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Introduction

As I rode the glass lift down the outside of the vast grey bulk of the San Siro, hordes of jubilant people spilled round the squat spiral walkways to either side of me. They were mostly Milanese, but they’d become, for a day, honorary citizens of an African country whose national gold reserves are smaller than the personal wealth of Diego Maradona.

At the foot of one of the pillars, an enormously tall rasta, naked to the waist, knelt among a throng of photographers on the red, yellow, and green flag of Cameroon; he repeatedly bowed his head to the Tarmac, arms outstretched before him in exultant triumph and amazement.

In the parking lot, another man stood with his wife and two small sons – all four were dressed from head to foot in the blue and white of Argentina. The man raised his hands above his head and chanted at a TV crew, with a frantic and lonely grin, ‘Ar-gen-tina! Ar-gen-tina!’ – and he tried to get his family to join in.

But the wife and the kids looked embarrassed and miserable; they knew who’d won, and they knew the man of the family looked ridiculous. Argentina 0, Cameroon 1. It was the most sensational opener in the history of the World Cup – and one of the wackiest afternoons I ever had in my life.

And I felt thrilled to the core – because in Cagliari and Rome, in Naples and Turin, there was so much more to come …

This book is not exclusively for people who love football.

People who do love football will, I hope, enjoy vehemently disagreeing with at least half of what’s said in it, since that’s at least half of what being a fan is all about.

We all picked our own teams – then we thought the manager was a wart when he picked someone else. We all thought Brazil were either brilliant, or terrible – what are the artists doing, we cried, playing this defensively dreary Euro-formation? And we all thought England were either lucky, or magnificent – at last, we cried, the yeomen are playing that fluid and flexible Euro-formation …

A lot of us probably thought, at one time or another, that Brazil and England, to stick with those two, were brilliant, terrible, lucky, magnificent, so unlucky it’s daylight robbery, the best team in the world, the worst team in the world, Sodbury Mechanicals could put a hatful past ’em with a hangover on a Sunday morning … it all depends on where you’re sitting.

Chris Waddle said on the eve of the Belgium game in Bologna – suddenly giving up on a detailed criticism of the way England had traditionally played football, and the way that had tended to limit his contribution – ‘But who’s to say I’m right? Every system’s there to be beat, and it’s all opinions, isn’t it? That’s why it’s such a great game.’

With football at its peak, these opinions – this turbulent Babel over whether this man should play instead of that, over whether our system works better than theirs, over whether this team’s a bunch of cheating slime, or whether that other team has eleven heroes, when last month you thought they were all playing in diving boots – all these opinions, when football’s at its peak, have about them a passion that no other sport can generate with such intensity, for so long, among so many.

In the reception at Anfield, a couple of days after Liverpool were beaten by Crystal Palace in the FA Cup semi-final, I watched two angered and grieving men come close to blows as they discussed the merits or otherwise of Dalglish’s team selection … Why? Why does it matter so much? Why, at Italia ’90, were some games seen by forty per cent of all the people on this earth? And why did a total of thirty billion people tune in, at some point, to those fifty-two games?

For those who’d not normally think of themselves as ‘people who love football’ I hope this book might go some way towards answering those questions.

In England, thirty million people watched the semi-final against West Germany in Turin on 4 July 1990 – the biggest TV audience in the country’s history for any single sporting event, and not far short of twice the previous record held by the Tyson–Bruno fight.

Among those thirty million were many who’d never been to a League match in their lives; and many more like my wife who, when she was a kid, went to watch her local side a few times, but who’s never bothered much since. Given that the side in question was Huddersfield Town, there’ll be cruel souls who’ll say, no wonder she stopped bothering – but she enjoyed it. She just wasn’t interested enough to keep going as she grew older.

When it came to the World Cup she, and her parents, and millions more, all got interested again. Everyone likes to watch the people who are best in the world do their thing – but doubly so when the people who are best in the world suddenly turn out to include your own team.

So this book is for those people too, in the hope that some will stay interested now, and start going again to a game that’s been much traduced, has many failings, and is under greater threat than ever from greed and TV – but which still remains, for the moment, the most thrilling and beautiful game ever played.

This is not a disinterested hope. For many Brazilians it may have been heresy to play a European defence – three in the centre, two pushing up wide. But when England did this, it was progress – what we might call a leap into the present – and it worked. The players certainly liked it – and, in theory, it encourages a more open and more skilful game than our traditional congested midfield, with the ball hoofed biff-bang-wallop over the top to avoid the jam.

As English grounds (far too slowly) become safer and more sanitary, attendances have been rising for several years. With the success in Italy, and the return of English clubs into Europe, it’s a sound bet they’ll rise even further. But the new spectators will expect our clubs to strive for the new standards set by the national side. If they don’t, the new spectators won’t stay – and the success in Italy will have been a hollow gesture for everyone, barring only the twenty-two men and their manager who achieved it.

As for Italy it was, certainly, often thrilling and beautiful to be there; and it was many other things besides. The World Cup’s grown so big (some would say, so bloated) that it’s become a whole alternative world unto itself: Planet Football, an unreality zone of media and marketing mayhem, a land of hysterical fantasy.

So in one way I didn’t go to Italy at all. I got there and found that the country had turned into a logo, and the game into a cross between epic saga, operatic flourish, organised intelligence, and sheer brute war.

But then, Planet Football – it’s a place where the simple dreams of boys kicking a ball between coats on the ground are force-nurtured, under floodlights and cameras, to the most mutant and enormous dimensions.

The harvest of this strange place, this sporting greenhouse, is soul food for billions – a kind of particle accelerator for the emotions of the world. People hunch intent with their drinks before jabbering screens in Dublin and Douala, Moscow and Medellin, São Paulo and Seoul. They watch the dramas far away; their spirits go speeding down the tunnel of the game and, smashing, release subatomic primal frenzies of hope, joy and despair on to the streets of the world.

Because you’re in a territory now that excites alarm and exhilaration in the hearts of those who travel it. You creep under outcrops of rage, cross ridges of desire, and fall lost in wide plains of desolation; you stumble past fleeting vistas of sublimity, and mire in bogs of failure.

At the core of this crazed landscape, the great stadiums wait – the stills in which men and their nations are boiled down to the essence of what they are.

So this is a ride round the fourteenth World Cup – a trip to Planet Football. I got there via Stockholm and Poland, then, when I arrived, I went to twelve different matches between thirteen different countries in six different cities in twenty-seven days … and this is how it was.


1   Sardinian Cavalcades

Welcome to Cagliari

Mario Mariosardara, known to one and all simply as Marius, is a slightly stout, bow-legged, and cheerful man, looking very well indeed on his sixty-odd years. He’s the chairman of the Cagliari supporter’s club, and his bar – the Bar Marius on the junction of Viale Trieste and Viale Trento – is a shrine, a veritable temple to the great and good god Football.

We met in April, at a conference called ‘Arrivano Gli Inglesi’: ‘The English Are Coming’. It had been called to consider how Cagliari might best prepare itself for the most feared fans in the Mondiale – but as far as Marius was concerned, the English were welcome. He had a big banner put up in his bar to say so; and among the pictures of his local heroes on the shelf behind the chrome counter, he added for the occasion a signed photograph of Gary Lineker.

After the conference, the British Council gave us dinner at Il Corsaro, on Viale Regina Margherita. I sat on Marius’ right, and on his left was Tom Finney. Marius talked about the weather – a serious business in Sardinia, where it had pretty much given up raining for three years, so that farmers had dire troubles, and in my pensione you could only shower in the mornings – and we talked about football, and fans, and about life in general.

But with metronomic regularity, Marius’s conversation was punctuated at ten-minute intervals with sudden happy little sighs of disbelief: ‘I can’t believe I’m sitting next to the great Tom Finney.’ He’d smile a little smile, like he’d just woken up in heaven and decided, after due deliberation, that he liked it, he liked it very much; he’d then say quietly again, ‘The great Tom Finney …’

Finney at the conference told a nice little story. Back when £12 a week was the maximum wage, the manager at his club (Preston North End) called him in at the end of the season and said, as always, that they’d like to keep him – and the wage would be, as always, £12 a week, with £10 a week in the summer. Next in was Tommy Docherty, and the manager said he too would have £12 a week – but only £8 a week in the summer.

‘No,’ says Docherty, ‘I want what Finney’s getting.’

‘But Finney’s a better player than you.’

‘Not in the summer he’s not.’

Tom Finney … third equal with thirty goals on the England all-time scoring list with Nat Lofthouse and, since his goal against Brazil a month earlier, who else but Gary Lineker. Marius, an absolute fan, sat and smiled through the multicourse spectacular, and said over and over how he couldn’t believe he was sitting next to the great Tom Finney.

Gary Lineker, of course, makes a bit more than £12 a week.

Bobby Robson ate in II Corsaro some months before the draw for the World Cup in Rome on 9 December 1989 … In their qualifying group, England at that time still needed two points from away games in Stockholm and Katowice – but the Italians knew where they’d be sending the English if they got those two points: Quarantine Camp Cagliari. The secretary of the local organising committee, Roberto Pappalardo, whose family owned most of the cinemas on Sardinia, told me it had been known for six months in advance of the draw that if they qualified, then England would be there.

Because these were not the glory days of Tom Finney. These, it seemed, were the new horror days of a nation that was all played out, a nation of riot and yobbery, a nation whose football was oafish and whose fans were louts, a nation with a ridiculous government, an economy in a tailspin, food you daren’t eat and weather you daren’t go out in … England, England, whatever the hell happened to England? The arrival of its team and their brute following would have to be planned for a year in advance – though as we shall see, advance preparation in Italy’s not a thing that runs to any fixed or recognisable schedule …

Marius didn’t see it that way. At the conference he said that he’d been following football for fifty years, and if there was a great deal of alarm developing over England’s presence on the island, himself, he could see little reason for that. And – despite the shrill fear and loathing of their newspapers, banging on and on about hooligans until the very word became synonymous with English – a sizeable proportion of the other good people of Cagliari seemed to feel the same way. English football is held in higher esteem abroad than it is at home; for Marius, and for many others, England playing three World Cup matches in Cagliari was just great. It was, I’d estimate, the fourth best thing in Marius’s life as a fan.

The third best thing would have been Italy winning the World Cup in Spain in 1982 – a moment when, some say, Italy felt truly united as a nation for the first time in its 130-year history, with the much-loved then-President Sandro Pertini leaping to his feet in ecstasy and abandon beside King Juan Carlos in the VIP box. (I’m reckoning that as the titles of ’34 and ’38 occurred during the forced unity of the Mussolini time, they can’t be held to count in the same way.)

But I don’t doubt that the first best thing for Marius would have been when Cagliari won the national league championship in 1970. It was in honour of this triumph that the Bar Marius had been made into a shrine, with many huge, grainy, black-and-white photos, and even a statue, of the winning side’s great man Gigi Riva, along with flags and pennants, and every other imaginable kind of memento.

It was after this victory that the Stadio Sant’Elia was built, to accommodate the club’s new ambitions. But unfortunately, things didn’t work out the way the people of Cagliari had hoped; in the following years they slipped back into grief and relegation. In 1971 Italy played Spain in Cagliari, and made the enormously tactless blunder of not selecting any members of the previous year’s championship winners; in the Great Orange Riot, the national side was harried off the field by furious Outspan-hurling locals.

No more internationals were played in Cagliari for the next eighteen years – until, on 21 December 1989, Italy came back to the forgotten island, and drew a friendly 0-0 with Argentina. By all accounts this match was so dreary, the Sards could probably have done without it – even Bobby Robson, congenitally cautious in public, said the game was ‘very disappointing’ – but it did mark an important return to recognition for Cagliari. And with the World Cup coming their way, they were halfway through a season whose end would bring the second best thing in Marius’s life as a fan: promotion back into Serie A, the Italian First Division.

It was a very fine way to kick off your World Cup, and on 3 June 1990, it was to celebrate this that we gathered at the Bar Marius.

The bar itself was theoretically shut, though a handful of us did limbo our way under the door grille that was levered up a metre off the floor, to get ourselves a preliminary beer or two. I snatched a glance at a triumphal edition of one of the local papers, L’Unione Sarda: ‘Cagliari In A’, cried the headline, ‘Back To The Future!’ Now, from the pit of C, from years of suffering and humiliation as in Dante’s Inferno, a return to the celestial music of A – it was new life, it was renaissance, it was joy unconfined and unending …

Cagliari are the rossoblu, the red and blues – and every one of the cars gathering outside was either covered in flags in those colours, or simply painted in them for good. There were two flatbeds to head the procession, both trailers crammed with crazy souls with their faces made up in rossoblu, wearing rossoblu ostrich-feather headgear. They had drums and hooters, cymbals and horns. There were guys with wonderfully hideous red spangly jackets, and equally awful gold spangly top hats; there were guys with blacked faces wearing garish gauze rossoblu dresses, and girls of a positively unearthly beauty riding the bonnets of cars in rossoblu pixie suits. There were rossoblu caps, seed hats, headbands and scarves. Pictures of the team were taped to car doors and windows; makeshift wooden ‘A’s painted rossoblu stood proud on the roofs of this motley vehicle jamboree, and big ‘A’s were sewn on to the shirts of the girls. There were women and kids everywhere among the boys, the rossoblu ragazzi; and there were police cars and bikes, ready to shepherd the hooting convoy on its way all round town.

I rode in the cab of the lead truck, and when we began there were maybe thirty cars; but that number grew until they stretched as far back as I could see, and then further. Listening to snatches of commentary on the radio from Cagliari’s last game, away to Messina – not that the result mattered any more – we set off at a crawl in a cloud of rossoblu confetti, past a babe in her mother’s arms waving a rossoblu pennant, west on to Viale Sant’Avendrace.

A man in an orange and white lace skirt yelled from the trailer behind me for regular updates from Messina. We tossed little tags of paper out the windows that fluttered up and away in the wind on to the streets, the tags printed on one side with the name of the club president, and on the other with the name of a brand of coffee. A three-wheeler van cruised alongside us, sporting custom-made rossoblu skirts. We forked right on to the climb up Via San Michele, and looped back towards the heart of the town along Via Is Mirrionis. People threw plastic rossoblu pennants off the flatbeds to all the children who scampered beside us as we went on our deafening drumming way, and, clutching footballs and flags, they ran cheering beside us until their mothers scooped them up. Pairs of boys on scooters raced back and forth around and between the cars, one steering (if you can call it that) while the pillion riders waved vast banners. In windows and on balconies people called out and applauded, and were clapped back in return.

And so we made our way across the back of the intricate medieval centre, perched around the Arsenal and the Castello with their views over the broad bay, the Gulf of Angels. Cagliari – Italy’s seventh biggest port, and the principal port and city of Sardinia – sprawls as a peculiar agglomerate of ill-connected districts, many sprung up since the town was bombed heavily in the war. The city’s quarter of a million people now find space to build wherever the hard geography of rock and brackish marsh will let them. It’s not the prettiest place on earth – it’s an unpretentious working port, with the ready humour such towns tend to have – but it’s far from being the ugliest, and if you treat it right it’s friendly and warm. And it does like its football …

We passed under the enormous and imposing San Remy Bastion, through the twisty old shopping district – Via Manno had (of course) a World Cup promotion going on, with a large model of the mascot, Ciao, mysteriously suspended in a perspex globe – and then we came to the sea down the wide slope of Largo Carlo Felice, under the walls of the medieval heart, and the heavy mass of the Elephant Tower. We turned left on Via Roma, the grand harbour-front avenue, with ferries from the mainland, and Korean and Yugoslavian freighters, all wedged together under the cranes to our right.

To our left, under the solid and shuttered four-storey facades painted, eclectically, lilac and cream, mauve and maroon, ran the long arcade with the Caffe Torino and the Caffe Roma – places that would soon be gathering points for the more visible variety of England fan. Along this arcade, too, stroll the youth of Cagliari – hardly a gilded lot, but graced, certainly, with some of the best-looking girls I ever saw in my life. The guy driving my truck kept leaning out and calling to them, ‘Hey, wanna ride? Wanna ride in my cab? Wanna sample some English cock I got in here?’

We were en route to the stadium now, the last stretch of our two-hour Sardinian cavalcade. By the time we were passing the Stadio Amsicora – Cagliari’s previous ground, now home to a successful hockey side – the procession involved literally hundreds of cars, packed three wide so the main road out of town was blocked solid by a hooting, parping, gear-grinding mass, the whole thing stretching back hundreds and hundreds of metres under an ocean of flags. It can’t have done much good for the greenhouse effect – but it was certainly fun.

Then everyone unfurled off the road into chaos in a vast parking lot; the armada broke up, some headed for the beach at Poetto, and others back home. I got out and stumbled around among the celebrants, bewildered and grinning. I said to one guy I vaguely knew, ‘That was great.’

‘Oh,’ he said, ‘that was nothing, that was tiny. You should have seen us last week when we were playing at home.’

I thought, if this is what happens when they get promoted to Serie A – what happens if they win the World Cup?

And what happens if they lose?

The Sunday before, Bobby Robson went to Cagliari’s last home game, against Triestina.

I’d watched Cagliari at the Sant’Elia myself, back in April – they beat Padova 1–0. In England, obviously, you’d need to stick a roof on the place – not being rich in rain, Cagliari has little need of one – but apart from that, I can’t think of many First Division clubs that wouldn’t swap everything in an instant for a home like this ground (if they had any sense, which is, of course, not a definite assumption). But it is, anyhow, a simple two-tiered bowl, it seats 40,000, and it’s splendid.

Even with only 15,000 in it for the Padova game, it was still a sight more lively than most Second Division fixtures you could think of in England. The cheap seats in the upper tier of the Curva Nord where the lads, the ragazzi, all sit, was a packed throng of rossoblu, with their banners strung the whole length of the rim of the tier. The banners read, FURIOSI, EAGLES, ULTRA CAGLIARI, BRIGATA S. ELIA, CRAZY BOYS, BUNKER SKIN, and SCONVOLTS – for which an appromixate slang translation would be, HEAD-CASES. And when the team came out, so did a torrent of rossoblu smoke flares.

Equally different was the quality of the play – notably in defence, where the ball was never hoofed out, but always played out, even off the by-line. When, under pressure, the Padova defenders did turf it up the field, they were heartily jeered for this inelegance. Anchored by the sweeper, the defenders were confidently mobile, and comfortable going forward. The first time I noticed the Cagliari keeper kicking the ball upfield, rather than throwing it out to the feet of his back men, was in the eighty-second minute.

Since first I met him, this had been a main strand of Robson’s conversation – that on the Continent, ‘the defenders can all play’. And where could he get him some defenders like that?

For now, I don’t know what he thought of Cagliari’s defence. I only know that when he and some of his players went to watch that last home game in a packed, promoted, and partymood Sant’Elia on 27 May (seeking support and PR, sure, but also out of courtesy to his island hosts) he was pleasantly greeted, and he enjoyed himself. He asked wryly, ‘Is it like this every Sunday?’ – which became a headline in L’Unione Sarda the next day. He saw, said the local paper, ‘a stadium in delirium’; and while the paper admitted that the 40,000 had other things on their minds, nonetheless the introduction of the English players on the pitch did create ‘a certain feeling’, and Robson himself had ‘a serene afternoon’.

And I know, too, that since the party was packed, there was no room for the English press. But a photographer from the Sun told a reporter from the Press Association that Robson had been booed and jeered; and in no time at all this falsehood was headed back to London down the wires with all the others.

Meanwhile, back to 3 June and the breaking up of the cavalcade. I went from there with many others to Poetto, where an exceptionally pleasant white sand beach lies along the Gulf of Quartu, looking out to the next rung of coastal hills, tinted now a pastel pink-orange in the slow-falling sunset. Many flags from the procession had become goalposts, and kids played between them on the beach. At the south end of the shore, boats lay moored under the Devil’s Saddle, a stony bolster of crag and pinnacle tumbling steeply down into the sea; to the north, the beach splintered up into a tacky strand of resort cafés, and an amusement park.

Cars still paraded on the coast road in their rossoblu livery. At some point an ambulance came, which was probably inevitable. The Italians have such an absurdly high danger threshold – boys and girls waving flags on the roofs and bonnets of their cars, bouncing along the rutted and bumpy beach lanes – that sooner or later, someone was bound to come off.

But the bulk of the people had long since gathered on the beach, for a final promotion party and concert. The band played Euro-pop – lyrics in English, predictably – and there was a new Cagliari anthem. In the deepening dusk the growing audience, with their myriad flags and banners – the colours of the club, of the city, and of the island – looked like nothing so much as a medieval army, a mass of people on the shore under a fluttering ocean of heraldic emblems and symbols on a ground of rossoblu.

A medieval army – drinking cans of Heineken, and eating the tastiest hot dogs I ever had in my life … There are those who say that football, in Italy, is a continuation of war between the medieval city states by other means. And certainly, Sardinia is not like the rest of that country at all.

Sardinia, people told me, was the first piece of Europe to rise from the waves. True or not, the geology of the place looks weird and fantastical. Great wind-worn lumps of contorted grey rock lie scattered along the edge of the turquoise sea; there’s one called ‘The Dinosaur’, and another – perfect dirty postcard material – shaped exactly like an enormous erect penis.

People have been on Sardinia since the time of the Nuragic civilisation, at least 4,000 years ago. But different invaders have swept one after another across these antique shores, so that Cagliari is not a typical Sard settlement at all. Sardinian towns, more typically, are small places tucked away from danger in the rugged folds of the interior, suspicious and isolated – while all around the coast stands a ring of ninety-nine stone watchtowers, put up by the Spanish when it was their turn to be boss.

The shield of this singular island has four black blindfolded heads, one in each quarter of a white background split by a red cross; but what’s doubly singular about it is that it’s not actually Sardinian at all. The blindfolds were originally headbands; the heads were an emblem of the King of Aragon, and date back to 1281. The Aragonese occupied Sardinia in 1323, and the emblem was then mistakenly ascribed to the island by a Dutch king compiling an early guide to heraldry. Then later, in the nineteenth century, the headbands began to slip … so that even the symbol of Sardinia is not what it seems. Sardinia, in short, is a place very much unto itself – its private soul kept private behind other people’s languages, and other people’s governments.

It’s been occupied by Phoenicians and Romans, Vandals and Goths, Moors and Pisans, Aragonese and Savoyards – so, after all, what kind of difficulty could a couple of weeks’ worth of English fans ever present?

Some days later, I hitched a ride back into Cagliari along the forty kilometres of coast road from Is Molas, the England squad’s hotel, with an amiable farmer in a disintegrating and manure-smeared old Fiat. ‘What,’ he asked, ‘is all this rumpus in the papers about hooligans? Where are they? What’s the problem?’ He was one of that growing band of souls who, sadly, feel they must now instinctively distrust every word that they read.

‘But,’ he said, ‘if there are hooligans, you tell them from me. We are not a tourist trap here, we are not interested in the size of your wallet. You be friendly with us, we be friendly with you. But if you do cause trouble, be sure. If we get to you before the police do, all the policemen will find is a corpse.’

My second Sardinian cavalcade came on 5 June, two days after the promotion parade, and it was a very different business altogether. It was a ride that took us a big distance further into the unreality zone; it was a bewildering vision of what, on Planet Football, the care and management of a national team now involves.

England’s last game, before they opened Group F against Ireland on 11 June, was a kick-about friendly with a scratch Sardinian Select XI in Oristano, a hundred kilometres north of Cagliari. (At the end of May they’d beaten Cagliari 6–0 on the training ground at Pula, which, after the FA’s PR men took half-page ads in the local papers to congratulate Cagliari on promotion, might be thought a little tactless … but then, like they say, there’s no sentiment in football.)

This second friendly at Oristano was slated originally for Porto Torres or Sassari at the other end of the island; but the security implications of the squad travelling four or more hours either way – let alone the drain on the players – soon put paid to that. Instead, Stefano Arrica, the son of a big man in the Cagliari club, organised a job lot of local third and fourth division players in forty-eight hours; a job lot graced by local boy Gianfranco Zola, Maradona’s understudy at Napoli, who was back at home on holiday.

It was an enjoyable afternoon, made more so by the bleak and baked beauty of the journey, and by the company I had on the outward leg of it. I was driven to the game by the War Correspondent of Il Giorno – a charming and drily witty man who, since he’d covered Vietnam, the Congo, the Gulf War, Central America and the Lebanon, got told by his paper, ‘You’re just the man for Cagliari.’ And we talked about a host of things …

On Maradona: ‘A very stupid human being – a simple-minded slum boy.’

On wars: ‘Vietnam was a beautiful war. The Americans provided such splendid facilities …’ Except he hadn’t enjoyed filling in the form to say who’d pay, if he got sent home in a bag.

And on Sardinia, which he loved, and where he often took his holidays: ‘This is a bad choice for England. These are a very strange and violent people. In Greece in World War II the Germans and the Italians were marching on Athens, and one Sardinian boy took pity on the people, and gave his bread to a woman with a baby. A German said to him, “You must show no weakness,” and punched the boy. So the boy jumped on the German’s chest and killed him – with his head. Some of the villages here, you see – the annual festival includes a headbutting party. They run full on into metal doors with their foreheads …’

When the Germans and the Austrians defeated the Italians at Caporetto in World War I, the 5,000 men of the Sardinian Brigata Sassari earned undying fame. Entire divisions tried to pass them and failed, until the Sards had lost eighty per cent of their men. ‘They are very stubborn. You go see them in the mountains – if you’re good friends with a man, you might speak ten words with him in a day.’

Generally in Italy, he said, the great majority of kidnap victims survive. But when Sards are involved, that’s not necessarily so. The victims disappear. ‘They feed them to their pigs.’

In Cagliari there were, he said, two very hard areas. There was Sant’Elia, ‘where everyone’s been to jail’. And then there was another district where the working people live, a lot of whom used to be miners, though of course the mines are all shut now. ‘These people – they are very good with dynamite.’

I think the War Correspondent enjoyed himself, spinning these tales. After all, I met with nothing but friendliness on Sardinia. But then, he was not like the joke-named ‘war correspondents’ sent out by the English tabloids to report on fan violence – and, if there wasn’t any, to make some up. He was an honest man who, as the tournament unfolded, grew steadily more convinced that for the most part the English, in fact, were behaving just fine …

After an hour or so, we came through a vent in the moonscape, and a yellow-brown plain, broiling in heat haze, yawned open before us. We could tell where Oristano was by the helicopter hovering over the arrival of the squad in the distance. The town itself was a dull-looking place of squat square buildings, all breezeblock and dust – but you don’t go to Sardinia for the architecture. (The finest things in Cagliari, like the Duomo, were built by the Pisans in the thirteenth century.)

We caught up with the team bus in a flurry of police cars and motorbikes. ‘Nothing,’ said the War Correspondent, ‘will ever have happened in Oristano like this.’ The road to the little ground was sealed off.

The ground itself was shabby but homely, with two small stands along either side of the pitch, one of them roofed. There were maybe 3,000 locals there – not, of course, ‘strange and violent’ at all, but thoroughly relaxed, and pleased about the odd spectacle they were about to enjoy. There were also daft numbers of policemen, keeping a benign eye on the twenty or thirty England lads who’d come up from Cagliari by bus or train for the day.

Some English press grumbled – out of habit, basically – that they were morons and deadheads, when they acted up for the cameras. I made a note, ‘You only sing when they’re filming’ – but why shouldn’t they? Why point the bloody cameras at them in the first place? One of the tabloid men (morons, deadheads) called them ‘professional hooligans’ – a nice way to talk about your readers … But I’d met these boys already back in Cagliari, and, if they weren’t the brightest in the world, there was no malevolence about them. All they wanted was a fun afternoon – and England sure gave them one.

First, however, players and FA men went around the crowd, giving lollipops to children. They were whoppers, maybe three inches in diameter, and they said ‘FIFA World Cup – England – Italy 1990’. Kids slurped on them contentedly; a couple of Red Cross ladies chattered in front of me that it was a nice thing to do.

Then the game kicked off, with a rather more ham-fisted little piece of PR. From the whistle, McMahon took the ball straight back down the pitch, and scored a deliberate own goal. We had an FA press release saying this was a message to fans, that violence was an own goal so please don’t score one – but the immediate result was 3,000 exceedingly bewildered Sardinians. Had the heat got to McMahon here, or what?

Still, giving them a 1–0 lead in the first minute didn’t mean a whole lot with Steve Bull on the park. He went up the other end and, in the second minute, he made it 1–1. By half-time, it was 5–1.

It was a muggy day, and the overcast sky began to drip the odd speck of unfamiliar rain – otherwise, the second half looked more or less the same as the first. Seaman, taking his turn in goal, missed a twenty-five yard shot that made it 5–2 (though his World Cup was soon to end in more sadness than he’d have felt over that little slip) and then normal business was resumed. The game finished 10–2.

Twenty or twenty-five English pressmen gathered in a circle round Robson on the pitch – Robson turned on one of them stood behind him, whose paper had been laying on some Grade A vitriol lately, and said, ‘I don’t want you where I can’t see you.’

I don’t see how anyone would have learnt too much. The England lads, mightily amused by their team’s afternoon, chanted sporadically from the stand, but found it a bit hard to work out who to sing for. Only one Peter Beardsley? Only one Steve Bull? Only one Sardinia Select?

Outside, small crowds of ragazzi gathered to cheer the England bus away. My War Correspondent had vanished, so, seeing Jane Nottage from the Italia ’90 Press Office, I hitched a ride in the cavalcade instead. And, rather abruptly, a gentle kick-about in Nowheresville turned back into the fourteenth World Cup.

At first there was the customary swirling mayhem of police cars and bikes, edging their way through the knots of friendly kids; among them, the scooteristas weaved back and forth round the throng of our vehicles as the engines grumbled, and the sirens began. Then, slowly, the motorcade fanned out and lined up – and long before we’d left Oristano I’d started thinking, this isn’t real life, this is a movie.

At the front were two carabinieri cars, then a regular police car. Next came the team bus, and the team van for any spare local or FA officials. Then there was a plainclothes car, and after that two Italia ’90 cars. Then there followed another carabinieri car, a blue bus filled with yet more carabinieri, two armoured police vehicles, and two more plainclothes cars. Add to these fourteen vehicles a brace of perpetually siren-blowing outriders (you know the kind of guys, heavy black boots, and seriously dark LA-style gold-rimmed shades) cruising back and forth the whole length of the noisy parade, steering with one hand, waving traffic off our lane with fluorescent red wands in the other, and you have a truly grandiose spectacle.

But still we weren’t safe enough. As we came out on to the parched plain, the eerie lunar mountains rising to either side of us, the police helicopter appeared again, and clattered into place up above us. And, describing a circling string of loops to stay in place overhead, it stuck with us the whole length of the journey back home.

So, passing through this strange and savage terrain, past unfenced fields of bleached grain stretched out under jagged, stone-strewn stacks of ridge and rough peak, I thought, just a minute here. Who’s in that bus? Bush? Gorby? This month’s Italian government? Nah – it’s a football team …

One of twenty-four such teams who were, for these few weeks, the most important people on the face of the earth – their comings and goings, their passes and tackles, their fouls and their injuries and their goals and their dreams all monitored by thousands of journalists, and eagerly scanned by the billions on TV.

So important, indeed, that absurdly hysterical news had now come from London that Abu Nidal, the devil his very self, was after their hides. Or, as Nottage called him, Abdul Needle. But let’s face it – if he was going to do it, he wouldn’t tell the tabloids.

And my main personal fear, as we careered through the moonscape, was that if Abdul Needle did opt to have a go, all these zillions of carabinieri would as likely as not go terminally doolally and in their panic, shoot me.

Ah well. In three days’ time it was off to Milan, for Argentina–Cameroon …


2   Headlines on Acid

Strange news from Stockholm

FIFA, the International Federation of Football Associations, was founded in Paris on 21 May 1904 by seven countries – Belgium, Denmark, France, Holland, Spain, Sweden and Switzerland.

Eighty-six years later, the governing body of the world game represents 117,000,000 registered players, and has more member countries than the United Nations.

After football’s success at the Olympics in 1924 and 1928 – both of which competitions were won by Uruguay – the first World Cup was held in that country in 1930. Thirteen nations took part – seven South American sides plus Mexico, the USA, and four teams from Europe. (The Romanians only managed to get there after their squad was both picked and paid for by King Carol.) Uruguay won, beating Argentina 4–2 before a crowd of ninety thousand. Across the River Plate in Buenos Aires, enraged Argentinians attacked the Uruguayan embassy – welcome to world football.

Sixty years later, the qualifying rounds for Italia ’90 involved, initially, 110 countries. Of these, Bahrain, India, and South Yemen pulled out from the Asian groups; and in Africa Lesotho, Rwanda, and Togo withdrew. For Libya, defeat at the hands of the Ivory Coast and Algeria was not, presumably, in line with the thoughts of Colonel Gaddafi’s Green Book, and they also withdrew. Meanwhile, in the North and Central American group, Mexico were disqualified – of which more later.

So in the end, 102 countries took part in the fourteenth World Cup. On 17 April 1988 – over two years before Argentina played Cameroon in Milan – Trinidad and Tobago beat Guyana 4–0. It was the first of 312 games, played over twenty months on every continent on earth, to decide who should end up in Italy.

Thirty-two countries in Europe were involved – the definition of Europe extending, for football’s purposes, from Iceland to Turkey. In England’s group, the opposition were Sweden, Poland and Albania.

England began with a goalless draw against the Swedes at Wembley in October 1988. Not brilliant, but the next spring they put seven past Albania, scoring two in Tirana in March, and five at Wembley in April. This set things up nicely – halfway there, five points out of six.

On 3 June Poland came to Wembley for England’s fourth qualifier. It was the weekend of Tiananmen Square, the death of Khomeini, and the Trans-Siberian train disaster … there’s a little old guy who preaches at Wembley, some games, about the end of the world. On this most appropriate of weekends, he stood on a grassy bank above the Tarmac approaches to the stadium, and told 69,000 sinners that their time was running out.

He looked scared witless, twisting an umbrella round and round in his nervy hands – but his faith sustained him before the armies of the damned. They rollicked past, swigging beer and chanting. He had a cracked, reedy voice, and the oratory was cracked and reedy too. Among the promises of hellfire he spoke of heaven, where those who repented could still find bliss, bliss for eternity with Jesus our Lord who loves you, Jesus who can save you …


Does he play for England then?



England ran out an easy 3–0 against inept and dispirited opposition. Gary Lineker scored the first; he helped to make John Barnes’s sweet volley for the second, then he stole the ball from the permanent confusion in the Polish defence for Neil Webb to score the third. And the 69,000 knew who Jesus was today:


There’s only one Gary Lineker

Only one Gary Li-ineker …



They knew where heaven was too:


Que sera sera
Whatever will be will be
We’re going to l-ta-lee …



So it was ten goals for, none against, seven points out of eight – and nothing left to do but go to Sweden and Poland, and earn two more points to lock it up … anybody reckon that’s easy?

My pensione in Cagliari was tucked quietly away down a sidestreet, one block back from the Via Roma and the docks. It was central, and very convenient – not least because it was opposite the Hotel Italia, which had a bar where you could watch first round games from other cities in relative tranquillity. And staying in the Italia was an odd bloke called Max.

Max was born in Cardiff in 1940, and he worked for the Foreign Office. He spoke Russian and German and worked, he said, on our relations with those countries. ‘You’re a spy,’ said the scaffolder who’d come to Cagliari from Bristol, via Mexico ’86 and Australia – on Planet Football, you meet all sorts.

Max – when not relating with Russians and Germans – had followed England to Italy in ’80, to Spain in ’82, to Mexico in ’86, to Germany in ’88, and to Stockholm in September ’89.

‘I was ashamed to speak English. It grieves me to say it, but I was ashamed to speak English. There were people running past people just sitting having a glass in the cafés, and they were slapping them in the face as they went, men, women, children, they didn’t care – I’ve followed England all over, but in Stockholm I was embarrassed to be English. I’ve seen nothing else like it. It was terrible. Terrible. I was ashamed to speak English.’

My kid brother went on some kind of Euro-rail jaunt into Scandinavia that autumn, up beyond the Arctic Circle – and on the way he met some lads he got on with just fine. Then, on his way back, he wound up in Stockholm on 6 September, and he met them again. ‘They were different people,’ he said, ‘different people altogether.’

But take any England trip, talk to any thousand England fans, and what you’ll get is a thousand different stories. I found Alan, who was twenty-five and came from Weymouth, sitting on the floor of Bologna station the day after the Belgium game, waiting to catch a train home. Alan had been in Stockholm, and he’d had a very good time. ‘The people were really friendly – especially this bank manager from Gothenburg or somewhere. When we got back to the hotel after the game, he wouldn’t let me buy him a drink all night. I did give him my England shirt though.’

And trouble?

Alan didn’t see any trouble.

The trouble began on the Tor Britannia, a ferry headed from Harwich to Gothenburg. The day before the game the papers (The Daily Loan Ad & Dirty Phone Call Directory, Giving It To You Straight) had a field day:


SOCCER MOB IN FERRY DEATH RIOT

SOCCER’S SHIP OF SHAME

MAGGIE TO BAN WORLD CUP



What, all of it?

In Cagliari I met a Steve Bull fan who had his own business in Wolverhampton, selling fire protection equipment – and he’d been on this VOYAGE OF VIOLENCE. ‘Yeah OK,’ he said, ‘a lot of beers went down, there was a disco, and we were all singing and that – there was a lot of Bradford and Middlesbrough, maybe thirty each, and the Middlesbrough lot were getting funny. About midnight at the disco, there was three of us Wolves, we were with Bradford, and the Middlesbrough come over, they ask who we support. We say Wolves, so they say, “We dicked yer.” We say, “What d’yer mean?” “We beat yer.” “Yeah, I know. 4–2.” “Nah. We dicked yer. After.” Then the Bradford lads come over and say, “Who are yer? Leave it out, there’s only three of ’em.” So then this Middlesbrough mouth merchant starts giving it the same to Bradford, so this Bradford lad clocks him. Then this bloke in a Man U shirt jumps on the Middlesbrough lad, he hits him a few times, then they’re split up, and it’s over. I didn’t see much more. We said, “We’re all England, we should sit together.”

‘Anyway, it was Plymouth lads had the acid, and there was Middlesbrough letting off the fire extinguishers – we heard someone gone nutty over that and jumped off, but we didn’t believe it. So we went to bed at two or three, got up at nine, went to breakfast, asked for the arrival time – and then they tell us they’ve turned round. We docked at Harwich, and everyone following England got put in a bar on the top deck. We were there three or four hours, nothing to eat or drink, then the police took us off, put us in a big room another hour, then told us the captain didn’t want us on the ship. And when I got out and saw the papers, I couldn’t believe it. None of it was true.’

What is true is that a tripping 24-year-old from Plymouth went overboard and drowned. And what’s also true is that the kind of England fans that get mixed up in this stuff will pretty much always tell you, ‘We done nothing.’

The problem isn’t that they’re malevolent, since mostly they’re not. They’re just stupid – because if you reckon getting totally plastered and throwing things at each other (including punches) is the same as ‘doing nothing’, then bright you are not.

One man’s minor ruck, after all, is another man’s terrifying riot – like football, it all depends on where you’re sitting. And we all know where the tabloids sit.


LSD DEVILS: ACID-CRAZY SOCCER THUGS ‘TALK TO SATAN’



While the acid-crazy soccer thugs were boarding the ship of shame for a chinwag with Lucifer, the England team were on a British Airways flight from Heathrow to Stockholm – along with fifty or so alcohol-crazy journalists, busy guzzling their way through the drink stocks.

That trip was my first for this book. And the first thing Terry Butcher said to me was, ‘What paper are you from?’

Mistrust of the press is a standard feature of any English international footballer, but the papers would, on this occasion, be more than good to Butcher after the game to come in Stockholm.

With the regular skipper Bryan Robson injured, Butcher was captain of England for only the second time. However, given what Bobby Robson thinks of the man, the choice was maybe not so surprising for an important game that England needed badly not to lose.

‘We have white hot nights, the tension is white hot, the hysteria, the volatile, hostile atmosphere away from home – you can come up and feel it and you think, fucking hell … You have to have players who can walk out of the dressing room and meet that and not crumble. You need players who love it, like Butcher, he’ll look at it and say, “Just the ticket.” He’s a player who’ll fight the battle right from the tunnel. He’ll say, “Right, let’s get into this fucking lot.” He’ll say that. Big man, big man – he’s half won the match before you’re out on the pitch.’

Gary Stevens, who plays with Butcher at Rangers, put it a different and rather simpler way. ‘Show me a fifty-fifty ball,’ he said, ‘and I’ll lay you money Butch wins it.’

In the tight, compact Rasunda stadium, before a crowd a little less than 40,000, Butcher had a nasty clash of heads with Swedish striker Johnny Ekstrom twenty-five minutes into the game. The wound poured with blood, but he carried on playing. At half-time Doc Crane got seven stitches into it, and wanted him off, but Butcher wasn’t having it. (Robson said to the other players, ‘Have a look at your skipper. Let none of you let him down.’) Butcher said the only way he’d come off was on a stretcher. And Robson said afterwards that if he’d tried to order him off, ‘He’d have hit me.’

Butcher said, ‘When you skipper England in a World Cup match, you just don’t go off.’

So he went back on, hastily stitched and bandaged, in a clean new white shirt – and the stadium filled with applause. Within minutes this new shirt, too, was drenched in red from shoulders to waist. He got cut again, over the eyebrow this time. They put another fourteen stitches in him afterwards.

When Elton Welsby finished interviewing Robson for ITV at the pitchside, he asked if he could go and get some words from Butcher too. He tried a bit of flannel, ‘The nation will want to hear from him’, that sort of thing, so Robson showed him where Butcher was lying on his back having his head put back together. Gore all over.

‘No problem,’ said Welsby, backing off. No interview.

The result was o-o, and the game was nothing special, but the point would do, it was eight out of the possible ten. Otherwise Steve McMahon, getting his fifth cap, was an indefatigable replacement for Bryan Robson, which was good news, and Neil Webb ruptured an Achilles tendon, putting him out for the rest of the season, which was terrible. But it was Butcher’s courage you remembered.

He said he’d been injured far worse in the past, and it wasn’t as bad as it looked, and he’d only been doing his job.

Waiting at the airport for the plane home after the game, he got collared by a journalist who took him aside. Others gathered to latch on and listen in. As he went past he leant my way and said, with a small shrug, ‘This is the worst part.’

‘Rubbish,’ said Hugh McIlvanney of the Observer. ‘That man’ll be feeling good about himself tonight.’


BLOOD SWEAT AND CHEERS

WHAT A BLOODY MARVEL

YOU’RE A BLOODY HERO SKIPPER



But unfortunately, Stockholm the next day was on the front pages too.

We stayed in the Royal Viking Hotel, a bland businessman’s bolthole bang in the city centre by the Central Station. It was a pretty town, Stockholm, and I enjoyed walking round it, over the bridges and along the waterways. The Wednesday of the match was crisp and clear, and disturbance in this orderly, expensive, and unexciting place seemed strangely unlikely. A man in a rowboat drifted by with a big net on a crude swivel, cleaning leaves out of the water – very placid, very clean, very Swedish.

There were weary little bunches of England fans sat with their beers here and there in the shade under arches, or on benches looking out over the mesh of channels lacing through the neat urban islands. They’d been told not to come – they’d been told there were no tickets.

All through Tuesday and Wednesday as the game approached, a steady flow of news hacks set off out of the lobby down Vasagatan to the station, keen to be there when rape and pillage arrived off the trains from Copenhagen and Gothenburg. But no show.

And all through Wednesday, small gaggles of fans gathered in the front courtyard of the hotel – but they were a harmless lot, hoping only for a glimpse of players, or a word of news. Talking with two of them, they voiced the universal resentment of the regular fan, fans who, because of the nutters and the Nazis, had been told once again they couldn’t go to watch their team. And they didn’t see why the hell they couldn’t go, what is this, Russia? And they didn’t see why the hell they had to pay way over face value (£30 for £10 tickets) at Swedish travel agents who, if the authorities really meant what they were saying, shouldn’t have had those tickets in the first place.

And they told me the stories from Germany ’88 – with echoes from Mexico ’86, stories far too common to be discounted – of reporters and photographers approaching fans, and offering money to get fights started, so news and pictures could be born. They told how one photographer in Stuttgart offered a fan cash to get things goings, so the fan took the cash, then punched the photographer.

Two hours before kick-off, four coaches waited outside the Royal Viking – one for the squad, one for the Under-21S, and two for the press. Alongside the coaches, police bikes waited, and a cordon of police on foot, fanning out round the front of the hotel.

There was also a truck, loading up with the party’s baggage for the trip home after the game. I stood on the tailgate as the bags went on, chatting with Brian Scott, who’d soon be moving into the FA to be their full-time travel manager. All about us, the knots of fans were cohering into a larger group, with people added on in twos and threes as the day had gone by. A TV man like Welsby couldn’t go outside without the cheers and the chants going up, and people hassling him for tickets – but it was good-natured enough.

Then I heard the noise, and I saw them coming, maybe fifty or more, marching with their flags and their cans down Vasagatan.


Inngg – ger – luh-uhnd
Inngg – ger – luh–uhnd
Inngg – ger – luh–uhnd




No one likes us
No one likes us
No one likes us
We don’t care
We are England
Super England …




No surrender
No surrender
No surrender to the IRA



And then the national anthem, more barked out than sung, with the whole ugly pack of them raising their arms in the fascist salute. One face in particular won’t fade fast from my mind. As bewildered Swedes peered down from the walkway overhead he raised his fist at them, spitting out the chants, piggy eyes screwed up into tiny drunken pink pits, and his mouth frozen in a rictus of undiluted and brainless aggression.

They swilled about a little while, roaring and snarling; a bottle sailed over to smash behind the small rank of police against the hotel’s shop window. One of them finished the glass of beer he’d brought with him, and then just threw the glass down. A visibly disgusted policeman waded in to shake him, gesturing absolute incomprehension, and kicking the broken glass back against the wall with a wildly irrelevant Swedish neatness.

Then they were gone. More like one single crowd-creature than a group of individuals – the innocent now, as ever, ensnared in the grim mob-surge of the wicked – they rolled away towards the magnetic attraction of sirens outside the station.


Kill
Kill
Kill the bill



The players came out of a side entrance and made for their bus; the sports writers were mostly on theirs already. As we left, you could hear the sirens gathering.

At the ground, it was only realistic of the police to let in those few hundred English who’d turned up without tickets. And, apart from the nasty few who did the Nazi salute, these ones behaved. They were much taunted by Sweden’s own ugly faction, who went in for that awful, jungle-bunny grunting whenever John Barnes or Des Walker had the ball. At the far end from the English, the police went in on one packed section of Swedes who had a few small flare-ups of their own. But nothing really happened. The wicked faction were back in town, hunting for a match of their own – and the irony is that the Swedish police were efficient, and they didn’t really get one.

Word hit the press room at half-time that there’d been fifty, eighty, a hundred arrests. A weary gloom settled. But, asked after the game whether the figures didn’t make it England’s worst night abroad in a long time, the FA’s spokesman Glen Kirton said, ‘No – it means that the police are learning to deal with it right.’

Because in fact, under Swedish law, there were no actual arrests at all, just preventive detentions. By taking in 102 English, and (a fact less prominently noted) 104 Swedes, the police ensured that what might have turned awful never had the chance to.

The Daily Loan Ad & Dirty Phone Call Directory did not, of course, see it that way:


YOB RIOT

RAMPAGE

THUGGERY

500 FANS LOOT STORES



They made it sound like the centre of Stockholm got stripped bare. But a Channel 4 programme that investigated this gibberish found, by way of an example, one store that the papers said was smashed to smithereens by the scum of Europe – and it hadn’t been touched. Not surprisingly, no one from the tabloids would come on camera to defend what they’d printed, but a man from the Guardian did. He said the police had told them the store had been looted, so there you have it – the store had been looted.

Why didn’t anyone go and check? What’s a journalist supposed to do, if not to check these things? A hectic night, maybe – pressure of deadlines, OK – but it doesn’t mean you’re entitled to file unconfirmed untruths.

But by then it was too late. With Thatcher doing a chronic wobbly in Downing Street over the headlines (MAGGIE TO BAN WORLD CUP), the Minister for Sport, Colin Moynihan, applied unavoidable political pressure for England’s December fixture with the Dutch in Rotterdam to be cancelled – which it was, to Bobby Robson’s great
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1. Welcome to Planet Football … the opening ceremony in Milan.
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2. The Birdman of Bogota? Colombian fan in Bologna.
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3. Bull in a Delft china shop … Robson sends on Steve Bull against the Dutch.
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4. ‘The ultimate in joy.’ Jürgen Klinsmann scores against the UAE.
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5. You cannot be serious … Ahmed Shobeir booked for time wasting in Palermo.
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6. ‘It’s just bodies. You’ve either beaten them, or they’ve fallen over.’ John Barnes against the Belgians.
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7. Bobby Robson on the bench in Bologna. ‘Winning does mean such a lot … happiness, elation, a good feeling for millions.’
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8. And the prize for best haircut of Italia ’90 goes to … Carlos valderrama of Colombia.
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9. Rijkaard and Völler sent off in Milan.
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10. ‘He jumped like a salmon’ … Paul Parker goes up against Roger Milia in Naples.
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11. Cameroon’s gift of joy to Italia ’90 – celebrating Kunde’s equaliser against England.
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12. ‘Toto-goal’ – Salvatore Schillaci exultant after putting Italy ahead in the semi-final.
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13. The end of the road.
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14. Gazza in tears, and the big man, thanking the fans in Turin.
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15. The Final. Argentina’s Consultant Ambassador for Sport leads his team by example …
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16. … and they’re happy to follow.
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