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			ROG: To my wife, Vanessa, my kids, Samson, Ber, Zion, and Oz, and Everton Football Club. Aka the things in life that allow me to experience human emotions I am otherwise sadly numb to.

			DAVO: To all my greatest mates, you know who you are, in life, love, TV, and sport. To my kids. And to my mum and Roman Abramovich. I owe you both so much.

			ROG AND DAVO: To all our Great Friends of the Pod…Kung Fu Fighting America!

		

	
		
			EDDY: The entire British Empire was built on cups of tea…

			SOAP: Yeah, and look what happened to that.

			EDDY:…And if you think I’m going to war without one, mate, you’re mistaken.

			—Lock, Stock and Two Smoking Barrels
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			Introduction

			Hail! Unfortunate Accidental Readers and Great Friends of the Pod.

			The volume you have in your hands was designed to be many things:

			
				1. The final nail in the coffin of the long-floundering publishing industry.

				2. Living proof that it is possible to write a worse book than Does God Love Michael’s Two Daddies? by Sheila K. Butt.

				3. An ill-advised attempt to journey into the inky dark, unexplored depths of the Men in Blazers universe, every detail of which we have created hand in hand with our masochistically loyal listeners over the past eight years, pod by pod, show by show, tweet by suboptimal tweet.

			

			To achieve the first two objectives, we chose to focus solely on the third. This task demanded we wallow in the history and culture of football, the sport we both love. With its pantheon of heroes and villains, moments of glorious ecstasy and searing despair, dodgy haircuts and surplus neck tattoos, it has empowered us to experience emotions other people seem to feel in real life, to which we are both inured. No telenovela could provide soapier story lines to keep us hooked like football…a game with plot points that unfurl live without a safety net, as the whole world watches.

			

			—

			Witnessing the game we love grow and grow in America, the nation that we love, has been the thrill of our lifetimes. We both arrived on these shores as innocents, equipped with full heads of our own hair, in the early 1990s. Back then soccer had seemingly forever been cast as America’s “Sport of the Future,” its recent past little more than a collection of false dawns and hyperbolic predictions that it was about to become the Next Big Thing.

			We well remember the day when FIFA announced its intention to host the 1994 World Cup in the US, prompting panicked former-AFL-quarterback-turned-US-representative Jack Kemp to declare on the floor of Congress: “I think it is important for all those young men out there who someday hope to play real football where you throw it and kick it and run with it and put it in your hands a distinction should be made that football is democratic capitalism whereas soccer is a European socialist sport.”

			Yet, slow and steady wins the race. We have watched with wonder, World Cup to World Cup, as the game’s profile has inexorably risen to the point that the sport’s profile has taken its place alongside seersucker, cheesesteaks, and the collected works of Raymond Carver as a symbol of American freedom and democracy.

			Indeed, our obsessive love of football and Men in Blazers’ very existence has been possible only because it was powered and reinforced by that surging rise of interest, as well as by the fact that you allow bald men on television in the United States.

			The question is often asked as to why, season to season, week to week, game to game, more and more Americans have fallen under football’s poetic sway. Many theories have been advanced. Just as baseball thrived in “the Golden Age of Radio,” and the NFL was the perfect televisual sport, soccer’s rise has been driven by the Internet in general, and EA Sports FIFA in particular, which have enabled fans in Los Angeles or North Dakota to experience and follow their teams as closely as supporters in Leicester or Newcastle.

			Also, alcohol. If a gent is in a bar drinking a beer at 7:30 in the morning, society deems him to be an alcoholic. If Liverpool are losing to Bournemouth on a television in that very same bar whilst that aforementioned beer is being quaffed, we consider that man an American soccer fan. If we have learned only one thing during our beer-stained Men in Blazers odyssey it is this: Never underestimate the extent to which Americans adore an excuse to drink during the daytime.

			Ultimately, we like to believe football’s American boom has been made possible by a realization that sporting audiences here have made en masse—that when they experience soccer, they might not be watching home runs, end zone dances, or tomahawk dunks. They are glimpsing life itself unfold before their eyes. The legendary Arsenal manager Arsène Wenger once articulated this best when he said, “Football is like real life but in a more condensed way, more intense. At some moments it catches you suddenly and it can be very cruel.”

			As two men, we could not be more different. One of us is an optimistic Londoner who believes everything is possible. The other, a negative Liverpudlian who sees Cossacks lurking behind every door. Yet we are bonded by a mutual understanding that soccer in all of its forms—men’s or women’s, international or club—as long as it is played by bipeds, is the key to understanding human existence. As George Eliot once said:

			
				Art is the nearest thing to life; it is a mode of amplifying experience and extending our contact with our fellow-men beyond the bounds of our personal lot.

			

			If you substitute the word “football” for “art” here, it could not be better said. This book, then, is for readers who believe that, or would like to. Fans old or new, young or old, deeply knowledgeable or neophyte. An encyclopedic collection assembled at great loss of life, of the greatest games, most legendary characters, soaring moments, salty chants, and the occasional self-indulgent yet critical detour, that make up everything you need to know about the game. Reading this cover to cover might not improve the way you play the sport, but it will, we hope, make you better human beings, which is arguably, almost as important.

			Courage.

			Rog and Davo
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			Roger Bennett
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			Michael Davies

			New York City

			May 2018

			
				P.S. The thing we are most proud of about this book are the entries shifting from Beckenbauer to Beckerman to Beckham, thus accidentally though correctly placing the great Kyle Beckerman in the pantheon where he belongs.

			

		

	
		A

		Accents: I have lived in the United States for over half my life. The experience has shaped the way I think, view the world, and drive my automobile. One thing it has not come close to changing is my accent. My wife has always joked that I clung on to my English accent because it is my only asset. Truth is, it is a liability rather than an asset. Fifty-seven percent of my interactions with random shopkeepers or bank tellers involve them being unable to resist uncorking their own English phrases in marbly-mouthed Dick Van Dyke–esque accents:

		“Fancy a cup of tea, luv?”

		“Fish ’n’ chips!”

		“David Beck-ham.”

		“Jus’ let me sweep ya chimnee.”

		Yet, I have nothing to counter with. I can’t even do a vague American impression. On the eve of my fortieth birthday, as I took stock of my life and the seventeen years I had spent in the United States, I attempted to list the phrases I could say like a true American:

		“Hot Dawg”

		“A million bucks!”

		“The whole enchilada”

		“Hooray for Hollywood!”

		“Soccah”

		“Ful-HAM Football Club”

		“F*%k You, Pal”

		Brad Evans, player for the USMNT and Seattle Sounders, challenged us over Twitter to do an entire episode in fake American accents, wondering if anyone would still watch the show if that was the case. The question touched a nerve in the American soccer-loving community—why are so many English-accented broadcasters immediately afforded respect based solely on their accents? As it turned out, NBC’s research division delved into our ratings and discovered that the people who adore Men in Blazers are not even soccer lovers. They are bald fetishists who couldn’t give a crap about our accents or our mediocre soccer expertise. —RB

		Achilles Feet: A symbolic medical predicament ascribed by John Oliver to any player like former Liverpool legend Jamie Carragher who appears low on skill, high on passion.

		Adidas: My relationship with Adidas dates from 1974. It was formed not by football but by my love of tennis and particularly a balding, mustachioed, comb-overing, gangly, but oh so elegant tennis player from Southern California—Stan Smith. The man whose face and name is emblazoned on the coolest and most understated, pure sneaker slash tennis shoe of all time.
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		I liked everything about Stan Smith’s game—the rhythm of his serve, his catlike movement, the effortless power of his crisp volley. But mostly, I was obsessed with Stan Smith’s shiny white and green shoes. Stan Smiths replaced my Dunlop Green flash, my department store brand tracksuit was upgraded to a slick gray meets blue that Adidas called “Petrol,” with three navy blue stripes on the sides of the arms and legs and a scarlet trefoil on the chest. I have never owned any sportswear which I have worn with more pride. —MD

		Allardyce, Sam:
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		A walking morality tale as a man who spent his life dreaming of becoming England manager only to be forced to resign within sixty-seven days after advising undercover reporters on how to break the laws of the game in return for lucrative kickbacks. His rise and fall are even more remarkable when you consider his body consists of 73 percent ham products and resembles the bastard offspring that would result if a hippopotamus made love with a steak and kidney pie.

		American Television and Soccer: In 1990, I spent one of the greatest summers of my life as a counselor at a sleepaway camp in Maine. For those of you who went to camp, I was the requisite creepy English counselor with cut-off denim shorts who spent eight glorious weeks savoring the American summer camp traditions of lanyards, Devil Dogs, and wedgies. But my overriding memory was my first encounter with America’s cruel indifference to the sport I loved. This was the World Cup in which English football momentarily shed its hooligan brand on a march into the semifinals which had stoked England’s hyperbolic tabloid media to jingoistic fever pitch. The day of the semifinal against West Germany was one of the most frustrating of my life. I spent an afternoon driving frantically from one sleepy rural bar to another. All were broadcasting the local Portland minor league baseball game. Not one was able to direct their massive satellite dishes toward a signal that could pull in the World Cup semifinal. In the pre-Internet age I had to wait for the next day’s Boston Globe to discover the bitter result. England predictably lost on penalty kicks. Perhaps it was for the best. —RB

		Argentina: Not to go all Paul Krugman on you, but one of the most admirable things about Argentina’s consistency as a world footballing power is that while Germany, Brazil, and Italy all rank among the world’s ten biggest economies (and between them, they’ve won 13 of the 20 World Cups) Argentina is the economic outlier. The team that defies the correlation between a nation’s GDP and their ability to win the big one.

		Stylistically, Argentine football has patented a long tradition of violent beauty. Their fans crave both the Gambetta, a slaloming style of dribbling run described by the poet Eduardo Galeano as strumming “the ball as if it was a guitar,” alongside a cunning guile and physicality that is known as La Nuestra, or “our style of play.” Thus, Argentine players are able to undo opponents with clinical pace, or by pinging the ball around their box, but if a groin or kidney presented itself for a good punching along the way, they could be easily persuaded to give it a thunderous jab. Thus their great team of the 1950s were known as the “Angels with Dirty Faces.”

		This is a team who will stop at nothing to win, stooping even to handing opponents spiked water bottles during breaks to drug them in game. When England finally worked out how to beat them in 2002, thanks to a penalty won by a flopping from Michael Owen, the Argentine media merely nodded their approval at his deceit and willingness to cheat to win. “THEY’VE LEARNED!” was one headline.

		Yet, Argentina have always been far more than Al Davis–era Oakland Raiders. Their team always had to be both admired and feared due to their production line of visionary, creative playmakers, El Diez, “The Ten”: Juan Román Riquelme, and now Lionel Messi. Victory leads to sainthood. Lose, and it is all their fault.

		As mighty as they have been in the past, Los Albicelestes have gone over two decades without winning a trophy. Dakota Fanning was not yet born when they lifted the 1993 Copa America. Their teams have been talent-stocked, yet their biggest problem was how to get the best out of Lionel Messi. As revered as he was, Argentines remained suspicious of the man who moved to Barcelona aged fourteen, viewing him as a foreigner, El Catalán, who never shone in an Argentine jersey and even retired briefly from international football with tears in his eyes after misfiring in a doomed penalty shootout loss after 2016’s Copa America Centenario final.

		Despite their ongoing agony, the Argentinians find reason for optimism. The pope, Francis, was born in Buenos Aires and is football mad. Their fans draw solace from his support. “If one Argentine can do what he does,” they say, “just imagine what twenty-three can do.”

		Arsenally:
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		To dig a massive hole, raise your fans’ hopes by almost climbing out of it, only to fail at the last minute. See their 2015 Champions League round of 16 exit to Monaco in which they slumped to a humiliating 3–1 home defeat in the first leg, then against the odds took a 2–0 lead in France but could not net a third and were eliminated on away goals.

		This kind of noble defeat is possibly the most painful kind. It is also incredibly French. In 1863, the Foreign Legion cemented its romantic legend during the Defense of Camarón, where sixty-five legionnaires held 2,000 Mexican soldiers at bay until they ran out of ammunition. With six men remaining and not a bullet between them, the legionnaires swore to fight to the death, fixed bayonets, and attempted a futile charge. The wooden prosthetic hand of the deceased leader of the action, Capitaine Jean Danjou, was recovered, and every year it is solemnly sent out on parade, a reminder of his death, the nobility of defeat, and the Legion’s motto, “March or Die!” This is French glory. Understand it, and you will appreciate the essence of everything that is Arsenally. A way of life in which stoic dignity in defeat is always preferred to a pragmatically won trophy.

		Aston Villa:
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		The most pleather, beige, vanilla team in English football. A once proud team who won the European Cup—the Champions League predecessor—in 1982, beating Bayern in the final, bought to their knees by American owner Randy Lerner, who essentially turned them into English football’s version of his former NFL franchise, the Cleveland Browns, before selling them on.

		For new American fans, believing Aston Villa was once a European power is as hard to believe as learning Tara Reid was once a highly desirable Hollywood starlet. Despite their modern-day descent into mediocrity, the club still boast a glut of celebrity fans—Princes Edward and William, Duran Duran’s Simon Le Bon, former Conservative prime minister David Cameron, Tom Hanks, Ozzy Osbourne, and the late Fred Perry. It always amazes me Davo does not support them, as this is, coincidentally, a list of his male heroes.

	
		B

		Baker, Gerry: Gerry Baker was one of our favorite interviews ever. The seventy-three-year-old former US international was the first American ever to score a hat trick in top-flight English soccer.

		We were introduced to Gerry in February 2012, after Clint Dempsey, then playing for Fulham, smashed three goals past Newcastle. The British newspapers heralded this as the first American hat trick in the English top flight. Many of our listeners pointed out that a striker named Baker had actually done so fifty-one years earlier. We went to the record books and found the outline of the story—Baker had been born in New Rochelle, New York, to English parents who returned home to Britain ahead of the Second World War. We immediately put out an APB over Twitter and, thanks to a slew of GFOPs, tracked Gerry down in Scotland, where we found him, still eager to talk about his career in which he had starred as a “compact striker with the grace of a gazelle” plying his trade for St. Mirren, Manchester City, Ipswich Town, Coventry City, and ultimately the United States during the doomed qualification process for World Cup 1970.
   [image: Gerry Baker: a lost gem of US soccer history] 
   Gerry Baker: a lost gem of US soccer history
 
 
 

		Our conversation began with us asking the retired pro how many hat tricks he had netted in English football. “So many I have lost count,” Baker chuckled. “That was my job. Scoring goals was what I was paid to do.” Gerry talked with excitement about the experiences he had after being called up for the US out of the blue. Most of his teammates had been born in Hungary or Germany and now played on semipro clubs dotted around New York and St. Louis. Despite the fact the US team played before crowds of 4,000, which was much less than the 20,000–25,000 Baker was used to entertaining at St. Mirren, the striker declared in his thick Scottish accent, “I can’t tell you how proud I was to play for my country, the United States.”

		Rog tested Gerry’s loyalty by asking him which team he would support if England played the US. Baker laughed and responded, “America! That should go without saying, because I am Scottish as well!” When asked if that was merely the Scottish contrarian in him talking, Gerry did not have to hesitate for a second. “If Scotland and America played, I would still support America,” he said warmly. “Let’s put it like that.”

		Sadly, Gerry Baker passed away in August 2013. To remember his life is to be aware of the rich and complex footballing history that, though often forgotten, flows through this nation’s veins.

		Bald Denier: Any man who elects to face up to thinning hair by elaborate combing, the desperate use of thickening product, a full-on hair transplant (see Rooney, Wayne), or the dreaded comb-over. Simply cannot be trusted in professional or personal relationships. Never rely on a person who cannot face up to the truth when it is staring right back at him in the mirror on a daily basis.

		Balding Sectors: The Unicorn. The Hair Island. The Monk. The Fooling No One but Yourself. The Wayne Rooney.

		British comedian and broadcaster, and fellow Chelsea fan Johnny Vaughan, was the first person I heard referring to “problems in various sectors” while he was applying hair-building fibers to his receding mop in the dressing room of My Kind of Town, a short-lived ABC variety series that he hosted and I produced in 2005. Over “Pops and Tops,” poppadums and Lager Tops (beer with a bit of Sprite at the top), at an Indian restaurant in Hell’s Kitchen, we developed the sectors theory into a very basic Dewey Decimal System for the patterns of male baldness, all of which started with the number 3:

		3.1: Left high forehead

		3.2: Center forehead

		3.3: Right high forehead

		3.4: Crown of head

		3.5: Center of head, forward of crown
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		Problems in sector 3.1 always go hand in hand with problems in 3.3. Followed, almost inevitably, by 3.4. However, these same men can hang on for quite a while in 3.2 and 3.5, which is why many think Davo is “way less bald in person.” Davo, however, is very worried about sectors 3.1 and 3.3 receding further to meet an expanding 3.5, which would result in a total “hair island.” Some balds, like Rog actually, lose 3.1, 3.3, and 3.2 but hold on nicely to 3.4 and 3.5. A combo bald of Rog and Davo would be, therefore, hardly bald at all.

		Bald Players: Wonder goals, miracle saves, visionary assists. You can keep them all. We are of the considered opinion there are few more thrilling athletic visions than the sight of an unabashedly bald man storming down a football field in search of glory. It is poetry written in human form.

		Dutch winger Arjen Robben’s baldness appeared to reinforce his sense of outsiderness and otherworldliness (Seth Meyers once came on our show and informed us that “when you enter the Bald and Fast Hall of Fame you pass a statue of Arjen Robben”). Zidane’s baldness, which grew in proportion to his success, enhanced the sense of Zen mystery which cloaked him.

		Fellow French World Cup ’98 defender Frank Leboeuf’s shiny pate added to his rugged menace, or teammate, jesting goalkeeper Fabien Barthez, whose teammate Laurent Blanc used to kiss his bald head before kickoff for luck.

		Other balds lack the confidence to face the truth. Ivory Coast winger Gervinho obsesses about the thinning area between his headband, hair, and forehead, tending to it as if it were the Demilitarized Zone between North and South Korea. English legend and 1966 World Cup winner Bobby Charlton relied on delusion as a crutch. “When I started losing my hair in the late fifties, I was afraid it would damage my image if the public found out,” he once said. “I considered making a rugging order [a wig] but our mum recommended a comb-over. To my surprise it worked and nobody noticed.” By “nobody,” Charlton means “everybody.”

		Yet by far the most famous footballing bald denier is Charlton’s fellow one-time United legend, Wayne Rooney. On July 4, 2011, Wayne Rooney announced to the world by Twitter that he had undergone a hair transplant: “Just to confirm to all my followers, I have had a hair transplant. I was going bald at 25 why not. I’m delighted with the result.” His delight did not last long, as the synthetic hair failed to bed. After shaving off the new do, Rooney underwent a second transplant two years later. His subsequent career collapse serves as a cautionary tale for those who seek to cheat their baldness.
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		Bar Mitzvah: I once talked on the pod about how much of what I learned in life, I gleaned from listening to the bar mitzvah speeches given to my friends by their fathers. England was such a repressed place in the 1980s. Yet there was something about the transitional power of the event which empowered every bar mitzvah dad to talk with a rare dose of honesty and candor and depth.

		I had the opportunity to speak at my eldest son’s bar mitzvah in January 2016. The toast was entitled “Seven Lessons About Life I Wish I Had Known When I Was Thirteen.” Only after giving it did I realize there were only six:

		One: Every moment you have with your grandparents is a gift—they are four of the most nourishing relationships you will ever have in your life. They will ground you, offer you wisdom, and make sure you have a rich sense of who you are and where you come from. Never take them for granted.

		Two: Every human being has strengths and weaknesses. Even you Samson Bennett. Know them. Play to them. And in terms of your weaknesses, work hard to decide which you can change and which you cannot. The secret to life is about knowing how to be yourself and being at ease with it all.

		Three: You have been blessed with copious amounts of an emotion that is all too rare in the world: empathy. Your summer camp has a motto: “Help the Other Fellow,” which I hope you will come to understand is more than a slogan they sew into the camp’s socks. The ability to look at the world from different perspectives outside of your own—and to do so with compassion—is what will empower you to achieve all that you can achieve in your lifetime.

		Four: Know the difference between an acquaintance and a true friend. Make the most out of the former. Do anything for the latter because true friendships are much rarer wonders. Hold on to them dearly. They will form a spine of memory and meaning in your life.

		Five: I wake up every morning and thank God I live in the United States of America and I hope you do too. I love America even more than Kid Rock loves America because this country offers more freedoms and possibilities than anywhere else in the world. Treasure that. Value it. Make the most of it. Dream big dreams. Work hard. And if you put your mind to it, anything and everything is possible.

		Finally…

		Six: Enjoy the moment. Always ask yourself: Am I making the most out of everyone and everywhere I find myself? Tonight and forever, this lesson essentially boils down to this: Whenever you get the chance to dance, do so with delight and abandon, surrounded by those you love. —RB
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			Rog at his son’s bar mitzvah is peak "Other Rog." It is alternative-universe Rog. Joyous, emotional, swelling with pride, full of life, optimism, glass-half-fullness, and love. Surrounded by his adorable children, his closest friends (and oldest friends, including Jamie Glassman, his old Liverpudlian friend from birth), his absolutely charming and lovely family (his mum and dad, Valerie and Ivor, are so, so friendly and kind; his Liverpool-supporting brother, Nigel, so smart, witty, and dry; his sister, Amy, so warm and good-looking); and his beloved and so in charge wife, Mrs. B. Roger danced all night like a fool. I mean he absolutely slayed and dominated the dance floor. Like Antonio Conte dominating the sideline after a Chelsea goal. But with a bit more insane energy. —MD

		

		Bata Wayfinders: The second coolest pair of shoes I have ever owned. Introduced in 1965, the Wayfinder had a secret compass stashed in the heel, and soles that sported ten footprints of British animals. Exotic ones like badger, hedgehog, and sheep. An essential part of my Cub Scout uniform. And for my extensive tracking of badgers, hedgehogs, and sheep in South East London.
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		For my tenth birthday I moved up a level to the coolest shoes I ever owned, the Big Game Wayfinders, Panther edition, which left a freaking panther print whenever I stepped in mud. Which was everywhere in South East London in the mid-1970s.
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		The same company made one of the worst pairs of shoes I ever owned also. The PowerPoints were a flimsy and excruciatingly uncomfortable football boot with three numbered target areas on the instep, outside the boot, and heel and AN INSTRUCTIONAL MANUAL that made every kid who wore them the laughingstock of the playing field he turned up wearing them on. Okay, enough. I spent years working through this in therapy. —MD
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		Beane, Billy: The first day we ever podded together, before the phrase “From the Crap Part of SoHo…” had ever been uttered, we had an on-the-fly conversation about the target audience we imagined tapping into our dreams. Two men immediately came to mind. Both were accomplished, intelligent, and rumored to be interested in football. The first was John Henry, owner of the Boston Red Sox, who, as speculation had it, in his pre-Liverpool days was said to be on the brink of investing in a Premier League team. The second was Billy Beane of Oakland Athletics–Moneyball fame.

		Billy was reported to have become obsessed with the game and its lack of statistical usage. After the second series of our podcast wrapped, Rog received a text from a number purporting to be Billy Beane’s, introducing himself and cheerily critiquing a number of comments Rog had made about Arsenal on a recent pod. We quickly called the number back and shockingly it was the man himself who answered, holding court for an hour about his love of the game, his understanding of Arsène Wenger’s management style, his interest in historical fiction, and his admiration for the natural charisma of Edith Crawley. It turns out, he listens to our crap while he works out in the gym during A’s games.

		The first time he jumped on our Pod, Billy revealed the origin story of his football fandom thusly: “I was looking for a birthday gift for my wife years ago, and there were cheap flights to London, so the cheap flights bailed me out. I was there during the heart of Premier League season, and it was the off-season for the A’s and I read all the daily newspapers and stuff and I was amazed by the passion and the emotion around it and I just thought man there must be a lot of emotional decisions going on, that was where I was first drawn.” Billy has become to Men in Blazers what Alec Baldwin is to Saturday Night Live.

		Beckenbauer, Franz: More Teutonic than a pair of lederhosen, nicknamed “Der Kaiser,” Beckenbauer was aloof, arrogant, conservative, and efficient. It is perhaps the greatest testament to the extent he revolutionized the modern game that it is impossible to hold any of this against him. A midfielder-turned-defender—he reinvented attack as the best form of defense, in a new role called libero, a creative force who would carry the ball from the back, pushing up to fuse the midfield with the forward line. Before the libero, defenders were large, crude, and so awkward on the ball that they were unlikely to leave their own half. Beckenbauer changed the categories of the game, taking advantage of the fact that he was rarely closely checked to storm out of the defense. Technical yet graceful, rugged yet elegant, and always ruthlessly consistent, Beckenbauer appeared in five World Cup finals as a player and a coach, and never finished below third place in any of them. He remains the only man to lift the trophy as both captain and manager.
   [image: Beckenbauer, Franz] 
 

		In 1974, his clinically efficient team shocked the debonair Total Footballing Dutch, led by Johan Cruyff, to win the World Cup. Beckenbauer’s control of the German team at that time was total: He picked the team, shaped their tactics, handled the media, and even negotiated the squad’s win bonus, quite literally becoming a German Rock God in the process. His smash hit single, “True Friends Can’t Be Separated,” is a hurdy-gurdy track, think Donovan meets Hasselhoff, yet its lyrics reflect the essence of the team-first ethos he so loved to marshal:

		
			Good friends—no one can tear apart

			Good friends are never alone

			Because in life one can

			Be there for one another

		

		Beckerman, Kyle:

		
			The origins of dreadlocks remain unclear. Some believe they were first worn in ancient Egypt. Others believe the Indian deity Shiva first sported “jaTaa,” or “twisted locks of hair.” Yet, when it comes to white dreadlocks, there is little debate over who wore them best. Mr. Kyle Beckerman.

		We adore KB5’s story. This is a man who from the age of eight as a kid in Crofton, Maryland, signed his signature “Kyle Beckerman USA,” a nod to his dream to follow his footballing heroes and experience a FIFA tournament. That dream appeared to have flamed out when he fell off the national team radar under Bob Bradley, yet Beckerman persevered, and after six years in the international wilderness, he gained a recall and a starting role against Mexico in Jürgen Klinsmann’s first game as coach, going on to become a fixture in the team, and in 2014 a World Cup debutante aged thirty-two.

		In Brazil, Kyle may not have scored the 65-yard wonderstrike Rog widely predicted he would unleash to win the tournament for the United States, yet his feat in just making the team is the one we marvel at—and the relentless work ethic he invested to make a childhood dream come true is the reason we revere him. In August 2013, Beckerman charged around the field against Panama, inspiring the United States to stun the hosts, eliminating them from World Cup qualification with two stoppage time goals to win a game that was otherwise meaningless for Klinsmann’s team, who had already guaranteed their ticket to Brazil.

		From the press box, one could see the Panamanian midfielders jawing at Beckerman throughout the game. After the final whistle, in the locker room Kyle confided to Rog what they had been saying to him. “The Panamanians were begging me to take it easy,” he said. “They kept saying ‘Take it easy, bro, you have already qualified for the World Cup’ and I just said to them, ‘My team may have qualified, but I ain’t booked my place on that team yet…Bro.’ ”

		
			
				[image: A rose between two bald thorns; Kyle Beckerman at New York’s Town Hall, June 2014]
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		Beckham, David: Before the advent of the Premier League in 1992, English football was largely a low-culture game popular amongst working-class lads who enjoyed fighting each other as much as, or more than, they cared about their own team winning.

		The birth of the Premier League and the global reach that came with it transformed the culture of the game. The players were no longer merely local heroes, they were worldwide stars, and the rise of the Internet meant the details of their lives off the field—the clothes they wore, the women they dated/cheated on, the cars they drove—were as interesting to the world as their creativity on it. And so players began to up their game.

		The Premier League “lifestyle” can trace its roots to Manchester United 1960s icon George Best, who summed up his life experience with the quip “I spent a lot of money on booze, birds, and fast cars. The rest I just squandered.” Best drank his way out of the game and into bankruptcy by the 1980s, when English football was kind of like a troglodyte, medieval, hooligan culture based on parochial rivalries. But Beckham was the beneficiary of better timing. His Manchester United debut coincided with the birth of the English Premier League in 1992. The league needed a face, and that face had to be English. Beckham was one of a number of stars. He was never the most talented. But always the best-looking.

		Beckham’s brilliance was twofold: He fused soccer and popular culture with his marriage to Posh Spice Victoria Adams, which acted like a royal marriage in the seventeenth century tying together House Bourbon and House Windsor. He and Victoria were like the English Hart to Hart and their relationship was mutually beneficial. With Beckham on her arm, Adams became more than just a candy pop star, and he, in turn, transcended football to become a style icon. His hair, until he met her, wasn’t very special. She introduced the midfielder to blond streaks, and continuous makeovers, and endorsements soon followed.

		His second world-class skill set was an eternal awareness of the cameras. No professional footballer has jumped on more goal scorers’ backs to celebrate after a winning strike to ensure he made the back page of the next day’s newspapers. Beckham’s last game in MLS was the 2012 Cup final. His Los Angeles Galaxy comprehensively outplayed Houston Dynamo, winning the game 3–1. The third goal came in the 94th minute after the Galaxy won a penalty at the death. Beckham approached the designated penalty taker, Robbie Keane, and asked if he could take the kick. Keane brushed the request off before dispatching the ball clinically. As he did so, Beckham, now back at the halfway line, dropped to his knees and pointed to the heavens. Deprived of the glory of scoring, he still acted as if he had done, knowing that pose would lead the news reports that evening, and distort the historical memory of the role he had played in the game.

		Beckham’s legacy may be left on the heads of the players who have since followed in his footsteps. If you break down the haircuts and the conveyor belt of makeovers he went through, you can only marvel retrospectively at the notes he and his stylists hit. There is a taste of punk, a taste of World War II British infantryman, a note of 1960s English footballing superstar. An incredibly complex pastiche of the high notes of English cultural history—all remade into haircuts. It speaks to the rebirth of English self-confidence in music, culture, and style that he kind of became a poster boy for. It sometimes seems as if there are only six kinds of hairstyles a Premier League player is allowed—and David Beckham pioneered them all.

		
			
				[image: There are only six kinds of Premier League haircuts. This man invented them all.]
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		Bedroom: I have always loved America. I am not sure what my Ur-text was. It may have been the fact my first ever duvet cover was Scooby-Doo-themed. I cannot describe the depth of the longings I experienced to ride beside Daphne in the Mystery Machine. It may have been the incredibly close relationship I shared with my grandfather, who also adored America. We would play chess every afternoon and he would regale me with stories about his grandfather, a kosher butcher, who had left Lithuania in the 1890s, intending to head for Chicago only to disembark when the boat had docked to fuel in Liverpool, thinking he was in New York City, fooled, no doubt, by the one tall building on the Liverpool skyline. A family tale that always made me feel America was my true destiny.

		As a result, my childhood bedroom became a shrine to all things American. Though I had never been to the United States, I collected fragments of Americana, curating them like precious gems on the wall above my bed.
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				[image: Rog’s bedroom wall, Liverpool, 1985. Every artifact a yearning to move to America]
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		Above are some photographs from that time.

		If you look carefully you will see William “Refrigerator” Perry, Ferris Bueller, Sergeant Bilko, Debbie Gibson, Gary Coleman, the Beastie Boys, and more. Totems I fused into my own DNA.

		I moved to the States at the earliest opportunity right after college, heading for Chicago, largely out of my love for the movies of John Hughes. I arrived right before the 1994 World Cup and watched with wonder as that stonewashed-denim-clad squad swaggered onto the field mulleted of hair and ginger of beard.

		I fell in love with the US team the second I first glimpsed them and have adored every second of their ups and downs ever since. When they take the field in World Cup play, the nerves and fear and excitement I will feel in the hour before kickoff will be excruciating. All born of a boy who grew up in a bedroom beneath posters of Matthew Broderick and Debbie Gibson. —RB

		Being: Liverpool: An extraordinary piece of fly-on-the-wall documentary filmmaking by Fox, which lifted the lid on Liverpool’s 2012–13 season.

		The series became an albatross around the neck of then new Liverpool manager Brendan Rodgers, who was depicted as a megalomaniac close-talker who lived to wave his sausage fingers in the direction of the nearest camera. Rodgers was filmed at his home, revealing to the world he had a large oil painting of his own face dominating the walls.

		In by far the most infamous scene, Rodgers attempted to motivate his players with a mind game he proclaimed had once been used by Sir Alex Ferguson. On the eve of the first game of the season, the manager addressed his entire squad in a hotel conference room, holding aloft three envelopes and proclaiming that each one contained the name of a player who would fail the team during the coming campaign, then urging all in the room to ensure it would not be them. “I think there’s three players who will let us down this year—the cause, the fight, everything. And I have written them down already,” he declared to his nonplussed charges. “My point to you as players is to make sure you are not the one in the envelope.”

		I had the opportunity to travel to Liverpool and interview Rodgers a couple of months after the show aired, and asked him if he regretted his involvement. The manager grimaced as he responded, “I didn’t like it….I’m a very private person,” he said. “Which names were in the envelopes?” I inquired about the philosophically incomprehensible scene. “There was no names,” he said with a melancholic shake of his head, “There was no names.” —RB

		Best, George: An aspirational legend and cautionary tale in equal measure. The flamboyant Northern Irelander broke into Manchester United’s first team as a seventeen-year-old prodigy in 1964, proceeding to win two league titles and a European Cup, and scoring once every three games along the way. On heavy mud pitches, filled with primitive defenders, Best would swirl and spin, his long Beatle-mop bouncing as he left Neanderthal opponents in his wake. “I have never seen a player who can beat a man—or men—so close, and in so many ways,” marveled his manager, the legendary Matt Busby. Yet all of his sublime achievements on the field were overshadowed by the pop star antics he lived off it. Best was Hugh Hefner in cleats.

		By the time we came of age, Best was a bloated parody of a playboy; appearing as a slurred drunk on English talk shows, having stomach implants to stop his drinking, but continually drinking nonetheless. His inevitable death in 2005 triggered an outpouring of national grief. A tribute to his roguish greatness, wasted talent, and tragic life was summed up by biographer Michael Parkinson, who said much of his life has been “a suicide note.” Best however linked his ruthless competitive nature on the field to his self-destruction off it when he admitted, “I was born with a great gift, and sometimes with that comes a destructive streak. Just as I wanted to outdo everyone when I played, I had to outdo everyone when we were out on the town.”

		Best Day of the Season: The first morning of any Premier League season is among the finest days of the year. Up there in our book with Veterans Day, Memorial Day, Yom Kippur, Independence Day, Martin Luther King Day, and Churchill Day. Squads have been refreshed. New players have arrived. Everyone has a fresh new haircut. The ink on their recently acquired neck tattoos has barely dried.

		Few occasions in football carry such a sense of collective anticipation and hope. Three hundred eighty games lie ahead of us over 228 days. Each an unknown voyage of discovery within which everything feels pure and possible. Rationally, the Premier League may be a set of mini leagues within a league (six teams battling for top four, four for mid-table obscurity, the rest to avoid relegation), but on the first day of the season every fan suspends disbelief and listens to their fast-beating heart which assures them that their team’s newly acquired striker will hit the ground running and score 25 league goals, the injury-prone playmaker will have the season of his life, and the young loanee from Seville whose name is unpronounceable will reveal himself to be a diamond in the rough. The moment before the referee’s whistle blows is one thick with prayer. A ball has not been kicked. Dreams are not yet dashed. Everything is possible.

		Big Match, The:
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		In 1970 my parents rented, yes rented, their first color television from Radio Rentals in Blackheath Village. It was a Ferguson, weighed, conservatively, a ton, and had BUTTONS THAT YOU HAD TO PUSH TO CHANGE THE CHANNEL. The three British networks, BBC1, BBC2, and ITV (why there were six channel buttons I never understood) had started broadcasting in color for the first time in late 1969, and remarkably, my parents were early adopters of the new technology. Suddenly, a world of sports and entertainment that I had only ever experienced in black-and-white and shades of gray had arrived in our living room in slightly dull but squeal-inducing color. Our opportunities to watch television before 1970 had been limited. My father loathed the noise of any audience, crowd, or laughter, and he hated the adverts on ITV. So pretty much the only television we got to watch was the nine o’clock news on the BBC, and children’s shows before he got home from work. At weekends he would occasionally go sailing so we got to watch some sport but then a remarkable thing happened. Dad moved to Zambia for a year. We were obviously sad to see him go. But then again, we were about to watch a lot of television! In color! And I was about to fall in love with one television program above all others.
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		The Big Match started airing in 1968, and then in November 1969 it became one of the first programs to broadcast in color. It was a football highlights show which for fifteen seasons, until 1983, exclusively showed highlights of all the London teams playing each other or at home against heathens from strange towns in “the North.” Arsenal, Spurs, Chelsea, and West Ham were the most regularly featured. Along with Fulham, QPR, and Crystal Palace. Charlton Athletic, Millwall, Orient, Watford, and Wimbledon rounded out the numbers and a few matches featuring neighboring teams like Luton, Gillingham, Brighton, Hove Albion, and Oxford. And I loved all these teams really, except Arsenal, and everything about this show.

		Through the powers bestowed on Brian Moore’s ever expanding pate, I got to travel all over London, to Stamford Bridge, Loftus Road, and Craven Cottage in fancy West London where our rich relatives lived, to Upton Park and Easter Road in the forbidden East where we never went, to Highbury and White Hart Lane in the cool and exotic Northern suburbs to Selhurst Park in grim and twee Croydon and the desperate and dangerous Den and Valley, homes of Millwall and Charlton, from whence I could hear the roar of thousands of violent racists on the terraces from the playing fields of Blackheath on a Saturday afternoon.
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		The Big Match was how I fell in love with football, in color, and primarily the exotic and classy dark, dark navy blue that Chelsea wore on The Big Match against Manchester United in front of more than 60,000 at Stamford Bridge on March 21, 1970. This was the first football game I had ever seen on television. It was the first time I had ever seen or heard of Chelsea. And I would never be the same or willingly miss The Big Match and Brian Moore’s comb-over ever again. —MD

		Black Dog, The: “I think this man might be useful to me—if my black dog returns. He seems quite away from me now—it is such a relief. All the colours come back into the picture.” So wrote Winston Churchill to his wife, Clementine, in 1911 upon

		
		
		
			
				[image: Blackheath, birthplace of violence in football]
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				[image: A blazer for every mood. A fabric for every emotion.]
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				[image: My grandfather in one of his many “golf suits.” That woman is not his wife.]
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				[image: This curly-permed, mustachioed, big-nosed human specimen was far from famous or even particularly well regarded]
			

		

		
		
			
				[image: In the 1978–79 season, Chelsea, who had come up the year before]
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PRESENTED WITH

48. GERRY BAKER
(Hibernian)

Goalscoring centre-forward.
Born New York but grew
up in Scotland. At 16 he and
brother Joe (now Arsenal)
were Chelsea juniors. Soon
returned to play for St.
Mirren; joined Manchester
City 1960 for £17,500. Nov.
1961 transferred to Hibern-
ian.
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“At 60 miles an hour the loudcst noise in this

new Rolls-Royce comes from the electric clock”
What makes Rolls Rayce the best car in the world? “There is raally no magic about it—
it is merely pationt aztention to detad,”™ says an aminene Rolls Roye engineer.
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WINNERS OF THE GOLDEN BLAZER
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2015 Julie Foudy (see Foudy, Super Julie)
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2016 Loretta Lynch (see Lynch, Loretta)

2017 Rebecca Lowe (see Lowe, Rebecca)
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AN

MEN IN BLAZERS

Men 1n Blazers A
Present

Encyclopedia
Blazertannica

A Suboptimal Guide to Soccer,
America’s “Sport of the Future” Since 1972

Roger Bennett and Michael Davies
Ghostwritten by Zlatan*

Alfred A. Knopf - New York - 2018

* Not really (we had to add this asterisk for legal reasons)
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