ightmare

can haunt for life

Trust In
custodian
essential

CLEAN-sheet Nick’s back
between the sticks. Colgan
Unconguered. Restored and
forgiven following his brush
with oblivion occasioned by
that love Street gaffe, ill-
timed injury and the sud-
den emergence of stalwart
mountie Mike Francks as a
valid understudy in the aus-
picious new Hibby white
socks.

Alex McLeish’s trust in his big

_Irish B keeper remains undi-
minished. Ex-Jambo Henry
Smith, occasionally fatally
aberrant in semi-finals, would
approve.

Faith in your goalie is vital. The
nature of the job renders him often
isolated, frequently vulnerable,
and always, ultimately, responsi-
ble. The definitive scapegoat. A
footballing accident waiting to
happen. Little wonder that a good-
ly quotient of insanity can be a
serious attribute. It doesn’t pay to
be over-sensitive.

“Goalies must be crackers and
daft,” that avuncular trainer of the
old school John Latimer told for-
mer Hibee John Burridge on his
initiation as a 15-year-old appren-
tice. “You, son, have the qualities of
an international.” Budgie was well
pleased.

A keeper’s significance in utterly
paramount: he can make or break
a good team. Cloughie’s Notts For-
est won two European Cups on the
back of that obsessive perfectionist
Peter Shilton. Banks, Goram,
Schmeichel and Jennings in their
prime were other giant touch-
stones by which the modem goalie
can be judged.

Pat Jennings had it all: “some-

NINE PAST HAFFEY: Another English goal flashes past the hapless Scottish ‘keeper at Wembley in 1961

where in there”, recalls ex-Millwall
football-cum-philosopher Eamonn
Dunphy, “the grace of a ballet
dancer joined with the strength of
an SAS squaddie, the dignity of an
ancient king and the nerve of a
bomb disposal officer.”

For every Jennings, though, for
every Jim Montgomery — remem-
ber that impossibly athletic reac-
tion save of the century for Sun-
derland against a bemused Peter
Lorimer in the 1973 FA Cup final -
there is a Fred Martin, a Peter
Bonetti, a Stewart Kennedy. Soccer
history is littered with the poignant

debris of goalies whose frailties on
the big day condemned their col-
leagues, career-cancelling blunders
for which there was no subsequent
forgiveness. It’s an extensive litany
of disasters.

Nick Hazelwood once memo-
rably, if harshly, defined the
archetypal image of the Scottish
keeper as a man wrapped around a
goalpost, legs flapping around a
goalpost like the torn shreds of an
old kite caught in an electricity
pylon or, a bloke tangled in a mass
of netting like some cast-off from a
failed Houdini experiment.

Hapless Frank Haffey fitted the
mould on that fateful Wembley
afternoon of 15 April 1961, that
ignominious 9-3 debacle against
the Auld Enemy. It began with a
20-yard volley from a youthful
Bobby Robson and ended with
deranged Haffey singing blithely in
the post-match bath and waving
regally from the team bus as it
drove away from the Twin Towers
through a ferocious fusillade of
bottles, cans and stones.-

The Tartan Army fury was
heightened that same evening
when Haffey, absurdly unrepen-
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tant, incongruously exulted in his
own demise by posing for the
cameras before Big Ben as it
chimed for nine o'clock. “What's
the time? Nine past Haffey” be-
came the joke of the day.

One distraught punter got the jail
for wreaking his own bizarre per-
sonal vandalising revenge on a
renowned Salvador Dali painting
because it reminded him “o’
Haffey hingin' frae the bar.”
Wretched -Frank ultimately found
solace from persecution in a flight
to Australia and a new life as a
cabaret singer and radio disco-
Jockey. It was a one-way ticket.

Peter Bonett, similarly ostracised
after England’s 3-2 World Cup de-
feat in Leon, Mexico, 1970 even-
tually sought assuaging refuge as a
postman and hotelier on Islay.

It had been his seventh cap. Few
cared to recall that in his previous

six internationals England won the
ceded only one goal.

S0 next time you see a stoical
Nick Colgan dipping into his copy
of ‘The Qutsider’ by Albert Camus,
French existentialist, winner of the
1957 Nobel Prize for literature,
you'll know he’s seeking comfort-
ing consolation in philosophy. Ca-
mus was a goalie too. He could
appreciate the lonely angst,
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Hampden hero Denis a Law unto himself

IT’S THE Season of Glad Tidings and
Global Gongs: Pele and Maradona,
Redgrave the Magnificent - and Denis. The

Lawman himself, now officially canonised -

as’Scotland’s Greatest Ever Player at this
month’s Hampden Heroes Dinner. A far cry
from the specky wee Aberdonian boy, son
of a fishing trawler engineer, who first
played for his school at left back in boots
borrowed from the lad next door.

Bill Shankly first spotted that sublime,
fiery talent, that explosively agile brain,
that extraordinary gymnastic capacity,

that ruthless puma’s pounce lurking with-
in the seemingly fragile frame.
“He could dance on egg-shells”, beamed

mentor Shanks of his irrepressible: ine

fectiously impudent protege, to whom he
took to Huddersfield aged 16.

A seoring baptism for Scotland followed
at 18 in 1958, the youngest Scot to have
represented his country since 1899. A
madecap year in Turin with ex-Hibee Joe
Baker was then the prelude to a
ten-year 236-goal reign at Old Trafford,
King of the Stretford End, alongside

Crerand, Best and Charlton. Ignore the
zany Transylvanian accent. As he stepped
up exuberantly to receive his accolade,

“memory-drifted readily-back to thar arm

raised triumphantly aloft, No. 10 shirt
fluttering around the wiry frame, the
broad, cocky grin beneath the shoek of
blond hair.

It wasn’t hard to fantasise that Denis
could still, even yet, add to his 55 caps and
30 goals in dark blue. The audacious tartan
D’Artagnan of the penalty box. Gloriously
true to type, a Law unto himself.




