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O ’ S H E A’ S
Fantasy
Football

Day 15
I’M MAKING a movie about this
Portuguese team.

Big Phil will be portrayed by Gene Hack-
man. One of the Ewoks from Star Wars will
play Deco. Johnny Depp will have the dual
role of Nuno Gomes and Cristiano Ronaldo.

George Clooney as Luis Figo. Jim Carrey as
Maniche. Penelope Cruz as somebody, because
if I’m making a movie, Penelope Cruz is in it.

And not for any reason of physical resemb-
lance, but just because you need someone with
his depth to play such a complex character,
Marlon Brando as Rui Costa (this piece was
written before the great man’s death, may he
rest in peace. But if there is any justice in the
next life he won’t be half as good looking).

Eusebio will have to make a guest appear-
ance as himself, because there is only one
Eusebio. Jacket off, he was actually going to
take the eighth penalty for Portugal if it came
to it.

Ricardo ensures it didn’t. Maradona
knocked out England once with the Hand of
God. A gloveless Ricardo does so with the
Hands of Man. England are unlucky, it must
be said, and someday I am sure they will actu-
ally win a tournament and the nation can
proudly say, “Look Ma, no hands.”

I watch the shootout in the Primavera Café
in Vieira do Minho. By the end of the game
I’ve hugged most of the patrons. Tears of
Heineken roll down my face.

In an ideal world we would all live in Vieira
do Minho. Instead of working we would just
type whatever came into our heads and get
paid for it. And England would always lose
dramatically on penalties.

You can buy swimming pools on the side of
the road outside Vieira do Minho. Men here
greet each other with a firm handshake even
if they have last met three hours ago, while all
men and women meet with cheek pecks.

I get two free beers after the match and then
my landlady rings the café to ask me if I want
a lift back to the house.

The town is located between mountains in
the central north of Portugal — 15 miles of
National Park stretch from here to the Span-
ish border. I’m staying at what is a rural re-
treat for two days.

The Casa Da Ponte is in Sao Pedro a few
miles outside the town and is run by Maria
and Noel. They are the best hosts of my trip.
My every whim is catered for and it’s costing
only €90 for two nights.

Much of today has been a recovery from St
John’s Eve. Isn’t it clever of them to celebrate
the night before the holiday so they can spend
their day off recovering, unlike us, who arrive
at work with hangovers the day after Paddy’s
Day?

Day 16
It’s been wet here for the last two days. I’d

hate if it had rained when I was in the
Algarve, but here you feel like shrugging your
shoulders and saying, “It’s good for the vine,”

Today, however, the sun is back. I am woken
by the sound of goats, wearing bells around
their neck, being herded past my window.
Breakfast for four is served for just me by
Maria.

My day is spent walking in the mountains,
getting frightened by lizards, mooed at by
cattle with metre-long horns. It is a day of get-
ting in touch with my inner self.

Later on, I get drunk.

Day 17
After another huge breakfast I must head

back to Porto. I sign the guestbook and say
goodbye to Maria.

“This is the worst part,” I say.
“Leaving?”
“No, paying.”
Noel is going to Porto for a college reunion

so I have a lift. The reunion is taking place in
one of Porto’s famous port cellars, which are
located across the Douro river from Porto in
Villa Nova de Gaia. Giant arched bridges
cross the Douro and they add to what is a
beautiful setting for a city.

The only problem with Porto is the hills.
Now, while Lisbon is hilly, it doesn’t have a
patch on Porto. The locals here have calves

bigger than thighs.
Added to this uphill struggle is my hotel,

which has no lift. I’ve got six flights of stairs
to climb to get to my room, but this is offset
somewhat by having one of the best views of
the city from seated on my toilet.

It’s Chris’s birthday today, so we meet up
for some early afternoon port tasting. The
port isn’t as sweet as I thought it would be and
slips down well. We sit, slightly tipsy, in a
manicured garden overlooking the Douro, sip-
ping it. Unfortunately, the mood of the occa-
sion is ruined when, in an attempt to act out
an anecdote, I rip the crotch of my trousers
while doing the splits.

Chris has a date with a girl from Braganca
tonight, but it doesn’t go well.

John and I leave him to sort out the situ-
ation and sidle up close to two Danish girls.

John has bought two big cigars and the ladies
give us a light. We take a puff. We look cool.

By the time I have stopped coughing the
girls have moved on.

Chris rejoins us and a long night ends with
a bitter argument over whether Redondo
should have cut his hair or not back in 1998; I
back Redondo and the two Aussies inexplic-
ably back Passarella

Day 18
I’m for the Czechs in the semi-final against

Denmark. The reason is because I discovered
— in really small writing — at the Italy-
Bulgaria game that all Carlsberg served in the
stadiums is non-alcoholic.

Probably the worst excuse for drink spon-

Milan Baros attempts to get a Mexican Wave started during the Czech’s quarter-final against Denmark.

Portuguese sink
the English Vassell
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