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      The Americans

    

    There are tens of millions of people residing in the continents of America who claim, or for that matter deny, an ancestral link to Scotland, and despite the exact number remaining statistically imprecise, we can safely say that the final figure will be several times greater than the population of the country from which they originated. For two centuries and more, Scots sailed westwards in their tens of thousands, year after year and decade after decade, in search of a new life, new opportunities and a new world, from the Arctic tundra of the Canadian north to the slave plantations of the Caribbean, down to the mines and cattle stations of Patagonia in the south. Many of these Scots left through economic necessity, as an escape route from the Highland Clearances and the social deprivation of the industrialised Lowlands, but many also departed through choice for fame and fortune and a more temperate climate – even if those who were decamped into a Canadian winter discovered that they had been somewhat misinformed.

    Scots would play a prominentrolein the history of the Americas. The American War of Independence, the foundation of a Federal Canada, the westwards push to the Pacific, the independence movements in South America – all featured Scots in positions of power and influence, not forgetting industrialist Andrew Carnegie, the world’s richest man, and inventor and entrepreneur Alexander Graham Bell, the inventor of the telephone, who hailed from Dunfermline and Edinburgh, respectively. And alongside the plethora of Scottish politicians, businessmen, soldiers, inventors, writers, doctors, clerks, labourers, fathers, mothers and children who made up the Scottish Diaspora from Vancouver to Valparaiso, there were Scottish sportsmen and sports fans who were not going to allow a few thousand miles, a language barrier or two and a different set of rules and sensibilities deflect them from pursuing their sporting passion. Some, like the Scottish football pioneers of South America, would turn a British pastime into a national obsession, while other Scots in Canada and the USA would embrace the games the locals played and in the process become revered and iconic national figures, and in one case the purveyor of perhaps the most legendary sporting occasion in American sporting history, but all the while remaining little known in the land of their birth.

    For the first golden rule of Sporting Scots, as with all Scots who left the croft and the tenement for a better life overseas, was that while in principle the Scots that remained behind were proud of the achievements of their kith and kin abroad, in truth domestic life, and sport, would always take precedence, and these great Scottish sporting pioneers were mostly forgotten by the time they reached the mid-Atlantic.

    Flying Down to Belo Horizonte

    If there is one running scar on the sporting psyche of Scottish sport it is the football World Cup. Granted Scotland has qualified for the World Cup Finals a not-unrespectable eight times to date, remained undefeated in the 1974 Finals held in West Germany, and four years later Archie Gemmill from Paisley managed to weave his way through the entire Dutch defence for one of the most famous goals in Scottish sporting history, but otherwise the World Cup has been, as far as Scotland is concerned, a litany of dashed hopes, incompetence, bad luck and coruscating misery. Disaster for Scotland and a lament with no end that has been covered by others in forensic detail and requires little repetition here other than to reiterate the painful facts that Scotland, the country that, as we will discover, was at one point the greatest football nation in the world and brought the game to many parts of the globe, have never managed to get past the first round of the World Cup Finals and have not won a single game in the World Cup Finals since 1990. But fear not, we are here to celebrate and understand Scottish sport and even in the graveyard of the World Cup Finals there are still stories to be told of Scottish glory and success that are honoured and revered through the decades – reflected glory unquestionably, but glory all the same.

    The 1950 World Cup Finals were held in Brazil. It was the fourth World Cup Finals and for the first time Scotland as well as England had deigned to play with Johnny Foreigner after having refused to have anything to do with the first three World Cups between 1930–38. The stage would be set for the two countries that had invented the game to take on the best the planet had to offer and no doubt give them a jolly good thrashing and a magnanimous FIFA-allocated two Finals places for the top two of the 1950 Home Nations Championships between England, Scotland, Wales and Northern Ireland. By the time of the last game between Scotland and England at Hampden, Scotland had already done enough to know whatever happened they would be in the top two. However, mere qualification would not be sufficient for those former masters of the universe. After a 1–0 reverse to the auld enemy, the Scottish FA decided if they weren’t going as British champions they weren’t going at all, and in a giant sulk took their ball away with them, leaving the unfortunate Scottish players to summer in Largs and Blackpool rather than Rio. Less Copacabana, more Co-ops with no bananas – we were still in the era of rationing, after all.

    Oblivious to all this self-inflicted Scottish angst, the English set out for South America to make their World Cup debut. The team included such greats as Stanley Matthews, Tom Finney, Billy Wright and a certain future England manager by the name of Alf Ramsey. England comfortably won their first group game against Chile 2–0, and with their next game against the rank outsiders the United States, qualification to the next stage seemed a formality.

    The game was played in the city of Belo Horizonte–Portuguese for ‘beautiful horizon’ – and the last thing that the English were expecting were troublesome Scots spoiling the view. However, the head coach of the USA was a Bill Jeffrey from Edinburgh, who had immigrated to America as a young man and had become coach of the Pennsylvania State University soccer team; and their captain was Ed McIlvenny, a twenty-five-year-old from Greenock who had immigrated the year before and played his football in Philadelphia. Technically, McIlvenny should not have been allowed to play for the USA, as he had not been there long enough to take out US citizenship, and he also wasn’t technically the team captain, but head coach Jeffrey had decided that McIlvenny should be captain for the England game, presumably in a not particularly subtle attempt to wind the English up, but even taking these factors into account nobody expected anything other than a comfortable English victory. Jeffrey himself said prior to the game that his team had ‘nae chance’, either an early example of Scottish managers using psychological mind games or an accurate summary of the realities of the situation.

    What happened in Belo Horizonte has remained the subject of much speculation and conjecture to this day. There was no television or even radio coverage, and no English journalists had travelled to the game that was more than 200 miles from Rio. England felt comfortable enough not to select their most famous player, Matthews, but all the same they dominated the game from start to finish, hitting the woodwork several times and missing a hatful of chances, but in the thirty-eighth minute, totally against the run of play, Joe Gaetjens from Haiti, who like McIlvenny should never have been playing for the USA in the first place, scored the only goal with what was either a brilliant diving header or a lucky deflection from a miss-hit shot, depending on whether you were American, Haitian or English.

    The only English-speaking journalist at the game was an American, and when he wired through the final extraordinary score of 1–0 to the USA, the English newspapers at first thought that it was a misprint and reported a 10–1 victory to England, so inconceivable was it that the Americans of all people could defeat what they still thought was the greatest football nation in the world.

    The Americans lost their final group game to go out of the tournament, but they had already far surpassed all of their expectations. Jeffrey returned to Pennsylvania to continue his coaching career, and McIlvenny returned to Britain where he briefly played for Manchester United before drifting into nonleague football, having never actually gained the citizenship of the country that he had captained. A traumatised England also lost their final group game against Spain and were knocked out of the tournament, a painful realisation that, in their self-imposed exile, the world had overtaken them. Which was at least more than the stay-at-home Scots had learned, but at the time they were laughing too much to notice.

    The game has become known as ‘the miracle of Belo Horizonte’ and one of the greatest upsets in World Cup history, but if you look at World Cup history then perhaps we should not be too surprised by American success. For the USA has in fact reached the second stages of the World Cup Finals four times, which is of course four more than Scotland have achieved.

    But even considering Ed McIlvenny’s captaincy in 1950 and the reflected glory of the appearance of Aberdeen-born Bolton Wanderers midfielder Stuart Holden as a substitute for the USA in the 1–1 draw with England in their group game at Rustenberg, South Africa, it is the team of 1930 where we see Scotland’s greatest influence on football’s ultimate showcase.

    Little was expected of the USA team that travelled to Uruguay in 1930, but at least they had turned up. Only four European nations had made the journey, and unsurprisingly, Scotland was not one of them, having begun their isolation from international football by resigning from FIFA two years earlier in 1928, the same year as the ‘Wembley Wizards’, including the legendary Hughie Gallacher and Alex James, had destroyed England 5–1 in what was arguably Scotland’s greatest-ever team. The world was therefore denied the opportunity of seeing the likes of Gallacher and James up against the best of South America, but there were still a healthy smattering of Scots ready to make their name in Montevideo.

    The USA were drawn in Group 4 with Belgium and Paraguay, and on 13thJuly 1930 in Montevideo, they defeated Belgium 3–0 on the very first day of the very first World Cup. Their opening goal was scored by forward Bart McGhee, which would have been the very first goal in World Cup history, if it had not been for the fact that across town France were playing Mexico at exactly the same time and had scored a goal nineteen minutes earlier.

    McGhee was born in Edinburgh, where his father, James McGhee, had both been a star player for Hibs and then manager of Hearts, a combination that even back then was only ever going to end in tears, and after resigning the manager’s position, McGhee emigrated with his family to America.

    Bart McGhee played his football in New York and Philadelphia before being selected for the 1930 World Cup. He was joined in the team by winger Jim Brown from Kilmarnock (who would later briefly return to Britain to play for Manchester United and was the uncle of Scottish rugby legends Peter and Gordon ‘Broon fae Troon’ Brown), midfielder Jimmy Gallagher from Kirkintilloch, defender Alec Wood from Lochgelly in Fife and wing-half Andy Auld from Stevenston in Ayrshire. McGhee, Brown, Gallagher, Wood and Auld had all immigrated to the USA, all played football in the American Soccer League that was based around the cities of the eastern seaboard and all played in all of the USA’s games in the 1930 Finals, which may or may not have had something to do with the fact that the coach of the USA team was Bob Millar, who came from Paisley and had played for St Mirren before heading westwards.

    After defeating Belgium, the USA continued their good form by brushing the highly fancied Paraguay aside 3–0 to qualify straight into the semi-finals without having even conceded a goal. Their strong performances were based on the very modern tactics of a strong and physical packed defence allied to counterattacking down the wings. The established European and South American nations were not too impressed; the French sneeringly called them ‘a team of shot-putters’, and the French didn’t even have to play them. However, the Scottish–American fairytale finally came to an end when a superior Argentina side outplayed them 6–1 in the semi-final, but at least Jim Brown from Ayrshire had the consolation of scoring USA’s goal, a fitting end to the only time that Scots have been in one of the four top teams in the World Cup. Or should I say the only time so far that Scots have been in one of the four top teams in the World Cup, as despite everything and all current and historical evidence to the contrary, we still can’t completely let it go. For it is one thing Scots accepting deep down that they will never reach the semi-finals of the World Cup, but it is quite another admitting it to anyone else.

    Ice Cold in Halifax

    Of all the countries in the world, it is Canada where the Scottish influence is arguably the most pronounced, for the history of Canada has been intertwined with Scotland ever since the first adventurous Scots headed west in pursuit of beaver – and other furry animals. Canada’s first two prime ministers, John A. MacDonald and Alexander Mackenzie, were both Scots; Canada’s longest river, the Mackenzie, was named after another Alexander Mackenzie, this time from Stornoway. Canada’s most prestigious seat of higher learning, McGill University in Montreal, was named after Glasgow-born James McGill; and the Canadian Pacific Railway that brought Canada together and was the principal factor behind political union was built and financed by a consortium of Canada’s wealthiest businessmen, all of whom were born in Scotland and all of whom looked forward to travelling across a country from east to west without ever having to stop at Polmont.

    Perhaps the best-known example of the Scottish connection is the province of Nova Scotia, which is Latin for ‘New Scotland’, and is the only place in the world outside of Scotland where Scottish Gaelic is still spoken. In fact, at the beginning of the twentieth century, there was thought to be as many Scottish Gaelic speakers in Canada as there was in Scotland. Today numbers of Gaelic speakers in Nova Scotia have fallen to less than 1,000, a sad decline, but granted still a potential doubling of BBC Alba viewing figures.

    It was James Creighton, a native of Halifax, the capital of Nova Scotia, who at the indoor Victoria Skating Rink in Montreal in March 1875 organised and participated in the first-ever formal example of a brand-new sport that consisted of two teams of nine players each (soon to be reduced to seven) on skates with sticks, playing a game that featured goals at either end of the rink and a small circular disc. The game proved immediately popular and would become known as ice hockey, but Creighton’s inspiration was not the English game of field hockey that was played on grass, but the game of ‘shinny’ or ‘shinney’ that for many years had been played on ice throughout Nova Scotia and Ontario. Creighton would have been familiar with shinny from his childhood in his native Halifax and the game was long associated with Scottish immigrants looking for something more energetic than curling in the long winter months.

    The game of shinny is most often compared to Scottish shinty, or to give shinty its formal Gaelic name camanachd, and is recorded being played in Nova Scotia as far back as the 1800s. Shinny games had no formal rules, no limit on the number of players, and no recognised scoring system, but basically groups of men with sticks chasing a puck or each other around the ice, so intrinsically not too dissimilar to ice hockey today.

    However, it would be wrong to say that ‘shinny’ is the only game to claim to be the predecessor of ice hockey. As well as being home to an overwhelming number of Scots, Nova Scotia was also home to an equivalent number of Irish immigrants. There are numerous references to the game of ‘hurley’ deriving from shinty’s Irish cousin of ‘hurling’ being played in pre-1875 Nova Scotia, and while the word ‘puck’ could originate from the Scottish Gaelic puc, the same could be said for the word deriving from the Irish poc, with both meaning ‘to poke’ or ‘to strike’. And lest we forget, long before the arrival of either the Scots or the Irish, the Native Canadian population had been playing various stick-based games on the ice for centuries. So perhaps, in conclusion, it would be magnanimous to say that, rather than claiming ice hockey as a Scottish or an Irish game, ice hockey is intrinsically a Canadian game.

    Yet, as with Scotland’s historic influence on so much of what we associate with Canada, Scots would continue to play a role in the history of Canada’s national sport. When ice hockey was included in 1924 at the first Winter Olympics at Chamonix, France (after having curiously first appeared in the 1920 Summer Olympics at Antwerp), the captain of the victorious Canadian team was one Duncan Munro from Moray, who had immigrated to Canada as a child. After Olympic glory Munro would turn professional, and in 1926 was captain of the now-defunct Montreal Maroons who won the Stanley Cup, the most prestigious trophy in the world of ice hockey.

    However, Munro is not the only Scot to have achieved that feat. Alex Gray from Glasgow played in the New York Rangers’ first Stanley Cup victory of 1928; and goaltender Andy Aitkenhead was a member of the New York Rangers’ second victory in 1933; Adam Brown from Johnstone was a member of the Detroit Red Wings team that won in 1943; but perhaps the greatest of all the Scottish ice hockey players was Charlie Gardiner from Edinburgh.

    Gardiner immigrated to Winnipeg as a child where he began his career as a goaltender. In 1927, Gardiner joined the NHL when he signed for the Chicago Black Hawks and soon made his reputation as the top goaltender in the League. In 1934 Gardiner was the captain and star player of the Black Hawks team that won their first Stanley Cup, the only goaltender to have ever done so. He was at the peak of his profession and fame, but had been playing all season whilst suffering from a persistent tonsil infection that left him exhausted and experiencing increasing problems with his vision. By the time of the play-offs against the Detroit Red Wings he was often in excruciating pain. In June 1934, only two months after he had held aloft the Stanley Cup, Gardiner died of a sudden brain haemorrhage at the age of only twenty-nine.

    Charlie ‘Chuck’ Gardiner is to date the only Scots-born player to have been elected to the Hockey Hall of Fame, but such was his legacy that when the Hall of Fame was founded in 1945 he was one of only twelve players to achieve that honour, unheard of in his native Scotland, but a legend in Canada and Chicago.

    Where Fields of Dreams are Made

    The more time you spend investigating and researching the rich and idiosyncratic sporting history of America, the more you begin to realise how extraordinary it is that America is so obsessed with golf. Perhaps the game appeals to the Presbyterian spirit of the descendants of the Scots and Scots–Irish who, in the eighteenth century, left their homelands to forge new lives in a new land and refused to be in any way beholden or bending the knee (except when playing a tricky bunker shot) to their imperial Anglican masters, or perhaps, in an admittedly rather tenuous allegory, Americans just like hitting very small objects with big sticks. But what is most unusual about golf in the USA is that it is a British sport – in this case Scottish – that became even more popular over there than here. For when it comes to sport, as with most things, the Americans like to do things their own way, and to hell with the consequences or the mangling of the English language.

    If you exclude golf, the top four sports in the USA are and have been for almost all of the past century: baseball, American football, basketball and ice hockey, all of which were born and nurtured in North America and are revered as an article of faith and the pinnacle of sporting achievement by their millions of fans, in spite of, or possibly even because of, the bemusement these sports often engender in the rest of the world.

    However, even in these bastions of Americana, Scots have made an impact. Granted, in basketball where – as everyone knows – Scots guys can’t jump, this influence can be said to be one bounce removed, as it was the Canadian-born son of Scottish immigrants, James A. Naismith, who in 1891 invented the game in Springfield, Massachusetts.

    However, in both of the sports that can historically compete for the honour of being the USA’s national game, American football and baseball, there have been Scots who have become famous American sporting heroes. And one Scot in particular would go down in history as playing the lead role in arguably the most iconic moment in American sport.

    On 3rdFebruary 2008 at the University of Phoenix Stadium in Arizona, the New York Giants made American football history by becoming the first wildcard team ever to win Super Bowl XLII. The Giants defeated the overwhelming favourites, the previously undefeated New England Patriots 17–14 and contributing five points to one of the greatest upsets in Super Bowl history was the Giants’ place-kicker Lawrence Tynes, who through his American father’s military posting thirty years previously had the great fortune to have been born in Greenock and became the first and so far only player born in Scotland to have won two Super Bowl rings, in 2008 and again in 2012. Yet if this achievement was not momentous enough, in the game that saw the Giants progress to the 2008 Super Bowl – the NFC Championship Game – the Giants had defeated the Green Bay Packers, led by the legendary Brett Favre, in sub-zero temperatures in the Packers’ forbidding home stadium by 23–20 in overtime.

    Tynes had missed two opportunities to win the game with field goals in regular play before in overtime landing a mighty forty-seven-yard effort, one of the longest field goals in postseason history. His kick became known as ‘the Tynes Redeemer’ and immediately went down in American football folklore and just went to show that all those years in Greenock of avoiding angry 300lb men wearing crash helmets had not gone to waste.

    One hundred and twenty years before Tynes became a laird of the Super Bowl ring, the first Scot to make his name in American sport was Glasgow-born Jim McCormick, one of baseball’s top pitchers in the early years of the sport in the 1880s, when the game was still in its glorified rounders stage as the pitcher was still only allowed to throw underhand. McCormick played and managed several teams in his career, but had his greatest success as pitcher for the Chicago White Stockings (later the Chicago Cubs) winning National League pennants in 1885 and 1886.

    Sixty-five years later, in 1951 the race to win the National League was one of the most thrilling in the sport’s history. At one stage the Brooklyn Dodgers, including the legendary Jackie Robinson, had a thirteen-game lead over the second-place New York Giants, but the Giants then proceeded to go on one of the most remarkable winning streaks in baseball history, winning thirty-seven out of their last forty-four games (they play a lot of games in baseball) to end up dead equal with the Dodgers at the end of the season.

    In 1951 there were no automatic play-offs. The winners over the regular season won the pennant and went on to meet the winners of the American League in the World Series, so there was added excitement to a best of three game series to decide the winners. The Giants won the first game by 3–1, but the Dodgers fought back to comfortably win the second by 10–0, going into the third game, played at the Polo Grounds in Manhattan on 3rd October, as favourites. The Dodgers went into a 1–0 lead after the first inning, but the Giants drew level in the fourth. However, in the eighth and penultimate inning, the Dodgers gained what looked like a decisive 4–1 lead, although the Giants then reduced the deficit by 1. By the bottom of the ninth inning, with the Dodgers still winning by 4–2, all looked lost for the Giants. And then who should walk to the plate, but a young man from Townhead in Glasgow, and sporting immortality beckoned.

    Bobby Thomson had left Glasgow at the age of two to settle with his family in Staten Island, New York. He had begun a highly successful major league baseball career in 1946 when he made his debut for the New York Giants, and would remain in the major leagues until his retirement in 1960. Thomson would score 264 homeruns in his career, would be selected for the annual All-Star game on three occasions and inadvertently would pave the way for future homerun king and baseball legend, Hank Aaron, for when in 1954 Thomson broke his ankle training for his new team, the Milwaukee Braves, it was Aaron who made his major league debut in his place.

    1951 had already been a great season for Thomson. He had achieved a career-best number of homeruns, and in the first playoff game against the Dodgers had scored the decisive homerun (his thirty-first) that had given the Giants a 3–1 victory. The Dodgers pitcher in the first game had been All-Star Ralph Branca, but in the decisive third game it had been their other pitcher Don Newcombe who had stood on the pitcher’s mound and had thrown the Dodgers to the brink of victory. However, by the ninth inning Newcombe had grown increasingly weary and when Thomson stepped up to the plate for the final time, it was to find that it was not Newcombe that he would face, but his replacement Ralph Branca.

    The Giants had two men on bases when Branca threw his first ball. It was a strike. Branca’s second ball was a fastball and Thomson connected. It was a low drive that went down the left field, but stayed in play, and as Thomson, the Dodgers and the Polo Grounds crowd watched and waited for it to drop, it never did, surpassing the 279 feet required to pass the fence before dropping into the lower deck. With the two men out, Thomson’s thirty-second homer of the season gave the Giants three runs and meant that, against all the odds, the Giants had achieved an unassailable 5–4 lead and had won the game, the play-off series and the League.

    ‘The Giants have won the Pennant! The Giants Have Won the Pennant!’ was the famous cry from American radio commentator Russ Hodges that was broadcast across America. 1951 was also the first year of the Korean War between North and South Korea and the game was broadcast across the Pacific to American troops serving in Korea far away from home.Thomson’s homerun became known as ‘the shot heard around the world’, and even though the Giants would lose the World Series final 4–2 to their great rivals the New York Yankees and uproot themselves from New York in 1958 to head west to become the San Francisco Giants, it has remained one of sport’s most iconic moments, when time and a nation stood still, and has been referenced in countless novels and films. Most notably in The Godfather where James Caan as Sonny Corleone is listening to the radio commentary of the game, just seconds before its conclusion, as he drives to the tollbooth where not only will he be gunned down and murdered but he doesn’t even get to hear Thomson’s famous homerun.

    In his native Scotland most people have remained oblivious to the enduring fame that Thomson achieved across the Atlantic in 1951 and even in the USA, Bobby Thomson, a modest and unassuming man, was perhaps never as famous as his most important sporting moment. However, Thomson remains a legendary name in the history of American sport, and is possibly the most famous Scottish sportsman there has ever been across the pond, even if as far as most Scots are concerned the phrase ‘the shot heard around the world’ is one they have probably never heard, but to be fair they might not be too surprised to discover that a Glaswegian was involved.

    Buenos Días, Señor Hutton

    When Bart McGhee and the other four Scots playing for the USA in the inaugural 1930 World Cup in Uruguay finally saw their fairytale come to an end it was thanks to a crushing 6–1 defeat by Argentina who went on to meet the hosts Uruguay in the final in Montevideo. Granted, neither Scotland nor England nor for that matter Italy, Spain or Germany had deigned to enter the first FIFA World Cup, but even if the leading nations in Europe had made the trip there was no reason to think that in 1930 the finalists would have been any different.

    Before the first World Cup, the Olympic Games had become the pinnacle of international football and it had been Uruguay who had won gold in both 1924 and 1928. In the latter tournament it had been Argentina who had been the unlucky silver medallists, and it was Argentina again who were the most recent winners in 1929 of the Copa América, the major international tournament in South America. In the insular British Isles of 1930 precious few were aware that power in international football had shifted across the Atlantic, but it would have been less of a surprise to the pioneering Scots who had played an integral part in the development of fútbol in South America.

    When one thinks of the Scottish Diaspora it is the Scottish descendants of North America, Australia, New Zealand, Southern Africa and the other outposts of the former British Empire from Malaysia to Montego Bay that come to mind, with their proud Scottish heritage of kilts, tartan and bagpipes, even if those very same kilts, tartan and bagpipes played a minimal to no part in the lives of most of those who left in the first place. Far less known are the substantial numbers of Scots farmers, engineers, teachers, doctors and labourers who moved to South America in the nineteenth century and proved themselves the exception to the rule by learning a foreign language. ‘Al fin y al cabo somos hijos de Jock Tamson’ after all, or as they say in the Auld Country, ‘We’re a’ Jock Tamson’s bairns.’

    The most notable Scot in the history of South America was Thomas ‘El Diablo’ Cochrane from Hamilton. He was the buccaneering naval officer from the Napoleonic Wars, who between 1817 and 1825 commanded the revolutionary navies of both Chile and Brazil and played a crucial part in both countries’ successful fights for independence from Spanish and Portuguese rule and lived to tell the tale with all limbs and eyes intact. But running Cochrane a close second was a man from the Gorbals who changed South American sporting history, Alexander Watson Hutton.

    Alexander Watson Hutton was a teacher from Glasgow who immigrated to Buenos Aires in 1882 to work at the St Andrew’s Scots School, a school that had been established in 1838 to provide a suitable Scottish education for the growing number of Scottish settlers. Watson Hutton was a firm believer in the benefit of sport, and when he founded his own school, the Buenos Aires English High School, in 1884 he ensured that football was part of the curriculum.

    British immigrants in Argentina had played football of varying forms since the late 1860s, but it was Watson Hutton’s promotion, along with others of the association rules that saw the game begin to flourish in the expatriate community of Buenos Aires. And the Scottish influence can clearly be seen, for in an inaugural league that was played in 1891 the two leading sides were Old Caledonians and Watson Hutton’s former school of St Andrew’s.

    However, the decisive moment in the establishment of organised football in Argentina was to take place on 21stFebruary 1893 in Buenos Aires, when Alexander Watson Hutton founded the Argentine Association Football League, which would later become La Asociación del Fútbol Argentino, the oldest football association in South America.

    Watson Hutton remained President of the League until 1896 when he retired to concentrate on his day job of teaching students the offside rule. He would then have the satisfaction of seeing his school’s team, Alumni, dominate the early years of the Argentine league, winning ten titles between 1900 and 1911, before inevitably the local teams and local players superseded the British-based teams. Argentina would go on to become one of the leading nations in world football, winning two World Cups and giving us such legendary names as Alfredo di Stefano, Lionel Messi and Diego Maradona, whose accomplishments in the 1960 European Cup Final at Hampden Park, the Champions League Finals of 2009 and 2011 and of course the 1986 World Cup Quarter Final, were sportingly appreciated throughout Scotland, no doubt in recognition of the role that a Glaswegian had played in teaching diminutive Argentinians how to compete for headers against significantly taller opponents.

    Size Isn’t Everything

    In the year 2012 when the leading players in the SPL are far more likely to hail from Bosnia, Romania, Nigeria, Honduras, Kenya, South Korea and Israel than from Glasgow, Edinburgh or Dundee, can you tell me who are the only two players to have played in World Cup Final-winning teams and also appeared in the SPL? The answer is 1998 French striker Stéphane Guivarc’h and 2006 Italian midfielder Gennaro Gattuso, who both played for Rangers in the 1998–99 season, although never at the same time, and as far as Guivarc’h was concerned, so forgettable were his performances there was some debate about whether he actually ever played at all. Gattuso, of course, would take the skills he developed in Scottish football and go on to a combative if highly successful career with Milan and Italy. However, even less known than Guivarc’h and Gattuso’s Scottish connections is the career of the Italian international who, rather than playing in Scotland, was actually born there.

    Giovanni ‘Johnny’ Moscadini was born in Falkirk in 1897. His family had come to Scotland from the town of Barga in Tuscany, a hillside Tuscan enclave that saw a large number of its inhabitants immigrate to Scotland from the nineteenth century onwards and still celebrates its longstanding Scottish connections today. Moscadini may have been born in Scotland, but he enlisted in the Italian army in the First World War and then afterwards settled in the family home of Barga where he began a football career that would take him to the top Italian teams, Pisa and Genoa. Moscadini was a goal-scoring forward and made his debut for the Azzurri (the Italian national team) in 1921, winning nine caps in total and scoring seven goals through to 1925. Johnny Moscadini may well have gone on to further success for club and country, but instead returned to Scotland, undoubtedly the only example to date of an Italian football international giving up his career to run a café in Campbeltown. Moscadini remained in Scotland for the rest of his life, retiring to Prestwick where he died in 1985, but is still remembered in Barga, where the football stadium is named after him.

    Giovanni Moscadini was one of the first examples of the Italian football tradition of ‘Oriundi’, players with Italian heritage who were born outside Italy but were nevertheless chosen for the Italian national team. When Italy hosted the second FIFA World Cup in 1934 Moscadini may have long since departed for deepest Argyll, but there were still three non-Italians in Italy’s first team, and with home advantage and with Mussolini himself looking imperiously on, it was no great surprise that the Italians became the second nation to become world champions. It was a close-run thing though, as with only nine minutes of normal time to go they were trailing 1–0 to a talented Czechoslovakia team, before eventually winning 2–1 in extra-time.

    The nation of Czechoslovakia had only come into existence in 1918 at the end of the First World War and the break-up of the Austro-Hungarian Empire and played their first international in 1920, but had quickly become a major force in European football. Czechoslovakia specialised in the short passing game that had long been associated with the Scottish style of football, and as you may already have suspected, it was indeed two ex-pat Scots who played an integral role in this Bohemian rhapsody.

    John Madden was born in Dumbarton and had the honour of being centre forward in the very first game played by Celtic in 1888. He did not score on that occasion, but would win three League titles for Celtic between 1893 and 1896 and score four goals on his debut for Scotland against Wales in 1893, although incredibly he would only win one more cap. In 1905, as a retired forty-year-old ex-footballer, Madden was surprisingly offered the position of manager of Slavia Prague and left Scotland for a new life in Central Europe.

    Life in Prague must clearly have agreed with him as Madden remained there through two World Wars, the creation of a new country and first German and then Soviet occupation until his death in 1948. Madden remained manager of Slavia Prague until 1930, instilling the Scottish style of play and a strong disciplinary ethic that, remarkably considering the city that he found himself in, included the prohibition of alcohol before matches.

    In 1919 Madden was joined in Prague by fellow Scot John Dick from Renfrewshire, who had played over 250 times for Woolwich Arsenal (before they became just Arsenal) between 1898 and 1912, as a no-nonsense centre-half and one-time captain. Dick was appointed manager of Sparta Prague, and when the Czechoslovakia League was founded in 1925, the two Scots led their respective sides to a series of titles with Slavia winning in 1925, 1929 and 1930 and Sparta in 1926, 1927 and 1932. Madden would retire from Slavia in 1930 and Dick from Sparta three years later in 1933, but between them they had established the most successful clubs in Czech football history.

    And in 1927 Dick led his Sparta Prague to victory in the firstever Mitropa Cup, an early incarnation of the European Cup and Champions League, that was contested by the best teams in Central Europe, and before the advent of the European Cup in 1956 it was the premier club tournament on the European continent.

    This was a golden age of football in Czechoslovakia. At the 1934 World Cup Finals held in Mussolini’s Italy, Czechoslovakia made it through to the final playing the same Scottish short-passing game that Madden and Dick had introduced. Remarkably, the entire Czechoslovak side, including such legendary figures as goalkeeper and captain Frantisek Planicka and forwards Antonin Puc and Oldrich Nejedly, were all selected from either Slavia or Sparta Prague, and therefore had all been coached and unquestionably lectured on their Staropramen intake by the two men who can lay claim to having been Scotland’s most successful overseas managers in history.

    Czechoslovakia remained a consistently strong force in world football, reaching the World Cup Final again in 1962 and earning the title of European Champions in 1976, until the Velvet Divorce of 1993, when the nation was divided into the new independent nations of the Czech Republic and Slovakia, a peaceful and remarkably harmonious separation that curiously appeared to proceed without any requirement for a national referendum in either country.

    Still, the 1934 defeat in Rome remains the closest that Czechoslovakia ever came to joining the elite group who have won the ultimate prize of the World Cup. Spain’s victory in 2010 brought the number of countries that have lifted the World Cup to eight, and the 2010 finals would also see the unexpected return to the top table of world football of the nation that first lifted the Jules Rimet trophy.

    For forty years up until 2010, as far as the rest of the world was concerned, South American football consisted solely of Argentina and Brazil. True, the Colombian Carlos Valderrama had great hair and in Scotland the less we remembered of Peru the better, but when it came to potential world champions and world footballers of the year, there were only two nations from the southern hemisphere to be considered. And then at South Africa, after the highly fancied Argentina and Brazil both crashed and burned, it was little old forgotten Uruguay who, to the consternation of most of Africa, somehow sneaked past Ghana on penalties to reach the semi-finals. It was the first time since 1970 that Uruguay had reached the last four of the World Cup, and while for some it was a shock that a country of only three million could gate-crash the greatest football show on earth, for those who know their sporting history it was simply one more achievement of a nation who have been upsetting the odds for the last 100 years.

    Uruguay have been Champions of South America’s Copa América on fourteen occasions (equal first with Argentina and well ahead of Brazil); have won the Olympic Games twice in 1924 and 1928, which in those pre-World Cup days was the only international tournament where Europe played South America; have been World Cup semi-finalists three times in 1954, 1970 and 2010; and of course were World Cup winners twice in 1930 and 1950, which considering that they did not take part in either 1934 or 1938, meant that, in fact, they were undefeated for an extraordinary twenty-four years, until losing to the Magnificent Magyars of Hungary in 1954.

    It is not for nothing that it is said of Uruguay that ‘while other countries have history, Uruguay has football’, and if you think the task of naming five Belgians is difficult, try naming a single Uruguayan who does not wear their sky-blue shirt.

    But where does this incredible football heritage come from? Well, the origins of Uruguayan football have much to do with their geographical proximity to Argentina, their much larger neighbour across the River Plate, where the Glaswegian schoolmaster Alexander Watson Hutton had established the Argentine Football Association in 1893, and as with Argentina, football was introduced by British workers residing in the country.

    The Uruguay Football Association and the Uruguay Football League were founded in 1900 and they played their first international against Argentina in 1902. In 1905 Glasgow tea magnate Thomas Lipton gave his name to the Copa de Caridad Lipton, a trophy to be played between Argentina and Uruguay on an annual basis and was competed for regularly until 1929 and was last played for in 1992. Lipton would also give his name six years later to the Sir Thomas Lipton Trophy, a prototype European Cup that featured the leading clubs of Europe, plus the unlikely English winner West Auckland, and either showed Lipton’s largesse in promoting his sporting enthusiasms or a clever attempt to make sure that every Cup around the world would be associated with his own brand of tea. Yet Lipton was not the Scot who would have the greatest influence of Uruguay to the pinnacle of world football.

    In 1906, a young twenty-year-old by the name of John Harley moved from Springburn in Glasgow to take up a job in Argentina working on the new railway system that was being built along and from the River Plate or Rio de la Plata. Harley was a railway engineer, and in the nineteenth century Springburn was a world centre of locomotive production and Scotland was at the forefront of railway engineering around the world.

    On his arrival in Argentina, Harley began playing for a Buenos Aires Railways football team, but when he moved across the border to work for the Central Uruguay Railways in 1909 he also switched to play for their works team, the Central Uruguay Railways Cricket Club, who despite their name, played football as well and would eventually become known by their local name of Peñarol.

    As with Argentina, football in Uruguay had initially been the preserve of the British who lived and worked there, but as with Argentina the local population had taken up the game and then taken over. However, this did not prevent Harley from quickly becoming a tough-tackling centre-half and captain of the Peñarol team and furthermore making his debut for the Uruguay national team in September 1909.

    Juan Harley,as he was known,made a huge impact on Uruguayan football.As with John Madden and John Dick in Prague he preached the virtues of hard work, a team ethic and the short passing game that he knew from Scotland, rather than the English kick and rush style that he encountered on arriving in South America. As well as playing for Uruguay he was also appointed trainer and was effectively player-manager of the national side and made seventeen appearances in total between 1909 and 1916. Although he did not play in the inaugural Copa América tournament of 1916, his methods were clearly bearing fruit, as Uruguay were crowned the firstofficial champions of South America.

    Harley remained an amateur player throughout, and his football commitments had always to be reconciled with his work on the Uruguayan railways. When he finally gave up playing for Peñarol in 1920 he remained working in Uruguay until the 1940s and in his retirement continued to reside in Montevideo.

    Peñarol would go on to become the most successful football club in Uruguay history with a record number of League Championships and five times lifting the Copa Libertadores, the premier football tournament in South America, while within twenty-one years of Harley arriving in the country the Uruguayan national team had become the number one football country in the world, with their two victories at the Olympics, followed by success at the 1930 World Cup.

    John ‘Juan’ Harley’s role in the rise of the smallest nation by far ever to be crowned champions of the world was not forgotten and he remained a popular and revered figure in Uruguay until his death in 1960. Beyond the River Plate the name of John Harley was far less known and hardly at all in his native country, despite the fact that it had been the Scottish tradition of playing football that Harley had introduced to his adopted home.

    In 1954 when after snubbing the whole notion of a World Cup for twenty-four years, Scotland made their belated debut in the Finals in Switzerland they were drawn against Uruguay in the Group stages. One can but imagine the varying emotions that John Harley must have had at the prospect of his adopted nation finally meeting the nation of his birth in the world’s most important football tournament. Both Scotland and Uruguay were nations with an incredible football heritage and a reputation that far surpassed the respective sizes of their populations. Both countries had been, at their peak, the leading countries in world football. And in the person of John Harley, both countries had more in common than certainly almost everyone in Scotland actually realised.

    It was a battle for the crown of who in fact actually was ‘the best small football country in the world’ and Uruguay would win by 7–0, which still remains Scotland’s worst international defeat. Somewhere in Montevideo a now-elderly Scotsman probably did not know whether to laugh or cry.

    Lairds of the Ring

    Of all the regions of Scotland it is arguably the South West and Dumfries and Galloway that is most often overlooked. The rolling hills and bucolic farmland of the Southern Uplands lend themselves to a quieter and slower pace of life, enjoyed and appreciated by their quieter and slower inhabitants, who one suspects lose little sleep (or sheep) over this lack of international profile. However, behind the picturesque tranquillity of Dumfries and Galloway lies a proud and bloody history that has seen the murder of John Comyn by his rival Robert the Bruce in a Dumfries church in 1306, the most hard-core of the Covenanters in the seventeenth century and lest any brave but unsuspecting visitor forget, the setting of The Wicker Man in 1973.

    
      

    

    For centuries the Douglas clan were one of the most powerful and fearsome families in the South of Scotland. This was their region, and in 1633 the Douglas clan received, amongst their many titles and many disparate family lines, the title of the Earl of Queensberry, later raised to the Marquess of Queensberry (and briefly the Duke of Queensberry) in honour of Queensberry Hill, in the Lowther Hills that constitute part of the Southern Uplands. In Scotland, the Queensberry name would gain notoriety when James Douglas, the 3rdMarquess and 2ndDuke of Queensberry, played a pivotal role in the Scottish Parliament’s acquiescence to the Act of Union of 1707, however would be successfully re-branded in 1867 when the Italian-born 9thMarquess agreed to sponsor a new set of twelve rules proposed by Welsh sportsman John Chambers regarding the sport of boxing.

    As was the case with so many pastimes in Victorian Britain, Chambers was determined to codify and regulate the centuriesold activity of two men hitting each other and called for the mandatory use of boxing gloves, the introduction of three-minute rounds, the prohibition of wrestling and throwing an opponent to the floor and above all, the promotion of boxing as a noble art, hence the necessity of an actual noble to be the sponsor.

    The Queensberry Rules, as drawn up by Chambers, became accepted internationally as the foundation rules of the sport and an obscure Southern Uplands hill became known throughout the world, despite the fact that even in Scotland nobody actually knew where Queensberry was.

    Boxing has been one of the most popular sports in Scotland for well over a century, but it would be 1937 and seventy years after the publication of the Queensberry Rules before Scotland would have an undisputed world boxing champion to call their own. But in the murky alphabet soup of the world of boxing, where even the definition of the word ‘undisputed’ is disputed, this does not mean that Scotland did not have a ‘world champion’ before then.

    Johnny Hill was a brilliant amateur flyweight from Edinburgh who turned professional in 1926, and by 1928 he had won both the British and European Flyweight titles. He was a boxing prodigy and one of the most popular fighters in Britain, attracting large crowds whenever he fought in London.

    In August 1928 at the age of twenty-two, Hill defeated the Russian-born American David ‘Newsboy Brown’ Montrose on points over fifteen rounds in front of over 30,000 spectators in Clapham, London. A new sporting superstar was acclaimed, and in Britain Hill’s victory over Brown was celebrated as the crowning of a new World Champion. However, in America Newsboy Brown had been but one of several claimants to the title of World Champion, and it was only in California and Britain that Hill was so recognised.

    In March 1929 Hill lost his only professional fight of his career in Paris to Frenchman Emile Pladner (who he had already twice defeated). Pladner would then almost immediately lose to the best of the American flyweights, former Olympic gold medallist and National Boxing Association (later the World Boxing Association) World Champion, Frankie Genaro.

    A resilient Hill had recovered from his unexpected defeat in Paris and had returned to his winning ways throughout the spring and summer of 1929. That same year it was announced that the Scot would meet Genaro in London in September in a world title bout that, this time, would be recognised on both sides of the Atlantic.

    Johnny Hill had already shown in his meteoric career that he was a dedicated and incredible boxing talent, and victory over Genaro would be the next step to dominating the world Flyweight division for years to come. However, in training for the biggest fight of his life, Hill caught a chill that quickly developed into pneumonia, and on 27thSeptember 1929 – the very day the contest was due to take place – Johnny Hill died in his home city of Edinburgh. A shocked Genaro, rather than fighting Hill for the World Flyweight title, was one of the pallbearers at his funeral. Johnny Hill was only twenty-three years of age.

    Two years after Hill’s tragic death, another Scottish flyweight, this time from the Gorbals in Glasgow, turned professional at the age of eighteen. In the 1920s and 1930s the Gorbals was one of the poorest inner city areas in the whole of Europe. To earn his living, Benny Lynch had taken to fighting on the circuit of carnival and fairground boxing competitions that proliferated in the West of Scotland. From the outset it was clear that Lynch, with his immaculate timing, brilliant command of the ring and explosive punching power, was a rare talent, and he embarked on an incredibly punishing schedule that saw him fight twenty-nine bouts in one year.

    On 8thSeptember 1935 he travelled to Belle Vue in Manchester to fight the Englishman Jackie Brown for the British, European and NBA World Flyweight titles. This was the second time that Lynch and Brown had fought each other – the first being a nontitle bout in March of 1935 in Glasgow that ended in a draw – but at the Belle Vue Stadium in Manchester, the Scot, twentytwo years old, knocked down the champion six times in a tworound demolition to claim all his titles and return to the praise of hundreds of thousands of his fellow Glaswegians who came to honour Glasgow’s champion, the people’s champion and the greatest flyweight in the world.

    However, while as far as Glasgow, Britain, Europe and the NBA were concerned, Lynch was the unquestioned Champion of the World, the NBA’s main rival, the New York State Boxing Commission, had other ideas. They insisted that the Filipino- born American champion Small Montana (real name Benjamin Gans) was the legitimate World Champion.

    On 9thJanuary 1937 the two World Champions met at Wembley Arena in London to decide the matter once and for all. The fight was a hard-fought tactical contest between two great boxers that went the full fifteen rounds, but at the end it was clear that Lynch’s greater ring-craft and aggression were superior to his opponent’s. For the first time in a decade there was an undisputed World Flyweight Champion, and he came from Glasgow.

    In October 1937 Benny Lynch knocked out future World Champion Peter Kane from England in the thirteenth round in front of 40,000 home fans at Shawfield Stadium in Rutherglen. The Lynch–Kane fight is one of the most famous fights ever to take place in Britain, and for Lynch, fighting in front of his devoted supporters was arguably the greatest moment of a momentous career.

    Benny Lynch was only twenty-four and at the pinnacle of world boxing, but within twelve months his career would be all but over. While his predecessor Johnny Hill had been a teetotaller, Lynch liked a drink. At first his convivial habits were kept in check by his gruelling training and fighting schedule, but as he became more successful and more famous, the temptations became greater. Benny Lynch was a man of the people and the people were more than happy to buy their hero a drink.

    As his life became more chaotic it became increasingly difficult to maintain his training regime and even more difficult to remain at his flyweight fighting weight of 112lbs (51kg). A March 1938 re-match versus Kane at Anfield Stadium in Liverpool resulted in a controversial draw, with many proclaiming the Englishman the winner, but it had been declared a non-title bout, as Lynch had failed to make the flyweight limit. Three months later he turned up for the weigh-in for a title defence against American Jackie Jurich to find he was six pounds over the limit, and he was promptly stripped of his titles.

    In October 1938, in his 108thfight in just over seven years, Benny Lynch was knocked out for the first time in his career. He was twenty-five and never fought again. Eight years later, in 1946, Scotland’s greatest-ever boxer and first undisputed Champion of the World finally succumbed to the ravages of alcoholism and died of pneumonia at the age of thirty-three.

    It was a terribly sad end to a life less ordinary that had burned so brightly for such a brief period of time, but for those who knew what life was truly like in the Gorbals tenements from where Benny Lynch came, his talent and his achievements would be proudly remembered after both the man and the tenements had long gone.

    Johnny Hill and Benny Lynch were both flyweights, and it was in this, the lightest of all the divisions where the wee hard men ruled, that Scotland continued to find success. In 1943, at the age of twenty-two, Jackie Paterson, a southpaw from the village of Springside in Ayrshire with a mighty punch and the British Flyweight and Bantamweight Champion for most of the 1940s, knocked out Peter Kane in the first round at Hampden Park and was declared the NBA World Flyweight Champion. Paterson held the title until 1947, but due to the circumstances of wartime that made it impossible for the leading fighters around the world to fight each other, he was only able to defend his crown once in those four years.

    Nineteen years later, in the same year that Jackie Paterson was tragically stabbed and killed in his new home of South Africa at the age of forty-six, Walter McGowan from Burnbank in Hamilton defeated defending champion Salvatore Burruni from Italy on points, to be crowned WBC World Flyweight Champion.

    McGowan was an extremely talented boxer, renowned for his ring-craft and footwork, and like all three of his illustrious Scottish predecessors, a precocious talent who became World Champion at the young age of twenty-three. And although his career would be bedevilled by problems with cuts and he would lose his title in his first defence in December 1966, there were further echoes of momentous nights in Scottish boxing history and a continuation of a Caledonian line of legendary champions as it had been in the same Wembley Arena where Benny Lynch had defeated Small Montana in 1937 that McGowan won his title in June 1966.

    The last Scottish boxer to lift either a WBA or WBC World Championship belt (the two oldest and most prestigious of the inexplicable four major international sanctioning bodies that currently run world boxing) was Jim Watt from Glasgow. He won the vacant WBC Lightweight Championship in April 1979 in front of a passionate home crowd at Kelvin Hall, and for the next two years and four successful defences, would bring big-time boxing back to Glasgow before eventually losing his title in London in 1981 to the Nicaraguan Alexis Arguello.

    The vacant Lightweight title that Jim Watt had claimed in April 1979 had belonged to a certain Roberto Duran from Panama, who regularly heads the list of being the greatest lightweight boxer of all time – as compared to being the greatest lightweight of all time, which is not something one would ever advise calling any professional boxer, never mind a man who was known as ‘Hands of Stone’. Duran had been WBC World Champion since 1972, before finally unifying the division in 1978, and in 1979 he departed the division for a decade of brawls and battles at welterweight and middleweight against the likes of Sugar Ray Leonard and Marvelous Marvin Hagler.

    Jim Watt had never fought the Panamanian during both of their long careers, but another Scot, who can lay claim to being, along with Benny Lynch, Scotland’s greatest-ever boxer, would prove to be less fortunate.

    Ken Buchanan, like Johnny Hill, came from Edinburgh. He turned professional in 1965 and won his first thirty-three fights. He became British champion in 1968 and European champion two years later. In September of 1970 Buchanan travelled to Puerto Rico to meet another legendary Panamanian, Ismael Laguna, who had ruled the Lightweight division since 1965.

    Few gave the Scot any chance against the champion, especially in the hot and humid conditions of the San Juan open-air stadium, where temperatures edged above 100 degrees. However, Buchanan, a clever, skilful and incredibly brave fighter, managed to counter the conditions and his more experienced opponent by taking the fight to Laguna to win a narrow points decision. Ken Buchanan had, against all the odds, become the WBA World Lightweight Champion and was the first Scot to hold a world title at a weight above flyweight.

    In February 1971 Buchanan was awarded the WBC World Lightweight title after a points victory over Mexican Ruben Navarro in Los Angeles, and although he was soon stripped of the WBC belt for failing to meet their designated challenger, Ken Buchanan had become, after Benny Lynch, only the second Scot to be proclaimed undisputed World Champion. Buchanan retained his WBA title with another fifteen-rounds points victory over Laguna at Madison Square Gardens, New York, in September 1971 and Buchanan would return to the Gardens on June 1972 in what would become one of the most famous and contentious fights of all time.

    Ken Buchanan fought at Madison Square Gardens, the then- Mecca of world boxing, five times in his career. In 1970 he had been voted Fighter of the Year by the Boxing Writers Association of America for his victory over Laguna in Puerto Rico, and while in his native Britain the authorities were slow to recognise his talent and even initially banned him from boxing at home because of a dispute with the WBA, in America they were quick to appreciate the talent and the guts of the Scot with the fast hands and the trademark tartan shorts.

    Buchanan’s WBA title was on the line when he agreed to meet Roberto Duran at the Gardens in June 1972. Despite the Scot being the more experienced and the favourite, the undefeated Panamanian was six years his junior and the coming force in the division.

    From the very first seconds, Duran came charging out to attempt to take control of the fight and briefly had Buchanan down in the first round, but as the fight went on the clever Scot managed to just about keep the swarming Duran at bay with his trademark jab and combinations. It was the classic contest between a fighter and a boxer, with Duran desperate to get inside Buchanan’s defences and prepared to use any part of his anatomy to do so, and Buchanan equally determined to keep Duran at a distance. By the start of the thirteenth round Duran was ahead, but there were still three rounds to go, meaning the Champion, with his undoubted stamina and the proven resilience that he had shown throughout his career, could not be ruled out. At the end of the thirteenth round the bell sounded and what happened next has been disputed for decades.

    As both men kept swinging and the referee struggled to separate them, Buchanan fell to the canvas, clutching his groin and claiming a low blow from Duran – although Buchanan’s trainer later said it was Duran’s knee that did the damage, while others said that Duran’s punch had been deflected below the belt when the referee jumped in to try and get Duran back to his corner.

    With the Scot in agony but back in his corner, and with pandemonium all around the Gardens, the question was: What would experienced, Italian-born New York referee Johnny LoBianco do next? Would he disqualify Duran for the low blow or for landing a blow after the bell, meaning Buchanan would remain the champion? Or would he allow the Scot, now back on his feet and prepared to carry on, the chance to continue as the time that he had been on the canvas had been after the bell?

    However, LoBianco determined that Buchanan was in no fit state to continue and claimed he had not seen any low blow by Duran, reasoning that Buchanan hit the deck because of a culmination of blows, all legal. It was an extraordinary decision, but Duran was given the victory by a technical knockout. Now it was, of course, perfectly possible, and in fact highly probable, that if the low blow had not taken place then Duran would still have been given the verdict (he was ahead on all three judges’ cards), but it was a dreadful way for Buchanan’s popular and exemplary reign as World Champion to come to an end. For the man himself it was a bitter, bitter blow and one he could never accept the justice of.

    For the next three years Ken Buchanan fought on at the highest level, remaining undefeated, and along the way defeating future World Champion and fellow Scot Jim Watt in Glasgow in 1973 and regaining his European Championship in 1974. Finally and belatedly, in February 1975 he got another chance at world glory, this time against the WBC World Lightweight Champion, ‘Guts’ Ishimatsu from Japan (real name Yuji Suzuki) in Tokyo. But after showing all his old skill and ring-craft to take control of the first half of the fight, he could not stop the local man from coming back strongly to dominate the final rounds and retain his title with a unanimous points decision. For Buchanan it was the end of the road, as despite all the controversy, all Buchanan’s popularity in America, and all the public debate that should have made a Buchanan–Duran II – one of the most obvious and presumably commercially-lucrative re-matches of the 1970s – the handlers behind the warrior with ‘the Hands of Stone’ and one of the greatest fighters of all time whose career at the top would last another two decades after 1972, always refused to allow their fighter to go back in the ring with the man from Edinburgh, an unresolved legacy that remains to this day.

    For Scotland’s great boxing champions life after the ring has not always been easy – not that this makes Scotland any different from anywhere else in the world. The glory, the adulation and the fame that comes with titles and belts and sold-out stadiums seem rarely to be accompanied by the fortune and security that can be expected in other sports. It is the hardest and toughest of sport stripped down to – depending on your personal views – its purest or basest form, of one man versus another with only a pair of gloves as accessories and where retirement comes not just from a loss of form and a loss of pace, but from a physical beating in a ring. And for all the tragedy, all the corruption, all the unfairness, all the cruel disappointment and all the organisational incoherence, it remains, despite everything, a sport that people return to again and again in search of new heroes to join the legends of the past. And of those legends we honour Benny Lynch and Ken Buchanan, undisputed Champions of the World and the only two Scottish boxers to have been elected to the International Boxing Hall of Fame.

    Perhaps as a final postscript to the history of Scottish boxing we should return to the life of James Douglas, the 3rdMarquess of Queensberry. Seven years before he paved the way for the Act of Union in 1707, the Marquess had, with many other Scots, lost a considerable personal fortune in the ill-fated Darien Scheme of 1698–1700. Darien had been Scotland’s disastrous attempt to establish a New Caledonia colony in Central America and would end in the abandonment of the colony, the bankruptcy of the Scottish economy and finally the decision by the political elite that Union with England was the only way they would recoup their financial losses. Darien, strategically located as it was on the Isthmus of Panama, was to prove one of the most pivotal and controversial events in Scottish history with ramifications that are still felt to this day, but if you consider the sporting history of Scotland alongside the political for one moment, and as Ken Buchanan would testify to better than most, Panamanians never play by Queensberry Rules.
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