the sun, although for most Britons, the panoramic splendour of the Downs would be viewed only through the narrow aperture of a black-and-white television screen – albeit a new, 23-inch one for the well-heeled among the population. Charlottown, ridden by Arthur ‘Scobie’ Breasley, a 52-year-old grandfather, won the race, confirming that the unlikely can – and will – happen in sport. Fanatics in Glasgow, desperately seeking a fix of football, could take in the Junior Cup final replay at Hampden Park on the evening of Derby Day, 25 May, in which Bonnyrigg Rose would defeat Whitburn 6–1.


Glasgow was undergoing one of its perennial wet spells and anyone seeking solace in television that Wednesday evening would find no sport on the schedules; the early evening bringing instead a programme that encapsulated, through its name alone, the mores of the new teenage-orientated times – A Whole Scene Going. The Beatles had released a new single, ‘Paperback Writer’, which Paul McCartney admitted was not their best but which he defended on the grounds that they could not keep writing love songs for ever and that they had to experiment if they were to move forward. It was just another day in the 1960s.


Celtic, themselves experimenting, spent 25 May 1966 in Hamilton, Ontario, Canada, where they were to face a pasta-fuelled concoction – the Hamilton Primos, who performed in front of minuscule crowds and who were limping along pitifully after having been rescued from collapse only through the sponsorship of Primo Poloniato, a local Italianate-foods magnate.


‘Big Jock used the Hamilton game as a training session rather than as a competitive game,’ John Clark, the sweeper in that Celtic team, says, ‘as he did another game, down in St Louis, to keep us match-fit. It gave him a chance to play players in different positions, forward-wise.


‘The night before the Hamilton game he made us go to see The Sound of Music at the cinema. Nobody wanted to go because everybody had seen it but rather than have players all out the night before, even before a game against Hamilton, he wanted us somewhere where he knew where you were. He didn’t want you out before a game, even though it wasn’t a key game, you know? He made sure of every detail, like that, and that you were well fed and that everything was spot on in terms of your travelling and the hotels, the flights. On that tour, we also got more in-depth closeness with him.


‘Jock had a good way with him. There was always a bit of fun and laughter about the place. If you got him angry you would get the backlash. He could sometimes put it on a wee bit, then walk away and you would see Neilly [Mochan, the trainer] laughing because he knew it was a wind-up but the players maybe didn’t know it was a wind-up.’


That limb-loosening exercise against the Hamilton Primos proved to be a match typical of a tour that was something of a picaresque adventure and that would see Celtic confronting giants and nipped by gnats. Covering 15,000 miles in total, Celtic would face clubs such as Bayern Munich, the West German Cup holders; Bologna, the runners-up to Internazionale in Italy’s Serie A; and Atlas of Guadalajara, who had finished second in the Mexican league; as well as Tottenham Hotspur. Interspersing fixtures against such clubs, Celtic would also face local, patched-together outfits, whose quality was not so much variable as uniformly poor. Thus, on that May evening, a week before facing Spurs in California, Celtic came face to face with the Hamilton Primos, a club patched together through three Italian players and eight hard-bitten Britons.


Stein was treating every game on the tour with his habitual seriousness and he told his men to go out and get the match won early on, so that he could make some substitutions and rest some of his men for the subsequent meeting with Bologna. The Celtic players followed their manager’s instructions to the letter, going 9–0 up by half-time. Not that Stein was entirely happy with that – at the interval he could be found laying into his attacking players for faults in their performances. His team eventually won 11–0, which meant that they had now won all five of their tour matches up to that point and had scored 35 goals, conceding only one, in a 10–1 skewering of the Bermuda national side.


‘The first week of that tour, in Bermuda, was supposed just to be for relaxation,’ John Clark says, ‘but Jock Stein didn’t think like that. He arranged a game with the local people.


‘On that tour, you were in the best hotels and had the best of everything. It was really professional – there was also no idea that you could just hang about, have a drink, come back when you wanted, oh no . . . he was spot on. He didn’t over-train us; just enough to keep your legs moving and for sharpness because we were training, playing matches, flying all over the place. We trained enough to keep our fitness but never over-doing it because we had the travelling and America is all flights of two or three hours.


‘He gave us a bit of freedom to let us enjoy the cities we were visiting. The word they use now is “bonding”; we wouldn’t have known what the word means but that was what we were doing. Oh, America was the making of a lot of good things for us. Seriousness and fun, combined together, helped to make the whole thing. Things like seeing the Golden Gate Bridge . . . remember, this was a time when seeing things like that was almost unimaginable.’


The impression of Stein being a strict disciplinarian, who would afford his players little room in which to breathe, is exploded by Clark, although it is clear that there was a limit as to how far the players would be allowed to go in any given situation. The manager, a strict teetotaller, would sit up far into the night, drinking tea endlessly, and abhorred alcohol, viewing it as a bad habit, especially for professional sportsmen.


‘He didn’t like to see people drinking,’ John Clark confirms. ‘He knew people were drinking but he didn’t like to see it. He never hammered people for it but when he got the players on the training field, he knew there were certain individuals he would have to pick up and get it [the alcohol] out of them. He knew the ones to do it with. He knew who to pick out and say, “Tomorrow morning we’ll get you on the field . . .”


‘He mixed with you all the time and he always wanted to know where everybody was. He had his moments with players, disciplining them a wee bit, over in the States, naming no names . . . but you couldn’t really step out of line with big Jock by behaving in indisciplined fashion – he’d just put you on a plane and tell you to go home.’


Stein’s side Stateside had wowed seasoned observers of the game – Billy Steel, the former Dundee and Scotland great, and now an American citizen, had stood amazed at their skills and fitness. Sammy Cox, a former Rangers favourite, who had emigrated to Canada, was so enthusiastic about Celtic’s style that he had mingled with the players sporting a Celtic badge in his jacket lapel. Richard Attenborough, the actor, who was in California making a film called The Sand Pebbles, travelled to the game with Atlas on the Celtic team bus after having been asked to the team hotel by Stein to wish them luck.


The five-week-long excursion would come to be regarded fondly by those who had been on it – a mere eighteen players – but they had little immediate nostalgia for the experience. That would take time.


‘Most of the boys would be willing to take on a similar venture in the future – but not too soon,’ Billy McNeill was to say that summer of 1966 as he anticipated the squad’s return to Glasgow. Players such as Ian Young, the full-back, allowed to return a week early for his wedding, expressed relief, arriving back in Scotland, to have all the travelling behind them. There were outbreaks of homesickness among the players and nor did the Celtic players have to look too far to find friction on the field despite their being nominally involved in a series of bounce games. If they were taking it seriously, so too were some of their opponents. Tottenham’s tackling in the three matches between the clubs was brisk and unforgiving but within the type of parameters with which British players were familiar. Spurs players such as Pat Jennings and Terry Venables spent even more time with the Celtic players than with their own squad-mates, at the clubs’ shared hotels.


Bologna were a different prospect entirely. The match between the Scots and the Italians took place on Friday 27 May 1966 at the Roosevelt Stadium in Jersey City, New York, a city whose population was beginning to drop as a result of elements such as gridlock, pollution, violence and vandalism. Into this urban maelstrom, Celtic flew, only to face their own slice of vice – Jock Stein afterwards described the game with the Italian side as a ‘disgraceful exhibition: Bologna were desperate to win and when they realised they were being outplayed they were ready to stop our players in any way they could.’


Juan Carlos Morrone, the Argentinian forward featuring for Bologna, on loan from Fiorentina, was dismissed after 65 minutes by Harry Nowick, the referee, after fouls on Tommy Gemmell, Auld and Murdoch. Bottles were subsequently hurled on to the field of play, from the crowd, which was composed almost entirely of New Yorkers of Italian descent. Three times, Bologna tried, and failed, to introduce, surreptitiously, replacements for Morrone, who supposedly had to be threatened with arrest before he would finally leave the pitch. Newspaper reports back in Scotland suggested that Celtic players had been struck by stones and mud, pushed and jostled and that the police had used force to put an end to it all. John Clark suggests that that was a fabrication.


‘There wasn’t a riot or anything like that,’ John Clark says, ‘just guys that were over-enthusiastic coming on to the field. I can’t remember any riot or players being struck by stones. It wasn’t anything vicious although I do remember an American policeman on a horse getting guys off the park who had broken on to the field.’


The match, which ended goalless, was one that neither side had actually wished to play: Stein had baulked at the pitch, which had been marked out on a baseball diamond and which was less than the stipulated regulation-width for football, while the crossbars had been hung comically low by the organisers. The field of play was rutted in places, bare in patches. But given that the crowd had already been admitted to the stadium, both the Scottish and the Italian clubs’ officials had agreed to proceed. It was possibly the sole moment in keeping with a friendly match on a night of general hostilities.


The players soon recovered. At Celtic’s team hotel, Billy McNeill played a joke on one teammate and, in retaliation, the wronged party picked up the book on McNeill’s bedside table and asked, ‘Are you enjoying this book, Billy?’ The tome was then flung out of the window high in the hotel, whence it went hurtling to the ground, along with McNeill’s travel money, which he had kept within the book’s pages. A posse of players went racing down the stairs, chasing the dollars.


The team ‘lived out of each other’s suitcases’, as Bertie Auld put it. The Celtic men, as with any band of brothers, frequently borrowed each other’s gear as part of the process and one evening, during their sojourn in Canada, the players were attending yet another interminable civic reception when, after quite a few drinks had been consumed, a strawberry, of all things, dropped from the buffet table on to the top of one player’s shoe. He immediately sought a perpetrator. As Tommy Gemmell, the full-back, was nearest to him, he opted to blame Gemmell for planting the strawberry on his shoe and snappily exacted retribution by grabbing the back of the shirt Gemmell was wearing and ripping it in two until the collar was the only part of it remaining intact.


‘How do you like your shirt now, Gemmell, eh?’ he enquired, less than solicitously.


Tommy replied, ‘My shirt’s fine; it’s in the wash – this is one I borrowed from Bertie.’


Stein’s team were being hot-housed in experiences that could not be found in Scottish football: deep humidity on some matchdays; pitch-invading opposition supporters; seriously hostile and expertly brutal opponents; deep and solid defences; fanatical opposing team managers; travel to matches through varying time zones; hugely unsatisfactory playing surfaces. The match against Spurs in California, for example, on 1 June, came more than halfway through the schedule, but it had been the first time on the tour that the Celtic players had really been happy with a pitch: the Kezar Stadium, more usually the home turf of the San Francisco 49ers, had a good surface with long grass.


Celtic had featured regularly in Europe since 1962 but the 1966–67 season would see them make their first attempt at winning the European Cup; Stein saw this as an advance opportunity to prepare them thoroughly for the forthcoming challenges at the club game’s highest level. His players all had some experience in Europe, but they had not come across the same intensity before, in such a short space of time, with each game producing a different type of conundrum, as they did on that tour across North America. All of these varying experiences would inure the Celts against being surprised by anything that might be thrown at them in the European Cup campaign.


Stein had experimented freely. Gemmell had been used in a more attacking, midfield role at certain stages in matches as a means of pressurising the opposition. The player, the most extrovert in Stein’s team, and a man not averse to posing for pictures with an airline stewardess slung across his arms, had been moved to right-back on the North American tour, from his usual position on the left side of the defence. Stevie Chalmers, too, had been fielded there, as Stein sought a player with pace to fill that role – in Chalmers’ case the experiment had lasted only as long as the first attack of the opposition before his complete unsuitability as a defender was exposed and he was swiftly switched upfield.


‘Many of the moves made and the player switches tried will serve us well as the season goes on,’ Stein said, stressing that he was looking for ‘an improvement’ on the previous season, when Celtic had won the league and the League Cup. ‘We were happy with last season’s performance but we will be trying to step up on it, particularly in Europe.’


Other than the closeness induced by the tour, these players were bound together by a serious commitment to Celtic. This was in the era before badge-kissing became fashionable, not least because the Celtic strip did not feature a badge – and the Hoops were also, as yet, unsullied by a commercial sponsor being emblazoned across the chest or anywhere else on the team kit. Had there been a badge, though, it is unlikely that the Celts of that era would have yielded to the temptation to seize it and slobber over it or extend it from their chest or to beat it with their fist in a quasi-religious gesture as a means of establishing common ground with the supporters on the terracing or in the stands. Their commitment was deeper, ingrained in their minds, in their souls. They were all local players, all part of the community, the majority of them Celtic supporters from birth. They did not need to make superficial gestures of allegiance because their feeling for Celtic came from the heart.


As Joe McBride, the striker, put it, ‘In most games that you play for Celtic, you get this feeling that you’re playing for the best team in the world, and, having been a Celtic fan all my days, every time I pulled that jersey on it gave me a kick.’ There were no calculated career moves from such players; no plans to remain at Celtic for two or three years – or fewer – to see if something bigger and better might come along. For most of Stein’s players, there was nothing superior to taking the field in a Celtic jersey.


Bertie Auld had twice joined Celtic and twice his feeling for the club and what it offered him had won him over when he would have been rewarded better financially elsewhere, not least after having moved to England and joined Birmingham City, with whom he had achieved considerable success both domestically and in European competition.


Others of Auld’s teammates had made similarly private pledges of loyalty to the club. Bobby Lennox, for one, had been courted by numerous clubs as a teenager, including Chelsea, but had resisted them all assiduously, remaining in Junior football until Celtic sought his signature. Stevie Chalmers, also in Junior football, had been offered tempting signing-on fees from other clubs but he too had resisted until Celtic came along to ask him to sign. John Clark, the sweeper, had been the first groundstaff boy in the club’s history and had had to paint various fixtures and fittings inside the ground in green as part of his duties; he was stained green.


‘The bulk of the players,’ Billy McNeill said, ‘would have wanted nothing other than to play for Celtic. We had a magnificent team spirit. We enjoyed each other’s company. I’m not saying we were the greatest pals – we weren’t – but we had a feeling and a pride in our achievements and we enjoyed the fact that we could take on the best on the European scene and do well.’


A third tour match with Tottenham, this time in a rainy Vancouver, at the Empire Games Stadium on 4 June, saw Bobby Lennox – who had been unearthed on this tour as a goalscorer of exceptional ability – latch on to a fine Johnstone pass in the 19th minute to notch his 18th goal in nine tour games. Celtic shared the same hotels and transport to and from the games with Tottenham and prior to that match players had ridden in the same hotel elevator. Alan Mullery, Tottenham’s excellent midfielder, and Lennox had stood smiling at one another, almost nose to nose. ‘This is as far away from me as you’ll ever get tonight,’ Mullery warned Lennox, in friendly fashion, in advance of Lennox quashing his words emphatically with his goal.


A huge furore would follow Spurs’ equaliser. ‘I can still see it,’ Lennox says. ‘There were about three minutes to go when big Gilly [Alan Gilzean, the Tottenham striker] pushed Billy and Terry Venables knocked it in.’ Jimmy Johnstone complained so stridently to John Webber, the referee, that he was dismissed, for the third time in his Celtic career. Johnstone, who had been spoken to repeatedly by the referee during the match, did walk off – but only to take up his habitual position on the right wing. The referee warned that he was prepared to leave the field if Johnstone did not accept his decision. At that point, Dave Mackay, the Spurs captain, intervened as a key character witness to plead Johnstone’s case to the referee, stating that the Celtic player had been such a fulsome entertainer that he should be shown leniency and allowed to remain on the field of play. The referee finally relented, albeit ‘against my better judgment’, and accepted that as this was an exhibition match and Johnstone had exhibited greater flair than anyone else on the field, discretion should be extended in his direction and he should be allowed to remain on show.


The amicability of the tour had been restored by the time Celtic, now in the final days of their transatlantic travels, returned to California to face Bayern Munich on Wednesday 8 June 1966. The Germans had voyaged to the USA still celebrating their 4–2 West German Cup final victory over MSV Duisburg in Frankfurt on the previous Saturday and had bounced hazily on to the Californian Tarmac on arrival, beaming broadly and collectively, and looking surprisingly refreshed for men who had just undertaken a transatlantic flight. It seemed likely that they would be in the mood to be taking it easy in a friendly to be played only hours after touching down on American soil.


Celtic, in contrast, had by this stage become drastically depleted and appeared to be limping to the conclusion of their tour – Stein even nursed the concern that they might not be able to field a full side for their final matches, against Bayern and Atlas of Guadalajara. Auld was injured, as were John Cushley and Frank McCarron, who was having intensive treatment on his injured ankle. Johnstone and Ian Young had been given special dispensation to return home on Monday 6 June to prepare for their long-planned weddings the following weekend and Stein was now considering the prospect of fielding John Fallon, the reserve goalkeeper, in an outfield position or borrowing a player from Tottenham to make up the numbers.


‘I remember big Jock saying to me, because they were falling like tenpins, “Phone Agnes and put the wedding off,” ’ Johnstone laughed. ‘I said, “You’re joking.” This was to be like a royal wedding, with the publicity and everything. I said, “How can I?” ’ Johnstone had initially agreed to relieve the pressure on Stein’s squad by remaining with Celtic until after the match with Bayern but, temperamental artiste that he was, had then changed his mind following his objection to his putative dismissal during the third game with Spurs. Johnstone had begun the tour by suffering a dose of sunburn in Bermuda and was now concluding it with a dollop of pique. He departed from Canada on the Monday, a decision that would have lasting consequences for the winger, who landed at Prestwick Airport laden with gifts but also with a phobia that would haunt him for the remainder of his life.


‘On the flight coming back,’ Johnstone said, ‘the bloody thing fell I-don’t-know-how-many-thousand feet out of the sky. It was horrific. It wasn’t just a wee bit of turbulence. All the meals were being put out. We were fourth from the back – Ian Young and I. We had cut the tour by a couple of games because he was getting married as well. So me and him came back together and they were serving two seats in front of us and without warning the whole thing fell and all the food was suspended in the air – there were “weans” up in the air. You should have seen the mess of everything after it. The stewardesses were all over the place. So I hated the flying because of the fright I got. It left me petrified. That’s what did it for me. Before that I had been flying everywhere, which we had to do. People would always talk to me about that being only one incident but I would say to them, “If you get caught in an electrical storm, that will soon change your mind about the flying.” ’


It was a patched-up Celtic, then, shorn of the team’s most eye-catching component, that took the field at the Kezar Stadium on Wednesday 8 June, where they ran into some serious turbulence of their own. Celtic, well ahead of their opponents in terms of skill and attacking flair, dominated Bayern to an uncanny degree but found themselves freakishly 2–0 down to a double from Rainer Ohlhauser. John Hughes, the Celtic winger, would later state that the Bayern game was particularly notable in that Celtic were dominant to a degree he could not remember in any previous match against a top-notch side. Bobby Lennox brought a goal back with his 19th of the tour but with the game winding towards its conclusion, one incident sparked another riot.


‘Late in the match,’ Stevie Chalmers recalls, ‘we won a corner-kick. I was standing on the goal-line, waiting for the ball to be delivered, when I was whacked, full in the face, by Gerd Müller, the striker, back helping his team defend their goal. He took to his heels, so I followed him, across the penalty area, off the field of play and away round the back of the German team’s goal.’


The incident is described laconically by John Clark as ‘a bit of a skirmish down in California’. It sounds, in retrospect, like a scene from a slapstick movie, although Chalmers afterwards felt severe pain from the stinging cut on the inside of his mouth that he had sustained from Müller.


‘Stevie punched him,’ Clark says, ‘and they ran after one another and players then ran after them. We then got to a tunnel and there was no way out because the door was locked and everybody was caught in the one place. In an instant, it was all over. It was just a case of the German hit our player and our players hit him back. That was Gerd Müller; so it wasn’t dud teams you were playing.’


Hundreds of supporters subsequently invaded the pitch. The game was held up for five minutes, with Stein intervening to calm things down as fights involving the invading fans erupted. Zlatko Čajkovski, Bayern’s dangerously driven Croatian coach, had spent the second half behind the Bayern goal and his presence would seem directly to have inflamed the situation.


Once everyone had calmed down and the match had resumed, Joe McBride got the equaliser for Celtic. Fred Reynders, the local referee, said afterwards that he had intended to send off Chalmers and his German assailant. ‘I made for the goalmouth where it all started,’ Reynders said, ‘but before I reached the trouble there were eight or more players brawling there and then others began to fight behind the goal. I would have had to send off eight players and that was out of the question.’ Čajkovski had wished to take his team off the field ten minutes from time but Stein had intervened to keep the game going.


‘We were so much on top,’ Stein said, ‘that I would never have allowed our lads to leave the field when the Germans wanted to chuck it. They started the trouble because Chalmers was clearly assaulted and no man can take that stuff without hitting back. The Germans introduced a new dimension to the game – eleven-man defence.’


The storm soon blew over. ‘We were fine with the Germans after that,’ John Clark says. ‘It was just frustration. It fizzled out quickly.’ The following day, though, as Celtic left the hotel that Bayern had shared with the Scots, Müller stood outside the building impassively, smugly, provocatively, enjoying immensely the shouts and abuse he received from Celtic players as they boarded their team bus.


The temperature soared too during Celtic’s meeting with Atlas of Mexico in the Coliseum Stadium, Los Angeles, reaching the nineties, but while Atlas rotated their team through the use of substitutions, Celtic, by force of necessity, had to keep their starting eleven unchanged throughout. Willie O’Neill and Joe McBride were both carrying injuries but Stein had no alternative other than to field them.


‘When we played Atlas, the Mexican champions, down in the Coliseum,’ John Clark says, ‘that was really burning hot that day. That was the last game, us finishing off, but they were just after their season that week. Technically, they were really good.’


Even against Atlas, with the homeward journey at the forefront of their minds and at the conclusion of a lengthy tour, the Celtic players had strained every nerve, muscle and sinew to secure the win; and it made no difference to them that the game was played in baking heat. They were, as Stein demanded of them, unflagging in their efforts, relentless to the last, and Charlie Gallagher scored the only goal of the game two minutes from the end. Gemmell broke forward and hit the ball hard and low into the penalty area for Gallagher to slip it into the net from the edge of the six-yard box.


It was, then, a weary, depleted but largely happy Celtic party that touched down in Scotland early in the morning of Wednesday 15 June 1966, with players having fitted in a visit to Disneyland to watch a film being shot; a trip to Grauman’s Chinese Theatre where foot- and handprints of the famous are in the cement of the sidewalk; horse-racing at Hollywood Park; before flying into Prestwick on a VC-10 from New York.


On tour, Celtic had secured eight victories and three draws in their eleven games, scoring 47 goals and conceding only six. Kurt Lamm, President of the American Soccer League and the tour organiser, told Celtic at the end of the tour that he wanted them back. ‘Write your own tour schedule,’ he said. ‘Celtic are the greatest team we have ever brought over here.’


Stein and his players were considerably less keen, at the time, to return even though Stein described the tour as having been ‘a great thing for the club in so many ways. We have played against different types of teams in different conditions and we have met rough teams, just as we might in European Cup games. The trip has been tough but it has strengthened the spirit among the players. We have been almost able to see that spirit grow.


‘We’ve had tiring moments, difficult times here and there but on the whole nothing but good can come out of this tour for us. The players know each other as they have never done before. They have become a much closer-knit team and team spirit has improved as a result. They have shirked nothing – but a future tour would have to be shorter, with fewer games. We have found five weeks just over-much.’


Fast cars and glitzy holidays always appealed greatly to Stein and a stylish vehicle was ready to speed Stein away from Prestwick for a quick break before he got down to plotting a way forward for Celtic that would take them on an even greater and more memorable journey.





CHAPTER 2


New Ball Games


It was almost as if Jock Stein saw the staging of the 1966 World Cup as something of a personal affront. His punchy comments after his visit to the tournament suggested that it had been little more than an enormous waste of this busy man’s time. He stated that he had not seen a single thing that he might incorporate in Celtic’s play for the new season.


‘The big difference between the 1966 World Cup and the first World Cup tournament I saw,’ he said, on arriving back in Glasgow from the North East of England in the mid-July of 1966, ‘was that in Switzerland twelve years ago there were entertaining, attacking ideas galore. Celtic took their players to that 1954 World Cup in order that they should learn.’ Stein had at that time been a solid, stolid centre-half who had just captained Celtic to their sole league title in an arid twenty-seven-year period that would end only with his accession to the post of Celtic manager in 1965. He had been captivated by the flexibility of the Hungary team, whose whirling football, flexible, non-fixed forward line, swift interchanging of position and precise passing game took them to the final, only for them to be overwhelmed by the physical force and pragmatism of West Germany. It was a memory that would inspire him as to what might be possible for a well-organised, well-coached football team from a modest-sized nation. The Hungarians, for all their skill and style, had paid for a lack of a hard edge, a flaw that could never be laid at the door of any of Stein’s teams.


‘Not a single thing practised by any of the teams in Group Four will be copied at Celtic Park,’ Stein said of the 1966 versions of Italy, the Soviet Union, Chile and North Korea, adding that he had felt a sense of disappointment at the ‘grave lack of entertainment provided by the majority of World Cup games so far. Strictly speaking, something can be learned from any game but there was nothing in the North East to copy because there was nothing on show there that I had never seen before,’ Stein stated firmly. ‘Our style won’t be changed and nor will the endeavour to play attacking football that pleases the public.’


It is unlikely that Stein was shamming when making such statements but, with his memory for detail, his witnessing of the international encounter between Italy and the Soviet Union would have been added to the bank of information that the manager stored in his vast vault of a mind, which held treasures of footballing knowledge. An Italian side featuring three players from Internazionale of Milan had sat back with a stacked-up defence while the Soviet Union players sought victory from first to last, plugging away patiently until Igor Chislenko streaked away from Giacinto Facchetti, Inter’s left-back, to score the game’s only goal in the 57th minute. A packed, massed Italian defence could be beaten, Stein had seen, through patience, perseverance and a steady, unwavering commitment to attack.


The World Cup was still in progress, its quarter-finals in prospect, when Celtic returned to training on 21 July 1966, a Thursday, although some players had returned early for extra work – John Hughes, Billy McNeill, Joe McBride, Ian Young, Tommy Gemmell, John Cushley and Bent Martin. These players, the post-honeymooning Young apart, were characterised humorously by Stein as his ‘heavy team’ – the more powerfully built members of his side – and he duly provided them with extra conditioning work to keep them in trim.


‘In those days, your manager didn’t often come out and take part in the training, but Jock did,’ Billy McNeill said. ‘He made sure he was there and what he did was put the emphasis on positive football. The ball wasn’t usually seen in training sessions back then but with big Jock it was an intrinsic part of it all. We never did anything without a ball. That was forward thinking.’


It was unusual for the loquacious Billy McNeill to come up with a one-word answer to any question but that was his response when asked what it was that drove Jock Stein to achieve things for Celtic. ‘Success.’ That was the only word McNeill felt it necessary to use; that was really all there was to it. Stein had been in professional football for quarter of a century and had been a working man for thirty years by the time he arrived at Celtic as manager and although he had enjoyed a couple of trophy-winning years at Celtic Park during the tail end of his career, that was counterbalanced by many more unsuccessful years as a player with Albion Rovers and Llanelli. It left him hungry to make much more of his managerial career – and of his life – now that he had the opportunity.


Stein had spent too long in obscurity to relinquish easily his chance in management. There would, consequently, be nothing half-hearted about his approach to his job of improving his players and his team. This was serious stuff. Stein had to be the focal point at the club; he had to have total responsibility for all team matters and that way he could be sure that everything was done the way he wished it to be. Delegation did not come easily to him. Everything went through him. His own special governance was essential.


When the players were at Seamill, their training base on the Ayrshire coast, Stein would amble into the lounge and seek a place to sit that would allow him to watch the door and see everyone within the room. If someone was already sitting in such a spot he would be told to shove up by the manager to make space for Stein. He feared anything escaping his attention. Seamill had been used by Celtic for decades prior to Stein’s arrival, as a place of preparation for major matches; the unspoken reason as to why the club would decamp from Glasgow was to keep all of the players in one place and to ensure that they refrained from over-indulgence in alcohol in advance of kick-off time for a big game. That remained important to Stein but he did more with the place, using it as a haven, where for a few days the players could relax into the right frame of mind for a match and could rid themselves of pre-match tensions. It also enabled him to read them closely, to gauge their moods, to see how they interacted over an extended period of time. The traditional purpose of the resort was also important to Stein as it allowed him to underline his hatred of his players indulging in alcohol. If a player was nursing what appeared to be a soft drink, Stein would express a degree of thirst and ask for a taste. If he found that the concoction contained some surreptitious vodka or rum, the offender might find the contents of the glass being tipped over his head.


Stein would mow the grass on the pitch at Celtic Park; he would answer the telephone at the club to random outside callers. He alone would deal with the press and if players had a problem, they would tend to go straight to Stein with it, bypassing Sean Fallon, the assistant manager, even though it took a great deal more bravery to confront Stein in his office. Going to anyone other than Stein was pointless.


His bulk made him an intimidating figure. Stein was around six feet tall and his love of sweets and heavy food – the types of stews and puddings that fuelled industrial Scotland – had increased his weight to around 15 stones by the mid-1960s. He would tower over players and, if giving them a dressing down, he would seem to become bigger and bigger and ever more intimidating.


At training too, Stein was the focal point. The ankle injury that had ended his playing career in the late 1950s would bother him for the remainder of his life and prevented him participating in full-scale practice matches but that made him even more dominant on the training ground. His bear-like figure – and growl – and his dark tracksuit made him a distinctive presence. He would be among his players and yet slightly distanced from them. He could stand back and observe, in his watchful way, how his men were performing. He was not averse to a joke in training and he could join in with any laugh that was going but he could be all smiles one day and then, when the players arrived for training the following morning, he would be glowering over them and ready to put them through the mill in a tough, two-hour session. Through such unpredictability and the exercising of it, Stein maintained his power and control over the players. There was always a degree of distance between him and them, which was something he worked hard to maintain. They were not allowed to get close to him. Just when they thought they could spy a chink in his armour, just when they thought they were broaching the invisible shield that prevented them getting close to him, he would shut himself off again.


Fear underpinned everything Stein did as a manager but he did not succeed because his players were terrified of him. It was a special kind of fear that he instilled in them – a fear of failure, a fear of being omitted from the team and from his plans; not only because that would hit them hard financially but because, as soon as he arrived at Celtic, it had become clear that things were starting to happen for the club. Anyone who was not fearful of missing out on being part of Stein fulfilling his promise would have been of no use to the manager.


‘He never asked you to do something you weren’t capable of doing,’ Tommy Gemmell said. ‘He had a great saying, “Play to your strengths and disguise your weaknesses.” He made us very tactically aware, we were extremely fit, he was good at motivating. He was always experimenting – he tried a lot of things in training that sometimes we would never use in matches because he thought they wouldn’t work. Everyone played to their strengths.’


Fun could quite as easily be to the fore in much of Stein’s dealings with his players. He enjoyed bustling around the training ground, setting up drills, joshing with players such as Jimmy Johnstone, but if a training drill was not carried out properly, he would soon explode into anger. Stein’s thinking was that training should be carried out with the same intensity as a match because, he felt, if it was not, then how could players suddenly find a higher level of play on a matchday?


Jock Stein’s playing career had schooled him in the necessity of taking nothing good for granted in football. He had been a doughty centre-half: big, bulky, good in the air but a player who would get through a game without exhibiting any particular flair on the ball. People did not pay at the turnstile to see Jock Stein perform and, as with so many managers, the playing style of his teams was in contrast to that which he had exhibited as a player. He was determined to produce teams that exhibited flair and were attractive to watch.


Stein’s lack of outstanding playing talent had seemed destined to ensure he would spend his career in some of the quieter backwaters of British football, never even enjoying reflected glory among the game’s gilded performers. Stein was born on 6 October 1922, in Lanarkshire, and made his debut for Albion Rovers, the tiniest and least successful of his native county’s senior clubs, during the Second World War. For the next eight years, he combined playing football in the bleak surroundings of Cliftonhill with work as a miner, before switching, in 1950, to non-league Llanelli in Wales. A year later, his first big break arrived out of nowhere.


At the beginning of December, Celtic had been stricken by injuries to their central defenders and were scrambling around, looking for emergency cover, when Jimmy Gribben, a trainer and a scout on the club’s backroom staff, dredged his memory and recalled a player whom he thought might be able to fit the bill. Stein was duly signed for Celtic for a fee of £1,200 from Llanelli on 4 December 1951. When his name was announced over the Tannoy at Celtic Park as part of the line-up for the match with St Mirren four days later, a loud murmur of surprise rippled round the ground. It was the last time in his life that Stein would suffer from obscurity. One year later, having established himself in the Celtic team, he was made captain. They swiftly won the Coronation Cup in 1953, and a League and Cup Double in 1954.


‘A lot of that was down to him,’ Billy McNeill said in remembering Stein the player. ‘Not that he was the greatest player in the world but he was a good captain and a good leader. Those things left a big impression on me, a young Celtic supporter at the time. The fact that he would sometimes knee the ball rather than kick it was quite interesting. That’s not a skill that many people perfect but the big fellow did.’


As Celtic took the field in another Scottish Cup final, in the spring of 1955, against Clyde, Stein, the captain, looking severe and serious, wore a glowering frown, while behind him Charlie Tully grinned broadly. Tully was the team’s star forward but he was also a serious drinker with an aversion to training and a propensity to go AWOL. Stein could not afford to treat the game so lightly but he learned from such wayward characters that not all footballers ticked away like him. Stein’s wary outlook was justified when he picked up an ankle injury in a game against Rangers in August 1955. After several unsuccessful attempts at a comeback, he was advised to retire, in 1957, by a London specialist and it was then that Robert Kelly, the Celtic chairman, intervened in a fashion almost as vital to Stein’s career as that of Gribben six years earlier.


‘We like the Stein influence at Celtic Park,’ Kelly said, ‘and have offered Jock a scouting appointment. He will also learn the managerial side of the business from Jimmy McGrory. This will stand him in good stead for the future.’ Stein was soon coaching the reserve team and revolutionising that stratum of the club. The players had used fishermen’s jerseys as training tops and the rough material would brush against their skin. Those jerseys would then remain unwashed from one training session to the next. Stein ensured that the players were given more appropriate kit and that it was washed regularly and he also made a point of getting to know his teenage players as people, taking time to talk to them and make them feel appreciated and important rather than merely the second-string, back-up boys. Those off-field methods, together with some advanced coaching, worked, most notably when Celtic won the Scottish Second-Eleven Cup final in 1958, with Stein’s boyish Celtic side defeating an experienced Rangers 8–2 on aggregate. A total of 40,000 people had watched the two legs. Stein was on his way.


Dunfermline Athletic offered him his first managerial post in March 1960. He pulled off a win over Celtic in his first game as a manager and saved the Fife club from what had seemed certain relegation. The following year Stein’s Dunfermline lifted the Scottish Cup, the club’s first major trophy. European football came to Fife, bringing some unforgettable floodlit nights to the regulars of East End Park. Stein followed that with a sustained league-title challenge at Hibernian, whom he joined in 1964, and so, when he returned to Celtic at the beginning of 1965, he had accumulated more than a decade of experience relating to displaying leadership skills as player, coach and manager. That grounding ensured that Stein’s right to respect when taking over at Celtic could not be disputed. As his players got down to training in the July of 1966, Stein had every right to look relaxed in the role as the central figure at Celtic.


In his 1966 pre-season training sessions, Stein focused heavily on shooting practice, with players constantly taking shots at either end of the field. Amazing that, even half a century later, such things are not always prioritised by managers. Bent Martin, a Danish goalkeeper signed in January 1966 after performing well for Aarhus against Celtic in the European Cup-Winners’ Cup, and John Fallon, Ronnie Simpson’s predecessor as first-choice goalkeeper, were at one end trying to keep the shots out and Simpson and John Ferguson, another reserve goalkeeper, were at the other.


‘It was really demanding over the season to play on the pitches we had here in the Scottish League,’ John Clark says. ‘Now, there is more thought put into fitness and sports science – our sports science was Jock Stein. That was it – end of story. He knew what to do – he was away ahead of his time. He didn’t overstep the training and if he thought people needed a wee rest he would let them walk about and do their own thing. All of the training methods that you can see nowadays, Jock was doing back then.’


Intriguingly and imaginatively, another addition to a 1966 pre-season Stein session was a match in which two teams of fourteen faced each other, using two balls. Workers constructing the new Jungle enclosure looked on agog as Stein put his players through a futuristic footballing session on the pitch during an intense two-and-a-half-hour stint.


‘We worked with the ball all the time,’ Jimmy Johnstone said. ‘Big Jock was a great believer in that. As soon as the training started, the first day, all the balls were out. That is the secret: work with the ball all the time. Maybe seven or eight exercises with it; volleying it from both sides, crossing it, heading it. That meant we could concentrate on moving the ball at speed, and moving position at speed, because we were all so comfortable with the ball. We made it look awfully easy at times, we really did.’


Few players had needed the change of manager from Jimmy McGrory to Jock Stein more than Jimmy Johnstone. His talent had never been in doubt but he had been affected even more than most of the Celtic players by the whimsical workings of Jimmy McGrory, the manager, and Sean Fallon, his assistant, both of whom were heavily influenced by Robert Kelly in his role as chairman. Most notably, Johnstone had been dropped for the replay of the 1963 Scottish Cup final with Rangers to make way for Bobby Craig, one of a series of eccentric – and expensive – Fallon-Kelly-McGrory signings. Celtic lost 3–0. That was an inauspicious ending to Johnstone’s first season in the first team. His debut had also been symptomatic of those mismanaged times – a 6–0 defeat at Kilmarnock. During the first half of the 1964–65 season, prior to Stein’s arrival as manager, Johnstone had played regularly for Celtic but, alone among the Celtic forwards, he had failed to score a league goal. Not only that but, as Stein took charge, Johnstone had been demoted to the reserves and it was at half-time in a second-eleven match with Hibernian that he visited the toilet only to find the fearsome figure of the Celtic manager following him in and rapping out a ready riposte to the player’s willingness to allow his talent to fizzle away in mediocre fashion.


‘What the hell are you doing here?’ Stein asked Johnstone rhetorically. ‘You should be in that first team. You get out there now and show me what you can do.’ A bemused Johnstone would respond immediately.


‘See that man for motivation . . .’ Johnstone said. ‘He was unbelievable. Nobody had ever said anything like this to me before. I went out in the second half and scored a hat-trick, didn’t I? See that wee gee-up, what a difference that made! That was the man’s greatest strength. He just knew exactly the right thing to say to every player to get them motivated. Not just with me; with everybody. He knew me better than anybody in the world. He knew all my moods and habits. I don’t know how. I think he should have been a doctor, a psychiatrist! He knew people and because he knew what made us tick, he made us feel we were the best team in the world. He knew how to make us believe in ourselves.’


There would be little further reserve football for a player who was transformed by Stein and whose potential had been spotted by no less a figure than Alfredo Di Stéfano, the world’s most distinguished footballer. ‘This little man is a magnificent player,’ Di Stéfano said after Celtic’s match in Barcelona in late 1964, ‘and one I would be proud to have in any side in which I was too.’


Yet it had been beyond Fallon and Kelly and McGrory to get the best out of the headstrong, often wayward ‘Jinky’ Johnstone. His was a mercurial talent, one that, until that point, would shine only when it took his fancy, as Stein had suggested during that toilet talk. Johnstone’s abilities would subsequently be harnessed and channelled by the imposing Stein, who tamed him – as far as anyone might – while simultaneously freeing him from the shackles of the traditional winger’s role. Johnstone, under Stein, evolved into something new, the man with the free role, the ‘out’ ball for his teammates. British wingers, traditionally, had been light and quick and designed to go to the goal-line and, from close to the corner flag, whip in a cross for a centre-forward, muscles bulging, to beat off defenders’ challenges and plant the ball in the net. Under Stein, Johnstone had the scope to rove inside, outside or through the middle, turning the role of the winger into something new. He also became a reliably regular goalscorer and, alone among his teammates, assured of being the only forward who could feel secure of his place in the Celtic side every week while the others were interchanged at will by Stein. Insecurity had been replaced by certitude but Johnstone could still fall foul of the manager if he failed to obey instructions and work his magic within Stein’s well-defined parameters.


Johnstone and his teammates had returned from holiday that summer of 1966 to find a ground that had been radicalised for the new season. The old, dilapidated barrel roof that had stood over the north terracing for decades, and which had run parallel to the touchline, had been stripped away and replaced by one that, innovatively, did not leak, unlike its predecessor, and which stretched the length of the touchline and covered the terracing known as ‘The Jungle’ – always the most raucous and uproarious section of the ground. That old roof had looked as dated as the 2-3-5 formation of previous decades and the terracing below it had now been elevated for a new and heightened Celtic era; resurfaced, streamlined and smartened up – in keeping with the sudden arrival of a team that bore only the most tenuous connection with its predecessors.
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