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   TO PHYLLIS


  
    
      My thanks go to Sir Matt Busby, Jimmy Murphy, Bill Foulkes, Manchester United, Captain Thain, Peter Ball, my friend Tony Jackson, Chris Roberts, the relatives and friends of the Munich
      victims and all who contributed to this book.

    

  


  


  Contents



  Authors Note



  Introduction


  
    
      1 Munich


      2 The Making of a Legend


      3 Life as a Busby Babe


      4 19568


      5 Geoffrey Bent


      6 Roger Byrne


      7 Eddie Colman


      8 Duncan Edwards


      9 Mark Jones


      10 David Pegg


      11 Tommy Taylor


      12 Liam Whelan


      13 The Press Team


      14 The Aftermath


      15 Captain Thain


      16 Transition


      17 Fergusons Glory

    

  


  Epilogue

      Endnotes

	  
  
  About the Author




 Copyright

  


  Authors note


  This book was originally researched in 1974 and published in 1975, and apart from the final two chapters and epilogue remains unchanged.


  Manchester United were not the first football club to lose players in an air crash, nor were they the last. Torino, of Italy, flew into the Superga Basilica, near Turin, while returning from a
  match in Lisbon in 1949. Green Cross, of Chile, perished in 1961 when their aircraft hit a mountain. The Andes claimed Bolivias most popular team, The Strongest, in 1969. The following year
  the Marshall University American Football team and their supporters crashed into a hillside in West Virginia. Alianza Lima, of Peru, were lost in the Pacific Ocean in 1987. Fourteen Surinamese
  members of Dutch clubs were killed when their aircraft attempted to land in fog in Paramaribo in 1989. Eighteen Zambia national team players died when their military aircraft plunged into the
  Atlantic off Gabon in 1993.


  The intention here is not to measure one tragedy against another but to recall a group of young men whose skills made a profound impression on the nation, Manchester United devotees or
  otherwise.


  


  Introduction


  My memorial is the three great teams I created for Manchester United in twenty-three years of managership. But which of the three do I rate the best?


  Old-timers may say the 1948 FA Cup-winning side, my first one. Younger ones and some old-timers will say the pre-Munich team, the Babes. And there are those who, because of the magic of
  Charlton, Law and Best, will say the European Cup-winning team of 1968, albeit without the injured Law.


  They were all great teams, but I have no doubt in my mind at all. The pre-Munich team was potentially the best club side I have seen, about to take over that crown from Real Madrid when the
  Munich crash ended them.


  I am delighted that John Roberts has written this book recalling that great team and those wonderful players.


  It is a highly readable recollection of that period and some parts of the book were completely fresh and new to me, even though I was so deeply and personally involved.


  SIR MATT BUSBY


  


  1. Munich


  The British European Airways twin-engine Elizabethan, RMA Lord Burghley, G-ALZU AS 57, returning from a charter flight to Belgrade with Manchester United Football
  Club on board, had stopped to refuel at Munich airport. The time was 14.19 hours, 6 February 1958.


  On the flight deck, Captain James Thain, who was in command and who had flown the aircraft to Belgrade, was sitting in the right-hand, first officers seat. His friend, Captain Kenneth
  Rayment, who had taken the controls for the homeward journey, was sitting in the left-hand seat.


  Captain Rayment requested permission to taxi the aircraft for take-off and was given clearance. Eleven minutes later the radio officer, William Rodgers, told the airport control tower that 609
  Zulu Uniform was rolling.


  The events that followed are narrated by Captain Thain.


  As Ken opened the throttles, which were between us on the central pedestal, with his right hand, I followed with my left hand. When they were fully open I tapped his hand and held the
  throttles in the fully open position.


  Ken moved his hand and I called Full power and, looking at the instruments in front of me, said Temperatures and pressures correct and warning lights out. I
  then called out the speed in knots as the aircraft accelerated.


  The engines sounded an uneven note and the needle on the port pressure gauge started to fluctuate. I felt a pain in my left hand as Ken pulled the throttles back and said Abandon
  take-off. I held the control column fully forward while Ken put on the brakes.


  The aircraft was almost at a halt forty seconds after the start of its run.


  What had happened was boost surging, which was not uncommon with Elizabethans at the time, particularly at airports like Munich, because of their height above sea level.


  Over-rich mixture caused the power surge, but though the engines sounded uneven there was not much danger that the take-off power of the aircraft would be affected. The Elizabethans were
  very powerful in their day and you could actually have taken off on one engine.


  Knowing that one cause of boost surging was opening the throttles too quickly, Ken said that at the start of our next run he would open the throttles a little before releasing the brakes
  and then continue to open them more slowly. Clearance for take-off was given a second time at 14.34 hours.


  Ken opened the throttles to twenty-eight inches, released the brakes, and off we went again.


  The aircraft came to a stop again forty seconds later.


  I took the decision to abandon the take-off this time. We were half-way down the runway with the throttles fully open when I saw the starboard engine steady itself at
  fifty-seven-and-a-half inches but the port pressure run to sixty inches and beyond. I wanted to discuss this with the BEA station engineer.


  The aircraft returned to the tarmac and Captain Thain took over the controls when they were clear of the runway, while Captain Rayment told the passengers over the address system that there was
  a technical fault. Captain Thain found it difficult to see the edge of the runway track because of snow.


  Captain Rayment took the controls again and brought the aircraft to the airport buildings. Twenty minutes had elapsed since it had first left the buildings.


  The station engineer, William Black, came to the cockpit to check the trouble and we explained about the boost surging. He said it was fairly common at airports like Munich, above sea
  level, and described the recommended procedures to overcome it. We told him we had tried these without eliminating the noise.


  He said that re-tuning the engines would mean an overnight stop. I said I didnt think this was necessary because the starboard engine had performed normally.


  We talked about opening the throttles even more slowly and, after discussing the state of the runway, I said we would have another go at take-off. Thats when we found we had no
  passengers. They had gone back to the airport lounge. The station engineer went to instruct the traffic officer to recall the passengers.


  Ken and I had not been out of the cockpit but talked about the snow and looked at the wings from the flight deck. We had lost the film of snow we had noticed before our first departure
  and decided there was no need to have the wings swept.


  At 14.56.30, Captain Rayment again requested permission to taxi out to runway 24/25. It was given and, after routine checks in the cockpit, the aircraft was ready for take-off at forty seconds
  past 15.00 hours and was rolling at 15.03.06.


  According to the official record: The last message from 609 Zulu Uniform starts with a howling, whistling noise and ends with a loud background noise after the message was broken
  off.


  On the flight deck the co-pilots started the third run.


  I told Ken that if we got boost surging again I would control the throttles. Ken opened them to twenty-eight inches with the brakes on, and both engine readings were steady. Ken released
  the brakes and we moved forward.


  Ken continued to open the throttles and again I followed with my left hand until the levers were fully open. I tapped his hand and he moved it. He called Full power and I
  checked the dials and said Full power.


  The boost surging started again at eighty-five knots and I called out to Ken about it and pulled the port throttle lever back until the surging was controlled and the reading was
  fifty-four inches and then pushed the throttle back until it was fully open, fifty-seven-and-a-half inches throughout.


  Captain Thain called Full power again and looked at the temperatures and pressures.


  I then glanced at the air speed indicator and saw it registered 105 knots and was flickering. When it reached 117 knots I called out VI (Velocity 1, which is the point on
  the runway after which it is unsafe to abandon take-off) and waited for a positive indication of more speed so that I could call V2 (the speed required before taking off and in this
  case 119 knots).


  But suddenly the needle dropped to about 112 and then 105 knots. I had not looked out of the cockpit, but I had not felt anything that would have given the impression that we were losing
  acceleration.


  Once before I had experienced a failure of the air speed indicator at a similar stage of take-off. I had continued and the aircraft took off quite normally. On checking later, it had been
  found that an engineer working on the instruments had taken off the panel. But when he had replaced it he had somehow trapped a tube leading to the air speed indicator which had prevented the
  instrument from reading correctly.


  This flashed through my mind when I saw the indicator showing a loss of speed at Munich, though it could only have been the flash of a thought, because suddenly Ken shouted Christ!
  We wont make it!


  Until then I had been looking at the instruments. When Ken shouted I looked up and could see a lot of snow and a house and a tree right in the path of the aircraft.


  I took my left hand from behind the throttle levers and banged them, but they were fully forward. I think Ken was pulling the control column back. He asked for the undercarriage to be
  lifted and I selected up.


  Then I put my hands out in front of me and gripped the ledge and peered over the edge. It seemed that we were turning to starboard and I was convinced we could not get between the house
  and the tree. I put my head down and waited for the impact of the crash.


  The aircraft went through a fence and crossed a road and the port wing hit the house. The wing and part of the tail were torn off and the house caught fire.


  In the house, mother-of-four Mrs Anna Winkler was sewing. Her husband was away and her eldest daughter was at a neighbours house. She threw two of her sleeping children
  into the snow, and another four-year-old crawled out through a window.


  As the aircraft spun, a tree just further on than the house came through the port side of the flight deck where Ken was sitting. The starboard side of the fuselage hit a
  wooden hut, where there was a truck filled with tyres and fuel. This exploded.


  We were spinning and then the aircraft stopped. There was a hellish noise. And then complete silence.


  I shouted Abandon aircraft. William Rodgers put off his switches and went out through the emergency window of the galley door. Ken couldnt leave his seat and was
  shouting that his foot was jammed. I went out through the emergency exit to inspect the fires. I expected the plane to go up unless the fires were put out and returned to the flight deck to collect
  the portable fire extinguisher and told Ken to hang on until the fires had been put out.


  I tried to get people out of the aircraft. I could see the bodies and tried to do what I could. It was chaos. Even when help arrived, people just seemed to stand open-mouthed in horror at
  it all. Some seemed in a daze. I got very irritated and very angry with some, but I suppose their reaction was understandable, suddenly arriving at a scene like that.


  At times I just couldnt get through to people to make them move to where they were needed. I remember snatching an axe off one man, running to where Ken was trapped and hacking
  away to get him out. The man seemed to get the message then.


  Kens leg was broken in about five places and the tree had hit his head. When I went to the hospital I was told he would be OK. He was badly injured but they felt he would
  survive.


  He battled for three weeks before he finally died of brain damage.


  The Manchester United defender Bill Foulkes tells what it was like from his seat in the middle of the cabin.


  The flight from Belgrade was uneventful. Id known worse. We played cards, as usual, and our mood was great. We were back in the European Cup semi-final and were thinking about
  beating Real Madrid to win it this time.


  Oh, yes, we had to beat Milano first, but we did not see that as any problem. Red Star were a better side than Milano, and we had handled them far easier than the 33 score in
  Belgrade suggested. And we were sure we would beat Madrid in the final.


  We had learned a lot and were twice as good as when we had met Madrid the previous year, losing 53 on aggregate. This was going to be our year.


  I had no worries about flying. They could turn the plane upside down and fly it that way for all I cared. If there was turbulence, or the plane hit an air pocket, it used to fascinate me.
  Those things never bothered me because I had complete faith in the aircraft.


  The journey was broken when the plane landed to refuel at Munich. We left the plane and had coffee. It was a very cold day. They had had to clear snow from the pitch in Belgrade before
  the match, and the weather had not improved.


  It was not long before we were called back to the plane, and it set off down the runway. The snow was coming down by this time. Despite a long run there was no take-off. The brakes went
  on, the plane came to a halt and turned back.


  This unsettled us, but the plane set off again. Not so far this time. And it stopped again. We were taken back to the airport building and ordered more coffee. After about fifteen minutes
  we were called back to the plane, but had to wait a few minutes for Alf Clarke of the Manchester Evening Chronicle.


  Alf had put a call through to his office. When he arrived, we prepared to take off again. There were no cards now. I had put them into their cardboard pack and slipped it into my right
  hip pocket. We were all apprehensive.


  I was sitting next to a window on the right-hand side of the gangway, half-way down the plane, with my back towards the cockpit. A wing was just above where I was sitting and I could see
  an engine. Ken Morgans was on my right and the other members of our card school, facing us, were David Pegg and Albert Scanlon.


  To our right was another school, on a six-seater. There were five of them, Roger Byrne, Billy Whelan, Dennis Viollet, Ray Wood and Jackie Blanchflower.


  Matt Busby and Bert Whalley were sitting behind us. Mark Jones, Tommy Taylor, Duncan Edwards and Eddie Colman were all at the back of the plane.


  David Pegg said Im not sitting here. Its not safe, and went to the back of the plane. And I seem to remember Frank Swift standing up near the back and saying
  something like Thats right, lads, this is the place to be.


  We set off and I remember looking out of the window. They had big windows, those Elizabethans. I remember seeing the snow coming down and the slush flying about and then there was a
  terrible noise, the kind you might expect to hear if a car suddenly left a smooth road and started running over rocks.


  Instinctively, I crouched down into my seat and fastened my seat belt really tight. There was a tremendous bang. I must have passed out for a minute or so, because the next thing I
  remember was looking ahead and seeing just a hole right in front of me. I had no grasp of what had happened. The back of the plane had just disappeared.


  I looked out of the window and saw smoke coming out of the engine. Then, Captain Thain, one of the pilots, was banging on the window shouting at me to get out.


  But when I tried to move, I couldnt. I started to panic and to feel for my legs in case something had happened to me. It was a while before I pulled myself together and realized
  the seat belt was keeping me down.


  I got out and just ran as fast as I could. I must have been thinking the plane might blow up at any second, but I cant remember having a clear thought in my head. I just ran and
  ran across a field and the snow became deeper and deeper.


  Then, I dont know why, I stopped and turned round. I could see the part of the plane I had left. Then, what seemed about a mile away, the back of the plane was ablaze in a petrol
  dump. All that could be seen of it clearly was the tail fin.


  People who saw the crash said later that the plane did not take off but sort of bounced off the runway, over a fence. It went on into a cottage, which was struck by part of a wing. This
  turned the plane and it started spinning towards the petrol dump, a trailer filled with fuel containers.


  On impact, the plane was torn apart, with the back exploding into the fuel dump and the front part spinning away.


  When I saw the tail blazing I started to move back. I then saw bodies. Roger Byrne, strapped in his seat, leaning over backwards as if his back was broken. Bobby Charlton, in another
  seat, not moving. And Dennis Viollet.


  Harry Gregg appeared suddenly, his face covered in blood. He looked in a bad way, but it turned out that he had only nicked a nostril. We found Jackie Blanchflower, with an arm bleeding
  badly. Harry tore a strip off something and tied a tourniquet round Jackies arm. I kept telling Harry he was tying it too tight, but he didnt seem to hear. He didnt take any
  notice.


  I found Matt, lying on his side. He seemed semiconscious and I asked if he was all right. He just kept saying My side . . . my side. I tried to put a coat under his side,
  because the ground was very wet, but he gave a terrible groan and I thought What have I done?


  Bobby Charlton appeared alongside me. I asked if he was all right. He just kept looking. Then a stretcher was put down. And another. And another.


  Someone told us to help lift Matt on to a stretcher, which we did. It was taken to a Volkswagen mini-bus with seats taken out of it. When the stretcher was in, Bobby Charlton and Dennis
  Viollet were told to sit in the front and I sat in a seat at the back.


  The mini-bus had not moved far when it was stopped, the back doors opened again and another stretcher, on which was Mrs Miklos, wife of the courier, badly burned, was placed alongside
  Matt.


  We started off again at high speed across the snow and slush. I thought the driver was going too fast for safety. I must have been in a state of shock, because after shouting at the
  driver to slow down and getting no response, I punched him on the back of the head. I must have thumped him half a dozen times, but he just ignored me. I shouted for Bobby and Dennis to do
  something. They just stared and looked vacant.


  When we reached hospital, the doors of the mini-bus were whipped open and the stretchers were carried away. I saw Harry Gregg, and we just seemed to wander down a hospital corridor, not
  really knowing what we were doing or where we were going.


  A nurse came out of a room and asked me to step inside. She pointed, asking Who is that? It was Johnny Berry. His head was tilted and his bottom teeth had cut through his
  upper mouth and into his nose. The nurse gave me a label and I wrote Johnnys name on it.


  I went back into the corridor and moved to catch up with the others. It was then, for the first time, that I noticed I had only one shoe. A wet sock was flapping on my other foot. I just
  pulled the sock up and joined the other lads.


  A nurse appeared, holding a big needle. She grabbed Bobby and gave him a jab. Harry and I werent having any of that. We ran down the corridor and out of the hospital entrance and
  stood on the steps.


  After a while a BEA representative came along and asked us if we wanted to go into the hospital. We said we didnt, so she arranged for us to be taken to a hotel.


  I asked if she could get me some shoes, and she took the one I had left as a guide to the size, went to a store and brought me some fur-lined boots.


  When we were in the hotel room, Harry and I were in a daze. We didnt know what to do, and just followed each other around. I went to the toilet. Harry came with me. Then Harry went
  out on to the balcony, and I went with him.


  We shared a bottle of whisky, though I didnt usually drink in those days.


  Next day, we went back to the hospital. Matt was in an oxygen tent. Duncan Edwards was shouting Lets have some bloody attention. The wards were small. I saw Bobby
  Charlton, with a bandaged head, and Jackie Blanchflower, nursing his arm. Dennis Viollet had a knock on his jaw and a gashed head. Albert Scanlon, who had been found under a wheel, had a fractured
  skull. Ray Wood had a gashed face and concussion. I remember also seeing Ken Morgans and Johnny Berry.


  I was talking to a nurse about Johnny and Duncan. She seemed to think Duncans chances were better than Johnnys, but she was to be proved wrong.1


  Frank Taylor, of the News Chronicle, shouted something like Arent you talking to the poor blokes, then? We went over to see him and he asked if we would like a
  beer and said a nurse would get some for us. Like ourselves, Frank did not know about the others.


  Before we left, I asked a nurse which hospital we should go to next, to see the other lads. She looked puzzled. I asked again where the other people were, and she said there were no
  others. She said the only survivors were in the hospital in which we were standing.


  That was when the whole thing really hit me. I was sickened and shattered. I just wanted to go home.


  Relatives and friends arrived and we began to be surrounded by newspapermen. I was asked if I would like to go back to the scene of the accident to help identify baggage, and I
  agreed.


  My bag was missing, but in the rack over my seat I found my briefcase and overcoat. In a pocket of the overcoat was a bottle of gin, a present from the British Embassy in Belgrade, still
  intact.


  And the pack of cards was still in my hip pocket, but a quarter inch was sliced off the top, cleanly, as if by a guillotine. That shows how close I came.


  I found a cap that belonged to Eddie Colman. The players used to go to a place called the Continental in Manchester, where, as a gimmick, the owner used to present flat caps with the
  persons name inscribed inside to mark a certain number of visits to his place.


  Eddie used to wear his cap, and there it was, in the wreckage. I also found a red and white scarf Eddie used to wear.


  The odd thing was that the baggage belonging to those who had died seemed to be intact. It was terribly upsetting reading all those labels. I found a briefcase that belonged to the United
  secretary, Walter Crickmer. It was filled with travellers cheques. He also carried a silver hip-flask in it. It was still there, and Walters wife gave it to me as a present when I
  took the briefcase back to her.


  By this time, Jimmy Murphy, the assistant manager, was in Munich. After a short time he decided it would be best if we went back home and got things moving again. The weekend match
  against Wolves had been cancelled, of course, but we were heavily committed with fixtures.


  We wouldnt go near a plane. We went by train and boat. And they upset me. Every time the train braked I went all tense and broke into a sweat. I was tense on the boat to Harwich,
  and the train to London was worst of all. It was fast, and every time it braked I was back in that plane again mentally.


  We didnt want to travel by train from London to Manchester. My wife, Teresa, and Harrys wife were in London. We were driven up in a big Rolls, and I was affected by that.
  Every time the driver braked at a corner or to stop at traffic lights, it was terrible.


  Teresa had missed the first news bulletin about the crash. When she heard the second bulletin it named the survivors, so, in a sense, she had the relief before she had the
  shock.


  Twenty-three people died as a result of their injuries in the Munich air disaster.


  Eight of the victims were Manchester United players: Roger Byrne, Geoffrey Bent, Eddie Colman, Duncan Edwards, Mark Jones, David Pegg, Tommy Taylor and Liam Whelan.


  Three were members of the club staff: secretary Walter Crickmer, trainer Tom Curry and coach Bert Whalley.


  Eight were newspaper representatives: Alf Clarke, Don Davies, George Follows, Tom Jackson, Archie Ledbrooke, Henry Rose, Eric Thompson and Frank Swift.


  Two were members of the British European Airways crew: Captain Kenneth Rayment, the co-pilot, and Tom Cable, a steward. Two other passengers also died: Bela Miklos, the wife of the travel agent,
  and Willie Satinoff, a supporter.


  


  2. The Making of a Legend


  Were gonna rock, around, the clock tonight . . .


  We were young then, when Bill Haley, with that kiss-curl plastered on the forehead of his moon face, blasted us into the era of rock n roll. Suddenly, everything
  was fresh, new and exciting. Teenagers, hooked on the vibrations, were taking over the world, or so said parents and grandparents, conveniently forgetting their days of jitterbug and Charleston.
  There were Teddy boys, with Brylcreemed hair slicked up at the front and swept back into a D.A. (ducks rear) formation with long sideburns, and wearing lengthy, draped jackets with velvet
  collars, bootlace ties, drain-pipe trousers and crpe-soled shoes.


  In Hollywood, moody James Dean, with his frown, mumble and blue jeans, was the rebel without a cause, the symbol of a generation. It was a time for method acting (I
  am a tree) and Dean was beginning to out-Brando Marlon (On the Waterfront) Brando.


  The frenzied beat of the music brought out the most primitive instincts in some. Haleys Rock Around the Clock was the theme song of a film about school violence called
  Blackboard Jungle, and later became the title of a film featuring the rock n roller himself with his backing group, the Comets. Cinemas all over Britain suffered damage as
  youngsters, carried away by the new sound, ripped out seats and generally ran riot.


  Haley had a whole host of gyrating contemporaries. Elvis Presley, pelvis swinging, took a walk down Lonely Street to Heartbreak Hotel, Gene Vincent, curled round a microphone,
  mouthed Be Bop A Lula, and somehow we seemed to know what he was trying to say. Little Richard screamed at Long Tall Sally and Lucille. Jerry Lee Lewis had
  a Whole Lotta Shakin Goin On, and Goodness, Gracious, Great Balls of Fire!


  Tommy Steele, Britains own star, sang Rock with the Caveman at the 2Is coffee bar in Soho, little Laurie London had the Whole World in His
  Hands and Frankie Lymon and the Teenagers insisted Im Not a Juvenile Delinquent.


  It was a mad, marvellous time; a relief in its contrast to the war-scarred 1940s. Life began to move slowly forward from an era of ration book austerity, the black market and making
  do with what little was available.


  Industrial towns had jam-butty belts of closely knit, back-street communities, where small boys with woolly Balaclava helmets, urchin-grey pullovers and short trousers always too
  long for them, patched at the seat more often than not and held up by snake belts, kicked makeshift footballs. But we were moving towards a time when the more fortunate ones were buying
  Stanley Matthews football boots from the Co-op. These were still rather inflexible, with cruelly solid toe-caps, far removed from the sophisticated slippers later introduced by the
  Continentals. But to possess Matthews boots then was to have the winged feet of Mercury.


  Footballs were still laced, heavy and bruising, and the professional game in England was insular, tending to run to fat on the complacency of a post-war attendance boom, though everyone was
  shaken in 1949 by the news that the Italian club Torino had been wiped out in an air crash at Turin.


  In 1951, there was the Festival of Britain, and we stared in puzzled wonder at a giant metal cigar called Skylon and at the Dome of Discovery. But it was fun to sail on the Thames believing
  ourselves to be at the heart of the whole world. That feeling intensified in Coronation year, 1953, when out came the Union Jacks and the bunting, all the schoolchildren received commemorative
  beakers from the Corporation and we crowded around twelve-inch television screens to watch the event, then celebrated with parties in the streets. That same year Everest was conquered, a feat which
  symbolized the 1950s, a decade in which our heroes, like Sir John Hunt and Doctor Roger Bannister, who in 1954 ran the first sub-four-minute mile in athletics, were respected rather than
  worshipped.


  There was the sentimental tug of the Matthews Final, with Stanley dribbling and crossing from the right to help inspire Blackpools fight back to beat forlorn,
  injury-weakened Bolton Wanderers 43. But during that year, 1953, the foundations of English football quaked under the impact of a tubby little Hungarian major and his revolutionary army.


  It was shameful enough to have been beaten by the novices of the United States 10 in the 1950 World Cup, but that was in far-away Brazil and was shrugged off as a fluke that did not
  threaten our domain. Ferenc Puskas, the galloping major, and his cherry-shirted force, showed us the depth of our shortcomings by teaching us a lesson on our own sacred Wembley turf. Not only did
  the Hungarians become the first team from outside the British Isles to beat England on her own soil, they also opened our eyes to an entirely new concept of play.


  Until then, a centre forward was generally accepted to be a strong, powerful, attacking player who would act as a human battering-ram against opposing defences, challenging forcefully on the
  ground and in the air and relying on wingers and inside forwards to run the ball on to his path to goal. The Hungarians had a new idea. Their number nine, Nandor Hidegkuti, played deep as the link
  man in midfield, creating openings for the probing, inventive front men, Puskas and Sandor Kocsis, and also surging forward to add additional power and surprise to their assaults.


  Hidegkuti, and his telepathic wing half partner, Josef Bozsik, a member of the Hungarian House of Deputies, worked with such speed, accuracy and understanding that the deep-lying centre forward
  scored three of the Hungarian goals in their 63 victory.


  When the Hungarians followed this triumph by beating England 71 in their own Peoples Stadium in Budapest, it was clear that there was an urgent need for rethinking and replanning.
  Perhaps the most important part of the lesson was that the English did not, after all, know it all and could no longer sit back looking down condescendingly upon those who had taken up
  our game as mere jugglers with no shooting ability.


  This was only the first phase of Puskass influence on the game in Europe, for he was later to move to Spain following the Hungarian Uprising to become a member of the majestic Real Madrid
  team.


  Manchester City adopted the Hungarian style, with Don Revie playing the part of Hidegkuti to Ken Barness Bozsik and Johnny Hart, Joe Hayes, Bobby Johnstone and Jack Dyson alternating as
  Puskas and Kocsis. It took them to Wembley in successive years, losing 31 to Newcastle United in 1955 (having been reduced to ten men when Jimmy Meadows had to go off with a knee injury that
  ended his career), and beating Birmingham City 31 in 1956.


  But even before the Hungarians exposed England at international level, two men in particular were working towards the future. Stan Cullis, the manager of Wolverhampton Wanderers, one of the
  games greatest centre halves and England captains, and Matt Busby, the manager of Manchester United, a former wing half of classical style and captain of Scotland, were harvesting the
  nations richest potential talent.


  Cullis and Busby worked in the belief that if a player was good enough, then he was old enough, building nurseries of young players and feeding them in a constant stream into first team
  football. The achievements of Wolves and United restored pride in English football, and the Continentals did not laugh for long.


  United had won the FA Cup in 1948 and were runners-up for the League Championship four times before winning their first post-war title in 1952, with Jack Crompton in goal and men like John
  Aston, who would play anywhere, Johnny Carey, who almost played everywhere, Jimmy Delaney, a dazzling talent, Johnny Morris, the ball artist, Stan Pearson, the magnificent goal-taker, Jack Rowley,
  with the cannonball shot, and Henry Cockburn, a small but brilliant wing half.


  Charlie Mitten, the cheeky winger, had left the club to follow his quest with the fortune hunters in Bogota, but Allenby Chilton was there to succeed Carey as captain, and, from the centre of
  the defence, he played a vital role in the dramatic change-over from experience to youth.


  For three years from 1952, Uniteds youngsters developed into a team able to dominate the First Division and ready to invade Europe. Johnny Berry was experienced, having been bought from
  Birmingham City, and Busby also spent to obtain goalkeeper Ray Wood (and later Harry Gregg) and centre forward Tommy Taylor to go with his Babes  Roger Byrne, Bill Foulkes, Eddie Colman,
  Mark Jones, Jackie Blanchflower, Duncan Edwards, Dennis Viollet, David Pegg, Geoff Bent, Colin Webster, Billy Whelan, Albert Scanlon, Wilf McGuinness, Bobby Charlton and Alex Dawson, with others
  constantly pushing their way to the top.


  In 19556, they won the League Championship with sixty points, leaving Blackpool and Wolves gasping behind them with forty-nine points each. This breakthrough was made with enthusiastic,
  powerful, joyous football and was quickly acknowledged throughout the country.


  It was not long before another disc became a part of the mid-fifties, along with the vibrant sounds of Haley, Presley and the rest. Borrowing the sunny, catchy rhythm of the Caribbean, the
  Manchester United Calypso advised:



  
    
      
        . . . If theyre playing in your town,


        Be sure to get to that football ground,


        If you do, then you will see,


        Football taught by Matt Busby;


        At Manchester . . . Manchester United,


        A bunch of bouncing, Busby Babes,


        They deserve to be knighted . . .

      

    

  

    

 



  More than a decade later, Busby received a knighthood. Looking back with sadness and pride, he recalled those marvellous players who inspired another nickname: the Red Devils.


  Ray Wood in goal. We bought Ray from Darlington for 6000. He was staid. You didnt get miracles from Ray. He was just there when it mattered, moving confidently into position
  and taking the ball cleanly.


  Harry Gregg, who cost us 23,000 from Doncaster later, was more of a showman in goal, and I am told he had a brilliant World Cup for Northern Ireland in Sweden in 1958. I
  didnt see it, of course, though I should have gone as Scotlands manager . . .


  There was Bill Foulkes, a big, rough, tough and reliable lad from St Helens, a no-nonsense right back, and later centre half, who played such a big part in the clubs success. And
  Geoff Bent was emerging as the type of player who would have been regarded as a steady, dependable back.


  Roger Byrne at left back. An aristocratic footballer, majestic in his movement. Roger was so fast  one of the fastest full backs of all time  but at the same time he
  controlled his movement beautifully, like Nureyev.


  He would go up the wing to attack, but always had the speed to get back before the opposition could make anything of it. Often, he would give the other fellow a bit of a start before
  running to catch him, just to keep things interesting.


  Roger was brilliant at intercepting passes. He could read a situation very quickly and make a move to counteract it. And he had the knack of jockeying wingers into positions where he
  could tackle them before they could make a move.


  Great as they were, Stanley Matthews and Tom Finney never played well against Roger. In fact, I dont think Stan liked playing against him at all, though I always used to say in
  those days Stan used to play the Palladium. He always seemed to save his best for London.


  Eddie Colman at right half. Eddie, the little stylist with the wonderful shake of the hips and great control of the ball. Eddie was a beautiful player to watch, a contrast to Duncan
  Edwards but able to work perfectly alongside him. They complemented each other.


  Centre half was the one position we had not really sorted out, and we had two fine players in competition for the job. We always had competition for places in the first team, but centre
  half was probably most noticeable.


  There was Mark Jones, a big, commanding player. A strong type of centre half, dominating in the air. And there was Jackie Blanchflower, an astute player like his brother, Danny. Very
  skilful and, though not great in the air, very good just the same.


  Duncan Edwards. The player who had everything. He was so big, so strong and so confident. And so young.


  We used to look at players in training to see if we might have to get them to concentrate more on their kicking, perhaps, or their heading or ball control, whatever. We looked at Duncan,
  right at the start, and gave up trying to spot flaws in his game.


  Apart from anything else, he could move upfield and lash in goals when we needed them. John Charles was a giant of a player, a giant with great skill. But John and Duncan were different.
  Of the two, Duncan was the more powerful player. He used to move up the field, brushing players aside. Nothing could stop him and nothing unnerved him.


  The bigger the occasion, the better he liked it. He had no nerves before a game. He was like George Best in that respect. While other players would have to be pacing up and down a
  dressing-room, rubbing their legs, doing exercises and looking for ways to pass the time, Duncan, and George later, were always calm. They would just glance through a programme or get changed
  casually and wait without a trace of tension.


  I remember a game at Highbury, when I brought Ronnie Cope into the team and told Duncan, who was only a boy himself, to keep an eye on him. Believe me, you would have thought Duncan had
  been a professional for twenty years that day.


  He was a good type of lad, too. Even in those days, when football followers were not what they became later with regard to wanting to be with players socially, you still had people who
  waited for them. But Duncan did not want to know about the high life. He just wanted to play and go to his digs or go home. He lived for his football.


  We bought Johnny Berry from Birmingham for 25,000 in 1951 and he was a great little outside right. But it was something he did against United that prompted us to go for him.


  The season Portsmouth won the championship (19489) we were four points clear going into Easter, having still to play six games at home and four away. But we did a sort of Leeds
  United, losing to the bottom two clubs, Birmingham and Everton. Johnny scored a couple of goals against us and one of them was so well taken along the line it always stuck in my mind.


  Billy Whelan, had he been spared, would have been one of the greatest players of all time. He was a wonderful inside forward, tall, graceful and tremendously skilful. A slow kind of
  skill. But he was the opposite of Duncan Edwards. Billy had an inferiority complex.


  He was a terribly shy type of lad. I dont think he knew just how good he was. I remember one day when a section of the crowd were having a go at him and he just could not do a
  thing right. The following Tuesday I took him to one side and asked What was wrong with you on Saturday? He looked shy and awkward and said, very quietly, Those people in the
  crowd were shouting at me. I looked at him and said, If youre going to take notice of people like that you might as well go back home to Dublin right now.


  The next home game was against Wolves, and Billy scored a hat-trick. Ill always remember one of those goals in particular, when he took the ball into the penalty area and used his
  wonderful body swerve to dummy the defence this way, that way and every other way before sticking the ball in.


  Tommy Taylor was the player we needed to round the team off, to complete the picture  a big, strong finisher. We bought Tommy from Barnsley for 29,999 in 1953, knocking off
  the pound so he wouldnt be tagged a 30,000 player.


  Tommy was ideal. Brilliant in the air, so good that he would rank with the greats. Not only could he head for goal with great power, he could also turn in the air and head delicately to a
  man either behind him or alongside.


  He was also a great finisher with his feet, and an unselfish player. He wanted to score goals himself. Naturally, everyone does. But he really didnt mind who scored them as long as
  the ball went in. He was just as happy making goals for the others as scoring them himself.


  Dennis Viollet was the perfect match for Tommy. Dennis was quicksilver, a wonderful chance-taker. He would spot Tommy making a move for the ball, either in the air or on the ground, and
  could work out where to position himself to take advantage. He could read a situation before a defence could. And not only could he take chances, he could also create them with wonderful touches of
  skill.


  David Pegg was a great asset then and would always have been a great asset to any team because he was a natural left-flank player. David was very, very clever. He was our best left winger
  by a mile. Albert Scanlon was a good direct type of winger, but David was the kind you do not find very often.


  He was brilliant playing off another player. He knew just when to bring a team-mate into play and could vary his game. Sometimes he would work the ball upfield with a team-mate and other
  times he would take men on himself. And when opponents were expecting him to do one or the other of those he would make a direct run and cross.


  David was affected by his game and if things were not going well for him he would take it to heart. But he could still overcome this because of his sheer talent.


  Those players were the cream of United, but the milk was also rich indeed: Bobby Charlton, Alex Dawson, Wilf McGuinness, Mark Pearson, Jeff Whitefoot, Ken Morgans, Colin Webster, Ronnie Cope,
  Johnny Giles, Nobby Stiles, Nobby Lawton, Johnny Doherty . . . fighting for first team places and battling to keep places in the reserves.


  The Football Association Youth Cup came to Old Trafford every year from 1953 to 1957 and the competition for places intensified, as Busby remembered:


  There were so many splendid players in the reserves, all fighting for first team places, that one season our average attendance figure for Central League matches was 11,000.


  Sometimes I would make as many as three changes at a time, but I always got stacks of letters from supporters, advising me who to put in and who to leave out. What about
  Whelan? they would write, and Give McGuinness a chance and You cant leave out Charlton.


  All the players wanted to be in the first team, of course, and when one would start pressing his claims to me I would just say, Look, son, you go out there on that green turf and
  show me that you are the best player and then I wont be able to keep you out of the first team.


  I wouldnt say I had problems, because we had a common understanding, though I suppose its fair to speculate that a similar situation might have been more difficult later,
  with higher wages and percentages of transfer fees.


  At that time I felt I was in a position where I could have sat back for the next ten years while the team played. It was that good. I used to go to grounds hoping the other team would
  score an early goal to start us off and get us playing at our best.


  A lot of this might sound as if Im just praising for the sake of it. Believe me, it is impossible to exaggerate about those players.


  When Busby walked into the United job in 1945, he had excellent players but a ground smashed by German bombers. He was a man obsessed by the need to build.


  People often ask when I decided that the most important job was to attract and develop young players. The answer is that the importance of young players was at the back of my mind from
  the day I arrived at Manchester City as a young player myself and was in digs with Jack Bray.


  I knew from my own experiences how lonely and insecure young players could feel and how much they needed a friendly smile, a word of encouragement and opportunities. I remember Alf
  Clarke, from the Manchester Evening Chronicle, calling to see me for my first interview after taking the job. With the ground in such a mess we were at Cornbrook Cold Storage, and I talked
  to Alf then about my plans to find young players.


  The man who signed Busby for United was the late Louis Rocca, the clubs chief scout. He wrote to Busby at the end of 1944, saying I have a great job for you if you
  are willing to take it on. When Busby did take it on, Louis Rocca was the first of two famous Busby scouts.


  After Louis, a man respected as a judge of footballers and with a tremendous number of contacts, we had a little ferret called Joe Armstrong. On top of everything else, Joe had a way with
  people. He knew how to talk to the parents, how to reassure them.


  Shortly after his arrival at Old Trafford, Busby brought in Welshman Jimmy Murphy as assistant manager and chief coach, and the most famous partnership in football was born. Backed by assistant
  coach Bert Whalley and trainers Tom Curry and Bill Inglis, they began to assemble and mould a wonderful youth team.


  Wolves and ourselves had similar ideas in those days, said Busby. We were both keen to sign young players. We did not have the competition that we experienced later and, of
  course, the more the club gained a reputation for handling young players the more young players wanted to join us.


  Stan Cullis was not too pleased when we signed Duncan Edwards from Dudley, which was on Stans doorstep. Joe Mercer, still playing for Arsenal at the time, was chatting to us about
  the current crop of boys and mentioned Duncan. We were also helped by the fact that Duncan wanted to play for United.


  A typical reaction to Uniteds impact on the mid-fifties was expressed by Charles Buchan, former captain of England, Sunderland and Arsenal and widely acknowledged as one of the finest
  inside forwards of the 1920s. Manchester Uniteds great achievements will always provide a topic for discussion. Much of the credit for their success goes to manager Matt Busby, who
  still trains with his players.


  Busby has not made the common mistake of trying to make his team play to a set plan. He treats each game as a separate occasion, calling for different treatment. This is Manchester
  Uniteds great secret.


  On one occasion Matt told me, You can never judge what the opposition is likely to do. Any plans should be based on the skill of your own players in adapting.


  That was the reason for Arsenals success during the 1930s. The players were not restricted in any way. They pooled their brains in the interests of the side. And, like the Arsenal
  men, Uniteds boys form part of a happy club.


  If they are dropped from the First Division side, they do not immediately ask for a transfer. They work harder than ever to win back a place in the team.


  There are some, like Irish international Jackie Blanchflower and Wilf McGuinness, without a regular place, who are content to wait for their chance, knowing it will come. There can be no
  finer tribute to Matt Busbys shrewdness and tact than the discipline that prevails in Uniteds ranks and the skill and harmony of the players.


  Busbys success with young players did not surprise those who had known him, like Cliff Lloyd.


  Few men have influenced the social history of the game in England more than Lloyd, secretary of the Professional Footballers Association, the players advocate. He fought to give
  players greater financial security, more freedom of movement, wider powers of negotiation and the right to appeal in courts of football discipline.


  Busby was an experienced, established star when Lloyd arrived at Liverpool in 1937 as a teenager, hoping to make the grade as a wing half but slightly unsure of himself.


  The maximum wage then was eight pounds a week and I was getting five pounds, which might not sound a lot but made me just about as well off as the players in the late 1960s and onwards
  when you consider the purchasing power of money then, said Lloyd.


  You could buy a suit for fifty shillings, a three-bedroomed house for a few hundred pounds and a car for just more than a hundred pounds. And the average wage in industry was just over
  two pounds a week. Money had far more value in those days.


  I gave up a job driving a scooter around a cable factory at Helsby to have a go at professional football, and Matt impressed me right from the start. It was not just that he was such a
  fine wing half, relying on skill and playing it fair, with no time for the rough stuff. It was his whole attitude and appearance.


  If you had seen Matt walking to the ground you would never have taken him to be a player. He always had that marvellous bearing and, in a fawn overcoat and trilby, smoking his pipe, he
  looked more like a bank manager than a professional footballer.


  Matt was always the man young players would go to if they had any problems. Even then. He was always interested in the welfare of the younger players. He encouraged me a lot. And not just
  me. Everyone. Id often play against him with Liverpools Central League team in practice and hed say things like Good ball, Cliff.


  It never surprised me that he went on to do so well as a manager. To me, he always seemed destined for greatness.


  At the end of the war, when Busby went to Old Trafford, Lloyd continued his playing career with Fulham and then Bristol Rovers.


  But I always followed Matts career closely. I remember standing behind one of the goals at Wembley in 1948, when United beat Blackpool 42 in the FA Cup Final.


  I may be detracting from certain people, but Ive always believed that a team reflects its manager. Matt was a purist. He loved his players to express themselves.


  Perhaps I am in a minority in saying this, but I think coaching can have the wrong effect on players and eventually the game becomes strangled by coaching. Obviously, ability must be
  harnessed to the needs of a team, but it is possible to take coaching too far and stifle natural ability.


  Even when the game has flourished at youth level, a lot of the same youngsters have failed to come through the club system. It was never like that with Matt.


  In 1953, when the Babes were springing forth, Lloyd became secretary of the PFA and moved into an office at the Corn Exchange Building, behind Manchester Cathedral. (Billy Meredith, the
  legendary Welsh winger who played for both Manchester clubs, was in the chair when the Association was formed at the Imperial Hotel in 1907, but Lloyd, not famed as a player, was the man who made
  it truly effective.)


  Lloyds hectic days were lightened by visits to football grounds to see the Babes. They had so many marvellous players, all so young. Boys playing in the first team and more boys
  fighting for places and more boys behind them and more boys joining the club, he said.


  The big moan from players in England then, with the maximum wage and retain and transfer system in force,2 was that they could too easily find
  themselves out of the first team, which meant losing bonus money, and unable to leave the club to try their luck elsewhere.


  Apart from anything else, players unable to win first team places were constantly in danger of becoming anonymous, complete unknowns. And that would make it harder to get a move, because
  other clubs would not know whether they were good or not, and harder to make an impression if they did get the chance, because of a loss of confidence.


  Matt had so many players at Old Trafford, and while that can be a lovely problem for a manager to have, it can also be a headache. He had a superb first team and fringe players like Wilf
  McGuinness, Freddie Goodwin, Jeff Whitefoot, Albert Scanlon, Ken Morgans and so on.


  He had to let some players go  players who could have walked into the team when the tragedy struck. But it was difficult at the time, with so many good players at the one club.


  Duncan Edwards was perfect then, young as he was, and its hard to imagine how he would have developed with more experience on top of all that power and talent.


  Ive never known anyone put forward Duncan as the greatest player of all time and get an argument about it, short as his career was. Matthews and Finney were around then, but even
  when their names are put forward as the greatest you will hear someone say Yes, but . . . That never seems to happen when Duncans name is mentioned, even though he was a wing
  half and most of the candidates for the all time great seem to be forwards.


  The Babes were rich in talent and public acclaim, but their bank accounts were modest compared with those of players in the big time from the mid-sixties, when it was recognized that they were
  public entertainers with a limited career span.


  Lloyd, a shrewd and determined worker, and the more publicized Jimmy Hill, led the fight to abolish the maximum wage and aided George Eastham in his courageous fight to free himself from
  Newcastle United. The players backed their union leaders with the threat of strike action, and the maximum wage was lifted for the 19612 season. It was not long before top club grounds
  needed parking facilities for the limousines of their footballers as well as their directors.


  Earlier stars, including those of Busbys great teams of the forties and fifties, had to make do with the following maximum wages:


  
    
      
        19467, 10 per week during the playing season, 7 10s during the close season


        19478 to 19501, 12 during the season, 10 during the break


        19512 to 19534, 14 and 10


        19545 to 19567, 15 and 12


        19578, 17 and 14


        19589 to 19601, 20 and 17


        19612, no maximum.

      

    

  


  Fulham Chairman, Tommy Trinder, had said he wanted to pay England inside forward Johnny Haynes 100 a week. Now he could.


  It was typical of Matt that he should have backed the moves to remove the maximum wage, said Lloyd. With so many top class players at United, he knew how serious the problem
  was. He wanted to reward his players realistically. But that was Matt. He always thought big and he always thought ahead. It took a big man to take his club into Europe against the advice of the
  administrators. When Chelsea won the League Championship, they declined the invitation to compete for the European Cup. When United became Champions the following year, Matt took the broader view.
  His move was progressive. Not only for United, but also for international football.


  We began to see styles of play that made us more aware of how the game was developing abroad and we could study, at club level, key players of national teams.


  There is no question that Cullis built a magnificent team, but it was Busby who created a legend.
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