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      This book is dedicated to Amy and David, my two wonderfully supportive and City-supporting children, and to the memory of
         our friend Jack Rosenthal.

        


  
      
      
      
      Acknowledgements

      
      In any autobiography the list of people to thank can feel rather like a roll call if the author were to acknowledge his friends
         and family who helped him with his life in general, rather than those who helped specifically in the compilation of the following
         pages. Therefore at the risk of upsetting a great many friends and family who belong in the former category I would specifically
         like to thank my daughter Amy Shindler, a highly talented writer herself, whose ability to view the content of this book dispassionately
         was a lesson in objectivity for her father. Others who read the book in part or in whole to whom I am particularly grateful
         are Geoff Watts, with whom I have been going to City matches since before the start of the Premier League; Amy Rosenthal,
         whose abundant writing talents would have delighted but not surprised her father; and David Bernstein, friend and chairman
         in that order.
      

      
      I am also grateful to Howard Davies, whose nostalgic recollections of Chris Glennon have sustained our friendship over forty
         years; to Michael Henderson for endless agonising discussions about Manchester City, Lancashire CCC, Mozart, Schubert and
         Beethoven. Thanks also to my brother Geoffrey Shindler, to ace photographer Graham Parkinson, to Maureen Lipman and above
         all to Katherine Fisher for providing the happy ending without which this book, to say nothing of life, would have been a considerably darker work.
      

      
      Jonathan Taylor, my esteemed editor at Headline and long-suffering QPR supporter, knew exactly what this book was about the
         moment he heard my first sentence. Luigi Bonomi my agent provided his much valued support in both personal and professional
         capacities. The attitudes revealed in this book have been shaped by interaction with a great many people but at the end of
         the day and in the final analysis and after the last cliché has sounded the views contained herein, mistaken or otherwise,
         are those of the author alone.
      

      
     


  
      
      
      Foreword

      
      MANCHESTER UNITED RUINED MY LIFE WAS A MEMOIR OF my early life and a love story about my undying affection for Manchester City Football Club. It was written at a time in
         my life when I felt optimistic and even though I included the details of my mother’s early death it didn’t cloud the essentially
         sunny tone of that first book. The warmth of the response to it was probably caused by a general feeling of goodwill that
         was widely displayed towards Manchester City in 1998 because its publication coincided with the club’s relegation to the third
         tier of English football.
      

      
      In writing this sequel I would have liked nothing better than to have replicated the tone of the first book. I believe there
         is plenty of comedy to be found in the pages that follow but an autobiography by its very nature is subject to the events
         of a particular life. What happened to me at the start of the twenty-first century encouraged only the blackest of comedy
         so the tone of this book has to be different from the first one.
      

      
      What has happened to Manchester City in the intervening years has been extraordinary. As a Blue since before I started at
         primary school I thought I had experienced the entire spectrum of the emotions that can engulf a City supporter. As I have
         been about much else in life, I was wrong about that. In writing about Manchester City I cannot ignore what has happened to me off the field as it were because to me, sport only makes sense as
         part of life and not as a thing apart. My feelings therefore about City may well have been significantly influenced by events
         unrelated to football.
      

      
      This book is the cry of a frustrated romantic. Despite what you may hear and read I love my club still. Love, we are told,
         means never having to say you’re sorry. I therefore make no apology for the following story which might surprise and possibly
         shock you. It begins back in the days when bankers were to be trusted, the World Trade Center stood proudly above Lower Manhattan
         and Manchester City were in the Football League Second Division. In other words, once upon a time, a long long time ago . . .

     


  
      
      
      Chapter One

      
      ‘You watch. They’ll score now. Just to annoy us.’
      

      
      THERE IS SOME DISPUTE IN THE FAMILY AS TO WHO PRECISELY uttered those fateful words. My daughter Amy claims she spoke them, whereas I am reluctant to cede ownership of such a prescient
         line. My son, David, the child of an extremely diplomatic mother, pleads the Arsene Wenger defence. On this occasion, ‘I did
         not see it’ becomes ‘I did not hear it’. Parental pride, I suppose, is its own form of egocentricity, so I am happy officially
         to credit Amy with the line. What is indisputable is that the words were articulated in the ninetieth minute of the League
         Two play-off final at Wembley on Sunday 30 May 1999 and Manchester City were losing 2–0 to Gillingham. On the previous Wednesday
         night Manchester United had scored twice to win in the last moments of the Champions League final. Now, to watch City, two
         leagues below the despised local rivals, stumble in such an inept fashion on such an occasion, was going to be difficult to
         bear even for those of us who have borne so much over a lifetime of supporting Manchester City. A few seconds later, Shaun
         Goater was through on goal. His progress was blocked by the diving goalkeeper and the ball rebounded to Kevin Horlock, who
         sent a low left-footed shot from the edge of the area into the Gillingham net and, just as Amy had predicted, we were about to lose 2–1 rather than 2–0. ‘I told you’ muttered
         at least one of us.
      

      
      The ‘City till I die’ supporters who had been streaming towards the exits stopped. I suppose, to be honest, if I hadn’t been
         commissioned to write a piece for a newspaper for the following day’s edition which had to be phoned in half an hour after
         the final whistle, my children and I might well have joined the disappointed throngs heading back up Wembley Way. The goal
         itself, as Amy’s line makes clear, did not greatly change our mood. Losing 2–1 was, if anything, going to be even more frustrating
         than losing 2–0 and Kevin Horlock would have the honour of scoring the most irrelevant goal in the club’s history. What changed
         our mood was the decision by the match referee Mark Halsey as to the amount of time to be added on to the now expired forty-five
         minutes of the second half. When it was revealed to thunderous cheers, Mark Halsey instantly became my favourite referee and
         I found myself greatly concerned by the news that he was suffering from cancer and genuinely delighted when he survived and
         made a welcome and admirably courageous return to that most widely despised of tasks – refereeing in the Premier League. Halsey
         communicated the magic number and there followed the ceremonial raising of the board by the fourth official.
      

      
      The number 5 has never stood out or shined as brightly as it did at that moment. Five minutes seemed to us to represent Hope
         in a way only an audience at a mediaeval morality play could truly appreciate. For Gillingham fans it must have been as if
         the natural laws had been suspended. How could five minutes represent an Eternity? It is on occasions like this, when sport
         simply transports its congregation to a place of religious certainty. Rarely can one referee have been taken so warmly into
         the hearts of the supporters of a club that was losing a Wembley final.
      

      
      The five minutes of stoppage time were almost consumed but the faith that had been rekindled refused to die. With less than
         sixty seconds left, the ball was still in the City half but Gerard Wiekens collected a throw-in and hoofed it upfield where
         it was headed on to Shaun Goater. His progress was impeded but the ball ran into the path of Paul Dickov, who from ten yards
         sent a right-foot shot high into the Gillingham net past the goalkeeper Bartram, who, we were thereafter told on numerous
         occasions, had been the best man at his wedding. It was a goal whose importance for City it is impossible to overstate. The
         crowds had held up well during the club’s first ever sojourn in the third tier of English football but condemned to another
         season in that division one couldn’t help but be fearful that City’s long-term as well as its short-term future would be bleak
         indeed. With United the current European champions what little boy would risk a school lifetime of merciless humiliation by
         choosing to belong to the blue half of Manchester?
      

      
      After the Miracle of the Dickov, we all expected City to roll over Gillingham in the thirty minutes of extra time. Psychologically
         Gillingham must have been devastated by that last late goal but, to their credit, they gave as good as they got and there
         was no further score. It was only when we began the penalty shoot-out that we saw the psychological nature of the two teams
         laid bare. Horlock scored calmly from the first penalty and Gillingham’s first effort, hit tamely along the ground in the
         centre of the goal, was saved by Nicky Weaver with his legs. Up stepped the hero Dickov, the one man in the ground who couldn’t
         miss. Or so we all thought. He thumped the ball decisively against the right-hand post, from where it sped along the goal
         line to clip the left-hand post and came out. Surely not, we all groaned, not at this supreme moment . . . The next Gillingham player sent the ball so wide it seemed he was aiming at the City supporters
         who had left after eighty-nine minutes and were still queuing to get into Wembley Park station. He was followed by the diminutive
         former Manchester United winger Terry Cooke, whose trickery had helped to transform City’s season and led to the club paying
         United £600,000 they couldn’t really afford. As soon as the cheque was cashed Cooke’s performances dropped off alarmingly.
         He had had yet another poor game at Wembley but at least he scored from the spot, though Gillingham immediately replied so
         the score stood at 2–1 after six penalties.
      

      
      Richard Edghill, who had suffered years of abuse from his own fans for reasons that weren’t exactly obvious and who had never
         scored a goal for the first team, broke his duck at this most opportune moment with a shot that went in off the underside
         of the bar and left poor fall guy Guy Butters, the Gillingham centre-back, as the proud inheritor of the title bestowed successively
         on Stuart Pearce, Chris Waddle, Gareth Southgate and (at that time) David Batty. Weaver was in a mood that brooked no interference
         with his (and our) manifest destiny. Predictably he saved Butters’s feeble attempt and it was all over. We’d won and we were
         up. United could keep their European Cup; what cared we for such baubles when the League Two play-off trophy was at stake?
      

      
      It was a moment when the club and its supporters were as one, a moment when not just my own family but the wider City Family
         reached a peak of happiness together. To have been there with my children was a very special moment in the history of our
         family, a moment that would become even more poignant in the years to come. Behind me I could see the happy smiling faces
         of David Bernstein, the chairman, and Bernard Halford, the long-serving secretary; no doubt they must have been only too aware
         of the financial implications of defeat and victory but at that moment I have no doubt they were caught up in exactly the same exhilaration
         as the rest of us. Near them were the two ageing heroes of my youth, Francis Lee and Mike Summerbee, remembering no doubt
         what it had felt like to win at Wembley. In front of me were the celebrating players waving frantically at their delirious
         supporters. In such moments as these are the memories of a lifetime created. No City supporter who was there will ever forget
         it. It remains an imperishable memory of the triumph of the Just and Righteous (with apologies to the otherwise blameless
         Gillingham fans).
      

      
      Does that win compare with Newcastle ’68, Wembley ’69, ’70 and ’76 or Vienna ’70, those fabled triumphs of thirty years and
         more previously? Admittedly those victories, lovingly burnished in the memory of all who saw them, had produced a title as
         well as a tin pot, first place and not a still-faintly-embarrassing third place permitting us only to compete the following
         season in what had traditionally been called the Second Division. I maintain that it does. Those 35,000 or so City fans who
         were at Wembley in May 1999 had stuck with the club through thick (not much of that around in the 1980s and 1990s) and thin
         (plenty of that laid on with a trowel by Peter Swales). This was their moment of redemption and it really didn’t matter that
         it was only the League Two play-off final.
      

      
      Undoubtedly some of that deep satisfaction had much to do with the manner of the victory. If it had been a comfortable 3–1
         win with the result rarely in doubt after the first City goal, we would have taken pleasure in seeing the world grudgingly
         begin to right a terrible wrong but it would not have had the impact that the Miracle of the Dickov made on us. This was City
         at their most seductive, teasing their faithful supporters by showing them the abyss to which they were going to consign them
         before pulling back and dragging them by the scruff of the neck to the summit, almost choking them to death on the journey.
      

      
      The manager on that day was Joe Royle and he called this manner of behaviour ‘City-itis’, which he had sworn to stamp out.
         Poor old Joe. He never understood that City-itis is not a bacterial infection that can be cured by the antibiotics of running
         the club in a professional manner with a ‘winning mentality’. City-itis is a vitamin deficiency that we are born with. We
         can take vitamin supplements to build up our immune system but they are not strong enough to deal with diseases like Thaksin
         Shinawatra or signing Jamie Pollock from Bolton Wanderers. The latter, a combative midfielder, was one of Royle’s so-called
         ‘dogs of war’, imported to save our Division One status in 1998. We could only stare in amazement at him as, in the last home
         game of the season, a game we simply had to win to stand any chance of staying up, he brilliantly flicked a cross from the
         right wing up in the air, rather like Gazza against Scotland in the 1996 European Championships, and then very carefully and
         successfully headed the ball over Margetson into the net. The only slight miscalculation was that Martyn Margetson was the
         City goalkeeper and this outstanding piece of football trickery by Pollock gifted Queens Park Rangers a goal that contributed
         significantly to our relegation. Joe should have known better before castigating us for our ‘City-itis’.
      

      
      After the spectacular implosion against QPR, there was one game left in that 1997–8 season, an away game at the old Victoria
         Ground against Stoke City who were going down with us if results from elsewhere went against us – which they did. It was a
         bright sunny Sunday in May and I was playing cricket. Helpful team-mates fed the score to me as I categorically refused to
         listen to the radio. ‘You’re winning,’ they crowed. The goals flew in from all angles and the game finished 5–2 to City, an entirely pointless three points. On the back of that 5–2 victory, City were relegated
         to what my United-supporting brother enjoyed calling ‘Division Three (North)’. That’s City-itis, Joe. There’s no point in
         complaining about it and shouting ‘unclean’ at us. You had it then as badly as we’ve had it all these years.
      

      
      You can only understand the Miracle of the Dickov if you understand how we got there. We had started that relegation season
         full of hope and optimism like every supporter of every club in the land but with slightly more reason than many others. Peter
         Swales had, to the rejoicing of the multitudes, been deposed by Francis Lee. We had in Frank Clark a manager who had seemed
         in his six months in charge to be organised and competent where his predecessors, the comically inept Alan Ball, the suddenly-taken-very-ill
         Steve Coppell and the utterly hapless Phil Neal had simply embarrassed us as well as the club and themselves. It was just
         before the start of the season that the club proudly announced that they had signed a new centre-forward who, the implication
         was, would score the goals that would take us back to the Premier League whence we had been ejected in 1996. His name was
         Lee Bradbury and City had paid Portsmouth a club record £3 million for his services.
      

      
      Early in the season we played at the City Ground, Nottingham, and I went up to see the new star for the first time. I was
         sitting very close to the front of the stand behind the goal City were attacking in the first half. A cross came over from
         the left towards the near post. Bradbury and his marker both shaped as if to go for it but Bradbury decided discretion was
         the better part of valour and he appeared to shrink from the possibility of physical contact, not really what you want to
         see in your new centre-forward. He pulled back and allowed the Forest defender to head the ball clear, hoping no doubt that the ball might fortuitously rebound to him. It didn’t and my heart sank. We actually won that night,
         an impressive 3–1 win that marked us out immediately as candidates for promotion but all the way home I was thinking that
         we had just blown £3 million and our goal-scoring problems were not solved. We all knew as well as City’s bankers that there
         wasn’t another £3 million where that had come from. In October the following year Bradbury (wittily renamed Badbuy by City
         supporters) made the last of his forty appearances for the club before being moved on to Crystal Palace. Sorry, Lee, if you’re
         reading this. It’s not personal, well I suppose it is from your point of view, it’s just that your story is so helpfully symptomatic
         of the time you spent with us that telling it enables the rest of the world to see more clearly the clinging, chest-deep mud
         in which we were mired.
      

      
      Nevertheless, it took a while before it became apparent that installing City as promotion favourites was a significant miscalculation.
         In the Georgian midfielder Kinkladze, signed from Dinamo Tbilisi in 1995, City had the most skilful player in the division.
         Kinky, as inevitably he became known, was a great favourite with the crowd who sighed like a lover at the rich display of
         skills he slowly unfurled. We had finished the previous season under Clark strongly. That we would get out of the division
         few supporters doubted. And of course we did get out of the division. The only marginal negative was that we went down instead
         of up.
      

      
      By the time Pollock scored his wonder own goal, the manager Frank Clark had been replaced by Royle who had absolutely no time
         for the fabled tricks of the over-indulged Kinkladze. The Georgian was earning £12,000 a week, which sounds insignificant
         in comparison to the sums earned by current Manchester City players but at the time it was, according to Dennis Tueart, vastly
         more than anyone else in the dressing room. One of the first matches Royle oversaw was an away match at Vale Park on a foul
         day on a mud heap of a pitch against a Port Vale side that revelled in the chance to send the galácticos of Maine Road back to Manchester with bruises to the body and the ego. Even if Royle were later to over-emphasise the need
         for physical aggression, he was right to insist on total commitment in such a confrontation. Vale put a defender on Kinkladze
         to mark him at all times and that was enough for the Georgian, who showed more interest in the Ferrari he had recently bought
         and crashed than in the opportunity to win three vital points for the club that was paying his wages and the supporters who
         worshipped him. It was no surprise that he left for Ajax at the end of the season, where he failed to make an impact and returned
         to England where he had a similar limited effect at Derby County. His gifts were prodigious but his application was woeful.
      

      
      Francis Lee had been the man who had brought Kinkladze to Maine Road as well as two other members of the Dinamo Tbilisi side.
         They outnumbered the players who had arrived through the City youth system, which was clearly in a state of disrepair since
         the brutal and short-sighted sacking of Glyn Pardoe as youth team coach. Lee had indulged Kinkladze because he had mistakenly
         seen in the Georgian a way of re-ingratiating himself into the hearts of the fans who had started to make their feelings of
         disenchantment abundantly clear, in the same way they had displayed them towards Peter Swales for so many years. Swales, however,
         had never been the idol of the terraces in the way Lee had been and I found the chairman’s fall from grace tragic in the most
         classical sense of the term. Francis Lee was certainly a true hero to me but the goals he had scored and the unstinting efforts
         he had put in for the team during his seven seasons with us were of no value to him now.
      

      
      
      To an extent he had brought his downfall on himself by encouraging the supporters’ expectations and then failing to meet that
         level of expectation (which was certainly pitched a lot higher than another relegation, this time to the third tier of English
         football). He had taken over amid widespread adulation and had promised to walk away within three years if he had not achieved
         his and our ambitions. This struck me at the time as slightly ambiguous as we wanted him there for the long haul but, of course,
         I suppose he was trying to tell us that he would not hang on to power in the wake of failure in the outrageous way Peter Swales
         had done. Clark and Lee went within days of each other in March 1998. Clark was dismissed in the most unfortunate manner,
         hearing on the radio that the club was speaking to Joe Royle. In this toxic atmosphere of fear and loathing, Lee was forced
         to resign as chairman of the club but, unlike his manager, he was permitted to depart with his dignity intact which was ensured
         by his successor, David Bernstein. In the midst of disaster the club had stumbled upon its greatest chairman. If ever there
         was a real hero at Manchester City who has never kicked a ball in anger it was David Bernstein.
      

      
      It was Bernstein and Royle who presided over the recovery, which was both spectacular and was achieved with very little money.
         Despite the unfortunate rancorous circumstances of the final collapse of their professional relationship, they were as much
         a credit to the club as the thousands of supporters who stayed loyal despite the humiliation we all felt at hosting the likes
         of Lincoln City and Chesterfield. There is no disrespect intended to the supporters of these clubs but they will acknowledge
         that for us it was a reminder of how far we had fallen and, of course, we were a prize scalp to these teams.
      

      
      On Christmas Day 1998 City were mid-table having just lost 2–1 at York City but on Boxing Day they won away at Wrexham with a goal from central defender Gerard Wiekens and then two days later, during the 2–1 win over Stoke City, something magical
         started to happen. Goals from Dickov and Gareth Taylor turned round a one-goal first-half deficit and somewhere from deep
         within the Kippax a rumbling started. It shook the ground, enveloped the players and carried the team to the end of the season
         on a run spoiled only by two careless defeats. City were on the march again and our great expectations would not be denied.
         There were still plenty of classic City moments – a 6–0 win at Turf Moor against Burnley was followed the very next match
         by a 1–2 defeat at home to Oldham Athletic. Eventually, a tense play-off semi-final against a fierce Wigan Athletic team was
         settled in the second leg at Maine Road by a scrambled goal which ran in off Goater’s outstretched shin. It was enough to
         take us to Wembley and our Rendezvous with Destiny, as Franklin D. Roosevelt would have called it, had he not previously used
         the phrase in his acceptance speech at the Democratic National Convention in 1936 and, of course, had he not already been
         dead for fifty-four years.
      

      
      That victory over Gillingham in such dramatic, not to say hysterical, circumstances was quite typical of life for a Manchester
         City supporter of over forty years. When I was busily engaged in attempting to acquire tickets for the play-off final I had
         to report to my friend Howard Davies, who had deputed me to get hold of tickets for him and his boys, too, that I was in Manchester
         and I was not achieving much in the way of success. At the time Howard was in charge of the Financial Services Authority and
         I did think that perhaps from his lofty vantage point he could prise tickets that I couldn’t. ‘Listen,’ he said with the sort
         of fine outrage that made hardened bankers shake in their shoes before they were about to be disciplined and punitively fined
         by him, ‘we’ve been supporting those bastards for over forty years. They owe us.’ With that the phone went down and the Financial Services Authority were regulated even more severely until tickets were eventually
         secured. ‘They’ came through and with trembling hands I wrote out as large a cheque as I have ever written to gain admittance
         to a football match – particularly, as my brother would have reminded me, a match in the Third Division (North).
      

      
      Howard has been a close friend since our teenage years. Recently, in clearing out the loft, Amy discovered a letter written
         by him the day after her birth and which had been kept by her mother in a box containing birthday cards, Get Well Soon cards
         and envelopes in her name sent as First Day Covers. It reveals very clearly the essence of our friendship.
      

      
      
  
         I can’t of course say too much about your offspring as yet since I know very little about it. I understand that it is of a
            different genetic persuasion to, say, Colin Bell but I have not even been told if it came out American or British, Jew or
            Gentile, Red or Blue (football-wise), Conservative or Labour (that should be easy at least – though the question of whether
            or not to join the Tribune Group in due course will be a tough one) . . . Looked at calmly I think it is on the whole a good
            thing that it turned out to be a lady because with it being born just after the League Cup a boy would have to be called Ron
            after Ron Saunders . . .
         

      

  

      
      Seeing Manchester City relegated, seeing them in financial turmoil, seeing the revolving door in the manager’s office and
         the chairman’s office spinning furiously was like seeing your children being bullied at school. It made you feel wretched
         because you were helpless; you just had to be outwardly calm whatever the inner torments and show that you had kept faith
         with them and that you believed they would find the way to the sunlit uplands again and you would accompany them every step of the way, offering belief when they were despondent, offering hosannas of praise
         at their ultimate triumph.
      

      
      On 27 September 2011 Carlos Tévez refused to come on to the field in a group match in the Champions League away at Bayern
         Munich. Whether he refused to play as the manager Roberto Mancini alleged or he refused to warm up, which is what he claimed,
         is not really the point. His actions caused outrage and the club launched an official investigation which, like all such investigations,
         merely confirmed a few weeks later what everybody already knew at the time. Tévez’s actions, or rather his lack of action,
         became a significant talking point not just in Manchester but throughout the world of football. Although I thought Tévez’s
         behaviour to be despicable, I thought it was a natural consequence of the way in which this wonderful new winning culture
         at the club, which we were all told repeatedly we had to admire, was simply indulging brattish players who, like children
         when they are spoiled, will never thank you for it and behave even worse having been given licence to do so, or so they believe.
         The club’s poor behaviour was as culpable as the player’s inexcusable behaviour. My honest reaction to them both was a shrug
         of the shoulders. ‘A plague on both their houses,’ I thought (and still think). How could the man who cried when his team
         played its last match at Maine Road react with such a lack of concern? Did he not care? Had he lost the passion that had sustained
         him for over half a century? How on earth did he get to this place from that place?
      

        

OEBPS/images/title.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
headline





OEBPS/images/9780755363599_FC.jpg
COLIN SHINDLER

By the author of the bestselling
Manchester United Ruined My Life






