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INTRODUCTION



This is the story of an English football club during the season 1971–72, a long time ago, in another century, where they did things differently. The money, the merchandising, the television exposure, the players, the clothes, the conditions, the styles, the stadia, everything would appear to have totally changed since this book was first published.

At the time, I worried that it might be seen as only of interest to that half of north London who supported Spurs. At Arsenal and elsewhere, they might refuse to read it. Yet it has been in print constantly since 1972.

In 1972, I went round saying, no, really, it could be about your team, any team today, at the top of its powers – just give it a chance. As the years went on, I’ve also had to add a warning – please ignore the mention of flares, people long gone, dated references you might not understand, and try not to laugh at the piddling wages, modest homes and modest lifestyles.

Why has the book continued to sell so well? I suppose the simple reason is that inside a club, inside a dressing-room, basic things are much the same, despite the externals having changed so drastically. The fears, the tensions, the dramas, the personality clashes, the tedium of training, the problems of motivation, injuries, loss of form, the highs and the lows, new people coming through, old stars beginning to fade, that sort of stuff goes on, and will go on, forever.

The 1972 edition is now a collector’s item, if you can find a copy. I’ve been asked for it time and time again over the years, not just by Spurs fans, but by bookshops, new and second-hand, all over the world. I have only one copy of the original left, and that is very filthy because my son Jake, then aged eight, used to read and re-read it in bed every night. The whole book is full of very complicated red crosses and ticks. He gave each section and each player a star rating, then he’d change his mind, and his rating systems.

I suppose the most correspondence I have had concerns the forty or so pages of appendices I put at the end of the book, all about the players’ football details, lifestyles and opinions. I’m a sucker for any sort of list, and at the end of a book I always bung in all the stuff in note form I haven’t been able to work into the body of the text. I realised anyway that as I had such intimate access to a group of eighteen or so sportsmen, at the height of their careers, I should take the opportunity to ask them all the cheeky questions I’d always wanted to ask. Getting each of them at home, on their own, away from the ridicule of their team-mates, made it fairly easy to put personal questions to them, the sort an outsider would never dare ask otherwise.

I did ask an academic friend, Dr John Carrier of LSE, to help me phrase the questions, as he said I owed it to future research to get the thing done properly. At the time, I rather scoffed. But over the years, I should think not a month has gone by without some student somewhere writing to tell me that he or she is using my material in their own research thesis. What normally happens is that they put my findings against a present-day group of sportsmen, not necessarily footballers, not necessarily in Britain. You can, of course, get degrees in sport these days, at various colleges and universities. Nice to think I’ve helped a few PhDs along the way.

In this new edition, I have included some further appendices for anoraks everywhere. As well as the original 1972 surveys of the players, their life and habits, there is a similar survey of the 1985 team and also of the 1997 team, so we now have three lots of surveys to be compared and contrasted. I have also included details of what happened to the 1972 team and what those players are doing today.

Over the years I’ve also had, of course, the ordinary fan letters. In the 1980s, I got a letter from Bryan Robson, captain of Manchester United and England, who was still a schoolboy when the book first came out. ‘A friend of mine has told me your book The Glory Game is the best of its kind yet written. If at all possible, could you please let me have a copy?’ But I wasn’t able to help him. I just couldn’t find a copy at the time. Morris Keston, that ardent Spurs supporter who was interviewed in the book (see Chapter 18), frequently wanted more copies to give as presents.

Then, in 1985, out of the blue, this terribly good firm in Edinburgh – yes, Edinburgh in Scotland – said they would like to reprint it, just as it was, but with a new introduction. Why? Well, Cyril Connolly once said that any book which is reprinted more than ten years after publication has become a classic. So I suppose this book must, in its modest little way, be considered some sort of classic. Of its kind.

The most surprising aspect of all, back in 1972, was that we sold foreign editions. This is very unusual with such a book. It was published in Norway, as Kong Football, and in Denmark, as Kong Fodbold. The Scandinavian interest can be explained as they took our Match of the Day live. It was even published in the United States, by St Martin’s Press, which was the biggest surprise of all, considering that at the time soccer was not being played much in America, and the names of the Spurs players were completely unknown across the Atlantic.

It was also serialised by two London newspapers, at the same time, which was a great help, the Sunday Times and The People. And that was where my problems began. It ended with me getting a threatening letter from a solicitor, the only one I’ve had in writing books, from Lord Goodman, our leading legal light of the day, or at least it was from his firm, Goodman Derrick. The Spurs board, so the letter said, wanted the book withdrawn while changes were made.

During the first few months of doing the book, living with the team, both at the training ground and in the dressing-room, I had always expected something to go wrong. This was a bit more than I had bargained for.

It all began when I approached the club, as a book writer, not as a sports journalist, saying I wanted to observe them over a season. I had been a Spurs fan since 1960 when I’d arrived in London, so naturally I wanted to devote my time to a team I had always enjoyed watching. But in terms of a book, any other First Division team would have done. The experts I spoke to, sports writers like Brian Glanville, warned me off Spurs. Their board was known as being very stuffy and unfriendly and Bill Nicholson, the manager, could also be stiff and cool. I wouldn’t be allowed in. No football reporter in Britain, then or now, is ever given entry to the dressing-room.

Looking back, I’m not sure how I did it. I suppose not being a football correspondent was a help. They didn’t know my name and therefore had nothing against me. I wrote to the chairman, the manager, the captain, explaining in detail what I had in mind. I then had various chats with them, promising that each person in the book would read the bits about themselves, and the manager and the chairman could read the whole lot before publication and correct any factual mistakes. I also agreed to share the profits, 50–50, with the first-team pool. (This in the end drove my agent nearly demented. As small payments dribbled in, he had to divide them nineteen ways. I think he was quite pleased in the end when the original book went out of print.)

Nobody at the club ever actually said no, I couldn’t do the book, but at no time did I have a contract with any official. That was why I feared, for so long, that if my face did not fit, I would be straight out and all my work would have been wasted. I was willing to accept that. I was doing the book for my personal interest, because I wanted to get inside a dressing-room to see what life was really like at a professional club.

Very often I didn’t have the proper tickets, and all football clubs are obsessed by passes and tickets, but after a few weeks I managed to walk around as if I was part of the club. Travelling away, both in Britain and abroad, was the easiest, because I was presumed to be a reserve player. All the players were completely helpful and honest. I went to all of their homes, was invited to their parties, heard their worst fears, but I hope did not betray any real confidences. There was one senior player they all disliked behind his back, but he never knew this, so I felt it was unfair to point it up, though there are clues. Naturally, I kept references to girls in hotels to the minimum.

The most exciting part of all was being in the dressing-room before and after a match. I always tried to hide, to get into a corner, because I felt sure that one day the manager, in some rage with the team, would suddenly catch sight of me out of the corner of his eye, and I would be out. The scene I remember most was in Nantes (Chapter 11) when Bill for once had a proper row with Martin Chivers, the one which finished, by chance, with the broken glass on the floor. I knew then he was looking for someone to vent his rage on, but I managed to escape.

It was interesting to read Bill Nicholson’s own book, Glory Glory, published some years later (Macmillan, 1984), in which he says that he was upset that I had been allowed ‘to become virtually one of the players’. With hindsight, he would not have allowed it. After the Nantes match, so he wrote, he found himself keeping quiet when he wanted to say a lot of things, just because I was there. ‘Davies needed that sort of freedom to enable him to write such a revealing book. People in the game and our supporters enjoyed the book... but there were occasions when I deliberately held back because of his presence.’

I apologise, Bill, if I did inhibit you. But of course the real basis of his problems at that time, which he honestly admits in his very interesting book, was Chivers. I could see it in Bill’s eyes all the time, yet he never let his real emotions come out, even when I wasn’t there. (And though I got into the dressing-room, he did bar me from team talks, in which players told me he was equally tight-lipped.) He could never find a way to motivate Chivers, a task beyond most managers, and would be driven into silent rages when the player, for all his gifts, would disappear completely in vital games.

At the training ground, however, Bill was always very helpful, making me a welcome visitor, allowing me to take part in the pre-season training, joining in all the exercises, wearing the training strip, getting in the bath with them afterwards. That was a marvellous beginning to my season and gave me excellent material for the first chapter of the book.

When The Glory Game came out, several football reporters on the popular papers tried to stir things up by implying I had been cruel to the players, making them out to be morons. This is untrue, as I hope you will see, though I did finish the season feeling rather sorry for professional footballers, their lives so regulated by those background coaches, missing out on so much of the normal growing-up years, continually under pressure, both physical and mental, and, most of all, getting such little pleasure out of actually playing football.

The popular press also got Eddie Baily, the assistant manager, to say that he was upset. If I did upset him, then I do regret it. There was this conspiracy in football that all books about the game, especially official books, about individual clubs, must be utterly anodyne, with no flesh-and-blood people, no real conversations or feelings, no emotions, just the usual ghosted banalities or dry statistics, and certainly no bad language. In the book, Eddie does shout and swear quite a bit, but then he’s a coach. That’s what coaches do. And in far stronger terms than anything I reported.

I like to think that it did give a glimpse of the real world of football. Not the whole truth, of course, but there were no lies, no public-relations gloss or supporters’ club genullections. The strangest thing of all is that no one has done a similar book since. Perhaps I ruined the pitch for everyone else. The word got round in football that I had done a hatchet job, been nasty about them, revealed things which they would have preferred to keep secret, so perhaps other clubs have been determined to keep nosey writers out of their dressing-rooms. Whatever the reason, a similar book, with similar access, has not appeared.

I can’t see it happening either. Every player and his dog has an agent today, plus a lawyer and accountant. A host of sponsors follow them around, merchandising and marketing men pull their strings and newspapers have them under contract for every pearl. Getting into the Premiership dressing-room is probably impossible, but even if you did, you’d need dozens of legal agreements before you could publish a word.

My 1972 legal row, of course, gave people in football the idea that I had indeed been horrid. What caused the Spurs directors to instruct a solicitor was the way The People did their serialisation of the book. I’m not blaming them. They, naturally, gutted it very cleverly, stringing all the juiciest bits together. I honestly didn’t think there were any, and still don’t, but I suppose a superficial reader could see lots of references to, say, Gilzean having lots of empty bottles in front of him, and be led into thinking that the book must be full of footballers boozing. Tut tut. Footballers drinking? What an allegation.

As I had agreed with the players, they read the bits about themselves. Bill was given the whole manuscript, though I doubt if he ever read it properly. But I had proof that the chairman indeed read every word because he sent it back with his handwritten comments on a lot of pages. I told the lawyers all this, and sent them evidence, and that was the end of the matter. I didn’t hear another word.

In the chairman’s defence, I’m sure he read the bits not about himself rather quickly, and probably did not recognise them when he saw them reproduced in The People. It is now all rather trivial, a very small storm in a half-time teacup. But I suppose it did help to give the impression that the book might be hot stuff. Reading it now, such allegations are laughable. When you think what modern pop stars reveal about themselves in the press, and even many footballers, then this book reads like Enid Blyton.

The sort of Second World War language and metaphors with which Eddie Baily used to exhort his troops, urging them over the top, were still typical of the times. Both he and Bill had been in the army, had seen men act like men, not like these long-haired fairies. As with so many managers and coaches of the day, they were from another world, another generation. Their hatred of long hair was real. It did drive them mad, hence Bill making the whole youth team have a new photograph taken, with a different hair style. Imagine that happening today.

The gulf between such managers and their players was enormous. They had grown up in the age of a maximum £20 wage, which meant that in their playing days footballers had earned little, with no nightclub life, no commercialisation, no TV, no groupies chasing them. People like Nicholson and Bill Shankly in many ways despised their players for being soft and cosseted. I once met a famous Liverpool player who said that when he had a broken leg, Shankly accused him of doing it deliberately. Oh, they were hard men, those old 1960s managers.

There are still a few hard men who believe footballers have to be treated like children, disciplined and kept in their place, but they are dying out. The modern manager has much more in common with the modern footballer. He too earns a big wage as a manager. That is one of the many changes in recent years, the rise of the Manager as Star. Successful ones are courted by the media, have their own columns in the press, and rival clubs, at home and abroad, offer them fortunes, enough to set them up for life, if it is thought they can save their team. I don’t know what Bill Nicholson earned at Spurs, but I bet it was ridiculously little.

Since 1972 we have seen the arrival of black footballers. Spurs had none, at any level, when I wrote the book. Behind the scenes there was clear antipathy and prejudice, though that again was conditioning, people brought up in a certain way at a certain time. That mentality has gone. Most teams now have three or four black players – but so far very few Asians.

Another big change in recent years has been the arrival of players from abroad, attracted by big wages and the freedom of contract. Often these days there are only one or two English players in a leading English team. Hard to imagine this happening back in 1972, yet it wasn’t long after this that the first foreign imports arrived at White Hart Lane.

I went to see Osvaldo Ardiles and Ricardo Villa play their first game for Spurs, up at Nottingham on 19 August 1978, reporting the match for the Sunday Times. We’d had a dreary and very unglamorous few years, we Spurs supporters, watching the team drop to the Second Division, oh ignominy, and, even worse, having to suffer Arsenal’s success, but Keith Burkinshaw had pulled off a master stroke, spiriting away two Argentine World Cup players, though no one then knew much about them. On that occasion, Villa looked the likelier to succeed, as the Forest players found it almost impossible to knock him off the ball, but Ossie seemed a bit more frail and perhaps not up to our rough English style. (It ended 1–1.)

At Cheshunt, the next day, almost 10,000 turned up just to watch the new Argentinians go through a training session. It heralded the age of the foreign imports. Even old-fashioned, traditional British managers decided it was time to start scouting abroad, instead of the lower reaches of the Scottish divisions.

In the end, Ossie proved to be the better buy. Villa went home sooner, and was never an automatic first-team choice, yet he has left behind an image which will remain with all British football supporters, at least those who remember the Cup final of 1981, the centenary final, in which Villa dribbled, as if in slow motion, as if he was never going to get there, right through a crowded penalty area and scored his extraordinary goal.

Perhaps the most amazing change of all has been the money in football. Everything goes up all the time – wages, income, the price of season tickets. As I write, it’s hardly worth jotting down the figures as they’ll be out of date by the time I finish the paragraph. But here are a few facts to show the scale and momentum. In 1972, the annual turnover at Spurs, from all sources, was £500,000. They didn’t, of course, in those days have such vulgar things as advertising in the ground or in the programme. Nor did Arsenal. Top clubs, proud of their image, did not do such things. As for having the name of some commercial sponsor on the front of one’s shirt, the very idea was repellent.

In 1979, annual income had grown slowly to £1.4 million. By 1985 it had jumped to £5 million, thanks partly to the introduction of something else not thought about in 1972 – executive boxes. In 2000, Spurs’ turnover was over £40 million. It seemed a lot – but not as much as Manchester United’s £100 million.

An established player in the Spurs side of 1972 was earning £10,000 a year. That is now the norm for one week’s wages for a fairly ordinary Premier player. Superstars, foreign players, glamorous players can easily earn £2 million a year from all sources – with the very top ones getting about £5 million a year. It means that one player today can earn in a year ten times as much as the whole of Spurs FC earned in 1972. I happened to interview Bobby Charlton in 2001 for a BBC Radio 4 programme, about reaching the age of 64, and I asked him afterwards what was the most he ever earned in football. He thought hard and said £15,000 in 1968, that was his best-ever year as a player. By then, he’d won the World Cup with England and the European Cup with Manchester United. You still can’t actually do better than that. Yet his £15,000 in one year is what a similar top player today earns in ONE DAY.

When players retire now, they need never work again, as anyone who has played a few years in the Premiership should have several million in the bank, and probably several houses. At the end of this book, in the appendix on what that 1972 team is now doing, you’ll see that Terry Naylor is working as a postman. Hard to believe that any of our stars of today will end up as postmen.

In the 1972 survey, I quizzed them about the possibility of staying in football. Out of eighteen in the first-team pool that year, eleven said things like, ‘Not bloody likely. I’ve seen Bill Nicholson after a game, and I couldn’t stand it. I’d end up in a loony bin.’ Six said they’d like to coach, either amateurs or professionals, but that was all. Only one actively contemplated being a manager. That was Martin Peters. ‘I love the game so much,’ he said.

After training, most players, then and now, talk about cars, girls, clothes, girls, holidays, money, music, girls. Martin would watch the apprentices and point out things I’d missed, predict who would make it, and he was always right. He did become a manager, but alas not for long. Too soft, too remote, too cerebral? There is a theory that only failed or flawed players make it in management. If you have known only success as a player, it is hard to cope with failure as a manager. Martin Peters went on to work in insurance. (He’s now also a director at Spurs.)

But the strange thing is that eight from that year at Spurs went on to become managers, despite what they said at the time. Alan Mullery, captain that year, seemed obvious management material, though at the time he denied it. He was the one who feared he’d end up in a loony bin. For a while he did well as a manager, at Brighton and Fulham. Mike England, known as ‘Brains’ behind his back because they all thought he was slow, became a good manager of the Welsh national team. Steve Perryman went into management at Watford, though not quite as successfully as Joe Kinnear, who worked wonders at Wimbledon. Two players, both in the book, but reserves at the time, also went into management: Phil Holder became manager at Brentford, and Graeme Souness, well, he’s been manager almost everywhere. The eighth manager was the late and much lamented Cyril Knowles, who died in August 1991, aged forty-seven, the first fatality amongst the players who appeared in The Glory Game.

As I write, we have at long last got an old boy at Spurs, the Blessed Glenn Hoddle, but who knows for how long, or how long Spurs will remain at White Hart Lane. That will be the end of an era. Arsenal have already done their deal leaving Highbury for ever. While working on the book I did come to feel a great sympathy for the players – and also the manager. He knows the worst long before we do. He realises the mistakes he has made, the dummies he has bought. He sees loss of form weeks before we do, knows about injuries being hidden, weaknesses being carried. He hears about domestic daftness, drink, drug and driving problems which players are striving to keep secret. He has to deal with the ones who can’t be told, the ones too thick to learn, the ones too clever for their own good. He knows the cowards and the cheats.

I also realised how the players suffer. They feel the agony and experience the pain more than the supporters – and they have to live it, seven days a week. We can go home at five o’clock on a Saturday, kick the telly, switch on the wife, settle down with a Holsten Pils and feel sick. That gets it over with for another week. The players, poor petals, cannot escape.

Despite being millionaires, the pressures are if anything greater today. There are bigger squads, more and often better people waiting on the bench, greater rewards for the few teams who succeed but greater perils and further to fall for the teams and payers who don’t make it.

They should still be prepared to be shot at, shat on, by fans who don’t quite understand what is going wrong or why, by reporters who know only part of the story, and by managers who know too much and appear at times nasty, brutish and short-memoried.

All the same, the players are human. They are not primarily in it for the money, whatever we might think when they roar around in their Ferraris. They do try hard, train hard and truly cannot understand loss of form, loss of confidence or loss of loyalty from people they thought would always love them. This book is an attempt to take you into their world, to give an understanding of the pains and pleasures of being a professional footballer.

Hunter Davies

2001


DRAMATIS PERSONAE



First-team players Alan Mullery (captain), Martin Peters, Martin Chivers, Pat Jennings, Alan Gilzean, Mike England, Cyril Knowles, Philip Beal, Joe Kinnear, Steve Perryman, Roger Morgan, Jimmy Pearce and Ralph Coates. Leading reserves Tony Want, John Pratt, Terry Naylor, Peter Collins, Ray Evans, Jimmy Neighbour, Barry Daines and Phil Holder.

Manager Bill Nicholson

Assistant manager Eddie Baily

Trainers Johnny Wallis and Cecil Poynton

Youth-team manager Pat Welton

Club doctor Brian Curtin

Directors Sidney Wale (chairman), Charles Cox (vice-chairman), Arthur Richardson, Godfrey Groves, Geoffrey Richardson

Club secretary Geoffrey Jones

Assistant secretary Bill Stevens


1. THE FIRST DAY



Summer had been very late acomin’ in and June had been all rain but now we’d had over a week of sweltering sun with temperatures over eighty and everyone was convinced that summer had at last arrived. It was Thursday, 15 July, and Wimbledon had just finished. Miss Goolagong was still in everyone’s minds but cricket was now dominating the sports pages. The school holidays had yet to begin. Most of the population were thinking about their summer holidays. Very few were thinking about football. It wasn’t the weather, it wasn’t the season, it wasn’t the time for football.

Tottenham High Road, up in the anonymous terraced wilds of north London, looked almost pleasant. It was nearing ten o’clock and the morning rush hour was over for another day. The first of the early shoppers were appearing, rolling up their summer-dress sleeves.

The home of Tottenham Hotspur Football Club is at 748 High Road, N17. You could easily miss it, if you were rushing along the High Road with your head down. It’s set slightly back from the road with the main entrance down a little lane beside a pub, the White Hart. But once you’ve stepped back and taken it all in, it’s hard to believe that anyone could miss it. The stadium lurks behind the High Road like a vast battleship with its floodlights towering over the rooftops for miles around.

The stands were empty. There was just one car in the large carpark, stranded in a far corner like a leftover from one of last season’s forgotten dramas. As far as Spurs were concerned, 15 July was the start of a new season. For any professional club, the four weeks of full-time pre-season training are four of the most vital of the year.

An empty coach swung into the carpark and reversed, backing up towards a door in the corner of the stadium. Inside the boot room were ten boys, in sparkling clean shirts and well-pressed hipster trousers. Three of them were sixteen and the others were only fifteen. One was reading out bits from the Melody Maker while the others jeered. When they heard the coach, they stopped and opened the door of the boot room and allowed the sun to stream in.

For seven of the boys, all newly signed apprentice professionals, it was the first day of their lives as full-time footballers. The other three were apprentices who’d been at it for up to a whole season already. They told the others to put the boots in the skips and then push the skips out and put them in the boot of the coach.

Johnny Wallis, the trainer, was sorting out the strips. Above him were rows and rows of boxes, all labelled with their contents. ‘White tops for black feet’ said a box behind his head. He supervised the boys as they loaded the skips, the balls and finally a large weighing machine onto the coach. Then the boys got on the coach themselves and sat on their own at the back, waiting. Johnny sat at the front with the driver.

Two of the older boys had their arms round each other’s shoulders, almost abstractedly, as if for comfort, looking out of the windows towards the offices, waiting for Pat Welton, the youth-team manager. The fifteen-year-olds seemed nervous. They looked too young for the battles ahead, too innocent for the world they were entering. They appeared unaware that in almost every way they’d voluntarily given up leading a normal life.

In many ways, they’d taken the major step years ago. At least one of the ten had been first approached by Spurs when he was only twelve and a half years old. From that moment, he’d lost interest in school work or any desire for a trade apprenticeship. All of them had known for at least a year they were going to Spurs. All of them had been passionately desired, coaxed and coached, encouraged in almost every way, except financially, to sign on the dotted line and become a Spurs apprentice.

Of the ten hopefuls in the back of the bus, sitting so eagerly and so patiently, probably only one would reach the top and finally make the Spurs first eleven. Three or four more might make it to full professional status and play for the reserves, then leave to play in other teams, lower down the leagues. The rest, well, they could end up at eighteen without a job in football and unqualified for anything else.

Two of the sixteen-year-olds said yes, they knew the problems. They knew the odds were against them. But having once got to Spurs, you could always go somewhere else. If you started at a lower club and failed, that was it.

A dark-haired boy from Belfast, ex-captain of the Northern Ireland schoolboys team, said he had chosen Spurs from a total of twelve professional clubs who had approached him. If he failed at Spurs, he’d be too disappointed to carry on. He’d go straight back to Belfast and get an ordinary job. The boy beside him, who came from Oxford, said he’d play for anyone, in any league, if Spurs chucked him out. He’d manage somehow.

At the front of the bus, the driver was peeping his horn. Johnny Wallis, sitting beside him, said that Pat must be in Bill Nicholson’s office. They’d have to wait.

‘Oh Gawd,’ said the driver, ‘I hope it’s not like this every day.’

‘Don’t worry,’ said Johnny.

‘I’ve done some miles since last season,’ said the driver, making conversation.

‘Oh yes,’ said Johnny, not listening. ‘I was in Japan. You should have seen the turf. It was like coconut matting.’

The boys at the back strained to hear any of the Japan gossip. It had been the first-team’s close-season tour, not of course for the youth or reserve players. Two and a half weeks at luxury hotels, all expenses paid, plus pocket money. They’d only got back on 11 June, tanned and affluent-looking, loaded down with cheap dolls, transistors and cassettes.

At one time, just a few years ago, all footballers got three months off in the summer, taking other jobs to supplement their wages. These days, with wages up to £200 a week, they don’t need other jobs, but they do need time off. Apart from those ten boys on the coach, every full professional making his way to Cheshunt that day felt that the new season had arrived too quickly. They thought of the four weeks of training ahead as a long hard drag.

At last a message came that the coach could go. Pat was going by car. As they drove out of the ground, past the White Hart pub and right up the Tottenham High Road, a very fit-looking middle-aged lady in a short summer dress was going past on a bicycle. She waved at the coach and Johnny Wallis waved back. The boys took no notice. It was Darky, wife of Bill Nicholson, the Spurs manager. Their house is only a few minutes from the ground. She always says he would like to be even nearer, perhaps have a flat in the stand, so that he need never leave.

It was almost a rural sight, the trainer waving to the manager’s wife as she cycled past to do her shopping, as if Spurs were a village football team. It all comes down to scale, when the carpark is empty and fifty thousand people aren’t thronging the High Road.

The coach was heading for the club’s training ground at Cheshunt, nine miles up the Cambridge Road. Football clubs never practise on their own pitch – the turf is too valuable. The sixteen-year-olds were talking about the training sessions they’d done at Cheshunt last season, being men of the world, having seen it all before. The younger ones took it all in, apprehensively. The Oxford boy said he’d hurt his back right at the beginning, with all the exercises, and had felt rotten for half of the season.

‘I didn’t know whether I was coming or going,’ he said.

‘It was being told not to hold the ball,’ said another. ‘That’s what I didn’t like. I thought they’d let me show a bit of individual skill, but that was the last thing they wanted. No one can show off. You must get rid of the ball at once.’

On the back row was Bobby Scarth, the son of a former Spurs professional, looking out of the window. He’d shown such natural ability in evening trials while still at school the previous year that the club had decided to sign him on as an apprentice for one year, even though he had hearing difficulties. The other boys had already got used to him, and he to them. He was to be treated like everyone else and no fuss made of him. It was hoped by the club that the press would be unaware of him for as long as possible.

There are three pitches at Cheshunt, one with a miniature stadium, plus extensive dressing-rooms, showers and a large dining-room. In all, about nine acres of lush lawns in the best part of suburban Hertfordshire. They bought it twenty years ago for about £35,000. Today it must be worth around a quarter of a million. They own it freehold, just as they own their ground in Tottenham. Many clubs lease their stadium and their training ground, if they have one.

A few of the first-team players were just arriving. Alan Gilzean was getting out of his Jaguar. Joe Kinnear was signing autographs by his new MGB GT. Mike England arrived in his new Capri, a surprise present from his wife (even footballers’ wives have money these days). A group of about half a dozen teenage girls screamed and ran towards him, then stopped, hesitant. Girls who run after pop stars keep running, desperate to grab hold of everything, half-convinced he’s their property anyway. They buy his records and feel they own him. But girls, and boys, who hang around football stars are much more respectful. They keep their distance, cowed when they reach the presence. The girls held each other, nudging and whispering, and then, giggling, they shyly asked for his autograph.

The apprentices got off the coach and Johnny told them to help with the balls and the gear. All apprentices have work to do as well as training. While the professionals go home after training is over for the day, the boys have to clean boots, wash out the dressing-rooms. Although this was the first day of the club’s pre-season training, the boys had had to report three days earlier, on the Monday. They’d been set to work right away, doing painting jobs, cleaning and whitening the lines on the practice pitches.

The first team stood around on the lawns like nature’s stars, talking to each other in their own confident group. Even if you didn’t know any of their faces you could have told immediately they were the sixth form. They looked so adult and famous compared with the thin, half-developed apprentices. In another group stood the reserves, looking like reserves, lacking the first team’s Mediterranean tan or their natural superiority. They were equally stocky, but somehow rougher and tougher, with the right-length long hair but unkempt and all ends.

The first team were saying hello and how are you and how’s it going to Ralph Coates. Everybody stood back to eye him. From the first team down to the apprentices, everybody wanted to have a look at Ralph Coates. It was his very first day at Spurs, the beginning of a new life, new friends, new rituals, new traditions. He had narrow trousers, compared with the first team’s obvious flares, and shoes which looked remarkably pointed. Surely even up in darkest Burnley they weren’t still wearing Italian shoes.

Bill Nicholson had signed Ralph Coates during the summer for £190,000. It was the highest amount of cash ever paid for a British player. A record which no doubt would soon go, just like other records which Spurs have created in the transfer world over the years. But Coates wasn’t the most expensive player in the country that day – Martin Peters held that particular record, though his price of £200,000 had been made up of cash and a player in exchange. Martin Peters, of course, also plays for Spurs.

Coates looked nervous as he shook hands all round, very politely. He’d been the star player in a team which had failed and been demoted. Would he be a star player in a team full of stars? How long would it take for him to settle in? Whose place would he take? Any new player, any new person, in any new group causes question marks.

The new season would find Coates’s true worth, whatever that might be. The new season, like every other season, would also result in a new find. One of those young reserves would be bound to come through and join the sixth form and immediately start looking like a star. And if that happened, which star would fall? Apart from players maturing and finding form, or losing it, the season would also bring injuries. By the law of averages, there was bound to be at least one serious injury, putting a player’s whole career in jeopardy. It had happened last season, It would happen again.

Martin Peters arrived, bringing the number of Jaguars to three. Pat Jennings had slipped in quietly, without saying much, and was standing at the back of the first group. Goalkeepers don’t say much.

Peters went across and said hello to Coates, asking him curtly if he’d got a house, then he went in to the dressing-room to change. Martin Peters hates hanging around, doesn’t go in for chat and is never happier than when he’s sitting stripped and ready, all tense, with half an hour to go to kick-off.

Peters, like Alan Mullery and Martin Chivers, already knew Coates. All three, being full England internationals, had played with him in the national team. The arrival of Coates now brought Spurs’ total of current England internationals to four, a greater number than any other London club would have for the start of that season.

The first team went into the first team’s dressing-room and hung up their coloured long-collared shirts. Cyril Knowles, the left full-back, admired Coates’s old-fashioned shirt. Coates said thanks, very sincerely. ‘You’re only allowed the same clothes two days running,’ said Cyril, nodding to Philip Beal for confirmation. Philip said yes. ‘That’s the rule, Ralph.’ Coates looked suddenly very worried. They all laughed.

Bill Nicholson, their manager, was changing with them, putting on his training shoes and shorts. For fifty-two, his body was hard and sturdy. He could almost have been mistaken for a player. Only his hair gave away his real age. It’s so closely cropped he looks as if he’s been sentenced.

They went out and stood in front of the rose garden, waiting for Bill to say something. Each year, on the first day of the pre-season training, he usually gives a little pep talk, welcoming everybody briefly with a homily about the good name of the club and how it mustn’t be spoiled by things like long hair. Like most football managers, he has a phobia about long hair. But he said nothing. When he was ready, he simply led the way out of the room, across the lawns to the pitches.

It was already seventy degrees and not quite ten thirty. The sun was blazing down as forty footballers in brilliant red, blue, yellow and green training sweaters appeared and started spanning out across the pitches. Behind them came Johnny Wallis and two other members of the coaching staff, dragging behind them forty brand new sparkling white footballs.

The sweater colours had been decided by Bill Nicholson. Inside in the dressing-rooms he’d pinned up lists of four teams of ten, each a different colour. It was all very democratic. Each group had players from the first, reserves and youth teams, equally mixed. For the next four weeks, every new fifteen-year-old on £10 a week would be treated the same as an experienced £200-a-week man, twice his age.

‘We’ve got wonderful facilities here,’ says Nicholson. ‘Every player, from apprentice to first team, has the same opportunities to use them. That’s our promise when they join and we live up to it. They have to take turns, of course, but no one says bugger off, this is the first team’s ball court. It’s everyone’s.

‘We try to make it varied and interesting. I’ve never heard our players complain about the training. Obviously no player likes practising a skill in the rain so we go indoors to the ball court. Footballers don’t like endless running round the track. They prefer to run with a ball at their feet, but you’ve got to practise both.’

He strode out across the pitches and stood in the middle of one pitch, surrounded by his players. He shouted to them that he wanted everyone to get a ball each and do some juggling, keeping it up six times, and then six times heading it, just to get the feel of it. After five minutes, he moved on to passing movements, telling them to split into pairs. Then they moved on to fives, with one in the middle, giving wall passes to the others in turn.

For an hour he took them through a succession of ball exercises, each one getting more complicated. He blew a whistle when each was over, bellowing from the middle the directions for the next.

Alan Mullery, captain of Spurs, was in the same group as Bobby Scarth. He bent down in front of him and went over any complicated instructions so that the boy could read his lips and understand his gestures.

Ralph Coates looked more worried than Bobby. He was in a far group and finding it impossible to hear what Bill was saying. The old hands, like Mullery, had been through most of the exercises before. But to Coates, Nicholson’s was a strange voice with new tones, new phrases, new likes and dislikes to be mastered.

During all the exercises, Nicholson kept up insistent criticism or encouragement. ‘Cyril Knowles, I was watching you there!’

‘You bloody would be,’ muttered Knowles, well out of earshot.

‘And I saw that, Gilly,’ barked Nicholson.

Alan Gilzean had yawned, quickly turning his back to Nicholson when he’d felt it creeping out, but not quickly enough.

After an hour, they moved to another pitch where Bill Watson, an ex-Olympic weight-lifting champion, took over. Twice a week throughout the season he takes Spurs for weight training and other exercises. He lined them up in rows and soon the sweat was pouring off them. The midday temperature was seventy-seven degrees. As he demonstrated each new exercise he breathed out heavily, giving a roar which echoed round the ground like a London bus putting on its air brakes.

By this time there were about fifty spectators at the end of the pitch, kept at bay behind a rope, many of them girls, some families with kids, some working men just off night shift. They laughed at Bill Watson as he shouted and then oohed with sympathy as the forty players bent and desperately tried to keep up with him.

Two press photographers were watching the training, the only two allowed on the ground that day. One was an agency man, to get the picture every London newspaper had asked for – Coates shaking hands with Mullery.

The other was a local Cheshunt photographer, one used by the club for official pictures such as the club handbook and programmes. One of the jobs he’d had at the end of last season was to photograph the Spurs youth team because they’d won the Youth Cup. The club wanted a colour photograph of the team which would be sent as a present to each proud parent. ‘Terrible, terrible,’ Bill Nicholson had told the photographer when he brought in the print. The photographer was about to defend his work when Nicholson pointed at the haircuts. He wanted the photograph taken again – after they’d all had their hair cut.

At eleven thirty, Bill Nicholson called a break. The groundsman brought tea and they all rushed to grab a plastic cup each, then threw themselves on the ground for a ten-minute rest. ‘We didn’t get no tea at Burnley,’ so Coates told his group. Nor did they touch a ball for the first week of training. It was all road runs at Burnley. ‘That’s this afternoon,’ someone told him, groaning.

After tea, they returned to ball games, doing intricate five-man passing movements, heading games, hand-ball matches, all with complicated-sounding rules, some so new that even the older players couldn’t follow them.

‘Get your hair cut, Chivers, then you’d hear me,’ shouted Nicholson.

Eddie Baily, the assistant manager, arrived. He’d been with his wife to hospital. He joined in, shouting loudly for greater effort. Eddie, like Bill Nicholson, is an ex-Spurs and England player. But whereas Bill keeps his thoughts and his tensions to himself, very rarely losing his temper, Eddie is more on the surface, shouting aloud his thoughts, even his prejudices, managing to work himself into a rage on apparently very little. But today he was relatively subdued, because of his wife. A few of the more senior players asked how she was. He said not very good. They hadn’t operated after all.

They finished with some practice games, firstly five-a-side, and then two full-scale matches, with all four teams playing on the same pitch. Forty players playing two games at once. They all looked in amazement. It was the first time Bill had told them to do such an exercise. It was surprisingly interesting. There was a constant series of attacks with the two goalkeepers in each goal constantly diving to save shots. Given TV exposure, it could catch on.

Then they broke for lunch. While they showered, their sweaty clothes were put back in the skips and into the coaches and sent back to Spurs to be dried. A new set of training clothes, forty shirts, undershirts, shorts, socks and training shoes, all clean, were already laid out for the afternoon training. Every article of clothing is dried immediately after use by the two full-time laundry ladies, back in Spurs’ own laundry.

In the dining-room, the first team sat together. Coates was again being asked about his house and was he liking it. It was the only thing they could think of to ask him. The conversation then left him behind as it ranged round Japan, parties, cars, investments and girls.

It was chicken soup, roast beef, tinned fruit and custard. During the season, their daily training always finishes by one-thirty. But for the four weeks of the pre-season, Cheshunt becomes a camp, where they spend each entire day, training and eating together. Meals by Mecca, a nice concession they’ve had for some years. At two-thirty, Bill Nicholson, who’d had lunch in the dining-room at his own table with Eddie Baily and the rest of the coaching staff, said they were going on a run. He was already in shorts and a training shirt and red training shoes. When everyone else was ready, he set off out of the ground, his legs going like pistons, and turned left up a country lane. Everyone followed behind, most of them running to keep up.

It’s known as Bill’s road run, although it’s really a very fast walk. The leaders, who kept carefully abreast of Bill and never ahead, were flaying themselves like professional walkers to match his incredible stride. Even at his age it was obvious that he could equal any of them at road walking and was better than most.

We spread out in a long line. From about the middle onwards, they were doing a fast jog to keep up. Eddie Baily was bringing up the rear on a bicycle, screaming at everyone to keep at it. Pat Welton, the youth-team manager, was running in the line, dressed in a tracksuit.

I was wearing the normal training outfit, number 22, the number vacated by one of the reserves who’d moved to Torquay during the summer. Every professional on joining the club is given a number which is printed on each item of clothing. The numbers go from I up to 40. You get it at random, depending on which are vacant when you arrive. Joe Kinnear, for example, is number 8, the number Danny Blanchflower had when he was at the club. Way back in the 1930s, before they were all born, Bill Nicholson had number 8 when he too played for Spurs.

It was by now well over eighty degrees and the road was running in tar which splatted as we went along. I felt myself falling further back and ended up with the slackers at the end, led by Roger Morgan, Cyril Knowles and Jimmy Neighbour.

We went up a hill and the sweat was dripping from everyone. Eddie Baily was labouring heavily on his bicycle. Roger and Cyril were gently holding the back of his seat, unbeknown to Eddie.

‘Come on, you lot. Keep running. I’m surprised at you, Jimmy Neighbour. You know that Roger Morgan is a bad influence on you.’

They were puffing and panting, too tired to comment till they got up the hill. Roger and Jimmy are two of Spurs’ wingers. Their future in the first team looked pretty gloomy, now that Ralph Coates had arrived.

Roger Morgan, bought for £100,000 two seasons ago, had been out through injury much of last season. Jimmy Neighbour, a former Spurs apprentice and now still only twenty, had managed to make his first-team debut while Roger was injured. He’d been hailed as a new boy wonder by many papers. Jimmy, being younger and more innocent, tends to take a lead from the cocky, more experienced, rather flash Roger Morgan.

‘You’ve got nowhere, Jimmy Neighbour,’ shouted Eddie. ‘And you’ll get nowhere, not with him.’

‘Thanks, Ed,’ said Roger, laughing directly at him.

‘I mean it,’ said Eddie. ‘The object of a football team is to win trophies...’

‘Jimmy’s got a few,’ said Roger. ‘You should see the notches on his cock.’

‘That’s the sort of remark I mean,’ said Eddie. He shook his head in heavy disapproval.

Eddie cycled on to shout at another group who were wandering off the pavement and into the road and looked in danger of being run over. When he went ahead, a bottle of orange juice appeared from someone’s shirt and was passed round, then thrown in a hedge. We passed a school and all the kids in the playground stopped to cheer and wave. One or two shouted ‘Arsenal, Arsenal’.

Eddie screamed at everyone to take care and go into single file as we came to some workmen mending the road. A black labourer looked out of a hole and gave us a cheer. ‘Man, you’ve got it easy,’ he said to Eddie, jeering at him because he was on a bicycle.

‘Don’t force me,’ said Eddie, very quietly, cycling on, saving his reply till he was out of earshot. ‘Why don’t you go back to the jungle and eat bananas.’

‘Ignorant twat, that’s what you are,’ said Cyril Knowles, running beside Eddie.

‘I call you a white bastard, so what’s wrong with that?’ said Eddie. ‘I tell you to get back to your igloo, don’t I? You’re the one who’s ignorant.’

Cyril comes from the far north, Yorkshire. He’s usually first when it comes to the cheeky remarks, baiting Eddie. His accent sounded funny. Almost everyone else at Spurs speaks broad London. About eighty per cent of the professionals come from the London area, which is unusual for a London club. At Arsenal and Chelsea a much larger proportion come from the north or from Scotland. Ralph Coates had been amazed that morning to be told he was the only Geordie in the Spurs camp. At Bumley there had been so many Geordies they’d often played Geordies against the rest in practice matches. Geordieland, of course, produces professional footballers out of all proportion to its size.

‘Christ, I could go a cold lager,’ said Alan Gilzean, the only Scotsman in the Spurs first team. He was jogging with difficulty, the sweat covering his ample forehead. He hates road walking. He thinks footballers aren’t meant to walk.

Eddie moved along the long line again and Roger and the others got back to more serious topics. For several miles they discussed investments, houses and furnishings. They were trying to get Jimmy Neighbour, who is unmarried, to move out of his mum’s house and buy a little flat, which they would of course help him to use. They shouted to Joe Kinnear, who’d become a director of a furnishing company during the summer, asking what discount he could get for them.

At the front, Bill was silently pounding on, with Martin Chivers and Peter Collins at his elbows and a trio of eager apprentices just behind. There was no talking at the front. At the back, it was all talking and jokes and oaths.

We ran through a council estate and Roger gave a run-down on the trade-in price of every car outside every door.

‘Hey, there’s some new council houses going up,’ shouted Cyril. ‘You wanna get your name down, Ralph.’

The road run finished about four. We covered about six miles. Not much, for a group of athletes, but arduous enough on the first day back in training, especially after a whole morning of other more gruelling physical exercises. Most of them made a great show of groaning and complaining, making out it was worse than it was, like a lot of schoolboys, all for Eddie’s benefit. No one moaned in Bill Nicholson’s presence.

‘I’ve always been good at road walks,’ said Bill Nicholson afterwards in the communal plunge bath, lying down with his players, soaking himself. Roger Morgan had got a shampoo from somewhere and was doing his hair. Martin Chivers was in the shower, waiting for one of us to get out of the plunge so he could get in.

‘Road work is very good for footballers,’ continued Bill. ‘It gets all the muscles going without too much strain. I always take the first couple of days fairly easily. I like a short easy start, which is why I always start the new season on a Thursday. They have the weekend to get any stiffness out. We get down to hard training next week.’

Roger Morgan was telling a long story about someone who’d been trying to sell some players some stolen furniture. Everyone laughed when he’d finished, including Bill.

Martin Peters was the last out of the bath. Bill and Eddie were out and getting dried, watching him.

‘Can you manage or do you want a hand, Martin?’ asked Eddie.

‘I hope you’ll soon be fit, Martin,’ said Bill, all smiles. The two managers were laying it on heavy, smiling, but serious like most of their jokes. Martin Peters had cried off from the Japan summer tour at the last minute, saying he had gastro-enteritis. Most players suspected he’d just done it because his wife wanted him to stay at home. Martin gave a lopsided grin, his ears sticking out even more than usual with his short wet hair pushed back. Martin Peter’s hair, clothes and lifestyle and his attitude to training have Mr Nicholson’s full approval, which can’t be said for all his players.

‘Come on, Mart,’ said Eddie. ‘I’ll give you a hand. You must still be weak.’

Martin still didn’t reply.

‘I hope you will be fit, Martin,’ said Eddie. ‘If you’re in the team, that is.’

‘Yes, just because you play for England doesn’t mean you’ll play for Spurs,’ said Bill.

‘We knew Alf before you, you know,’ said Eddie.

‘That’s right,’ said Bill, smiling. Sir Alf Ramsey, England’s team manager, played for Spurs alongside both Bill Nicholson and Eddie Baily.

It was the sort of gentle if rather heavy teasing, meant affectionately, which Bill now and again goes in for, if things are going well or at the beginning of a virgin season when nothing has gone wrong, so far. All the players take it, quite proud to be picked on. One or two of the flash ones, like Roger Morgan, might make faces behind Bill’s back when he’s doing it, but they never answer back in case they ruin it all.

‘On you go, Martin,’ said Bill, smiling, the incident over.

Martin went to get dressed and Bill and Eddie followed him. The groundsman, Don, an ex-Spurs apprentice, but one who never made it, brought in a tray set with tea for two, for the managers. Eddie had a folder marked ‘Pre-season training’ and he chatted to Bill for some time about the next day’s training programme. Some years ago, Bill Nicholson used to write out exact details of every minute of the training schedule. After fifteen years as Spurs coach and then manager, he knows what exercise he is going to use, although he is always adding to them. Eddie is the one who now keeps any notes, under Bill’s direction, and writes out the training schedules.

They drank their tea alone. Outside stood five very worried-looking young professionals, all around eighteen, all with just one season as a professional behind him. Everyone else had gone home, roaring away in their fast sports cars or, in the case of the reserves, their second-hand Fords.

One of the youngsters, Joe Peck, had a nasty feeling that Bill had asked them to wait because they were going to be told they were getting a ‘free’ – a free transfer. A few players had got them at the end of the last season. Joe had stayed at school, Holloway Comprehensive, until he was seventeen, which is unusual. He’d played for Spurs’ youth team as an amateur until he’d signed professional forms a year ago. He has five O levels and one A level, which puts him in the intellectual class as far as footballers go. He at least would have some qualifications if he was now rejected.

Mr Nicholson eventually came out. He looked serious and dour, his normal expression. It was impossible to tell what he was going to say to them. The jokes in the bath had been forgotten.

He told them briefly and to the point that all five of them were to be given another £5 a fortnight. They bounded away, as soon as he’d finished, most of them piling into an old Anglia belonging to Graeme Souness. Not long ago, when he’d still been an apprentice, Graeme had run away from Tottenham, leaving his club digs and going home to Edinburgh, because he felt homesick. This is one of the problems many young players of fifteen have to face when they arrive in a big alien city and nobody can understand their funny accent. It happened to George Best of Manchester United. He returned to Belfast after only a few weeks because he found Manchester so strange.

Bill got into his white Rover 2000 and drove away. The coach was being loaded up with the afternoon’s dirty washing, forty sets of sweaty, sodden training strips. Then the ten apprentices, the ones who’d come in the coach that morning, got into the coach and settled down for the journey back to Tottenham. Their first day of training was over.

All the boys looked exhausted but they were noisily discussing whether they’d be stiff tomorrow and what they thought of Ralph Coates. They wondered if he’d feel as stiff tomorrow as they knew they were going to feel. Most boys agreed Coates looked a bit out of things, which wasn’t surprising. One boy said he thought he’d looked clumsy, compared with someone like Martin Peters. ‘Well, Martin Peters now, he’s a bit special, isn’t he,’ said another boy thoughtfully. They all nodded.

There was a groan of pain from a boy at the back, John Margerison, ex-Hertfordshire Boys and an England Boys trialist. He suddenly jerked his body forward and was violently sick. His action had ruined his shirt, a brand new one he’d got specially for the first day, but at least he missed the boys beside him. They all helped him to clean himself up.

It hadn’t been a hard day. It was probably just that Margerison had drunk too much saline water, provided by the club after training to put back salt in the body lost through sweating. He’d also had some tea, which couldn’t have helped his stomach. As Bill Nicholson had said, he’d only been breaking them in gently, as it was the first day. The hard days were ahead.


2. RALPH COATES



Ralph Coates went straight home from the first day’s training to the flat which the club had provided for him till he found a house of his own. He and his wife Sandra, along with their two-year-old daughter Lisa, had arrived in London only four days previously, on the Monday. So far, they’d disliked everything about London.

It was an anonymous upstairs flat in Green Lanes, Palmers Green, one of the busiest thoroughfares in north London. The traffic noise, night and day, was inescapable. Each evening so far they’d sat alone, feeling lost and abandoned, with nothing to do and nobody to speak to. They couldn’t go out and leave the baby alone and they didn’t know how to get a babysitter. There was no phone, no radio and no television. Spurs were refusing to give their address to any friends from Burnley who were ringing up, trying to find out where they were. Spurs never give out home addresses. Ralph was beginning to feel he didn’t exist. In Burnley, he’d been the idol of the town. They mobbed him in the streets and when it was announced he was going they were crying on his doorstep. At Burnley they put his name on the programme even when he’d been injured all week. They’d push him on, strapped up and full of cortisone. They feared half the crowd wouldn’t turn up if Ralph Coates wasn’t playing.

In Burnley, he’d had a secluded luxury bungalow, with fields all around. On their first night in London he and Sandra had to sleep under raincoats. They’d been told the flat would have everything they needed, but none of the beds had blankets.

It was the lack of a telephone which was the worst of all. They couldn’t even ring estate agents to start looking for houses, not that they had any idea which area of London they wanted to live in. They’d been told the terrible prices they would have to pay for a house and were valiantly prepared to go up to £15,000, though they knew that was three times the price of a comparable house in Burnley. They’d had trouble selling their Burnley house, with that part of Lancashire being a depressed area, and had to bring the price down, just to get shot of it.

‘Monday was terrible,’ said Ralph. ‘We’d driven all the way down from Burnley and we couldn’t even get in because there was no key. We had to wait outside till somebody came. Then when we saw the bare flat with no blankets or phone or nothing, Sandra said I don’t like it, I want to go home. I thought hell, what a start. I said, come on, lass, we’ll give it a try for a few days. But I said if she still didn’t like it, I’d go and see Bill and
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