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About the Book

‘Immaculate footballer. Imperial defender. Immortal hero of 1966. Master of Wembley. Captain extraordinary. Gentleman of all time.’ 

These are some of the words inscribed beneath the statue of England’s World Cup-winning captain, Bobby Moore, at Wembley stadium. Since Moore’s death of bowel cancer at just 51, these accolades represent the accepted view of this national treasure. But what do we actually know about Bobby Moore as a person? What about the grit alongside the glory?

Moore was undeniably an extraordinary captain and player. Pelé called him the greatest – and fairest – defender he ever played against. His legendary feats for West Ham United and England and technical mastery of the game endure. Few footballers since have come close to his winning combination of intelligence, skill, temperament and class.

Yet off the pitch, Moore knew scandal, bankruptcy, divorce and drink. What about the string of failed businesses, whispers of bad behaviour, links to the East End underworld and turbulent private life? Ignored by the football world post-retirement, this great of the game drifted into obscurity and, famously, there was no knighthood.

Acclaimed football writer Matt Dickinson traces the journey of this Essex boy who became the patron saint of English football, peeling away the layers of legend and looking at Moore’s life from all sides – in triumph, in failure, in full.


About the Author

Matt Dickinson is Chief Sports Correspondent for The Times, where he has worked for 17 years and covered five World Cups. He has won numerous awards including Sports Journalist of the Year. He has previously written books with David Beckham and Gary Neville but this is his first biography.


For Helen, Joseph and Finlay
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Prologue: On A Pedestal

MANY FOOTBALLERS BECOME heroes. Quite a few are called legends. What fascinated me, gazing up at Bobby Moore on his plinth outside Wembley, was how he came to be English football’s only saint.

Moore stands on a pedestal all of his own, though that was not always the plan. In the months following Sir Alf Ramsey’s death, as they considered ideas for the new Wembley, the FA discussed erecting a statue of Moore and Ramsey as they were on the pitch in 1966, captain passing the Jules Rimet Trophy to his reluctant manager. By the time it came to the unveiling, Moore was the sole focus and it was not a scene from the World Cup final that he represented.

The statue is not an action pose, or a triumphalist one. It does not capture a moment in history. Moore stands, arms crossed, left foot on the ball, in a timeless image of leadership and heroism. At twelve feet high, twice lifesize, he is awesomely imposing, with the sort of hulking thighs and calves you normally see drawn on superheroes. Standing sentinel outside the national stadium, the statue shows an Adonis, a man-god exuding an aura of absolute self-certainty and control.

On match day the crowds gather at Moore’s feet and read the inscription: ‘Immaculate footballer. Imperial defender. Immortal hero of 1966. First Englishman to raise the World Cup aloft. Favourite son of London’s East End. Finest legend of West Ham United. National Treasure. Master of Wembley. Lord of the game. Captain extraordinary. Gentleman of all time.’ It is enough to make you wonder if, in sculpting Moore so beautifully out of two tonnes of bronze, Philip Jackson forgot to add a halo.

It was walking past that statue, reading the extravagant tribute, that I began to wonder how Moore came to be so revered. The adoration went way beyond his unique accomplishment as the only Englishman to lift the World Cup, the high point of English sport. In the New Statesman, Jason Cowley wrote of the ‘cult of Moore’ which has arisen since his death in 1993.

‘National Treasure … Gentleman of all time.’ Moore has become an idyll. In a world where we incessantly question our footballers’ characters, asking if they want it enough, if they are suitable role models, picking over their love lives and salaries, passing judgement not just on their skills but their morals, Moore is held up as a figure beyond reproach, a man of almost superhuman virtue. After every indiscretion by an England player, we hear how Moore would be turning in his grave. It is almost enough to make you pity the modern star; not only doomed to World Cup failure but forced to stand comparison to a paragon.

The adoration shows no sign of diminishing – indeed, it grows with every failure of the England team – and that began to nag at me. I started to store up questions; the type it can feel uncomfortable to ask given how Moore is remembered. He is held up as a man without blemish but could he really be that perfect? Could anyone? To me, the idyll seemed implausible. It wasn’t that I thought the eulogies were untrue; rather I could not believe they represented the whole truth. There is chaos and complexity in every life. Shit happens, even to saints.

I felt that doubt again, more acutely, on a radio show when there were several of us, all football writers, discussing the England captaincy. Inevitably, Moore’s name popped up but, as we paid the familiar tributes, I was struck by how little we knew about him. We were passing down the approved, orthodox view – Moore the Impeccable – but it felt as though we were describing a mythical figure, not a man of flesh and blood.

We knew about the glories, but what of the adversities? I began to wonder what Moore had been through, what battles he had fought and hardships he had overcome. What was he like to play with, to confront, to share a beer with before he became a towering figure in bronze?

It seemed I was not the only one who felt there was something missing in our knowledge and understanding of Bobby Moore, a need for fresh perspective. In an article for The Times, Matthew Syed wrote about our tendency to beatify those in the public eye who die tragically young. He talked about this process of Dianafication, alighting on the example of England’s captain and the way his memory is so zealously policed.

‘The real Moore, a man of light and shade and moral complexity, has been replaced by a messianic and increasingly implausible caricature,’ he observed. ‘There is a real sense in which Moore has now been lost to us. Authenticity has been obscured by sentimentality.’ I was not alone in wondering whether the ‘real’ Moore had been buried in mawkish nostalgia and a desire to see only perfection.

This was not about pulling Moore down from his pedestal but humanising him, and early inquiries made me even more curious. I had thought of Moore as a straightforward hero but he turned out to be much more enigmatic. Brian Glanville, the doyen of football writers, was one of the first people I spoke to. ‘Bobby Moore? I knew him for almost forty years but I’m not sure I really knew him at all,’ Brian said. Almost certainly he was offering a warning but it felt like a challenge.

So many who talked of Moore as an inspirational leader, a true friend, also revealed in the same breath that he could be almost unknowable, determinedly elusive. Jack Charlton, Moore’s defensive partner on that momentous day at Wembley, described the captain as ‘one of us, but not like us’ – a man apart even among his fellow heroes of 1966. Among dozens of interviews, I met Tina Moore, his first wife, to discuss her late husband. ‘A very strange man in some ways,’ she said. It was not a description I had expected, yet it was recurring.

Moore’s life turned out to be far more turbulent than I had guessed – or even many of his close friends ever knew – because he kept his agonies private. That inscrutable face on the statue at Wembley hid many secrets. Sir Michael Parkinson told me that he could have had Moore on his chat show numerous times but never invited his friend because he sensed it would be torture for both of them, particularly Moore. ‘He was a curious chap,’ Parkinson said. ‘You loved him because he was so friendly but, when you stopped to think, you realised you knew bugger all about him.’


1. The End

ON THE DAY he found out that his bowel cancer was terminal, that all hope of recovery had been extinguished, Bobby Moore thanked his consultant, climbed into his car and drove back to work in central London. Stephanie, his second wife, was with him and, as they approached Trafalgar Square, she could stand the silence and the stillness no more. Her body heaving, she burst into uncontrollable sobs. The grieving process had already started. Moore pulled up the car, looked at her with alarm and got out. He could bear the cancer but not the histrionics.

Stephanie wanted to tell Moore that she was distraught because she loved him so much and was going to miss him dreadfully, but it was the type of conversation he would have found very difficult. The last thing he wanted was unnecessary drama so she kept her emotions to herself. In the months ahead, as Moore fought his cancer, Stephanie never cried in front of her husband again.

Throughout the two years when he knew he was dying, Moore never did properly discuss the illness with his wife. He never talked about his fears, if he had any. He did not discuss the impact it would have on her life and how she might cope when he was gone. He never asked ‘why me?’, or not so that anyone heard.

He never disclosed the illness to his friends, even when they could see that something was terribly wrong. Soon after he had endured major surgery, which came too late to stop the spread of cancer, Moore went to visit Harry Redknapp down at Bournemouth. Redknapp went to pick Moore up from the station and burst into tears when he saw his old friend cross the road, looking so gaunt, a shadow of the big man he used to call ‘God’ in the West Ham dressing room.

Redknapp quickly composed himself before Moore could see his anguish – Bobby would not want a scene – and they headed off for a lovely weekend, visiting some horseracing stables, sharing a nice lunch chatting about good times. When Moore departed, Redknapp was none the wiser about the illness or the operation. You didn’t ask Bobby those sorts of things.

If you did, he wouldn’t tell you. Moore was a closed man who had a curious way with conversations, a funny habit of answering a question with a question. One friend likens it to one of those fighter planes with a defensive shield, a way of deflecting inquiries. ‘You all right? How’s the wife? Going anywhere nice on your holidays?’ He may have been interested in the answers but, mostly, it was his way of avoiding talking about himself.

It was that familiar routine when Moore began to ring around friends early in 1993. The same old Bobby, asking about the kids and the weather. How were his mates to know that he was dying? He never said.

Alan Ball, Moore’s best pal from the World Cup winning XI, was among those who took a call at home. ‘Hello, little man, how are you? Lesley OK? How are the kids?’ Moore asked. After a bit of chitchat, Ball hung up and went about his business. It would only be later that he understood the significance. ‘I never realised he was ringing to say goodbye. I was so mad with myself afterwards that I didn’t twig,’ Ball said.

The phone rang for Geoff Hurst, the hat-trick hero of 1966. Hurst was surprised because, although he and Moore had known each other since schooldays, they were not particularly close. ‘Bobby called me out of the blue which was a bit unusual. “How are you? How’s Judith?” It wasn’t for anything particular, just to talk.’ It was only some time afterwards that he, too, realised why Moore had called. It was his unspoken farewell.

The first that Ball and Hurst, or any of those friends he rang, knew about Moore having cancer was when they read it in the newspapers a few weeks later. Moore would have maintained his secret to the end, telling no one, but his condition had deteriorated to the point where people were starting to notice that he looked very sick.

His sturdy thighs had withered away. The clothes which had always fitted him so perfectly were hanging off him. He wore a black cap over thinning hair and plimsolls to soothe swollen feet. When the jaundice started showing in his yellowing eyes, there was no way he could continue to pretend that, honestly, all was well.

A public statement was released. Moore disclosed that he had undergone an operation on his colon a couple of years earlier and that he had cancer in his liver. ‘I have a battle to win and would ask only that I am given the chance to do so without intrusion in my private life. I appreciate everyone’s concern and above all the loving care and support of my family. Bulletins about my progress will be issued in due course but neither my wife nor myself will be making any further statements of any kind with regard to my medical condition.’

When Roberta, his daughter, came to visit him the next day, Moore asked if there was anything in the papers. She told him it was front page news.

‘Has anyone said anything detrimental?’ he asked.

‘I went “detrimental?” He was so unassuming. He had no idea how much people thought of him. No idea.’

Moore had given the impression that he was fighting his illness but, in truth, there was not much left of this particular war. The cancer had spread from his bowels to his lungs and into his brain. His voice was starting to falter, though he was not yet on painkillers. The doctors had not given him any because he had not complained.

They never told him how long he had left to live because he never asked, but he must have known the end was close. He began to make a few last phone calls, those unspoken goodbyes. Among the final conversations, he talked to Noel Cantwell, his captain at West Ham and his best man. Cantwell promised to come to London to pay a visit. ‘I’ll be down next week to see you,’ he said. Moore agreed, though he must have known that he would not be around long enough to keep the date.

Moore talked to Kenny Lynch, the entertainer who had been his accomplice through a few scrapes, and many late-night beers.

‘I’d had a bypass about four or five weeks earlier and we spoke every day on the phone about twice a day. I remember our last conversation like it was yesterday,’ Lynch recalls.

‘I said “I’m worried about you”.

‘Bobby says, “well that’s why I phoned because I was worried about you”.

‘His voice was weak. He said “I tell you what we’ll do from now on” – and these were the last words he ever said to me – “you worry about me and I’ll worry about you”. I’ll call you tomorrow about eleven.’ But they never did speak again.

Moore spent those last days at home, cared for by Stephanie. Peaceful days, as he drifted in and out of consciousness. She wanted to ask him about funeral plans, and what she should do with his body. She hoped to talk about what his death would mean to her. She wanted to say how much she loved him, a proper goodbye. But like so much in Bobby Moore’s life, it went unsaid.


2. Barking

BOBBY MOORE ARRIVED in Barking at the same time as the Luftwaffe. He was four days old, a crying newborn, when Nazi bombs shook the walls, shattered the windows and ripped plaster off the ceilings in his family home.

The German bombers were aiming for Barking Power Station where his father, ‘Big’ Bob, worked lagging the pipes. Every day he would unchain his bike and cycle the mile to work down by the River Thames, returning home with a covering of coal dust. Living so close to the power station had always been a convenience but not in the Blitz, with enemy planes scattering their bombs across the borough as they tried to detect their target through the clouds of chimney smoke.

The air attacks on London had begun eight months earlier on Black Monday but, in the East End, they had seen nothing like Wednesday 16 April 1941. The Times recorded it as ‘one of the most wanton and savagely indiscriminate raids of the war’. By morning, more than one thousand Londoners would be dead, unable to find safety in the underground stations or air raid shelters. There were so many fires that the night sky above the capital lit up in an orange glow.

Barking was not spared. At Blake’s Corner, a busy shopping area, a direct strike demolished Killiwicks furniture shop, closing the main road. The anti-aircraft guns stationed in Barking Park fired constantly but they could not deter incessant German raids.

For Doris – Doss to friends and family – it was a terrifying homecoming just a few days after giving birth to Robert at Upney Hospital. She had spent one night on the ward before being discharged with her only child. She craved rest but a nearby blast shook the house with a tremor that ran through the floors and ceilings. The bombs never did hit the power station but they came perilously close to striking the Moores at 43 Waverley Gardens.

Bob tried to summon an ambulance to take the three of them to Doss’s parents two miles away on the other side of Barking. But resources were already stretched ferrying the countless wounded. The Mayor of Barking’s car had been commandeered for the night to help with emergencies and, around midnight, it came to their rescue. Driven by chauffeur – not that Bob and Doss were in any state to appreciate the luxury – they fled through the streets of blacked-out houses.

Arriving at 110 Faircross Avenue, Bob urgently rapped at the door and handed over a bundle of blankets to Aunt Ina, one of Doss’s three sisters. Inside was baby Robert. Doss was carried into the house by her father, Fred Buckle, a 17-stone giant of a man.

Fred and Beatrice Buckle had taken to sleeping downstairs in the dining room because of the bombing which at least meant that there was a spare bedroom for the new arrivals. The question was what to do with the baby. Ina solved the problem by pulling out a long drawer from a chest, filling it with blankets. Robert had his bed for the night.

The next day, once the bombing had ceased, the sirens had gone quiet and Londoners had emerged blinking from their shelters, Bob returned to Waverley Gardens to inspect the damage and to start the job of clearing up the debris. It was another six weeks of the Blitz before the Moore family could go back to Robert’s childhood home.

Six miles east of Canary Wharf down the A13, you join the queue of lorries turning off into River Road, with its warehouses and factories. Waverley Gardens – a flattering name for a nondescript street on the edge of an industrial estate – is first on the right. At number 43 there is no plaque to mark that this three-bedroom, end-of-terrace property once housed an icon of English sport, but it contains all the clues to understanding Bobby Moore.

A mile to the east, across the Thames View Estate, is Chelmer Crescent, where John Terry spent his childhood, but England captaincy is all they have in common. Moore was very much a product of his time; a child of the forties and fifties, austerity Britain, surviving the war and then emerging stoically from the trauma. George Best was born five years later and became the thrilling symbol of iconoclastic, rebellious, hairy Beatlemania. Moore always did look like he was more of the Spitfire generation with his creased slacks and neat parting.

In post-war Barking and the upright ways of Doss and Bob we can see the making of Moore. Neatness, tidiness, politeness. No swearing. No drink. There was a strong Salvationist streak in Doss’s family. She kept her faith private but number 43 was a non-smoking, teetotal house, no small irony given how their son turned out.

Doss and Bob had married in September 1939, just a few weeks after war broke out. Petrol rationing ended honeymoon plans and there was no taxi to take the newlyweds home. They travelled back to Waverley Gardens by bus, but they were not the complaining type.

Moore spoke very little about his parents – and they preferred it that way – but we can catch the essence of them, and him, on This Is Your Life, the painfully stiff television programme that, in 1971, celebrated his glories as a footballer.

With a fond grin, genial ‘Big’ Bob starts to tell how Doss would painstakingly wash and iron young Robert’s laces on the night before every schoolboy football match. Clutching her handbag, Doss tries to scold her husband for betraying her secret. ‘Don’t you dare,’ she mutters. But inside she will have been glowing with pride at the memories of her precious Robert being so smart with his clean, pressed laces, his pristine kit and his hair neatly combed. Never did a young boy emerge more freshly scrubbed and polished from the East End of London.

Like mother, like son. Into this tidy home came an obsessively neat child. Even as a youngster, Robert laid down strict rules about his clothes. Shirts must never be folded; they must be placed on hangers and hung from the picture rail around the sitting room. He would take them upstairs to his wardrobe and place them in order, dark to light, like a filing system. A peculiar habit for a boy.

It was a trait revealed by Aunt Ina when she was interviewed for the documentary Hero. ‘That’s how particular he was,’ she recalled. ‘Quite fastidious really but it was very important to him.’

Perfectionism became a defining Moore characteristic and, with it, a hatred of being shown up. Moore always recalled that his worst day at school was the time he was ordered to go up in front of his classmates and sing ‘God Save The Queen’. He was mortified, and the words came out in a half-hearted drone. Talking about it years later, he could still feel the hot flush of embarrassment.

Moore looks similarly pained on This Is Your Life when asked to recall his childhood nicknames. ‘Tubby’ they called him. Or ‘Fatso’. ‘Nicknames which can hurt a boy,’ he admitted. In a café after class, Moore sat with some friends. A gang from a nearby school were across the way. ‘Is that Bobby Moore, the fat one?’ one asked. Moore went crimson, stung by the casual insult. This was just puppy fat but the nicknames wormed into his mind. ‘Tubby’ Moore was conscious of his weight right through adult life; careful what he ate down to counting out a dozen peanuts – no more, no less – and sticking to his ration.

It is not hard to see how Moore’s restraint was forged; a neat, well-behaved boy from a straightlaced home and a strict but loving mother who hated attention and fuss. Hardly any images survive of the family. According to Aunt Ina: ‘Doris would never have her photograph taken. She would turn her back on the camera. I’ve only got one photograph of her, just tucked in at the end. She didn’t know it was being taken. She didn’t like to be in the limelight anywhere. She was that personality, “no, no, leave me out of it”.’ Moore’s father was soft, with a self-deprecating sense of humour which he would pass on to his son, but he was no socialiser, declining the invitations of his workmates to join them down the pub.

Moore was an only child, fiercely protected by his mother. ‘I suspect Doss decided one kid was enough,’ Peter Buckle, one of Moore’s cousins, says. ‘And there would have been no arguing after that.’

‘She idolised him,’ says Brian Dear, who would become one of Moore’s great pals as team-mates at West Ham United. ‘Doris would be one of those mums, whatever the kid does she’d be saying “that’s impossible, my Robert wouldn’t have done that. Not my Robert”.’

When Moore was caught short one day and ended up peeing into a milk bottle, his mother was aghast, unable to believe that her son would be so uncouth. Already Moore carried an expectation that he would live up to high standards.

This was not a household likely to foster an extrovert, and Robert Frederick Chelsea Moore was never one of those. ‘Robert could be a good conversationalist – when it was necessary,’ Aunt Ina noted, but he would never be known for his way with words.

It was a regimented upbringing, but far from a joyless one. The Moores had a passion, and it was for sport. Doss was a determined tom-boy who loved going to watch any contest: the dogs, speedway, boxing, professional wrestling.

‘Big’ Bob had a role with the supporters’ association of Barking FC, the local non-league club in the Isthmian League. Right from an early age, they would take Robert to matches, home and away. Bob took his son to Wembley to watch England’s international against Argentina in 1951, when Billy Wright was the blond captain of the national team and the attack was led by Tom Finney, Jackie Milburn and Stan Mortensen. The team also included a right-back called Alf Ramsey.

Robert spent his Saturday afternoons jumping on his bike and taking the Woolwich Ferry to watch Charlton Athletic, the First Division team nearest to Barking. Standing in the crowd at The Valley, Moore thrilled to the sight of Ray Barlow for West Bromwich Albion, full of poise and intelligent passing. He adored, too, the magnificent Duncan Edwards, Manchester United’s muscular midfield star, and once claimed to have bunked off school to catch a glimpse of Edwards playing against Spurs at White Hart Lane.

On Sunday mornings, he would cycle across Barking to see one of his cousins, waiting patiently outside, chucking a tennis ball against the wall, until there was a game on the local rec. Peter Buckle talks of a quiet boy who, as the youngest of the gang, would often have to wait patiently on the sidelines until there was a place in one of the teams.

‘We had quite a number of lads who did quite well at football,’ he says. ‘A lad who went to Colchester, another boy called Webb who went to Spurs. About twenty of us would get over the park, put our coats down. Robert was a bit younger so he used to make up the numbers.

‘What I do remember is that he was a pain in the butt! You’d get the ball and he was on your back, always there. You’d say, “go mark someone else!” He’d always be on you but he wasn’t quick, wasn’t special. You’d never look at him and imagine what he’d go on to do. You can’t believe it, looking back, seeing him stand on the side of the pitch waiting to get a game.’

Moore’s first success on the football field came at Westbury Primary School. He was inside-right and captain of the school team which won the Crisp Shield, a trophy almost as big as young Moore himself. The local paper carried the first published photo of Moore with his big dimples and silverware in his hand.

He was just another East End kid who loved football, playing on the streets with his mates. It took Malcolm Allison to see what he might become.


3. Big Mal

WHEN BOBBY MOORE died his diary was full of preparations for a testimonial night for Malcolm Allison. Even as he was fighting cancer, Moore was still trying to repay the debt he owed to his dear friend and mentor.

Moore once went so far as to say that he loved Allison, which was highly out of character given that he was not one for gushing emotion. But as many women of Allison’s acquaintance could attest, there was much about Malcolm to love.

Allison was over six feet tall with the rugged good looks of a Hollywood idol. He was ebulliently charismatic. ‘Possibly the least tranquillised Englishman alive,’ Michael Parkinson once said. Brian Clough called him ‘the Errol Flynn of football, too handsome for his own good’, a compliment which also carried hints of Allison’s downfall.

Allison was a force of nature, a blast of energy, whose influence on West Ham was profound from the day he strode into Upton Park in February 1951, looked around at this becalmed Second Division club with its middling ambitions and journeymen players, and scolded them all for trundling along. In Allison’s mind, what was the point of life if not reaching for the stars?

He was signed as West Ham’s centre-half. He became its captain, alpha male, chief tactician, spokesman and unofficial coach, and an innovative one at that.

Much later, Big Mal’s passions would become champagne, cigars, fedora hats and the prettiest woman in the room but, through his early years, Allison’s boundless enthusiasm was focused on improving an English game being left behind by clever foreigners.

Allison was on the terraces at Wembley in 1953 to witness first-hand the 6-3 thrashing of the national team by Hungary, the dark day that showed up decades of English complacency and stagnation. Allison took the humiliation personally. He wanted to be part of the solution and he took himself off to coaching courses at the FA centre at Lilleshall in Shropshire. He would return laden with fresh, sometimes half-baked, ideas.

Some players were straight off to the dog track as soon as morning work was over but Allison led extra training with the approval of Ted Fenton, West Ham’s pipe-smoking manager who was respected by his players but more likely to be spotted in tweeds than a tracksuit.

West Ham was not yet known as The Academy but Allison was helping to forge that reputation along with the men he regarded as fellow ‘revolutionaries’ like Noel Cantwell, Frank O’Farrell and John Bond. Tactics and training methods were discussed, foreign trends analysed in Cassettari’s Cafe across the road from Upton Park, which was an unofficial mess for senior players.

On match day, fans would walk in there a couple of hours before kick-off and find their heroes finishing off a mixed grill. Folklore has it that salt and pepper pots and ketchup sauce would be moved around the table in different formations, highlighting how English teams were stuck like concrete to the outmoded WM system.

Fenton’s contribution to the revolution was a determination to overhaul West Ham’s youth system by stopping the flow of all the best East End youngsters to Chelsea, talents like Jimmy Greaves and Terry Venables who were being lured away. Chelsea were rumoured to be offering illicit temptations to the families of the top teenage stars, with a new fridge said to be the going rate.

As Fenton fought to keep the local talent at West Ham, he paid Allison, Cantwell and other senior players to coach his young recruits. With typical modesty, Allison declared that he had ‘a gift’ for spotting the kids who would make it. His eye had been caught by a sturdy blond boy no one else seemed to consider outstanding.

We love to hear about the first sighting of a great player; the moment when the legend is born, his destiny mapped out. We revel in the story, even if it is apocryphal, of a Northern Irish scout sending a telegram to Matt Busby proclaiming: ‘I think I found you a genius’. George Best lived up to the billing. We delight in Sir Alex Ferguson remembering the first thrilling sight of a swaying Ryan Giggs. ‘He was thirteen and just floated over the ground like a cocker spaniel chasing a piece of silver paper in the wind,’ the Manchester United manager lyrically recalled.

Such moments, such prodigies, come along but rarely. There was certainly no ‘Eureka’ moment from a scout or manager in the career of Bobby Moore. Even with the benefit of hindsight, there was no one who could wind back the clock and say they spotted a world-beater on the pitches of east London.

No one ever mistook the young Moore for a wunderkind – least of all Moore himself. ‘As I recall, the faults boiled down to the fact that I wasn’t very fast, I wasn’t very good at heading and I wasn’t very good at tackling. I can’t actually remember what I was supposed to be good at.’ Even if we factor in Moore’s tendency for extreme self-deprecation, his modesty was based on certain indisputable facts.

From the start, Moore was one-paced, and that pace was average. The teenage Moore was a battleship rather than a speedboat; a left-half, a defensive midfield player, who would doggedly close down more creative opponents just as he did on Barking rec.

He had his schoolboy dreams. Moore would sit in classes at Tom Hood Technical College in Leyton, working towards his four GCE passes (in technical drawing, geography, woodwork and art), and imagine a career in professional sport – until reality bit and he returned to plans to become an apprentice draughtsman.

If he excelled at sport, it was as a cricketer. A stylish opening batsman, Moore progressed to London and Essex Schoolboys and then on to captaining the South of England. He led them against the North, coming up against Colin Milburn who was on his way to an England Test career.

Essex started to show an interest in the unhurried batsman who was twelfth man for England Schools, a far higher grade than he had reached in football. Doug Insole, the Essex captain, was sufficiently impressed to make an approach to Moore: ‘I think you’ve got quite a lot of promise as a cricketer. How would you like to join the Essex groundstaff?’

Professional football might have missed him but for Tom Russell, a teacher from Hackney. Watching Leyton Boys under 15s, Russell liked the earnestness of the left-half who was not the most mobile but played with zealous application. The teacher had contacts at West Ham and added Moore’s name to the list of kids they should monitor.

With Fenton’s determination not to miss out on emerging talent, Jack Turner, a man of many titles at Upton Park, including Welfare Officer and Property Manager, was sent down on a winter’s day in 1955. On a pitch off Flanders Road, wrapped up against the biting cold, Turner watched Moore playing against East Ham and duly sent in a scouting report which would be recalled with wry amusement decades later: ‘Whilst he would not set the world alight, this boy certainly impressed me with his tenacity and industry.’

It was hardly a declaration that he had discovered a genius, but it was enough for Moore to be invited to join training on Tuesday and Thursday nights at West Ham. He had his chance, though Moore was still very unsure that he had the calibre to make it. The persuasive, charismatic Allison would soon convince him otherwise.

Moore was desperate to know how to make the professional grade, and what he needed to do to overcome his weaknesses. He had an endless list of questions; Allison appeared to have all the answers.

The teenager’s natural reserve began to evaporate in the company of an extrovert who had an opinion on everything and everyone. Allison forced the young man out of his shell from the day he discovered that Moore lived on his route to Barkingside.

‘Do you want a lift home?’ Allison asked one day after training.

‘If you could take me as far as Barking,’ Moore replied.

‘Do you want a lift home?’

‘Barking would be great.’

‘Tell the truth,’ Allison snapped. ‘You want a lift home but you’re too frightened to ask for it.’

Moore jumped into the car.

They became regular travel partners, Moore gathering the confidence to pester Allison for advice. Others at Upton Park raved about Georgie Fenn, a brilliant young goalscorer. He had a special talent but Allison found Fenn cocky. Too flash, thought he knew it all. Moore was the opposite. Moore was desperate to learn. Moore was keen and hungry.

When it came to choosing those kids who should be invited to join as apprentices, Allison was insistent that Moore should be included and so, at sixteen, he left school to take his first job on £7 a week as a member of the West Ham groundstaff.

The job title was not misleading. Up a ladder cleaning windows at Upton Park, or on the terraces sweeping away the rubbish, the apprentices had to earn their money. Coke had to be shovelled into the boiler, floodlight girders painted, the pitch dug up in summer to lay fresh topsoil.

After every match, the cigarette butts and litter would have to be swept out from the old Chicken Run, the rickety wooden stand at Upton Park which only ever seemed one careless flick of ash away from disaster.

In the summer holidays, Moore took up a job labouring, digging the roads, mixing cement, working for a West Ham supporter who was a building contractor. The hard graft was more than compensated for by the prospect of training. Bill Robinson was the official coach of the youth team but it was the sessions with Cantwell and Allison that Moore savoured.

Whatever Moore lacked, Allison poured into him. There was a lecture in on-pitch demeanour. Moore was told that even if he was not skipper, he must act as captain. ‘Look BIG, think BIG,’ Allison told him. That stature was increasingly coming naturally to Moore, who was losing the puppy fat and starting to blossom into the 6ft, 12st 10lb man he would become.

As they weaved out through the industrial East End and Moore confessed a doubt that he would ever make it, Allison barked back: ‘You’ll be better than all of them. Don’t you worry.’

‘But Malcolm …’

‘Don’t be silly. Do as I say and see who comes out on top. You’re not the one to judge. I am.’

The lessons became more specific, with Allison determined to pass on his ball-playing philosophy. Sometimes he did so with brutal force. Moore would never forget the dressing down after a youth team match against Chelsea. He was deployed in defence, marking Barry Bridges. The brilliant young striker had already played for Chelsea’s first team. It was a daunting test but Moore applied himself with his familiar diligence and Bridges did not get a sniff in a goalless draw. Moore was delighted with his contribution until Allison stormed angrily through the dressing-room door.

‘If I ever see you play like that again, I won’t waste my time with you!’

Allison berated Moore for limiting himself to a destructive role, handcuffed to Bridges, when he should have taken responsibility for building play from the back.

‘Every time the goalie got the ball, what are you doing? You’re running up the field looking for Bridges, chasing him like a shadow. Did you ever drop back to take the ball off the goalkeeper or help a team-mate out? What have I taught you? Don’t ever let me see you play like that!’

That rant had such an impact that, years later, Moore was still explaining to his friend Harry Redknapp how Allison’s anger had shaped his approach to the game.

‘Bobby said that without Malcolm he wouldn’t have made it,’ Redknapp recalls. ‘He said Malcolm took him back to the training ground, made him work every day on playing out from the back and that made him the player he became. Bobby loved Malcolm. He thought he was fantastic.’

The lessons shaped Moore for the rest of his career, none more so than the day Allison took him aside and explained that the secret of every great player was to plan how to use the ball before you received it. ‘The single most valuable thing I was ever taught,’ Moore would say. ‘If I get the ball now, who will I give it to?’ It was the question he asked himself daily, drawing pictures in his mind.

West Ham developed a training exercise in which a practice game would be stopped, the players told to shut their eyes and then instructed to pinpoint where their team-mates were standing. In that drill, Moore was always top of the class.

Moore was driven by an insecurity that he did not have outstanding natural skills. The result was that no one trained with more determination or listened more intently. When all the young players were forced to do the dreaded stomach tests – lying on their backs with both feet raised off the ground – Moore quickly established a reputation as the fittest. When Georgie Fenn was messing about, Moore was finding a ball and a wall and practising for an extra hour.

The one significant doubt that preyed on Moore’s mind remained his lack of speed, trailing at the back in sprints. Eventually he confided his worries to Cantwell who tended to provide a more sympathetic ear than Allison. Moore’s question was this: ‘Can I be a great player if I can’t run fast?’

Cantwell pondered it for a while: ‘You had to be very careful with your answers to Bobby because he thought seriously about all aspects of the game. If I’d said he couldn’t succeed without speed, it would have affected him terribly. I didn’t want to hurt his feelings and I suggested to him that he watch some of the greats, like [Johnny] Haynes [of Fulham] and Ray Barlow, of West Bromwich.’

‘Milk turns quicker than Haynes but that doesn’t matter,’ Cantwell told him, explaining how game intelligence could compensate for lack of speed. Moore seemed reassured. There was not much he could do about his pace but he had done everything else to learn and improve. West Ham were happy with his progress and had no hesitation in offering Moore professional terms soon after his seventeenth birthday. In May 1958 he signed his first professional contract for £12 a week, the maximum for that age. For a lad who could not run fast, head the ball or use his left foot, Moore’s career was progressing quickly. Too quickly for Allison.

Mentor or protégé? The old pro desperate for one last chance or the kid with a future? Malcolm Allison or Bobby Moore? The poignancy of the choice was lost on no one when West Ham, depleted by injuries, needed to draft in an emergency left-half to face Manchester United on 8 September 1958.

It was a weighty decision on so many levels. This was West Ham’s biggest match in decades. They had been promoted in May, back into the top flight for the first time in twenty-six years. Fenton and his players were eager to make an impression and there was no bigger game than hosting United. Everyone wanted to catch a glimpse of the team reborn from the Munich air disaster. United had been a source of endless sympathy and fascination since the crash in February in which twenty-three people had died, including eight players. Bobby Charlton, the twenty-year-old golden boy, was one of five survivors due to line up for Matt Busby’s team at Upton Park.

West Ham’s injury crisis had come at a bad time, leaving Fenton with a straight choice between Moore and Allison. After all those hours together, the lifts home and the bonding, the two men were now rivals.

Moore was still raw but he had impressed everyone with his maturity. His performances for West Ham’s youth team were starting to win him international recognition. Moore left Britain for the first time in October 1957 to represent England Youth against Holland in Amsterdam.

For Fenton, Moore



























Postscript

WEST HAM UNITED were quick to the telephone. Sensitive to
the depiction of how Bobby Moore, and his legacy, had
been handled by the club, a spokesman wanted to make a few
clarifications. He explained that West Ham were establishing a
new foundation with Tina and Roberta Moore – the West Ham
United Moore Family Foundation – which would be launched
in October 2014 and be the club’s principal charity through
the 2014/15 season. A statement said that David Sullivan
would be making a five-figure donation to establish a project
that would provide ‘life-changing opportunities for targeted
young people’ in the East End. It would include free tickets
and ‘football and educational experiences’ at the Olympic
Stadium in Stratford, which will be the club’s new home from
August 2016. The formation of the new foundation followed
‘extensive consultation with Bobby Moore’s family’ – though
that depends, of course, on which part of the family you are
talking about.

In announcing that they had gone into partnership with
Bobby’s daughter and first wife, West Ham could hardly avoid
distancing themselves from his second, Stephanie. The Bobby Moore Fund for Cancer Research UK, established by Stephanie,
was to become a ‘second-tier partner’, which would give them
some publicity and matchday collections but not the direct
financial backing Stephanie believes should be forthcoming.





Stephanie has her reasons to feel dismayed and yet Roberta
has described the West Ham slogan ‘Moore than a Football
Club’ as ‘a very inspired and clever piece of branding’. Behind
these fresh tensions and differences of opinion about the
handling of Moore’s name lie some old wounds.

Remembering Moore remains a delicate issue, even among
his family, and the topic never goes away. There will be further
discussions about what is right and fitting in 2015, which
marks 50 years since his finest hour as captain of West Ham;
and certainly into 2016 with the 50th anniversary of the World
Cup triumph. Those historic dates and Moore’s glories will,
rightly, be celebrated but his legacy will remain a source of
fresh angst and sensitivity, too.
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The FA initially proposed a statue of Bobby Moore and Alf Ramsey
but it is the captain who stands alone outside Wembley.
Twice life-size, the bronze sculpture was unveiled in 2007.
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Moore was presented with his first trophy, the Crisp Shield, while at Westbury Primary
School where he was inside-right and captain for the under 11s.
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Flanked by fellow West Ham apprentices Andy Smillie (left) and Tony Scott (right)
before the 1958–59 season, Moore could not have guessed that he was only weeks
from his first-team debut.
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With his striking looks and extrovert personality,
Malcolm Allison was a force of nature as West Ham
captain. The charismatic leader became Moore’s mentor.


[image: image]
Moore became known as the most dedicated
trainer at Upton Park with a determination to be the best
at every discipline from press-ups to stomach exercises.
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Ron Greenwood arrived at West Ham in April 1961 and quickly promised Moore that he would
build a team around the young defender. The new manager is pictured with Malcolm Musgrove,
Ken Brown, Moore, John Dick and John Bond.
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Moore’s first competitive
victory in an England shirt
came in the 1962 World
Cup finals in Chile, a win
against Argentina in front
of less than 10,000
spectators. Maurice
Norman, Ron Flowers and
Johnny Haynes leave the
field with him in Rancagua.
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Moore with his future
wife, Tina Dean. They
would marry in Ilford
shortly after the World
Cup, following a five-year
courtship. The reception
took place in the
Valentine pub, Gants Hill.
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Moore’s status soared in 1962 as the new captain of West Ham and a regular England
international. Young fans surround him before pre-season training at Chadwell Heath.
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Alf Ramsey took charge of England in 1963 and quickly made plain that he would not
tolerate indiscipline. He also declared that England would win the World Cup.
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West Ham twice
had to come from
behind against
Preston North End
in the 1964 FA
Cup final. Geoff
Hurst scored the
second equaliser
with his head.
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Eddie Bovington
replaced Martin Peters
on the run to the Cup
final, adding more steel
to a midfield which beat
Preston 3-2 at Wembley.
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Moore was the first captain of
West Ham to lift a major trophy,
receiving the FA Cup from the
Earl of Harewood.
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Victory celebrations began with milk
in the dressing room but Moore and
his team-mates were developing a taste
for something stronger.
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Martin Peters and Geoff Hurst hold the captain aloft after a victory which
Ron Greenwood regarded as his team’s crowning glory, the triumph over 1860 Munich
in the 1965 European Cup Winners’ Cup Final at Wembley.
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West Ham’s influence on the England team grew inWorld Cup year with
Geoff Hurst making his international debut in February 1966 and Martin Peters
capped for the first time in May.
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Ramsey put his players
through a gruelling
pre-World Cup boot
camp at what became
known as ‘Stalag Lilleshall’.
By 1966 Jack
Charlton had established
himself as Moore’s
defensive partner.
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Bobby Charlton scores his second goal against Portugal with a typically fierce shot,
sending England through to the World Cup final.
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England had never lost against
West Germany when they lined
up at Wembley on 30 July 1966
on the most momentous
afternoon in English sport.
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In the biggest match of his life,
Moore was his usual unflappable
self as he proved himself the
outstanding defender in the
tournament.
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They think it’s all over…it is now. Hurst lashes in England’s fourth. Few recall that it was
Moore’s composure which set up that late goal.
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Having wiped his hands
on his shorts and the
velvet balustrade to
avoid sullying Her Majesty’s
lilywhite gloves,
Moore accepted the
Jules Rimet trophy from
Queen Elizabeth II.
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The celebrated image of
Moore being held aloft by
teammates was turned
into a statue which
stands near Upton Park.
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Restrained even in
the moment of glory,
Ramsey had to be
persuaded by his
joyous players to join
in the celebrations.
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The first WAG photo was shot by Terry O’Neill
in Epping Forest. The photographer recalls
that Tina’s sexing up of the England shirt
‘caused quite a hoo-hah.’
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Moore was increasingly at home among movie
and music stars, joining Jimmy Greaves, Sean
Connery and Yul Brynner for a chat on a visit to
Pinewood Studios.
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Dressed as a Pearly King, Moore drops
his usual fashion standards to pose with
Tina, Roberta and Dean.
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Trudging around the
perimeter track at
Upton Park in his
tracksuit was a familiar
Sunday morning ritual
as Moore sweated
off the previous
night’s excesses.
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Jimmy Greaves was
already a heavy
drinker when he
moved from Spurs
to West Ham in
March 1970 but even
he was shocked at
the extent of boozing
at Upton Park.
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Moore was inundated
with commercial
opportunities, posing
with model Kate
Howard who was
wearing Norlyn Niknax,
tights which supposedly
removed the need
for underwear.
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Moore felt like he was
trapped in a noir thriller
when he was arrested for
allegedly stealing a bracelet
in Bogota, days before the
1970 World Cup.
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Ramsey had restricted sunbathing in Mexico so the players found alternative pursuits. Alan
Ball and Jeff Astle enjoy a game of cards, while Moore and Nobby Stiles look on.
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That tackle by Moore ...
Bobby gets to grips
with a rampaging
Jairzinho in one of
the iconic moments
of English football.



[image: image]
It is a famous image not of sport
but of sportsmanship as Pelé and
Moore exchange shirts following
Brazil’s 1-0 victory in Guadalajara.
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The decision to withdraw Bobby Charlton with
England leading West Germany 2-1 in the World
Cup quarter-final would cause Ramsey lasting
regret after the champions lost 3-2.
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Moore poses with ninety-nine children from a primary school near Upton Park on
the eve of his 100th England appearance. Some caps had to be borrowed from
other players because the FA did not issue one for every match.
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After all the glories, Moore’s last game for West Ham came for the reserves
against Plymouth Argyle in March 1974.
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Moore would enjoy
many fun times in
the company of
George Best and
Rodney Marsh at
Fulham, and the
football had some
high points, too.
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‘It’s still been a good
day. We were there.’
Moore consoles Alan
Mullery after defeat
to West Ham in the
1975 FA Cup final.
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Moore signs an
autograph for a
young fan outside the
sports shop opposite
Upton Park, which
was the starting point
in an expanding
commercial empire.
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A partnership with
Mike Summerbee took
Moore into the shirt
and tie business but, like
many of his enterprises,
it didn’t last long.
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An arson attack forced
a delay to the opening
of Mooro’s in Stratford,
but Rodney Marsh,
Kenny Lynch, Frank
Lampard Sr., Alan Ball,
George Best and
Malcolm Macdonald all
joined the host once
the fire damage had
been repaired.
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Bobby and Tina spent
an estimated £100,000
on their dream house
on Stradbroke Drive,
Chigwell, including a
drive-in porch. Moore
had to contemplate
selling up when he was
hit by financial crisis.
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In Denmark, they still marvel that England’s World Cup-winning captain ended up playing
alongside the part-timers of Herning Fremad in the third division.
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Terry Brady, Captain John Colby and Hatch – more commonly known as Bobby Moore,
Michael Caine and Sylvester Stallone – on the set of Escape to Victory in Hungary.
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Elton John offered Moore the job
of Watford manager but the
musician was persuaded to change
his mind, giving the position
instead to Graham Taylor.
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Moore’s first managerial
post was among the parttimers
of Oxford City.
He would quickly lead the
team to relegation from
English football’s sixth tier.
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As manager of Southend
United, Moore was faced
with numerous difficulties.
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Alongside director John
Adams, he attempts to
explain the club’s dire
financial predicament to fans.
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In 1990, Moore left his position on the Sunday Sport to work for Capital Gold,
travelling the country as a radio pundit.
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Moore met Stephanie in the summer of 1979. They were married in December 1991
by which time he had been diagnosed with terminal cancer.
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A shrine was built on the gates of Upton Park following Moore’s death
on 24 February 1993. One message read simply: ‘I wanted to be like you.’
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