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From: "Paul O'Farrell" <Paul.OFarrell@bigpond.com>

To: "Reds" <RedDevils@onelist.com>

Date: Fri, 11 Jun 1999 23:30:11 +1000

Subject: Delirious Sydney Reds 

Greetings Fellow Reds,

Here's another angle on the European Cup from the perspective of a Sydney

(Oz) Red.

Dreaming about nodding in the winning goal from my pillow seemed all so

wonderful until my alarm clock screamed at 3am on May 27th (Sydney time

remember, we're 9hrs ahead of the UK). Realising why I was dreaming had me

out of bed in a flash. The match kick off wasn't for another two hours, but

having spent most of the evening prior getting everything sorted out so as

not to disturb my wife and daughter, it was a quick dash to get dressed and

be off to the club to watch the match. Being slightly superstitous had me

making sure the right undies were on. Luckily the red ones were there. It's

not easy getting dressed in the dark, but I really should have checked them

before getting onto the motorway....

Arriving at the club at 4:15am had me on edge. Not being one to regularly

have beer for breakfast, I settled on a coke (the liquid kind) and my feet

directed me to the same pre-match seat in the bar that I'd been at for so

many early morning (Oz time) games this season past. Would it be lucky to

sit in the same seat again after that epic FA Cup SF replay? Could that seat

be an omen? Can United still play well enough after having endured such a

long season? Oh God I wish Keano and Scholesie could be there. And it's

being played on Sit Matt's birthday. Argh !! Too many nerves. Get another

drink.

40 mins to go. Wide awake. Deep breathing will help calm the nerves. Another

coke. Get upstairs to the auditorium now. Not a soul around. "Yeah, I'm

early " I thought. Sit down and wait. And wait. 30 mins to go. Where the

hell is everyone? My worries stopped when I got up and opened the auditorium

door. Hundreds of Reds sitting in the sound-proof cinema sized room we'd sat

in to watch the Cup Final on the previous Saturday night. Met up with Mark

and his Dad who had "my" seat reserved. Good one guys.

Time for a nervous smoke. The screen flickered into life and there they

were. The team we adore. The Nou Camp Reds singing away louder than I'd ever

heard. 500 Reds all wishing we were there. Kick-off. "This is it matey" I

thought to myself. "This is the ultimate early morning. This is what it's

all about."

The game itself was a blur of nerves as far I can remember. "Why didn't

Schmikes react quicker when the Germans had their free kick? 1-0 down after

5 mins. Oh God, no" I said to myself while my head was in my hands. Plenty

of time yet. We started asking why Becks and Giggs were playing on the

opposite wings. I could only wonder. Half time after what seemed like 10

mins. Another drink or three, more fags, a quick leak and back to the room.

Should I change seats? Second half underway.

The air of desperation was getting thicker by the minute as time wore on

towards the end of the match. We were out of our seats whenever Dwight got

the ball. "There's no way he can move, he's been marked out of the game" we

all agreed in unison. 3 mins to go. Sweaty palms. Quick look at the clock.

Knuckles white. "Come on!!" we screamed. Then it happened. Teddy turned and

banged it in. The whole room went completely bananas. We jumped around and

shouted like never before. The noise was deafening and people I'd never met

were hugging and kissing me like a long-lost brother. Fists were flying

upwards towards the screen in an act of worship. "They've got to hold on for

extra time" I shouted to Mark's Dad, but he was too busy bouncing me in a

bear-hug to hear me. "Where's my seat gone? I need to sit down" I thought to

myself.

Then all hell broke lose.

All I can remember is seeing the ball fly into the top of the net. I didn't

see how it happened, it just did. My world seemed to freeze for a

milli-second, my ears went numb, then complete and utter bedlam. I remember

falling to my knees and the first vision in my mind was Sir Bobby. Why I

don't know. I can't explain why. But after getting to my feet, it was such

an absolutely brilliant sight. I couldn't beleive my eyes. There were

hundreds of ecstatic Reds jumping and screaming all around me. The hugs and

everything else from the first goal seemed light-years ago. This was

something else so brilliant it was almost frightening. "What am I doing just

standing here?" I grabbed the first Red within reach and held the poor

bugger in a hug so tight and jumped up and down for what seemed like an

eternity. The knocks and bruises didn't matter, nothing else mattered. The

world could have ended there and then and I couldn't have cared less. United

had done it. They HAD done it.

After a jubilant phone-call to my wife at 7.30am we sung ourselves hoarse in

the sportsman's bar for the next three hours. Every song I know and some I

don't were belted out at full voice. The club staff were amused to see what

all the fuss was about, but they let us carry on. The bar was awash with

hundreds of jumping, dancing, unspeakably ecstatic Reds that had witnessed

the holy-grail being snatched from the jaws of defeat.

On the way home, what I had seen from this season hit me. How United managed

to keep up the momentum of playing two games for nearly every week since

January was beyond me. To know that United might walk away with one trophy

from this season would have been good enough, but to witness the treble

(including the European Cup) being won by such a magnificent team is almost

beyond words.

July 18th feels like another holy grail (for me at least) as United will be

here in Sydney. That might not sound like much to most of you who are

reading this, but for me it's been 15 years since I last saw United. I have

my ticket, and I'm savouring the thought of seeing the CHAMPIONS of Europe

play before my eyes. I feel like a little boy who's christmasses have all

come at once. It's the most unreal feeling to know I WILL BE THERE.

They ARE the greatest football team, and I love them to death. I can't put

it any other way.

Cheers All.

Paul (N.R.T.F)

Sydney Oz.

