Grand Final Review
By Geoff Slattery of the “Age”
Tightrope of tension player’s live wire
 
The faces shock. That young men in their prime, bursting with health and fitness could be reduced to such a state is some testimony to the power of the grand final.
 
There is a common look to them all, the squad from Carlton , the 20 from Collingwood. Gaunt, haunted faces, and glazed eyes, the only public view of the private turmoil.
The tension will not be loosened for more than four hours. And then only the winner will be released.
A little over 90 minutes before the game, the Carlton men arrived. Moving through the crowd in dribs and drabs, starting, seeing nothing.
David Glascott, the youngest, is first, almost running to escape. Peter Bosustow is the only one daring to smile. It is a sham. Later, much later, he admits he has never been so nervous.
Those close to Carlton can’t help themselves. The whisper is out at one o’clock. Geoff Southby, who shares the same face as the rest, is out, replaced by Scott Howell.
A disaster for the great full back but at least he’s been there before. A consolation for Southby in later years. None for the day, when his year’s work sees him in the stand, watching. 
Collingwood is there 20 minutes later. A roar from outside the walls heralds the arrival. No dribs and drabs here. 
Through the human passage made by their supporters they come, led by their captain Peter Moore. Coach Tom Hafey’s face could easily blend into the old concrete walls of the stadium. It is a face that has not changed on this day since 1974. 
A picture, taken seconds after the 1979 Carlton-Collingwood Grand Final, greets the players as they step into the Magpie rooms. The picture is cut into two. On the right is a tower of elated Carlton players, the tension ripped away, the faces jubilant.
A caption “This could be you” points to the winners. On the left, the losers Collingwood, face gaunt, eyes glazed. The tension is gone, placed by pain.
Four hours later, the photo comes to life.
The tension hits the crowd when the umpires walk onto the field. And in this Grand Final, more than any in recent years, the tension grabs us all.
Part of it concerns Collingwood’s hopes, yet again. Part is Carlton ’s worry of losing to a team it considers inferior. Part of its inexplicable.
Perhaps this new craze of 20 men hitting the ground together amplifies it all.
Once the first captain out would rip onto the arena yards ahead of the rest, cutting through the banner, alleviating the anguish in the guts. Not any more.
The chalked words on the blackboard in the Carlton rooms explain the new philosophy: “Twenty players together working to capacity will win!” A new twist on the old line about champion teams beating teams of champions. Everything changes, but nothing changes.
Hafey is quickly down to business. Before his players have done half a lap of the ground, he is in his box, assessing, planning, no doubt hoping.
Parkin is different. Strolling the boundary with his new match committee, he admits this is the time he is overcome with numbness. “The expectation of it all overcomes. There is a non feeling. Like getting to the stage waiting to perform.” Glascott says he is overcome. “You’re part of it, but you’re not. It hits you, the roaring, the yelling.
Mike Fitzpatrick, the Carlton captain, says as he has this unnerving feeling of detachment all through the game. Not really being apart of it. 
It’s all to do with coach’s programming. Players are programmed these days, not trained. Especially in grand finals. 
The bounce of the ball, the accompanying roar and the mandatory early free kick do nothing to release the coil inside.
A stillness remains through the ground. It is with us almost to the end.  Deep in the stand you can hear the players calling. Nobody seems game to shout, or whistle, or cheer or jeer.
The Carlton tension quickly increases, as it is obvious the Blues play lack its usual fluency.
None of those moments expected of Carlton is allowed by the extra ordinarily hard, disciplined, Collingwood. The magpies are unable to take advantage of the strangely subdued Carlton .
After a flashy left-foot goal and the usual fists in the air by Mark Williams, shot after shot, all made under extreme pressure, result only in behinds..
Only four goals for the quarter one early and late for Collingwood, two late for Carlton , as neither side could affix any stamp of authority on the game.
On it goes into the second quarter. An unsurpassed exhibition of the most chilling, awesome moments of THE game. And still neither side could break. It was like a tug of war between to computers, each programmed to resist. And resist.
Even the coaches seemed loath to change the system, fearing a shot circuit. On and on it went. Ball smothered on boot. Promising run stopped in midstream. Likely mark thwarted by a timely punch.
At half time nothing (except one of Val Perovic’s ribs and heavy clouds above) had broken.
The tension was worse. Now it felt as if a steamroller was running up and down the heart, squeezing it of life. Carlton led by a point. It meant nothing.
 
The Blues decided the time had come to make a move. Any move. They went for Harmes onto Kink, and McConville, who had done well in defence, went to the forward pocket. 
It was, said Parkin, an effort to break the stalemate. “Both sides were putting so much defensive pressure on each other; somebody was going to have to take a risk if the game was to be won. 
The men of the Carlton match committee must have been smiling broadly at the five minute mark of the new half, when Harmes, perfectly aided by Hunter and Wells, burst through the middle, took a bounce and a touch and goaled.
It was a long time later before they smiled again. This was yet another quarter of yet another Grand Final when we all thought Collingwood had finally set up its 14th premiership..
There was the second quarter in 1970, the third in 1977 and now this, the third of 1981. It took half the quarter to get it moving, and then away went the Magpies.
On a day when neither team had been able to score more than two consecutive goals, Collingwood suddenly slammed on five straight.
It was an amazing turnaround. Momentarily, the tension was gone. The Collingwood fans thought it was theirs, and Carlton ’s fans had nothing more to be tense about. It appeared to be all other. 
First Taylor, a wonderful player all day, weaved his way into an open goal. A minute later it was Tony Shaw after a super pass from much maligned Kink. (Kink has suffered much criticism in the past. He should be proud of his effort on Saturday)
Then Ray Shaw snapped from nowhere, and Williams, as hard a worker as there is in
 the game, pulled off an extraordinary smother, tearing the ball from the boot of
Harmes, following it through and in a twinkling he had goaled. 
The magpies had a 15 point lead, and three minutes later, Barham made it 21. Carlton
was shaking all over. Everything it tried turned to nothing. The players were showing
signs of panic. The game was slipping away.
“I really did think,” said Parkin, “it would take a great side and a lot of character to
get back from that point.” The great side produced the character and the goals.
Ashman, who has an amazing ability to score goals at moments when all hope is gone,
did it for the second time in the match and, on the siren, Buckley put one through to
bring the chill back to the heart. 
Collingwood still led by nine points but no longer was there a safety zone.

Parkin left the box set to tear strips from his players. He thought better. As he stepped
on to the ground he considered the ease of Carlton ’s last two goals, and his thoughts,
and speech, changed in an instant. He went for positive re-inforcement.
“Instead of going out and appealing to their inner self, their pride and dignity, I said:
“There won’t be many here who’ll think like me, and probably half you players don’t
either. But I’m convinced by what I saw just before three quarter time that
Collingwood hasn’t much run left. As I said to you before the game, the Press is
saying the game is close Collingwood will win because of the enormous emotional
element of it. But, we won’t work it that way. We are fitter, we are fresher, we have
less players carrying injuries. There can be no doubt in my mind if we get the first
goal we’ll win.”
It was just as well Parkin took that tack. Fitzpatrick, whose finals series has been
better than those we create in fantasy, thought the Blues were gone as he went into 
that last huddle.
After Parkin’s words, he thought they were a chance again, and after  Sheldon had
goaled two minutes in that last quarter, Fitzpatrick knew his team would win.
Across the way, Hafey was angry his players had allowed the last two gaols. Perhaps
he, too, sensed what Parkin believed. 
He stressed only one point. The time for you to display character, he told his men, is
now.. The strength of your character, he said, rests with you.
Parkin’s optimism (Hope? Belief? Last gasp?) was not without its final concerns.
At the first bounce of the last quarter a Carlton player, unbelievably, overstepped the
Centre square line. It was the sort of start which makes nightmares, not fantasies.
Said Parkin: “My split second reaction to that mistake was that I thought we deserved,
by our own stupidity, to hand the  game to Collingwood”.
The kick from the centre went to Craig Stewart, who, unusually favouring the drop
Punt, missed from 50 metres.
In stepped Sheldon, with an inconclusive left foot goal. Carlton was four points down.
A long shot from Twomey was touched on the line. Five points to Collingwood. Then
that man Ashman did it again. Another vital goal put the Blues in front. 
Collingwood did not score again.
The winners’ medals were presented to Carlton . Faces filled with joy. Eyes filled

with tears. Perovic had the face of a man who would not be sober for a week.

Out the back, the Collingwood men sidled away. Hafey stood apart, shattered, his face
lined, bewildered. If you wonder how the Magpie fans keep coming back, what about
the coach?
Hafey had a last look, then was off to the rooms. He would have preferred the moon.
When all the rest of Collingwood had gone, and Carlton was still playing whoopee,
only Bill Picken his team’s best remained.
 
His face was gaunt, grey, dead.
