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      Praise for Stokoe, Sunderland and ‘73

      
      ‘Remember when football wasn’t just about the big four? The editor of BBC’s Final Score, Hardy relives the greatest FA Cup-final shock when Sunderland defeated Leeds by a single goal’ GQ

      
      ‘The angel is in the detail of such a loving work; you really get to know the players who beat Leeds United at Wembley’

      
      Patrick Barclay, The Times

      
      ‘Hardy evokes this period exceptionally well … It’s an excellent read’

      
      Salut Sunderland

      
      ‘Setting the match in its sporting and social context, it’s an enjoyable slice of nostalgia for footie fans of a certain age’
         Choice

      
      ‘Hardy’s meticulously researched tale, supported by a host of specially commissioned interviews, brings the period into vivid
         relief’
      

      
      Northern Echo

      
      ‘An essential piece of British football history for fans of any club. Brilliantly researched and written with an undisguised
         passion’
      

      
      Guy Mowbray of BBC’s Match of the Day

      
      ‘From trilbys to tracksuits to daft red-and-white plastic hats, this well-researched book provides a fascinating insight into
         the intricacies of the event no one even knew existed’ A Love Supreme

      
      ‘Anyone who loves football will love it. The insights it offers into how the game was run during the ’60s and ’70s are compelling’
         Sentinel

      
      ‘A brilliant book’ Henry Winter

      
      ‘It is a remarkable book, dense with detail, rich in anecdote and full of little-known or untold tales alongside the standard
         facts of the story’
      

      
      Sunderland Echo

      
      ‘I very much warmed to a familiar story, given added depth by amusing material, genuine feeling and honest appraisal’ When Saturday Comes

   




      
      

      
      Lance Hardy is a writer and television producer. He has worked at numerous sporting events around the world, including four
         World Cups, two European Championships and two Olympic Games. The 1973 FA Cup final between Sunderland and Leeds United was
         the first football match he ever saw. He lives in London.
      

   




      
      

      For those who dare to dream.

      




      
      
      
      ‘Saturday Gig’

      
      ‘Oh, Seventy-three was a jamboree

      
      We were the dudes

      
      And the dudes were we.’

      
      Ian Hunter, Mott the Hoople
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      AUTHOR’S NOTE

      
      A brief word on the text: the story is written from the time it took place; therefore certain team names – Atlético Bilbao,
         Hartlepools, Orient, Swansea Town for example – have since changed. They appear as they were at the time. Sunderland’s nickname
         during this period was the Rokerites. ‘Saturday Gig’ is the registered title of the song more commonly known as ‘Saturday
         Gigs’ by Mott the Hoople.
      

      
      Sunderland’s achievement in winning the FA Cup in 1973 has been called the ‘greatest FA Cup final shock of all time’. This,
         then, is how it happened …
      

      




      
      
      Prologue

      A DATE WITH DESTINY

      
      The rain has been pouring down almost all day, all along Wembley Way. The football pitch is soaked through. This is not what
         you would call normal FA Cup final weather – but then this is not what you would call a normal FA Cup final. For the old arena
         is celebrating the fiftieth anniversary of its first Cup final in 1923 with the biggest ‘David and Goliath’ encounter it has
         ever witnessed: current holders and massive favourites Leeds United versus Second Division outsiders Sunderland.
      

      
      Deep inside Wembley Stadium’s famous tunnel stands the country’s most successful football club manager, Don Revie, clean and
         dry in his lucky blue suit. Behind him stands the star-studded international lineup that currently makes up the nation’s most
         successful football club, sock tags and all: captain Billy Bremner, David Harvey, Paul Reaney, Johnny Giles, Norman Hunter,
         Trevor Cherry, Peter Lorimer, Eddie Gray, Mick Jones, Paul Madeley, Terry Yorath and Allan Clarke. This Leeds side features
         eleven full internationals. It’s some team.
      

      
      Ten of these players won the FA Cup for Revie twelve months ago against Arsenal; only the recently retired Jack Charlton is
         missing from that side and he is not too far away, sat high up in a television studio looking down on what he and most others
         in the media feel will amount to little more than a workout for Leeds ahead of their European Cup Winners’ Cup final against
         AC Milan in Greece next week. The sunshine of Salonika may seem a long way from the cascading rain in London, but these two
         matches mark the eighth and ninth major Cup finals for Revie’s all-white machine in less than a decade – simple statistics
         that sum up this team’s achievements, both at home and abroad.
      

      
      This is already Leeds’ third FA Cup final of the seventies. In 1970 they lost – after a replay and extra-time – in an ugly
         encounter to Chelsea. Two years later they won – courtesy of Clarke’s diving header – against the Gunners. In between those
         two finals Leeds crashed out of the 1971 competition in the fifth round at Fourth Division Colchester United 3–2, having somehow trailed 3–0 after less than
         an hour. That remains the biggest embarrassment of Revie’s managerial career to date, and provides a constant reminder to
         him of a most unpredictable and unforgiving foe – the FA Cup underdog. But Leeds are the hottest Cup final favourites of all
         time today. Surely lightning cannot strike again? No matter how bad the weather.
      

      
      Alongside the suited and booted Revie stands his opposite number Bob Stokoe, a man dressed from head to toe in a brand-new
         bright red club tracksuit. A bigger managerial contrast on Cup final day would be hard to find: while Revie has guided Leeds
         to the First Division title, the FA Cup, the League Cup and the Inter-Cities Fairs Cup; Stokoe has flitted around the lower
         divisions of the Football League with the likes of Bury, Charlton Athletic, Rochdale, Carlisle United and Blackpool before
         landing the job of saving relegation-threatened Sunderland from a first-ever drop into the Third Division less than six short
         months ago. He has claimed one trophy in his managerial career so far: the rather inferior Anglo-Italian Cup, which he won
         with Blackpool in 1971, just a few weeks after the club had been relegated to the Second Division.
      

      
      But Stokoe is full of optimism and pride as he looks confidently down the tunnel at his team, long hair, sideburns and all:
         captain Bobby Kerr, Jim Montgomery, Ritchie Pitt, Micky Horswill, Dick Malone, Dave Watson, Ron Guthrie, Ian Porterfield,
         Billy Hughes, Dennis Tueart, Dave Young and Vic Halom. There is not one full international cap between these young men, but
         they are giant-killers. Sunderland have already beaten two of the best sides in the country – Manchester City and Arsenal
         – and they now believe the unbelievable: they can go one better and topple the mighty Leeds at Wembley. It’s some dream.
      

      
      In appearance and achievement Leeds United and Sunderland are worlds apart. In appearance and achievement Don Revie and Bob
         Stokoe are worlds apart. But the two managers have met before, most notably as players in this very same tunnel and on this
         very same occasion eighteen years ago, when Stokoe, then a centre-half with Newcastle United, won an FA Cup winners’ medal
         against Revie’s Manchester City.
      

      
      That was the highlight of Stokoe’s playing career; yet it hardly ever crosses his mind when he thinks of the famous and successful
         manager stood just a few yards to his right. Instead he remembers a meeting with him that took place in the early 1960s when both men were at the start of their managerial careers. The sheer thought of that
         day has apparently made him feel ill ever since. In his own mind, some form of retribution can be found here today. There
         would never be a better time or place to do so.
      

      
      Leeds fans occupy the tunnel end of the stadium, much to the annoyance of Stokoe, who feels this will give Revie’s side an
         unfair advantage. But you would never know it from hearing the crowd as the teams emerge from the tunnel: ‘Stokoe – Stokoe;
         Sunderland – Sunderland’ is all that can be heard as the players glance up to see a sea of red and white in front of them
         from the far end of the arena. Most of the 100,000 capacity crowd are shouting for the team in red and white stripes and the
         man in the tracksuit at the helm; most of the country, sat at home and watching on television, is doing exactly the same.
      

      
      Revie’s Leeds may be the strongest FA Cup final favourites of all time but Stokoe’s Sunderland are, by far, the most popular
         FA Cup final underdog of all time. As the two men lead their teams out on to the famous Wembley turf, Stokoe – trying his
         best to avoid small-talk with Revie – proudly lifts up his head, pushes back his shoulders and begins to dream of causing
         the greatest ever shock in FA Cup final history.
      

      




      
      
      1.

      ONE GOOD FRIDAY AFTERNOON

      
      There was no bright red tracksuit or lucky blue suit around when Bob Stokoe and Don Revie first came face to face as managers
         in April 1962. The Lancashire mill town of Bury appeared almost monochrome that day: the sky was dull and overcast and the
         atmosphere was wet and cold. It was a perfect setting for the first of two crucial Second Division relegation clashes to be
         played that Easter between Bury and Leeds United.
      

      
      The sixties were just about to start swinging. The previous week a gritty film version of Stan Barstow’s book A Kind of Loving had been released; featuring similar cobbled streets to those near to Bury’s football ground on Gigg Lane, it was part of
         the New Wave movement in British cinema and would soon speak for a generation. There was a new music scene evolving too, with
         the Beatles in Liverpool, the Rolling Stones in London and the Animals in Newcastle. D. H. Lawrence’s Lady Chatterley’s Lover, first printed in 1928, could now be purchased in bookshops and, possibly most significant of all, the contraceptive pill
         was available on the National Health Service.
      

      
      Football was to become a major part of this cultural revolution. That spring hopes were high that England – with players such
         as Bobby Charlton, Jimmy Greaves and Bobby Moore – would perform well in the forthcoming World Cup in Chile. They could even
         win it, some of the newspapers said. Domestically the game was in good health too: the maximum wage for players had just been
         abolished; Greaves and Denis Law were on their way back to the First Division after spells in Italy; attendances were on the
         up; and television was being tentatively discussed as the way forward.
      

      
      Anglia Television was the pioneer in football highlights on the small screen, and regularly featured Ipswich Town on Match of the Week that season as future England manager Alf Ramsey successfully steered the club from the Third Division South to the First Division title in just five seasons. Any manager at any level on the league
         ladder now harboured similar ambitions after this remarkable achievement in Suffolk.
      

      
      But there was also a sobering moment for football to ponder that Easter, for the Football League suddenly comprised just ninety-one
         clubs after Accrington Stanley – based only a few miles north of Bury – resigned. Already prevented from making transfers
         due to their debts to other league clubs, an emergency fund was set up to raise £20,000 to keep them in business; but this
         failed miserably when only £450 was collected. With little in the way of funds and a diminishing support, the club folded.
         Never before had the divide between winners and losers in the game seemed so vast, and nowhere was that felt more sharply
         than in Lancashire, a county that had supplied half of the twelve original Football League members back in 1888, including
         a team from Accrington.
      

      
      As the 1961–62 season drew to a close those two new inductees into the managerial game – Revie and Stokoe – were both fighting
         to keep their clubs in the Second Division. Leeds, with just seven wins all season and no fewer than eight defeats since Christmas,
         looked particularly vulnerable.
      

      
      Gigg Lane had been Bury’s home since the late nineteenth century. The Shakers had played there when they won the FA Cup in
         1900 and 1903, and the old ground still had a Victorian aura with its dark corridors and austere woodwork. The six decades
         that had passed since those two triumphs had brought little success to the club’s supporters, but there had been something
         of a renaissance over the last few years with an all-time record crowd of 35,000 for a Cup match against Bolton Wanderers
         in 1960 and promotion to the Second Division the following season. Stokoe had been the skipper of that side.
      

      
      Born south of the River Tyne in the Northumberland hamlet of Mickley in 1930, Stokoe was the son of a Sunderland-supporting
         coal miner. But he learned his trade in the nearby football-rich mining village of High Spen and joined Newcastle United from
         Spen Juniors as an apprentice in 1947. He scored on his first-team debut as a centre-forward against Middlesbrough on Christmas
         Day 1950 before gradually establishing himself at centre-half and going on to make a total of 261 league appearances for them.
         It was only the supremacy of England captain Billy Wright that denied him an international cap.
      

      
      
      Stokoe had been reluctant to move to Bury in exchange for John McGrath and £24,000 in February 1961. He felt let down by the
         club he had served for almost fourteen years. But he soon put that disappointment behind him to lead his new team on an unbeaten
         run of eighteen league matches, which secured the Third Division title. When Newcastle were relegated from the First Division
         the following week, Stokoe openly admitted to grinning like a Cheshire cat. The love and loyalty he felt for the Magpies was
         completely overshadowed by personal pride.
      

      
      Stokoe became player-manager at Gigg Lane in December 1961 after the man who signed him, Dave Russell, suddenly and surprisingly
         left to take over at Fourth Division Tranmere Rovers. The Bury directors were unanimous in their managerial choice and this
         was backed 100 per cent by the players. At thirty-one years old Stokoe became the second-youngest manager in the Football
         League and was given just one task by his chairman Major George Horridge: avoid relegation. He was given no money to spend,
         but he quickly set about improving a highly physical side with his commanding presence at the back. He made Bury difficult
         to beat by shoring up a leaky defence and giving his players a new belief in their abilities with regular and rousing team
         talks. Due to this an improved run of results had almost secured the club survival by the time the Easter fixture list came
         around.
      

      
      By contrast Leeds were involved in a real dogfight to stay up, much to the dismay and disappointment of their fiercely ambitious
         young manager, who had bravely changed the team’s colours from blue and gold to all-white in recognition of the great Real
         Madrid side that had won five successive European Cups in the late 1950s and early 1960s. (The Spanish greats wore all-white
         in reverence of Corinthians, a London club founded in 1882 that became legendary for fair play.) Despite Leeds’ lowly league
         position, Revie, aged only thirty-three himself, already had a conviction that, one day in the future, his team could reach
         similar heights as the most successful club side the world had ever seen.
      

      
      It was some target, for the club was based in a predominantly rugby league area – a fact celebrated in David Storey’s book
         and forthcoming film This Sporting Life. Leeds was home to one of the best-supported rugby league teams in the country – plus two others in Bramley and Hunslet –
         which often challenged nearby Wakefield Trinity for the top honours in the game. The city also housed the best county cricket side, at Headingley: Yorkshire dominated the sport, winning
         the County Championship four times in five years. The city’s football club – with no major honours and struggling at the bottom
         of the Second Division – was seen as inconsequential in comparison and often played in front of as little as 8,000 spectators.
         But Revie’s motto was ‘If you think small then you will stay small.’ He saw potential at Leeds, particularly within a group
         of youngsters he had inherited from previous manager Jack Taylor.
      

      
      Born in Middlesbrough, Revie began his playing career at Leicester City in the wartime league in 1944, and a number of things
         happened during his time there that helped to shape his young managerial mind: he met and married manager John Duncan’s niece,
         Elsie; he was introduced to intelligence reports on opposing teams, compiled by Septimus Smith, a former England international;
         and he helped the Second Division club reach the 1949 FA Cup Final by scoring two goals in a semi-final win over First Division
         Portsmouth at Highbury – then sat at home in despair as a burst blood vessel in his nose cruelly denied him his place at Wembley.
         Revie was forced to listen to radio commentary of the Cup final as Leicester were swept aside by Wolverhampton Wanderers.
         He later reflected that ‘fate was so unkind’, and spoke of the ‘fickle wheel of fortune’. Unwittingly he would become, by
         his own admission, one of the most superstitious people ever seen in football. His rituals spread from wearing lucky suits
         to walking to and from a certain set of traffic lights on home match days.
      

      
      An intelligent forward, Revie was capped six times by England and won the prestigious Football Writers’ Footballer of the
         Year award in 1955, largely due to his role in an exciting free-flowing formation at Manchester City that became famous as
         the ‘Revie Plan’ where he played as a deep-lying centre-forward – essentially an attacking, free-running midfielder – connecting
         defence with attack in a style reminiscent of Hungary’s Nándor Hidegkuti, the man who starred alongside Ferenc Puskás when
         his country had annihilated England 6–3 at Wembley Stadium and turned international football on its head in November 1953.
      

      
      The Revie Plan won the FA Cup for Manchester City in a 3–1 victory over Birmingham City in 1956. After his personal disappointment
         in missing out on the 1949 final, and defeat against Stokoe and Newcastle in the 1955 final, Revie was not going to leave anything to chance this time around and took along two pieces of wood – apparently
         given to him by a gypsy – to the Wembley dressing room for good luck. His team-mates looked on astounded but Revie’s performance
         – and the success of the Revie Plan – marked him out as a manager for the future. Although he was always quick to point out
         that the Plan involved the whole team rather than just one man, here was a deep thinker and a strategist with a tactical mind.
         He wrote about his ideas and methods in some detail in his book Soccer’s Happy Wanderer, which was published while he was still playing the game.
      

      
      After accumulating a combined record total of transfer fees by moving from Leicester to Hull City to Manchester City to Sunderland
         to Leeds, Revie was offered his first managerial opportunity by the debt-ridden Elland Road outfit in March 1961, mainly due
         to director and future chairman Harry Reynolds being so impressed by his football brain and his style of play.
      

      
      Revie had a vision for the club. He wanted his team to play the way he had in his playing days. But this did not work so well
         in the lower reaches of the Second Division. By March 1962 Leeds were at the bottom of the table and staring at the prospect
         of relegation. Revie had used over thirty players in a variety of positions – Jack Charlton had featured as an emergency centre-forward
         for most of the season – but to no avail, and with time running out the manager had even played himself at Huddersfield Town.
         It was his first appearance in months and it would be the last of his career as Leeds lost again. The club’s record of never
         having played outside the top two divisions was now in jeopardy.
      

      
      Then – in the very same week that he hung up his boots – Revie produced a rabbit from a hat. He somehow convinced Everton
         manager Harry Catterick to sell him the combative Scottish international midfielder Bobby Collins; somehow convinced Collins
         to leave a side riding high in the First Division for one that was propping up the Second Division; and then somehow convinced
         the cash-strapped Leeds directors to part with £25,000 to buy him. It proved to be a masterstroke. Collins was made club captain
         and immediately toughened up the side, Charlton went back to centre-half and Leeds went to Bury on an unbeaten run of five
         matches. But they were still very much in relegation trouble and desperately needed to take points from their remaining four matches to survive. And two of those were against Stokoe’s Shakers.
      

      
      When Stokoe arrived at Gigg Lane over an hour before kick-off that wet Good Friday, he locked up his car and made his way
         towards the home dressing room, stepping over the mud and the puddles that covered the car park along the way. His mind was
         completely focused on extending his team’s winning run in the league to five matches. He entered the ground via a wicket gate
         and promptly came face to face with Revie, who was waiting on the other side. They had a conversation; it was brief, to the
         point and over in a matter of moments. But what was said so outraged and shocked Stokoe that he immediately went upstairs
         to the Bury boardroom to tell his chairman and vice-chairman about it. His description of events was damning.
      

      
      According to Stokoe, Revie said to him, ‘I’ve got £500 in my pocket for you if you take it easy today.’ The Bury player-manager
         replied, ‘Not bloody likely.’ Revie then asked him: ‘Well, can I have a word with some of your players?’ He was told: under
         no circumstances. A somewhat scorned Stokoe was advised by his chairman to say nothing about the matter and to go out on to
         the pitch and win the match.
      

      
      The allegation formed part of the Daily Mirror’s ‘Revie File’ in September 1977 – over fifteen years after the match took place – and according to journalist Richard Stott
         Stokoe wept uncontrollably when he recounted his version of events from that day. He was to repeat his claims regularly over
         the next twenty-five years.
      

      
      ‘This was against all the things I stood for: the honesty, the fairness, the competitiveness I have always loved,’ he said.
         ‘The fact I had only been a player-manager for about four months and he was asking me to jeopardise my career. I was very
         bitter towards him.’
      

      
      These events created a distance between the two men that would last for ever, living with one of them for the rest of his
         life and haunting the other long into his retirement, continually questioning his managerial achievements and morality within
         the game.
      

      
      Stokoe played himself in a fiercely fought 1–1 draw that day, watched by a crowd of 13,313 despite the heavy rain. Bury were
         on top for most of the match and missed several chances before sixteen-year-old striker George Jones scored his first-ever
         goal for the club to put them ahead just before half-time. Charlton equalised for Leeds with a header on the hour. Bury fought
         for every ball and every opportunity in the latter stages of the match, but Leeds held on to claim a vital point.
      

      
      ‘I think in many ways the players supported me and it made them more determined that it was going to be harder for Leeds to
         get a result than it might have been because we didn’t have too much at stake other than our pride,’ Stokoe said. ‘After that
         match I lost all respect for Revie. On the Tuesday night we went to Leeds, Revie never spoke but I had one of the finest games
         of my life and we drew 0–0.’
      

      
      That draw at Elland Road left Leeds one point above the relegation zone with one game left to play. Revie’s men still needed
         a win in their last game to be sure of Second Division safety. As it was, both Bury and Leeds avoided relegation. Bury ended
         the campaign eighteenth, on the same points total as the seven teams above them, while Leeds stretched their unbeaten run
         to nine matches and finished fourth from bottom after a 3–0 win at Newcastle on the last day of the season. Bristol Rovers
         and Brighton & Hove Albion went down.
      

      
      Revie had won more time to plot his revolution at Elland Road; the signing of Collins may even have saved him his job. Within
         a few years Leeds would be challenging for the Football League title, the FA Cup and European honours. Stokoe meanwhile would
         continue to make do in his own way but – given what he was to say many years later – the following comment from the main character,
         Vic Brown, on the final page of A Kind of Loving would no doubt have resonated with him: ‘There’s right things and there’s wrong things and if you do wrong things, wrong
         things happen to you – and that’s the punishment.’ Stokoe made sure that Revie was never able to forget that one Good Friday
         afternoon.
      

   




      
      
      2.

      FROM BURY TO BLACKPOOL

      
      Bob Stokoe was appointed Blackpool manager in late 1970. The team in tangerine were by far the biggest of the five clubs he
         had managed so far and one that, he hoped, could realise his ultimate ambition of winning honours. He also hoped that he was
         joining a club not reliant on selling the best talent, something that had been a feature of his early managerial career up
         and down the country and up and down the divisions.
      

      
      Blackpool had won the FA Cup in 1953 with a thrilling 4–3 win over Bolton Wanderers and the club was steeped in the history
         of Stanley Matthews, Stan Mortensen and Bill Perry. The ‘Matthews Final’ was the club’s biggest triumph, as golden as the
         mile on its famous seafront. A commendable First Division runners-up spot behind Manchester United – the best-ever finish
         in the club’s history – followed three seasons later as the Seasiders enjoyed thirty unbroken years as a First Division side
         under the management of just two men, Joe Smith and Ronnie Stuart.
      

      
      But the sixties were a difficult decade, and after six successive bottom-half finishes in the top flight, Blackpool finished
         bottom of the table at the end of the 1966–67 season and were duly relegated to the Second Division. The club quickly lost
         managerial stability. Stan Mortensen came in as manager in 1967 but lasted little more than two years. Les Shannon took over
         and won promotion back to the top flight in 1970 but a few months into the following campaign – with the club again rooted
         to the bottom of the table – he resigned after his team had thrown away a 3–0 lead against Chelsea and lost 4–3. Stand-in
         manager Jimmy Meadows had to take charge of team affairs. After two managers in thirty-two years, Blackpool were now looking
         to make a third fulltime appointment in as many seasons.
      

      
      The club’s directors decided to go for someone who they thought could bring back the good old days to Bloomfield Road and a smile back to the faces of the players and the fans. They also
         needed to find a troubleshooter. The target was found at Carlisle United; his name was Bob Stokoe. Blackpool chased Stokoe
         and eventually they got him. It was a new challenge for him: the first time he had ever managed in the top division, albeit
         at the bottom of it. But it was common for him to join a club in trouble; he had previously saved Bury, Rochdale and Carlisle
         from the drop. On this occasion survival was to be unachievable and after just one league win in five long months Blackpool
         were relegated.
      

      
      ‘Only a miracle could have saved Blackpool,’ Stokoe said. ‘Possibly in lower divisions it is a little bit easier to get out
         of trouble? I managed to do a rescue operation at Carlisle when they were right at the bottom but that wasn’t in the premier
         division. You can’t go and pinch points at Arsenal and Chelsea and other clubs of their standard.’
      

      
      It had been some rescue operation by Stokoe at Carlisle. The Cumbrians had won just three points from their opening ten games
         when he arrived there in October 1968. When he left them two years later, they were in the Second Division promotion pack.
         In two short years he had brought back the good times to Brunton Park, and that had not gone unnoticed in Blackpool.
      

      
      Alan Ashman had taken Carlisle from the Fourth to the Second Division in the mid-1960s, but when he left to take charge of
         West Bromwich Albion in 1967 the club fell apart. Ashman’s successor was Tim Ward, who was quickly dismissed, and this led
         to the arrival of Stokoe, who secured two mid-table finishes and two impressive Cup runs before mounting a serious challenge
         for promotion early into the 1970–71 season. Stokoe was a loyal manager but, when it came, he eventually found the offer of
         managing in the First Division too much to turn down.
      

      
      Stokoe was essentially a man manager, as strong on discipline as he had been in a tackle in his playing days. But he was also
         a man with feelings, a family man who adored his dog. He loved the music of Frank Sinatra, whom he copied by often wearing
         a trademark trilby to cover the developing bald patch on his head. He enjoyed bridge, golf and snooker and quiet evenings
         at home, watching Westerns on television, particularly the American series Bonanza. He was passionate about events on the pitch but he also had personal skills off it. It was said he often made his mind up quickly and players could find themselves ‘in’ as easily as they could find themselves ‘out’. He was
         brash, honest and a born winner. He had a talent for motivation and he despised losing. His defensive prowess as a player
         was his starting point at every club he managed: shore up the defence and work forward from there. Time and time again it
         proved to be a successful formula for him.
      

      
      Stokoe found the mood at Blackpool not too dissimilar from what he had found at all his previous clubs, starting at Bury and
         his first managerial appointment back in 1961. The Shakers had been near to the bottom of the Second Division table when he
         took over. Stokoe might have been inexperienced in the managerial game at that time, but he soon became an inspiration to
         his players. He toughened them up – mentally and physically – and turned them into a difficult side to beat, quickly moving
         them away from the danger of relegation.
      

      
      The following Christmas Bury were involved in the promotion race in the Second Division alongside much bigger clubs such as
         Chelsea and Sunderland. But the coldest winter of the twentieth century plus a long-term knee injury to their player-manager
         ended any chances of First Division football. After beating Sunderland twice in four days over Christmas, Bury played just
         two more league games before March, and when the football programme fully resumed they still had to face an enormous twenty-one-game
         run-in to the end of the season. The buildup of postponed fixtures eventually proved too much for Stokoe’s small squad and
         his team faded to finish the campaign in eighth place, five points behind promoted Stoke City and Chelsea.
      

      
      ‘We had a cracking season in 1962–63 and we should have won promotion,’ former Bury forward George Jones says. ‘We did the
         double over both Sunderland and Leeds that season. We had a really good spirit going and were difficult to beat, particularly
         at home. Bob Stokoe was a lovely bloke. He was a real gentleman and a quiet man off the pitch but he put over what he wanted
         from us. Some managers just have the ability of making you want to play for them. He did that. He could change on the field
         – he was very competitive and he didn’t like losing – but you knew where you stood with him.’
      

      
      Eighth place in the Second Division was a commendable achievement. To this day it remains Bury’s highest league finish since
         the Second World War. That season also provided the Shakers with their best-ever run in the League Cup, when they got all
         the way to the semi-finals before bowing out 4–3 on aggregate to Birmingham City.
      

      
      Stokoe consolidated Bury’s position as a Second Division side – the job he was brought in to do – for two more seasons. He
         finally hung up his playing boots in 1964 and began to concentrate full-time on team management. During this period he nurtured
         a lot of young talent into his first team, including future Manchester City and England midfielder Colin Bell, who was given
         his first professional contract at Gigg Lane by Stokoe. But the manager was continually frustrated by an enforced need to
         sell a lot of the club’s young jewels for economic reasons, and this was to lead ultimately to his departure.
      

      
      ‘Colin Bell came into the first team in the 1963–64 season,’ Jones says. ‘Funnily enough he made his debut for us against
         Manchester City at Maine Road and scored in a 1–1 draw. I played about ten games with Colin but then I was sold on to Blackburn
         Rovers at the age of eighteen. I was one of the first of that team to leave. Bob didn’t want to sell me; he used to tell me,
         “You will leave Bury over my dead body,” but I think money just spoke in the end. He got £30,000 for me. He wished me good
         luck and said it was a good opportunity for me to join Blackburn. But he was clearly disappointed that I had to go.’
      

      
      In August 1965 – after more than three and a half years of wheeling and dealing and keeping Bury up – Stokoe received an approach
         from another Second Division outfit, Charlton Athletic. He promptly accepted the offer and moved south.
      

      
      Football was about to hit boom time as London prepared to host England matches in the World Cup finals the following summer,
         but the Valiants – one of the capital’s eleven Football League clubs – were an outfit heading in the wrong direction. A First
         Division team from 1936 to 1957 and FA Cup winners under Jimmy Seed in 1947, Charlton had spent eight fruitless seasons searching
         for a return to the top flight. Furthermore, two of the previous three seasons had seen near-flirtations with relegation to
         the Third Division. Stokoe had, in fact, guided Bury to a higher league position than Charlton in his last season in Lancashire.
         But Charlton were recognised as a bigger club than Bury and, with the likes of Mike Bailey, Billy Bonds and Keith Peacock
         on their books, one with a lot more potential.
      

      
      As had been the case at Bury, it soon became apparent to Stokoe that he would have to sell his young talent. So Bailey moved
         to Wolverhampton Wanderers for £40,000, where he went on to make 360 league appearances, and Bonds moved up the road to West Ham United for £49,500, where he went on to play 655 league games
         and famously lift the FA Cup twice for the Hammers.
      

      
      Losing both players was a big blow to Stokoe: ‘I had no option [but] to sell,’ he later said. ‘The team badly needed strengthening
         in other positions. I had to raise money to cover these. Yet most of what Bailey and Bonds brought in was not made available
         to me for team building. Neither would have been allowed to leave if I’d had my way and the club’s finances had been stronger.’
      

      
      One player who remained at The Valley was Keith Peacock. Stokoe created history when he made him the first-ever substitute
         in English football on the opening day of the 1965–66 season against Bolton at Burnden Park: ‘I remember that my name was
         in the programme – which in those days meant that you were going to play – and yet I was left out of the team,’ Peacock says.
         ‘Bob Stokoe must have had a change of heart. It was very disappointing for me but then our goalkeeper Mick Rose suffered a
         severe injury and I came on. John Hewie went in goal. In doing so I became the first substitute to be used in the Football
         League.
      

      
      ‘My childhood team was Newcastle United so I knew all about Bob,’ Peacock adds. ‘My parents came from South Shields and we
         were all Newcastle fans. I saw Bob play in the flesh for Newcastle and the very first Cup final I watched as a youngster on
         television was the 1955 final, when he played and Newcastle won. Bob was hands-on in training at Charlton and quite different
         to the suited managers of that time. He loved to join in the five-a-sides on a Friday before a match and he took no prisoners.
         I always found Bob to be a very honest man. I was fairly young and learning my trade but he always had such a nice way about
         him. He was a strong character but underneath all that passion and determination there was sensitivity. The only game he ever
         missed when he was manager of Charlton was when his dog died. He stayed at home that day. That kind of thing was unheard of
         at the time but it said a lot about the kind of man Bob was.’
      

      
      Two disappointing finishes at sixteenth and nineteenth in the Second Division were deemed not good enough by the Charlton
         board, and when the 1967–68 season began without a win in the first five matches Stokoe was dismissed by chairman Michael
         Gliksten and quickly replaced by Eddie Firmani, a man who had begun his league career at the club and then spent several seasons in Italy before Stokoe brought him back to The Valley as a player just a
         few months before getting the sack.
      

      
      This was to be the lowest point in Stokoe’s managerial career. ‘I thought the bottom had dropped out of my world the day Michael
         Gliksten told me I was finished,’ he later said. ‘For the first time I had tasted real failure. I might have got my will-to-win
         spirit across to the players but I certainly failed to inspire the club directors.’
      

      
      ‘It was a surprise to me when Bob was sacked,’ Peacock says. ‘It was a surprise that it happened so early on in the season.
         I thought he was very unfortunate to lose his job. But the chairman loved Eddie Firmani’s history. Eddie had played in Italy
         either side of two separate spells with us. So he sacked Bob and brought Eddie in. Bob felt – probably quite justifiably –
         that he was never given a fair crack of the whip at Charlton. He always felt that. It clearly hurt him and I know that hurt
         stayed with him.’
      

      
      Stokoe, a man who had spent the first thirty-five years of his life in the north of England before accepting the job at The
         Valley, vowed never to manage a club in London or the south of England ever again. He never did.
      

      
      This was the first time in his life that Stokoe had been without a job. But his work with Charlton had not been wasted: a
         young teenager, playing at left-half after having been unearthed from a South Derbyshire mining town, was handed his first
         professional contract and his league debut during this time. His name was Vic Halom. In years to come he would play a significant
         part in Stokoe’s managerial career.
      

      
      As Stokoe pondered his immediate future, he was grateful to accept an offer from Orient manager Dick Graham to do some coaching
         and scouting for the sum of £10 per week. Stokoe had employed Graham as his assistant at Charlton before the managerial post
         at Brisbane Road had become vacant. The pair’s friendship and Graham’s subsequent loyalty to his former boss in what was an
         hour of need cannot be overstated: Graham played an important role at this time, keeping Stokoe busy and involved in the game.
         But Stokoe’s motivational methods also rubbed off on Graham – as was seen a few years later when his Colchester United side
         shocked Leeds United in the FA Cup.
      

      
      During this low point in his life Stokoe must have considered how things were turning out so differently for his old rival
         Don Revie, who was making the headlines by spending £100,000 on Sheffield United striker Mick Jones to boost Leeds’ bid for the league title.
         It was simply a world away from having to sell the best players on your books at Bury and Charlton and then earning your keep
         from coaching and scouting for a friend at a lowly Third Division club.
      

      
      In the end Stokoe was out of football management for just a matter of weeks. Then, while his nemesis was again riding high
         at the top of the First Division with Leeds, he went all the way down to the bottom of the Fourth Division to take over as
         manager at struggling Rochdale. Five years on from that Good Friday encounter at Gigg Lane, the gap in league status between
         these two managers could not have been wider: Spotland was a far cry from the glamour and glitz that Revie was enjoying in
         the top flight and European competition.
      

      
      Rochdale was about as unfashionable as you could get in the Football League at that time. Founder members of the new Division
         Three North in 1921, the club remained in that division until the reorganisation of the league in 1958 and the introduction
         of a national Third and Fourth Division to replace the north–south divide. This reorganisation had given the club perhaps
         the biggest success so far in its sixty-year history as clubs were selected for the inaugural season in the Third and Fourth
         Divisions by their final position in the Division Three North and South tables at the end of the 1957–58 season: teams finishing
         in the top half of each were placed in the Third Division and teams finishing in the bottom half of each were placed in the
         Fourth Division. Rochdale finished tenth in Division Three North – avoiding the bottom half of the table on goal average –
         and were therefore elected as members of the new Third Division. Alas the club lasted just one season before a bottom-placed
         finish resulted in relegation to the bottom tier in 1959. And there they stayed. And there they slumped.
      

      
      Stokoe arrived at a club that had twice had to apply for re-election to the Football League in the last two seasons – 1965–66
         and 1966–67 – on account of finishing in the bottom four of the Fourth Division. On both occasions Rochdale received the fewest
         number of votes out of the four re-elected league teams, but they had managed to survive as a league club. Things did not
         start well in the 1967–68 season, with just one win before the end of October, and nobody at Spotland could face or risk the
         prospect of a third re-election. This was now rock bottom: the ground only had one stand and that had a hole in its roof after
         collapsing under the weight of heavy snowfall earlier in the season! But for the new manager this was a chance to get back
         into the managerial game. The only way was up.
      

      
      ‘I remember Bob Stokoe coming to Rochdale halfway through the 1967–68 season,’ Rochdale’s all-time record goal scorer Reg
         Jenkins recalls. ‘We were struggling in the Fourth Division and he wanted to move me from up front to centre-half. He called
         me in and he told me that he wanted to try me at the back. I remember we lost 4–0 against Luton and Malcolm MacDonald scored
         three against me.’ Luton went on to comfortably win the Fourth Division title that season as Stokoe started to slowly sort
         out the Rochdale defence. The centre-forward-cum-centre-half improved and the team began to pick up points. But with three
         games remaining they were still placed in the bottom four.
      

      
      Rochdale went on to beat Halifax Town and Workington but then lost at Southend United the night before the season ended. With
         their league programme completed the club would once more face re-election if three of the teams below them won on the final
         Saturday. It was a nerve-racking afternoon for all involved. Stokoe sat at home watching the teleprinter on Grandstand and contemplating fate and his future. Luck was to be on his side and the results went Rochdale’s way. The club finished
         the campaign sixth-bottom and therefore avoided a third successive and possibly unsuccessful re-election, which would in turn
         have brought an end to their forty-eight-year Football League membership.
      

      
      Having managed to keep the club in the league, Stokoe now set about changing his first-team squad from top to bottom ahead
         of the new campaign. By the end of that summer only a handful of players remained at the club. There were no fewer than seven
         debuts on the first day of the following season and only one of them had cost any money. This huge gamble paid off: by the
         autumn Rochdale were riding high in the Fourth Division. The transformation under Stokoe had been remarkable.
      

      
      ‘Bob had a big clear-out that summer and only four of us remained,’ Jenkins explains. ‘He just kicked everyone else out. I
         think Bob was the type of man who either liked you or he didn’t. I was lucky – he liked me and I could always talk to him,
         although you couldn’t argue with him: he was very headstrong and he was very competitive. He was a hard, strict man and he
         had a saying about the opposition: “They can’t run without their legs.” If he didn’t like you or if you didn’t do the business for him, that was it. He liked players who
         gave a hundred per cent and I would like to think that I was one of those.’
      

      
      Yet again Stokoe had started off by making his defence solid. Rochdale lost just one of their first ten league matches at
         the start of the 1968–69 season. Jenkins returned to centre-forward and scoring goals, and soon a first-ever promotion for
         the club began to look like a possibility, particularly when Bradford City were trounced 6–0 at home. But the revolution at
         Spotland did not go unnoticed elsewhere, and just two months into the season Carlisle made an approach for Stokoe and the
         manager was gone.
      

      
      His leaving remark was directed at Gliksten, the man who had sacked him at Charlton the previous year: ‘I think when something
         like that happens you tend to take stock, you tend to get a little bit more determined, you tell yourself: “You’ll show them,
         you’ll win.”‘ He had once more shown the football world that he was a survivor and that he had potential. His reward was a
         return to the Second Division, albeit to a club that was cut adrift at the bottom.
      

      
      Under two other Geordies, Len Richley and Dick Connor, Rochdale went on to finish third in the Fourth Division that season
         and in doing so achieved their first-ever promotion. The following season the club finished ninth in the Third Division –
         so far their highest-ever finish in the Football League. Richley and Connor celebrated these achievements, but Stokoe was
         the man who put this team together and is therefore credited for revitalising the club.
      

      
      ‘Most of the players in the promotion team were players that Bob brought in, and nearly all of them were free transfers too,’
         Jenkins says. ‘But Carlisle came in for him and I suppose it was a better offer for him. I remember we played one match and
         got back to Rochdale on the coach at something like six o’clock the following morning. Bob had a chance to go somewhere else
         and he took it. Everybody at Rochdale respected Bob. He was a hard, strict man but he was a very, very passionate man as well.
         He was a winner.’
      

      
      Like Rochdale, Carlisle had spent their formative years in the Football League in Division Three North before Alan Ashman
         had come along and turned the club around. But when he left, the club went into decline. A famous FA Cup win over Newcastle
         in 1968 glossed over a disappointing campaign and two months into the following season – without a single win and some heavy defeats – Carlisle were heading for the Third Division. It was familiar autumn territory for Stokoe.
         Once again he remodelled the team’s defence, demanded 100 per cent commitment and effort and soon hauled the club free from
         the threat of relegation into a comfortable mid-table position.
      

      
      ‘I think I’m right in saying that when Bob Stokoe got the Carlisle job the other names in the frame were Lawrie McMenemy,
         who was then a coach at Sheffield Wednesday, and Ian MacFarlane. They were on the shortlist but Bob got it,’ former Carlisle
         player Stan Ternent says. ‘Bob was a good guy to play for. He had a great knowledge of the game, was infectious, tough and
         a winner. He was definitely the boss and what he wanted, he got. If he didn’t get it, he would do something about it.’
      

      
      Carlisle prospered in Cup competitions under Stokoe, who quickly made a name for himself by guiding his new side past Second
         Division leaders Huddersfield Town and First Division Chelsea – later to be crowned FA Cup winners that season – to reach
         the semi-finals of the League Cup. Carlisle were denied a place at Wembley by West Brom (still managed by Ashman) 4–2 on aggregate
         after a gutsy 1–0 win at Brunton Park had given them a first-leg lead. This was the second time Stokoe had achieved the feat
         of taking a lower-league club to the last four of this competition, following his achievement with Bury in the 1962–63 season.
         But behind the glory of this Cup run there was frustration: star striker Hugh McIlmoyle had been sold to Middlesbrough and
         the manager had to once more grudgingly accept that he was working for a selling club.
      

      
      ‘Carlisle was always a side that needed money,’ Stokoe later reflected. ‘Hugh McIlmoyle was clearly our best player and here
         he was being removed without any real consultation with either myself or him. Football club directors back then were just
         like accountants, making a profit on the books was all they cared about.’
      

      
      The FA Cup had been something of a stumbling block for Stokoe as a manager. A dismal run of six successive defeats in the
         competition ended in 1970 when Carlisle caused a third-round shock by dumping First Division Nottingham Forest out after a
         replay. The Cumbrians then beat Aldershot in the fourth round to set up a fifth-round clash against Middlesbrough at home.
         In front of 27,603 – the highest attendance ever recorded at Brunton Park – Carlisle went down 2–1 to a Boro side that included
         McIlmoyle. But this was the first time Stokoe had ever got to the last sixteen in the Cup as a manager, and it equalled Carlisle’s best run in the competition.
      

      
      There is no doubt that Cup runs suited Stokoe, though. The pride and passion they brought to the towns where he managed was
         the stuff he had been brought up on at Newcastle. But it was his reputation for getting teams out of trouble and then reviving
         their fortunes that led to his fifth managerial appointment in December 1970 when Blackpool lured him away from Carlisle to
         take over at Bloomfield Road.
      

      
      Ternent pays his former manager this testimony: ‘Bob was an out-and-out winner. He took Carlisle to the semi-finals of the
         League Cup, we maintained our status in the division comfortably and a few years later we won promotion to the First Division.
         He was never frightened to be first and he was a hard taskmaster. He was tough but his bark was worse than his bite really.
         Football management was a way of life for him. He had a desire to improve players and he treated them as men. He didn’t suffer
         fools gladly but he was a fantastic guy and I got as close to him as anyone. Bob was immaculate in his dress. He loved his
         Chester suits and his Church’s shoes. He loved his family, he loved his dog and he loved the golf course. We became good friends.
         He was a big influence on me.’
      

      
      Blackpool had been interested in Stokoe for a while. They had approached him at the end of the 1968–69 season after Stan Mortensen
         left, but he had turned them down: he had been at Carlisle for just a matter of months at that time and he was not interested
         in leaving. But in October 1970 Blackpool went for Stokoe again – and again and again. At the fourth time of asking, they
         finally got him.
      

      
      ‘Blackpool persisted and persisted,’ Stokoe said. ‘I think they had made up their minds that I could be the salvation of the
         club. They felt that I was the one to lead them. This influenced me more than anything: the fact that I was wanted so much.
         I started to waver. Eventually I said: “If Carlisle are prepared to release me from my contract, I will join you.” Everything
         was sorted out by the two chairmen.’
      

      
      Stokoe’s first match at Blackpool was the FA Cup third-round tie against West Ham. A match that was made famous by the skills
         and goals of Tony Green and the subsequent suspension of Bobby Moore and Jimmy Greaves by the Hammers after the England internationals
         had broken a pre-match curfew the night before. Blackpool won 4–0. It was the highlight of a dismal season for them, but while Stokoe was present at the game, he did not pick the team; that had been the
         last task of Jimmy Meadows, who then blotted his copybook by being quoted as referring to Moore as ‘the world’s worst defensive
         player’.
      

      
      The first public task for Stokoe at Bloomfield Road was to make an apology on behalf of Meadows: ‘I know I would have been
         very upset if Ron Greenwood, the West Ham manager, had said something like that about a Blackpool player,’ he said. ‘I don’t
         think a club has any right to criticise someone else’s players.’
      

      
      Stokoe’s first match as Blackpool manager came in the First Division the following week, against Liverpool at Anfield. It
         finished in a 2–2 draw. In total he was in charge of eighteen top-flight games that season – including a 1–1 draw against
         Revie’s Leeds – but had to wait until the penultimate fixture of the season, at home to Crystal Palace, to celebrate his first-ever
         managerial win in the top flight. Blackpool finished eleven points away from safety and were promptly relegated back to the
         Second Division. It was the first relegation in Stokoe’s twenty-three-year career as both a player and a manager.
      

      
      ‘We weren’t good enough,’ Stokoe said. ‘Those four or five months in the First Division were frightening. I never want to
         go back unless I am ready – it is cruel.’
      

      
      ‘I think Bob Stokoe made his mind up pretty soon that the team was not going to survive in the First Division,’ Blackpool’s
         record appearance holder and former England international full-back Jimmy Armfield says. ‘In my opinion he made his mind up
         too quickly about that. But he was very experienced, realistic and always looking to the future. The team was struggling.
         I had a bad knee injury and watched a lot of games that season from the sidelines. I came back into the side and played in
         the very last game of the season against Manchester United at Bloomfield Road. That was the last match of my career.
      

      
      ‘As a footballer, Bob was an old-fashioned stopper,’ Armfield adds. ‘But off the pitch his temperament was nice and gentle,
         with a soft side. He was good to me. I started coaching the Blackpool youth team that season and we got to the final of the
         Lancashire Youth Cup, where we lost to Bolton. At the end of the season I was approached by both Blackburn and Bolton and
         asked if I would be their manager. I was thirty-five at the time. I told Bob about it and he said to me, “I would have jumped
         at Bolton at your age, I’d take it.” I went to see Sir Matt Busby and he told me the same.’ Armfield accepted the Bolton job offer and within two years he had led them back up to the
         Second Division.
      

      
      While Armfield took over at Bolton in the summer of 1971, Stokoe guided Blackpool to their first piece of silverware since
         the FA Cup in 1953, in the shape of the Anglo-Italian Cup. This summer competition was usually contested by a dozen sides
         from the lower reaches of the First Division and Serie A, plus a handful of invited Second Division teams. Blackpool’s place
         was only assured after Brian Clough’s Derby County had pulled out of the tournament at the end of the season. Victories over
         Hellas Verona and Roma were followed by a 2–1 extra-time win over Bologna in the final, played in front of a partisan 40,000
         crowd at the city’s Stadio Communale on a warm June evening. This was Stokoe’s first trophy as a manager and the morose mood
         of relegation that had overcome Blackpool the previous month was instantly lifted. The promenade was packed with cheering
         fans the following day when Stokoe and his team arrived back at the town hall.
      

      
      ‘It was all well and good winning the Anglo-Italian Cup but, while he enjoyed winning it, I think Bob had a long-term view
         for Blackpool,’ Armfield says. ‘I thought he would go on and win promotion back to the First Division. They won the Anglo-Italian
         Cup and the only thing they had lost was me. Bob had some good young players – Tony Green, Tommy Hutchison, Bill Bentley,
         John Craven, Glyn James, Alan Suddick and so on.’
      

      
      But Blackpool did not win promotion back to the First Division and Stokoe soon had to sell Green to Newcastle, rebuffing a
         bid from Revie and Leeds in the process. ‘I want Newcastle to have Tony Green,’ Stokoe said defiantly at the time. Later on
         he admitted he had also tried to attract other sides into signing the midfielder in an effort to spurn Revie’s advances: ‘I
         tried to get Liverpool interested,’ he said. ‘When Bill Shankly asked me why I was set against the offer from Leeds, I told
         him about the thing with Revie at Bury. Bill went silent. I don’t think he ever again saw Revie in the same light.’
      

      
      Blackpool finished sixth in the Second Division that season, and Stokoe enjoyed another good Cup run when his team reached
         the quarter-finals of the League Cup. They also relegated Charlton – the only club ever to sack him – on the last day of the
         season. It was the first time the Valiants had sunk below the top two divisions since 1935. Stokoe was ecstatic.
      

      
      
      ‘We went up to Blackpool and we needed a result to stay up,’ Peacock recalls. ‘I remember Bob standing in the corridor as
         we were coming out on to the pitch and telling the Charlton players, “You’re going to get nothing from me today.” I perhaps
         didn’t care for his remarks but I can understand it. He was fired up and he had his team fired up too. It was clear to me
         that this was his chance for revenge and he wanted to prove a point. He was clearly still hurting from his dismissal. Blackpool
         beat us 5–0 and we went down. It was a terrible moment for us. Bob popped his head around the dressing-room door afterwards
         and told us that he was glad we had gone down. He said he had wanted to see us get relegated. He had been hurt and this was
         his moment of satisfaction. There were only a few of us that remained from his time at Charlton but his feelings were not
         directed at any of the players. It was not personal as such. He wanted the club to suffer. I remember he told us: “This is
         a moment I have to enjoy.” That was Bob.’ It was almost five years since Charlton had sacked Stokoe, but the character of
         the man could not forgive and could not forget even after he had found some form of retribution.
      

      
      The 1972–73 season started well for Blackpool and by the end of November Stokoe’s side were positioned third in the table
         and were again through to the quarter-finals of the League Cup, knocking out First Division Newcastle and Birmingham in the
         process. The future looked bright for Stokoe and the Seasiders.
      

      
      Blackpool-born journalist Robin Daniels had just completed his book Blackpool Football. It came out in October 1972 and a whole chapter was dedicated to Stokoe, in the manager’s own words, and makes interesting
         reading. Stokoe told Daniels: ‘We
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