



  [image: cover]






 

     

  




  David Yallop is a highly regarded ‘seeker of justice’, who has over-turned opinion with every book he has published. As a crime investigator, he has explored the

  truth behind Fatty Arbuckle’s murder conviction in The Day the Laughter Stopped, campaigned for a royal pardon for Craig Bentley in To Encourage the Others, as well as chasing

  the Yorkshire Ripper and Carlos the Jackal. He is also the author of the groundbreaking and controversial In God’s Name, which exposed the corruption within the Vatican and the murder

  of John Paul I. This was followed by The Power and Glory, an in-depth exploration of the papacy of John Paul II and Beyond Belief, a searing indictment of the cover-up of child abuse

  by the Catholic Church. He lives in England.




 




     

  




  Also by David Yallop




  

    To Encourage the Others


  




  The Day the Laughter Stopped




  Beyond Reasonable Doubt




  Deliver Us From Evil




  In God’s Name




  To the Ends of the Earth




  Unholy Alliance




  How They Stole the Game




  The Power and the Glory




 




   

  




  [image: ]




 




     

  




  Constable & Robinson Ltd


  55–56 Russell Square


  London WC1B 4HP


  www.constablerobinson.com




  First published in the UK by Poetic Publishing, a division of Poetic Products Ltd, 1999




  This edition published by Constable, an imprint of Constable & Robinson Ltd, 2011




  Copyright © Poetic Products Limited, 1999




  The right of David Yallop to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988




  All rights reserved. This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated in any form

  of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.




  A copy of the British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library




  ISBN: 978-1-78033-401-1


  eISBN: 978-1-78033-402-8


  



  Printed and bound in the UK




  1 3 5 7 9 10 8 6 4 2




 




     

  




  To Lucy, who shares Pelé’s view that ‘it’s only a game’, and to Fletcher, who agrees with the late Bill Shankly that ‘it’s more

  important than life or death’.
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  During the first week of December 1997 the court of the Sun King came to Marseilles.




  The court acolytes, the secretaries, assistants, press attachés, security officers, scurried everywhere. There was always among members of the court an underlying anxiety when ‘Le

  Grand Monarque’ was near, particularly when he was giving a public audience. On this occasion the world’s media who had gathered were even more deferential than usual. None of them

  wanted to risk being denied access to the tournament the Sun King had planned for the following summer.




  He saw himself as the most powerful man in the world. He was in charge of the world’s greatest religion and the coming summer’s ceremonies would be watched on television by a

  cumulative audience of forty billion people. More than six times the population of the world.




  An aide hurried forward and muttered in the ear of His Majesty. The aide had to reach on tiptoe to reach the royal ear. In his eighty-second year, the Sun King still stood six feet tall. The

  athletic muscle tone of his youth had softened slightly but though his weight was now some ten kilos more than in his prime, he remained an imposing figure. His face, which usually resembled a

  well-kept grave, hovered on a smile, then reverted to a baleful stare, but it was still obvious that he was savouring the moment.




  ‘Do excuse me, ladies and gentlemen. I have to take a phone call from President Chirac.’




  Presidents. Kings and Queens. Heads of State. Prime Ministers. He has met every world leader. His Holiness the Pope has been granted a number of audiences. The Sun King has a very clear view of

  his place in the world order.




  ‘Do you consider yourself the most powerful man in the world?’




  Most men asked such a question would demur. Would dismiss it with a laugh. Dr João Havelange, President of Fédération Internationale de Football Association – FIFA

  – did not demur and he certainly did not laugh.




  ‘I’ve been to Russia twice, invited by President Yeltsin. I’ve been to Poland with their President. In the 1990 World Cup in Italy I saw Pope John Paul II three times. When I

  go to Saudi Arabia, King Fahd welcomes me in splendid fashion. In Belgium I had a one-and-a-half-hour meeting with King Albert. Do you think a Head of State will spare that much time to just

  anyone? That’s respect. That’s the strength of FIFA. I can talk to any President, but they’ll be talking to a President too on an equal basis. They’ve got their power, and

  I’ve got mine: the power of football, which is the greatest power there is.’




  That’s the Havelange version of ‘yes’.




  On face value it is an outrageous claim, but the latterday Sun King offers an array of facts and figures to justify his opinion of himself. The Pope may well preside over one of the

  world’s major faiths, but Havelange rules over a religion that is devoutly followed by more than one fifth of the planet.




  ‘The World Cup 94 in the United States was watched by a cumulative audience of thirty-one billion people. More than five times the population of Earth. The annual turnover of football is

  $255 billion. It offers direct and indirect employment to more than four hundred and fifty million people. There are national associations affiliated to FIFA in one hundred and ninety-eight

  countries. More countries are affiliated to my organisation than are members of the United Nations.’




  Not so much a case of ‘I am the State’ as ‘I am the world’. João Havelange, like many a ruler throughout history, has strengthened his grasp on his throne by

  relentlessly increasingly his empire. On 11 July 1974, when he came to power after plotting and conspiring over the previous three years, the number of affiliates was one hundred and thirty-eight.

  That same year in Germany only sixteen countries contested the final stages of the World Cup. In 1998 in France there were thirty-two countries. This may or may not be for the ‘good of the

  game’. It most certainly had been for the good of Dr Havelange, ensuring, as it had, six continuous terms of office. The increase in the number of international competitions from two to eight

  had also been a vote winner among the delegates. The FIFA Coca-Cola Cup. The FIFA Futsal World Championship. The FIFA World Championship for women. The Under-17 World Championship for the FIFA/JVC

  Cup. As British sports writer Brian Glanville remarked to me:




  ‘Havelange has only two ambitions left to fulfil. The first is to become the first posthumous President of FIFA. The second is to organise a World Cup tournament for embryos.’




  In less than three minutes, hardly time to boil an egg, the Sun King had returned from his conversation with the President of France. Cordial regrets from Chirac that he would not be able to

  attend the junketing in Marseilles. The relationship had not always been so cordial.




  In 1985, during an International Olympic Committee meeting in Berlin, Chirac, who was then leading the bid from Paris, became enraged as he watched Havelange wheeling and dealing to ensure that

  the Olympic Games for 1992 went to Barcelona.




  The French team had gone to Berlin prepared to rest their case on the merits and virtues of Paris. Havelange, wearing his Olympic Committee member hat, was busily organising the Spanish-speaking

  members of the Committee behind the Barcelona campaign. The Havelange style of organising such an exercise involves lavish receptions, all-expenses-paid trips for committee members, gifts that

  began with Rolexes and ended with whatever value the committee member put on his or her vote. Just to make sure the vote stayed committed to Barcelona’s cause, members were wined and dined by

  Prime Minister Gonzalez and key members of his Cabinet and then entertained by the King and Queen of Spain. Chirac exploded.




  ‘If you don’t stop this bribery, Dr Havelange, I’ll start using my influence in Africa. Not to get the Olympic Games but to stop you getting re-elected as President of

  FIFA.’




  It made no difference. Barcelona got the Games and Havelange has continued unopposed, presiding over the world’s most popular religion.




  During his brief absence from the press conference, Sepp Blatter, the General Secretary of FIFA, had unwisely allowed questions from the press. The Sun King does not like the press, even less

  does he like questions from reporters. He turned a basilisk glance in the direction of one questioner.




  ‘Why hasn’t Pelé been invited to take part in the draw?’




  Mute messages passed between the two men. Blatter, small, rotund, one half of a very curious double act. Havelange, tall and, even now in his eighties, still exhibiting the physique of an

  Olympic swimmer. Blatter responded.




  ‘We do not have a problem with Mr Pelé.’




  There was muffled laughter. Everyone in the room knew that they did indeed have a problem with Pelé.




  ‘So why has he not been invited to take part in the draw along with the other great footballers?’




  ‘We have no problem with Mr Pelé,’ Blatter responded.




  ‘But …’




  ‘We have no problem with Mr Pelé,’ Blatter said yet again but this time with a note of finality. The General Secretary had been very well trained over the years by the

  latterday Sun King and the modern Cardinal Richelieu – Horst Dassler of Adidas. The ladies and gentlemen of the press came a great deal cheaper than an Olympic Committee member. If their

  potential accreditation to World Cup 98 did not fully concentrate their collective minds, there were always the freebies. The one thousand one hundred and eighty-one journalists milled around for

  their handouts. Chocolate bars from Snickers, razors from Gillette, filofaxes from Canon. They collected their caps, badges and watches. They slipped on a jacket, put a free football in a bag, took

  handfuls of stickers, key rings and pens and notebooks, put out their hands for free calculators that obligingly converted a range of foreign currencies automatically.




  Small wonder that the tickets to attend this affair were every bit as hot as the tickets for the actual football matches. The scene for the main festivities was the massively and expensively

  refurbished Stade Vélodrome. It was quite a party.




  There were the thirty-eight thousand ordinary guests. There were the one thousand five hundred special guests. If the former contained many children and teenagers, the latter represented the

  really major players of the game. Not the football stars, though they too were in attendance, but the power brokers, the wheelers and dealers, FIFA delegates who might carry many a vote in their

  back pockets. Sponsors whose millions paid for much more than the five days of junketing at Marseilles. At a cost of £5 million that represented just a little petty cash. The financial

  commitment of the sponsors since the mid-1970s had dramatically contributed to the financial feeding frenzy that football has become.




  The location might be Marseilles, but a stranger would have been excused for thinking that they had wandered into a rehearsal for a modern-dress play about Louis XIV. The subjects being

  discussed by small groups huddling conspiratorially had such timeless themes. Money, power, possessions.




  One group was preoccupied with the coming struggle for the throne. Would Blatter announce that he was going to run? Would Beckenbauer make a late challenge? What of Platini? Or Grondona or

  …?




  Another group was deep in discussion on marketing and television rights for 2002 and 2006. Talking telephone numbers had been updated. These people talked ‘one point four’ or

  ‘two point six’. Billions, of course.




  In one corner Graham Kelly and Sir Bert Millichip were arguing the merits of pay-TV. ‘Just move all the games to Saturday night or Sunday. Revenues in the first year? Oh, on top of the one

  hundred and sixty million already being paid by Sky, got to be an additional forty million. Growth potential is … Sky High!’ They exploded into laughter.




  Moving like patrolling barracudas through the room are the players’ agents. Not many have managed to get in, just a favoured few with good connections in Zurich. They want a piece of the

  action. They lust after a share of the wealth that is washing through the game in the last years of the century. Eighteen-year-old Michael Owen on ten thousand a week in 1998 set the benchmark for

  teenage footballers. By the end of that year, after a sensational World Cup debut, Owen was destined to receive a pay rise. His weekly wage packet with his sponsorship deals added to it would be

  £50,000. Some of the lads in their twenties and thirties are pulling in a bit more. David Beckham on £8.1 million this year just edges out Alan Shearer, but is still a long way below

  the top earner, Luiz Nazário de Lima of Brazil, better known as Ronaldo. He has a contract with Internazionale of Milan that brings in £100,000 per week, then there is his share of the

  $200 million sponsor deal with Nike that is paid to the Brazilian national squad for World Cup endorsements. Ronaldo’s earnings this year will be £20.5 million. Just under

  £400,000 per week. Ronaldo is twenty-one years of age.




  Looking after the needs of the guests were one thousand staff, a further five hundred security officers and two squadrons of gendarmes. Ensuring that the festivities ran smoothly were a further

  one thousand four hundred and fifty stage and television technicians. Fourteen articulated lorries had brought in various items of equipment.




  But above all there were the sponsors. World Cup 98 is not primarily about football. It is first and foremost about product. The product varies depending on who is making the pitch.




  At Marseilles in early December 1997 there was so much to do. Always assuming you had the right accreditation, the right labels, the proper badges and four different kinds of ID.




  One could breakfast with McDonald’s and chat to Ronaldo or Beckenbauer or Carlos Alberto Parreira. Lunch with the incomparable Pelé, courtesy of MasterCard, take afternoon tea with

  foreign ambassadors who were being paid to be pleasant by Adidas; have a glass of champagne with Newcastle’s Alan Shearer thanks to Umbro, who produced the England captain as if he were an

  extremely large rabbit and had him sign a fifteen-year deal worth – depending on his performance on the pitch rather than the cocktail bar – between ten and twenty million pounds.

  Shearer’s health is market-sensitive. Five months before the gathering in Marseilles Shearer had sustained a serious injury to ankle ligaments. Overnight £11 million was knocked off

  Newcastle’s shares. If the Umbro campaign had given the guest the taste for more, one could move on to canapés and more champagne, this time from Hewlett Packard. Finally, courtesy of

  FIFA there was a nine-course dinner with the Mayors of the ten cities where the various football matches would be played and, of course, yet more champagne, while five thousand children marched

  past the window of the restaurant in torch-light procession. All this and not one football kicked in earnest during the entire five days, the match between a Europe team versus the Rest of the

  World providing a perfect example of the great difficulty that trained athletes experience when attempting to run on a full wallet.




  All of this to celebrate the draw for the first round of the World Cup 98. Picking thirty-two slips of paper from a glass bowl. God only knows what the Sun King had up his sleeve for when the

  going got serious and we actually had the matches in June. Resplendent throughout the entire proceedings was Dr João Havelange. Never less than immaculately attired. Heaven help any FIFA

  official who ever comes within his area of vision with a top shirt button undone or a tie loosened. An enduring image of the opening ceremony for the World Cup Finals in the United States in 1994

  was the Sun King. On an afternoon in Chicago when the temperature was in the high eighties, with President Clinton perspiring freely, Havelange sat wearing his dark double-breasted suit buttoned up

  throughout the game. He never betrayed a moment’s distress, but then he never betrayed any other emotion either. Marseilles was the same. By comparison with the Sun King, the Sphinx suffers

  from chronic hyperactivity.




  There were moments, however, that gave possible indications that FIFA’s President was perhaps reflecting on things past, on times remembered. A glance into the middle distance, a failure

  to respond to a companion’s conversation, an aide telling him where to stand, moments where it seemed that perhaps for the first time he was accepting that his long reign was indeed drawing

  to a close. On 8 June 1998, in Paris, the twenty-four-year reign of President Havelange would come to an end and the crown would pass to one of the pretenders to the throne.




  If Havelange was indeed indulging in some nostalgic reflections during the events in Marseilles, there was much for him to meditate upon. This man, who is very much the master of all he surveys

  within the world of football, has had honours showered upon him.




  Those honours include the Cavalier of the Légion d’Honneur (France), the Order of Special Merit in Sports (Brazil), the Commander of the Orden Infante Dome Henrique (Portugal), the

  Cavalier of Vasa Orden (Sweden) and the Grand Cross of Elizabeth the Catholic (Spain). The full list of the honours awarded to the man totals over three hundred. In 1989 he was nominated for the

  Nobel Peace Prize.




  All of this and a great deal more besides reflects a man who should be held in the very highest esteem in any country where football is played. He told me that when he took over the FIFA

  presidency in 1974 the coffers were empty. Officials were at that time forced to live a hand-to-mouth existence, this at least is the view of Havelange. He bowed out in the summer of 1998 leaving

  FIFA with property assets worth in excess of $100 million and a guaranteed income over the next ten years of more than $4 billion.




  During his twenty-four-year reign football has been transformed. Spectators now sit in all-seater modern stadiums and in many countries have the opportunity to applaud twenty-two

  multi-millionaires onto the pitch. Many leading clubs now have fewer paying spectators than investing shareholders. Performance on the pitch is now matched by movement on the Stock Exchange.

  Promotion to the Premier League from the First Division in England is worth a minimum of an extra £5 million pounds revenue to a club. The price of relegation? Financial oblivion. During

  those twenty-four years, despite the excess of commercialism that engulfs football, the game has strengthened its grip on man’s imagination. A recent survey established that in Britain 95 per

  cent of men aged between twenty and thirty-four years of age would rather watch World Cup soccer than make love to the woman of their dreams. Michelle Pfeiffer, Claudia Schiffer and the others

  relegated to a waiting room until after the penalty shoot-out.




  So go out and get your twelve-pack, a crate of Cloudy Bay and your World Cup baseball cap, your World Cup key ring and notepad plus your World Cup sunglasses, your World Cup Adidas clothes and

  footwear, your World Cup 98 Coca-Cola, your World Cup Canon fax machine, pay for it all with your World Cup 98 MasterCard and settle down in front of your television set. Don’t try to get a

  ticket for any of the matches: with a 20 per cent allocation to sponsors and corporate guests in contrast to 8 per cent per team for their fans you will be unlucky, unless of course you happen to

  know one of the FIFA executives who are peddling them on the black market. Settle down and raise a can or a glass to the Sun King. More than any other person he is the one individual responsible

  for the happy state of affairs described above. Even more, he has promised each of the nearly two hundred federations a million-dollar gift per year for the next four years. To each of the six

  International Confederations he has promised a massive annual gift of ten million dollars for the same period. All of this to ‘improve the sport in their regions’. These vast amounts of

  money would also powerfully concentrate the minds of the delegates some seven months hence when they came to vote for Havelange’s successor in Paris.




  Dr João Havelange has swum a very long way since competing in the Olympic Pool in Berlin in 1936 and the water has not always been clean. According to the man himself, the world of

  football owes Havelange much. Why then is he so despised and reviled by so many people, both in and out of the game? Is there any truth in the allegations of corruption? Of illicit arms dealing? Of

  bribes given and received? Any validity in the allegations that among his friends are numbered some of the worst dregs of society, certainly people that no self-respecting Cavalier of the

  Légion d’Honneur should be consorting with?




  FIFA has as its motto the slogan ‘For the Good of the Game’. What follows is an attempt to establish exactly how good for the game have been the life and times of João

  Havelange.
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  His father Joseph Faustin Godefroid died in 1933 when Havelange was just eighteen years of age, his mother Juliette

  in 1945. Yet even today the now eighty-two-year-old still declares his father to have been his best male friend and his mother to have been one of his best female friends. What fortunate

  parents.




  Born in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil, on 8 May 1916, he was baptised into the Roman Catholic faith as Jean Marie (João) Faustin Godefroid Havelange. His parents ensured that in the classic

  sense the future President of FIFA had quite a few names to live up to.




  His father graduated as a mining engineer from the University of Liège before leaving in 1902 to take a teaching post at the University of San Marcos in Lima, Peru. Ten years later he

  returned to Liège and married his childhood sweetheart. Before embarking on a career change which would take him to Brazil, he returned to Lima to work out the end of his contract. For this

  return journey he decided to travel on the ship that was being described as unsinkable – the Titanic – but by the time he arrived at Southampton, the ship had departed, thus

  saving his life and making the presence of Havelange on this earth a future possibility.




  The young couple then moved to Rio, where Joseph was to work as a representative of United States Steel. A versatile man, he soon took on further representations for a variety of companies, but

  the one that would have resonance as far as his son’s career is concerned – resonance, that is, for some of João Havelange’s critics – was the work that Joseph did

  for La Société Française des Munitions. If the father is remembered at all outside of the Havelange family today, it is as an arms dealer.




  It was a comfortable childhood for João, his brother Jules and his sister Helena. Though not wealthy, the family enjoyed a good quality of life in the Brazilian capital. Wherever the key

  lay to explain the future achievements of Havelange, it cannot be found in formative years spent in extreme poverty. From his parents he was taught precisely the kind of values that one would

  expect from practising Roman Catholics.




  ‘My parents always stressed during my upbringing the value of friends. That friendship was something to be respected and maintained … Respect was yet another principle that I

  learned during my early years. Whether that of the most important people at the top of the ladder or those at the bottom who need help with their problems. I have the greatest respect for the whole

  of mankind. Honesty was another principle instilled in me during my education and by my parents from birth onwards, and one which I have respected throughout my life in managing several businesses.

  I have also followed this principle in carrying out my mandate as head of FIFA.’




  One of the inherent dangers in publicly stating the various principles that guide one’s life is the possibility that they will come back to haunt you.




  Havelange’s multi-racial environment in Rio during his early years has undoubtedly proved to be an invaluable asset in later years. A society that covers the full racial spectrum, or at

  least a considerable part of it as Brazil’s does, should with appropriate exposure ensure a freedom from prejudice and a balanced view of the one hundred and ninety-eight countries that

  currently comprise the FIFA membership, yet over the more than two decades that he ruled supreme over football, one recurring prejudice has emerged. He may be tolerance itself when it comes to

  blacks, Arabs and Jews. He may welcome with embraces those from India, Japan and Korea. But when it comes to the Old World he has frequently displayed anti-European sentiments. Indeed it was just

  such views that were fashioned into a winning election platform in 1974. For a man brought up in a household where only French was spoken and the native Portuguese language was very much relegated

  to minimum use, who then spent part of his school years in France, the Sun King is surprisingly hostile towards Europe. He is first and foremost a Brazilian, who has imposed on world football an

  infrastructure that is quintessentially South American.




  The cronyism, the wheeling and dealing, the secret dubious deals, the nepotism, the lack of democracy and the abundance of dictatorial leadership – aspects that have been such a feature of

  the Havelange presidency – demonstrate other early influences apart from his parents at work during his formative years. To listen to Havelange – and many have discovered that to

  interview him is to listen to him – he is the definitive example of the self-made man. Again and again he pays tribute to just one person, to one individual. Himself.




  One of the many characteristics that are evident when talking to the President of the world’s most widely followed religion is his obsessiveness. It manifests utself in a bizarre recital

  of his achievements. A recital that can range from the significant to the trivial.




  ‘My period in office represents 8,760 days and I was away from home for 7,200 of them, fulfilling my obligations. But it shows that I have been devoted to the task of developing the

  importance of football throughout the world … From 1974 to 1998 I have worked three hundred days a year for FIFA. I have taken part in 720 meetings of FIFA standing committees. I missed only

  five. I visited 192 countries at least three times. I couldn’t go to Afghanistan, the Samoan Islands or four former Soviet republics. I have over that time spent 800 hours per year on planes.

  That makes a total of about twenty thousand hours … I flew from Rio to Zurich twelve times a year which makes a total of 288 Rio–Zurich return flights.’




  If Trivial Pursuit ever becomes an Olympic event, my money – notwithstanding his age – is on Havelange. He is able to describe every trip he has made in detail, the time he arrived

  at the airport, the departure times, how long the stopovers were. He’ll tell you how he spent every living, waking minute of the twenty-four years. Perhaps not every minute. There are hours,

  days, weeks that Havelange prefers to draw a veil over, but again and again he will powerfully demonstrate an obsessive personality.




  It was one of the particular aspects of João Havelange’s personality that I discussed with Dr Haddock Lobo. He and the Sun King had a falling-out in the 1970s but prior to that they

  had been close friends for nearly fifty years. Lobo recalled the thirteen-year-old Havelange. In view of the fact that his father Joseph had been one of the founder members of Standard

  Liège, the son’s interest in the game was predictable.




  ‘At that time we both played football at the Fluminese. Havelange played as a half-back – central defender. Average ability. His father thought that swimming would be a better sport

  for João and became his swimming trainer. He trained constantly. Training without stopping. While others were swimming three hundred metres, four hundred metres, he would go to three

  thousand. Yes, some of this was his father’s influence, but the son was already very obsessive. He would go every day of the week, even Sundays. At that time the only pool open in Rio on a

  Sunday was at the YMCA. He’d be there every Sunday. Now that I’m much older and reflect on these things it demonstrates to me a man that was obsessed to be number one. To be the best of

  all.’




  In case the views of a man who, for much of the past twenty years, has been engaged in a bitter and costly legal battle with his former business partner be thought perhaps biased, those of

  another man who has remained a close friend for over fifty years are worth considering.




  Mario Amato, President of the National Industrial Confederation – CNI – vividly recalls Havelange at the São Paulo Club Espéria.




  ‘Havelange belongs to that class of men which no longer exists. He was an outstanding member of the water polo team. He also had the organisational skills to command all the other teams in

  the club. He’s one of those men with so much charisma that you want to touch him to see if he’s real; he’s an idol. I remember once a polo team was going to play in Europe and he

  had the pool filled with ice. He told the team that they had to get used to the temperatures they would find there.’




  At much the same time that he was impressing his Rio school friends with his determination in the water, Havelange was also beginning his lifelong interest in commerce, in turning a dollar.

  Though still a young student, he told me he would go to his father’s Rio office and help with decoding the telegrams.




  When I recounted to Havelange the tale from his lifelong friend Mario Amato of the ice-filled swimming pool he dismissed it as ‘a fantasy. It never happened.’ In studying the life

  and times of João Havelange it would seem appropriate to proceed with more than usual caution. Fantasy has been woven into the man’s history in many places, often by the man himself.

  The early years of Havelange are important for many reasons, not least because they hold at least two important keys. One unlocks the door to his personal credibility, the other reveals the origins

  of his private wealth. Havelange’s position is that it was acquired by hard work and honest endeavour. The extraordinary allegations that have swirled around his head for much of his

  presidency of FIFA suggest other explanations. That is why there is a need to examine the reality of his life during the pre-FIFA years.




  What is not in doubt either during his early life or subsequently is the almost fanatical desire to succeed that is within Havelange. In and out of the water he was and indeed still is obsessed

  with winning. With being the best. He told me how when as a young swimmer no matter how hard he trained – ‘six thousand metres in the morning and six thousand metres in the

  evening’ – no matter how long he practised, he could not win races. That indefinable additional element continued to elude him, until …




  ‘I don’t know where it came from, but suddenly something inside of me exploded. I started to win. Four hundred, eight hundred, and one thousand metres. I won them all. I wanted to

  fulfil the wishes of my father and one day my condition seemed to explode and I won. For ten years I won every single race in which I competed. I was champion of Rio. Champion of São Paulo.

  Brazilian champion. South American champion.’




  And throughout all the success his father was there. Urging him on until in 1933 his father suffered a cerebral haemorrhage. He lay close to death for many weeks. At one point he rallied and,

  regaining consciousness, asked his son to promise that he would continue to excel at swimming. Would make every effort to represent his country at the Berlin Olympics. Inevitably the son dutifully

  accepted the challenge. A few days later his father died. The teenager continued to win every race and was selected to swim for Brazil at Berlin. His winning streak was about to come to an end.




  ‘Today between Rio de Janeiro and Zurich you’re talking about a flight of eleven, eleven and a half hours. But at the time of the Olympic Games, there were no planes, we went by

  boat, and so we came by boat from Rio de Janeiro to Bremerhaven and it took twenty-one days. And there was no swimming pool on board, so we arrived six days before the competition and we

  didn’t have time to build up our condition. I did participate, but I wasn’t able to come up to this condition.’




  The 1936 Olympic Games in Berlin had in the minds of the organising Germans only one aim. To glorify the Nazi regime of Adolf Hitler. The Games had been awarded to Germany before Hitler attained

  full power. As the evil reality of the Third Reich became apparent there were growing attempts, particularly in the United States with its influential Jewish population, to organise a boycott of

  the Games.




  Despite the fact that three years after attaining supreme power Hitler’s dictatorial abuse of what had begun as a legally obtained position was obvious to all, the Games went ahead.

  Heil Hitler! had become the obligatory form of greeting; a cult of Führer worship held Germany in its thrall. Political opponents of every persuasion were purged, imprisoned or

  murdered. Free speech no longer existed; the supremacy of the Aryan race was an article of faith. Jews were deprived of citizenship, forbidden to marry non-Jews and barred from the liberal

  professions. Concentration camps contained many whose only crime was to have been born Jewish. By the time that the Games opened in mid-1936 it was equally obvious that Germany was re-arming. All

  of this and a great deal more was self-evident, but not to everyone.




  Havelange recalled to me his impressions.




  ‘The organisation. The attention to detail. The efficiency. The Berlin Games was one of the most excellent spectacles I have seen in my life. Everything was grandiose and perfect. You have

  to remember what period of history this was. Everyone admired the progress of Germany.’




  Havelange applauded the extraordinary feats of the black American athlete Jesse Owens, the modest twenty-three-year-old who, through his remarkable talents, gave a definitive one-man response to

  Hitler’s views of Aryan supremacy as he won four gold medals and out-ran and out-jumped all others. The Brazilian was unaware that Hitler stormed from the Olympic stadium rather than meet the

  triumphant Owens. Was equally unaware that Hitler made a point of congratulating Lutz Long, the German-born American who came second to Owens in the long jump, while ignoring the winner. Was also

  unaware that Minister for Propaganda Josef Goebbels had dubbed Jesse Owens and the other black Americans as ‘black mercenaries’. There were other aspects that still over sixty years

  later came readily to mind for João Havelange:




  ‘Once the Games were over the [German] government made it possible for any of the athletes to visit any of the cities we wanted to. And we travelled by trains which were exceptional, first

  class, and we had a reduction of 75 per cent on the fare.’




  ‘And what was the impression you gained of the rest of Germany after the Olympic Games?’




  ‘Everyone seemed happy, that was the impression I got, nothing was short, everyone was polite. Of course the young people of my time were not like youth is today. We didn’t engage in

  politics and today young people are only interested in politics, so this is a different aspect. I must admit that the time I spent in Germany at that period was undeniably unforgettable and a

  wonderful time.’




  In the autumn of 1936 Havelange returned to Brazil with fond memories but an uncertain future. His late father’s business was long defunct. The lucrative arms deals that had put food on

  the table during his father’s life had passed into other hands. The young man turned initially to a modern Dante’s Inferno. He went to work at Siderúrgica Belgo-Mineira, an iron

  and steel construction company.




  If his recollections of that period are as accurate as the statistics he reels out concerning his FIFA years, the four years gave him an all-round business grounding.




  ‘I was doing all the administrative work. Dealing with the workers, receiving clients, everything to do with the organisation for about ten dollars a week. I went to the boss after four

  years and said, “I’m resigning. I never want to work for another boss in my life.” ’




  By now qualified with a law degree, Havelange, according to what he told me, worked for a couple of years as a lawyer before going to São Paulo in 1940 to work in a legal capacity for a

  bus company. After several transport companies had merged, Havelange was appointed as a director. Since that time Havelange invariably describes himself as the owner and president of the company

  that is now known as Viação Cometa:




  ‘Thirty million people a year are transported by my company, which I have now been with for fifty-eight years, fifty-four of them as President.’




  Further research of the early Havelange years established a more prosaic picture. Dr Lobo is adamant that his former friend and business partner never practised as a lawyer.




  ‘Yes, he went to university and he did graduate as a lawyer, but he never practised. Look, I graduated with an accountancy degree. I’ve never practised. Does that mean I’m an

  accountant? It’s just a name.’




  And president of an inter-state bus company?




  ‘He went to São Paulo and after working for Siderúrgica Belgo-Mineira for a few years he went as a clerk to a small bus company. Some years later this company took over

  another, Viação Cometa. This acquisition gave the company access to inter-state routes. Havelange was indeed promoted onto the Board after some years but it was my understanding that

  the title of director was an honorary one. He was never president.’




  Whatever the precise truth of his early years at the São Paulo-based bus company, Havelange certainly acquired a complete grounding in the nuts and bolts of running interstate

  transport:




  ‘With the war, South America had been cut off from Europe so we could no longer get spare parts. They dismantled fifty of these two hundred and fifty buses and they set up a stock of spare

  parts and this way we were able to continue working throughout the six years of the war with 200 buses in the city of São Paulo. When the war was over the mayor of São Paulo offered

  to set up a government transport company to absorb all the private companies. And I was asked to become a director of this new company. But I didn’t accept because I don’t work for

  governments. I’m too independent to submit to politicians. And so the city company, government company, was set up and the war had finished in May 1945 and at the end of ’46

  Viação Cometa was set up. And instead of working in the cities, we started working between the cities, say for example like between Geneva–Zurich, Zurich–Lausanne and so

  on.’




  ‘And were you still on ten dollars a month at this time?’




  ‘That’s another matter. And throughout the whole network we transport thirty million passengers a year. And when Brazil was undergoing a very major financial crisis we had to cut

  down from sixty trips to twenty-six. With these sixty trips we had a seat occupancy rate of 80 per cent. With this crisis we had twenty-six trips, so out of sixty trips we lost thirty-four, but by

  selecting the best drivers and the best buses we offered a completely reliable service and increased our seat occupancy rate to 100 per cent. During this entire crisis we had fifteen thousand on

  the payroll and we didn’t sack anyone at all. The reason for this, you get to know people during times of difficulty, not during times when everything is going well. The life of a normal bus

  is five years. During these five years each bus normally goes through two engines, and each engine would cover with no problem a million kilometres. So each year you renew six hundred buses and

  these buses are completely reconditioned, you install either a new engine or a reconditioned engine and we can issue a guarantee that this engine is going to run for a million kilometres. And we

  have a very large market for these reconditioned buses, because in accountancy terms, after five years, each one is devalued to the point where it’s only worth a dollar. As if it didn’t

  exist at the end of five years. So by reconditioning it and putting in an engine that was going to last another million kilometres, well, they came from Chile, Argentina, Uruguay, Paraguay to buy

  these buses, and they paid us in dollars and this helps us to keep the balance. So you can understand why FIFA for me is … I didn’t come here simply to watch football matches. I came

  here to administer this as if it was a company or an industry.’




  These were invaluable lessons. Again and again throughout his life Havelange would apply that same very acute business sense. His life is riddled with such examples. Also evident throughout the

  years and burning just as brightly in his eighty-third year is the desire to be not just a winner but to be the winner. As we stood out on the second-floor patio of FIFA House in Zurich I

  took a moment to enjoy the stunning view. Havelange was anxious to point out to me not Lake Zurich or the Fraumunster with its stained-glass windows by Marc Chagall or the Belvoirpark.




  ‘Where we are standing there was when I took over in 1974 a small, two-storeyed building. There were eight staff in all. I had the building knocked down and this modern headquarters built.

  Over there I bought that building to house our technical staff. Over there I acquired that building. Further over where they are busy demolishing that old hotel a new building will rise for more

  FIFA staff. I now have over sixty full-time personnel working here. All of this has been acquired in the most desirable part of Zurich. The real estate FIFA now owns is worth at a conservative

  estimate over one hundred million dollars.’




  In that moment I knew that when the young Havelange set out on his journey through life, whether it was bus companies, real estate, condoms or football associations, whatever he was going to get

  involved with he would not rest, would not pause, would not reflect until his organisation was the biggest, the best, the most valuable in the world. At a given point in his irresistible rise he

  chanced upon the beautiful game. In twenty-four years of supreme power he has taken it and transformed it. Revolutionised it. Whether that transformation has been for the better, whether that

  revolution has enhanced the game, whether the game is as innocent and as beautiful as it was when Havelange decided to make a career out of it, I leave for the reader to decide.




  While demonstrating at the Viação Cometa bus company an industry and an attention to detail that at least during working hours channelled his obsessive personality, Havelange out

  of work still spent hours in the swimming pool, training, always training. Three times he won São Paulo’s long-distance swimming race across the Tiete River. In 1952 he again

  represented his country, this time as a water-polo player, at the Helsinki Olympics. In 1956 he was chief of the Brazilian delegation at the Melbourne Olympics.




  In the same year he was elected Vice President of the CBD, the Federation of Brazilian Sports, responsible for overseeing twenty-three different sporting disciplines. Havelange had been

  collecting sporting committee positions since 1937; by the time he had become number two of the most powerful sporting organisation in Brazil he had held a string of administrative positions.




  His election as President of the CBD two years later in 1958 happily coincided with one spectacular sporting success for Brazil.




  When Havelange had become Vice President of the CBD, one of the particular sports that he paid keen attention to was football, especially the national squad.




  Today, notwithstanding what happened in World Cup 98, Brazil represent for millions around the planet all that is best about football. Style, flair, elegance, panache, accomplishment, genius.

  The dictionary has been ransacked for superlatives to describe successive Brazilian teams over the past forty years. Magnificent, matchless, unrivalled, supreme. The remarkable skills that the

  Brazilians have shown the world over four decades stay for the spectator forever frozen in the memory. It was not always so.




  During the 1950s the Brazilian national team was both Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde. Both personalities were frequently on display during the same match. Their talent was often masked and marred by a

  level of violence that if perpetrated off the pitch would have resulted in prison sentences. In 1954 the World Cup was held in Switzerland, for no better reason than the fact that FIFA was

  celebrating its fiftieth anniversary and wanted the tournament in its own backyard.




  This particular World Cup saw the birth of the televised match. On 16 June, millions of new fans were converted to the sport when they saw Yugoslavia beat France 1–0. Many of the

  subsequent matches were also televised and the move towards the rampant commercialism of the present day had begun. If a recording exists of the quarter-final between the favourites Hungary and

  Brazil, and it is ever re-shown on television, it should carry a health warning for viewers of a nervous disposition. The good, the bad and the ugly were all on display during what was forever to

  be known as the ‘Battle of Berne’. Two penalty kicks were awarded. Three players were sent off – two Brazilians, one Hungarian. When the war on the pitch reached the full-time

  whistle, it carried on into extra-time on the touchline and the changing rooms. The Hungarian coach Gustáv Sebes was punched in the face, the Brazilian captain Pinheiro was hit in the face

  by a bottle that many observers insisted had been wielded by the injured Hungarian star Ferenc Puskás, who, having watched the attrition from the sidelines, was eager to join in. The brawl

  involved the majority of the two teams, the police, photographers, members of both the Hungarian and Brazilian delegations. The Brazilian squad invaded the Hungarian team’s dressing room. The

  World Cup Disciplinary Committee, who in their entirety were watching the match, declined to take any action. When English referee Arthur Ellis, the one individual to emerge from the affair with

  his reputation enhanced, subsequently asked Bozsik, the Hungarian captain whom he had sent off, whether he had subsequently been suspended by his national association, Bozsik replied

  disdainfully:




  ‘We don’t suspend deputies in Hungary.’




  The moral clearly was: if you wish to behave disgracefully during a World Cup game, first get yourself elected to parliament or, in Bozsik’s case, the Hungarian National Assembly.




  The score – if anyone cared – was Hungary 4, Brazil 2.




  Referee Arthur Ellis recently recalled the match: ‘I thought it was going to be greatest game I’d ever see. I was on top of the world. It was a wholly deluded anticipation. Whether

  politics and religion had something to do with it, I don’t know, but they behaved like animals. It was a disgrace.’ Ellis was contemptuous of officialdom’s response to the

  shambles. ‘FIFA turned a blind eye. Too many committee members were afraid of losing trips to nice places.’




  Perhaps beyond a certain level of desire reason goes out of the window as madness comes in the door. Four years earlier at the still unfinished Maracaná Stadium in Rio two hundred

  thousand spectators, virtually all cheering for the home team, had seen victory snatched from the favourites Brazil by a goal fifteen minutes from time that gave Uruguay the 1950 World Cup. By the

  time that the winners did their traditional lap of honour the world’s largest football stadium was virtually empty. The burden of expectation had proved too heavy to bear, but still the

  Brazil of 1950 could take pride in their contribution to that Final. There was no pride to be taken in the débâcle in Berne.




  In 1956, during Brazil’s tour of Europe, the dark side of the Brazilian game was again on show. After a match in Vienna, the Brazilian team and their officials attempted to attack the

  referee. Brazil had become the team that all others feared playing for all the wrong reasons.




  There were just two years left before the World Cup would come around again. Two years before Brazil would probably again self-destruct on a world stage. It was precisely at this time that

  João Havelange was elected President of CBD. Havelange, a committee man par excellence, began to demonstrate that a committee of seven works best when six are either absent or silent.




  ‘I applied the same principles of organisation to the problems of the national team that I had applied to Viação Cometa.’




  ‘Running a bus company surely requires quite a different expertise to running the country’s football team?’




  ‘All that differs is the fine detail. The need for a board-based administrative concept is shared. The need for a wide range of specialists in a variety of disciplines is shared. What

  differs is the kind of specialist. One needs mechanics who take a bus apart, diagnose the problem and remedy it. The footballer needs not just coaches, but specialists, psychologists for instance.

  I appointed a new coach, Vicente Feola. He was from São Paulo, I knew him well. Another São Paulo man I appointed was the team doctor, Hilton Gosling. I appointed a team psychologist,

  Professor João Carvalhais. He was also from São Paulo.’




  ‘What was the thinking behind the appointment of a psychologist?’




  ‘I had the security of a comfortable environment to grow up in. For me to travel abroad to Berlin, Helsinki or Melbourne was not a problem. Many of these young footballers came from humble

  homes, from the favelas, from backgrounds of great deprivation. They had to make tremendous adjustments, sometimes in a very short space of time. They had to channel their natural violence,

  had to understand and accept discipline. Before I took control no thought had been given to these problems. We could not continue towards the 1958 World Cup in Sweden in the same manner. I was

  determined that what had happened at Berne and in Vienna would never happen again. One of the first things that I did was produce with the help of these professionals – doctors, psychologist

  and the rest of the experts – a highly detailed, very secret report on every single potential member of the national squad. Those that in our opinion could not or would not make the necessary

  adjustments were dropped from the squad. The psychologist played a vital role in all of this. There is no point in sending a team out that is only physically prepared. They must also be mentally

  fit.’




  In the mid-1950s such thinking was radical in the First World. In the Third World it was unheard of. In England most First Division clubs in those pre-Premier League days had not moved very far

  from the ‘squirt of pain relief spray, a mouthful of water and a suck on a piece of orange’ school of care for their players.




  The appointment of a doctor to care for the England squad did not occur until Alf Ramsey was in charge in 1963. By 1998 the number of backroom boys assisting the English manager had risen to

  eighteen and included Ray Clemence as special goalkeeping coach, Gary Guyan in charge of video research – particularly of opponents’ previous games – and Roger Narbed as

  travelling chef.




  The 1950s was still the era of no substitutes, not even in Cup Finals. It was a regular occurrence for men who were seriously injured to grit their teeth and move out to the wings. During the

  1950s, if a player of Slaven Bilic’s class had collapsed on the floor and rolled about in apparent agony after being tapped on the face, rather than the French captain Laurent Blanc being

  sent off, Bilic would have been laughed out of the game. What a machismo society like mid-1950s Brazil made of doctors, advisers, psychologists and the rest of Havelange’s infrastructure

  beggars belief.




  João Havelange owes a great deal to the Brazilian national squad that went to Sweden in 1958. Owes far more than he would ever admit or acknowledge. In particular he owes a debt to one

  player that he could never repay. Perhaps that is why Havelange, rather than acknowledge his debt to that player, has over the past decade done everything in his power to insult him and dismiss his

  extraordinary achievements. Inevitably his public displays of contempt have not hurt the man as much as they have diminished Havelange in the eyes of the football world. The player in question is

  Edson Arantes do Nascimento.




  Pelé.




  Yet it all began so differently.




  When some of the ‘experts’ decided that, talented though the young Pelé undoubtedly was, he should not go to Sweden, that his time would come perhaps in Chile in 1962,

  Havelange was among those who argued long and hard that Pelé should be part of the squad, should indeed be part of the team that might finally win for the first time for Brazil the coveted

  Jules Rimet Trophy.




  João Havelange has become through his long life a man who does not just like winning arguments, but a man who will go to any lengths to ensure that his point of view prevails. It was a

  characteristic forged through hundreds of committee meetings reaching back to 1937 when he became at twenty-one years of age Water Polo Director at Clube de Regatas Botafogo. He had not wheeled and

  dealed to get the top job in the world of Brazilian sports to defer to others. Since the death of his parents there is scant evidence that Havelange, until comparatively recent times, has ever

  deferred to anyone. Pelé went to Sweden.




  In truth Brazil were lucky to qualify for the Finals. In their final qualifying match against Peru they scraped home winning 1–0. Didi executed one of his famous foglia secca

  – falling leaf – free kicks, an innovation that would in the coming years be better known as the banana shot. British sports writer Brian Glanville told me:




  ‘Didi very nearly did not make the trip to Sweden. He was considered well past his best. He was thirty. Also he had married a white woman and furthermore questions had been raised about

  his level of commitment. I remember after he scored the vital winning goal in that final qualifying match he then had to wait until Havelange, his coach Vicente Feola, the doctor, the psychologist

  and God knows who else argued the toss about him. While this was going on, Didi remarked publicly, “It would be funny if they left me out after I paid for their ticket.” ’




  The Havelange obsessive attention to detail was very evident at many levels. On previous World Cup expeditions the Brazilian squad had accepted whatever base was offered by the host nation. Not

  this time. Hilton Gosling, the squad doctor, and the psychologist João Carvalhais preceded the main party and scoured Sweden for weeks before finding a perfect location for the training camp

  outside Gothenburg.




  Some of the travelling circus of football journalists made Brazil pre-tournament favourites on the basis that if the array of talent within the Brazilian squad performed to their full potential

  then the Cup was theirs for the taking. Others dismissed Brazil’s chances, convinced that the dark side of the Latin American football psyche would erupt under pressure, that all it would

  take was a few particularly bad fouls from cynical opponents and the Battle of Berne would have a Battle of Gothenburg for company in the football hall of shame. If a national squad that contained

  players of such supreme talent as Didi, Garrincha – ‘The Little Bird’ – Nilton Santos, Vavà, Zito, Zagalo and a handful of other world-class individuals resorted to

  thuggery, then the game was not worth the candle and we might as well pack up and go and watch professional wrestling.




  Then there was Pelé.




  In the latter part of 1957, some nine months before the World Cup in Sweden, news of Pelé had begun to emerge from Brazil. In those pre-satellite and in many countries pre-television

  days, the news was largely by word of mouth. Could this new prodigy be as good as was claimed? Could he be half that good?




  In their woodland retreat, the Brazilians went through their daily routines. Apart from the traditional training schedule, because of Havelange’s various innovations, there were other more

  unusual sessions.




  These included long conversations with the team doctor Hilton Gosling. Many of the squad used Gosling as a substitute father. They confided in him, shared their worries and preoccupations with

  him. Among this group was Pelé, still carrying an injury sustained back in Brazil. Concerned that his injury might not heal in time. Anxious that if it did the weight of expectation that had

  been placed on his shoulders should not affect his game.




  There was Garrincha, the definitive free spirit, with astonishing natural gifts, remarkable speed and swaying body movements, crippled from birth, poorly educated, and against such huge odds a

  member of the squad. Those odds included the psychologist’s evaluation that Garrincha was mentally retarded and unfit to play in the World Cup.




  ‘The other one’ was a description frequently used by the people of Brazil when referring to Garrincha. There was Pelé and ‘the other one’. Born Manoel da Silva, on

  18 October 1933 in Raiz da Serra, Petropolis, shortly before his family moved to a shanty town high in the hills above Rio, an environment virtually lacking every basic necessity of life.

  Garrincha, the ‘Little Bird’ – that was his other nickname – took the one escape route that was available to somebody from the shanty towns. Football.




  If God had given Garrincha a twisted deformed body, the Almighty had also given him, to balance his so-called low IQ, the brain of a footballing genius. There was indeed a simple touching

  naiveté about Garrincha, but that was off the pitch. On the pitch few were his equal.




  The masseur accompanying Brazil to Sweden was Mario Americo:




  ‘Garrincha was the only one who did not allow his legs to be touched, but he had great respect for me. In Sweden he had bought himself a marvellous radio for more than one hundred dollars

  which left me green with envy because I did not have so much money. One day when we were alone and the music stopped for the Swedish commercials, he said: “This radio won’t be any good

  in Brazil because it only speaks Swedish. And everybody is going to laugh at it …” And after thinking he said to me: “And what can I do?” I replied: “It’s very

  easy. Sell it to me for forty dollars. It doesn’t matter that people laugh at me. I’m not as important as you.” He replied: “But I paid more than a hundred …”

  “I can’t do more,” I said. Then he sold me the radio for forty dollars, with the promise that nobody would find out that he had paid more than a hundred “for that

  thing” …’




  Among the other diversions from the conventional distractions at Brazil’s camp in Sweden were the sessions with the psychologist Carvalhais. His methods certainly bemused some of the

  press. He did not talk to the players one to one: ‘This might make any problems they had become even greater,’ he told the reporters. No, he did not talk to them in groups either. This,

  he explained, ‘might bring back unpleasant memories of authority figures like teachers and produce negative results.’ He liked to get the players to express themselves through drawings.

  He would for instance get them to draw the enemy. Those players they would soon be facing during their group matches. England, Russia and Austria.




  Obviously the talents of Pelé and Garrincha at the painting easel left something to be desired. Neither was selected for the first match against Austria. Brazil won 3–0 but the

  normally sad-faced Vicente Feola could hardly manage a smile. He thought they should have scored many more. For the second match the coach again considered he had no need of the ‘Little

  Bird’ or Pelé. This time the opponents were England. In the first half Brazil missed a hatful of chances, in the second they were fortunate not to concede a penalty when Kevan the

  English centre forward was hauled to the ground by Bellini. The result was a 0–0 draw.




  Before the third game the squad had a private meeting after which a deputation of players presented themselves in front of the doleful coach. Feola looked up from his deliberations. He had been

  busy shuffling yet another set of changes. He was destined never to play the same team twice running throughout the entire tournament.




  The deputation did not profess to know much about art or who had drawn the best stick man during the training sessions, but they held very strong views about who should be playing. They demanded

  the inclusion of Garrincha for the match against Russia. Feola was obviously a highly unusual man. He listened to what the deputation had to say, then picked the Little Bird for the third game. For

  good measure he also brought in Zito and Pelé.




  Russia were the first team to get a close-up view of this new team. In the first minute Garrincha hit the left-hand post. A minute later Pelé hit the right-hand post. Two minutes later

  Vavà went one better after a defence-splitting pass from Didi and the ball was in the back of the net. From there on it was one-way traffic with the Soviets desperately defending. There was

  only one more goal, again from Vavà after he had exchanged a string of passes with Pelé, but if even a small percentage of the near-misses had been converted, the Russians would have

  featured in the record books under the category ‘Most goals conceded in a World Cup match’. The Brazilians demonstrated skills and abilities that placed them in a different league from

  their bemused opponents.




  Garrincha in particular was unplayable and stunningly unpredictable. At one point his bemused marker Kuznetsov backed off as Garrincha yet again came swaying towards him, then the Brazilian

  trapped the ball dead and ran off into the centre leaving the dead ball for a colleague. Kuznetsov was the picture of uncertainty torn between following Garrincha and staring hypnotically at the

  dead ball. Didi appeared and flicked it across the pitch. At another moment Garrincha held the ball while five Russians encircled him but none daring to lunge at the ball.




  This was the team that the entire country of Brazil had been yearning for, had fantasised about. Extraordinary natural individual skills married into a group ability. If Garrincha was the

  undisputed man of the match, Pelé showed enough of his own range of talents to justify the extravagant claims that had been made, not by him but by others. Pelé himself then and now

  epitomised modesty. With this performance he announced to an international audience what had already been demonstrated for over a year in Latin America. At the time he played against Russia he was

  seventeen years of age. Brazil were now through to the quarter-finals where they faced Wales.




  Again Feola played around with his team selection. This time he brought back Mazzola and dropped Vavà, the scorer of the two goals against Russia. If it had been difficult before this to

  know what was going on behind Feola’s tinted glasses, it now became impossible to fathom the inner workings of the Brazilian coach’s mind.




  The Welsh fought a resolute rearguard action against the rampant Brazilian forwards until the sixty-sixth minute when the deadlock was broken. Pelé’s shot took a deflection and the

  ball hurtled past goalkeeper Jack Kelsey. Pelé recalled that moment when talking to me.




  ‘It was one of the most important goals that I ever scored. Not one of the best, but it settled me. Calmed me.’




  From now on the genius that is Pelé would be increasingly revealed to a world audience. This young man who as a member of a poor family living in Baura in the State of Minas Gerais

  learned his football skills in what to a young boy in today’s Europe would seem to be unbelievable conditions. There was no money for footballs or boots. A ball would be made out of rags and

  paper and played with until it disintegrated. His father was an average professional playing for the local team of Minas Gerais. Pelé wanted no more than ‘to be like my Dad – a

  footballer’.




  It was seen as a precarious living and though he was showing as a very young boy unusual control and ability, he was destined to become a shoemaker. In his early teens he was spotted by Valdemar

  de Brito, a former international, who was astonished at the boy’s natural skills. He persuaded the fifteen-year-old’s parents to forget about shoemaking and took the boy to sign on for

  Santos, a São Paulo club.




  ‘My first contract was for ten dollars. Nine months later when I was sixteen and I was told I had been picked for Brazil, I got a rise. It went up to fifteen dollars a month.’




  He was still playing on the same contract during the World Cup series in Sweden. Only five feet eight inches tall, weighing one hundred and forty-five pounds, the muscle tone of a perfectly

  proportioned athlete. He was about to show the world at large skills that are given to very, very few footballers and one of those skills has never been equalled. He was a goal-scorer supreme.

  Agile, resilient, he held the ball – or so it seemed – on a piece of string before releasing it again and again with a venomous right-foot shot. His ability in the air was equally

  devastating. And to top up the array of gifts he demonstrated a temperament that was exceptional. His coolness, his ability to keep his head when many around him were losing theirs, bordered on the

  unearthly. He was destined to take through his career the most brutal treatment imaginable from a succession of defenders who had concluded that even a genius like Pelé needed the use of his

  legs to play. The courage that he showed was as formidable as his talent. Once in a lifetime, if the onlooker is fortunate, a sportsman comes along who stands comparison with any who have ever

  taken part in that particular sporting discipline. Such a man is Pelé. The last hero.




  Now in Sweden, 1958, only France stood between Brazil and a place in the Final. France, the tournament’s high scorers with fifteen goals in four games against Brazil whose defence had yet

  to concede a goal.




  Two minutes into the game Didi, Garrincha and Pelé combined in brilliant fashion to lay on a goal for Vavà, who had been recalled. Seven minutes later the French equivalents,

  Raymond Kopa and Just Fontaine showed telepathic understanding and Fontaine equalised. The Stockholm stadium exploded with excitement and the action moved from one end to the other. In the

  thirty-fifth minute the fate of the game was resolved. The French defender Robert Jonquet collided badly with Vavà and was carried off with a serious injury to his right knee. He returned

  later but was reduced to limping awkwardly along one of the wings. To play against this Brazilian team with only ten fit men was to tempt a terrible fate. Retribution was swift in coming for the

  unfortunate French. Didi had put Brazil ahead with Jonquet still off the pitch. In the second half Pelé shifted up several gears. He tore through the depleted French line again and again as

  he scored three goals and eclipsed even the fabulous Garrincha. The final score was Brazil 5, France 2.




  After the game the goalkeeper Claude Abbes, speaking with great feeling, said:




  ‘I would rather play against ten Germans than one Brazilian.’




  In the Final Brazil faced the host nation, Sweden. It was precisely this fact that prompted many of the pundits, particularly the European coaches, to plump for the home team to win the World

  Cup. The experts were convinced that, confronted with a massive home crowd support roaring on the Swedes, the temperamental Latins would be unable to control their inner fears and would inevitably

  self-destruct when the moment of truth arrived. All that was needed was for Sweden to get an early goal and it would be Goodnight Rio.




  In view of what had occurred in Berne and Vienna it was a valid proposition, one that was given every opportunity of success.




  As the tournament had progressed, the Swedish football authorities had become increasingly concerned by the curious apathy of the home crowds. Even as Sweden began to make progress, nothing it

  seemed could animate the Swedish spectators to really get behind their team. For the semi-final against West Germany cheerleaders were drafted in. This then relative novelty in a football ground

  did the trick and to the encouragement of cheers, chants and flags, Sweden beat West Germany 3–1.




  As the Final approached João Havelange, back in Rio, brooded on every aspect. He’d stayed behind ‘because there were cheques that needed to be signed for the CBD’.

  Others in Brazil, both at the time and now, offered an alternative explanation. Fear of failure and a desire to distance himself from the team’s likely defeat. On the phone at CBD

  headquarters in Rio, he worried about the referee and sought reassurance from the World Cup Committee that the neutral referee would stay neutral and would not bow to home crowd pressure. He

  worried about the cheerleaders and the general pumping up of the Swedish spectators during the semi-final. He made loud and persistent complaints to the Committee and eventually won a pre-match

  victory. It was announced that the Committee had forbidden in the most grave terms any manifestation that might indicate that Sweden were playing at home. The cheerleaders were banished and the

  Committee so put the fear of God up the already law-abiding Swedes that it was obviously seen as a breach of the peace to shout or cheer for the home team. As a result the crowd of some fifty

  thousand spectators were for the most part strangely quiet. The exceptions were the Brazilians who had made the trip. Presumably they did not understand the World Cup Committee’s statements.

  In any event they ignored them and kicked up a dreadful noise.




  The Swedish manager and coach George Raynor had airily declared before the start of the game:




  ‘If the Brazilians go a goal down they’ll panic all over the show.’




  Thus Raynor aligned himself with what had become a very popular theory.




  Four minutes into the game Sweden went a goal up. Liedholm glided past the Brazilian defenders into the penalty area and beat the Brazilian goalkeeper Gilmar with a low shot to the right-hand

  corner. It was the first time in the tournament that the Brazilians had trailed. The cynics waited for the storm as Didi picked the ball out of the net. Six minutes later Brazil were on equal

  terms, Garrincha almost inevitably being the goal-maker. Going past two defenders and leaving them floundering in his wake he crossed for Vavà to score.




  Garrincha was in sublime form but the Swedes were more than making a game of it. A shot from Pelé that hit a post was answered with a Swedish attack that saw them thwarted at the last

  moment by Zagalo heading off his line. After thirty-two minutes Garrincha again went down the wing, crossed for Vavà to make it 2–1.




  Ten minutes into the second half Pelé tore the heart out of the Swedish team. With his back to the goal he drew gasps from the crowd as he killed a high centre with his thigh. He hooked

  it over his head and over the Swedish centre-half, twisted around and past the startled defender, caught the ball on his instep and volleyed it past Svensson the Swedish goalkeeper.




  Bravely as they stuck to their task, the tide was running irresistibly against the Swedes. No team in the world could have overcome Brazil on this day.




  Zito and Didi had become like Tweedledee and Tweedledum. They changed and re-changed positions, they switched play from one side of the pitch to the other in the blink of an eye. The full-back

  Djalma Santos, playing in his first game of the tournament, began to behave like a forward as he indulged in foraging runs that took him deep into enemy territory. Vavà and Pelé were

  doing up front what Zito and Didi were doing further back. With thirteen minutes left the defender Zagalo swept into the opposing goal area and, hurtling past three defenders, scored the fourth

  Brazilian goal. No fists in the air, no running to the crowd to milk applause. No grabbing of the corner flag and posturing. No simulated rocking of babies. No exchanging of kisses and cuddles,

  either vertically or horizontally. No masturbatory gestures of any kind whatsoever. He knelt, crossed himself and shed tears of joy.




  Those Brazilian fans who had not understood the World Cup Committee’s strictures were by now threatening to turn the affair into an impromptu carnival. There were constant shouts of

  ‘Samba! Samba!’ Sweden scored a second goal as Simonsson took advantage of a sleeping linesman ignoring a palpable offside. But the final word was Pelé’s. Leaping

  majestically higher than all around him to meet Zagalo’s centre he headed the ball in a perfect arc over the clutching hands of Svensson.




  When the final whistle went the Brazilian team ran around the pitch holding their national flag. Then they ran around again holding the Swedish flag. The Swedes had not been disgraced. They had

  been outclassed. Brazil had finally, for the first time, won the World Cup.




  Over the years since that remarkable team exploded into the public consciousness one man more than any other has taken the credit, or rather has attempted to claim the credit for that

  extraordinary achievement. Not Pelé, not Garrincha. In fact, none of the players. Not the coach or the doctor or the psychologist.




  ‘I won my first World Cup in Sweden in 1958,’ Dr João Havelange said to me. It was much the same as he has been saying to others for forty years. He also remarked:




  ‘Pelé owes me a great deal and his debt to me began in the 1950s when I gave him the chance of going to Sweden.’




  Havelange, of course, had not bothered to go himself, but had stayed at the office taking care of business.




  ‘History,’ it has been said, ‘is but a fable agreed upon by man.’ Not if the man’s name is Havelange. In his case it gets personally rewritten.




  Havelange saw the players as merely the final parts of an elaborate master plan of his creation, a concept rather on a par with the Allied Supreme Command who were responsible for so much of the

  slaughter during the First World War. The man in the street in Rio, on Havelange’s São Paulo omnibus, in Porto Alegre and throughout Brazil saw the World Cup triumph quite differently.

  The nation believed that the national squad in general and the men who had played in the various games were responsible for this famous victory. The nation exulted in their team and in that moment

  of exultation the seeds were sown of the greatest threat to the continuing irresistible rise of João Havelange. Somehow, if Havelange was to really capitalise personally on the World Cup

  triumph in Sweden, Brazil would have to do it again.




  Through this famous victory the poor, the underprivileged, the disadvantaged could for a while forget their mean squalid lives. It was carnival time, only better and bigger and it would go on

  for longer. It would one way and another go on for four years. It would continue until Brazil were called upon to defend their title of World Champions in Chile in 1962.
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