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Preamble



 


It’s a scary realization for anyone who still thinks the internet is a wild new frontier, but the Guardian started publishing their groundbreaking live minute-by-minute football match reports during the 1998 World Cup. Sixteen years ago! Count ’em! Sixteen! That’s time for five World Cups! Oh my. It’s not good news, is it?


That was before the paper even had a news website – superannuated superhighway surfers may or may not recall the sports site football.guardian, part of a sprawling network that also included Guardian favourite ‘Notes & Queries’ and not very much in between – and sadly all of the reports from back then have, as far as we’re aware, been lost to the ether. Probably no bad thing, on balance, as the medium was in its infancy and we were learning on the job. Our report of the first-round match between Scotland and Norway, for example, mainly concentrated on the ludicrous icebergs of Vaseline precariously balanced on perma-worried Scottish goalkeeper Jim Leighton’s furrowed eyebrows, and is almost certainly not the witty, Seinfeldesque celebration of minutiae it was intended to be. Meanwhile, we’re genuinely not sure whether anyone bothered covering the final. Don’t worry, we did get a little bit better in time, honest.


But the format went on to work well at Guardian Unlimited and latterly guardian.com over the years, taking regular snapshots of big matches as they developed, priceless evidence of how things looked before goals, red cards, fistfights, rogue beachballs and countless other incidents occurred to blur the analysis. Even a match report hurriedly filed on the final whistle is viewed through the filter of the result. Turning points in the main narrative are retrospectively ascertained, and incidents that don’t quite fit in are quietly ignored. (Sir Alex Ferguson loved to goad the press about the reports they had written and were ready to file at the 1999 Champions League final, before Manchester United scored two goals in injury time and hastened some wholesale rewrites.)


The great strength of live minute-by-minute reporting, by its very definition, is that no retrospective weighting can ever be applied. Things happen that may or may not prove vital, but they are what they are. It’s the most honest appreciation of a match you’re ever going to get. Nobody ever goes back to rewrite a live report.


So we thought: what if we applied the same process to some of the greatest games in the history of football’s greatest tournament? And here we are. How unlucky were England in the 1990 semis? Did Antonio Rattin deserve to get sent off at Wembley in 1966? Just how good was that game between Italy and Brazil in 1982, exactly? And should Brazil have been so surprised that Uruguay wrested the cup from their grasp in 1950? All the answers are here.


Of course, you’ll have spotted one flaw in our plan: we already know what happened. We know the final score. Well, yes. But you’ll just have to trust us on this one. Sure, you’ll spot a few occasions when we’ve used some artistic licence – we couldn’t help ourselves – but the conceit remains consistent. The preambles relate to the general mood before the match, all references are contemporary, and most importantly we describe things as they occur, telling the story as it unfolds, not relaying it backwards.


The videos showed many moments we had completely forgotten or not recognized in the first place. David Platt’s disallowed goal that would have put England in the 1990 final; Harald Schumacher looking for trouble with a number of France players – and even their fans – before his assault on Patrick Battiston in 1982; Brazil’s legendary 1970 side mixing some of the greatest football ever seen with some of the worst during the final against Italy. You’ll be surprised at the way some of these old stories will seem very new.


A caveat. A couple of matches no longer exist in their entirety. If you have your own copy on Super 8, and a good stopwatch, you might be able to prove that, though we’ve tried our damnedest not to be, we’re a minute out here, 59 seconds off there, have misidentified the odd player’s shirt on a fuzzy film. But we’ve bent over backwards in the pursuit of accuracy, to ensure nothing warps the overall narrative of the matches, which we present for your leisure and pleasure, minute by minute, as they happened, unencumbered by received wisdom or retrospective thinking. And anyway, the bottom line is, it’s supposed to be a bit of fun. We hope you enjoy reading it as much as we enjoyed writing it. In fact, we hope you enjoy it more: we’ve been bent forward squinting at television sets in darkened rooms for months and our backs are killing us.


It’s just like being there at the time. Sort of. If you suspend a little disbelief and let your mind wander. A bit like following games live on the internet, really.
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Brazil v Uruguay



Final Pool, Estádio do Maracanã, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil, Sunday, 16 July 1950


Take a quick look at the early edition of today’s O Mundo newspaper, and it would seem there can only be one winner of the 1950 World Cup. Above a photograph of Brazil’s seleção, the national team heroes resplendent in their crisp white shirts, runs a headline: ‘Estes sao os Campeoes do Mundo!’ These are the champions of the world!


A presumptuous claim? Perhaps. But the form book makes a pretty good case for jumping the gun. Flavio Costa’s team have really grown into this World Cup. They weren’t wholly convincing in the group stage: conceding a late equalizer against Switzerland meant they needed to beat a dangerous Yugoslavian side to qualify for the Final Pool, and after the game the police were forced to intervene when several members of the crowd moved to take their frustrations out on Costa. But beat Yugoslavia they did, even though they might have struggled to get a result had opposing captain Rajko Mitić not missed the start after cracking his head open on an exposed girder in the newly built Maracanã. (Brazil took a third-minute lead against ten men, one they would not relinquish.)


Since then, though, Brazil have put on a masterclass. They’re the bosses of this Final Pool, the four-team mini-league that will decide the winners of the 1950 World Cup. Their free-flowing front line of Jair, Zizinho, Ademir and Chico has interchanged two of the best teams in the world to death: Sweden were beaten 7–1, then Spain were tonked 6–1. Now only Uruguay are left. Uruguay, who were effectively given a bye in the group stage of this lopsided tournament, only needing to beat minnows Bolivia (which they did 8–0). Uruguay, who required a late goal against Spain to draw their first Final Pool game 2–2, then needed two late goals to turn looming defeat against Sweden into a 3–2 win. Uruguay, who Brazil beat 5–1 in Rio last year in the Copa America. And a draw today will be enough for Brazil.


But it’s a form book, not a form pamphlet, and there’s another page to read. For Uruguay are no mugs. Their XI includes three of the best players in the world: the crafty inside forward Juan Alberto Schiaffino, the willowy winger Alcides Ghiggia and the supremely dominant box-to-box pitch-owning midfielder Obdulio Varela. All three play for Peñarol, who last year scored an average of 4.5 goals per league game. Uruguay have played Brazil three times since the aforementioned 5–1 Copa America thrashing last year, winning the first game 4–3 and narrowly losing the two others. And the way Brazil ended that 1949 Copa America bears repeating: they only needed a draw against Paraguay in their final game to finish top of the tournament league, but lost 2–1 and fell into a play-off against the same opposition. A match they admittedly went on to win 7–0, but last-minute nerves are last-minute nerves, whichever way you slice it, and it would appear Brazil are not immune.


Nevertheless, Brazil are hot favourites to lift their first World Cup this afternoon. Especially as the home crowd, usually worth an extra man, is probably going to be worth an extra two or three today. Just look at the official attendance: 173,850!


And now take a gander at the unofficial attendance, because a fair few Rio residents appear to have bunked in to witness history being made: 205,000 to 210,000.


Uruguayans in the audience: approx 100.


All these folk should give priceless support to Brazil. The stadium has been packed since 11 a.m. and is alive with a carnival atmosphere involving balloons, bangers and the beats of Bahia. The house band, we hear, have been rehearsing a specially commissioned samba entitled ‘Brazil the Victors’, which they plan to strike up on the sounding of the final whistle. And the mayor of Rio has done his bit to whip up the crowd, too: ‘You, players, who in less than a few hours will be hailed as champions by millions of compatriots! You, who have no rivals in the entire hemisphere! You, who will overcome any other competitor! You, who I already salute as victors!’ Blimey. No pressure, then.


Kick-off: 2.55 p.m.


Referee: George Reader (England).


Thirteen-goals-in-their-last-two-games Brazil: Barbosa, Augusto, Juvenal, Bauer, Danilo, Bigode, Friaça, Zizinho, Ademir, Jair, Chico.


Uruguay, featuring teenage debutant(!) Morán: Roque Máspoli, Matías González, Eusebio Tejera, Schubert Gambetta, Obdulio Varela, Victor Rodríguez Andrade, Alcides Ghiggia, Julio Pérez, Omar Míguez, Juan Albertio Schiaffino, Ruben Morán.


Here come the teams! There are fireworks, then more fireworks. The crowd rhythmically chant ‘BRASIL! BRASIL! BRASIL!’, but then they’ve been doing that for nigh on four hours. This is on!


And we’re off, Ademir getting the match under way with a tap to Jair! And Brazil make a blistering start. The ball’s knocked back to Bauer, who rolls it up the right for Zizinho. Brazil’s intricate interplay is showcased from the off. Zizinho draws Schiaffino and nips the ball past him to Ademir, who attempts to return it. González intercepts, but he’s hassled by Zizinho and Rodríguez Andrade is forced to get involved. He gets a toe in and concedes an early corner. Friaça takes, firing the ball straight through the area. Gambetta sweeps up, but loses possession to Chico, who nearly jinks past Gambetta down the left but loses control and runs the ball out for a goal-kick. And breathe!


2 min: Brazil could easily have racked up double figures against Sweden and especially Spain, and it looks like they’re going to take up where they left off. The crowd are going bonkers; the screaming and chanting is so loud and incessant it’s a wonder the walls of the Maracanã aren’t caving in. Especially when you recall how the 21-gun salute at the opening ceremony three weeks ago caused lumps of still-moist concrete to rain down from the ceilings.


4 min: Varela clatters into Chico just outside the Uruguayan D. Free-kick. Jair takes it, but sends it out of play on the left. Uruguay have hardly had a kick so far.


6 min: Ghiggia has a first look at Bigode down the right. He attempts to feint past him but is held up. He tries again on the outside, but once more is stopped in his tracks. It’s all a bit rough-house and the referee has a quick word with Bigode, who has been testing the limits of the laws as he tries to pin the tricky winger down. From the restart, a mistimed Bauer header gifts Morán his first touch in this match, and indeed in international football! He shuttles it on to Varela. The Uruguayan captain, leading from the front, has his team’s first serious dig at goal from the edge of the box, but Bauer mops up his own mess by charging it down.


10 min: Danilo tries to set Zizinho flying upfield but his pass from defence is cut out by Varela, who rolls the ball forward to Míguez. The striker has space to advance on the Brazilian area. Bigode comes across to cover, but he’s brushed aside by Míguez. However the Uruguayan knocks the ball too far forward and the resulting shot, on the stretch, is weak and straight at Barbosa. Brazil lose possession quickly as they attempt to stream down the other end, allowing Míguez to take another lash at goal. This time it’s a violent dig, and Barbosa makes a spectacular catch. A brilliant save from a goalkeeper who looks sharp despite having had little to do in the Final Pool so far.


13 min: Ademir goes on a diagonal run into the area, straightens up, and shoots. Máspoli, at full stretch, claims spectacularly.


15 min: Bauer fouls Schiaffino – there’s a free-kick out on the left. Morán takes. Míguez heads down for Ghiggia, who finds Schiaffino, but the Peñarol star can only stab a shot from close range wide right. What a missed opportunity! For the first time in the match, the volume in the Maracanã takes a momentary dip, sudden sullen silence replaced by a collective sharp intake of breath.


16 min: Brazil respond brilliantly. First Friaça forces Máspoli into a split-second reaction save, then Ademir clatters the ball straight into González.


17 min: This is relentless! Varela tries to clear Uruguay’s lines, but Zizinho and Jair one-two back down the pitch to set up Friaça, whose shot is blocked by Rodríguez Andrade. Pérez and Gambetta combine to hack the thing clear. Then Bauer romps down the right and welts a shot over the bar.


21 min: Uruguay looked to have calmed the storm for a couple of minutes, but Brazil spring back to life, nearly taking the lead. Jair heads down the left and draws Varela across. He combines with Chico, who digs out a cross that’s met by a thumping header from Ademir. The crowd are already celebrating when Máspoli arcs his back and tips over the bar for a corner. From the resulting setpiece there’s a minor stramash in the box, but neither Ademir nor Bauer can guide it goalwards and Schiaffino clears.


25 min: Pérez tries to relieve the intensity for Uruguay by launching an attack, but he’s divested of the ball by Bigode, who finds Jair. Ademir takes up possession in the middle of the park and drifts to the right, skipping past González and then Tejera. He passes to Chico who cracks a rising shot that shaves the crossbar. After a fairly balanced opening period, this is total Brazilian domination now! A goal for the home side seems inevitable.


27 min: Obdulio is being obdurate. First he charges down a shot from Danilo, then he cuts out a pass from the same player meant for Jair. Uruguay are able to zip upfield through Schiaffino, who slips a ball past Augusto to release the debutant Morán into the area! He’s one on one with Barbosa, who tries to smother at his feet but can’t get down quickly enough. The goal’s gaping, but Morán puts the ball over the bar! What an opportunity to open the scoring, the second major miss for the visitors despite all the pressure they’ve had to soak up. The crowd are audibly taken aback by that.


28 min: O TAPA DE OBDULIO!!! URUGUAY’S CAPTAIN THROWS HANDS!!! Bigode has been tussling with Ghiggia down the right, and struggling to contain him, it has to be said. He’s nudging the willowy winger in the back. Varela and Jair join in the tussle as the ball flies out for a throw. Varela takes a step towards Bigode and reaches to pat his opponent on the head, as he often does in matches. This time, however, he gives Bigode a little cuff round the ear! Bigode – the literal translation is Moustache – bristles at this. He’s shaken at Varela’s slap, as are the crowd. The referee demands the two players embrace, which they reluctantly do. Varela struts off talking loudly to himself, pulling at the front of his light-blue shirt with his fist, every inch the victor of that little spat. You sense he thinks he’s put down some sort of marker and that the defender won’t be so quick to foul Ghiggia again. Imagine being in Bigode’s boots just there, with Varela – a man with biblical willpower and a face made of granite – approaching you, arm cocked, ready to clip you round the lug. Imagine the chill that would shoot down your spine.


29 min: Schiaffino and Danilo scrap and wrestle for the ball in the middle of the park. The decision’s given to the home team. Varela arrives on the scene and throws the ball away, with words for both referee and the nearby Bigode, who appears to be the target of precision psychological terrorism. Varela’s given a stern talking-to by English ref George Reader for his trouble.


32 min: Pérez slides a pass out right to Ghiggia, who takes on Bigode and Danilo at the same time. Bigode handles in a panic. The linesman raises his flag. Free-kick! Gambetta launches the ball into the area. Barbosa punches clear. Uruguay are knocking on the door again, a polite but firm rattle, but Brazil are looking strong enough to cope.







* * * * MAGIG MINUTES * * * * * * * * MAGIG MINUTES * * * * *








USA 1–0 England (1950, group stage)



England had finally deigned to enter a World Cup, after declining invitations to all three pre-war events. They were expected to challenge for the title, but were astonishingly lackadaisical in their preparation, only turning up in Brazil two days before their first game, and without Stanley Matthews for the first two matches to boot. They beat Chile in that opener, but things started to go badly wrong in Belo Horizonte against the unfancied Americans. One London newspaper thought the result was a misprint, and published the score as 10–1 to England. Oops! Walter Winterbottom’s men were able to put him right when they were back home within the week after another defeat, this time by Spain.


GOAL!!! USA 1–0 England (Gaetjens 38). Walter Bahr is sent into space down the right, and he decides to take a potshot from 25 yards. The shot isn’t accurate but turns into a cross, which is met by the diving Joe Gaetjens, who guides a header into the bottom corner past Bert Williams of Wolverhampton Wanderers! The Yanks turned up to the stadium wearing Stetsons and sucking on cigars in cowboy style, and if they can hold on to this shocking scoreline, they’ll be even more big leggy when they leave it later!





34 min: Comic cuts in the Brazilian defence. For once Bigode isn’t at fault; in fact he does well to stop Ghiggia down his wing. But the ball eventually finds its way into the area. Bauer hesitates when putting his foot through the ball to clear would be the wiser option. Schiaffino nips in to try to take advantage. He lays off to Míguez, but Bigode blocks, and the striker handles. The referee blows for handball, relieving the pressure on Brazil.


37 min: URUGUAY HIT THE POST! González, playing out from the back, sends Varela on his way. He rakes a pass out to Schiaffino on the left, although it’s not particularly accurate and should be cleared up by Bauer. But the defender only succeeds in presenting possession to Míguez, who was sniffing around in an opportunistic capacity. The Uruguay forward takes aim from just outside the area – and sends a low shot pinging off the left-hand upright, over the desperate hand of Barbosa! Bigode is quickly on the scene to hack the rebound out of harm’s way.


38 min: A glorious solo sashay by Danilo down the left culminates in a disappointing shot from the edge of the area, which Máspoli deals with easily.


39 min: Juvenal launches long in the direction of Zizinho, who presses forward. He slows, practically to a halt, as he waits for assistance. Eventually Ademir arrives and tears into the box at pace, but his control lets him down. Máspoli comes off his line to smother.


41 min: This is glorious end-to-end stuff. Gambetta slips Ghiggia away down the right, but his route inside is blocked by Bauer, who sprays the ball up the Brazilian inside-right channel for Zizinho. A pass forward for Ademir, who dances past Tejera, exchanges a one-two with Zizinho, and enters the box. He sees the whites of Máspoli’s eyes, but snatches at his shot and drags the ball wide. What an opportunity spurned!


42 min: Ademir is afforded an instant opportunity to redeem himself – and he wastes it. Brazil turn on the style, Zizinho, Friaça, Bauer and Ademir triangulating down the right. Bauer finds Ademir on the edge of the box and the ball’s soon whistling wide right of the target. The crowd respond with a lusty rasp of ‘Brasil! Brasil! Brasil!’ They’ll be wondering how they haven’t scored. That was their 17th attempt at goal!


43 min: Varela really needs to simmer down. Here’s the good and the bad of Uruguay’s combustible captain. First he battles with Jair, wresting possession from the Brazilian and setting Ghiggia into space down the right. The winger slips the ball to Pérez, but just as the pair look like unlocking Brazil down the flank, Danilo bombs across and blasts the ball into touch. Ghiggia shapes to take the throw, but Varela stomps across with a face on and demands the ball. He’s complaining about the stern nature of Danilo’s challenge. Now he’s complaining because his teammates spurned a good opportunity, so he’s going to show them how to take a throw. He snatches the ball from Ghiggia’s hands – and flings it straight down the line and out of play for a goal-kick to Brazil! After giving his charges what for, he looks a total eejit right now. Dear me.


44 min: Zizinho is teasing Tejera. He stops the ball, allows the defender to move in, then swerves past and away. The move peters out, but this isn’t the first time the Uruguayan defender has been made to look like a child lost at the shops. Could this be the defining head-to-head challenge of the game?


HALF TIME: Brazil 0–0 Uruguay. And that’s pretty much that for the opening 45 minutes. Nobody expected Uruguay to come here and roll over, but then nobody thought Brazil would still be goalless by this stage. Whether Uruguay’s defence, solid as it has been, marshalled well by the whirlwind Varela, can hold out if Brazil take another 17 potshots at goal is a moot point. Though Brazil might want to watch what Ghiggia is up to against Bigode, who is having a nightmare, while Juvenal and Jair are doing little to help him down his flank.


And we’re off again! Uruguay get the ball rolling, but it’s not long before they’ve given up possession, allowing Zizinho to trundle towards the area with determination. His shot is dealt with fairly comfortably by Máspoli. It’s another strong start by the hosts.


47 min: GOAL!!! Brazil 1–0 Uruguay (Friaça). Finally the breakthrough, and it’s such a simple move. Zizinho, in the middle of the park, lays off to Ademir, who spots Friaça making a move down the inside right and sets him free with a clever reverse ball. Friaça holds off the challenge of Rodríguez Andrade, steps into the area and sends a low shot into the bottom-left corner. It’s not a particularly stunning strike – the ball’s bobbling about, and Máspoli should really have got a hand to the shot as it crossed his body – but it’s enough to send the Maracanã into orbit. Brazil only need the draw, remember, so they’re nearly there. What a time for Friaça to score his first goal for his country!


48 min: Varela is holding up the restart by arguing vociferously with referee Reader and linesman Arthur Ellis. He clearly wanted an offside flag. Or is he just playing for time, allowing the stadium to cool down a little before the game begins again? If so, it’s a clever plan, for indeed a little heat has been taken out of the air as the initial crackle of the 200,000-strong celebration dies down a little. Only a little, mind; these things are all relative. The Maracanã is bouncing. Varela turns to Rodríguez Andrade and mouths: ‘Let them shout. In five minutes the stadium will seem like a graveyard and then only one voice will be heard here: mine!!!’


49 min: Will this open the floodgates? Are Uruguay – who need to score at least twice if they’re to snatch Brazil’s destiny from their hands – about to go the way of Sweden and Spain? They have, up to now, played a predominantly defensive game, getting plenty of bodies in the way at the back. Now they have to come out. On the touchline, Brazil coach Flavio Costa is issuing new instructions. ‘Tell Danilo to stick a bit more around the intermediate area between the centre and our box. Let’s try to attract Uruguay to our half, neutralize the support Varela is giving from behind, and open up more space in their defence!’ Let’s see if this works, then. Varela’s team-mates respond well to falling behind, or start their descent into Brazil’s trap, you decide: Pérez bests Jair down the right, then finds Schiaffino in the middle, who shoots wide left of goal.


51 min: Ghiggia runs at Bigode, who with the help of Juvenal launches a pincer movement on the winger. Foul. Varela overhits the free-kick while looking for Schiaffino at the far post.


55 min: This is a decent response by the Uruguayans. Ghiggia comes off second best in a duel with Bigode for once, but his colleagues are backing him up and the attack moves into another phase. Space opens up for Míguez but his shot is hoicked well wide right of the target, sailing symbolically into a ditch behind the goal.


57 min: Despite Uruguay pushing forward with serious intent for the first time in the match, Brazil are still looking fairly comfortable and clearly fancy themselves for more goals. Ademir launches a shot out of play, then Danilo sees his long-distance strike charged down by the unyielding frame of Varela.


61 min: PENALTY SHOUT BY BRAZIL!!! They’re not getting it, though. Ademir advances into the area as the noise reaches fever pitch. González comes over to challenge and knocks him down, but it’s a legitimate charge, just about. One white-shirted chancer moves to place the ball, which had flown behind the goal, on the penalty spot; the referee Reader simply guffaws at his cheek. Just a corner, from which nothing happens. To be fair, that was the correct decision, even Brazilian radio commentator César Alencar agreeing that ‘the play was lawful, but of great violence. Actually, shall we say that the Uruguayan defence, as soon as the Brazilian players get inside the box, are unquestionably rough. We have witnessed, from our observation position here, some moments that are not part of football. Varela has been using all possible measures against Ademir! This Uruguayan defence is incredibly tough!’


63 min: Gambetta fouls Chico on the edge of the area. Jair shoots wildly over, a directionless nonsense.


66 min: GOAL!!! Brazil 1–1 Uruguay (Schiaffino). Varela gives the ball to Ghiggia on the right. The winger has Bigode on a piece of string. He wanders inside, pauses, then ambles back to the touchline, pausing again, Bigode just about keeping up. Then he turns on the power to sashay at speed past the defender, who reacts slowly and dangles a heavy leg on the outside. Bye! That is sensational wingplay. Ghiggia crosses to the near post where Schiaffino, nipping in ahead of Juvenal, roofs a finish into the right-hand side of the net! My word, this changes the picture. As things stand, Brazil will still become world champions for the first time ever in 25 minutes. But suddenly something that looked certain is in the balance again. Losing, for the first time, appears a possibility. The crowd haven’t fallen silent, but all of a sudden they are pretty damn quiet, 200,000 men and women asking themselves: how has it come to this? Varela, meanwhile, is in the centre circle once again pulling the front of his shirt with his fist, screaming to his team-mates: one last push. Suddenly, Uruguay believe they can win this! There’s also a box-fresh understanding that Brazil can lose, with clear beads of cold sweat appearing on the foreheads and necks of a couple of the Brazilian players.


69 min: And maybe Brazil are starting to question themselves. Passes aren’t sticking. Only now are the crowd beginning to rediscover their voice, an illustration of the shock of Schiaffino’s intervention. Approximately 200,011 souls are in torment.


70 min: Corner to Uruguay, their first of the match! Nothing much happens as a result, but does that suggest a shift in momentum? The Brazilian defence certainly looks tense. Are they simply not used to this kind of pressure? They’re usually a few goals to the good by this stage, after all.


71 min: Ghiggia is all over Bigode, as he has been most of the afternoon. He once again dances past his man, and whips a ball into the area for Schiaffino, whose downward header flies out of play.


75 min: Ghiggia beats Bigode yet again. This is getting old – and so is Bigode, 48, who has aged exactly 20 years since kick-off. Ghiggia’s cross is headed down by Schiaffino to Morán, but Augusto is on hand to clear.


76 min: Schiaffino is causing Brazil all sorts of bother as Uruguay press for the goal that would make them immortal. He wins a corner down the left. Morán floats it in. Barbosa punches clear, albeit with no particular conviction. Varela tries to return the ball with extreme prejudice, but his effort hits his own man, Míguez.


79 min: GOL DO URUGUAY? GOL DO URUGUAY!!! Brazil 1–2 Uruguay (Ghiggia). Brazil press upfield, but the visitors hit them with a rapid counter-attack. And how! Danilo, searching for Jair ahead of him, loses the ball to Pérez, who immediately offloads to Míguez. Pérez receives the ball back, still in his own half, and fights off Jair’s challenge. He one-twos with Ghiggia down the right, then returns the ball to the winger again, springing him clear of Bigode. Ghiggia drifts inside and reaches the area at full pelt. Barbosa should really come out to close him down. But with Schiaffino hovering in the middle, Juvenal leaving him as he heads over to deal with Ghiggia, the keeper clearly has the first goal in at least one of his two minds. Ghiggia spots his indecision and, with a flash of dust that suggests the universe is turning in on itself, sends a low right-footed shot bouncing towards the near post. Barbosa can’t get down quickly enough, and though the keeper gets the faintest of touches, the ball bobbles under his grasping paw and into the net. There is almost total silence as Barbosa slowly picks himself up from the turf, wishing that cloud of dirt was a black hole into which he could be sucked, never to return. He can feel 400,000 eyes boring holes in him, though that was a catalogue of errors: there was no cover offered to the hapless Bigode, with Danilo caught upfield and Juvenal late to come across. The Uruguayans, cavorting in the centre circle, can be heard whooping, slapping and kissing from the stand. The World Cup is theirs now, unless Brazil score. And Brazil always score. Don’t they?


79 min: The commentator on Radio Globo, Luiz Mendes, took leave of his senses when Ghiggia’s goal went in. He entered into a conversation with himself, first stating ‘Gol do Uruguay,’ then asking himself ‘Gol do Uruguay?’ before responding with an affirmative but forlorn ‘Gol do Uruguay.’ From the almighty hush in the stadium, it’s already clear that nobody in Brazil has seriously countenanced defeat. I wonder how many folk in Uruguay have seriously countenanced a Uruguayan victory? González looks as stunned by Ghiggia’s strike as any of the Brazilians! Máspoli’s had to give him a good shake to snap him back into focus!


80 min: But do Brazil have it in them to score? They’ve had 22 efforts on goal so far in this match, but have converted only one. Even worse, they’ve done nothing since Schiaffino equalized a quarter of an hour ago. The crowd, to their credit, recover immediately from Ghiggia’s stunner to give their heroes as much support as they can muster, even if the cries now have an electric, hysterical edge. Soon, a little payback: the first Brazilian effort for 17 minutes comes courtesy of Jair, whose overly ambitious shot from nearly 40 yards (!) is blocked by Varela, surely the man of the match whatever happens now.


82 min: Another shot from Jair, romping into the area after good work by Zizinho and Chico down the left, but it whistles past the near post. Uruguay take the goal-kick, but the game is stopped as Ghiggia rolls around demanding urgent medical assistance. Referee and quack Dr Reader decides he’s just malingering in order to waste time and restarts the game quickly. Good call, Doc! The embarrassed winger lifts himself up and gets on with it.


83 min: Chico is shoved over by Gambetta as they contest a high ball down the Brazilian left. Free-kick. The referee spends some time ensuring a reluctant Uruguayan wall of Gambetta and Schiaffino stays ten steps back. Jair whips the free-kick into the area. Chico meets it with a firm header, but it’s straight at Máspoli. The keeper clears in an unnecessary rush. Zizinho quickly brings it back and crosses for Ademir, who hoicks wide from 12 yards.


85 min: Bigode challenges Varela, the ball clanking off the Uruguayan captain and out for a Brazil throw. Varela simply laughs in Bigode’s face. Bauer shoots from distance, but Máspoli deals with it; he’s clearly in one of those moods today. Brazil are throwing everything at Uruguay. There’s nobody in Brazil’s half apart from Barbosa! But despite the renewed pressure, this is beginning to look desperate. Ghiggia eventually relieves the burden on his defence with another run at Bigode. He shoots but his effort deflects off the defender and into the hands of Barbosa. The clock’s ticking down at double speed for the hosts. Their faces betray the confusion of men who cannot fathom why something that always works suddenly isn’t functioning.


86 min: Barbosa launches the ball upfield. Zizinho wins possession and feeds Ademir, who lays off to Chico on the edge of the D. He hammers a gorgeous rising shot towards the top right, but Máspoli tips round the post. Nothing comes from the corner, which sees Ademir send an aimless header out of play. The stadium announcer informs the crowd that Sweden have just beaten Spain 3–1 in the other match at Pacaembu in São Paulo. So the Spanish are bottom of the Final Pool, fourth at this World Cup, with Sweden finishing third. But can Brazil get the goal, and the draw, that would put them top?


88 min: Brazil are pinning Uruguay back, but with time a factor, panic is taking over in the final third. Friaça sends a cross into the box from the right, but neither Ademir nor Zizinho seem capable of getting the thing under control. Ademir eventually shoots, but it’s a woeful effort that screws out of play on the left, out near the corner flag! That was sheer panic; he had time to take a touch and set himself, but snatched at an anxious right-foot volley instead. Brazil’s heads are muddled. Zizinho has been heard to shout, ‘I will dribble them all!’ but this Uruguayan defence is simply too good. Rio’s mayor really should have kept his trap shut.


90 min: Brazil, desperate Brazil, push Uruguay back into their own area for one last onslaught. Bigode launches the ball forward. Ademir finds Zizinho, who advances towards the area. He can’t dribble them all, however: he loses control, allowing Schiaffino to clear upfield. Three Uruguayans are caught offside! This is going to come straight back at the visitors. What on earth are they all doing upfield?! From the centre circle, Juvenal restarts and returns the ball into the Uruguayan area. The immense Varela heads clear. Ademir picks up possession and feeds Friaça, but he is eased away by Gambetta. Augusto races down the right and finds Friaça. Brazil’s goalscorer – who looked for 19 minutes like being today’s conquering hero – falls to the ground before springing back up and forcing Gambetta to concede a corner. This is surely the last chance for Brazil to salvage their dream. Friaça sends the ball into the area . . .


90+1 min: . . . Jair goes up with Máspoli but can’t get a head on it, even though he’s leaning heavily on the keeper’s right arm, surely a foul. The ball is loose at the left-hand post, but though Zizinho, Ademir and Danilo are close, the blue shirt of Gambetta is even closer, and as the referee blows his whistle the Uruguayan defender grabs the ball in celebration!


FULL TIME: Brazil 1–2 Uruguay. Ghiggia stares at his teammate in slack-jawed shock, fearing a penalty has been conceded right at the death, while Rodríguez Andrade is screaming, ‘What are you doing, you animal?!’ But unlike Gambetta they simply aren’t close enough to the ref to hear the whistle! It is indeed all over!!!


URUGUAY, VICTORS IN 1930, ARE ONCE AGAIN THE WORLD CHAMPIONS! Several of their team take turns to hug and kiss referee Reader! Perhaps they’re doing so by way of apology for Varela’s lip.


Several of the Brazilians, by comparison, are being helped from the pitch, limp and defeated, their energy sapped, in throes of agony. So certain were they of a win, their pain doesn’t bear thinking about. FIFA bigwig Jules Rimet takes to the pitch with the trophy that bears his name – this honour was bestowed on him four years ago – but while there had been plans for a band to strike up the Brazilian national anthem and that samba ‘Brazil the Victors’, nobody considered that alternative arrangements should be made, just in case, like. As a result, the presentation ceremony is a complete farce. Several policemen escort Rimet on to the pitch, which is teeming with photographers, fans and journalists. Many of these folk, peelers included, are crying! Varela seeks out the FIFA president and is allowed briefly to get his hands on the trophy, but he’s not permitted to raise it in front of a grieving Maracanã, and it’s shoved back in its wooden box within seconds. The only concession to congratulation and celebration is a brief, firm handshake. Like Varela cares: he’s out on the lash tonight, the king of Rio, the king of the world.


So this has been one of the great smash and grabs, though whether it should be such a surprise is a moot point: Uruguay are yet to lose a World Cup match, after all, and now have two triumphs on the FIFA roll of honour. Brazil, by comparison, have nothing. Someone better rework the lyrics of that samba quicksmart. Will Brazil ever get over this?




* * * * MAGIG MINUTES * * * * * * * * MAGIG MINUTES * * * * *







The 1930s



France 4–1 Mexico (1930, group stage)



This game, at Montevideo’s Pocitos stadium, and the USA and Belgium match kicking off at the same time across the Uruguayan capital at Parque Central, were the World Cup’s first-ever matches. Here’s the first-ever goal, scored by Lucien Laurent, whose day job involved the construction of motorcycles and automobiles at the Peugeot factory. The goalkeeper Alexis Thépot would be injured 11 minutes after this, forcing centre-back Augustin Chantrel to play in goal, but even with ten men France were too strong, the Mexicans reportedly spooked by snowy conditions.


GOAL!!! France 1–0 Mexico (Laurent 19). Thépot launches long, the ball brought down by Chantrel and shuttled out to winger Ernest Libérati down the right. Libérati drops a hip to make ground along the wing, and pulls a cross back to the edge of the area. Laurent, racing towards the box, meets the ball first time and sends a left-footed volley whistling into the top corner. With the Americans and Belgians still scoreless, that’s the first goal of this new tournament, and what a way to get the party started! It’s Laurent’s first for France, too. He’s picked a fine time to get it.



Italy 2–1 Czechoslovakia (1934, final)



The 1934 finals in Italy were grim as hell, nothing much more than a fortnight-long fascist rally staged by Benito Mussolini. The Czechs nearly ruined the final party, Antonín Puč turning in the area to slam his side ahead with 19 minutes to play. Jiří Sobotka then hit the post, and Oldřich Nejedlý skied a shot from close range. They would eventually pay for the missed chances to wrap it up.


GOAL!!! Italy 1–1 Czechoslovakia (Orsi 81). With time running out, the veteran Raimondo Orsi breaks into the area down the right channel and sends a violently swerving and looping freak shot into the top left across diminutive keeper František Plánička. Italy are saved! Behind the goal, Italy coach Vittorio Pozzo, who has been hanging around in an attempt to put off Plánička, leaps around like a man possessed, while the crowd wave white hankies and chant for Il Duce (English translation: The Fat Galoot). The favourites will surely go on to win against the broken-hearted Czechs now.



France 1–3 Italy (1938, quarter-final)



Italy were the reigning world champions, and expected to beat hosts France at Yves du Manoir in Colombes, Paris. They made doubly sure of going into the match with an advantage by dressing in an away outfit of all black, a deliberately provocative move sanctioned by Benito Mussolini to antagonize the thousands in the crowd opposed to fascism. Grim times – and what was about to happen to France goalkeeper Laurent Di Lorto wouldn’t lift the mood.


GOAL!!! France 0–1 Italy (Colaussi 9). The Italian striker Gino Colaussi glides down the inside-left channel and loops a shot towards the top left. It’s a tame effort and should be gathered by Di Lorto, but the keeper suddenly develops severe dyspraxia, bump-set-and-spiking the ball into his own net volleyball style. He then chases after it like a drunk puppy and honks his beak on the right-hand post. It’s straight out of the silent-movie textbook, as smooth and perfectly timed as Keaton, Chaplin or Lloyd. Di Lorto, who executed the own goal and nose bash in one hectic sweep, could only have looked more ridiculous if he had somehow managed to get his head stuck in a cooking pan or found himself hanging off the face of a clock.
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Chile v Italy



Group 2, Estadio Nacional, Santiago, Chile, Saturday, 2 June 1962


22 May 1960, 3.11 p.m: The most powerful earthquake ever recorded, registering 9.5 on the Richter scale, hits Valdivia in southern Chile. The quake triggers landslides, tsunamis and floods, and even sets off a volcano in the Andes. Up to 6,000 people are killed, while two million Chileans, from a total population of six million, are left homeless in biting winter conditions.


May 1962: Italian journalists Antonio Ghiredelli and Corrado Pizzinelli arrive in the country ahead of the upcoming World Cup. They send home dispatches that paint a picture of Santiago as a giant slum, a poverty-stricken hellhole. They also denounce the local female population as loose slatterns. Upon publication in Italy, and word getting back to Chile, the pair insist their reports have been buggered around by sensationalists working at their paper back in Rome. But the damage has been done. And after an Argentinian journalist, minding his own business in a bar, is mistaken for one of the lippy Italians and given a bloody good hiding, the poor sod, Ghiredelli and Pizzinelli decide to flee the country for their own safety.


June 1962: Stuck in Chile, forced to deal with the consequences of the actions of these two clowns and having drawn the hosts in Group 2, are Carlo Mattrel, Mario David, Enzo Robotti, Paride Tumburus, Francesco Janich, Sandro Salvadore, Bruno Mora, Humberto Maschio, José Altafini, Giorgio Ferrini and Giampaolo Menichelli.


The hosts, who are not best pleased at their country’s reputation having been traduced in the face of tragedy: Misael Escuti, Luis Eyzaguirre, Sergio Navarro, Carlos Contreras, Raúl Sánchez, Eladio Rojas, Jaime Ramírez, Jorge Toro, Honorino Landa, Alberto Fouilloux, Leonel Sánchez.


Kick-off: It probably will. Especially as the hosts can effectively put the Italians out if they win this game. The match starts at 3 p.m.


Referee: Ken Aston (England).


Feelings: Running high.


The teams have taken to the pitch. Time to swap pennants. And bodily fluids, it would seem, with several of the Italian side claiming that they’ve been doused in spit by the Chileans.


And we’re off! The hosts get the ball rolling. Five passes later . . .


13 seconds: . . . oof! It’s the first wild lunge of the game! Ramírez looks to scamper down the right touchline but is forced to put on the brakes to avoid Robotti, who comes to meet him at uncompromising speed. Ramírez is able to dance round the challenge and keep possession.


32 seconds: Ooyah! The first foul of the game! Chile play it back down the other wing, as Mora hassles Contreras off the ball and looks to break upfield. Navarro is having none of it, and cynically clips Mora’s ankles as he skitters up the touchline. Rojas has a little swipe as well, just to make sure. Mora’s chin nearly hits the floor at full tilt, but he somehow manages to stay upright and continues running upfield waving a dismissive, disgusted hand in the air. The tone, one would humbly suggest, has been set. Do you think we can get through another 89 minutes and 28 seconds without this one going the shape of a badly rolled and undercooked pizza?


4 min: This is a decent start by Italy. Tumburus, by the centre spot, slides a pass down the left channel to release Altafini, who drops a shoulder to pass the covering Raúl Sánchez and enters the area, fizzing a low shot towards the bottom left. Escuti smothers.


4 min and a bit: Eyzaguirre cuts in from a deep position on the right and makes ground upfield. His progress is abruptly, cynically and illegally checked. A common-or-garden free-kick, but animosity crackles as Chile prepare to take it. Rojas places the ball. Maschio questions the positioning. Rojas shoves Maschio in the chest. Referee Aston places the ball a couple of yards back up the pitch. All the while, Fouilloux stands statue still, piercing eyes fixed upfield, staring out whichever Italian’s attention he can grab. Doesn’t matter who. Rojas takes a preposterous 20-yard run-up and whacks the ball towards the penalty area. He’s surely not trying to score, the free-kick’s nearly 40 yards out. He’s just after walloping someone in the face, isn’t he? Tumburus clears. And then the inevitable occurs . . .


5 min: IT’S ON!!! BRAWL TIME!!! We’ve not been going long and yet this has been coming. And what a beautifully choreographed piece of thuggery this is! Leonel Sánchez is meandering near the centre circle. Ferrini, malevolence on his mind, shoves Toro out of the way so he can reach the back of Sánchez’s legs. Wheech! He hacks away with such excitable glee that he falls to the floor before Sánchez. Sánchez untangles himself and, while still prone, takes a wild swipe at his assailant’s legs. Meantime Toro comes in and blooters the loose ball off Ferrini’s back, then stumbles over the Italian clumsily. This gives Ferrini, still prone, the chance to sweep his studs across Toro’s ankles. They spring up. Toro turns with a view to belting Ferrini in the mushki. He can’t get within arm’s reach, though, as Ferrini sticks up a knee to protect his personal space and his teeth, then dukes up. The referee steps in, boxing style, to usher Ferrini away. Sánchez, still in the thick of the brouhaha, falls to the floor after being shoved in the chest by the Italian captain, Mora. In fact, on second viewing, it’s a nonchalant rabbit-punch straight in the kisser from Maschio! He walked over gently, considered Sánchez from the side and then, when he was sure the referee’s attention was elsewhere, landed a straight-arm punch on him! Sánchez goes down in bizarre slow motion, almost like it took a few seconds for the pain to reach his brain, but he was nailed all right. It all calms down soon enough – give or take a pitch invasion of photographers – but for a second that looked like breaking into a 22-man brawl. The initial tangle between Ferrini, Leonel Sánchez and Toro also briefly threatened to break into an interpretive dance piece, but let’s not confuse the issue. The referee takes no action whatsoever. Let’s hope the players don’t take advantage of that largesse!


7 min: FERRINI SENT OFF!!! The players take advantage of that largesse. Ferrini has a wild, retaliatory hack at a pair of legs, this time the ones dangling from Landa’s trunk, again near the centre circle. That’s a textbook boot up the trousers in the music-hall style! This time Aston puts his foot down. Or, to be more accurate, throws his arm around Ferrini, marches him away from the rest of the players and points to the dugout. He’s been sent off! While Aston is sending Ferrini off, Leonel Sánchez sneaks up behind Maschio and connects with a cracking revenge left-hander before fleeing the scene. Maschio staggers a few yards, hands over his face, and then collapses to his knees.


8 min: Ferrini’s not going off. He’s point-blank refusing to do one!


9 min: The Italians are incensed. Their captain Mora is arguing passionately with Aston, getting right up in the official’s grille. He’s having to fight two battles at once, as well, because he’s fending off several of the Italian’s team-mates, all of whom wish to discuss the matter with Aston in the full and frank style. Why he’s bothering to stop them is anyone’s guess, because there’s no danger of this situation escalating – as it’s simply not possible to escalate it any further. The pitch is flooded with photographers, officials and folk from the benches, all of whom have something to say. This is unreal! Several stramashes are taking place in different areas of the pitch, each starring a few wildly flailing players, officials and irate folk in suits. It’s like a Bruegel painting brought to life by Cecil B. DeMille, with the entire cast ripped to the tits on PCP.


10 min: THE BOBBIES ARRIVE MOB-HANDED! Several peelers have been called on to the field and are attempting to lead Ferrini away. He’s not having a bar of it. Salvadore is in the heart of the melee, trying to extricate his friend from the grip of two stern-looking state apparatchiks.


11 min: What appears to be the entire Santiago constabulary start to march Ferrini off the pitch. Mora has a go at persuading the officials to unhand his midfielder, but he’s unceremoniously bundled out of the way. If this wasn’t farcical enough, the kops throw some Keystone shapes: they’re leading the player off in the wrong direction! They’re forced to take a massive U-turn and haul the poor bugger back from whence he came, then down the other end of the park! It’s a small wonder they didn’t drive off in a collapsing Ford Model T, with Ferrini on the back seat at the apex of a human pyramid.


12 min: The military manoeuvres fizzle out relatively quickly. Ferrini is gone. Aston has a word with his linesman on the far side. Mora, Altafini and Menichelli mill around, pattering away in the ref’s ear. They’re not happy about this at all. Thing is, Ferrini’s thuggish challenge was wholly preposterous. What was Aston expected to do?


14 min: Mora is still having to place himself between his teammates and the referee. Aston mimes the universal gesture for Calm Down Sonny, then points to the centre of the pitch, where he wishes Chile to restart the game. Oh, this game’s going to restart all right.


15 min: We’re up and running again! A whole 59 seconds elapse before Maschio leaves a little calling card on Ramírez’s shin. Nothing major, just enough for the Chilean forward to require a minute’s worth of treatment. That’s an ‘innocent kick’, according to Italian television commentator Nando Martellini, developing some new concepts live on Canale 5 back home.


16 min: Italy are really pushing their luck at the moment. The referee’s patience, never mind Chile’s, is a shoo-in to snap.


19 min: Just about every challenge is an agricultural lunge now. It’s not even news any more. Both sides have totally lost their heads. There are a couple of hot-blooded ligament-bothering swipes that are, happily, so badly mistimed they miss their intended target. Tumburus, chasing back after a long ball down the left, lifts a boot to hook it out of play and is an inch away from taking Landa’s face off. I’m not sure whether that’s a superb defensive clearance or assault with intent to maim.


21 min: It’s easy to forget how well Italy had started. Now their play is utterly disjointed, totally aimless. Chile are enjoying the lion’s share of possession, but doing very little with it.


22 min: Leonel Sánchez, approaching the left-hand corner flag, has his feet swiped from under him by David, rushing in from the middle. Sánchez gets up and hops around in pain, his left foot dangling in mid-air like a dog with a splinter in its paw. David wanders up to the stricken player, ostensibly to apologize, and gives him a playful cuff round the left ear with just a little bit of menace, but not so much that Sánchez can be sure it was a deliberate attack. Very sly. Fouilloux turns up to shove David lightly in the chest. Then the situation suddenly cools. It’s nothing short of amazing how this scene has failed to end up in a large cloud of dust with boots and fists sticking out of it. Sánchez decides to concentrate on the free-kick instead, which he floats harmlessly into Mattrel’s arms at the near post.


23 min: Rojas drops a shoulder in midfield and has a rake from the best part of 35 yards. It’s always going wide left and Mattrel had it covered, but it was a decent enough effort. Chile, for all their possession, really have to turn this up a notch. Cranking their central heating down might help in that regard.


24 min: Mora chases a ball down the inside-right channel and enters the box. Contreras is over to cover, but he’s not in total control and Mora is justified in going for the loose ball. Escuti is out to smother and takes a clatter from Mora’s boot for his trouble. For once, the collision is totally accidental, and to his credit Mora springs up and immediately apologizes to the keeper, putting a friendly arm around his shoulder. His apology is accepted, as it is by Chilean captain Navarro, who races in with troublemaking intent but quickly realizes there’s no problem here, and play restarts. A genuinely sporting moment, which is lovely to see, albeit highly incongruous in the context of what’s gone before.


25 min: Normal service is quickly resumed up the other end. Fouilloux sashays into the Italy area from the left, and is dispossessed by Janich, who jets in for landing with both sets of studs showing. That’s just a ludicrous challenge. No foul, though! The ball flies loose near the corner flag, where it’s picked up by David. Now he’s flipped into the sky and the aggressor is Fouilloux, who had left the last theatre of war and instantly launched himself into a new dispute with a slide tackle that disregards reason. Free-kick.


26 min: Fouilloux certainly is on one at the moment. As Robotti clears up a Chilean attack down the left, the striker flies in from stage right with another extra-special slider. If he connects, Robotti’s bones are surely flying into the air then cascading back down to earth in a cartoon pile accompanied by xylophone sound effects. But he misses. It’s like Billy Wright going to the wrong fire in pursuit of Ferenc Puskás at Wembley in 1953, only this time Billy’s wearing knuckledusters and twirling a flick-knife.


27 min: David bundles Leonel Sánchez to the floor down the left, then stands over him gesticulating in the stereotypical style. Ay ay ay ay ay. The crowd respond to the assault as if this were a pantomime, which it sort of is.


29 min: Robotti is about to embark on a sortie down the left, but Contreras, charging out from the back, leaves his foot in. Foul. Mora, powered by steam coming from his ears, sails over to ask Aston if he really thinks that sort of carry-on is acceptable. The crowd give it plenty. The volume in the stadium hasn’t always been the loudest, it should be noted, with extreme tension winning out. As Canale 5’s Martellini mentions, there’s ‘a lot of electricity in this match . . . the climate is very heavy. There has been hostile propaganda against our players!’ Yes, good point, though in fairness, who started flinging the insults about?


32 min: Landa goes on a magnificent high-speed slalom down the middle of the park. It’s Garrincha-esque. He’s gently nudged off the ball by Janich. Free-kick. Leonel Sánchez dinks it into the area, but it’s headed clear with ease. What a waste of a promising position.


33 min: Eyzaguirre is sent down the right wing and fires a low cross into the centre. With several red shirts lurking, David manages to intercept and Italy hack clear. Chile are beginning to carve out some half-chances. Mora looks to relieve the pressure by taking Italy on an attack of their own up the right, but he’s professionally felled by Fouilloux, who chainsaws his ankles.


34 min: Leonel Sánchez finds space down the left and fires a gorgeous ball along the corridor of uncertainty. If Fouilloux was a yard further ahead, he’d have had a simple tap-in from six yards, but the cross sails straight through the area and away from danger.


35 min: A chance for Italy! And it’s probably the best of the match so far. Menichelli wins a throw near the left-hand corner flag. He finds Mora with his back to goal. Mora turns and, from the left-hand edge of the area, whips an inswinging ball on to the head of Altafini. The striker’s slap-bang in the middle of the area, seven yards out, and unmarked. He really should score, but flashes a header wide right. The stadium falls silent in fear and shock, before 66,057 fans blow their cheeks out in relief.


38 min: Chile respond by pinning Italy back in their own area, but the Azzurri are holding firm. There’s nothing going on in the area. Chile resort to hopeful long balls and equally aimless long shots. In other news, it’s become quite sunny.


41 min: But here come dark clouds! WHAT A LEFT HOOK!!! Leonel Sánchez is trying to wriggle round the outside of David near the left-hand corner flag, but the route to the penalty area is cut off and he’s forced to turn back. As he does so, he falls over, his legs covering the ball. David decides to see if matter can pass through matter by thrashing his boot twice at Sánchez’s shins, in a wholly disingenuous attempt to release the ball. Sánchez springs up, plants his right foot on the turf, and with much venom pivots his body to throw a southpaw haymaker. He connects cleanly with David’s jaw. David falls to the floor on his back, spark out. You can get too pious about stuff like this, so let us just say that’s the best left hook you’ll ever see on a football pitch! Pow! Right in the kisser! Straight to the moon!


42 min: A melee. Many people have much to say. Sánchez, having hopped around to draw attention to the fact he was kicked in the first place, somehow escapes censure, which is beyond extraordinary. This really should be ten against ten. Or possibly ten against nine. Or even . . . actually, let’s not even go there, we’d have to abandon the match.


44 min: After all that, it’s a free-kick to Chile, down by the corner flag. Rojas sends it whooshing straight into the arms of the ever-relaxed Mattrel.


45 min: Tumburus slices an awful shot from distance so far wide right that Mora is able to pick up possession down the wing and win a corner. The setpiece is wasted.


45+1 min: DING! DING! ROUND TWO! The referee really should have sent Leonel Sánchez off for that punch. And so, with a grim inevitability, David takes justice into his own hands. The ball is bouncing in the general environs of Sánchez down the Italian right. David ignores the orb and instead launches at the southpaw with a head-high karate kick. He connects cleanly, boot on neck. Ooyah! Oof! As David Coleman says on the BBC: ‘He bought that right in the face! That was one of the most cold-blooded and lethal tackles I think I’ve ever seen!’ David is immediately sent packing. Rather gloriously, he has the chutzpah to throw the internationally recognized shape of What? Me? as the referee orders him off.


45+3 min: Sánchez is still getting treatment. Mora goes across to show some human concern. Rojas is reasonably responsive to a player who, despite losing the plot once or twice himself, has done more than most in his attempts to keep a lid on this.


45+5 min: Sánchez, up on his feet but tottering around gingerly, is helped off. Aston spots something suspicious deep in the Italian half. He wanders upfield – and, sure enough, his instincts were right! He checks the number on the back of an Italian shirt – and it’s David! He’s crept back on to the field and was lining up, ready for the restart of play! Aston ushers him off the field for the second time with a heavy sigh, perhaps reflecting on how much easier his life would have been had he taken up a career in childminding. Or minesweeping.


45+6 min: The game finally restarts and Rojas goes on a skilful slalom down the centre of the field. He’s eventually bundled over just in front of the Italian D. Toro takes a quick free-kick, sliding in Ramírez down the inside left, but Italy are wise to it and crowd the striker out.


45+7 min: Maschio loses it a wee bit. He’s brought down by Navarro as he diddles down the right. Free-kick. Rojas, dropping back to defend the setpiece, sends the ball a few yards back upfield as he runs past. Maschio chases it, sliding in viciously to hook it out for a throw. Play hasn’t even restarted yet! He really needs a cooling flannel on the noggin.


45+8 min: Italy are wasting time, with a view to regrouping at the interval, which can’t be long in coming, all those stoppages or not. They ping it around at the back, then Salvadore turns and fizzes an awful backpass wide left of goal. Mattrel can’t stop it going out for the most needless of corners.


HALF TIME: Chile 0–0 Italy. Leonel Sánchez’s corner is easily cleared, then Toro, coming back at Italy, hesitates on the edge of the area and misses a chance to shoot. And that’s that for the half. No goals, is the quickest and most tactful way to sum that one up. But Italy are in trouble. They’re two men light and can’t afford to lose if they want to stay in this tournament.


And we’re off again! Italy restart the bout, and quickly lose the ball. Maschio reclaims and sets Menichelli and Mora scampering upfield. They reach the edge of the area before the move breaks down. Have Italy decided that the best form of defence is attack?
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