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Gene Hackman is spoken to by the referee.

Quote of
the Day

"The international equivalent of
Manchester City … When it fails to
be [their year], all they can do is
blame the ref, the weather, the op-
position, and ultimately something
to do with Manchester United."

United fanzine Red Issue

Portugal the
perfect spot
for penalties

LOCATION: The House of
Benfica, Silves, around
15km in from the Algarve
coast.

Dramatis personae: Myself, my
brother’s family, several hundred
nervous Portuguese. Despite sever-
al days of coercion, my nephew still
won’t renege on his allegiance to
England.

“But my favourite player (Steven
Gerrard) plays for them. Why can’t
I be for them?”

I know he’s only six, but still.
We’ve moved inland a few miles

to get a “unique cultural experi-
ence” by watching the Portuguese
beat England in a major football
tour nament.

I have encountered it once be-
fore, two years ago, on exactly the
other side of the country, around
15km from the Spanish border. We
decided to leave the more commer-
cial Lagos for the interior and the
historic town of Silves.

Lagos is lovely, a million miles
from the tourist hell of Albufeira 30
miles to the east, but there are still
too many Canadians to enjoy the
World Cup experience to the full
(“yeah, like there’s some kind of
soccer game on, I think”). And
Irish bars.

One visit was enough. On those
stupid road signs they love to hang
up they had spelled Skibbereen
with a “q” and used far too many
letters than was necessary to spell
T ralee.

As the centre of Moorish control
in the 12th Century, Silves was
once ten times greater than Lisbon.
It now lives 12,000. It’s a bit like
Midleton once having been ten
times bigger than Dublin.

The Moors’ castle looms above
the very whitewashed town.

There are a lot of flies. Three ice
cubes melt before you have time to
drink a freshly-squeezed orange
juice (around 30 seconds. It’s hot.)
The toasted sandwiches are tasty.
Portuguese flags hang across the
little alleys. Red and green festoons
are tied to lampposts. We find a
ba r.

We sit next to Eduardo. He tells
me he moved to Silves 18 years ago
from Lisbon. He is a Benfica fan
and we are in the town’s Benfica
bar. Pictures of Eusebio and the ´60
and ‘61 winning European Cup win-
ners are everywhere. Eduardo

seems like a normal and nice man
and in two hours we will be hug-
ging each other like long-lost lov-
e r s.

The first half is tense. In terms of
tenseness, the ashtray that was
empty at the first whistle now has
17 cigarettes and three cigars

stubbed out in it. There are four
adults at the table.

We relax a bit at half-time.
Eduardo tell me that he has been to
Galway a few times.

“The first time I went for two
weeks. The sky was like a ceiling. It
never stops raining. But in

Portugal, when it rains, we have
umbrellas. In Ireland, you have
ba r s.”

He complains about the price of
drink back home and says if the
prices were the same in Portugal
everybody would be teetotal. But
he didn’t mind because people

TEARS BEFORE BEDTIME
THE bulldog spirit lasted less than an
hour in England’s quarter-final with
Portugal last Saturday.

At least three seasoned internation-
als broke down like Oscar winners be-
fore somewhat hypocritically taking
Portugal to task for being ‘drama
queens’.

Frank Lampard (“I cried a couple of
times”), David Beckham (who began
his sobbing a little early, at the hour
mark) and Rio Ferdinand (never cam-

era-shy at the best of times) all bawled
to the world.

NEVER MIND THE BALLACKS
Not everyone cares this much, though.
Muslim leaders in India claim the glob-
al tournament is a ruse designed to
deliberately distract Muslim youths
from prayer, and have called for
Muslims to ignore the Cup completely.

“There is a Western conspiracy to
divert the attention of youth from pray-
ers to this unproductive exercise.”

So said Sattar Pathallur of the laugh-a-minute Sunni Students Feder-

ation. A march in protest at the tourna-
ment was held last weekend.

STUPID WET MEN
Pathallur wouldn’t approve:

Germany’s hookers are revolting.
Frankfurt’s ladies of the night have

complained at the unexpected lack of
demand during this World Cup. A de-
luge of workers travelled to Germany
to take advantage, so to speak, of the
expected demand, but have now
largely gone back home in dismay.

“The men aren’t interested, they’re

wet and beer-sodden,” complained
one. “It’s a catastrophe.”

Compiled by Darragh Murphy

BRAINTEASER
What five teams have gone un-

beaten in a World Cup without winning
it? Leave out draws that led to penal-
ties.
Saturday’s answer: Hungary’s
Ferenc Puskas scored 83 goals in 84
international appearances.

wouldn’t let him put his hand in his
pocke t .

Eduardo either met some unreason-
ably generous Galwegians or doesn’t
fully understand the round system.

The second half begins and the rest
of the match goes to script. Don’t get
me wrong, I am glad England tumble
out on penalties. But there is
something a bit too clichéd about
their exit on Saturday evening.

Beckham with his foot and his
tears. Rooney going off (the picture of
him in Sunday’s papers, however, is
priceless: his eyes raised to the red
card like a saint in a Renaissance
painting looking at God. The only
thing missing was the headline
“Nuts”) . The word “petulant” being
bandied around by sports feature
writers again.

The English excuse. The Argentine
villain. Sven’s defensive tactics. The
pluck shown when going down to ten
men. Portugal’s lack of a decent
striker for 40 years. A late goal disal-
lowed. The penalties.

The fawning Garth Crooks inter-
view afterwards.

It unfurled a bit too much like I
would have hoped, minus the drama
and excellence of the game two years
ago in Estadio de Luz in Lisbon.

Portugal are toothless up front,
even when controlling the game with
the extra man, but at least they
muster something more than the
breathtaking apathy of the Brazilian
performance later on.

All this might have mattered if we
weren’t in Portugal. A tearful
Eduardo bids us farewell afterwards
and asks us to come back to the bar
for the semi-final.

Portuguese people are slightly more
passionate about football than the
Spanish, but slightly less suicidal
than the Italians.

They are crazy drivers at the best of
times. A Tipp man told us a few days
ago that if another person hoots him
while he is driving his rental car he
will bash them with his jack.

We can only hope he is off the road
tonight. For an hour the hooting con-
tinues on the main street of Silves (an
hour is a long time in hooting terms,
trust me).

Those who are not honking their
horn or hanging out of car windows,
sunroofs, exhaust pipes, etc., are lin-
ing the street waving at those who are
and singing “Portugal Allez!”

We enquire about the possibility of
getting a taxi back to Lagos. A man in
a restaurant tells us: “No. No taxi
drivers. They will sober up in maybe
two hours.” It doesn’t matter. There
are few better places to be than Silves
right now. Portugal will win the
World Cup and Gene Hackman will
play Big Phil in the film.

It is a beautiful day.


