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      Dedication
    

    To my family who have been a constant source of support, encouragement and inspiration throughout

  
    
      TESTIMONIALS
    

    ‘My main memory of Peter was when he played for Hibernian and I played for Dunfermline Athletic and Rangers, and at that time games were very competitive.

    Peter of course was a very skilful and talented player and always looked to express himself that way. I can always remember his performance against Real Madrid, and being there to witness his Man of the Match performance was a privilege and still remains in the memory bank to this day.

    All in all, he had a wonderful career which puts him in the pantheon of other Scottish players of his time.’

    — Sir Alex Ferguson

    ‘As well as being a good player Peter was also a good mate, not just with me. He was popular with all the players when he was at Liverpool Football Club.’

    — Tommy Smith ‘Before I teamed up with Peter at Bristol I regarded him as a good player, who had bags of energy and a decent touch. But playing with him in the same side I realised that Peter was a much better player than I had previously appreciated. He was also a great guy, good friend, with a funny sense of humour and he was a great asset to the teams he played for throughout his very successful career.’

    — Joe Royle

    ‘Peter was not only a very talented midfield player, he was a fun character to be around. He always had a smile on his face and a funny story to tell in the dressing room. Football-wise he worked extremely hard in the midfield and was capable of supplying match-winning passes, and also very good in the air for not the tallest of players.

    To this day he and his family are delightful, he comes to my charity golf tournament each year and delights the players with his stories, and of course, his dress sense.’

    — Ray Clemence

    ‘Peter was a very good coach and a true “Boot Room” disciple. Everyday at training he would remind the players that the game is about footballers and not tactics. He was a very good manmanager and I learnt a lot from him that stood me in good stead both as a player and in my own coaching career.’

    — Michael Weir ‘In my opinion Peter was one of the best players to grace Scottish football in the 1960s. He was 100 per cent committed on the park, had two good feet and was very good in the air. The fact that he went on to play in Bill Shankly’s great Liverpool side of the 1970s is testament to Peter’s football ability, determination and dedication. Peter and his wife Marion were also great company, and Liz and I particularly enjoyed meeting up with them during the 1982 World Cup in Spain.’

    — Billy McNeill

    ‘Peter is not a big lad but on the football park he was very brave and strong, never giving defenders a moment’s peace. I enjoyed playing alongside him at Bristol City as he added a competitive edge to the team and, like me, had a tremendous desire to win. He also livened up the dressing room with his dry sense of humour and mischievous fun.’

    — Norman Hunter

  
    
      CO-AUTHOR’ S NOTE AND
ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
BY BRIAN WEDDELL
    

    As a football-mad youngster growing up in Lochend, only a centre half’s blooter from Easter Road, most of my youth was spent playing with my younger brother Stevie in the shadow of the Hibs ground and watching the men in green and white on a Saturday afternoon. Despite this early introduction to the Hibees my mum had been a lifelong Hearts supporter and Mother’s milk must have indoctrinated me to the Jambos from a very early age. So whilst I spent most of my formative years watching Hibernian, my football loyalties have always been with the ‘boys in maroon’.

    My dad had been smitten by the great Hibs Famous Five side of the 1950s, but Smith, Ormond, Reilly, Johnstone and Turnbull had long departed Easter Road when I started paying my sixpence at the boys’ gate in the mid-1960s.

    From my regular vantage point way up on the east terracing, the first Hibs player to catch my attention was the high-stepping number ten, Peter Cormack.

    When the north terracing at Easter Road was covered in the mid-1960s I still preferred the panoramic views of the pitch from the ‘extension’, and anyway ‘The Cowshed’ ended up becoming popular territory for pitched battles between Hibs and opposing fans.

    My interest in Peter coincided with my own football develop- ment in the Hermitage Park Primary School football team and the local eleventh Boys’ Brigade. For me, Peter embodied everything required of a good inside forward – non-stop running, hard tackling, creative passing and lethal finishing with either foot or with his head.

    Like nearly every schoolboy growing up dreaming of life as a football pro I sought out my dad’s advice on players to study and he was in no doubt that the Hibs inside left ‘was a very good footballer’.

    To me, my dad was a cross between Jock Stein and Bill Shankly and his opinion that Peter Cormack was a good player and worth watching made my trips to Easter Road all the more worthwhile.

    I marvelled at Peter’s work rate and, for one so slight, his ability to win fifty-fifty tackles with opponents twice his size. But most of all it was Peter’s uncanny knack of popping up to score important goals time and time again that convinced me I was watching a midfield maestro at work.

    When Peter left Hibs for Nottingham Forest in 1970 my interest in his career did not end there. Coverage of English football was not as easily accessible then as it is these days, but I kept up with Forest results in his first two seasons down south through my weekly Shoot football magazine. Then when he signed for Liverpool, for the only time in my life, I changed my football allegiances.

    Prior to July 1972 my ‘English’ team was Chelsea but Peter’s move to Anfield saw me dumping the men at ‘The Bridge’ for Liverpool Football Club. I spent the next four years following Peter’s and Liverpool’s fortunes when highlights of their games were shown on Sportscene on a Saturday night, and they were never far from the top of my Shoot cardboard league table.

    That is why researching and putting together the story of Peter’s career in football has been a labour of love for me.

    Peter’s story couldn’t have been told without the help of the man himself and Marion, his good lady for over forty years. They were always on hand with some golden nuggets of information and endless cups of tea whilst we chewed the fat on his time in the game. The task was also made easier by having access to the volumes of newspaper cuttings initially collected by Peter’s mum that Marion and he added to over the years.

    I would like to give special thanks to the following and acknowledge use of material from: Bristol News Green ’Un, Daily Record, Derby Evening Telegraph, Edinburgh Evening News, Liverpool Echo, Nottingham Post, The Scotsman, Scottish Daily Express, Yorkshire Post, the Cowdenbeath FC website, Mark Rowantree, Hugh Taylor, Tim Taylor and Jimmy Wardhaugh.

    I am also grateful to wee Peter for helping to fill in some of the blanks on their time at Anorthosis in Cyprus, and when he played for Morton when his dad was first team coach. Son-inlaw Lee also deserves a special mention for his help and support.

    Thanks are also due to Kevin Keegan who, when invited to contribute the book’s foreword, reacted even quicker than he did in his prime with half-chances in the penalty box.

    I was also struck at the eagerness of other former team-mates who were only too happy to get in their ‘tuppenceworth’ when asked to contribute to Peter’s autobiography.

    This account of Peter’s career has been enhanced through the contributions of Tommy Smith and Ray Clemence of Liverpool, Norman Hunter & Joe Royle at Bristol City, Billy McNeill of Celtic, Michael Weir who played under Peter at Hibs and, last but not least, Sir Alex Ferguson, who recalled playing against Peter in the 1960s.

    I am also indebted to Nottingham Forest and Bristol City for providing details of Peter’s playing career at the City Ground and Ashton Gate. The Liverpool Football Club, Hibernian FC and iHibs websites were also treasure troves of information.

    Thanks are also due to the many staff at the National Library of Scotland who helped me research press articles on Peter’s playing and managerial days.

    Robert Reid, the Partick Thistle secretary, and a few other jobs besides at The Jags, was extremely generous with his time and provided a wealth of information on Peter’s first managerial job at Firhill, and a special thanks is also due to Sue Griffiths who looks after the ex-Liverpool players and organises their annual get-together.

    I am also grateful to Terry ‘the Hibee’ Rudden, Mark ‘the Red’ Bellamy, David ‘the Professor’ Begg and Don ‘the other Hibee’ Morrison for the additional invaluable research they provided to help ensure the accuracy of the statistical information on Peter’s playing career.

    Thank you to everyone at Black & White Publishing for their support and professional input which has greatly enhanced the quality of the finished article.

    Last but not least, this labour of love would not have come about without the patience and understanding of my wife Kerri and our daughter Ellie – their devotion to Emmerdale, Corrie and Eastenders gave me the peace and quiet I needed to document Peter’s considerable time in football.

    I hope this team effort has done Peter’s career justice and, like me all those years ago, you will also appreciate just how good a footballer Peter Barr Cormack was. I hope you will also see what every one of his former team-mates told me, that most of all, he is a really good guy.

    
      Brian Weddell

    

  
    
      FOREWORD
    

    BY KEVIN KEEGAN


    It is both a pleasure and a privilege to contribute the foreword to the autobiography of Peter Cormack, who was not only a great footballer but also a really good friend and team-mate at Liverpool.

    I first met Peter a year before he signed at Anfield, when I made my Liverpool debut against Nottingham Forest in August 1971. Peter and his Forest team-mates could not prevent me scoring in my very first game for Liverpool nor do anything to stop us winning the match 3–1. Little did I think that the following season Peter would be switching red allegiances and gracing our Liverpool team with his elegant touch, powerful running and clinical finishing.

    Liverpool was a dream signing for me when I joined from Scunthorpe in May 1971 and I know Peter felt exactly the same when Shanks signed him the following year.

    Many of the English lads at Liverpool used to joke that the only reason Bill Shankly signed Peter was to have a Scot in the squad who could help translate some of Shanks’ utterances. But Peter proved, with his contributions on the football park and the vital goals he scored for us, that he was much more than a mere translator of Bill Shankly’s broad Scots accent.

    When Peter got his chance in the first team he grabbed it with both hands. Like me, he scored on his home debut and the Liverpool fans took him to their hearts in his first appearance at Anfield.

    The ‘Kopites’ loved Peter’s style of play. One minute he would be breaking up an opposition attack and seconds later he would appear in our opponent’s penalty box having a pop at goal.

    Shanks devised his own special methods of motivating Liverpool players and boosting their confidence. With me he’d regularly say, ‘Eh son, just go out there and drop hand grenades.’ With Peter he would constantly tell him that ‘he was the final piece of the jigsaw’ for our side – and he was absolutely right. Peter’s signing added a touch of class to our midfield and it was no accident that in his four years at Anfield Liverpool won two League Championships, the FA Cup and the UEFA Cup twice.

    I have no doubt that if Peter had managed to avoid the knee injuries that eventually cost him a regular place in the side he would have been part of the squad that went to Rome and won Liverpool’s first European Cup in May 1977.

    Peter and I quickly became good friends rooming together at away games, where we would spend hours discussing team tactics and analysing our opponent’s strengths and weaknesses. That was where our interest in coaching and football management began to take root.

    Time and time again, Peter proved his loyalty and friendship on and off the football pitch. In 1974 Liverpool played a preseason game against Kaiserslautern in Germany. I was sent off after I waded into one of their players who went right over the ball on Ray Kennedy, who had just signed from Arsenal. To be honest, I happened to be first in a queue of several Liverpool players who rushed to exact retribution, and following the subsequent melee the referee sent me off.

    Liverpool were keen not to see me suspended and after the match club officials claimed it was a case of mistaken identity. Peter Cormack came forward and suggested that because we were similar in height, build and had the same hairstyle that Liverpool say it was him who flattened the German. Peter had previously told me about his brushes with officialdom in Scotland, ‘And anyway, I’d have been proud of that punch, Kev,’ he said, smiling mischievously.

    Peter did me a favour that time, but no one could help me four days later when I got sent off at Wembley in the Charity Shield for fighting with Billy Bremner of Leeds.

    Peter and I did enjoy one healthy rivalry – in the fashion stakes. The mid-70s was not a memorable period for men’s fashion and my flared trousers were so wide they completely covered my platform shoes. A blessing I didn’t fully appreciate at the time.

    Peter got so caught up in the fashion bug that for a time he was designing and modelling his own ‘creations’. As far as I am aware he didn’t end up as Merseyside’s answer to Yves St Laurent, but perhaps some Cormack ‘exclusives’ are still gracing the Kop.

    One of Bill Shankly’s favourite sayings was that ‘a man should always do his best whatever he attempted. If you’re going to sweep the street then make sure that your street is always the cleanest in town’. No matter which position or role Peter Cormack was asked to play throughout his football career he epitomised that philosophy, always giving 100 per cent and making a valuable contribution for his side. You only have to look at his record where he played in far more winning than losing sides, scoring his fair share of goals into the bargain.

    Over the intervening years Jean and I have always enjoyed catching up with Marion and Peter, reliving our great days in Liverpool. Peter Cormack enjoyed a very successful football career, and I am delighted that his achievements are being recognised at long last.

    Peter Cormack is a great role model for any young people setting out on a career in professional football, and I am sure you will see this for yourself in the following pages.

    Peter was a consummate football professional and a credit to the game. One of life’s genuinely nice guys and someone whose friendship I have always valued.

    
      Kevin Keegan

    

  
    
      1
SHANKS TO THE RESCUE
    

    It had been a long hard season. My tenth in top-flight football, my third year as a professional in the English First Division and my first season at Liverpool Football Club.

    On that sunny Saturday afternoon at the end of April 1973 the Reds took to the pitch at Anfield as soon-to-be-crowned English First Division Champions.

    Five days earlier I had made my fiftieth first-team appearance of the season and scored Liverpool’s first goal in a 2–0 defeat against our biggest rivals Leeds United. That victory may have guaranteed us the title but before our final league match against Leicester City, Liverpool’s manager, the legendary Bill Shankly, was lecturing and winding up the players as if the next ninety minutes were the most important they had ever played.

    Shanks was a perfectionist and his dedication, desire and infectious enthusiasm rubbed off on everyone at Liverpool Football Club.

    The players idolised Shanks and Liverpool fans worshipped him. That Saturday seemed a lifetime away from my Liverpool debut seven games into the season against the reigning title holders Derby County at the Baseball Ground. Little did I think, following the 2–1 defeat by Brian Clough’s team, that eight months later I would be ninety minutes away from picking up a League Championship winners’ medal.

    At the end of the previous season I was plying my football trade with a Nottingham Forest team that was relegated from the First Division. Finishing second-bottom of English football’s top flight meant automatic demotion, which was a body blow to Forest’s loyal fans and shattered team morale in the dressing room.

    I had heard it said many times previously that a person’s character is determined by how they deal with adversity, and for the first time in my football career I had to face up to failure and it did not sit comfortably on my slender shoulders.

    I was approaching my twenty-sixth birthday and reaching the peak of my game and did not want to waste my talents in the lower echelons of English football. I was not looking forward to the start of the season and my first week of pre-season training at the City Ground was a real chore.

    I think it is fair to say my mood was that of a bear with a very sore head but that was when the hand of fate once again came to my rescue and my saviour was a living football legend.

    When I got the call from Liverpool manager Bill Shankly I would have willingly run all the way from Nottingham to Anfield to meet him.

    I had known Bill’s brother from his time as manager at Hibs, but Bob Shankly was a quiet, shy and retiring man, most of the time. In fact, he was the exact opposite of everything I had seen, heard and read about Bill. Shanks was a shrewd, experienced ‘old school’ Scot who lived and breathed football. He had played all his professional football in England with almost 300 appearances for Preston North End. But the Second World War arrived just as he was reaching his peak and he retired from playing in 1949, four years after the end of hostilities.

    After hanging up his boots Shanks went straight into football management with Carlisle United and after spells at Grimsby Town, Workington and Huddersfield he was appointed manager of Liverpool in 1959.

    When he arrived on Merseyside, Liverpool were languishing in the Second Division, the stadium at Anfield was in a state of disrepair and training facilities at Melwood were overgrown with only one mains water tap. By the time I arrived at Anfield, thirteen years after Shanks, this articulate, no-nonsense, workingclass Scot had transformed the club and its facilities and taken Liverpool from the Second Division to the top of English football. He had done all this by turning adversity to his advantage. Anfield stadium and the team’s training facilities were completely overhauled. He brought in new training methods, taking into account players’ diet as well as fitness. Shanks also introduced an all-red playing strip and placed the ‘This is Anfield’ sign above the entrance to the tunnel.

    Oh, and he also created ‘The Boot Room’, which was to be Shanks’ legacy for Liverpool’s subsequent domination of English and European football for more than twenty years.

    Bill Shankly was a football visionary years ahead of his time, respected and revered wherever he went.

    His most famous remark constantly quoted in the media was ‘Football’s not like life and death. It’s more important than that’. People laughed at the comment but Bill really did believe it. It’s an old cliché but he ate, lived and breathed football twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.

    The Liverpool fans worshipped him, opposition fans respected him, other managers genuinely liked him and players were in awe of him. When Shanks spoke everyone listened.

    In my life I have met a few people whose personality could dominate a room full of people. Bill Shankly’s persona was so large he not only dominated dressing rooms but his personality dominated the football-mad city of Liverpool and the whole football world.

    I am not the least bit embarrassed to admit that when I got the call to an audience with the Liverpool manager I was shitting myself through both fear and excitement – a strange sensation I agree.

    Confidence and pre-match nerves had never been a problem for me but that July morning in 1972 I sat nervously, twitching like a wet-behind-the-ears teenager about to set out on his football career, nothing like the battle-hardened pro with ten years’ first team experience and several Scotland caps that I was.

    When the time came to meet the great man face-to-face, Shanks greeted me like a long-lost prodigal son. Now, thinking back to that day forty years ago, my palms start to sweat, my heart is racing and the hairs on the back of my neck are standing on end just like they were then.

    ‘Aye, Peter son, great to meet you at last. You’re going to win lots of medals here at Liverpool. You are joining a great club and you’ll be part of a great team,’ he enthused.

    Without pausing for breath Shanks asked me what I had been doing in the close season.

    I realised this was my chance to impress on him how dedicated I was to my craft. I sat forward in my chair, puffed out my chest and after a couple of deep breaths I said, ‘Well, Mr Shankly, I’ve been training hard over the summer. I go for a cross-country run every day to build up my stamina and do situps and press-ups to tone my stomach muscles.’

    I sat back contentedly, waiting to hear fulsome praise for my professionalism and dedication. But instead of admiration the great man shook his head and said, ‘Naw, naw son. You’re a professional footballer, no’ Brendan Foster. Do you think the World Snooker Champions practice by going for a swim every day? Here at Liverpool Football Club fitness is important but oor training is done with the ball, laddie.’

    As I was to quickly learn, that was all part of the Shankly psychology, kidology, man-management approach – call it what you like – but at that moment his answer totally wrong-footed me.

    He then slid the contract in front of me and I couldn’t put pen to paper quickly enough and get out of the office in case Shanks was having second thoughts about signing me.

    It wasn’t until I was sitting down on the train out of Lime Street Station on my way back to Nottingham to tell Marion the good news that it dawned on me: I had no idea what the terms of the contract that I had just signed at Anfield were. I hadn’t a clue if I had signed for one, two, three or four years nor how much I was going to be paid.

    Thankfully my wife was very understanding when I arrived home still in a state of excited shock. In any event, we had nothing to worry about. Signing for Liverpool was the best move of my football-playing career, both professionally and financially.

    My contract details couldn’t have been further from my mind as I sat next to Shanks in the Liverpool dug-out on a sunny late- April afternoon at Anfield. I had been injured in the match with Leeds earlier that week and the boss wanted to rest me to ensure I was fit in time for the first leg of the UEFA Cup Final taking place eleven days later. The minutes slowly ticked away as the game against Leicester headed for a 0-0 draw. Not the result Shanks wanted or the performance he had demanded but as he constantly said, ‘A Football League Championship is a marathon not a sprint and it is the team that lasts the season stronger that comes out on top.’

    That season Liverpool had proved that they were the best team in the English First Division and the Liverpool fans who packed into the stadium long before kick-off were enjoying every minute of the celebrations.

    After ten years as a professional footballer I was about to realise one of my boyhood ambitions of winning a League Championship medal. Little did my Liverpool employers know that I would have paid them a small fortune for the privilege of being part of the squad of players out on the pitch that day – a bit-part player in a scene that was to become one of English football’s iconic images of the twentieth century.

    Playing in front of the famous Kop was always a great experience, especially when we were on form and winning matches in style as we had done for most of that season. But that April Saturday in 1973 was extra, extra special.

    As the game was nearing its conclusion the noise levels in the stadium gradually increased until it reached a deafening crescendo. Midway through the second half the fans that were packed into the Kop started singing, ‘Ee aye adio we’ve won the League, we’ve won the League. Ee aye adio we’ve won the League.’

    They continued chanting non-stop for the remainder of the match.

    When the referee blew his whistle to signal full-time, mayhem broke out on the pitch, in the stands and on the Kop – it was utterly chaotic. Players ran around ecstatically embracing one another, and although he was more than twice my age Shanks beat me in the sprint to join the joyous scene.

    After congratulating every single player the manager ran to the Kop to salute his adoring fans.

    He was wearing his ‘lucky’ grey suit with his deep red shirt, standing out like he was a well-dressed fan watching his favourite team. When Shanks saluted the cheers of the Kop it was like a messiah acknowledging the worshipping faithful. Some of the Kopites ran onto the pitch and for a while he was engulfed in a sea of supporters decked in red-and-white scarves. When he eventually emerged several minutes later he had a Liverpool scarf draped around his neck and a smile of satisfaction as wide as the river Mersey.

    As I watched the scene unfold it was hard for me to believe that I had become an integral part of the team that had just won the English First Division title.

    My feelings of joy and elation were a total contrast to the empty feeling of despair I endured twelve months earlier at Nottingham Forest after our final league game, ironically only a few hundred yards from Anfield at the ground of Liverpool’s neighbours Everton.

    The football gods had indeed been kind to me, but that Saturday afternoon was not all down to Lady Luck. I felt I had earned my right to be at the top of the football mountain, drinking in the success.

    I had worked bloody hard at my craft and my all-round footballing abilities, dedication, determination with a wee bit rubof-the-green thrown in for good measure helped me realise my boyhood ambitions.

    But doesn’t everyone enjoy their share of good and bad luck as they travel through life?

    I have always been the first to acknowledge that the dice had been rolling in my favour from the day I was born. If it wasn’t for the skills of the doctors, dedication of the nurses and my mum’s fighting spirit, my match might have been over before the ref had even blown his whistle to start the game of life.

    During childbirth my mum’s heart stopped beating and it was thanks to the medical professionals that my mum and I survived. I guess you could say that even in my first match I was determined to play the ninety minutes and still be on the pitch for any extra-time and penalties.

    That Saturday evening following my first League Championship success, the city of Liverpool was just one big party (well, at least it was for the Red half).

    The players celebrated with their wives and girlfriends, and the atmosphere was that of one big happy family enjoying a very special occasion together.

    I was so high on adrenalin that I didn’t need any alcohol to get a buzz, and anyway our season was not yet over. We still had the small matter of two legs of the UEFA Cup Final against Borussia Moenchengladbach to look forward to, and all the players were up for doing the ‘double’ and winning Liverpool’s first European trophy.

    It wasn’t until the next day that the magnitude of my first season at Liverpool really sank in. I sat for several hours and reflected on the previous twelve months where I had gone from the depths of footballing despair to the pinnacle of my career. I thought about the great players Bill Shankly had brought together with the stated aim of creating a Liverpool team that would not only win trophies but take English football to a new level. Experienced professionals like Tommy Smith, Chris Lawler, Ian Callaghan and Peter Thompson and young, hungry men setting out on their football careers such as Kevin Keegan, Emlyn Hughes, Steve Heighway and Brian Hall. And behind those outfield players the best goalkeeper in England, Ray Clemence, signed five years earlier for £18,000.

    I’d regularly pinch myself going off to training every morning knowing that I was part of a team of professionals that I liked, admired and respected. But I didn’t have an inferiority complex – far from it. My ego was constantly massaged by Shanks, who would remind me, my team-mates and the fans that he regarded my signing as ‘the final piece of the jigsaw’ of that great Liverpool team.

    When I looked around the dressing room at the array of great players I had as team-mates, the boss made me feel ten feet tall, comfortable in the knowledge that I was an integral part of the setup. But that was Shanks; like all great managers he knew how to get the best out of each individual and how to blend that into a successful football team on the park.

    That Sunday after the Leicester game, relaxing at home with Marion and our young daughter Donna Lee, my mind wandered back to my school days at Bonnington Primary School and David Kirkpatrick’s Secondary in Leith where all my thoughts and energies had been devoted to playing football. To my joy at signing for Hearts from Tynecastle Boys’ Club after I started working as a clerk when I escaped from school. Then, still only sixteen, joining their Edinburgh rivals Hibs after a few frustrating months on the Hearts groundstaff.

    I smiled thinking back to my biggest game at Hibs when in one of my first matches, only eighteen years old, I scored the opening goal against the Spanish giants Real Madrid. Just to be on the same pitch as Puskas, Santamaria and Gento was special, but to be on the winning side and get the Man of the Match award was the stuff of dreams.

    That Hibs memorable moment was eclipsed two years later when I was picked for my first full Scotland international, in a match at Hampden against the then World Champions Brazil, who were warming up for the World Cup Finals in England the following month.

    I recalled with smug satisfaction some of the other big domestic and European matches I experienced at Easter Road in my eight years there, and the excitement I felt when I left for Nottingham Forest in March 1970. Whilst the share of the £80,000 transfer fee I received gave Marion and me financial security we never really settled in Nottingham and relegation had been a bitter blow to everyone at the club.

    I wondered what might have happened if Bill Shankly hadn’t rescued me twelve months earlier or if Frank Worthington, Shanks’ initial big signing target, had passed his medical. But Frank’s misfortune led to my football salvation and I loved every minute of life at Liverpool – even more so with a League Championship medal now in my possession.

    Life was very sweet indeed and the future was looking good. I was playing at the best club in England, family life was very happy for Marion and our little daughter Donna Lee and I had some business irons in the fire that I hoped might lead to bigger and better things.

    Although I was at the peak of my football-playing career sitting in the dug-out with Shanks that Saturday afternoon had given me insight into the manager’s perspective. I realised it was a big, special occasion, but for the first time in my professional career I started to think about life after football. The buzz that afternoon at Anfield whetted my appetite for the prospect of getting my coaching badges and putting my playing experience to good use after I’d hung up my boots.

    Still, there was no point in getting too far ahead of myself and anyway there was still a lot of football life left in the old Cormack dog. League Championship success in my first season at Liverpool had made me hungry for more.

    I was also hoping that my new lease of life at Liverpool would get me back into the Scottish international picture to enable me to add to the nine caps I had already won.

    There was no doubt in my mind that Liverpool’s training methods and my year working with Shanks had made me a much better football player, and I desperately wanted to prove that in the dark blue of Scotland.

    But first thing’s first. My Liverpool team-mates and I still had a two-leg UEFA Cup Final to play to make sure our season finished on a high. The match against the Germans could not come quickly enough, and following that I would have been quite happy to go straight into pre-season training, so keen was I to build on my first season of success at Anfield.

    I’d been in football long enough to know that good fortune can quickly turn to bad luck. I had seen it happen to others and I just hoped that the Midas touch I had enjoyed since making my first team debut for Hibs at sixteen would stay with me for the rest of my football career.

  
    
      2
SUNSHINE ON LEITH
    

    Many years before The Proclaimers wrote their famous song I spent a very happy childhood enjoying the sunshine in Leith.

    I’m not saying it never rained – it probably peed down more often than not – it’s just that I recall most of my childhood being spent outside in nice weather playing football in the street, my school playgrounds or in nearby Pilrig Park.

    Perhaps it is because I was born in the middle of summer, 17 July 1946 to be precise, that I have always had a sunny outlook on life. I am certainly one of life’s eternal optimists and my pint tumbler has always been half full.

    As I said in the previous chapter, I had a very dramatic entry into the world although I was totally unaware of all the excitement at the time, which is probably just as well. Nevertheless, I think my mum’s health scare giving birth to me gave us a special bond that stayed with us until she passed away in 1998.

    I was born only a year after the end of the Second World War, and fighting for his country had not been a good experience for my father. Not long after war broke out he joined the British Army’s tank regiment. The one positive was that he played for the army’s football team, which was full of ex-pros fighting for ‘Queen and Country’.

    Unfortunately not long after my dad was deployed on active service he was captured by the Germans and ended up in a pris- oner of war camp behind enemy lines. But my dad being my dad, he wasn’t for spending the rest of the war as a PoW and escaped at the first available opportunity. However, he was quickly recaptured and like Steve McQueen in the film The Great Escape was placed in solitary confinement (or ‘the cooler’ as Steve called it). Contrary to it putting my dad off escaping, this only hardened his resolve to get out and his second attempt was successful. Somehow he managed to get to the island of Cyprus and although it was occupied by German troops he hid out in the Trudos Mountains and local Cypriots gave him food that helped him survive.

    His adventures didn’t end there, and after my dad returned to London, just seconds after he got out of a taxi, a German bomb exploded which killed the driver sitting at the wheel. You certainly need some luck to survive in wartime.

    I have no doubt dad was relieved to get back to his wife and young daughter in Leith. So happy was he to be home that I appeared less than a year later, part of the first wave of postwar ‘baby boomers’.

    My mum, Barbara (or ‘Babie’ as she was known to everyone), and my dad, Peter (part of a long line of Peter’s in the family that has continued with my son ‘wee’ Pete) were married on Christmas Eve in 1939. My older sister Stella was born not long after the outbreak of hostilities in 1940 but supporting the Allied war effort meant that my mum and dad had to wait six years before adding to their family. I ended up being the last addition to the Leith Cormack clan. I think the heart shock for my mum when giving birth to me meant that I would not have any younger brothers or sisters.

    All my memories of childhood are happy ones in our small but comfortable flat in Bonnington Road. Post-war Leith was a thriving part of Edinburgh with a variety of industries providing work. ‘Leithers’ are very proud of their own identity and to this day constantly remind outsiders that they are Leithers first and citizens of Scotland’s capital city second.

    The shipyards provided work for many of the men in the community but there were also thriving paper mills and whisky distilleries where many of the womenfolk also secured gainful employment.

    After the war my dad resumed his job with a local painting and decorating business. He used to enjoy working indoors hanging wallpaper, but his speciality was sign writing. He was a dab hand at anything artistic and he used to tell me that he enjoyed the challenge that came with out-of-the ordinary signwriting jobs. My mum was a trained nursing auxiliary and after the NHS was established in 1948 she worked night duties at the Eastern General Hospital next to Edinburgh Corporations Craigentinny Golf Course.

    My parents ensured my sister and I never wanted for anything. Whilst many families in Leith struggled to afford an annual summer holiday or only managed to get as far as Port Seton, a few miles down the East Lothian coast, my mum and dad took us to exotic far-off destinations such as Blackpool or Butlin’s at Filey near Scarborough. Sometimes aunts, uncles and cousins would join us on these annual adventures. I especially liked it when my aunt Jessie was there as she loved to play bingo and I would tag along with her as, win or lose, she would always give me some extra holiday spending money.

    Being a small town within a city meant that Leith had loads of entertainment venues for the fully-employed citizens to spend their hard-earned cash. There were two cinemas at either end of Great Junction Street, the State and the Palais, and then we had The Eldorado next door to Leith Hospital. ‘The Eldo’, as it was known to Leithers, was a dancehall five days a week and its close proximity to the hospital came in handy for those patrons who incurred the wrath of the dancehall’s doormen or upset the boyfriend of a girl they were chatting up.

    But the highlight of the week for me was a Tuesday evening when The Eldo hosted All-In Professional Wrestling bouts. Wrestling was a very popular sport in the 1950s and 1960s, with bouts on the television ‘adverts’ channel on a Saturday afternoon. I used to love watching the wrestling and even managed to meet Mick McManus, one of my heroes, one year when we were on holiday at Butlin’s. The other two wrestlers I remember from The Eldo were Jackie Pallo, who had long, curly blond hair tied with a bow and ‘Big Daddy’.

    I remember my dad telling me that Big Daddy’s real name was Shirley Crabtree. I thought he was making this up until years later I heard one of the commentators on TV repeat what my dad had said. As a tough-guy wrestler, I guess he had no option but to change his name. It was probably the best career move Shirley ever made.

    Leith also had its own snooker hall, The State in Duke Street, where in my late teens I would spend many an afternoon and evening. Still, practising my snooker skills kept me away from the distractions of the pubs and the attractions of the opposite sex.

    For those wanting to escape Leith’s dens of iniquity, public transport was readily available to take them to the ‘big city’. Up until the early 1960s Leith also had its own train station for Leithers who wanted to venture even further afield.

    Like every other town in Britain at the time, Leith had its own ‘Woolies’ right in the middle of the busy shopping thoroughfare at the foot of the walk. It was always a treat to get taken to the ‘pick ‘n’ mix’ for sweets after a game of football or on my way home from the Sea Cadets where I enjoyed many a happy evening in my youth.

    Powderhall, Edinburgh’s only greyhound stadium, was also not far from where we lived and in the summer months my pals and I would often head up to St Mark’s Park and watch the dogs racing from the hill overlooking the track. Once I had money to burn after turning professional, Powderhall would become a regular haunt on a Thursday and Saturday evening for many of the Hibs players.

    When I played with Tynecastle Boys’ Club, the manager’s son, young Jimmy McLaughlan, got me interested in golf. We used to play every Sunday at his club, Torphin Hill, on the side of the Pentland Hills, and my natural hand-to-eye co-ordination meant that I was lucky enough to learn the basics of golf fairly quickly. Not long after I joined Hibs I managed to get membership of Torphin and shortly thereafter I managed to get my handicap down to single figures. I even managed a hole-in-one just a couple of years after taking the game up. However, I was under no illusion that this was 99.9 per cent luck and 00.1 per cent skill.

    I don’t recall much about my seven years’ education at Bonnington Primary School. The one advantage about living next to my school meant that I didn’t have to leave the house until I could hear the school bell. This was especially welcome on cold, winter mornings and I learned to time my run to the playground to perfection. In later years, I employed the same technique to great effect on the football field, timing my late runs into the box to get on the end of a cross and score a goal. A perfect education for a budding attacking midfield player!

    The only academic subject, if you could call it that, I ever excelled in and enjoyed was art. I obviously inherited my dad’s artistic genes and loved copying images of paintings or photographs. I also enjoyed using colours to create a painting. In later years, I found art a good way of relaxing and, like golf, a great way of escaping the pressures of the football pitch.

    The only other subject I looked forward to at school was gym. I had bundles of energy so any sport or exercise was fun to me, and my competitive streak ensured I gave 100 per cent in the sports I played at Bonnington. Whilst I enjoyed everything sportrelated, I seemed to excel at ball games. I played tennis at Leith Links in the summer and turned out regularly for the secondary school basketball team.

    However, from the first time I kicked a ball, football was my first love. Living next to my primary school enabled me to spend endless hours after lessons enjoying kickabouts and ‘take-on’ matches with my pals. When there was no one around to dribble past or shoot against I would practice on my own, playing keepyuppy or kicking and heading the ball against the playground wall.

    Once I was old enough I’d spend Saturday afternoons at either Easter Road or Tynecastle, depending on whether Hibs or Hearts were at home that weekend. In those days I didn’t have an allegiance to either Edinburgh team, and it was not uncommon for Hearts fans to watch Hibs at Easter Road when the Jambos were playing away, and vice versa.

    The player I most admired in my youth was Alec Young, the Hearts centre forward who went on to star for Everton. After I joined Liverpool, many Evertonians used to stop me and recount fondly the times when Alec played for them in the 60s. I’m glad ‘The Golden Vision’ had long retired from Goodison by the time I was transferred to Anfield in 1972. Two other Hearts players who impressed me were ‘The King of Hearts’, the legendary centre forward Willie Bauld, and inside forward Johnny Hamilton. Bauld was a member of Hearts ‘Terrible Trio’ of Conn, Bauld and Wardhaugh and as well as his goalscoring exploits he epitomised the modern professional footballer of that era with his fair hair and handsome good looks.

    At Easter Road Gordon Smith was outstanding on the right wing, and part of the Hibs Famous Five team that helped them win two consecutive Scottish First Division Championships in 1951 and 1952. Gordon was a legend with Hibs fans, but he also went on to win Scottish League Championship medals with Hearts and Dundee and is the only man in Scottish football history to have won three Championship medals with three different clubs. An even greater feat when you consider that none of the three teams were from the Old Firm. The other man I admired at Hibs was centre forward Lawrie Reilly. But more about Lawrie shortly.

    When I was ten, my primary school team won the Mackie Shield which was played for by all Leith schools, and the following year we made it a double when we won the Leith Cup. That same year I was picked to play on the right wing for the Leith Primary Schools’ Select team at Inverleith Park.

    These were the first competitive matches I played and I got a real adrenalin buzz from the moment I started to put my team jersey on in the changing room to the final whistle, especially after we won the two primary school Cup finals.

    I was still excited after going to bed at night and remember lying awake for hours imagining that I had been playing for Hearts or Hibs earlier in the day, and replayed over and over again highlights from the match in my head. There is no doubt that the success I enjoyed in these competitive early primary school matches whetted my appetite to become a professional footballer. That personal achievement, combined with watching my heroes playing for Hibs or Hearts, week in and week out, in front of tens of thousands of supporters, gave me a hunger to succeed in football from a very early age.

    That desire increased even more when I went to David Kilpatrick’s Secondary School. DK’s (as it was known to everyone in Leith) was a Junior Secondary, therefore, it was not crammed full of budding Albert Einsteins. I have to be honest and admit that I was a real ‘dunderheid’ at school. In fact, the teachers told my mum and dad that football was ruining my school work. But I was not interested in academic excellence as my heart was set on becoming a professional footballer. Whilst many of my DK classmates let their fists do their talking, I let my dancing football feet do mine. That’s not to say I was a shrinking violet when it came to standing up for myself, but at DK’s I gained ‘street cred’ with my football skills.

    I have to admit to feeling ashamed of my report cards, although I felt my parents – my father especially – were secretly just as proud to see me do well at sport. For the three years I attended secondary, DK’s had one of the best football teams in the city and in my third year we won the Colonel Clerk Cup, which was played for by all the Edinburgh Secondary Schools.

    At that time Hibs’ Famous Five centre forward, and one of my football idols, Lawrie Reilly wrote a weekly article about schools teams in the sports section of the Edinburgh Evening News that was published every Saturday. Unfortunately his report on my DK team followed a surprising 4–1 defeat at the hands of Tynecastle School. However ‘Last Minute Reilly’, as Lawrie was known to Hibs and Scotland fans, boosted my growing confidence when he wrote:

    
      David Kilpatrick’s inside right, Peter Cormack, is the most gifted player of all. A natural player. I think he could make the senior grade. Had more shots at goal than the other forwards. Lack of physique may be against him but bodybuilding exercises would help. When I joined Hibs I was the same. I was sent to a body-building school for eighteen months and that helped me tremendously.

    

    For a man I had admired from the terracing at Easter Road to draw a comparison to him in the article was praise indeed. Thanks for that, Lawrie! Your words of encouragement were music to my ears and just the added incentive I needed to pursue my dream of becoming a professional footballer.

    I recall taking a copy of the article to school the following Monday and after showing it to the headmaster I was given special permission to use the school gym after hours.

    For a year I slogged away with weights and medicine balls and whilst the ‘weight training’ made me physically stronger, I couldn’t see any difference in my upper body muscle definition when I stared at myself in the mirror. I was still a skinny wee runt and my dad regularly kidded me on, saying that he saw more meat on the carving knife at our local butchers.

    The other thing I vividly recall from that day against Tynecastle School was our school team getting our photo taken with ‘Last Minute Reilly’. I didn’t notice at the time the photograph was taken, but Lawrie had stood directly behind me and when it was published the following week I took that as a good omen for the future.

    I also enjoyed other rave reviews in the local sports paper after scoring in a 3–3 draw with Holy Cross, a team that contained my future Hibs team-mate Jimmy O’Rourke, and I notched a hat-trick in an 8–3 trouncing of fellow Leith team St Anthony’s. The victory over ‘Tony’s’ was especially sweet as it ensured the DK boys enjoyed bragging rights over their Leith Catholic pals until the next time we met.

    As I said, my sporting success was not just limited to the football field. Without wanting to sound big-headed, sporting excellence seemed to come easy to me at school, which is just as well as anything academic was usually a challenge too far.

    Just before I turned thirteen I won four out of the seven boys’ events at the DK school sports day and set new records in the 440 yards and the quarter mile. Contrary to Bill Shankly’s opinion several years later, I might well have given Brendan Foster a good run for his money if I had chosen distance running instead of professional football.

    On the other hand, one of the events I won that sports day was the high-jump with a ‘prodigious’ leap of three feet eleven inches. Still, maybe before Mr Fosbury invented his famous flop, just under four feet was indeed a giant leap for a young Leith laddie in 1959. What I do remember from that high jump competition is that the landing area was a sand pit that had about as much sand in it as a corporation golf club bunker. Most of my competitors chucked it after their first jump, such was the pain endured after clearing the bar. However, my sporting competitive streak ensured that I was last man standing, but I do think the experience toughened me up and had a positive spin-off in my football career. Diving into headers when the goalie’s fists were flying and defenders’ boots swinging wasn’t half as dangerous or painful in comparison to that DK high jump competition.

    In my last year at secondary school I was picked for the Edinburgh Schools Select side for an evening match against Glasgow Schools Under-15 Select. The game took place at Cathkin Park, the home of Third Lanark, which was in the southeast side of Glasgow, close to the national stadium, Hampden. The Edinburgh team also contained Jimmy O’Rourke and that was the first time we teamed up in a competitive match. Neither of us had any idea at the time, but wee Jimmy and I would become team-mates at Easter Road in the not too distant future.

    My football career really started to take off when I played for Tynecastle Boys’ Club’s Under-15 team. Our manager Jimmy McLaughlan had a great influence on me and when Jimmy said jump I would ask, ‘How high?’ Jimmy was very professional in his approach to training and would constantly emphasise the importance of getting the preparation right before matches, and he was ably assisted by Joe Foley, his son ‘Young Joe’ and Johnny Ross. We had a very good group of players at Tynecastle, and I especially remember Ian Grassick, Albert Tait, Ricky Juner, Alan Weir and Ian Blyth who were all excellent players. None of them ended up enjoying the success I had at the game, but at fifteen, with a little bit of luck on their side, I am certain any one of them could have enjoyed successful football careers.

    When I look back now over my football career that spanned more than forty years playing, managing and coaching, the year 1962 was definitely the most life-defining. This may seem strange given the first season I had with Liverpool, but if 1962 had turned out differently then the success I enjoyed at Anfield would never have happened.

    My first big match that year was a Youth International Trial Match, which took place at Crewe Toll in North Edinburgh. I had an air of confidence going into the trial for two reasons. The first was that I had been picked for the ‘A’ team and the second was that given the match was near Leith I regarded it as a home game – two very good omens to me. I wasn’t aware at the time that I was the youngest player on show but that didn’t stop me raising my game and the following week I received a glowing report from ‘Craig–Mer’ in the Edinburgh Evening News sports paper.

    Under the headline ‘Hearts first in the Queue for Young Tynecastle Star’ Mr ‘Mer’ wrote:

    
      Scouts lined up in orderly and unobtrusive fashion after the Scottish Youth international trial match at Crewe Toll last Saturday. All had one aim … a quiet word in the ear of young Peter Cormack, inside right of Tynecastle Boys’ Club Under-Age Juvenile team. Peter was the youngest performer on show, but the general opinion was that he was the star of the game.

      Hearts, Hibs, Arbroath and Aston Villa were among some of the Senior clubs represented. All bar one are likely to be disappointed. The exception is Hearts, strong favourites to secure this promising youngster when the time comes for him to step up.

    

    The article continued, ‘Willie Hall, secretary of the Scottish Under- Age champions St Bernard’s “A”, had five of his boys in the trial but he was full of praise for Peter Cormack whose sudden bursts of acceleration when on the ball and his intelligent use of open space reminded him of Denis Law.’

    Only a few months earlier I had left DK’s and secured a job as a clerk with the Danish Bacon Company, a firm of wholesale grocers in Leith Walk. I was the office junior doing basic clerical jobs such as filing and running errands, which I didn’t mind as it got me out of the office. Whilst I enjoyed picking up my weekly pay packet every Friday I was determined that this was going to be a short, temporary stop-gap until I fulfilled my dream of becoming a professional footballer.

    Little did I think after that first youth trial match in January my football career was about to hit the ‘fast forward’ button. A few weeks later a second trial was held back at Cathkin Park against Third Lanark Colts. Our team ran out 2–1 winners and I managed to bag the decisive second goal. Despite my goalscoring performance I was overlooked for the first Youth International match against England. Following defeat by the ‘auld enemy’ I was selected for the next Youth International against Wales in Bangor on 7 April. Also included in the Scottish team were two players who were to enjoy professional careers in the game. Bobby Watson was a great servant at Motherwell and Denis Setterington played for Rangers and Falkirk. Denis occupied outside right in the youth team and I lined up inside him. Together we formed a good partnership. We drew our first match in North Wales 1–1 and a few weeks later we played Ireland at Cappielow in Greenock.

    Before my debut against Wales I received my first ever telegram, not from the Queen but from my team-mates at Tynecastle. I was really touched by their support and have treasured it ever since. It now proudly sits with the many other football mementos I have collected over the course of my career.

    Before my Youth International debut I played my first competitive match at Easter Road. On 10 March 1962 Hibs played Everton in a friendly (I think both teams had a free Saturday after getting knocked out of their respective FA Cups a few weeks earlier) and as pre-match entertainment another Youth International Trial Match was arranged between twenty-two possible candidates for the squad. I had been picked to play inside left for the ‘B’ team, playing in red, and I scored my first ever goal on the famous Easter Road slope as we ran out 2–1 winners. It was probably this performance that secured my place for the Welsh International that was taking place a few weeks later.

    In preparation for the match we met at the Scotia Hotel in Great King Street, sadly no longer there, in the centre of Edinburgh, where we were treated to lunch before a bus took us the short drive down to Easter Road. It was a fantastic experience for a young fifteen-year-old just setting out on his football journey.

    Although I had previously played at senior grounds they didn’t compare to the experience of playing in a stadium where I had watched countless matches and seen great players such as Gordon Smith, Lawrie Reilly and Bobby Johnstone of Hibs and Willie Bauld, Alfie Conn and Jimmy Wardhaugh of Hearts.

    Because Hibs were playing the English First Division side following our game there was a decent-sized crowd in the ground and I got a huge buzz walking onto the park seeing and hearing the crowd. To make my day complete all the trialists were given complimentary tickets to watch the Hibs vs Everton match from the enclosure below the old stand. It was certainly a welcome change for me, as normally my pals and I used to sneak into the Hibs ground at a security ‘blind spot’ we discovered around the back of the Dunbar End at Easter Road.

    You can tell from this report of the game in the Evening News how much of a high I was on during that trial right from the kick-off:

    
      In the youth’s match curtain-raiser the reds proved the much superior team, running out 2–1 winners. They got off to a wonderful start when inside left Cormack of Tynecastle Boys’ Club put them ahead in the opening minutes.

    

    Needless to say, that Saturday at Easter Road I was made up and it was another big step on my climb up the football ladder. A week after my scoring debut at Easter Road I turned out for an Edinburgh Under-Age Juvenile Select against a Celtic Colts team which took place at Old Meadowbank, the pre-1970 Commonwealth Games Stadium. The Evening News report of the match stated that the game was attended by senior scouts from Hearts, Hibs, Airdrie, Falkirk, Preston, Wolves and many more and went on to report that:

    
      All except Hearts must have envied the inside forward play of Peter Cormack of Tynecastle Boys’ Club. For one so young he stood out against a strong Celtic team. He has promised to join up at Tynecastle Park when he is seventeen. I believe there is every chance of him being one of Hearts’ first youngsters to go on the ground staff.

    

    Things were really moving on apace and the Evening News reporter had clearly been given some inside information from Hearts.

    On 23 March 1962 I received my first official invitation from Heart of Midlothian Football Club to play in a match they had arranged on Tuesday 27 March at Heriot Watt playing fields on Paties Road, which is now the home of junior side Edinburgh United.

    The week following that match I was called in to Tynecastle for an interview with Hearts’ legendary manager ‘Gentleman’ Tommy Walker and he convinced me to become a member of the Hearts groundstaff. As a raw fifteen-year-old I was very nervous sitting face-to-face with a man who had seen and done it all and was respected throughout Scottish football for his success, both as a player with Hearts and Scotland and as a manager with Hearts in the 1950s.

    I recall Mr Walker telling me when we sat down in his office that the last Hearts player to be taken on the groundstaff was him – some thirty years earlier. Any reservations I might have had about the move were dispelled when he told me that and I remember thinking at the time that the football omens were looking good for me. No matter how nervous I was then I don’t recall it being anything like the nerve-jangling occasion I experienced ten years later when I sat face-to-face with Bill Shankly at Anfield.

    The following month I was selected for the Scottish Secondary Juveniles for an evening match against the Scottish Churches at Partick Thistle’s ground, Firhill. I was picked to play inside left and Dougie Johnstone was at left back. Dougie, a fellow Edinburgh lad, would join me in the future at Easter Road for a spell during his professional football travels.

    After defeating the Churches I lined up for the Scottish Secondary Juveniles in the final at Falkirk against the Scottish Juveniles, where we ran out winners by five goals to two. I even managed to get on the scoresheet in the final, notching our second goal. The brief press report of the game included the following:

    
      In the second half the Secondary players made better use of the ball and the outstanding performers were Symington, McLaughlan, Cattenach and Cormack.

    

    Following my two Youth International matches, my focus returned to finish the season on a high at Tynecastle Boys’ Club where we swept the boards in the Edinburgh Juveniles.

    Over the summer I spent every working day at Tynecastle as the only member of the Hearts groundstaff. Unfortunately for me it really was what it said on the form, and I hated every minute of it. Whilst I wanted to be training and practising for a career as a professional footballer, all I felt I was doing was being used as a glorified ‘skivvy’. As far as I was concerned the groundsman, Mattie Chalmers, was a miserable old so-and-so. He had me cutting the grass, sweeping the terracing, cleaning the dressing rooms and whitening the lines. One week I was painting seats in the stand and the next he had me painting the crush barriers. I told him that if I wanted to be an effing painter I could go and work with my dad, but I got no sympathy. I honestly think he was made up having someone around the place that could do all the shitty jobs he had mostly been doing on his own for over forty years. If there was a menial job to be done then it was left for me to do. I had reached the end of my tether and then one day he asked me to park Hearts’ state-ofthe-art Ransomes Power Unit. This was a miniature tractor that could attach seven trailers, each of them with a special job such as cutting the grass or rolling the pitch. When he asked me to park it in the shed down by one of the corner flags I decided it was payback time. At first I protested that I could not drive, but that cut no ice with my taskmaster so I jumped in the tractor and as I was driving it down the slope leading to the shed, I hopped out and it crashed into a wall. Mattie Chalmers went mad, shouting and swearing, saying that I would be in big trouble for that. But I headed straight for the changing rooms, picked up my gear and made my mind up there and then that I was never going back to Tynecastle.

    When I didn’t turn up for duty, Tommy Walker came to see me at my house but by this time the nods and winks aimed in my direction by Hibs had me champing at the bit to move to Easter Road. And anyway, Hibs promised that if I signed for them they would buy my mum and dad a new house, and there was no way Hearts could compete with that. They could even have put me in charge of Mattie Chalmers to get my own back but my heart was set on joining the Hibees.

    Not only did I escape the Tynecastle groundsman, but within months of joining the groundstaff at Easter Road we moved from our flat in Bonnington Road to the brand new house Hibs had promised, on the west side of Edinburgh. I was delighted that my football abilities managed to give my parents the new house they had always dreamed of.

    My next representative outing came in August at the Annual Match between the Edinburgh Secondary Juveniles and Edinburgh Under-Age Juveniles for the James Ford Cup, which was played back at Old Meadowbank. On the Saturday before the Monday night match, my number one fan in the Evening News, Craig– Mer, who only a few months earlier predicted my signing for Hearts, wrote this in his column:

    
      Interest will focus on Peter Cormack who has quit Hearts groundstaff and is now to join Hibs. Peter will be at inside right for the Under-Age Select and the Tynecastle Boys’ Club skipper will be the centre of attention. This has been a hectic season for this talented young man and honours have come thick and fast. His brilliant displays at inside forward won him his place in Under-Age Select sides, in the Scottish Secondary Juvenile team and the Scottish Youth eleven. Quite a fantastic record for a boy who was only sixteen last month. Playing against older and more experienced players presents no problems to this youngster and he will keep the Secondary defence at full stretch on Monday night.

    

    Craig–Mer certainly seemed to have his finger on the Edinburgh football pulse. In my opinion, I couldn’t have signed for Hibs at a better time. The club was in a transition period with older players such as Joe McLelland and Jim Easton coming to the end of their careers and up-and-coming youngsters like Bobby Duncan and Eric Stevenson on the verge of breaking into the first team. Rightly or wrongly I felt my football progress was going to be long and drawn out at Tynecastle, whereas I was convinced that I would have a better chance with Hibs.

    But even I was shocked how quickly I would climb that steep learning curve at Easter Road. Within a couple of weeks of joining the Easter Road groundstaff I was playing in the reserve side and made my ‘A’ team debut against Clyde in an evening match at Easter Road. I was picked for another couple of reserve games, including one at Partick Thistle which included future first team team-mates goalkeeper Willie Wilson and wee Jimmy O’Rourke. In that game I managed to score two goals with my head. In those days, the Saturday sports paper only gave first half reserve match reports and the News managed to record: ‘Hibs went ahead in twenty-five minutes when Cormack took a neat flick from McCreadie and bulleted a header past Gray in the Thistle goal.’

    Then following an injury crisis at the club I was asked to travel with the first team squad for a Saturday league match at Airdrie on Saturday 24 November 1962.

    Hibs’ season had got off to a bad start and they were languishing near the bottom of the league. On the team bus travelling through to the west on the old A8 road, I sat soaking up the atmosphere, which consisted mainly of the shouts and groans of the players’ card school at the back of the coach. I was relaxed, comfortable in the knowledge that I was just going along for the experience. The last thing on my mind, sitting on the team bus, was that I was about to make my first team debut.

    After we got off the coach and into the ground the players headed straight for the pitch to stretch their legs and check the condition of the playing surface. I savoured the banter between the established first team regulars and the sprinkling of diehard Diamonds fans that had arrived early at the ground for the sole purpose of winding up their opponents.

    When we returned to the sanctuary of the away team changing room, which in those days was housed under the small stand at one of the corners of the ground, I sat quietly as Mr Galbraith read out the team.

    In goal Ronnie Simpson, right back John Fraser, left back Joe McLelland, right half Duncan Falconer, centre half Jim Easton, left half Ally McLeod, right wing Jim Scott, inside right Johnny Byrne, centre forward Gerry Baker, inside left Jimmy Stevenson and outside left Peter Cormack.

    I never even heard my name being read out as I genuinely was not expecting to be in the starting line-up, and it was only when the other players started congratulating me on getting picked that I realised I was playing.

    I read Roy Keane’s autobiography many years later, where he described his first team debut under Brian Clough for Nottingham Forest against Liverpool at Anfield. I related that experience to my debut for Hibs at Airdrie in 1962. Unlike Keano, I didn’t have a couple of pints the evening before, but I did think, like him, that until that day I was only there to help the trainer put out the playing kit and sample the atmosphere of being with the first team squad.

    Getting picked for the starting eleven really was a bolt from the blue, but once I knew I was playing I was totally focussed on giving my all for the team. It may sound daft given how my career was to pan out, but that day, putting on a Hibs jersey for the first time, I had no nerves or butterflies. Maybe it’s what sports psychologists now call ‘the confidence of youth not having the fear of fear itself’ but, in truth, all I could think was that I was getting a game of football and playing ‘fitba’ is all I ever wanted to do when I was growing up in Leith.

  


End of sample
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