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It Was Then




I am sitting in a café when a text comes through from my granddaughter Grace. She has a question for me.

‘Were u still playing for West Ham when u did the World Cup final?’

Grace is 15 and she’s working on a project at school. The brief is to interview an adult about a key event in their life, to ask a series of detailed questions about the impact it has had on them. She’s already put most of these to me face to face. It was quite a grilling. But now she’s after a bit more background information. Some facts.

‘Yes,’ I text back.

Grace knows something about the big event in my life, but it’s hardly her fault that she’s unfamiliar with a few of the basics. I have been blessed with five grandchildren. At the time of writing they range from 35 all the way down to seven. Despite that considerable age span, I hope there’s one thing they would all agree on: their grandpa doesn’t spend his precious time with them bending their ear with tales of yesteryear from before they were born. Or in Grace’s case, from long before her mother was born.

But yes, I did play for West Ham United back then. Famously, so did a couple of my teammates on that historic day. It was Hammers who scored the goals. All four of them. Another Hammer – the very best of us – set up the first and the last.

West Ham 4 West Germany 2.

Another text arrives.

‘And who asked u to play for the England team? Or how did u get on the England team?’

‘Alf Ramsey,’ I reply. ‘Alf Ramsey picked me.’

Many people know these things. They know that Alf Ramsey was knighted for his achievement. They know he sent out a team that was dubbed the Wingless Wonders, and in their sleep they can reel off the names of those 11 players. But there are younger generations who, even if they know who managed England, don’t know much more. About his vision, his drive, his loyalty. Also his shyness, even awkwardness, and his unease with the press.

Alf – he was always formal with us, and yet he wanted all his players to call him Alf – lost his job as England manager 50 years ago, in 1974, after a freak result at Wembley against Poland that meant England failed for the first time to qualify for the World Cup finals. ‘We’ve got the bastard,’ one journalist is said to have crowed in the press box that night. But anybody who knows anything about football in England knows this: that no one who has succeeded him in the job has matched his achievement. Most haven’t even got close. Bobby Robson got to a quarter-final and a semi. So did Gareth Southgate. Sven-Göran Eriksson reached the last eight twice. Glenn Hoddle and Fabio Capello made it to the round of 16. Roy Hodgson didn’t make it out of the group. Don Revie and Graham Taylor did not qualify.

I promise I’m not remotely gloating when I write these words. It gives me no pleasure to dwell on the national team’s underachievement. Hand on heart, I have been very disappointed over the years. ‘You won it once,’ Alf famously said to us on the pitch between full time and extra time. ‘Now go and win it again.’ But England never have. I’m an Englishman and an England fan and I would love nothing more. I was even part of a coaching team that had a crack at it.

‘OK thank u,’ texts Grace. ‘Did u coach on the England team?’

‘Yes I was assistant to Ron Greenwood, 1977–1982.’ I could have added that the first day I reported for duty coincided with the christening of Grace’s mum. We had to move it from the afternoon to the morning so I could get to the church.

History relates that in Spain in 1982, thanks to an experimental format devised by FIFA, my old West Ham manager made it to the last 12. This was the first World Cup England had competed in for a dozen years. I was on the pitch in Mexico for the last game we had played in the tournament, the quarter-final in 1970 where we were two-up against West Germany in León and then they scored three. Yes, that game. Now I was part of the coaching team.

Not for the last time, we travelled to Spain with our best player injured. Kevin Keegan didn’t make it onto the pitch until our fifth game, the one we were knocked out in. Such absences would become a regular thing. You could set your watch by them. See also Bryan Robson in 1986, David Beckham in 2002, Wayne Rooney in 2006.

At the time, all these injuries became a national obsession. Would England’s talisman be ready in time? Would Captain Fantastic’s smashed metatarsal or twanged tendon or tweaked eyelash heal by the knockout stage? Every time it happened, the back pages could barely focus on anything else, and often the front pages joined in too.

But no injury to an England player had quite the impact of the gash sustained by Jimmy Greaves in 1966. In the third group game the studs of a Frenchman penetrated his shin to the bone. It was a split second that changed the path of Jimmy’s life. It also changed mine. Jimmy needed stitches and Alf needed a forward to replace him. Crazy though it might now seem, there were only three forwards in the entire 22-man squad. Roger Hunt was already in the team. Jimmy was now injured. The spare striker, watching the group games in a grey suit issued by the Football Association, was me.

‘And here comes Hurst,’ said Kenneth Wolstenholme in English football’s most memorable burst of commentary. ‘He’s got …’

Jimmy’s injury seemed to close a door on a destiny that felt pre-written. He was the greatest goalscorer in England’s history. He was a shoo-in, every time. I don’t mind admitting that he was the better player, by a distance.

‘Some people are on the pitch!’

If England were going to get to the World Cup final, no one could imagine them doing it without him. He was a genius of the penalty box.

‘They think it’s all over!’

But he wasn’t available for the quarter-final. I was given my chance, and I seized it.

‘It is now.’

Ever since, it could be argued, I have lived a life that might have been Jimmy’s.

As for the impact of 30 July 1966, Grace has plenty of questions on that. The questionnaire falls under five main headings: Physical, Intellectual, Emotional, Social, Financial. Not all of them seem relevant to playing international football at the highest level. ‘Have you lost weight from this event?’ ‘Did this event impact on your ability to perform certain skills?’ But others hit the target. ‘Did you experience new opportunities from this event?’ ‘Would you be able to provide some more information about the emotional impact on you?’ ‘Did this event affect your relationship with your family?’ ‘Have you gone through a change in wealth due to this event?’ Some require me to reflect on how I felt about the sad times in my life.

Grace must be the first person who doesn’t utter the most frequently asked question of all.

Was it really a goal?

I keep my answers reasonably brief because she surely doesn’t need pages and pages about my life for a school project. But if you do happen to be reading, Grace, the following pages contain some longer answers.

This isn’t the first book with my name on the cover. There was a biography written soon after the World Cup. I did a longer memoir in 2001, many years after I had left football for good. But I was not ready to dig as deep as I find I want to now as I advance through my ninth decade.

There have been unbelievable highs in my life, but there have also been lows. The deaths of my younger brother Robert and of my oldest daughter Claire are sadnesses that have taken decades to process. Footballers of my generation were no different from anyone else born in the 1940s. We were not encouraged or perhaps even allowed to talk about our feelings. So grief remained buried or unexpressed.

Meanwhile over the years there have been other departures.

Banksy, George, Jack, Mooro, Ray, Nobby, Bally, Bobby, Martin, Roger. My ten teammates. My old friends. The 11 of us shared in something that no other Englishman has ever experienced. Now they’ve all gone, heroes from an era that is slipping into sepia. The last of them to leave was Bobby Charlton. He died in October 2023 and suddenly I became the only survivor of a team who walked up the 39 steps to accept a winner’s medal from Her Majesty the Queen. To be left to live on without them feels lonely – lonelier, in fact, than I can possibly put into words.

Last year, I was given a book by my wife Judith, who knows I’m not a big reader but couldn’t resist getting this one for me when she saw it in a bookshop. Answered Prayers: England and the 1966 World Cup by Duncan Hamilton was published only weeks before Sir Bobby breathed his last. It’s a fascinating tribute to Sir Alf, even though it’s frank about what a complicated man he could be. The book’s conclusion is that the FA didn’t fully understand what it had in the England team that won the World Cup. A legacy was squandered, its heroes went uncelebrated. I’ll absolutely go along with that. Fans never forgot us. The FA did.

But it was a sentence on the very last page that really grabbed me by the lapels.

‘I think, rather pessimistically, that 1966 will fully regain its lustre and significance for us only on the day when there ceases to be anyone left who played in it.’

It’s going to happen one day. There’s no avoiding that final whistle. But it isn’t all over, not yet. For now, one of us is still here. And before I go, I want to get down my final thoughts about 1966 and all that. I want to talk about Alf. I want to talk about my teammates. I want to talk about Jimmy, the 12th man of whom there is no photograph in the iconic red shirt we wore that day. I want to talk about victory, but also I want to talk about loss.

Before diving in, I need to be up front about two things.

One is my memory. I’ve been reliving that big day ever since it happened, and some may feel they’ve heard the stories before. In my old age I have tried to think about those familiar tales in a fresh way, to dig below the surface and reflect on their significance. But because we’re talking about events that happened up to 60 years ago, my recollection isn’t always what it was. Don’t worry, I have none of the symptoms of the dementia that cruelly ravaged some of my teammates. Or I don’t think I have! My memory losses feel normal for my age, and proportionate. All the same, to remind myself of one or two details that have grown hazy with time, I’ve had a root around in my scrapbooks.

These were lovingly put together over the course of my whole career by my father-in-law. Here are matchday reports from my early days in football when I was described as ‘big, strong and goal-conscious’ or ‘almost arrogant’ or – my favourite – ‘thrustful’. There are no fewer than six different clippings from the day of triumph when West Ham beat Man U 3–0. One scrapbook covers my older and wiser years in the red and white stripes of Stoke City. In 1996 a headline in the Essex Chronicle screams, LET’S HONOUR HERO HURST. It sounds as if they’re putting me up for a knighthood – at that point I was an MBE. But no. It’s a local newspaper campaign to award me freedom of the borough of Chelmsford. I haven’t looked at any of this in decades, and here it all is, a comprehensive memory bank of yellowing cuttings.

I’ve also dived into the memoirs and biographies of my 1966 teammates to fill in some of the blanks of their lives and careers. In a sense they are my collaborators as I revisit our collective story. It’s a wonderful way to enjoy their company again, to get us all together one last time. I was amazed to discover from one book that, as a kid on the training pitch at Blackpool, little Alan Ball (b. 1945) had the nerve to berate Stanley Matthews (b. 1915) for not running on to a pass of his. Classic Bally: he had the highest voice, but also the loudest. And absolutely no respect for his elders.

So that’s the first thing. The other thing comes from a conversation with my wife. Judith has insisted that there mustn’t be too much in the way of bad language. As a girl growing up in Chelmsford in the 1950s she never heard anyone swear. ‘When I went into London,’ she reminds me, ‘and heard someone saying “bleeding”, I thought it was the worst word I’d heard in my life.’ She’s caught up since, but tells me I’ve got a clean-cut image to maintain, nurtured over many years in the public eye. I was made a ‘sir’ just two years after the campaign to give me the freedom of Chelmsford, and knights are meant to speak the King’s English. But when footballers get together it’s not like a convocation of bishops. We speak the people’s Anglo-Saxon. All of us, that is, apart from Sir Bobby Charlton. As Judith puts it ever so well, Bobby never put a foot wrong on the pitch or off it. His brother Jack, on the other hand, turned the air blue wherever he went.

So I’ll do my best to keep it clean. But please excuse a little bit of effing and Geoffing from the last boy of ’66.




2

Recap




It was a long time ago now. To refresh the memory of anyone who is hazy about how the World Cup in 1966 unfolded, I thought it worthwhile to start with a brief history of England’s progress through the tournament.

England were drawn in Group 1 with Uruguay, Mexico and France. Uruguay were our most dangerous opponents and, although it wasn’t very entertaining to watch England bash their heads against a brick wall of a defence, both sides were satisfied to emerge from the opening game with a goalless draw. This was the first time England had failed to score at Wembley since 1938. England then took on Mexico. The game is memorable for Bobby Charlton’s iconic wondergoal, a piledriver unleashed from 30 yards out that flew into the top-left corner. Roger Hunt scored a tap-in to make it 2–0. He then scored two against France for another 2–0 win.

I didn’t play in any of the group games. But owing to the injury to Jimmy Greaves, I was called up for the quarter-final against Argentina. It was a brutal encounter in which we faced the kind of foul play that most of us had never experienced before. In the first half, after endlessly arguing with the referee, the Argentine captain Antonio Rattín became the first player ever to be sent off in an international at Wembley, though he took seven minutes to accept the verdict and actually leave the pitch. Even against ten men it was difficult to break them down, but eventually I darted to the near post to get my head on the end of a Martin Peters cross and we won by the game’s only goal.

The semi-final was against Portugal, who were thought to be the best side left in the competition. They were led by the great Eusébio, but Nobby Stiles marked him out of the game. Bobby Charlton scored both our goals: one was a brilliant low sidefooted drive from outside the box after the goalkeeper’s half-clearance; the other was another thunderbolt, which I teed up for him by getting on to the end of a long ball into the box. A late penalty from Eusébio, after Jack Charlton handballed a goal-bound header, made it 2–1. Coming at the very end of the fifth game, it was the first goal England had conceded in the tournament.

Then came the final.
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Less Is Mooro




With no one in the world of football do I go back further than Bobby Moore. We played many hundreds of games together. For ten years at West Ham United, from 1962 to 1972, he was at the back and I was up front. Then there are my England caps. Over the course of six of those years, I was picked to represent my country 49 times and he was my captain all the way through. He was playing for England before I started, and still playing for them after I finished. Two of my goals on the famous, fateful day – the first and the third – were created by Mooro. Twice he looked up and stroked the ball into spaces where he knew I’d be. As ever with Mooro, he was right. I was. Without his vision, and calmness under pressure, my hattrick wouldn’t exist.

So it’s odd to think that I first met him playing cricket.

We were just boys. At that age I was equally keen on two sports. There was no question of divided loyalties. I was pretty good at both and at that age had no preference for one over the other. Football in the winter, cricket in the summer – there was enough space in the calendar to accommodate each enthusiasm.

At a certain point, I was doing well enough for my school team to be selected to play for Essex Schoolboys. I can’t pinpoint exactly how old I was but in the photo of the team I still have I’d say I look about 13. There we all are in our smart whites. I’m standing right of centre at the back. I’ve got a neat side parting and a face that I’m told hasn’t changed much over the years. The people who recognise me in the street now would probably be able to tell it’s me in the photo.

Also in the photo are two future county cricketers who would go on to play for Essex, and my best man Eddie Presland, who like me would fetch up at West Ham. And guess who that is sitting in the middle at the front, arms folded, smiling widely? Needless to say he was captain, a natural pick as leader even when his voice had only just broken – if it actually had.

There was only one game. We played in Canterbury against Kent Schoolboys. Like me, he was a batter. I can’t remember the result, or if I scored some runs or if he did. I didn’t know who he was. I may not have even spoken to him. I certainly didn’t address him as Mooro. But there we both are, one behind the other, born eight months apart and without a thought of 1966 in our young heads. It’s ridiculous to think that there’s this matchday snap of Essex Schoolboys, but there is no official photo taken of the team on the day of the World Cup final.

I would know him for the best part of 40 years until his early death at the age of only 51 in 1993. But how well I really knew him is a question I’ve asked myself ever since.

It’s not that he was shy exactly, although he certainly had shy parents. I met his mother Doris – known as Doss – only a couple of times. Apparently she couldn’t bear the limelight. Nor could his father Bob. There is a lovely story from Mooro’s biography about Bob going to the second World Cup group game. The winger Terry Paine had been called up to help break down the Mexico defence. Mooro arranged tickets for Bob, but his enjoyment of the game was marred by a man in front with a loud voice and a tendency to keep leaping up. Bob overcame his natural timidity enough to ask him to sit down. ‘Do you know who I am?’ came the reply. ‘I’m Terry Paine’s father!’ Bob was far too introverted to reveal that his own son was Terry Paine’s captain.

Some of that must have had an influence on their famous son. He loved a drink, he loved socialising, he enjoyed being a celebrity. Mooro could be funny too. He took great pleasure in cup finals and internationals, when he walked along the line introducing the team to whoever was the guest of honour, in identifying us incorrectly. ‘This is George Cohen,’ he’d say, presenting Ray Wilson to the visiting dignitary. ‘This is Roger Hunt,’ he’d say in front of Jimmy Greaves. Mind you, I think he behaved with the Queen at the World Cup.

But he was incredibly private. You never really knew what was going on in his head. This was to his advantage on the field of play, where he had an uncanny ability to keep his cool. And that in turn must have helped him to see the game clearly and therefore consistently to make correct decisions. If you’re going to be a great player it helps to have the temperament that enables you to concentrate. I was very much the same in that I never really got involved with altercations on the pitch. I wasn’t there to have a row with people, I was there to score goals. But Mooro was next level.

He never seemed to get annoyed. Alan Ball used to say that he didn’t give you a bollocking, he just raised his eyebrows and that was enough. If anyone else raised an eyebrow at Bally, who had a ferocious temperament, he’d tell them to eff off! But he would accept a ticking off from Mooro.

I can remember him losing his rag in an international game only once. I think it was against Northern Ireland and the player he had a go at was Derek Dougan, a burly forward who played for Wolves. I can see Mooro now going absolutely nuts at him. I’d love to know what Dougan must have said or done to provoke him, but if I’d asked after the game Mooro would have just smiled and said nothing.

Keeping a lid on it was one expression of his calm character. But he didn’t go over the top in the other direction either. It’s amazing that I can remember him paying me a compliment because it happened so rarely. Once, in fact. I was at my peak when in a game up at Sunderland I must have played out of my skin. I don’t recall what happened on the pitch but I can clearly picture the scene in the dressing room afterwards. They had these big baths at Roker Park but also these smaller slipper baths. I was relaxing in one of those when Mooro sauntered past and sat on the side of the bath. And he swore. That’s the other thing that you didn’t hear often from him. He liked to mind his Ps and Qs.

‘You were absolutely fucking brilliant today,’ he said. ‘You were absolutely fucking brilliant.’

It was such a surprise. It wasn’t just the swearing. It was the praise. He never said anything like that before or after. Not even when I scored six against Sunderland in a home win. Not even after the World Cup final! Mooro was just not that kind of person. If he wasn’t prone to explode, he certainly wasn’t one to gush.

One thing I am certain of: he was the best footballer I ever played with. I’ll go further than that. I’ve been on the same pitch as some of the greats. Pelé, Eusébio, Beckenbauer. Mooro belonged in their company. There’s no doubt in my mind that he was the greatest player in the history of English football. You can forget your Beckhams, your Gascoignes and your Linekers. They’re all great players. In fact, only recently they were all voted among the top-ten English players by a poll of German football fans. Also on it, quite rightly, were my teammates Gordon Banks, Bobby Charlton and Jimmy Greaves, as well as Sir Stanley Matthews and Alan Shearer. I confess I’d have been a bit put out if I hadn’t made it onto the bottom of the list too. But Mooro stands above us all.

Although he was born in the same year, he was always ahead of me. He joined West Ham earlier, progressed through the system faster than me, and was picked to play for England a good four years before me. He already had 36 caps by the time I made my debut and had already been to a World Cup. So I always looked up to him as a senior player and never lost an opportunity to study the way he worked, the way he trained, the way he conducted himself on and off the pitch. Success and fame would earn him renown as a great role model. But before the rest of the nation cottoned on, he was showing the way to the likes of me.

My first impression of him was how calm and collected he was on the field. Even when we were 17-year-old kids playing for the West Ham youth team that lost to Blackburn Rovers over two legs in the final of the FA Youth Cup, he already had that great ability to read the game. He was almost psychic the way he knew the shape of play as it panned out in front of him. Our manager Ron Greenwood, who was a progressive thinker on the training ground, had an exercise he sometimes liked to make us do when the first team played the reserves. In the middle of a game he’d get us to stop and close our eyes and describe where everyone else was positioned on the pitch at that moment. Mooro was always streets ahead of the rest of us. It was as if he had a sixth sense for spatial awareness.

This was obviously one of his great attributes before he went on to improve in other areas of his game as he progressed from the third team to the reserves and finally the first team.

If his play was immaculate, so was his appearance. His mum Doss went so far as to iron his bootlaces. It was a superstition of his to put on his shorts just before we walked out. So they’d be hanging on his peg while everyone else was already in their kit. They’d have a nice crease in them, and people often remarked that they came in just as white as when he went out. That sounds like a joke, but he was a very clean tackler. A lot of his work was interceptions rather than 50–50 tackles. Mooro made probably the most famous tackle in the history of the game. As Jairzinho of Brazil was bearing down on England’s penalty area in Guadalajara in the 1970 World Cup, Mooro tracked backwards while running sideways, keeping his eye on the ball before ever so deftly, and with an elegant lunge, he planted his right boot on it. If he hadn’t been accurate, he’d have got an ankle and Brazil would have had a penalty. Jairzinho went flying while Mooro, having barely lost his footing, calmly rose and dribbled out of the box before stroking the ball upfield. It was less an old-school tackle than a sophisticated intervention. ‘What a player this fellow is,’ said commentator David Coleman. Yep. The better the opposition, the better he played.

‘Look at Mooro, he’s absolutely immaculate,’ Mike Summerbee once said to me after a game up at Manchester City. He was pointing at Mooro, who was over at the bar. ‘He’s the only player I know that irons his money.’ Mike was a funny guy, and obviously half-remembered that joke when many years later he came to Upton Park as a Man City ambassador. We were in the boardroom together and he recalled playing with Mooro for the same team in a charity match in the off season. ‘I see him in the bath after the game,’ he said. ‘He’s the only person who gets out of a bath and he’s not wet.’

One of my favourite photographs of us together was taken in the car park at the West Ham training ground. I can date it to 1970, because prior to England’s trip to the World Cup in Mexico the players were all loaned a Ford Cortina. Yes I know, a Cortina is hardly comparable with the mega-cars even journeymen players drive nowadays. The photo shows us in the car park as the Cortinas were delivered. I’m sitting on the cream bonnet of one of them wearing a tie and a blazer. Mooro is belted into a brown suede coat, looking ever so suave, like he’s stepped out of the brochure. In a sense he had. The coats were one of the side businesses he got into while still playing. Another was flogging memorabilia in a shop near the ground. Then there was the country house club in Epping Forest he co-owned with Sean Connery. (None of these ventures made him a packet – Mooro’s business acumen was not on a level with his abilities as a footballer.) I didn’t keep my Cortina, though we had an opportunity to buy them quite cheaply. I probably wanted to buy one of those coats off him instead.

Mooro knew how to look good in a photograph. It was as if he’d worked out the most photogenic way of leading the team onto the pitch. He’d stride out with a ball clamped to his left hip by a hand, a wrist or a forearm. It was a pose that projected confidence and composure. One of my favourite images of our World Cup winning team was taken two days after we’d come through the quarter-final against Argentina and the day before the semi-final against Portugal. We were at the training ground in Roehampton and wearing our blue tracksuits. There’s no sign of Alf Ramsey but Harold Shepherdson, the physio, stands on the left. It looks as if it was hastily arranged. Nobby Stiles is looking at the floor. So is Bobby Charlton, who is wearing a light-blue pullover. Ray Wilson’s eyes are shut. Banksy is biting his lip. For some unrecorded reason, with my arms nervously folded, I’m sitting in the middle of the front row where the captain should be. Our captain, meanwhile, is standing in his preferred place, on the right of the back row where a teacher would be in a school team photo, nonchalantly leaning a forearm on the shoulder of Alan Ball. He looks so cool!

Under the smooth exterior there were faint hints of dissatisfaction. Mainly, Mooro kept his unhappiness firmly bolted down, but I was aware and so were my teammates that he and Ron Greenwood didn’t get on at all. They were both brilliant at what they did. They were on the same wavelength on footballing matters. So what was the problem?

Mooro’s form for England was never less than fantastic, but his manager felt that wasn’t always the case with West Ham. Ron sometimes had the impression that on a wet Wednesday night somewhere up north, his captain wasn’t fully motivated. It’s not as if we didn’t achieve success on the pitch. In successive seasons, West Ham won the FA Cup (1963–4) and then the European Cup Winners’ Cup (1964–5). Towards the end of the following season we were flirting with relegation although, having qualified as winners, we were still in the Cup Winners’ Cup and had made it to the semi-final against Borussia Dortmund. Ron decided to take the armband off his captain. He rubbed salt in the wound by giving an interview to the Daily Mail. ‘Moore has not been really playing for us for eight months … We can’t have a man leading the side who doesn’t want to play for us.’ (We lost to Dortmund, and I didn’t score, while across the two legs Lothar Emmerich got four. He would meet three of us Hammers again in the World Cup final three months later, when I’d have better luck against Dortmund’s goalkeeper Hans Tilkowski.)

Obviously you notice when you’re no longer being led out by your captain. But I would only discover the background to this many years later. Mooro had been out for three months the previous season. We were all told that it was a groin injury. It emerged only after his death that he had testicular cancer and in November 1964 had a testicle removed. For the radiotherapy that came afterwards, he had to have a blue cross marked on his back to help guide the radiographers. I had no idea it was there because – and I don’t think I would have twigged at the time – in the dressing room he went to some lengths to make sure no one saw. He was so private that he wouldn’t tell anyone, and the news only came out the day before his memorial service at Westminster Abbey when his first wife Tina gave an interview. Ron visited him in hospital but I wonder if even he knew what the real medical problem was.

Why couldn’t they get on? One reason is that Mooro was as much of a closed book to Ron as he was to the rest of us. ‘The inner part of his personality,’ he once said, ‘remains a mystery to me and, I’m sure, to the great majority of those who come in contact with him.’ Although they were very different, the irony is that this is one thing they had in common. Neither of them was great at communicating. They were both backward in coming forward. For a manager and a captain, that creates a problem. Ron was a schoolteacher type who didn’t dish out praise any more than Mooro did. According to our teammate Harry Redknapp, Mooro resented that. He craved the odd pat on the back, and apparently none ever came. Not that Ron failed to sing his praises in the media. A whole year before the World Cup a journalist was interviewing Ron at Chadwell Heath while the team were out training. The journalist asked about England’s chances as hosts. ‘We’re going to win and that man’s the reason why,’ said Ron. He pointed at Mooro. What he said next is not just a comment on ability. It also suggested a shrewd understanding of what made his captain tick. ‘He can already see in his mind’s eye a picture of himself holding up the World Cup and he’s calculated what that will mean to him.’

Call it what you want: confidence, sixth sense, positive visualisation. Ron knew that Mooro knew.

Of course, he wouldn’t be raising the World Cup if he wasn’t selected. Alf had trusted him from the very start. Mooro was only 22, and winning his 12th cap, when in May 1963 he became England’s youngest ever captain. He was given the role on a permanent basis the following summer when England went to Rio to play Brazil, Portugal and Argentina for what was known as the Little World Cup. That must have been quite a baptism for him.

But three years on, Alf was definitely puzzled and possibly rattled by Mooro’s dip in form for West Ham, and would have been concerned when the club captaincy was taken away from him. When England hosted Yugoslavia in May, just a couple of weeks after West Ham lost to Dortmund, the team selection was notable for two reasons: for the first time, it marked the presence on the team sheet of Martin Peters, but also the absence of Bobby Moore. Then, in a weeklong tour before the World Cup kicked off, England dashed around Europe playing four warm-up friendlies. The first was in Finland on 26 June. It was the last ever cap for the previous captain Jimmy Armfield, Martin scored his first goal for England, and Bobby Moore was still not playing.

I had my own worries on that tour, which also took us to Norway, Denmark and Poland. My form dipped and as a result I was fairly certain that I would not be in the starting line-up for the World Cup. I wouldn’t have known what Alf was thinking anyway, because he didn’t share his thoughts with the squad. He probably never explained things to Mooro either. But the sight of Jack Charlton playing at the back with Norman Hunter, as they did for Leeds, would surely have concentrated Mooro’s mind. For the rest of that tour he was restored to the centre of the defence and, of course, the captaincy.

It was all very well having Mooro back on the pitch. But technically you couldn’t actually play for England in the World Cup unless you were attached to a club. The opening game was now days away, and England’s captain was not officially a West Ham player.

You can barely imagine him in another shirt. The name of Bobby Moore is inextricably linked with West Ham, but at the time he wanted to leave. However much he liked to keep his cards close to his chest, his unhappiness was loudly rumoured around the club. Did the captaincy and/or the cancer have anything to do with his unhappiness? I can’t be certain. I do know that, like all top professionals, Mooro was eager to win trophies and, while he was at it, earn a few more quid. It is surprising to me that he had itchy feet. We’d just won two trophies in consecutive seasons. West Ham had not played at Wembley since it was built in 1923 but under Ron Greenwood suddenly we’d won finals there two years running. In 1966 we also reached the League Cup final, only to lose over two legs to West Brom. But we were never competitive in the league. It must have been with that in mind that Mooro asked if the club would be open to an approach from Spurs. If he was close to anyone in football, he was close to Spurs’ star striker Jimmy Greaves, and I’m sure he fancied having him as a clubmate. In those days no player could move unless the club wanted to sell. West Ham didn’t want to sell. Meanwhile Mooro was out of contract, and refused to sign a new one. It was a stand-off.

The distraction was a major headache for Alf, who insisted on two prerequisites before he considered anyone for selection. You had to be playing regularly, and you couldn’t be unhappy at your club. To be in dispute with your employers was a real black mark against you. So he appealed to Ron Greenwood to sort it out. Ron duly arrived at our team hotel in Hendon, north-west London, and, after a brief negotiation, Mooro signed an extension to his contract that would mean he was a West Ham player until the last day of July. In other words, the day after the final. So it’s possible he went through the whole tournament imagining that, in his heart of hearts, he was a Tottenham player.

The disquiet didn’t show. He’d been through this terribly disruptive time in the nine months before the World Cup. But Mooro was always relaxed, always up for a laugh. Take the day after England drew 0–0 against Uruguay. Alf arranged for us to visit Pinewood Studios, where Sean Connery was filming You Only Live Twice. The James Bond star resisted the temptation to say, ‘You never score once.’ In fact, he was kind enough to suggest we were unlucky not to put three past Uruguay. The squad was clearly of interest because Yul Brynner, Britt Ekland, George Segal and Norman Wisdom also showed up from their various film sets. ‘Is it too late to get in the team?’ Wisdom asked. Surprisingly we were allowed a drink or two. We relaxed, signed autographs for young actors and, as he thanked everyone for their hospitality, Alf made his famous gaffe, mispronouncing Connery’s first name. Sean came out as Seen. Mooro and Jimmy thought this was hysterical. ‘Now I’ve shorn everything,’ said Mooro, quick as a flash.

After one goalless draw, we hadn’t shorn anything yet.

The night before the final, Alf chose not to announce the team to the whole group but individually, swearing us all to secrecy as he gave us the good news. The only player he didn’t bother to inform was Mooro.

‘If Bobby Moore didn’t know he was playing without me telling him so,’ he said, ‘he’s not the Bobby Moore I know.’

Our captain took that sharpness of his, that vision, that cool computer brain onto the Wembley grass in 1966, and he played like the god he was.




[image: A schoolboys’ cricket team poses in front of a building. Seven boys sit in front on chairs and six boys stand behind them. Team officials in suits stand on either side of the back row.]
Playing cricket for Essex Schoolboys. My first time being captained by Mooro.
[image: ]
Wives and girlfriends of the 1964 FA Cup winners: Tina Moore stands on the right, and my fiancée Judith sits second from right.
[image: Martin Peters stands at the crease of a cricket field, batting in front of the wickets. He turns to look at the ball midair behind him. Four other boys are positioned to his left in the field, along with an umpire. A scoreboard is hung on the wall of a small shack in the far left.]
Martin Peters bats for England at our training camp in Roehampton.
[image: Ten boys sit on a field in two rows, holding both legs off the ground. Jimmy Greaves runs between the rows. A coach stands in front of the boys with his arms outspread. Text on his jacket reads, ‘England’.]
Jimmy Greaves shows his pace at pre-tournament boot camp in Lilleshall.
[image: A group of men in suits stand on a field holding glasses along with Yul Brynner and Sean Connery. One man at the back has a camera slung around his neck.]
After the draw with Uruguay, Alf took the squad to Pinewood to meet the likes of Yul Brynner and Sean Connery.
[image: Football players from two teams, along with a match referee, gather around three players lying on the football field.]
The quarter-final against Argentina was the nastiest game any of us ever played for England.
[image: A football match is in progress. One player in the middle jumps in the air. The football is in the air above his head. The gallery in the background is filled with spectators.]
My near-post header that beat Argentina was made on West Ham’s training ground …
[image: Two football players of the same team hug one another beside a goalpost. A third player from their team walks towards them, arms outstretched. The gallery in the background is filled with spectators.]
… and Bally, the most passionate footballer I’ve ever met, leapt into my arms.
[image: The 1966 football squad poses for a group photo on a field. Nine players sit on chairs and eleven players stand behind them, flanked by trainer Les Cocker on the left and physio Harold Shepherdson on the right. Two players sit on the ground at the ends of the seated row.]
The 1966 squad with trainer Les Cocker (left) and physio Harold Shepherdson (right). No idea why I’m sitting in the middle!
[image: The English football team stands together on a football field. The gallery in the background is filled with spectators.]
We’re in the final. England after beating Portugal in the semi …
[image: Eusebio has his hands on either side of footballer Bobby Charlton’s face. A man in a suit stands behind Bobby Charlton and raises his arms in the air. The gallery in the background is filled with spectators.]
… with two goals from Bobby Charlton, here congratulated by Eusébio.
[image: Five players of a team sit on chairs on a field along with their coach. Seven more players stand behind them.]
I’m still in the middle in this one. Note the captain striking his favourite pose.
[image: ]
The night before the final, Alan Ball’s fiancée Lesley, Judith, Kay Stiles, Norma Charlton, Pat Wilson, Carol Paine and Ursula Banks were snapped on their way to The Black and White Minstrel Show.
[image: Nine men eat at a dining table. One man looks backwards into the camera.]
Early lunch on the day of the final. My selection ahead of Jimmy made me the story, which may be why I am looking at the camera.
[image: Two football teams stand side by side in a line with match referees standing between them. Some players have a football at their feet, another holds a football in his hand and one player interlocks his fingers and stretches over his head. The gallery in the background is filled with spectators.]
The final. As the teams line up, Mooro makes his secret signal to his wife Tina in the stands.
[image: A football match is in progress. One player is in the foreground. Behind him, two players from opposing teams are midair with their limbs entangled. Three more players face them. The gallery in the background is filled with spectators.]
Making sure keeper Hans Tilkowski knows I’m there. Perfectly legal in 1966!
[image: A goalkeeper stands within the goalpost on the right, his left arm pointing forward. Another player from his team stands outside the goalpost, while a rival team player stands sideways in front of the goalpost. The gallery in the background is packed with spectators.]
The feeling of scoring in the final shows in my embarrassing celebration: I have arrived. 1–1.
[image: Two football players from the same team run towards the goalpost on the left and the football is high in the air between them. Three players lie on the ground outside the goalpost. Another player from the rival team has his hands up in the air. The gallery in the background is filled with spectators.]
I was unsighted, but Roger’s reaction has always been good enough for me. It was over the line. 3–2.
[image: In the foreground, two football players from opposite teams run towards a football in the air. The player on the right is midair with his left leg stretched forward. The gallery in the background is filled with spectators.]
My father patiently taught me to use my left foot. It worked. 4–2.
[image: Banksy, Mooro, Roger and Hurst stand in a line just inside the net on a football field. Many marshals in dark coats stand behind them outside the net, facing the gallery filled with spectators. ]
It is now. Banksy, Mooro, Roger and me after the final whistle.
[image: A few casually dressed men stand outside a building, arms up in the air. They are surrounded by officials in suits.]
After the final, Jimmy slipped away on holiday. ‘A touch of the Greta Garbos,’ he called it.
[image: A team of football players walk in single file on a red carpet beside a net on the field. Officials in suits, policemen in uniform, and photographers stand around them.]
Alf is waiting to greet us before we head up the 39 steps.
[image: ]
Judith didn’t mind at all that the players’ wives celebrated in a separate room at the Royal Garden Hotel in Kensington. Here she is with Tina Moore, her best friend Kathy Peters, Barbara Springett and Frances Bonetti.
[image: ]
The morning after, Judith and I have our picture taken reading the papers.
[image: Hurst and his wife, Judith, sit in the front seats of a car. Judith, in the passenger seat, holds a large trophy decorated with flowers.]
Judith cradling the man-of-the-match trophy I’ve just been awarded by the News of the World.
[image: Three footballers in matching kits kick footballs simultaneously during practice on an open field. Each player is captured mid-kick, with the balls in mid-air in front of them. In the background are two goalposts and some large gabled houses with chimneys.]
West Ham 4 West Germany 2. The two goalscorers with our captain.
[image: Two men wearing coats stand near a row of cars parked next to a large open field. Tall trees and gabled houses are in the background.]
Before the 1970 World Cup, the players were all offered use of a Ford Cortina. Mooro had a side hustle as a brown suede coat salesman.
[image: Hurst and Jimmy stand in a field, smiling with their arms around each other.]
Jimmy and I never talked about the World Cup final in any detail, not even when he joined me for a season at West Ham.
[image: A large group of men dressed in suits and bow ties pose for a photo in a room. Five of them sit in front on chairs, with the man in the middle holding a trophy. Nine men stand behind them.]
The 1966 team was reunited at the Café Royal for a testimonial dinner for Alf Ramsey after he was sacked as England manager in 1974.
[image: ]
With Claire, Joanne and Judith for my first trip to the Palace to collect an MBE in 1977.
[image: ]
Our beautiful, brave, exceptional daughter Claire.
[image: ]
The team minus the two Bobbys on a cruise. The extra men are the captain and Dave Watson of Sunderland and Man City.
[image: Nine middle-aged men stand on a golf course. The men at the back place their hands on the shoulders of the men in front.]
The first of the golf days was in Surrey in 1998. I’m not sure where Banksy was that day.
[image: A few formally dressed men and women stand in front of a mantelpiece adorned with flower arrangements. Two women sit nearby.]
Judith gamely helping to bid for the 2006 World Cup.
[image: Two middle-aged men stand side by side. They smile warmly, with their arms around each other’s shoulders.]
Two knights on the bid trail.
[image: A group of middle-aged men in suits and ties stand on the street before Number 10, Downing Street. Each of them holds a small box containing a medal. Prime Minister Gordon Brown stands in the middle. Two elderly ladies stand on the side.]
In 2009, a wrong was righted and the rest of the squad were awarded World Cup winners medals by the Prime Minister Gordon Brown. George Cohen accepted Alf ’s on behalf of Lady Ramsey.
[image: A group of middle-aged men in suits and ties stand on a stage. A man in the centre holds a trophy. A highly enlarged photo of a man is on the wall behind them.]
‘The greatest player I’ve ever seen.’ Jack presents his brother with the BBC Sports Personality of the Year Lifetime Achievement Award in 2008.
[image: Two men in suits, each holding a bouquet of roses, stand in front of a building with columns. Next to them is a statue of Tofiq Bahramov, depicted wearing a full-sleeved shirt and shorts. His right hand points forward, while his left hand holds a whistle to his mouth.]
Hans Tilkowski and me in Baku in 2011 to mark a century of football in Azerbaijan in front of a statue of Tofiq Bahramov, who said the ball definitely crossed the line.
[image: Three middle-aged men stand side by side. The man on the left covers the face of the man in the middle with his hand.]
Among many reunions, this was a fun one with Banksy and Jimmy.
[image: ]
Near the 50th anniversary of 1966, Banksy, Ron Flowers, Roger Hunt, Bobby and I were guests in the Royal Box at Wimbledon.
[image: ]
In the end football didn’t come home in 2021, but I did get to promote the Euros from the top of the London Eye.
[image: Mooro, Hurst, Bobby, and Roger wear identical uniforms and stand in a raised gallery with many spectators. Mooro raises his arms, holding up a trophy, while Roger shakes hands with Queen Elizabeth. All the spectators are formally dressed. A large crowd cheers from below the gallery.]
Mooro, me, Bobby, Her Majesty and Roger.
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