A rowdy ending of a fairytale – September 2008
Sitting in front of the TV, looking at the World Cup final, many soccer fans must have been stunned by the head-butt Zinedine Zidane gave his opponent Marco Materazzi. I know I was. In the pub where I myself witnessed the freak assault, I found myself losing concentration for the match in progress and discussing in wonder this bizarre ending of a legend, even supporting him against criticism. 
Zidane, living myth of Les Blues, famous for his silk ball-handling and brilliant passing, not for using his head for other things. A master in the last minutes of his career. And then there’s Marco Materazzi, ‘The Italian butcher’, the defender who’s bonebreaking fouls are infamous in Europe and since this summer even beyond, the man who collects red cards for a living. The head-butt Zidane gave Materazzi was like the world upside down. 
Zinedine Zidane was the first to shine a little light on the case, by saying his Azzuri-opponent said some things to him he couldn’t accept. This vagueness that kept me wondering would hold on until Materazzi was more clear about the situation in an Italian newspaper earlier this week. But knowing his explanation, for me the question raised on July 9th still stands. An insult to your sister is by far not the worst of things said on a soccer field, where serious diseases are used in combination with wives and children, and racism is a well-known phenomenon. On top of that ‘the butcher’ admitted he wasn’t even sure Zidane had a sister.

If Materazzi speaks the truth, the hero that is Zidane is getting smaller at the least. Of course, frustration plays a part in every soccer match, especially in one where you are about to lose the World Cup. But come on Zizou, why close off your career being sent off the pitch? Don’t leave me thinking of the head-butt when I hear your name. Leaving the field at full-time, maybe as a loser, would have kept me thinking about your highlights. The ‘Zidane-feint’, the innumerable raving passes and goals you scored for Juventus, Real Madrid and the French national team. And then there’s you winning the World Cup ’98 and European Cup 2000, gaining even more admirers. 

Too bad it had to be an ‘Italian butcher’ that brings it all to an end. But maybe this is just the perfect end of a fairytale. Maybe it just had to be, maybe he just had to go out with a ‘bang’ (literally). Salut Zizou, man of the head-butt.
