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        Preface

        Ariel Friedlander is a devoted Queens Park Rangers fan. In her midtwenties
        she landed her dream job as the club’s official photographer.
        When a match at Tottenham was rearranged to take place on
        Rosh Hashanah, the Jewish New Year, she was faced with a dilemma.
        After consulting her rabbi, who also happened to be her father, she
        decided to attend the synagogue service in the morning and then
        rush over to White Hart Lane. Spurs scored an early goal, it started
        to rain and then came the inevitable lightning and thunder. God,
        clearly, was trying to tell her something. When QPR fans started
        singing ‘Does your rabbi know you’re here?’ she screamed back at
        them ‘Yes, he does, and he said it was my decision.’ Not long after
        this incident she enrolled at the Hebrew Union College and trained
        to be a rabbi.

       Rabbi Friedlander’s epiphany – ‘I realised God was sending me
        a personal message’ – is one of the many entertaining stories I heard
        on my never-ending tour of shuls, schools, universities, literary festivals,
        Chanucah parties – and the odd barmitzvah – to promote this
        book. It is funny, poignant and, like the majority of tales unearthed
        during my research, a previously untold one; part of the secret
        history of English football’s forgotten tribe. Since the book’s publication
        there has been an explosion of interest in the subject. Both
        the Manchester and London Jewish Museums have organised exhibitions.
        There have been many newspaper and magazine articles,
        several radio programmes and an excellent new academic tome
        
       
        from David Dee of De Montfort University.

        We are living, as I reflect in the final section, in a new footballing
        age characterised by a great deal more openness about cultural diversity.
        Even so, it was a shock to see pictures in the Jewish Chronicle
        of thousands of Orthodox Jews crowding into Leyton Orient’s
        stadium at Brisbane Road. The Charedim, it turned out, were congregating
        for an anti-internet rally; they have a strong anti-football
        tradition, although I am indebted to Jo Rosenthal at the London
        Jewish Museum for showing me ‘a review of the halakhic opinions
        from Talmudic to contemporary authorities regarding the permissibility
        of playing ball on shabbat and yom tov.’ The article’s author,
        Rabbi Saul J. Berman, concluded that ‘while contemporary custom
        is to refrain from playing ball on those days, normative legal opinion
        holds that such activity is permitted’.

          This will have come as a great relief to Nick Blackman who, when
        he turned out for Reading at Stoke on a cold shabbat afternoon in
        February 2013, became the first English-born Jew to start a Premier
        League game.

          I am not convinced that a combination of the Berman pronunciation
        and the Blackman breakthrough will open the floodgates.
        In the twenty-first century, Anglo-Jewry is, predominantly, a middleclass
        community and English football remains, predominantly, a
        working-class sport. For a large part of the previous century, however,
        many Jews took the traditional immigrant route out of the ghetto,
        becoming footballers, boxers and entertainers. And yet, during my
        never-ending tour, I have been discovering that the very idea of
        Jewish footballers continues to make people smile. ‘Think back to
        your schooldays,’ a review in Shabbat Shalom – ‘Synagogue Newsletter
        of the Year’ – began. ‘What were your favourite subjects? English?
        History? Geography? What about PE, or football, or rugby? Exactly,
        Many of us hated with a vengeance anything which involved the
        
        donning of shorts or “pumps”. Give us a good old essay on the Wars
        of the Roses any day. Or ask us to describe and draw an oxbow lake.
        But sport? No way.’

         At the same time, I lost count of the number of people who told
        me about a relative who had briefly played for Bolton or been given
        a trial at Liverpool. I was contacted by James Baker, whose father,
        Arthur, starred for Hackney Junior Schoolboys in the 1930s. ‘His
        place was eventually taken by future England player Eddie Bailey,
        but his performances earned him a trial with Orient’, wrote James.
        ‘However his parents, who were observant Jews, would not allow
        their son to play football on a Saturday.’ As a result of poor records,
        and an understandable desire to keep their identity under wraps in
        a hostile environment, we will never know just how many Jewish
        professionals there were. Or, indeed, are. Several members of the
        audiences I addressed revealed that their sons, or nephews, were
        currently plying their trade in the Football League. Vic Shroot, for
        example, who remembered ‘schlepping goalposts across Hackney
        Marshes on a Sunday morning’mentioned that his son Robin, now
        at League One side Stevenage, played in an FA Cup tie for
        Birmingham City at Wolves a few years ago.

         Researching the book was initially difficult because key figures
        refused to speak, some on the grounds that their careers would be
        jeopardised. Jews tend to be an upwardly-climbing, past-erasing
        tribe who, following Lot’s lead, prefer to look forward rather than
        back. As the community became more affluent in the latter half of
        the twentieth-century, the number of footballers dwindled to miniscule
        proportions. Since the Second World War, the tribe has made
        its mark more as supporters than players. One club in particular,
        Tottenham Hotspur, is identified as the Jewish one, hence the chanting
        that Rabbi Friedlander mistook for a divine revelation. Wolfing down
        a bowl of lokshen soup before popping along to The Lane might,
       
 
        these days, be a halakhically acceptable way of spending the sabbath
        but, as Rabbi Berman admonishes, ‘ball playing on shabbat and yom
            tov is a vacuous, pointless activity.’ Which instantly brought to mind
        Woody Allen’s famous line about sex without love being an empty
        experience – ‘but, as empty experiences go, it’s one of the best.’

         Ignoring the fact that their bitter rivals, Arsenal, probably now
        have a greater number of Yiddisher fans, Tottenham’s Jewishness,
        as a reviewer in the Wall Street Journal noted, ‘has become an indelible
        part of the team’s identity. It’s not uncommon to see Israeli flags
        flying in the stadium and Tottenham’s “top boys” – soccer slang for
        a club’s most aggressive supporters – refer to themselves as the
        “Spurs Yids.”’ As a Jewish fan who doesn’t support Spurs, this makes
        me feel very uncomfortable. At the same time, I don’t support the
        Society of Black Lawyers’ preposterous threat to report Tottenham
        to the police. As a club statement pointed out, fans ‘adopted the
        chant as a defence mechanism in order to own the term and thereby
        deflect anti-Semitic abuse.’ In the past year there has, sadly, been a
        rise in such abuse. In trips to Italy and France, Spurs fans have been
        attacked by fascist mobs. And whilst the days of English football
        crowds making massed monkey noises are thankfully gone, the ‘oldest
        hatred’ appears to be resurfacing in this country. After one encounter
        with Spurs, West Ham United issued life bans to supporters who
        had sung Hitler songs and made hissing noises – in emulation of
        the gas chambers – whilst offering up Nazi salutes.

         It would be ridiculous to suggest that Jews are more obsessed
        with football than Gentiles. But, from Manchester City to Manchester
        United, and from Leeds United to Leyton Orient, a number of elderly
        fans at my talks put forward the reason for their obsession: a desperation
        to belong, to be accepted, to be part of what they once called
        the ‘host community’. Football was the way my grandparents shed
        their Old World Yiddishness and became English. And it was the
     
      
        way my parents’ generation became part of Leeds: The Rebbe in
        the morning, Don Revie in the afternoon. To my own, far more
        integrated, generation there is a lot less significance attached. Many
        of us are no longer so obsessed, simply enjoying the distracting triviality
        of twenty two players kicking a ball around like meshuganahs
        on a cold shabbat afternoon. Still, as distracting trivialities go, it
        remains one of the best.

     
    
1
The Outsiders: When Abraham Made the Sacrifice
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‘When a schoolboy of today selects a picturesque career he no longer plumps for pirate, engine driver or cowboy chief . . . No, every spirited youth now wants to be a celluloid comedian with his feet at three o’clock, like Charlie Chaplin, or a professional footballer like Andrew Wilson or Jack Cock . . . Their parents are wondering: “Is Football a suitable career for our Bill?”’

Louis Bookman, Leighton Buzzard Observer, 1921



Louis Bookman: The Lithuanian-Jewish-Irishman

In 1912, at the end of his first season with First Division side Bradford City, Louis Bookman returned to Ireland. Bradford were then one of England’s biggest teams. In the 1910–11 season, they had won the FA Cup and finished fifth in the league. There had been high hopes for ‘Abraham’, as his City team-mates had immediately dubbed him on his arrival at Valley Parade, but he had failed to shine at outside-left. In fact, towards the end of the campaign he had hardly played at all. The Yorkshire side finished up mid-table, and Bookman became the scapegoat. Fans attacked the board for wasting hundreds of pounds on an unknown Lithuanian-Jewish-Irishman. Back in Ireland, Bookman felt as alienated from his orthodox, Yiddish-speaking, eastern European immigrant family as from the grey, depressing, Yorkshire skies. In ‘the Heym’, the old country – his parents told him – no one had even heard of ‘this English game’, let alone played it. Turning out for a shul team on a Sunday was one thing, playing for a goyishe mob on shabbat quite another. All this nonsense had to stop. Besides, it was his religious duty to keep the Sabbath holy. In continuing with this heathen activity, he was trading his birthright, his ancestry, his Jewishness for . . . for what? Is this what he wanted to do? To sacrifice his culture? To cut himself off from his family, his roots, his religion?

*

Bookman’s passion for sport – he played cricket for Ireland as well as football for Bradford, West Bromwich Albion, Luton Town and Port Vale – was deemed by his parents to be fundamentally un-Jewish. For Mathias and Jane Bookman, and thousands of other impoverished families from eastern Europe, status was achieved by Talmudic learning and observance. For the middle-class, assimilated leaders who ran the youth clubs that Louis – and thousands of other sports-mad youngsters – joined, it was underwritten by integration. ‘Louis’ choice’ – should I stay in Ireland or should I go back to Bradford? – dramatised a crisis for the immigrants who had fled persecution and sought refuge in the British Isles, which Dublin was then a part of. Bookman had grown up watching his parents re-create the shtetl world they had left behind. They weren’t interested in him becoming a good English citizen. To them, Englishness and Jewishness were mutually contradictory: the former all stiff-upper-lip reticence, pointless etiquette and meaningful silence, the latter none of those things. Recreation, exercise, moral and cultural improvement weren’t as important to them as tradition, the Torah and being a Good Jew. They wanted Louis to stay Jewish, not become English. They thought Englishness would squeeze all the Jewishness out of him. At the very least, they wanted him to stay Irish-Jewish.

There was a culture clash between ‘the English game’, as my old headmaster called it, and the religious mores of the 120,000 or so refugees who emigrated to Britain between 1881 and 1914. Ripped out of their shtetls, hungry and poor, they were strangers in a strange land, ghetto outcasts, living a hand-to-mouth existence, either on or below the poverty line. ‘In this spot, with the holy name Whitechapel, a piece of Israel existed,’ wrote Jacob P. Adler. ‘There we would have to sink or swim, survive or go under, find bread, or if we could not, find death.’ Finding a football match to play in, even if they had been of a less devout disposition, was hardly a priority. Even finding a football match to play in on a non-holy day was deemed contrary to the spirit of Judaism, an affront to the religion’s traditional emphasis on Talmudic learning. For the past hundred years the game has deeply penetrated Anglo-Jewish society, but most first-generation immigrants viewed it as a heathen activity. The physical world paled into insignificance besides the life of the mind. According to the Jewish émigré Sigmund Freud: ‘The harmonious development of spiritual and bodily activity, as achieved by the Greeks, was denied to the Jews.’ This was as much down to exclusion as theology; in the Middle Ages, for example, they weren’t allowed to bear arms, ride horses, duel, joust or arch competitively. Rabbi Yosef Caro of Palestine, in a typically protracted debate with Rabbi Moses Isserles of Cracow, went so far as to denounce all ball games. ‘Footbollick,’ the East End writer Ralph Finn recalled his eastern European grandfather spitting at him in the 1920s. ‘Grown men running around like meshuga, nothing with nothing.’ As Lipa Tepper’s parents, also during that decade, warned him: ‘A Jewish boy does not play with stupid things and does not do things which all other boys do because he is Jewish and therefore he has got duties to perform and things to do which are unlike anybody else’s.’

Today, in our multicultural society, when the anglicisers’ forward-looking secularity appears to have triumphed, such narrow-minded tribalism is seen as anachronistic. But in the First Age, when society was monocultural and Englishness was a club with sharp restrictions on its membership, the pressure on talented young sportsmen from within the community, never mind from without, was intense. Playing football was not only about desecrating the Sabbath, which was bad enough, it was about rejecting the separateness, the us-and-themness – the frummers would say the very survival – of the Jewish religion. Orthodox families like the Bookmans were steeped in a rabbinic culture that downgraded toughness. Fighting, duelling, wrestling, hunting and sport? Not for the Jews. Of course, Jews had been excluded from many of these masculine activities in the Heym, but they followed a traditional Yiddish code called menschilkayt which, in its extreme form, rejected the competitive ethos of what they disparagingly called goyim nachas – pleasure for the Gentiles. It has always amused me that Tottenham Hostspur are deemed to be a Jewish club, because their stadium lies on the doorstep of an ultra-orthodox community which scorns integration and favours the pale, physically frail scholar who studies indoors above the secular, football-obsessed ‘heretic’ who shares the aggressive values of the Jews’ oppressors. In Israel, the Haredi refuse to fight in the army on the grounds that, in the words of journalist Phoebe Greenwood, their ‘right to study rather than serve represents a battle for the preservation of the Jewish people, pitting the value of the body against the worth of the soul.’

This is a familiar anxiety for all children of immigrant parents. Grandchildren and great-grandchildren too. When I passed the eleven-plus at my Jewish primary school, in 1971, I had a big row with my parents about the secondary school I should go to. Passing the exam, I argued, didn’t mean that I had to actually attend the rugby-playing grammar school I had gained entry to. The other school up the road, Allerton Grange – famous for its football teams – would be far better suited to my needs. I felt vindicated twenty or so years later, when ex-Allerton Grange pupils Brian Deane and David Batty starred for Leeds United at Elland Road. But I was not really in a position to choose. I was, after all, only eleven years old. And so they won the argument, and a potentially brilliant football career was over before it even had a chance to blossom.

Of course, I wasn’t that good really. But I was desperate to play for a team, to be spotted by a scout, to make it. Each one of the eleven trailblazers featured in this book displayed that obsession, that desperation. And each one has had to confront, to varying degrees, their own, internalised version of the Tebbit test. Shall I pursue my dream, and ‘become English’, or stay loyal to my family, my roots, my religion?

Louis Bookman was the quintessential wandering Jew, travelling as a young boy with his parents on the long, arduous journey from Lithuania to Cork, then going on to Dublin, then Belfast, across the sea to England – where he played for several football and cricket clubs – and back again to Ireland. He had been born in Zagaren, a small Lithuanian town renowned for its cherries, in 1890. His America-bound family, then called Buchalter, arrived in Cork by mistake; distracted by heavy gales, they thought the ship’s captain had shouted out ‘New York’. Like many of their co-religionists, they saw their stay in Britain as the last stopping-off point in the Old World before their voyage to the New World. Along with their nine children – two of their sons continued on to America – the Buchalters moved to Dublin, changed their name to Bookman and joined the Adelaide Road synagogue.

As with his fictional compatriot Leopold Bloom, the anti-hero of James Joyce’s Ulysses, he was excluded by one group after another because of his perceived ‘Otherness’. Asked why he’d made Bloom Jewish, Joyce – who wrote the classic novel between 1914 and 1921 – said: ‘Because only a foreigner would do. The Jews were foreigners at that time in Dublin. There was no hostility towards them, but contempt, yes the contempt people always show for the unknown.’ Bloom is asked by a rabid nationalist: ‘What is your nation?’ He replies: ‘Ireland . . . I was born here. Ireland.’ Bloom’s questioner then threatens to ‘brain that jewman’. Louis was involved in a similar incident in 1921, while taking a short holiday in Dublin just before playing in an international match. As reported in a Luton newspaper, ‘the popular Town footballer was walking along Parliament Street, which was quite busy at the time, when he saw a civilian held up by two plain-clothed men, who were obviously “Black and Tans.”’ These, the paper explained, were British soldiers employed to make Ireland ‘hell for the rebels to live in’. One of them ‘pointed a revolver at him and stripped him of his money and valuables’. Bookman told the paper: ‘The assailant asked me who the h— I was, and ordered me to put up my hands quickly. I told him. He asked me if I were an Irishman and I said that I was. With an oath he then called me “a fine Irishman”, pulled a revolver from his pocket and putting the muzzle to the small of my back, he ordered me to march.’

To Bookman’s parents, that mugging would have confirmed all their fears about the non-Jewish, goyishe, world. Like Bloom, Louis was excluded from the notion of Ireland and Irishness and, up until his move to Luton, he was treated as an alien in the English sporting world. In the late Victorian and Edwardian eras, Jews were openly blackballed in upper- and middle-class sports like golf, tennis and horse racing. In 1894, Golf magazine revealed that a Manchester club ‘excludes all Jews from membership’. Golf Illustrated argued that their ‘win-at-all-costs mentality’ was alien to the British sporting ethos and published cartoons and fictional stories depicting Jewish golfers, talking in broken English, as foreign, flashy and untrustworthy. Neither were foreigners welcomed in football changing rooms. In 1892 the Canadian Walter Bowman had become the first non-Englishman to play in the Football League, signing for Accrington Stanley, but only another five – Max Seeburg, Hussein Hegazi, Nils Middleboe, Eugene Langenove and Gerry Keizer – managed to slip through the net before the FA effectively banned overseas recruits, in 1931, by introducing a two-year residency rule for alien players.

Bookman, however, was proud of his Irishness. He had made his mark with Belfast Celtic before moving to Bradford in 1912. He had won his first Irish cap against Wales in 1914 and was a recipient of one of the gold watches presented to each member of the team that won the Triple Crown that year. ‘There is not a Luton supporter who will not congratulate the Town’s outside left on this honour,’ commented the Leighton Buzzard Observer in 1921, after he had again been selected for Ireland. ‘We all hope he will be as successful as he was when he formed one of the Irish team that broke all previous records and won the International championship.’ The delight Luton fans took in his success – it was deemed a great honour for a Third Division club to have an international in their ranks – confirmed the assimilationists’ argument that Jews could eradicate their foreignness by embracing a new national identity.

In 1908, when Louis helped Adelaide become the first Jewish team to win the All Ireland Under-18 Football Cup, 4,000 Jews were living in the Emerald Isle, over half of them in the capital. Bookman tended to play up his Irishness and play down his Jewishness; if he was perceived to be different, it was better to be seen as the former. Until the early 1880s, there had been no more than about 350 Jews in Dublin. The community came into existence between 1880 and 1901 with the arrival of Ashkenazim from the Lithuanian village of Akmene. Having fled Tsarist pogroms, they quickly found an economic niche in an era of depression and developed a surprisingly vibrant web of institutions – which included several sporting organisations. Louis was a member of the Jewish Athletic Association, which had a twofold mission: to improve the physical condition of young Jews and, by organising sporting fixtures against Gentile teams, integrate them into mainstream society. Anglo-Jewish leaders – one of whom, Lord Rothschild, had served on the Royal Commission on Aliens which reported to the Balfour government – tried to make a distinction between Good Aliens and Bad Aliens. Bert Goodman was consigned to the latter category after being sentenced to twelve months at the Old Bailey for theft. A year after starring in the Tottenham team that won the Second Division title in 1920, ‘Kosher’ – as his Spurs team-mates had immediately dubbed him – was transferred to Charlton Athletic. He played in the Addicks’ first ever Football League match, a 1–0 Third Division victory over Exeter City, and, after switching to centre-forward, scored one of the goals in their famous giant-killing FA Cup triumph at Manchester City in 1923. Bookman, on the other hand, was presented in the Jewish press as both a Good Alien and a Good Sport.

The non-Jewish press had not always been convinced. In a Bradford Daily Argus probe into how he became the first Jewish immigrant to play in the top flight, the reporter wrote: ‘There is no doubt the signing of Abraham Bookman by Bradford City was one of the biggest mysteries in football.’ The paper described his strange, Houdini-like disappearance in 1911, when Belfast Celtic, who had signed him as an amateur, had been approached by City. In the end, the FA Cup holders had to pay Adelaide – who’d got wind of the deal and immediately signed him up as a professional – for his services. His eligibility to play for Ireland was questioned throughout his career, even though his family had been naturalised. When he had helped his adoptive country win the British Home Championship, at England’s expense, in 1914, he earned a lucrative move to West Bromwich Albion. After the First World War, however, he fell out with Albion officials, who refused to allow him to leave. Somehow, again ever so mysteriously, he ended up back in Ireland, playing for Glentoran and then Shelbourne. When he was transferred from Luton to Port Vale for £250, his story about being mugged in Dublin was contested by several newspapers. One questioned his claim that two Black and Tans had robbed him.

At Luton, however, the pacey outside-left had quickly won over the doubters. Colonel Goldsmid, the Jewish Lads Brigade founder, was delighted to read an article hailing him as ‘one of the few Jews to have climbed to the top of the football tree’. When he signed for the south Bedfordshire side, in the same year as Goodman’s Spurs were promoted, he was praised in the Leighton Buzzard Observer for his fair play as well as his athleticism. ‘Abe Bookman is a human streak of lightning in his speed,’ raved one of their reporters after watching him single-handedly destroy Birmingham City in a 1921 FA Cup match. ‘How many times has a great outside-forward won a Cup-tie? Countless! Add one more to the list. Reduced to essentials, it was Bookman, the Irish international outside-left, versus Birmingham – and Bookman won.’

And yet there was still something ‘of the night’ about Abe. He was often described as ‘exotic’ and ‘mysterious’ in match reports. In newspaper cartoons, he was attributed the supposed physiognomic characteristics of his tribe: dark eyes, big nose and swarthy face. During the Victorian and Edwardian eras, surveys of cranial types and hair and skin colour were all the rage – although racial theories were often confounded by the low percentage of blond-haired, blue-eyed Aryans and the high percentage of Nordic-looking Jews. In some of these cartoons, Bookman’s Biblical heritage would be alluded to:

 

Interviewer: ‘Does your brother play, Mr Bookman?’

Bookman:    ‘Well, he is able.’

Interviewer: ‘Did you say his name is Abel?’

Bookman:    ‘No! I say he can play the game.’

In August 1921, a few months after his Cup heroics against Birmingham, and not long after he played a key role in Ireland’s famous 1–1 draw with England at Windsor Park, The Times presented conclusive proof that the Protocols of the Elders of Zion was a forgery. This infamous tract, which had claimed there was an international Jewish conspiracy, had triggered a spate of caricatures depicting dishonest, greedy, crooked-nosed immigrants speaking Pidgin English. Distinguished literary figures like Hilaire Belloc, H. G. Wells and G. K. Chesterton warned of a Hebrew threat to the British way of life. In novels, newspapers and the theatre, malicious or crude images were common fare. Jews were viewed as a subversive presence lurking within the national body and caricatured as effete cowards in popular boys’ novels. In Play Up Kings, for example, a public schoolboy called Marmaduke Howard – scented, bejewelled and expensively dressed – was exposed as a nouveau-riche foreigner after opposing a team entering the house football cup. ‘I don’t hold with soccer,’ he declared. ‘It is a vulgar game for the lower classes.’ The school magazine duly outed Howard as the descendant of a Jewish old clothes salesman-cum-pawnbroker called Mosieski.

Not only did Bookman hold with soccer, he was, as an Observer interview made clear, something of an evangelist for the sport. ‘The character of one’s team-mates and opponents, in my view, forms a distinct asset in favour of the game,’ he argued. ‘The pay is also good. A place in a high-class team carries a weekly wage of £9 a week, and a bonus of £2 for a win and £1 for a draw . . . some of the most successful men in the country have passed their apprenticeship in the exacting school of football.’ Bookman aligned himself with the ‘thousands of straight-limbed, stout-hearted British boys who think they may possess the skill, speed, character and stamina that will compel success in this arena’. This failed to deflect the abuse, especially away from home, although not all of it was anti-Semitic; according to his daughter Joyce, ‘he was often mistaken for an Italian and called an “Eyetie”.’

Joyce has only a vague memory of her father, who died in 1943, when she was a young girl. By then, his English football career had been over for twenty years; he had retired at Port Vale. Although he had turned his back on his Irish family’s obdurate orthodoxy to earn a living in a hostile English world, he had ended up marrying Rebecca Sirota – who was from an even more religious family. His father-in-law Joseph, a cantor for seventeen years in Manchester’s Jewish Quarter, was equally indisposed towards football. After Bookman’s death, his wife banned all talk of his sporting life. But, after Rebecca herself had passed away, Joyce made a discovery: hundreds of letters of condolence, from officials and fans of all the teams he had ever played for, had been secretly stashed away in a locked cupboard.


Joyce recalls:



‘My mother, well, she was very well educated and she always thought the Sirotas were “royalty”. She never forgave me for marrying out of “royalty” either. Her family were from Russia, but when she lived in Manchester she only spoke English – although I remember her often speaking to a rabbi in Russian. Her brother arranged music for the Hallé orchestra. They thought they were a cut above, if you know what I mean. She felt football was an English game. I was very religiously brought up when my father died. It wasn’t just her, it was my uncles – my father’s brothers – who all thought that playing football was not the tachlas [thing to do].’

Bookman was a trailblazer because, in defying the religious and cultural restrictions of his parents’ old-world Judaism, he gave hope to all Yiddisher boys who were meshuga for the game. My generation had Mark Lazarus, whose winning goal for QPR in the 1967 League Cup Final was celebrated by Selig Brodetsky pupils as if it had brought the trophy to Leeds, not west London. My grandfather’s generation had Bookman, Goldberg and Swindon Town’s legendary goalscorer Harry Morris. Their exploits encouraged first-and second-generation Jews to defy the ‘Eleventh Commandment’ by sneaking off, behind their parents’ backs, to play football on shabbat. It wasn’t until the 1960s that the FA officially recognised Sunday football; so, for the first two generations of East European immigrants who wanted to play in Gentile leagues, it was Saturday or nothing. In memoirs written about their childhoods during the 1920s, two writers recalled fiercely contested matches taking place on Saturdays – usually far away from their own streets so as to avoid detection by frum neighbours. ‘If there was no ball available,’ wrote Ralph Finn, ‘we made one of paper and string and kicked that around. We played with footballs, tennis balls, little tiny balls, even with glass pebbles. Anything that resembled a ball, however vaguely, was game enough for a game.’ As Abraham Goldstone recalls:


I had to get my football boots out on a Saturday afternoon and I had to throw them through the cellar window to somebody who was waiting and then walk out. [My father] says to me: ‘Wo gehst du?’ That means ‘Where are you going?’ And I says: ‘I’m only going to the park.’ And he says: ‘Okay, then, be back in time.’ And we used to go and play football. None of our parents knew that we were playing football. We used to wash our jerseys ourselves. I used to send mine to the laundry as a matter of fact. It used to cost me about threepence, three pence in those days, anyway.



But while Harry Morris remains, to this day, a Swindon great – holding the record for the most goals in a League match, most goals in a season and most goals in a career – Bookman is a forgotten figure. When an article appeared in the Jewish Chronicle in the mid-1930s, celebrating Goldberg as ‘the first Jew to play in the First Division’, a correspondent felt obliged to rectify the anomaly. Bookman, he wrote, had got there first:


Louis Bookman, now resident in Dublin, played in First Division football for several years in England, namely, Bradford City 1911–14, West Bromwich 1914–15. He later on played for Luton Town 1919–22 and Port Vale 1924–25. He had the honour to represent Ireland in soccer against Wales in 1913, Scotland 1921 and England 1922. Mr Bookman also has had the distinction of playing international cricket for Ireland for fifteen successive seasons, having played against MCC at Leeds, also against Scotland and Wales. With such a record to his credit, I feel sure that a grave injustice will have been done to a great Jewish sportsman if his records are so soon forgotten.



A Somebody in a Small Place

Harry Morris was a Brady boy, the first of the youth club’s soccer-mad youngsters to make it as a professional. Like the other working-class lads who went to the club, he played chess, read books and took part in political discussions. But Brady’s declared mission was to achieve integration through sport. At first they had difficulty finding pitches, as the FA had outlawed the playing of football on the Christian Sabbath, but they were eventually allowed access to a private ground at Walthamstow. Matches soon became regular events, most of them played against other Jewish youth clubs and organisations such as the Jews’ Hospital, the Norwood Orphanage for Young Jews and Belle Athletic FC. As Brady’s annual report in 1896–7 noted, the contest with Belle:


. . . resulted in a well-earned victory for the Brady Street boys by three goals to one. The winning team, captained by Mr F. Fletcher, was made up as follows: A. Goldwater (goal), E. Toff and E. Goldstein (backs), B. Boas, Mr Fletcher and H. Woodwick (half-backs), M. Randall, A. Greenberg, A. Moscow (centre), M. Moses and P. Berlyn (forwards). A word of thanks is due to Messrs. A. S. Joseph and F. Fletcher for their invaluable help in so energetically coaching the boys and evolving out of an undisciplined rabble a team that now shows every promise of becoming a homogeneous and well balanced entity. It may be added that the game was played during very inclement weather and on a sodden ground.



Morris was born in


















Conclusion: The Forgotten


‘We are masters of forgetting.’



Jonathan Safran Foer Haggadah, 2012

In the New Age English football has become, to adopt Philip Roth’s assessment of baseball, ‘a space where the marginal can become central, where the charges of not really belonging, of not being real men, of being interlopers or cheats can be defeated.’ Abramovich’s wealth and Bernstein’s power have, undoubtedly, insulated them against anti-Semitism. But the fact that the two most influential men in the domestic game refuse to downplay their ethnicity suggests that the epic Anglo-Jewish journey from ghetto outsiders to football insiders is now complete. And that, a hundred years after an Irish-Lithuanian immigrant abandoned his Jewish family for the ‘bright lights’ of Bradford, we should acknowledge this astonishing success story, and celebrate the gall, brazen nerve, effrontery and incredible guts – the chutzpah – of the mostly forgotten pioneers featured in this journey.

They have been forgotten for three reasons. Firstly, because of the Jewish, and indeed general immigrant, tradition of starting afresh and not looking back. As mountaineers, and upwardly-mobile migrant communities, will tell you, you don’t look down when you’re climbing.

Secondly, because of Anglo-Jewry’s deeply ingrained history of accommodation. In writing this book I have discovered a new appreciation for this strategy. I can understand why centuries, even millennia, of negative stereotypes and images, based on the notion of the Jew as Christ-killer and money-lender, have informed my tribe’s self-effacement, why the impulse to lower our voices has always been latent, why tight-lippedness – even in the New Age – has often been advisable. As Naomi Alderman observed in Disobedience: ‘British Jews cannot speak, cannot be seen, value absolute invisibility above all other virtues.’ Our tendency, according to her fellow novelist Linda Grant, has always been ‘not to look too Jewy’. We can be ‘Jewy’ in private, of course, but – from Bookman’s outraged parents to Bernstein’s outraged rabbi, from Goldberg’s disappearing act to Dein’s removal from the history books – it makes a kind of sense to keep such stories to ourselves. Like Israeli wine, they don’t travel. Far better to confine them to the self-contained, embellished circuit of weddings, barmitzvahs and funerals than give them a public airing and draw attention to our ‘Otherness’. That way, anti-Semitism lies.

And yet, in 2003, an influential government report, Who Are We British?, concluded that: ‘We are a multicultural society . . . made up of a diverse range of cultures and identities, and one that emphasises the need for a continuous process of mutual engagement and learning about each other with respect, understanding and tolerance.’ Its author, Sir Bernard Crick, observed: ‘Dual identities have been common, even before large-scale immigration.’ A historically attenuated Anglo-Jewish identity, which dates all the way back to medieval England, has, in recent years, become more assertive: film festivals, TV documentaries, book weeks, flourishing cultural organisations and publications. In the past, assimilated English Jews rarely wrote or produced work about their own ethnicity, as we know from the careers of Lucian Freud, Peter Brook and Harold Pinter. But a rising generation of writers, artists and critics now seeks to be heard. According to Matthew J. Reisz, editor of the Jewish Quarterly, the house journal of Anglo-Jewish intellectual life, they now ‘move in and out of Jewish identity as one part of their British identity’. Jewish stories, Reisz observed, are ‘being told very well, and unapologetically . . . in a completely unselfconscious way,’ as ‘part of a wider British conversation’.

So why, then, so few stories about Jews and football? This brings us to the third reason. Could it be that, at some deep-seated level, football is still regarded as an un-Jewish game? Like many Jews of my generation, football provided entry to an English childhood and confirmed my English identity. I loved both its aesthetic beauty and raw physicality. At my Jewish primary school, the playing of it was banned – which made it all the more exotic. But at my synagogue, every Saturday morning, there was a tacit acceptance that most of the congregation would be going to the match in a few hours’ time. At my mixed secondary school, I played in Jews v. Christians matches at lunchtime, but soon graduated to the school first team. I often wondered why I was the only Jew in it. There were plenty of other good players, but they were turning out in Jewish leagues on a Sunday. And now, for the last fifteen years, I have been making my living writing about it. This is my second book about football. I have even co-written a play about being a football-obsessed Jew growing up in the 1970s. It was packed out for most nights of its run and received some great reviews. But quite a few of my family disliked it. It was a community play featuring thirty-odd characters, but none of the cast was Jewish. It was staged in Leeds, which still has a community of around 7,000, but I estimated that no more than 100 turned up to watch.

‘An age-old question would perplex Jewish circles,’ wrote Jeffrey S. Gurock. ‘Was it possible for a dedicated player to maintain strong ties to the faith – or at least to continue to ally himself with his people and his past – as he made every effort to emulate the way of the Gentiles in a modern arena?’ The conflict between the values of traditional Judaism and athletic competition has not disappeared. When I was a boy, there was a backlash against anglicisation. My headmaster, like many communal leaders, feared it had gone too far. The mission was no longer to make Jews appear and think more English but to Stay Jewish, to make the younger generation more interested in the Jewish aspect of their identity and prevent the further fracturing of the community. But the die had been cast. Our parents and grandparents had been socialised into the English working class through sport. For me, football was a way of transcending the claustrophobic confines of my Jewish suburban existence. It enabled me to become who I wanted to be, to think of myself as English as well as Jewish; to think of my football-mad family as rooted in the life of the country rather than tossed on to its shores by circumstance.

It didn’t erase that eternal voice in my head, though. The one that makes me feel guilty for enjoying the pointless spectacle of grown men running around like meshuga. For defying the Eleventh Commandment: ‘Football is not for a Yiddisher boy!’ For shedding a distinctive part of my identity. I used to hear that voice on the terraces, but these days it whispers those six words into my ear every time I get my laptop out at a press box on a Saturday afternoon: ‘Does your rabbi know you’re here?’


Select Bibliography

Adar, S., Liverpool: Football, Life and Death, Glory, 2007

Brenner, M. and Reuveni, G., Emancipation through Muscles, University of Nebraska, 2006.

Brook, S., The Club, Pan Books, 1990.

Cohen, R., Tough Jews, Vintage, 1999.

Conn, D., Richer Than God, Quercus, 2012.

Davies, H., The Glory Game, Weidenfeld and Nicolson, 1972.

Dee, D., Jews and British Sport, Manchester University Press, 2012.

Downing, D., The Best of Enemies: England v Germany, Bloomsbury, 2000.

Downs, D. and Edwards, L., The Definitive Reading FC, Tony Brown, 1998.

Endelman, T. M., The Jews of Britain, 1856 to 2000, University of California Press, 2002.

Feldman, D., Englishmen and Jew: Social Relations and Political Culture, 1840–1914, Yale, 1974.

Foer, F., How Soccer Explains the World, HarperCollins, 2004.

Fry, B., Big Fry, Barry Fry: The Autobiography, HarperCollins, 2001.

Fynn, A. and Whitcher. K., Arsenal: The Making of a Modern Superclub, Vision Sports, 2008.

Glanville, B., The Rise of Gerry Logan, Secker and Warburg, 1963.

Glanville, B., Soccer Nemesis, Secker & Warburg, 1956.

Gold, D., Pure Gold, Highdown, 2006.

Jacobson, H., Coming from Behind, Vintage, 1983.

Jacobson, H., The Mighty Walzer, Jonathan Cape, 1999.

Jacobson, H., Roots Schmoots, Viking, 1993.

Keston. M., Superfan, Vision Sports, 2010.

Lambert, N. and Mitchell, V., Jews and Europe in the Twenty-First Century: Thinking Jewish, Vallentine, 2008.

Lazarus, M., A Club Called Brady, New Cavendish Books, 1996.

Mattick, R., Swindon Town Football Club: 100 Greats, Tempus, 2002.

McDonald, T., Leyton Orient: The Untold Story of the Os’ Best Ever Team, Football World, 2006.

Meisl, W., Soccer Revolution, The Sportsmans Book Club, 1956.

Midgley, D. and Hutchins. C., Abramovich: The Billionaire from Nowhere, HarperCollins, 2004.

Panayi, P., An Immigration History of Britain, Pearson, 2010.

Scholar, I. and Bose, M., Behind Closed Doors, Andre Deutsch, 1992.

Shindler, C., Manchester City Ruined My Life, Headline, 2012.

Shindler, C., Manchester United Ruined My Life, Headline, 1998.

Simpson. D., The Last Champions, Bantam, 2012.

Sinclair, C., Blood Libels, Allison and Busby, 1985.

Sugar, A., What You See Is What You Get, Macmillan, 2010.

Taylor, D. J., On the Corinthian Spirit, Yellow Jersey, 2006.

Teeman, R., A Lawyer for All Seasons, Scratching Shed, 2011.

Wilson, J., Inverting the Pyramid, Orion, 2009.

Winder, R., Bloody Foreigners, Abacus 2004.

ops/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





ops/images/f0007-01.jpg
CLAVANE'S CIGARETTES







ops/images/9780857388131.jpg
[NDESYTNJR
RABBI(\(NOW
YOU RE'HERE?

‘The story of the involvement of Jews as players,
administrators and owners in English professional football’
RICHARD WILLIAMS, Guardian, Sports Books of the Year

ANTHONY
CLAVANE









