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Prologue


Football was always what I wanted to do. I played for two decades in the professional game and when someone asks me what was the most important thing I won, I always say an England cap. Individual medals didn’t matter so much. Playing for England was the pinnacle of my career and every cap carried the same weight for me.


But there was one experience of playing for my country that I loved more than any other. That was playing for England in the 1996 European Championship. It is a rare honour to play for your country in a home tournament, to be at the core of all the hope and patriotism and unity that floods through the nation, and that was what it was like to be an England player at Euro 96.


So many things came together for me at that tournament. I was 34 by the time it began, so I always knew it was likely to be my last hurrah on the biggest stage and I savoured every minute of it. I rode my luck a bit in terms of keeping my place in the side, but I started every one of our five games and surfed the wave of emotion all the way.


I wasn’t actively seeking redemption for missing the critical penalty in the shoot-out at the end of the 1990 World Cup semi-final against West Germany, but redemption found me anyway. It found me at the end of the Euro 96 quarter-final against Spain, when there was another penalty shoot-out and I took another penalty.


It found other people in that side, too. Paul Gascoigne had been ridiculed and pilloried by the press before the tournament, but he emerged from it, just as he had in 1990, as a national hero. Alan Shearer was surrounded by doubts before the tournament and he finished it with the Golden Boot. Tony Adams was facing personal demons but he was a lion of a captain.


It took a little longer for Gareth Southgate to find his redemption, not that he had anything to be ashamed of. But when he took England to the World Cup in 2018 as manager and led them to their best performance in a generation, uniting the country in the process, his football life came full circle.


There were wider issues at Euro 96, too, that made it special to be a part of. Our success in the tournament seemed to create a moment of national catharsis. Sixteen years before the London Olympics, it was an event which allowed us to feel good about ourselves for a little while and abandon ourselves to a happy kind of patriotism unlike the brand our football supporters sometimes took abroad.


I played on for a while after those Euros but, in a way, that tournament defined me. It cemented my reputation among the supporters as one of them, I think. It underlined my image as someone who would give everything for their country, because people could see it written on my face. Some people pay lip service to being proud to represent their country, but I don’t pay lip service. I was a hard-nosed bastard, someone that people liked to call ‘Psycho’, but playing for England was at my core.


 


I’m not sure I’m a psycho but I did want to give everything and I never wanted to show I was hurt. I suppose that came from my upbringing. My parents were married for fifty years and so I had a really stable background. My eldest brother, who is fifteen years older than me, was into football and boxed at amateur level and he was like an auxiliary dad to me.


My old man was there for pretty much every football match I ever played as a kid. He used to work in hotels and restaurants in London as a head waiter, places like The Savoy and Quaglino’s. He got us out of Shepherd’s Bush, which was a bit rough at the time, and we moved out to Kingsbury, in north-west London, which was a nicer area but more expensive, so he had to get a decent mortgage.


He didn’t drive because he had no patience, so my mum drove him to central London to go to work in the morning and then picked him up from work in the early hours. He did that every day until he had paid the mortgage off. The day he got the money for the final payment, he packed his job in.


He got a job in the local post office that finished at 1 p.m., so he could come and watch me play school football, district football, county football or whatever. I always knew he was there when he was on the touchline, but he wouldn’t say a word. He just gave me a look. 


It was always pumped into me to never let the opposition see you were hurt. Some of that probably came from my eldest brother being a boxer, too. If you show any vulnerability in a boxing ring, you are in big trouble. It makes the opposition come on to you. The old man was similar with me. Never show the opposition you are hurt. If you are hurt, get up. That was drummed into me.


All of a sudden, twenty-five years later, I am playing for West Ham and I break my shin and I get up and walk off – because of his words. That was his influence. You get on top of the opposition and you don’t show weakness and you grind them down. My parents were fantastic role models to me in terms of values.


 


I used to put too much into the preparation to get on to the pitch to be rolled over by somebody because I hadn’t given my all in terms of determination or I didn’t want it enough or didn’t have it in my heart.


I fed off anger. That’s part of my personality. A refusal to be cowed. Sometimes things happen in games and you get an almost superhuman energy from somewhere. You can’t play ninety minutes in a state of rage, of course, but if someone has wronged you in a game, that little burst of energy you get from the anger can turn the tide.


I wasn’t stupid. I didn’t let rage rule me. If I felt somebody would get the better of me physically, I wouldn’t take them on. I wouldn’t back away from a challenge or a tackle. But I wouldn’t have taken on Mick Harford or John Fashanu, because there would only have been one winner. I wouldn’t make it a physical encounter as that plays right into their hands. I had a little bit of know-how about me.


You fight on your terms and use your strongest card. It’s like Top Trumps. If I felt I could intimidate someone to make my life easier during a game, then I would do so. If that individual was stronger than me, then, apart from the times when the ball falls between the two of you and there is no backing down, I wouldn’t turn it into a physical encounter. Why would you?


I saw something written in the paper the other day and the question was ‘Are you motivated more by love or hate when you play football and which is the more powerful?’ Interesting question. Really interesting. If it were me, I would lean towards hate.


I remember the former Liverpool defender Neil Ruddock talking about this and he said, ‘If I want to play better in a game, I just lose my temper.’ You find this extra surge from somewhere. As long as you can control that, you can use it and you can profit from it.


 


I played with hate for England, too. I played with resentment and anger. I saw criticism coming, so I used the hate as a kind of pre-emptive strike. There was so much hostility from the press, in particular, when you played for your country that it was easy. You tell yourself, ‘OK, what have I got to lose?’ You are in front of a firing squad anyway, so it doesn’t make any difference; you might just as well come out fighting.


At the World Cup in 1990 and at Euro 96, the England players got so sick of the criticism before the competitions had even started that we thought, ‘Stuff you, what’s the worst that can happen to us now? You’ve already had a dig at us, you’ve put a marker down that you don’t like us and you think we’re rubbish, so we’ll just have to show you.’ And in both tournaments, we showed them.


At the other end of the spectrum, you do what Gareth did with the England team and the media before the 2018 World Cup and you build the love. His players felt as though the pressure had been taken off them. They felt that the media were right behind them and, more importantly, the crowd and the supporters watching at home were right behind them, too.


At both ends of the spectrum the pressure was taken off. It is the in-between that is the killer when it comes to adversely affecting the players. It’s the not knowing whether you are going to be slaughtered or whether you are going to be given the benefit of the doubt. It’s the idea that if you make a mistake, there will be people coming for you, but if you do OK, or if you hide, then you might escape.


So I’ve seen Kieron Dyer, for example, say that he was afraid to take risks for England or play his normal game because he was worried about the reaction of the media or the crowd in the stadium, and I understand that. He was caught between two emotions. He never got to the position where he was entrenched, saying it was him against the world, or where he was loved no matter whether he excelled in a game or not and could grow in stature accordingly.


 


In my case, I would motivate myself by hating the opposition. It wouldn’t be outside influences like the media. It was controlled aggression. My game was built on controlled aggression. There may have been other facets of the game that I wasn’t bad at as well, but if you asked supporters what epitomised me, they would say aggression.


I was also cold and calculating. I’m not sure many people saw that. I would do what I could up to the edge of the laws of the game, but I would try not to let the team down by going too far. I would never go over the top and get myself sent off. You have to be quite clinical in your mentality and know how far you can take it and where to draw the line to keep yourself out of trouble with the officials.


That didn’t stop me making things personal on the pitch. I had no problem at all doing that. That motivated me. I have played against people who are really good friends and my attitude was that all is fair in love and war. I would give them no quarter and they would expect that.


Trevor Peake was a mate of mine when we played at Coventry and he was the best man at my wedding, but when I was with Nottingham Forest, every time we played against Coventry, if I had a chance to get involved in a challenge with him, I’d take it. He once got so incensed after one of my tackles on him, he chased me halfway up the pitch. Listen, you’re wearing a different-coloured shirt to me. That’s the beginning and the end of it.


People will bump into me sometimes and we’ll have a chat and they’ll say, ‘I hadn’t realised you were such a nice bloke.’ I’m not a bad bloke. I think I take a lot of people by surprise. But playing football is about winning. It’s about the moment and it’s about the game. After the game, it’s about being a nice person, or the best person you can possibly be.


I didn’t mind being nicknamed ‘Psycho’. I took it as a compliment from the fans. It was funny. But it didn’t mean I was some sort of madman. When I was a coach at Manchester City, Kevin Keegan signed the Germany international Michael Tarnat and when he arrived at the training ground, I introduced myself. He said, ‘Oh, I know you, you’re crazy, aren’t you?’ ‘No,’ I said. ‘No, I’m not.’


I played the game in a certain way, but the stakes were high. I make no apologies for anything I have done on a football pitch. There was a desperation to win and play your strongest card and sometimes my strongest card was aggression and the ability to intimidate an opponent. Don’t ask me not to be aggressive on a football pitch. It’s like asking Gazza not to play a key pass.


I always liked Pat Nevin but he was on the worst end of a lot of things when we played against each other. It was almost a mark of respect from me. People don’t realise it but the players I roughed up the most were the ones I knew I would have to quieten down. If I wasn’t worried about a player, if I didn’t think he might give me a problem, I wouldn’t bother.


If it was Nevin or Matt Le Tissier and I thought, ‘Damn, I’ve got a tough day ahead of me if this fella has a good ’un,’ they would get roughed up. If I was up against someone and I thought, ‘He’s not going to cause me a problem, he can’t beat me, he can’t run away from me,’ I wouldn’t waste a booking on him. It’s just cold and calculating.


 


There were times when I thought I wouldn’t even make it to Euro 96. I knew that Terry Venables, the England manager, didn’t rate me particularly highly and that his first-choice left back was Graeme Le Saux. I knew that age was catching up with me and that some people felt I ought to accept the inevitable, step back and admit defeat.


I didn’t want to do that. I didn’t want to retire. I wasn’t ready. I loved playing for my country, so when Terry gave me the opportunity to go out on my own terms, I declined the invitation. I said I’d take my chances. I knew I was past my best, but I also understood that I knew my craft. And I knew that being involved in Euro 96 was a prize worth fighting for.


After everything that had happened at the 1990 World Cup, and especially that night in Turin, I had a debt to my country that I didn’t realise I owed until the afternoon at Wembley when I paid it back.
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The Right Stuff?


I played seventy-eight times for England over the course of a twelve-year international career. I will be remembered, I think, for the love I had of playing for my country and for two penalties. I missed one and I scored the other. I’m lucky that they came in the right order: the journey towards my defining moment of putting away that penalty against Spain in the quarter-finals of Euro 96 had begun six years earlier on a night of heartbreak in Italy.


When I walked from the centre circle towards the penalty spot at the Stadio delle Alpi in Turin on the night of 4 July 1990, most people thought I was going to score. That was partly because I had established myself as a regular and successful penalty-taker for Nottingham Forest. But it was also because fans thought I was made of the right stuff.


These were the deciding moments of a World Cup semi-final against West Germany, but being made of the right stuff was about as far as the science of penalty-taking went in those days. It was about character. That was how it was seen. There was no inkling that maybe we should be studying the statistics of how successful each player was when practising penalties.


Practising penalties was actively frowned upon by some managers, anyway. Even when I went to the 2010 World Cup as part of Fabio Capello’s coaching set-up, it was frowned upon. Fabio didn’t want the players practising penalties and he didn’t want the goalkeepers thinking about them, either. He thought it would distract them from the business of the match itself. Penalties were only ever an afterthought.


So when I walked up to the spot in Turin, Martin Tyler, the match commentator, was pleased for those reasons: ‘England will feel pretty happy about Stuart Pearce coming up in this situation,’ he told the millions watching at home in England as I prepared to take our fourth penalty. ‘A man who doesn’t mince his words and really doesn’t mess about when it comes to hitting a football.’


 


I had loved everything about my experience at that World Cup until then. It was the first time I had played in a major tournament; I was young and confident; and I was playing for a manager, Sir Bobby Robson, who I respected and who I knew had faith in me. Not many people have a bad word to say about Sir Bobby and I’m the same.


I’m forever indebted to him because he gave me my first international cap. Kenny Sansom was the starting left back before me. He was one of our all-time great defenders and somebody I admired. I was in awe of him, really. When I was a non-league player at Wealdstone, my manager introduced me to Kenny at an awards dinner. He had a bottle of champagne tucked under his arm and when my boss told him I was going to be an England player, too, one day, he was generous in his advice.


Sansom was approaching 30 when he played in the 1988 European Championship, which was a poor tournament for England, and after they were over there was a clamour for me to replace him. Some people in football harboured doubts about my playing style and said that the way I tackled and the aggression I showed would be a problem in the international game, but Sir Bobby ignored them.


I had made my debut in May 1987 in a Rous Cup game against Brazil but I missed out on the Euros because of a knee-ligament injury and so Sir Bobby picked Sansom and Tony Dorigo. After the Euros, though, I became the starting left back and by the time the 1990 World Cup came around, I had already won twenty-four caps. When the tournament began, I felt that I was ready.


 


There is a lot of nostalgia about Italia 90 now and it is easy to forget that we went into that tournament against a backdrop of concern about English football hooliganism. English clubs were still banned from European competition after the Heysel Stadium disaster of 1985 and there had been problems with our supporters in Germany two years earlier. Some politicians were suggesting that the team should be brought home at the first hint of trouble.


The sports minister, Colin Moynihan, had called our fans ‘worse than animals’. Hooliganism still blighted our game and English football was still reeling from the great tragedy of the Hillsborough disaster of 1989. Margaret Thatcher was prime minister and her view of our fans was that they were ‘a disgrace to Britain’. It was a view shared by many. We were exiled to Sardinia to play all our group games, away from the Italian mainland.


It was said there were almost 7,000 Italian police in Cagliari for the first match, more than the total of England fans. The supporters who misbehaved were given short shrift by the forces of law and order. Many of them complained of victimisation. Moynihan responded by sending a letter to the Italian government, praising the way they had dealt with the situation. That endeared him to the England fans.


The atmosphere between the players and the media was fraught, too. It was known that Sir Bobby was going to be leaving after the tournament – he had effectively been forced out by the FA – and to the players, the attitude of the press seemed to be that they were ready to give him a kick up the backside to help him on his way. We didn’t like that and so there was a stand-off.


It is easy now to think that Sir Bobby was always regarded with great affection by the media and the fans. That was the way it should have been. But it certainly didn’t feel that way in Italy. He was mocked and hounded by the press. His tactics were ridiculed and they made him out to be a fool. That was all conveniently forgotten in later years when he was anointed a national treasure.


The pre-tournament camp in Sardinia didn’t go particularly smoothly. There was one occasion when I saw Steve McMahon, the Liverpool midfielder, picking up a copy of a tabloid newspaper and ripping it to pieces because there was a false story about some players having a fling with an Italian public relations girl. There was even a suggestion that I was involved at one point. That, at least, gave some of the other players a laugh, but there was definitely a feeling of ‘them and us’. In fact, there was a feeling of ‘us against the world’.


There was something similar before Euro 96, when there was the furore about the players’ behaviour in Hong Kong and the Dentist’s Chair incident, but the animosity was worse in 1990. In Italy, the relationship with the media was particularly volatile and hostile, and it had the effect of galvanising the squad.


Paul Parker was just about the only player who would speak to the press in Sardinia. Gazza threw a bottle of water over him at one point during an interview. I didn’t give any interviews but that wasn’t particularly unusual. A few years earlier, when Sansom was still the first-choice left back, I’d done an article with a reporter who had asked me whether I was looking forward to playing for England. I had said that I was, obviously, but it was made to look as if I was big-headed and that I was expecting to displace Kenny. 


I hated that. So I stopped doing interviews. I just didn’t want distractions. I didn’t want to speak to a paper and tell them a story about myself and then worry about how it had been portrayed. It meant that when I opened up a newspaper, I never needed to worry about the possibility I’d dropped myself in the mire.


I got a reputation as someone who disliked the press, which wasn’t really true. It was just self-protection. You get a bit of experience about how the media can work sometimes. I knew that they needed to sell their stories with decent headlines and that worthy sentiments wouldn’t be enough for them. So I steered clear as best I could. A few years later, I picked up a paper and saw a picture of Tony Dorigo with the headline ‘I want your job, Stuart Pearce’. It made me smile. It was history repeating itself.


 


There was pressure on us when we got to Italy. England had reached the quarter-finals of the World Cup four years earlier under Sir Bobby and had come home with a kind of honour after being knocked out by Diego Maradona’s brilliance and his handball goal. But the Euros in 1988 had been a disaster and it felt as if some of the media wanted us to fail again.


I enjoyed the build-up to the tournament anyway, but it wasn’t without incident. We played a warm-up game in June against Tunisia in Tunis and only managed a draw, which prompted more criticism of the manager. The press had already used up ‘In the Name of Allah, Go’ as a headline a couple of years earlier, after a game against Saudi Arabia, but now there was another inquest.


And there were fun and games in Sardinia, too. Many felt that that tournament marked a change in the nature of the relationship between the players and the media. Until then, there had been quite a few friendships between the two camps and we would often travel on the same plane to matches. But now there was a different kind of interest in what the players were up to and a lot of the senior professionals felt that it crossed a line. There were news reporters on these trips now, not just the sports reporters we knew. The agenda was changing. It was the beginning of the press prying into the private lives of players.


We were staying at the Is Molas resort 20 miles outside Cagliari and that story about the public relations woman, in particular, had made the players suspect the press were trying to undermine us. Gazza gave an interview where he said it felt as if the press were making it impossible for the players to enjoy being at the World Cup. He said the press were trying to ruin players’ lives.


It was known that Sir Bobby would be at PSV Eindhoven the next season and that was another source of tension. One paper accused him of betrayal and said that in former times, he would have been locked up in the Tower of London for treason like that. That was the kind of thing that made other players want to rip up newspapers, too.


The treatment that Bobby Robson got was interesting. When he was with England, he was often lampooned. He was portrayed as an old dodderer who couldn’t even get people’s names right and who was a victim of player power. He was underestimated and he was patronised. He had never won the league title as a manager, even though he had done fantastic work with Ipswich Town, and so, in some quarters of the press, he was not treated with quite the same seriousness as some other managers.


And yet after he left the England job, everything changed. It wasn’t long before people realised quite what they had had in Sir Bobby Robson. They began to recognise the measure of the man they had mocked and understood that maybe they ought to have treated him with a little more respect.


He travelled around Europe as a manager, from Eindhoven to Sporting Lisbon and Porto, and then to the biggest club job of his life, at Barcelona. People didn’t mock him any more then. It was then that they said he was a national treasure and realised that he was not only a fine manager but a great man.


He ended his career by managing his home-town club, Newcastle United, and he was so beloved in the north-east that they built a statue of him after he had gone. He got his rewards in the end. He got the respect he deserved. But when we were in Sardinia ahead of the 1990 World Cup, that respect felt a long, long way away.


 


It wasn’t easy for the manager. Sometimes, things seemed to be conspiring against him. Our captain, Bryan Robson, hurt his toe when he tried to tip Steve Hodge off a bed and the bed landed on his foot. Seven players had been for a night out in the local town, Pula, so the rest of us christened them the Pula Seven. Robson needed an injection in his toe to play in the first game, against the Republic of Ireland, and then damaged his Achilles tendon in the second game, against Holland.


Even back then, I was one of the few that bucked the trend and didn’t drink. In fact, I only had a drink when I was on England duty on about three occasions. That was it. I preferred having a drink when I could go under the radar a bit more – when I didn’t have a Three Lions logo on my shirt, when I was at a gig maybe, certainly somewhere where I wasn’t standing next to Gazza.


I was old-school in some respects, but not in terms of getting drunk when I was with England. It wasn’t a moral thing or anything like that. And it wasn’t that I didn’t occasionally like to have a drink. I simply felt I had to be more professional just to be on an even footing with some of my England team-mates, who I considered to be a lot more talented than me. Sometimes I looked at them and felt like an impostor, probably because of my humble beginnings in non-league football. I never really rid myself of that feeling. Brian Clough, my manager at Nottingham Forest, had told me he wasn’t sure I was good enough to play for England, and there were times when I looked at the other players in the squad and wondered if I agreed with him. Maybe they could get away with going out for a drink the night before training, but I knew I couldn’t.


And that was before I put myself up against players from West Germany and Italy in important matches, when I knew I would have to be at my very best to stand a chance of competing with them. Some players would use training on a Monday, for instance, to blow away the cobwebs, but I knew that if I went out drinking, I’d lose my place in the team.


 


Our first game of the 1990 World Cup, against Ireland in Cagliari, was an affront to football. It was a disgrace. It was two teams kicking lumps out of each other. And that was it. We were in a group with Ireland, Holland and Egypt and because the Dutch were seen as the powerhouse of the group, both Ireland and England knew neither of us could afford to lose that first game. It was so bad that La Gazzetta dello Sport’s headline the next day was ‘No Football Please, We’re English’.


I felt nervous during the game, which we drew 1–1. Bobby Robson came over to me after the match and said, ‘What’s the matter with you, son?’ He said I looked nervous. The truth is I was nervous. I hadn’t really realised just how constraining it was going to be for me to play in a major tournament. ‘I have given you twenty international caps for you not to be nervous today, son,’ he said.


The result intensified the discussions about our formation. We played with four at the back against Ireland and even though 4-4-2 was our tried-and-trusted system, a lot of the players felt we were better-suited to playing with three central defenders. The main catalyst for those discussions was Chris Waddle, who was playing for Marseille at the time and was a big fan of the 3-5-2 system.


Some of the media suggested that Bobby Robson had been overruled and forced into playing a different system, but it didn’t feel like that to me. Not that I would have recognised player power back then. I was at Forest playing for Brian Clough. You didn’t do player power with Brian Clough. The only way players showed their power in that dressing room was by nodding when he shouted abuse at you.


Robson was an intelligent coach. He was open-minded. He didn’t resist the change of formation. I think he recognised it suited the playing resources we had. I saw Gary Lineker say recently that Sir Bobby had discussed the change in formation with him, Peter Shilton, Terry Butcher and Bryan Robson. That sounds about right.


From a selfish point of view, I wondered if it might affect my position, because Tony Dorigo was a more natural wing-back than me and I never felt I would automatically get picked, so just keeping my place in the team was my main consideration. You end up being selfish like that. You want to stay in the team. England being successful and me being on the bench would have been a poor tournament for me. 


I didn’t really know how to play wing-back, but I managed to keep my place anyway. I just charged up and down. In most of the matches at World Cup 90, me and the opposition wing-back simply cancelled each other out. I wasn’t clever enough to know where I should be standing and how to adjust my position, so my contribution was not as substantial as I’d have liked. 


At Forest, I was used to getting one-twos off Nigel Clough and running into spaces and surging forward. With England, when I gave it to John Barnes, I soon realised I wasn’t going to be getting it back again. We didn’t really complement each other like that. John Barnes was the bigger name and the better player by far, so I naturally deferred to him. He was a wonderful player and England icon, still an important part of the Liverpool side that had won the league title that season, which was the last time they lifted the trophy until Jürgen Klopp’s team repeated the feat in 2020.


And apart from the fact that John Barnes had so much skill and wanted to use it, the system we were veering towards changed the way I played. When you are the wing-back, you are standing further up the pitch so you are not coming on to things. I would have lost my place to Dorigo if we had been playing that system for a year or more coming into the finals, but we hadn’t, so I was retained.


 


We were wary of the Dutch when we faced them in the next match. They had an outstanding team. There was the famous triumvirate of Frank Rijkaard, Ruud Gullit and Marco van Basten and they were supplemented by other world-class players like Jan Wouters and Ronald Koeman.


We played much better than we had against Ireland and even though it was a 0–0 draw, the performance was hailed as a triumph for the sweeper system. Mark Wright played alongside Terry Butcher and Des Walker in the back three and Paul Parker and I were pushed up as wing-backs. Gazza was superb and he produced one Cruyff Turn in the second half that had everyone purring. The bigger the stage and the better the opposition, the more Gazza loved it.


That was the game we lost Bryan Robson. It felt like a big blow at the time when he limped off because he was a player of such stature, but David Platt replaced him that day and really stepped up. The longer the game went on, the more likely it seemed we were going to win it.


In fact, close to the end, I thought we had won it. We got a free kick on the right-hand side of their penalty area and I took it. I whipped it round the wall with my left foot and the Dutch goalkeeper, Hans van Breukelen, dived at full length to try to reach it but couldn’t keep it out.


It was an indirect free kick but I celebrated the goal because I thought Van Breukelen, who had played for Forest until the season before I arrived there, had touched it on the way in. He told me later he had it covered but I think it beat him all ends up and he just couldn’t get anywhere near it. Anyway, it didn’t count.


That left us needing to get a result in the last group game, against Egypt, to be sure of going through to the second phase. It was another difficult, disjointed game and Egypt concentrated on getting men behind the ball and trying to frustrate us as we searched for the goal we needed.


We got it just before the hour. We won a free kick just inside the left-hand touchline and when Gazza curled it high into the box, Mark Wright produced a fantastic leap and got to it before the Egyptian goalkeeper and glanced it into the empty net. It wasn’t pretty and we never really found any rhythm, but it didn’t matter. It was a win and it got us through to a second-round match against Belgium.


 


We moved away from Sardinia for the first time and played the Belgians in Bologna. We got lucky, really. They were the better team and Enzo Scifo bossed the game from midfield. Scifo hit the post, Jan Ceulemans hit the post and even though John Barnes had a goal disallowed for offside, we were fortunate that we stayed in the game long enough for it to be heading towards a penalty shoot-out.


Then, in the last minute of extra time, Gazza, who was probably the only player on the pitch who still had the ambition and the confidence to believe that the game could be won before it went to spot kicks, broke out of defence and drove deep into the Belgium half.
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