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ECHOS P O RT

condoms being handed out outside all the
stadiums. Also, Portuguese radio’s constant
playing of such hits as The Moon and New
York City and Smooth Operator. As the referee
and his assistants warmed up for the Italy-De-
namark game, they swung their hips to Right
Said Fred’s Too Sexy, which blared over the
tannoy.

Best thing about trip: Watching thousands
of people commuting to work one morning in
Lisbon, while I didn’t have to, was beautiful
sight.

Does that count? I guess not, so I’ll opt for
the fact that Portuguese people are much
friendlier to tourists than us Irish with our
great reputation are.

An example: when I was getting the train
back to Cork from Dublin I was talking to a
couple from the Ukraine who were holidaying
here with their two young children. When the
snack car came around, and I waited to order
a coffee as they spent some time choosing
sandwiches, the Dub in charge of the trolley

threw his eyes to heaven and said to me, “This
may take a f***ing while.”

They were simply taking a minute to choose
what they would soon be spending €24 for on
refreshments for their kids, while he, no
doubt, was upset at having his time wasted by
refugees. By the way, for €24 you can get a
first-class train ticket from Porto to Lisbon, a
similar journey in distance from Cork to
D u bl i n .

Worst thing about trip: Queuing. Okay, I
know everyone picks the slower-moving
queue, but sometimes I pick the one that
doesn’t move at all. My average time at a top
of a queue is 12 seconds. I just don’t under-
stand what some people discuss for over five
minutes when they reach the top. When I die I
hope people will simply say, “He queued
well.”

The only reason I can imagine why one
group spent so long at flight check-in was be-
cause when asked, “Did you pack this case
yourself ?” they must have answered, “No the

man in the balaclava did.”
Another thing that upset me was that you

have a better chance of finding chemical
weapons in Iraq, than finding a toasted cheese
sandwich in Portugal.

But, in conclusion, it was great trip.
I’m at an age when I’m still amazed that I

can go places without my parents, so it was
great to head of to a tournament like this by
m y s e l f.

Travelling on your own can be tough
though, and you have to make your own de-
cisions all the time. But it does give a highly
sophisticated tourist like me some freedom.

Like I’ve got a rule if I’m walking around a
city on holiday, to never purposefully back-
track along the same street. The rule can only
be broken under two circumstances: (1) if you
are late for a plane, (2) if dusk is approaching
and when you stop you realise the streets are
empty and the only sound you can here is a
lone dog barking in the distance. But on the
latter occasion, you must still cross the street

before turning back.
You only get away with doing things like

this if you have no one else tagging along
behind, moaning about common sense and
tired legs and stuff.

Two years ago, I went to the World Cup with
three guys from Laois. I always felt I had to
strike off on my own over there, especially on
match days, because the guys would always
want to get into the stadium well before
kick-off. I don’t know why, but I’m guessing,
being from Laois, it was because they were
used to going in early for the minor game.

But, in one way, I was never alone on this
trip. I would like to thank beer, my one con-
stant companion, always willing to welcome
me to the sweet, sweet arms of deep intoxica-
tion.

And beer and I have a date for the World
Cup in two years.

So I’d like to think of this as less adeus to
Portugal and more schadenfreude for
Ger many.
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One Portuguese fan comforts another after being told of the dangers of using permanent markers instead of face paint.
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