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About the Book

The England national team has had 12 full-time managers and Brian Glanville has known them all. In this fascinating account of each man his strengths, weaknesses and impact on the game Brian Glanville provides an in-depth analysis of the team as well as the individuals under scrutiny. Funny, controversial, measured and thought-provoking, Glanvilles assessment of why England has underachieved is required reading for all football fans and for every member of the FA Committee if they are prepared to confront some unpalatable truths.

On Revie: He was never cut out for the lonely exposed life of an international manager almost pathologically thin-skinned.


About the Author

Brian Glanville is a leading English football writer and novelist. He spent nearly thirty years as a football correspondent for the Sunday Times and has also written for the People and Italian newspapers. An Arsenal supporter, Glanville now writes for World Soccer magazine.
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‘an essential book’ The Times

‘entertaining and engrossing’ Daily Telegraph

‘few people are better qualified to talk of [England managers]’ Financial Times magazine

‘a readable and enjoyable book’ London Informer

‘if you want to know about England managers, this is absolutely the place to come’ Sunday Times

‘a candid assessment … [Glanville’s] recollection of the past is pulsating, punctuated with pithy insights and anecdotes of a bygone era’ Yorkshire Post

‘the book that results from Glanville’s six decades on the England beat deserves to be the definitive text on the subject’ Daily Telegraph

‘authoritative … casts a clear eye over the good, the bad and the enigma that is Svennis’ Observer

‘a purist’s guide to the management of the England team, full of anecdotes that remind us that England’s pursuit of glory has always been peppered with ignominy’ The Times magazine
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INTRODUCTION

ROME, 13 MAY 1933. A WARM AND SUNNY AFTERNOON, ON THE occasion of the first match between Italy and England. At half time Vittorio Pozzo, all-powerful and autocratic commissario tecnico, or supreme manager, of Italy, emerged from giving his tactical advice to the azzurri, to be surprised when his friend Herbert Chapman came out of the England dressing room in shirt-sleeves. When Pozzo asked the celebrated Arsenal manager what he was about, Chapman replied, ‘I’m doing for my team what you are doing for yours.’

The substantial difference being that Chapman was acting quite unofficially. While Pozzo had, on and off, been in charge of the Italian team since the 1912 Stockholm Olympics, and would clock up twenty consecutive years, from 1928, during which Italy twice won the World Cup, England would have no manager at all till 1946. And even then Chapman would not remotely have the powers enjoyed by Pozzo. Bizarrely and illogically, his teams would be picked by a so-called selection committee, formed by directors of Football League clubs, until the advent of Alf Ramsey in 1962.

England’s team that day in Rome contained two of Chapman’s leading young stars – Eddie Hapgood, making his debut at left back, and Cliff Bastin, at outside-left, scorer of England’s goal in a 1–1 draw witnessed from the Tribune of Honour under a yachting cap by Il Duce, Benito Mussolini, himself. At one point, Hapgood inadvertently kicked a football into his lap.

It is impossible to think of Italy achieving as much as they did in those inter-war years without Pozzo, the great irony of his stewardship being that his tactics were based on what he had studied as an impoverished student in the Midlands and North of England before the Great War, conversing with such titans of the English game as the prolific Steve Bloomer of Derby County, and Manchester United’s versatile centre half, Charlie Roberts.

By 1933, Arsenal under Chapman were eight years into the Third Back Game, conceived, as he always insisted, by their illustrious veteran inside right, Charlie Buchan, who had returned that year from Sunderland under an unorthodox £100-a-goal transfer to the club he had abandoned as an amateur in 1909.

These tactics, with a stopper or third-back centre half, full backs moved out of the centre to the flanks, wing halves moved into the middle, were a response to the 1925 change in the offside law, whereby it needed only two, rather than three, players to put an attacker onside.

Pozzo would have none of it. He continued with the methods he had seen and approved in England, with a fluid centre half and an emphasis on attack rather than counterattack. Like Chapman, he was essentially a paternalist. ‘Kind, but with a strong hand,’ he once explained his philosophy to me. ‘If I let them make mistakes, I lose my authority.’ A French journalist once called him the Poor Captain of a Company of Millionaires.

Both he and Chapman were formidable practical psychologists in an era when the present practice of employing a professional psychologist would have seemed chimerical. Chapman, a Yorkshireman who’d been thrown briefly out of football soon after the war over illicit payments made when managing Leeds City, had returned to win consecutive championships with Huddersfield Town. ‘He told you how to dress, he told you how to do your hair!’ Hapgood once happily said to me. Far ahead of his time in so many novel ways, Chapman possessed what has been described as an hypnotic power of convincing his players.

Tom Whittaker, who, as is largely forgotten, actually became the first ever England manager for the 1946 end-of-season friendly internationals against Continental opposition, owed his remarkable career as a trainer to Chapman, who told him in the summer of 1925, when he returned to Highbury from an Australian Football Association tour with a crippling knee injury, that he would make Tom the finest trainer in the world.

Pozzo himself had all sorts of stratagems to deal with his players, so much more volatile than their English equivalents. If during a training game a player disagreed with him, he would simply await his chance then sidle up to him and say, ‘You know, I’ve been thinking about what you’ve just said; you are right.’ Except that what the player had supposedly said was what Pozzo had told him. And if two players had fallen out in a League game, he would simply set them to share the same bedroom, coming in next morning to ask, drolly, ‘Well, cannibals, have you eaten each other yet?’ To which the answer would be embarrassed grunts, each man coming to him in turn to say, ‘He’s not really such a bad fellow. The crowd set me against him.’

Unlike Chapman, who had been a player of modest achievements with such as Tottenham Hotspur in their Southern League days, Pozzo had never been a professional footballer. Did it make a difference? None that was remotely evident. Long afterwards, in the 1990s, Italy appointed as manager Arrigo Sacchi, who had never even played decent amateur football, but whose dictum was, ‘You don’t have to have been a horse to be a jockey.’ Ironically, as we shall see, the first permanent English manager, Walter Winterbottom, would be widely disparaged, not least by the seasoned professionals in his initial teams, for never having been a pro himself, when in fact he had played successfully for Manchester United.

Pozzo differed from Chapman in his far superior educational background. He was a polyglot, fluent in English and French, but the essential thing was that he could communicate so easily and effectively with his players. The same might broadly be said of the man who made up a trio of outstanding leaders, Hugo Meisl of Austria, a friend of them both. Another highly educated polyglot, from a wealthy Viennese Jewish family, Meisl, as supremo of what came to be known as the Austrian Wunderteam, was another who brooked no opposition from his players. The difference from the other two was that he employed the outstanding English coach, a little Lancastrian called Jimmy Hogan, whom he had schooled and inspired when Hogan first coached with difficulty in Vienna.

Yet it is pertinent to ask, how much difference does a manager make? Not least because even without one, pace Chapman’s brief episode in Rome, the England team between the wars had a decent enough record, and never lost a game at home. Did this mean that a manager was superfluous in an era when the leading professionals were arguably far more resilient and self-contained than those of later years, coddled by their clubs, if they were stars, and subject to the tactical diktats of managers and coaches? Perhaps, too, the selection committees, by and large, did at least an adequate job.

The fact is that England did not even lose a game abroad until 1929, when Spain beat them 4–3 in Madrid on a ferociously hot day. Two years later at Highbury a crowd eager for revenge battered down the gates to get in, to see Spain annihilated 7–1. It was perhaps the only time that the Spanish goalkeeper, Ricardo Zamora, was hopelessly inept. The prolific Everton centre forward Dixie Dean, who was among the England scorers, told me long afterwards that at the post-match reception the interpreter told him of Zamora, ‘He says he is nothing in Madrid, tonight.’ To which Dean somewhat callously replied, ‘Tell him he’s not much here, either.’ Yet 1931 was the year in which England crashed on the Continent for the first time and which came to be seen as something of a watershed.

It happened, in fact, just a few months before Spain came, saw and were conquered at Highbury. England’s 5–2 beating in Paris, by a French team which had never before escaped defeat and had lost to England in Paris just a couple of years earlier, fell, wrote the principal German soccer magazine Der Kicker, ‘like a bombshell over the Continent’.

Certainly the English selectors had chosen what seemed a resourceful team, described as ‘a good, business-like side, strong in defence and with penetrative power in attack’. The full back combination of Tom Cooper and Ernie Blenkinsop was a famous one, and Aston Villa’s Pongo Waring was a formidable centre forward, wont to tease Herbert Chapman when Villa played Arsenal, ‘You’d like to buy me, wouldn’t you, Herbert?’ Even Gabriel Hanot, the Grand Panjandrum of French football journalism, wrote, ‘Our team has no chance of winning,’ and went on, somewhat quaintly in retrospect, to hope that the English players would remind the French that the charge was still part of football.

They hardly had the chance to do so. Where the English selectors failed badly was to allow the England players ten days off training; and to ignore the advice of Peter Farmer, who was then managing Racing Club de Paris: ‘I could plainly see that what beat our team was their tactics,’ he declared. ‘Surely after this disaster our countrymen at home will waken up to the fact that the Continentals are providing opposition of a formidable nature.’

On a hard, baked pitch the French forwards, regarded as the weakness of their team, simply outplayed England’s defence. And attempts at mitigation by the selector in charge, a Mr Arthur G. Kingscott, asserting that the French ‘had been in training and were consequently in the pink’ proved a futile excuse. Gaston Barreau, the French selector, devastatingly rejoined that the French team had been brought together only on the eve of the match. He also brushed aside Mr Kingscott’s excuse that seven England players had been injured, though Kingscott did have the grace to admit, ‘They were yards faster than our men, their passing was better and their goal-keeping was infinitely superior.’

As for M. Barreau, he was generous enough to emphasise, ‘French officials, pressmen and players do not regard their footballers as the equal of English professionals; they are satisfied with the victory and nothing more.’

It should be recorded that foreign teams came to play in England often in a state of fear and trembling, such was the colossal prestige of the ‘fathers of football’. Given the contemptuous crushing of Spain, the defeat in France could be dismissed and forgotten as a fluke, a freak, a passing aberration. And heavy reverses such as the 5–1 victory of Scotland’s Wembley Wizards in 1928 could be absorbed as coming, so to speak, within the family.

True, there were warning voices to be heard, notably those of James Catton, the tiny, bowler-hatted figure whose influential career spanned the nineteenth and twentieth centuries, and Ivan Sharpe, the former amateur Derby County and United Kingdom outside left, who followed him as the editor of the germinal Athletic News. In 1923, Catton had written: ‘If England is to retain her prestige in the face of the advance of other nations, all players, whether they be forwards or backs, must use more intelligence, and by constant practice obtain control of and power over the ball with the inside and outside of each foot. Unless players get out of the rut into which they have fallen, the game will lose its popularity and Great Britain her fame. Call me pessimist, shake with Homeric laughter and write me down senile and silly, but the truth will prevail and this is the truth.’ For his part an equally minatory Sharpe would succinctly write, ‘They coach, we don’t.’

Indeed, training at almost all English clubs was and for decades would remain bewilderingly primitive, largely consisting of endless lapping of the pitch; training grounds for clubs lay far in the remote future. The bizarre theory was that if a player didn’t see the ball in the week, he would be all the more eager to see it on the Saturday, though what he was supposed to do with it then went unexplained. Until around the time of the Second World War, Scottish players constituted an accomplished exception to prove the rule, brought up as they were in the tradition of the tanner ba’, with a high premium placed on skill. The word was that they tended to be slow and thus needed time to adjust to the higher pace of English football, but in that inter-war period, two of the Wembley Wizards, such as Arsenal’s playmaking inside left Alex James and the tough, doomed little peripatetic centre forward, Hughie Gallacher, were among the most coruscating players in the Football League.

Jimmy Hogan also sounded warnings about the state, and problematic future, of the English game. When his and Hugo Meisl’s Wunderteam came to Stamford Bridge in 1932, it was to give England a tremendous run for their money, with their superb technique in passing, in a gloriously oscillating game. In the end England prevailed 4–3 – and in fact had the ball in the net again just as the final whistle blew – but the victory had surely flattered them.

Austria and Italy, Meisl and Pozzo, were intense rivals. For all his cultivated background, Pozzo could be a ruthless competitor, and there is no doubt that though he was never a Fascist himself, he derived advantage from the overblown chauvinism of the times. When, before kick-off in Italy’s opening 1938 World Cup match against Norway in Marseille in 1938, his team gave the usual Fascist salute and were jeered by the expatriate dissidents in the crowd, he told his players to hold the salute until the jeering died.

He did not hesitate to strengthen his sides with oriundi – South American stars of Italian origin – among whom was the ruthless Luisito Monti, a thuggish centre half who, as fate would have it, precipitated in November 1934 the ‘Battle of Highbury’ when he limped off after ninety seconds with a toe broken in a clash with the burly Arsenal centre forward, Ted Drake. Italian double standards would persist right into the 1980s under Enzo Bearzot, another well-educated manager with contempt for chicanery, yet all too reliant on such bruising players as Claudio Gentile and Romeo Benetti.

It should be said that with a few notable exceptions such as Herbert Chapman himself, who once spent an hour or so criticising the single goal given away by an Arsenal team which had subsequently won with ease, English club managers were hardly tacticians. The so-called tracksuit manager lay in the post-war future. By and large, the manager stayed in his office. Leslie Knighton, who had begun as the office boy with the little Yorkshire club Castleford, would subsequently manage Arsenal, Chelsea, Birmingham, Manchester City and Bournemouth. Always very shrewd in acquiring players, perhaps the most ‘tactical’ thing he ever did was to give, in 1925, Arsenal’s men mysterious silver-coated pills given to him by a Harley Street fan, which led to raging thirst and super-abundant energy.

During those inter-war years, when the rest of the football world was catching up so fast, the English game lived in a state of splendid isolation. Having in 1928 left FIFA, the international body, with which relations had been brittle ever since its foundation in 1904, England and the other British countries could not enter the World Cup. And while they regularly met the various European teams in ‘friendly’ matches – what was friendly about the Battle of Highbury? – they never came up against such powerful South American teams as Argentina and Uruguay, who won two Olympic titles and the first, admittedly underpopulated, World Cup of 1930, played at home, in Montevideo. Not till May 1951 did a South American team, in the shape of Argentina, come to England, narrowly and unluckily losing 2–1 to England at Wembley. England themselves did not play in South America till 1953.

Meanwhile, though England narrowly lost a number of summer friendlies on the Continent, they also had their refulgent successes, not least when, after being obliged to give the Nazi salute before the match against Germany in Berlin’s Olympic Stadium in May 1938, they thrashed the opposition 6–3. The Germans, on the eve of the World Cup finals in France, promptly appointed a new manager in Sepp Herberger, who would remain in office for the next twenty-four years, winning the World Cup against Hungary and all the odds in 1954. Such longevity overshadowed even Walter Winterbottom’s sixteen bureaucratic years in charge of England.

Herberger’s Greater German team, including several Austrians after the Anschluss, was quickly eliminated in France, but he himself would emerge as a highly competitive, relentless force, maintaining tight tactical discipline. This, in contrast with the man who became his second-in-command, Helmut Schoen who, succeeding Herberger after the 1962 World Cup, would institute a more open and expensive policy, ultimately embracing Total Football. Herberger liked to lampoon his own supposed authoritarianism. One remembers, during the 1958 World Cup, in Gothenburg, when a Swedish newspaper had alleged that he knew his players only by numbers, he finished a press conference by smiling and saying that he was now going back to see numbers one, two and three.

Generalising about international team managers is a futile occupation. They come, you might say, in all shapes and sizes. Say that their careers are all essentially finite – rather on the lines of the adage that all political careers end in failure – and you can point to the sad, declining years of Alf Ramsey, after his World Cup triumphs. Yet Pozzo and Herberger lasted a couple of decades each, Pozzo ultimately succumbing because, in the 1940s, he could never come to terms with the Third Back Game.

Curiously enough, in a country which for so many years past has been obsessed with tactics, it wasn’t until 1939, after England had drawn with Italy in Milan, that they woke up to the existence of the Third Back Game. A further oddity was that it was ‘discovered’ in the Corriere Dello Sport of Rome, by none other than Fulvio Bernardini, previously an elegant attacking centre half, ruthlessly discarded from the Italian team by Pozzo in favour of the harder, harsher and more functional Monti. It was Bernardini who christened the Third Back Game sistema, as opposed to the more traditional metodo.

Then there is the ever-pervasive question of luck. When Napoleon thought of promoting a general to the rank of marshal, the salient question he asked was, ‘Is he lucky?’ The problem being that, in football, luck can run suddenly out. This it did to Bobby Robson in the 1986 World Cup finals in Mexico. England made an abysmal start in Monterrey against Portugal, not least because Robson insisted on deploying his namesake Bryan, the skipper, though Bryan’s shoulder dislocated at the drop of a hat. But when it happened again against Morocco, when Ray Wilkins, sadly off form, was sent off, Bobby was obliged to revolutionise his team, which then suddenly came to life, only to be eliminated in the quarter-finals when Diego Maradona punched his notorious Hand of God goal. Four years later, in Italy, Bobby and his team were hardly lucky to be knocked out by West Germany on penalties in the semi-final.

In the 2006 finals in Germany, you might well say that the French manager, Raymond Domenech, was lucky, up to a point. A slightly comic figure as he pirouetted on the touchline, he infuriated Zinedine Zidane, a supreme player but certainly out of sorts against South Korea, by substituting him. Zidane stalked off the field incensed, without a glance at his manager. He was suspended from the next game and Domenech brought in David Trezeguet to play profitably up front beside Thierry Henry. That, one assumed, was the end of Zidane; the man who had spectacularly headed those two goals from corners in the 1998 final against Brazil.

But probably overcoming his displeasure with Zidane, and against all expectations, all indications of form, Domenech brought Zizou back for the ensuing match against Spain. Zidane gave an inspired performance as he did again in the match with Brazil. But when it came to the final against Italy, which Zizou began by netting the coolest of penalties, he allowed himself to be provoked late in the game by Italy’s Marco Materazzi, butted him in the chest and had himself sent off, thereby effectively sabotaging his team’s chances. Luck … and bad luck.

And into what kind of category would you fit the ebullient little Yorkshire coach George Raynor, winner with Sweden of a sparkling Olympic football tournament in London in 1948, beaten World Cup finalist in Stockholm against Brazil ten years later, third placed, heavily depleted, team in the Brazilian World Cup of 1950?

Nils Liedholm, a star of Raynor’s teams in 1948 and 1958, later a notable club manager himself in Italy, once called George ‘a good manager for a happy team’. Yet he was rather more than that. I came to know him well during the tumultuous 1954–5 season in Rome when, having failed to make progress at Juventus, he was parachuted in to save Lazio from a disastrous campaign: which he ultimately did; he even achieved a sensational victory in the Roman derby against the seemingly superior Roma, managed by another Englishman in the Liverpudlian Jesse Carver.

Raynor, by his own admission, was ‘a second-class player’, first with Sheffield United, then with Aldershot. But – luck, again? – he found himself during Army service in the war managing the Iraqi national team and thus coming to the notice of the all-powerful Football Association Secretary, Stanley Rous. It was Rous who plucked him out of the chorus, sending him to manage Sweden where at first the press greeted him with disdain. A splendid success in his first game put an end to that and, coach as well as tactician, he travelled the country coaching the men he wanted for his team.

He could scarcely have been more of a contrast with the reigning England manager, tall, pedagogic Walter Winterbottom, yet when it came to playing the resplendent Hungarians in 1953, he had much the better of it. Raynor, as we shall see, took his team to Budapest, promised his men that if they won he’d ‘paint Stalin’s moustache red’, and got a 2–2 draw with his astute tactics. Two weeks later at Wembley, Winterbottom got everything wrong, and England, never before beaten at home by a foreign team (I don’t count Eire in 1949) were thrashed, 6–3.

Mention of Rous and subsequently of Winterbottom leads us to the salient part Rous played in English and international football. Born in Suffolk, he became at once a games master at a Watford grammar school, and an international referee, who in England achieved the crowning kudos of refereeing the 1934 FA Cup final. He then became Secretary of the Football Association, in succession to the antediluvian Sir Frederic Wall, and at once embarked on a sustained campaign to modernise the English game. He did not succeed in getting England back into FIFA till after the Second World War. Nor did England accept what was, in fact, a quite gratuitous invitation – not being members of FIFA – to take part in the 1938 World Cup in France. A pity, really, since England at that time had a successful team which had just beaten France in Paris; the vacancy had been created by Austria’s disappearance into the Anschluss, and the outbreak of a bitter civil war in Spain. Rous, however, magisterially redrafted the Laws of the Game, and showed his commitment to coaching by appointing, with surprising lack of success, Jimmy Hogan to run courses, shortly before the Second World War.

That Rous was a snob and an authoritarian could hardly be gainsaid. There were times when he seemed almost embarrassed by the fact that his increasing social status, his access to kings and queens, all depended on young men in shorts running about muddy fields. When Denis Follows, whom Rous despised and who reciprocated his hostility, unexpectedly was voted FA Secretary as Rous’s successor in 1962, I remember sitting in a BBC radio studio anteroom before interviewing Follows, who remarked, ‘The Secretary is meant to be the servant of the Football Association, but we all know what happened. The servant became the master.’ Which, overall, was just as well.

But Rous was not popular with England’s players and had frequent stand-offs with the press. All in all, he was little concerned with the troops on the ground, as evidenced by the fact that throughout his long regime, England’s team never travelled abroad, even to World Cups, with their own doctor.

I remember a significant episode during the 1962 World Cup in Chile. Garrincha, the dynamic Brazilian right winger, had been sent off in Santiago in the semi-final against the host nation – as had the Chilean centre forward, Landa. Garrincha, in the absence of the injured Pele, had been the outstanding figure of the competition, and the Brazilians lodged an appeal, which seemed doomed to failure. Such was the frenetic anxiety in Brazil itself that it was said that the President himself was listening to developments through headphones, during Mass. The world of football waited with him. I was staying in the Emperador Hotel on the busy Avenida O’Higgins, together with the BBC television commentator, Kenneth Wostenholme. Eager to know what decision had been taken on Garrincha, Kenneth said, ‘I’ll ring Stanley.’ This he did, the response to his question being, ‘Oh, the disciplinary committee met this morning.’

‘But what did they decide?’ Kenneth asked.

‘I’ve got my papers here,’ said Rous, and shuffled through them. ‘Seven and nine,’ he said, at last, ‘seven and nine. Seven was cautioned and nine was suspended.’ Which was how we learned that seven, alias Garrincha, could play, however controversially, in the final.

Yet Rous’s support for Winterbottom as England manager was not wholly consistent. In May 1955, when I was living and working in Rome, Jesse Carver, the Liverpudlian who was then managing Roma, one of his many Italian clubs, told me that he had an appointment with Rous at the Hotel Quirinale in Via Nazionale and that I might care to come along; it could do me some good.

Rous awaited us, silver haired, formidably tall. ‘Did you have a good journey, Sir Stanley?’ I dutifully asked him.

‘Yes, yes, yes,’ he said, impatiently. ‘Who are you?’

Little interested when I told him, he then proceeded, in my obscure presence, to offer Winterbottom’s managerial job to Carver. ‘It’s about time we brought Walter back into the office,’ he said. It didn’t happen. Nor, deciding this was a private conversation, did I report it for twenty-five years or so. Carver, always full of new ideas, once manager of Holland – one of the many jobs on which he abruptly walked out – would probably have made a very good England manager, though goodness knows how long he would have stayed. So Winterbottom remained in office for another seven years.

Had Rous had his way, Winterbottom would have been the sole selector, as was largely the fashion elsewhere. But the stubborn, selfish mediocrities from the League clubs, jealous of their privileges and peregrinations, refused to bend. Indeed, it was even hard for Rous to get them to accept a team manager at all. When Alf Ramsey ultimately succeeded Winterbottom in 1962, his insistence that he should manage alone was non-negotiable. Yet the greedy old men still insisted on a Senior International Committee, whose motto, I once suggested, should be, ‘They also serve who only eat and drink.’ And as we’ll see, in due course these vindictive parasites would have a spiteful revenge on Ramsey. I published a rhyme about them once:


‘You are old, Councillor William,’ the young man roared,

‘and are obviously quite out of touch.

And yet you incessantly travel abroad.

Don’t you think at your age it’s too much?’

‘In my youth,’ Councillor William replied with disdain,

‘I spent all my time making money.

But now I can travel the world without paying,

I really don’t see what’s so funny.’

‘You are old,’ said the youth, ‘as I’ve mentioned before,

and are gravely reluctant to think.

And yet for an ancient reactionary bore,

it’s amazing how much you can drink.’

‘When Sir Alf,’ said the Councillor, ‘took over the team,

he robbed me of any real function.

Now drinking for England’s my pride and my joy,

nor have I the smallest compunction.’

‘You are old,’ said the youth, ‘and you stand in the way

of anyone younger than you.

And yet you’re perpetually having your say

on what English football should do.’

‘I am old,’ said the sage, ‘you are perfectly right,

but I’d rather be old than be clever.

Do you think you can change the whole game overnight?

Be off, or I’ll stay here for ever!’
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