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G e o rd i e
ex-cons, and
Cockney
wife-beaters
... it’s just
another night
in Faro

IN Faro Airport at 3am you
come across the pond life
that you’d expect: Geordie
ex-cons, Cockney wife-
beaters, IT consultants.

I’m sitting with three people in
English jerseys: a Geordie, a West
Ham fan and the West Ham fan’s
partner, who holds a bag of ice to
her brow.

The Geordie refers to me as
‘Irish’ (“you’re all right, Irish,” and
“Hey Irish, do you want a cup of
coffee?”) while the Londoners seem
to think my name is Patrick.

The Geordie is trying to convince
the couple to go back to their hotel
in Albuifera (“Come on, ya love
each other, man. Dontcha? Ya love
h e r. ” ) .

It is the first night of their holi-
days and they have had a fight,
which has ended, obviously, with
him belting her. It’s a bit like watch-
ing Jimmy Nail guest-starring in
Eastenders and it ends, poignantly,
with the West Ham fan telling his
sweetheart, that he does, indeed,
‘larve’ her.

They head off and Geordie and
Irish are left together. Geordie has
also had an argument with his ‘mis-
sus’. Somewhere in the near-incom-
prehensible flow of words he directs
at my ear I gather that he has ad-
ministered a glass bottle to some-
body’s head in Albuifera.
After just doing a three-year stint of
porridge the last thing he’s looking
for is trouble, he says.

His other half rings his mobile a
few times pleading with him to
come back. He constantly asks me
for advice, possibly because I look
knowledgeable in such areas.

“Should I go back to the hotel,
Irish? I mean I could hire a plane
home. Money is nay a problem for
me. But should I go back?”

In my own way, I try to convince
him to go back to the hotel because
it is the first night of his holiday
too, and I say that if you can get
through the second day without hit-
ting somebody, the rest of the time
is usually a dream.

He agrees that he will go back.
Yet he continues to sit there.

Meanwhile, a head pops up from
the seats in front and an old man
who had been sleeping there turns
and asks me if that is a Waterford
accent he hears. It is not, I tell him,
hoping that my drawl bears no sim-
ilarity to that of the folk by the Suir.
In fairness, you’re friendly people
and all, but the King’s English
doesn’t exactly roll of the tongue
t h e re.

And if any Waterford people feel
insulted please feel free to write a
letter to the Echo, because we much
prefer if you make any contact
through written communication.

Jim left Waterford for England in
1952, aged 15, and hasn’t been back
in Ireland for a long time. He has
kept a slight Irishness to his accent
however, and the Geordie and I
listen intently as he tells us the
story of his working life.

He first laboured on building
sites around Britain for years. It
was a time when the country had
lost many of its young men in the
war and needed a workforce.

Jim says that many of his land-
ladies would treat him like a son be-
cause they had almost all lost a
child in the War. He was soon head-
ing to Nova Scotia to work on a
farm for a couple of years. Once

back in England he joined the Mer-
chant Navy and saw the world.

Jim now lives in Bristol, but he
has a boat moored in Villa Real San
Antonio and plans to go sailing by
himself for three months. And just
go wherever he wants.

It is an interesting story of a
man’s life that kills an hour before
check-in. Geordie eventually gets
up to go back to his hotel. The next
flight to Newcastle is six days away,
but I wouldn’t have put it past him
to wait here the whole time.

He is replaced in the seat by an-
other Newcastle United season-tick-
et holder. Paul is slightly less
Gerodie, with an accent closer to
Rodney Bewes from the Likely Lads
and he works as some kind of com-
puter technician.

Paul is also on course for the
Italy-Denmark and Czech-Latvia

games too. His family are staying in
the Algarve and he is released for
two days. We must first catch a
plane to Lisbon and then on to
Porto. I get through these flights in
a sleepy daze with Paul guiding me
through gates. We separate in Porto
Airport as I search for an internet
café.

Porto city centre is a bit like
Cork. Everywhere is being dug up
for an underground system.

I meet Paul again at Porto train
station where we have a beer before
heading to Guimaraes with what
feels like half the population of
Copenhagen in our carriage.

On the way Paul gives me four
more tickets to the Czech -Latvia
game that is on tomorrow. His son
and some friends were supposed to
be with him and he has decided not
to go now.

Guimaraes is a wonderful setting
for a city among the hills of the
Douro valley. Unfortunately there
is nowhere to leave your bags and
there is nowhere with a room to
let.

I’m forced to bring my bags into
the stadium. Whatever about tough
security, I could have brought in
any firearms I wished, such was the
thorough inspection of my luggage.

Italy-Denmark is one of the games
I am really looking forward to. I
swap for an aisle seat with someone
so my bags won’t be too much in the
way. I’m sitting in the stand ubnder
the glare of the sun. It is baking.

I find it difficult to keep my eyes
open for much of the first half. I get
a second wind after the break, but
the game isn’t up too much. Goal-
keepers Sorensen and Buffon are
men of the match, pulling off great
double saves.

Italy haven’t learned at all from
the World Cup and, despite an at-
tacking line-up, they are dull and
plodding for most of the game. I al-
ways feel that if the Italians decided
to give it a lash they could really rip
teams apart. But no, 0-0, and
Denmark could have shaded it.

Afterwards I meet up with Noel
Spillane, the Echo’s Mister Soccer,
or as we’d know him in Russia,
Botinki. He is on holidays with his
wife Claire and taking in a few
games too. Clare tells me she was
sitting in the same stand as me and
that she saw people being carried
out with heat exhaustion.

They offer me a lift to Porto,
where I hope to find somewhere to
stay tonight. They are heading
down to Aveiro tomorrow too and
will give me a lift.

We get something to eat and then
I head off in search of a bed. With
Holland and Germany playing here

tomorrow it will be difficult. The
first place I try the man says that he
doesn’t think there are any rooms
left in the town, what with fans
from six countries descending on
the town.

The next receptionist suggests
the Boavista area, so I get in a taxi.
I say, “Boavista. Hotel. Anywhere.
Room. I need a quarto.” By now,
without sleep for over 40 hours, I
would gladly pay him just to drive
around and let me kip in the back of
his cab.

He drops me outside a plush hotel
that would cost over €200 a night. I
wander off aimlessly. It’s 11.30 and
usually, if I haven’t found some
place by midnight, I get worried as
the only option looks like sleeping
at the train station.

The next receptionist says there
is no space in his hotel. He recog-
nises that I am Irish. He worked in
the Stephen’s Green Hotel in Dublin
for eight months. He loves the Irish
and has been to Cork. “I will get
you a room he says.”

Reader, I married him.
Well not exactly, but I do promise

to name my first born after him. He
tells me his name is Ferreira.
Ferreira O’Shea. So the kid gets in-
vited to a lot of ambassadors’ recep-
tions anyway.

He makes a phone call, puts me in
a taxi and tells the driver to go back
to the city centre. As I drift off in
the passenger seat, something tells
me I am gong back to that first
hotel. And I am. I sashay into the
reception and say to the man, “No
rooms, eh? Eh?”

I drop straight onto the bed once
in the room, and as Hypnos and
Morpheus — the Greek gods of
sleep — bestow slumber on my eye-
lids, I ponder how to finish flowery
s e n t e n c e s.
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SPITTING IMAGE:
Italy’s Totti loses the
plot with Denmark’s
Christian Poulsen.
Left: Danish fans
brave the heat as
their side prove a
point against Italy.
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