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FROM

THE

EDITOR
And so it did finally come to pass that our Chinese owner did
bestir himself and did smite the be-capped (and ultimately
besieged) one with a mighty pile of wonga. And then he did
cast around for a replacement, focusing largely on those made
in the image of the be-capped one.
The thing about hard-copy is that deadlines come at the most unhelpful
of times. Readers will understand that, while we find ourselves in the
post-Pulis era, all of the content of this edition was generated before
the departure of the never-relegated one (hence its consistently optimistic tone). Do not be alarmed by any feelings of nausea or discomfort attending this incongruity – such symptoms are normal for Albion
fans at this time of year, although hallucinations involving Gary Megson
grinding out 25 consecutive 1-0 victories should prompt an immediate
consultation with a psychiatric clinician.
As we go to press (just after St Gary took a point from Spurs and just before the Newcastle game), it seems certain that Alan Pardew will inherit
the cloak of The Saviour (including all of the usual trappings, such as the
obligatory £1m bonus for doing the saving bit). The hot money says that
such an appointment is unlikely to provoke dancing in the streets, but as evidenced in our reports of the games against Brighton (Nick Grant),
Leicester (Paul Probyn), Southampton (Dave Statham) and Huddersfield
(Aidan Rose) - something had to happen.
Elsewhere in this issue, we bring you: Notes from our Chair; Nick Grant’s
report on a musical first at The Hawthorns; Andy Jones’ report of the
branch’s evening with Darren Moore; a Q&A with Bjorn Hjelm, our
Swedish London Baggie; and Toby Grainger remembers the famous 5-5
draw with Manchester United and takes a look a where those heroes are
now. As ever, the artwork was produced by Anoushka Probyn, who is
also responsible for the lay-out.
Please let us know what you think and let us have copy/ideas for the
next issue. To contact the editorial team (Aidan Rose, Anoushka Probyn,
Glenn Hess, Toby Grainger), email: toby.grainger@hotmail.com

VIEW

FROM

THE

Chair
Welcome to the latest edition of Baggie Shorts. I hope you enjoy reading about the Baggies and the London Baggies in particular.
It’s now been just over a year since I became Chairman of the branch
and it’s been quite an eventful time on and off the pitch. No sooner had I
taken over the reins of the London branch than the club itself was sold to
our new Chinese owners. Nothing seems to have significantly changed
from the days of the Peace regime with our emphasis still on prudence
and obtaining value for money. If we were expecting major marquee
signings then we were all a little bit disappointed. That said, if you’d
asked me 5 years ago if Albion would be signing players for £13, £14,
£15 million, I’d have said you were deranged.
The new season has started with a whimper and rather worryingly we
seem to have continued with the form at the end of last season following our win over Arsenal at home. I am writing this after Huddersfield
where the mood of fans was ugly. I wasn’t a fan of Tony Pulis coming to
the Albion but I also think he deserves a little more than the dog’s abuse
he’s now getting; we all knew his reputation for being “anti-football” but
were willing to put up with it for expediency.
I am (sadly) old enough to remember the dark days outside the top
flight and much though I would like to see more entertaining football,
I also don’t want to find ourselves struggling in the Championship. It
is a league full of the once mighty – whether that’s Nottingham Forest,
Sheffield Wednesday, Leeds - or even our more familiar local West Midlands rivals. History has also shown that clubs often drop swiftly into the
third tier as Sunderland seem inexorably intent on doing following the
Wolves example from a few years ago.
My own view is that whilst we do need to be careful what we wish for,
the manager must try to play more entertaining, attacking football and
my concern is that he might not have the ability or inclination in his DNA
to do so. The second half on Saturday against Huddersfield exemplified this. The opposition were down to ten men but the players did not

have the guile or wit to break down their defence and only really came
alive in the last few moments of the game. Too much dependence on
three holding midfielders and not enough creativity or width – allied to
a proven goal-scorer is a major, major problem for us; the goal-scoring
problem at the very least needs to be resolved in January with another
signing of a striker who is happy to go past players. It seems as if the
creativity and attack-minded impulse is being coached out of some of
the attacking players (Phillips?) where the emphasis is instead too much
on shape and organisation. The manager can no longer hide behind
the lack of quality of the players as he is now responsible for the vast
majority that have been brought in. I assume that if we are to get out of
this mess, we may find ourselves relying on our tried and tested such as
Morrison (when fit), Brunt, McCauley and Yacob. That doesn’t solve the
longer term problem as all are now at or beyond 30 or in McCauley’s
case – well beyond.
In terms of the London Baggies, we would very much like more people
to join and participate in the Branch and enjoy the long-standing friendships and camaraderie but we also recognise that membership is all
too often linked to having a successful and entertaining team to watch.
Meetings have tended to be a little sparsely attended and we are experimenting with holding them in step with London games – which isn’t
always possible when games are moved at the last minute due to TV or
due to Spurs ruining our normal meeting places by playing at Wembley! Despite the challenges we had a number of successful meetings
and events last year – including a wonderful evening with Darren Moore
- and we are busily trying to arrange Christmas lunch in London on Saturday 16 December (day before Man Utd on 17 December). I hope as
many people as possible will attend.
Thanks are due to my fellow committee members without whom the
branch wouldn’t exist and special thanks for the tickets and travel to Max
Davies without whom we would surely have not witnessed some of the
games this year at a couple of new grounds (on second thoughts should
I really be thanking him…).
Best wishes to everyone for Christmas, new year and the rest of the season – may it be happy, healthy and successful.
COYB

Steve Watts
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BAGGIES

reports:

A central London pub must have thought they’d got a free doorman one
April night earlier this year, but truly it was just London Baggies welcoming back one of our own. Still bursting with pride in full WBA tracksuit,
even on a school night, Darren Moore was a credit to the club he still
serves.
It’s polite to say nice things when someone attends your event for free in
their own time, but even if we’d ticketed the event and hired a Rolls I’d
think Darren gave great value. Like many of you I’ve been lucky enough
to meet many Albion players down the years and most of them are polite enough to do the photos and squiggles, but Big Dave was something else. Not only did he devour all of our questions as though they
were aerial balls into a six yard box, he also hung around to near enough
last orders at the bar, taking questions, smiling, retelling anecdotes he’d
probably been asked to tell someone else just five minutes before.
As football addicts we’ve grown used to seeing the same player platitudes roll across our TV screens up, but Darren offered genuine insight
into the intricacies of the modern game. One of his key roles is feeding
youth players into the first team. If you imagine youth coach Jimmy Shan
as the gardener and farmer of all of our young crop, Darren is the “Man
From Del Monte” who says ‘yes’ to only the ripest. Whilst Darren didn’t
boast, it appears Pulis has every faith in his choices, as debuts for Leko,
Field, Roberts, Wilson and Harper attest.
Moore’s role was then to be a guide for the younger players in the run
up to and during match day, getting into their heads and making them
focus. Talking to them about what they’d be at Premier League level,
while gently letting them know that it reflected badly on him if he put
forward a player who didn’t perform.
It brought to mind a young Leko or Field suddenly having a giant arm
appear round their shoulder to drag them over to Pulis. You’d imagine
they’d behave, right?
He discussed how his own career had been hard won - being bizarrely
picked out for his football talents by his school’s female caretaker, get-

ting ignored by all the Midlands clubs and ending up at Torquay. Finally reaching the Premier League with Bradford and falling out with the
chairman.
Tony Pulis was a big topic of discussion. Whatever your opinions of
Tony, Darren didn’t portray a dinosaur. Each week’s drills were strikingly
elaborate. Every player, as well as having the normal drills and sessions
geared around the opposition, had a short edited clip of the opposition
sent to his phone so he could swot up on it. Pulis, whilst clearly in charge,
wasn’t an automaton and appeared open to ideas from his team. Darren
described one home game a year or so ago where the coaches advised
Pulis to bring a particular player in from the cold, as he would be very
useful against this opposition. The player hadn’t been fit for a while (we
assumed that was a hint it was Anichebe versus Newcastle, although
Darren didn’t confirm), but he came in and won the game with a Man
of the Match performance. Darren couldn’t impress on us enough how
much intricate detail Pulis puts in before each game, absorbing every bit
of sports science or data available.
For those who’ve only played at park level, exploring the any aspect of
the rough and tumble of real football is fascinating and Big Dave didn’t
disappoint. I remember Darren particularly talking about two moments
against Crystal Palace in different games with different outcomes. The
most famous of all was the game that sent us up to our first Premier
League season - a memory that lit up his face every time it was mentioned. In the other game, with the score at 0-0, he’d gone for an aerial
chance and had headed the ball into the ground so hard that it flown
over the bar. We subsequently lost 3-0. Megson didn’t last much longer
after that.
Darren told us that his mum had worked at Sandwell Hospital and his
dad at Bradford Bakery. He knew how much that first Palace game had
meant to us. He said he had known early on in the week that we’d win, it
was never in any doubt.
The Battle of Bramall Lane came up several times - Moore mentioning
that Georges Santos and Andy Johnson had had a fall out previously.
Gary Megson had told him, shortly after the brawl which had led to the
Suffo and Santos dismissals, that if any Albion player was sent off he’d
fine all of them – Darren, it seemed, was expected to keep control of
them all.
The most giant of gentle giants.

Brighton and Hove
Albion 3 - Baggies 1
Saturday 9 September 2017
at the Amex Stadium.
Nick

Grant

reports

It was the best of days, and the
worst of days.
A beautiful morn, jolly journey
from Victoria with the select pride
of London Baggies, a few pints
with various others congregating
in the hostelries, lots of excitement
about which new players might
start, could we go four matches
unbeaten, is this a golden dawn of
a new Baggies era, will Pulis finally
play expansive football?
Now, it is in the DNA of any and
all Baggies to excel at dourness.
Typically, on most days of any year,
a Baggie will fail to get excited
about anything. Many an Aynock
and Ayli joke reflects this.
Like the one where Aynuck’s dog
jumped onto the cut and walked
across the water to Ayli on the other side. “Yow bin dun mairte” Ayli
says. “Ow dyay mean. That dug
warks on wairter!”. “Nah. Yow bin
dun. Ee cor swim.”
But even the most unexcitable
Baggie was utterly depressed by

half-time. It was the worst display
we’d seen since 0-0 with Villa at
home two seasons ago.
Nobody apart from Sir Gareth Barry could claim to have played well.
Foster fumbled, Nyom fiddled,
Hegazi was OK to be honest, Evans was not at his best, Dawson
was clearly hating being shoved to
right-back again.
How Livermore gets in the England squad I’ll never know. Mega-salary debutante Krygorwiak
was a slightly faster Claudio but
no more than that, Phillips couldn’t
beat any defender, Rodriguez was
floundering on the left-wing and
Rondon may as well have stayed
in Venezuela after his internationals he was so ineffectual.
By contrast Dunk and Duffy played
very well at the back for BHA and
Pascal Gross scored two stoppable goals either side of half-time.
It took Pulis (and Megson I guess)
until 57mins to re-arrange the

back four, sacrificing Hegazi to
move Nyom to his better position
at right-back, Evans to his better
position as left-side centre-back
and Dawson to his best position
of right-side centre-back with Kieran Gibbs making his debut as
the best left-back we have, and
Oliver Burke replacing Rodriguez
on the wing who in turn replaced
the utterly useless Rondon down
the middle.
And this started to turn the tide for
a few minutes before Burke daftly
tried to back heel a pass that went
astray, Gross crossed for Hemed
to glance a header past Ben at his
near post with Evans failing to prevent him doing so, and we had a
mountain to climb.
But Gibbs and Burke both made a
huge difference in speed and effort, attacking bravely and creating
a goal for another sub Mozza who
had replaced the bland Livermore.
But it was all too little too late.
Why oh why Pulis set the side up
so defensively against a team that
hadn’t scored in their first three
matches is really unforgiveable.
We actually had 51% possession,
a rare stat, but it was mainly sideways or back.

It says a lot that when thinking of a
man-of-the-match two contenders
only came on at 57minutes. Gareth Barry was a class above everyone on the pitch and was clearly
our MOTM.
With a bench full of internationals and Kanu-Robson, Chadli and
Sam Field not even on the bench
we have plenty of options. For me
Gibbs could be our player of the
season he is so skilful, forceful, visionary and fit.
But for all our apparent success in
the pre-season transfer window
we still badly need strikers and a
No. 10, someone who can put a
ball in the net and one that can unlock a defence.
But it isn’t the end of our world.
We are not having to cope with
hurricanes, earthquakes, floods,
civil wars and drought like so
many unfortunate people around
the world at the moment.
But it was certainly a match I’d
want to pretend never happened
because it was a kind of undeserved torture.

T H E D AY I F I N A L L Y
P L AY E D A T T H E
H AW T H O R N S
NICK GRANT
To the best of my recollection, and corroborating with my one surviving
uncle, it seems I attended my first Baggies match at The Hawthorns at
Christmas 1957. It was probably a sixth birthday treat as mine is shared
with that famous carpenter kiddie.
In the 1960s my dad worked in M&B offices over The Hawthorns pub
and my maternal grandma was the school cook at Halfords Lane primary
school where the Albion Academy now stands.
You can perhaps understand my excitement then when I got a call from
Gurdial Singh at the Albion Foundation asking if my band could play
some reggae tunes for the club’s Diversity Day on 30 September 2017. I
have got to know Gurdial and her family of Baggies fanatics at matches
over the last twelve years.
The Fred Hampton Appreciation Society is named after a civil rights
activist murdered by the FBI on 4 December 1969. Our band features
mates of Jamaican, Zimbabwean, Polish, and UK heritage. We all support any move for greater social equality and justice. So of course we
said yes.
We have five reggae-ish numbers on our debut album ‘Songs of Love
and Resistance’.* We polished them up in rehearsals as we have a new
trumpet player and I sorted the logistics of getting to the ground with
our gear, and so on.
The day started with a drive up in brilliant sunshine. Our three cars arrived at the Birmingham Road Greggs site within minutes of each other
around 11am. Once the excellent stage facility was up we unloaded and
started to set up our gear. Always takes me longest as drummer.

We were provided with food vouchers and match tickets so had no complaint on that score. Our manager Anne - a Spurs fan - was with us as well
as Man U, QPR and Chelsea supporters in the band. They were all impressed with the whole ambience of the Fanzone and the efforts being
made by the club on diversity issues. They also liked the ground and the
crowd when we later got in to see the match.
The dhol drummers and singers did their thing and, after an onstage
chat from Cyrille, Brendan and Laurie C’s niece, it was our turn to play
at 2pm.

“Our band features mates of Jamaican,
Zimbabwean, Polish, and UK heritage. We
all support any move for greater social
equality and justice. “
But just as I said a few words of welcome to the punters the heavens
opened. Understandably the crowd scattered for cover - apart from
some honourable London Baggies and a few more who seemed to like
what we were playing. One really nice touch was that a Watford supporter, Jess, was giving us a thumbs up from behind the crowd barrier. She
is a teacher friend of my elder son, and the history teacher until this year
of our teenage prodigy keyboard player Laurie Milton, who is a mere 50
years younger than me!
We were happy that the set was played as well as we could and the
stage sound gear was fantastic. Having done four of our own songs we
sent the lingering fans off with a knees-up version of ‘Monkey Man’.
As a teenager I was so obsessed with football and the Baggies that I
often thought how great it was that I had played on the pitch in the first
team the day before...before rubbing my eyes to accept that it was only
a dream, however vivid.
But now, in an admittedly tendentious sense, I can say that not only have
I played at the Baggies but played for the Baggies - given that we were
paid expenses!
The full album can be heard at: https://soundcloud.com/tfhas

Leicester City 1 - Baggies 1
Monday 16 October 2017
at the King Power Stadium.

Paul

Probyn

reports

Those of you who are old enough
to remember Monty Python will
have fond memories of the Spanish Inquisition. I think the Baggie
Shorts editorial team must be a
similar organisation, laughing diabolically as they identify some
poor heretic to write a match report.
Being a true believer doesn’t get
you off the hook. It’s not enough
that you have to go through the
torture of watching the Albion;
you then have to endure the agony of trying to write about it a way
that will keep readers interested at
least until the end of the first paragraph. So it was that I foreswore
the soft cushions and comfy chair
offered by my neighbour to watch
MNF, and went instead to Leicester, one of those places that, if it
didn’t already exist, nobody would
bother to invent.
Of course, Leicester now thinks
it’s all very big and clever, having
found Richard the Third buried in
the foundations of a car park (a
bit improbable since cars hadn’t
even been invented in his time)
and winning the Premier League
in what must seem to their fans to
be another era, but it does have
some nice bars and restaurants.

One of the restaurants is part-run
by a friend of Anoushka’s so our
trip north was not to be completely wasted. Our stop at Rickshaw
Rick’s was the highlight of the trip.
What’s not to like about nachos
served in a miniature kitchen sink,
tricolor pizza by the half metre,
and Korean beer? And cocktails
at prices that help explain why
Londoners are far unhappier than
people in apparently depressing
places like Leicester.
The game itself resembled too
many of Albion’s outings this season, with the defence looking
well-organised as ever, the midfield solid but unspectacular, and
the attack ineffective.
The starting line-up contained
a couple of surprises, with Myhill replacing Foster, who had injured himself playing with his son
(honestly…..) and Chadli making
his first start of the season. Myhill looked like someone who has
possibly spent more time on the
bench for a single club than any
other keeper in history, and his
lack of pace almost resulted in a
red card when he clattered Vardy
just outside the area at the start of
the second half.
Chadli brought a touch of class,

but do he and the other new signings offer much more than the old
lags - Brunty, GMac, Nyom, Phillips, Mad Dog and Yacob - who
were warming the bench? Does
Pulis feel under pressure to play
the big names on big salaries?
Chadli’s free kick that gave us the
lead was sublime, but apart from
that he didn’t offer more than Phillips would have done.
Pulis was already preparing to
bring on GMac, presumably
to shore up the 1-0 lead, when
Mahrez hit the equalizer, despite
there being ten Albion players in
the box. He and McClean played

the last ten minutes, but Albion
rarely looked like taking all three
points at the death, caught between going for the winner, and
defending what they already had.
Unlike the Inquisition, Albion
don’t currently offer fear, surprise,
ruthless efficiency, or even an almost fanatical devotion to the
Pope; nice red away strip, though
- and another victim for the Albion Curse, as Craig Shakespeare
found the price of a draw was his
P45 in the post on Tuesday morning.

Southampton 1 - Baggies 0
Saturday 21 October 2017
at St Mary’s Stadium.

Dave

Statham

reports

The small party of London Baggies
travelled together from Waterloo with Storm Brian threatening
to disrupt proceedings. After an
uneventful journey our arrival in
Southampton was enlivened by a
platform encounter with our former player Kevin Kilbane. He had
travelled down to do commentary
on the game for Radio Five Live.
He kindly agreed to be photographed with the London Baggies.

the best part of the day! Decent
beer and good food in convivial
company made for a very enjoyable preparation for the game.
Sadly it was downhill from there.

We then adjourned to the Duke of
Wellington, which was probably

Our lineup was Foster, Dawson,
Evans, Hegazi, Gibbs, Rodriguez,

We arrived at a very blowy St
Mary’s and joined the rest of the
baggie faithful - a fairly modest
away following, which, given the
football on offer, was not too surprising.

W H E R E A R E T H E Y N OW ?
Toby

Krychowiak, Livermore,
Chadli and Rondon.

Barry,

The crowd of 29,947 meant that
St Mary’s looked somewhat less
than full. Despite our limited numbers the travelling support were in
good voice, which was even more
remarkable given what we were
watching. The first half was notable mostly for Evans going off injured to be replaced by Nyom on
32 minutes. Other than that it was
mostly uneventful.
So little happened that Glenn was
driven to remark upon the fact
that, while the Baggies were in
short sleeves, Southampton wore
long ones - it was that boring!
The second half was marginally
more interesting but still very poor
from the Baggies, with Rodriguez
missing a sitter. Barry was substitued by McAuley on 53 minutes
and Chadli by Phillips on 77 min-

utes; neither change really made
much difference. Our unused subs
were Yacob, Brunt, Myhill and McClean. It seems to me it makes little difference who is played as, it is
the tactics which are our downfall.
When Southampton finally scored
[Boufal on 85 minutes] it followed
a clear foul, which the referee obviously missed. Others noted Boufal’s fine goal, but the overwhelming reaction from the Baggies fans
was anger at yet another poor display. The hostility towards Pulis is
no longer confined to Dave "Hard
Brexit" Wilshere and, if it’s not yet
universal, it is well on its way.

Grainger

This was going to be so easy – simply Google the squads involved in
Albion’s 2012 destruction of Wolves (the blow that sent our neighbours
into a rather ugly, downward spiral from which they’ve not yet recovered) and then a lazy bit of Wikipedia-ing, in order that I might bring you
fascinating gobbets of hot news, such as that Jerome Thomas now plays
for Port Vale, or that Keith Andrews is (apparently) a Sky Sports “Football
League Analyst” – but all of that fell apart at the Google stage, when I
found this:
http://www.birminghammail.co.uk/sport/football/football-news/
wolves-1-west-brom-5-12595006
Of course, I could simply have recycled the Birmingham Mail’s piece,
but there’s lazy journalism and there’s blatant plagiarism (although this
distinction is, admittedly, of diminishing importance within the “profession”). It’s been done, so we move on.
Fortunately, Baggie Shorts’ editorial group is quicker on its toes than
most (including, unfortunately, our esteemed Head Coach) and we had
a Plan B. Even more fortunately, Plan B called for the same gamut of
journalistic skills as Plan A.
We worked on the scientifically proven principles that notable Albion
games invariably involve:

We left the ground to the appropriate accompaniment of the continuing storm.

a) the “world’s biggest club” (because, under an obscure Premier League
rule, if Manchester United are not involved, all other parties must pay a
licensing fee of £1m per single use of the word “football”); and

[Reporter's Man of the Match: Ben
Foster (none of our outfield players
could even be considered)].

b) more than four goals from our side (because four goal hauls are so
uncommon that we are likely to have forgotten about them by the time
we have endured the subsequent 300 hours of goal-free fare).

Thus, we considered the venerable Old Trafford 3-5, but, having concluded that that might involve rather more deceased persons than is
seemly, we moved on to the more recent Hawthorns 5-5. This was of
course Sir Alex’s valedictory gig and he was denied victory in his 1,500th
and final game in charge, as Romelu Lukaku’s scored a hat-trick.
West Bromwich Albion 5 Manchester United 5
19 May 2013
The champions went 3-0 up inside the first half hour, through Shinji
Kagawa, a Jonas Olsson’s own goal and a fine finish from Alexander Buttner. James Morrison reduced the deficit before half time, at which point
Steve Clarke brought on Lukaku who made it 3-2, before Robin van Persie and Javier Hernandez put United 5-2 ahead. It stayed that way until
nine minutes from time (two minutes after the inspired, but wholly coincidental, introduction of Markus Rosenberg), when, within the space
of five minutes, Lukaku, then Mulumbu and then Lukaku again struck to
deny Ferguson a winning end. His consolation being that United ended
the season 11 points clear of runners-up Manchester City.
Where are they now?
Ben Foster – Is still strutting his stuff between the sticks.
Jonas Olsson – Has unexpectedly called time on his distinguished Albion career and has returned to Sweden to play for Djurgardens IF.
Liam Ridgewell – Has finished attending to his ablutions and is now plying his trade as captain of Portland Timbers, in the MSL.
Gareth McAuley – Is still (just about) defying the passage of time.
Billy Jones – Rejected a new contract and, in May 2014, signed for
Sunderland, “a massive club with everything in place to kick on up the
league and carry on moving forward.” (How’s that going, Billy?)

James Morrison, Chris Brunt and Claudio Yacob – Made more sensible
decisions and continue (in the main) to delight the Albion faithful.
Youssouf Mulumbu – Having enchanted Baggies’ fans for more than six
years (he was both club and fans player of the year in 2009), Youssouf
moved in July 2015 (on a free) to Norwich, where he was blighted by
injuries, before being released at the end of last season. He now plays
for Kilmarnock.
Graham Dorrans – Following a wonderful Albion career (which seemed
to have become derailed by personal issues), Graham moved to Norwich, six months before Youssouf, and helped them regain the top flight.
In July of this year, he transferred to Rangers and (along with Scott Sinclair, who had been less conspicuously successful in Albion colours) is
now tearing up the Scottish Premier League.
Shane Long – Was, inexplicably, sold to Hull City in January 2014 and
proceeded to score both goals (allegedly diving for the penalty) when
Hull beat us two months later. In the following summer, he moved to
Southampton, where he remains.
…and the subs:
Romelu Lukaku – has struggled to recapture the magic of his single Hawthorns season. This was his last game for us and, after four mediocre seasons on Merseyside, he is now playing for an obscure Mancunian outfit.
Marc Antoine Fortune – This was also Marc’s last Albion game. He moved
to Wigan Athletic (July 2013), Coventry City (September 2015) and then
Southend United (January 2017).
Markus Rosenberg – Markus’ Albion career was about as distinguished
as Scott Sinclair’s and, after 33 games and no goals, he returned to his
home town club of Malmo in February 2014, where he promptly scored
23 times in 43 appearances. He continues to put them away for Malmo,
but has in recent years become less prolific.

HUDDERSFIELD
BAGGIES 0

TOWN

1

SATURDAY 4 NOV 2017
JOHN SMITH’S STADIUM

Aidan Rose reports

There were quite a few London
baggies at what we still call the
MacAlpine but on the trip there
was Max, Dave, Glenn, John and
Aidan. The route was via Manchester and east to Huddersfield.
Max had a plan to visit the Yorkshire pub of the year The Fleece
Inn. He gave the cab driver a postcode with an HX prefix, and off we
went to Halifax.
Oh dear, I thought, as a number
of disparaging comments were
made about Max’s Yorkshire tour,
despite the belting Autumnal
countryside. And the pub was also
a belter. The cab driver promised
to wait for us whilst we had the first
London Baggies’ Christmas Lunch.
Yorkshire pud, and fish cake starters, Dave went French with Boeuf
Bourguignon there were also
steaks and a massive fish platter
for the sociologist. Cracking scran.
Then off to the so-called John
Smith’s stadium. It’s a crap beer
and, frankly, a crap stadium. The

other John Smith (the one who
should have been Prime Minister,
rather than the mediocre brewer)
would have been shocked by the
eponymous ground.
It looks great on TV, but the long
queues for the four visitors’ turnstiles, the narrow vomitories and
the awkward steps make it look like
a talentless architecture student’s
2nd year project. The catering
facilities and what the Americans
call bathrooms were appalling.
And then things deteriorated.
Huddersfield were awful and we
were even worse. There was the
biggest anti management protest
I have seen since the days of Bobby Gould at half-time. We played
against a team with ten men for
half an hour and did nothing.
And then things got a little worse.
We did a circular walk to a pub
called the Yorkshire Rose. We met
a High Court judge in what was a

poor man’s Spoons. We told Dave
not to order chips, he did and they
were worse than the Albion.
And then, yes, things got even
worse. Our train back to Manchester was delayed by 30 minutes, so
we had two minutes to change
platforms for the last train to London. We shouted loud and long
to advertise our desire to travel,
but to no avail - they slammed the
doors and left us stranded. There
ensued inevitable rants with the
Virgin despatch staff (we were, in
modern railway lingo, customers,
but we would rather have been
passengers), who just as inevitably
blamed the other railway company. The helpful bloke from Network Rail was unable to explain
what a network was and why railways were not there to take people home.
Luckily someone suggested we
spoke to the folk at the Information
Desk. The woman there listened
and said, “That’s going to be a big
cab bill”. I thought “good we are
going to get home tonight”. Her
boss arranged it and we were off
to Euston.
So, a big up to TransPennine Express, who took their responsibility seriously and treated us well.
Brexit Dave, who has always expressed puzzlement as to why any-

one should need a mobile phone,
watched on as each of us called
home from Manchester station to
advise loved ones of our much delayed returns. Amid the muttered
endearments, a small plaintive
voice arose from the back of the
platform: “May I borrow a phone
to phone Jennifer?” Well, it was
the most fun some of us had had
all day! God
bless our Dave. A London Baggie
treasure.
A Yankee lawyer, Douglas Christian, joined us on the trip. He was
on a football tour taking in the
Dogheads on Friday, Huddersfield with us and then Chelsea v
the Mancs on Sunday. We advised
that he should get off, but he decided to stay and was subjected
to a four-hour re-education programme (he is now an overseas
Baggie), after which he told us:
“All five huge Albion supporters
who, notwithstanding this (temporary) bad stretch, travel to see
their team play week in and week
out. Really impressive devotion,
positive attitude, and level headed
analysis of your managerial situation. I’m thinking the worm will
turn (after the Chelsea match), and
that all of them—and all of you—will
see a fine campaign the final couple dozen matches.”

THE GRIMSBY
CONNECTION
By Geoff Ford
Retired Sports Editor, Grimsby Telegraph
TODAY, they could not be wider apart, but for eight seasons in the Nineties and Noughties there was an intense rivalry between the Baggies
and the Mariners in the second tier of English football.
What was the reason for this 'special relationship' – primarily a man
called Alan Buckley, perceived by fans of each club as a hero or villain
depending on which managerial seat he occupied and at what time!
Before turning to the Buckley years, let's just have a brief look at the
history between the clubs.
The first meeting? Back in September 1889. As Albion were a League
club and Town in the Alliance it was a friendly to open the Mariners
‘new’ ground at Abbey Park. Local MP Edward Heneage kicked off and,
despite having 6ft 4ins goalkeeping legend Bob Roberts between the
sticks the Baggies went down 6-1!
Albion were already twice FA Cup winners and an established Division
One side when in 1895 the clubs met for their first ‘official game in a
second round replay, the upstart Mariners from Division Two being sent
packing 3-0.
The clubs met regularly in the top two divisions for the first half of the
20th Century. Remarkable results included a 6-0 Baggies win at Blundell
Park in a Division Two game in 1928 (Cookson 4) and a 6-5 Grimsby win
at the Hawthorns in a 1932 Division One clash.

Grimsby's decline into the lower divisions then kept them apart.
Until 1981 when a resurgent Mariners, back in Division Two, met the
Baggies in an FA Cup Third Round clash at the Hawthorns.
This was a strong WBA, one of the best ever, that went on to finish fourth
in Division One. Against Grimsby they fielded the likes of Bryan Robson,
Cyrille Regis, Peter Barnes, Gary Owen and Remi Moses.
There were several thousand Grimsby fans in a 22,000 gate but they
were silenced when Robson smashed home just before half time.
Any hopes of a comeback disappeared 10 minutes into the second half
when, as the visitors pushed up, Owen played full back Barry Cowdrill
clear and there was the bizarre sight of Grimsby's brave but sometimes
headstrong keeper Nigel Batch 15 yards outside the penalty area attempting a last ditch tackle. He failed and Cowdrill clipped the ball past
him into the unguarded net.
An unmarked Barnes drilled home the third to leave Grimsby boss
George Kerr describing the way the goals were conceded as "diabolical".
Surprisingly, WBA went down 1-0 at Middlesbrough in the Fourth Round.
Apart from a brief meeting in 1986/7 as Grimsby exited Division Two
the clubs didn't clash again until 1993/4, a season in which the Mariners
finished above the Baggies in the 'new' Division One.
It didn't get much better for WBA the following season and, after four
straight defeats and his side bottom of the table, Keith Burkinshaw was
sacked and Alan Buckley enters the story.
As a player he'd starred for Forest, Walsall and Birmingham, then managed Walsall, so it may have been a strange choice in the eyes of Baggies fans to make him boss of WBA, but he had worked wonders in
charge of both Walsall and Grimsby.
He'd taken Walsall to promotion and the semi-finals of the League Cup
and brought the Mariners all the way from the basement division to
finish ninth in Division One in 1993/4, playing fantastic pass and move
football on the way.

Yet the Grimsby fans had become somewhat blasé about the club’s elevated position in the football hierarchy and were not enamoured with
the patient, possession football being played. Gates were scandalously
low, only just over 4,000, and a frustrated Buckley, seeing the opportunity to fulfil his ambitions at a leading club with bigger resources, shocked
the Mariners by jumping ship in October 1994.

and make up' was staged for the cameras before Grimsby won 3-0 and
hosted Rudd Gullit a week later.

Not only did he go but he took his assistant Arthur Mann and youth
coach Richard O'Kelly, together with striker Tony Rees and full back
Paul Agnew. The following season midfielder Dave Gilbert, keeper Paul
Crichton, club captain Paul Groves and physio Paul Mitchell followed to
the Hawthorns.

The two clubs and Buckley were once again intertwined in 1996/7.

Grimsby were stripped bare and the shock was matched only by the
hostility towards the departing boss, exacerbated when he returned in
triumph in March 1995, guiding his side to a 2-0 win with goals from
Hunt and Donovan.
"I'm not crowing," was Buckley's after match comment. He then took the
Baggies to a position of safety, but more was demanded by the fans.
A WBA promotion challenge did not materialise in 1995/6 and Buckley's
boys were below Grimsby in the table when he once again returned to
Blundell Park in November. Sprinkled with former Mariners, his side fell
to a 1-0 defeat, courtesy of a goal from the first Italian to play in the Football League, Ivano Bonetti.

Ironically, a 3-1 home win for the Baggies over Grimsby in April saw
them rise above their rivals in the table and stay in the ascendancy as
Buckley conjured a seven match unbeaten run to end the season.

The Baggies had an indifferent start to the campaign, including a 1-1
draw at Blundell Park, and after a run of one win in six and WBA well
below halfway Buckley was sacked in mid-January. The transplanting of
so many Grimsby staff and players into the Hawthorns never went down
well, and his brusque personality may not have endeared him to the
fans and some bigger name stars in the West Midlands. But these issues
would have been merely incidental if Buckley had achieved real success
on the pitch.
Laws had been fired two months earlier and caretaker Kenny Swain
might have guessed the writing was on the wall for him when Buckley
became available.
And so it was that the prodigal son returned in May for his second spell
at Grimsby Town. He maintained he had "unfinished business" at Blundell Park and promptly took the Mariners to a Wembley League and
Shield double in 1998.

Bonetti's one-man lap of honour on the final whistle was lapped up by
the home fans who felt some sort of release from the pent-up anger
generated by the Buckley saga.

What were his thoughts when his next meeting with WBA resulted in a
5-1 Grimsby success, including a goal from the returning Paul Groves as
Town finished one place above the Baggies. Was he crowing?

Spurred on, Grimsby rose to second in the table while WBA remained
perilously close to relegation during an 11-match losing streak.

Buckley had put together sides that enabled ‘little’ Grimsby to punch
above their weight during 11 campaigns in the ‘Championship’. The
club showed its ‘gratitude’ by sacking him, not once, but twice before
Town plunged into the obscurity of the Conference.

The Mariners then pressed the self-destruct button. Manager Brian
Laws, the combative former Forest right back, saw results slide and after
a 2-0 lead at Luton turned into a 3-2 defeat a dressing room altercation
left Bonetti with a fractured cheekbone.
The fact that Laws was not sacked had much to do with an impending
and lucrative televised FA Cup Fourth Round home replay with West
Ham (Chelsea at home for the winners). A ridiculously transparent 'kiss

He now watches as a BBC radio summariser as a pale imitation of his
successful Grimsby sides battles it out in the nitty-gritty of League Two.
And with the Baggies an established and successful Premier League
side under his old friend and adversary, Tony Pulis, does he ever wonder: "Could that have been me?"

Q
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Sweden’s finest postie gives his first class
answers about his love for the Baggies.

&

London Baggie Björn Hjelm travels to The Hawthorns over land and sea (and water)

Why the Baggies?
The famous game on 30th December 1978 against Manchester
United, 5-3. Since that day I’ve followed Albion as closely as possible despite the distance between
the two countries. What a fantastic
journey I’m on!
Albion in 1979 or 2014?
1978-79. That team changed my
life.
All time favourite match?
1993 when we got back to second
division. To be at Wembley and
see Albion among 43,000 other
supporters is to me the best ever!!
Those are the days I never forget.
We came over one week in advance to get tickets. Also Crystal
Palace in 2002 was unbeatable. To
watch Albion take place in Premier
League was surreal.
Your favourite song?
“West Brom FC from the Black
Country”
Best match companion?
Having a few pints in the Black Eagle with other Albion friends is the
best possible warm up

Your biggest ever Albion related
let down?
It can’t get any worse than 1991
against Bristol Rovers. I wasn’t
even there, but it must never happen again. Live, I must say the
Wembley games in 2007 and 2008
against Derby and Portsmouth.
So full of hope and not even one
goal. [So that where Pulis got the
idea from, Eds]
Your first game?
Luton Town, April 1st 1986, 0-3.
The worst season Albion experienced when it comes to points
scored. 26th October 1988 was
the first at The Hawthorns. Manchester City were visiting. 1-0 with
John Durnin, loan from Liverpool,
scoring. It was a magic Wednesday night. From that moment I always wanted return, and I’ve kept
on coming back as often as possible.
Who was your first hero and why?
Cyrille. At seven years old he made
me support Albion. On pitch he
was a classic profile during many
years in Sweden. The fact that he
came from an unknown club was
something I liked.

Tony Pulis, Albion Manager 1st January
2015 – 20th November 2017:
An Appreciation
By

Paul

Probyn

Oh Tony, where did it all go wrong? Only a few weeks ago we were
singing “We’ve got Tony Pulis” to the tune of “Glad All Over” - and now
it’s all over, period. Unlike your career at Stoke, there will be no second
coming at the Hawthorns.
We either loved you or hated you - or, like me, we respected you for
your ability to sustain mid-table mediocrity with a squad of, by and large,
mid-table mediocrities. You were a necessary evil if we were to remain
in the Promised Land, but once the gates of hell (aka the Championship)
started creaking open, you lost your raison d’etre. You knew that too; in
your last interviews and press conferences you spoke like a man who
knew he wouldn’t be pulling crackers at the Hawthorns Christmas lunch.
You didn’t look too upset by the prospect.
You’re pretty thick-skinned, but it must have hurt to be so little appreciated by the Albion faithful. We fans have poor medium-term memories
- you joined us only six months after being crowned Premier League
Manager of the Season. You had even taken Stoke to an FA Cup Final
and into the knock-out stages of a European competition - something
we could only dream about. But instead of welcoming our saviour with
floral garlands, we watched sullenly as you swapped your Stoke baseball cap for an Albion one (as if that would mask your true identity).
For the Board, your appointment (like your sacking) was a simple commercial transaction, a sound investment in maintaining the club’s Premiership status; but for many fans, it was an affront to their values. Stoke
are a rival club, contenders alongside Albion and Wolves for bragging
rights across Staffordshire; and under your management Stoke were
synonymous with some of the ugliest excesses of the beautiful game
- the long ball (remember Rory Delap?); career-threatening tackles like
Ryan Shawcross on Aaron Ramsey; cynical cheating at set-pieces that
must have been practiced for hours on the training ground. But you
found you’d come to a club that still clung on to some old-fashioned values, with fans who love football as a fine art rather than a dismal science.
Some would rather watch Albion play attractive football in the Championship than be subjected to the fare you served up week after week.

But it all started so well, didn’t it? Manager of the Month within weeks of
starting here, our best FA Cup run since 2008, and you gave us mid-table respectability after the shambolic start under the hapless Alan Irvine.
Even last season it looked as if you were building on solid foundations,
as you had at Stoke - we started like a train and had 40 points and safety by the end of February, before running off the rails and picking up
only five points from the remaining dozen games. This season started so
brightly, but even before the Chelsea debacle it had become clear that
our defending was almost as shaky as our attacking, and a Pulis team
that can’t stop the opposition scoring is as much use as a pork pie at a
barmitzvah. Was it because we brought in quality players in the last two
transfer windows, and you were out of your depth? Does an inability to
get the best out of good players, rather than getting the good out of
the average, explain why you have never managed a “big” club (with
apologies to Baggies Shorts readers who fume at any suggestion we
are not a big club).
By current standards your reign was a long one - among current managers only Wenger, Hughes and Pochettino have lasted longer in the
Premiership. You were our longest-serving manager since Tony “Melton”
Mowbray, but don’t get too big-headed: your win percentage is the lowest among men who managed the Albion more than 100 times (you are
just below Brian Talbot).
It’s lucky for you that your contract was extended in August, so at least
the blow of dismissal will have been softened by a substantial pay-off. It
will come in handy if you still owe Crystal Palace any of the £3.7 million
you were ordered to pay when you lost to them in court last year. By coincidence, the pieces will be picked up Alan Pardew, who also followed
you at Palace - admittedly after Neil Warnock had put in a short shift
there so you would be remembered more fondly.
You’ve maintained your record of avoiding relegation as either a player
or a manager, although getting sacked by clubs so that they would stay
up is not much of a recommendation, is it? You will no doubt go on to
further success, maybe keeping Swansea up at our expense, or managing Wales through another glorious but ultimately futile qualifying
campaign. If there are no lucrative managerial vacancies on offer (and
however much of a pal Fat Sam is, you must envy him getting the Goodison gig) no doubt your media friends will keep you busy in the coming
months. And spare a thought for “Pards” as he sets out on the slippery
slope you just vacated. Space for his obituary has already been cleared
in a future issue of Baggie Shorts.
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