My attempt at a Barcelona Diary

Author:  "Conlon; Chris (Contractor)" [SMTP:ConlonC@logica.com] 
Diary of Christopher Conlon aged over 21 
Tues 25th May
07:30 Set off from Glasgow with Wilson a Rangers fan (with Liverpool 

leanings !!)

07:31 Called back on the mobile - had forgotten house keys (needed for

expected return on Friday at 04:00) - 6 year old daughter put it down to 

me being excited about the football - she could be right !

09:15 Stop off for breakfast and fill in my first credit card application 

form of the day.

11:00 arrive at Old Trafford as Wilson wants to see what Old Trafford

looks like. Hundreds of 'suits' are arriving for their official excursions

to Spain. Have a quick look around the mega-store (didn't buy anything -

honest !!) and walk around the ground, then back in the car and off to 

Ringway, (just as we're leaving about a dozen guys dressed in full

highland dress appear - wonder if they're pals of Fergie ?).

12:00 Arrive at Ringway and go to collect copies of the tickets which the 

lying b******s at Flight Options assured had been sent out to my home

address the previous Thursday (they still haven't arrived 4 weeks later). 

12:30 Fill in my second credit card application of the day as they are

giving away United scarves if you fill in a form (neglect to tell them

I've already got 1 of their cards - I wonder if they'll ask for the scarf 

back when they find out ?).

12:45 Off to the bar for a few drinks (served in plastic tumblers ) to

ease the pre-match nerves. At this point the airport (not to mention the 

bars) seems to be full of United fans with no sign of any business or

holiday travellers anywhere.

14:00 Check In luggage and then off to duty free to get a present for the 

wife and a couple of bottles of Champagne (just in case !!). Then back to 

the bar (via massive queue at Burger King) for a few more drinks before

the flight.

17:00 Time to board the flight, just as we're getting on a guy starts

giving out European Cup final badges which we later see being 'touted' at 

£2 a time in Spain !!

20:00 (Spanish time now) arrive in Girona and get our first view of the 

local StormTroopers who are all lined up greeting us with cheery smiles 

and handing out flowers and drinks of sangria to us as we step onto the 

tarmac ;-)

20:30 Board coach to Platja D'Oro after spotting the Radio 1 'celebs'

getting into their own private mini bus, someone else had spotted George 

Best but we didn't see him.

22:30 After dumping our bags and doing the essential 3 S's we were ready 

to hit the 'nightspots' of Platja D'Oro (apparently just north of Lloret 

de Mar). Not sure whether its best to hide our match tickets somewhere in

the room or take them with us, so decide to put them in our wallets in our

front pockets and store our cash in our other pockets (was anyone else

this paranoid ????).

22:31 As we were just leaving the hotel we bumped into Gerry, another

colleague from Glasgow, who had flown in from Gatwick (on the same flight 

as George Best) and arrived at about the same time as us, but was staying 

in another hotel in the centre of Platja D'Oro,but who'd come out looking 

for us. We walked the mile or so back into town in about 20 minutes,

following the sound of familiar United songs emanating from the town 

centre.

23:00 - 23:30 Find the source of all the United songs coming from 2 main 

bars on opposite sides of the main road through the town. These bars are 

full of United fans enjoying themselves & treating the locals to the full 

United songsheet.  Have a couple of beers here and then phone home to

ensure all is well (not that we could have done anything if it wasn't). 

23:30 - 02:30 Decide to wander around to see what other bars are

available, eventually settling outside a karaoke bar for a few hours where

more beer is consumed and we decide that we can now dance and should

therefore make our way to a disco. 

(Now Wednesday)

02:30 - 02:50 Follow a couple of local senoritas to a nearby disco, where 

a fellow Red tells us that we won't get in as its locals only, we assure

him that we're men of the world and we'll get in OK, and sure enough we're

turned away by the bouncers !!!

02:50 - 03:05 Go next door to a bar ('The Skull') and order 3 beers, they 

arrive and are consumed and then a variation on a theme that a lot of you 

have commented on occurs, we order 3 'shorts' and the barman (who we'll

call Pepe) hands them over and doesn't charge us. So they're downed and we

order 4 more (1 for him as well), and again he refuses money for them.

This is repeated another 3 times with the 'round' getting slightly larger 

each time as we include more of the bar staff !

03:05 - 04:00ish  One of the locals in the bar then offers to get us into 

the disco, and does so with no problems from the bouncers. After this it 

gets a little hazy but I think we have another drink, fail miserably to

get any of the locals interested in a dance and decide we'd better just 

have an early night.

04:00ish - 06:00ish Leave the club and have a few conversations with my

old acquaintances Huey & Ralph (I think I must have eaten something dodgy 

earlier in the day). Say our goodbyes to Gerry and arrange to meet him at 

2 O'clock the next day where we'll get the local bus into Barcelona.

Wander (or rather stagger) back to the hotel, passing an estate agent on 

the way where I wonder what the house prices are in pounds, to which

Wilson immediately retorts 'take off the last zero and divide by 4' which 

is good enough for me - and is the basis of our monetary calculations for 

the rest of the trip !!

06:00ish - 08:00 Sleep.

08:00 - 08:05 Wake up, remove contact lenses, clothes and shoes, get into 

bed.

08:05 - 12:00 Sleep

12:00 - 14:00 Wake up, do the essential 3 s's and head back into town to 

meet Gerry.

14:00 - 17:00 Meet Gerry in McDonalds and we decide not to risk the public

transport into Barcelona as apparently it takes at least 2 hours and we

don't know where we'd be dropped off, so decide to get the coach organised

by those nice Flight Options people, which leaves at 5pm. So, have a

McPollo & fries and a few coffees & waters (but surprisingly none of us 

feel like a beer), and arrange to meet Gerry back at our hotel at about

4:30. Head back to hotel, pay for coach tickets and then relax by the pool

until its time for the coach.

17:00 - 18:30 Pretty uneventful trip into Barcelona, most people seem 

tired after their previous evening exploits.

18:30 - 20:00 Arrive in good time to get into the ground but are met by 

massive crowds outside the University (medical school ?). Start getting

nervous about losing my ticket so close to the ground, so have my hand on 

my wallet at all times (and no its not just because I live in Scotland

!!). People all around are getting really pissed off with the police who

are loving causing as much hassle as possible, and causing a massive crush

which could so easily have been avoided (I bet its never like this on days

when barcelona are playing at home). Get past the first police check point

where the crowds then thin quite considerably, arrange to meet Gerry back 

at the coach where we'll decide whether to go into the town centre after

the game or just back to the hotel(depending on the result). Eventually

get to the ticket barrier/gate and give up the ticket stub. Wilson leading

the way then gets past the next security check (a guy with some kind of uv

lamp), then its my turn and he took ages checking it, I was sure I was

going to be turned away, but eventually he let me past. Wilson then told 

me that the guy in front of him had been turned away and he thought I was 

going the same way too! Go up a couple of flights of stairs and we're in 

the ground, what a sight, the far end full of Germans (and a few Reds as 

it turned out) but the rest of the ground appeared to have been 'Taken

Over' by United fans !!!

20:00 - 20:45 Just stood soaking in the whole experience, it was

incredible a great arena, perfect weather and incredible atmosphere as the

fans were warming up for the big event, I have to admit to feeling quite

emotional at times that evening I was just so taken with the whole event 

and the fact that it was me(in a very insignificant way)  and 'my' team 

(in a slightly more significant way !) that was involved.

20:45 - 22:30 The match. Lots has already been written by people far more 

eloquent than me and probably with better recollections than I have so I 

won't try and describe all that went on, but I'll just pick out a few

points that I remember. The Bayern goal, I said when the wall was lining

up that I didn't think  that Schmeichel had the far post covered, and sure

enough a not particularly brilliant free kick ended up in the back of our 

net. I thought we looked really nervous for the next 5 or 10 minutes, but 

then started to regain a bit more composure without really threatening. A 

lot has been written about Bayern's negative tactics and United not really

creating much, but I actually thought that Bayern did really well in

closing us down and we only played as well as we were allowed to by the 

Germans; so saying the ploy of closing us down took a lot out of their 

players and inevitably led to tiredness in the last 20 minutes or so,

which Teddy in particular exploited. The vocal support United received was

unbelievable it just never ceased, and I for one didn't get proper use

from my vocal chords until the following week (even the half time

rendition of 'Sit Down' was memorable[for me anyway]). As time passed

(very quickly) it just seemed to me that it wasn't going to be our night, 

the final telling pass was always intercepted or if it did get through

there was no decent contact on the ball from a United player that would 

cause the keeper any problems. With about 5 minutes to go the German end

started 'jumping' as their fans started their victory celebrations, and a 

guy in front of me said '..... aye the scousers were doing that too at Old

Trafford...' - was he a prophet ??? United fans all over the ground were

chanting in defiance of the inevitable and urging us on for one last push.

The last minute, we get a corner and I wonder if Schmeichel will do one of

his famous penalty box excursions after all we've nothing to lose; sure

enough he quickly makes his way up field. The cross comes over, Schmeichel

jumps and the ball breaks to one of their defenders, I think we've had it 

if they do a quick clearance, but somehow the ball goes to one of our

players who shoots, someone else is nearer the goal and swings a foot at

it and its in ! PANDEF...KINMONIUM, everyone around me (and around at least

75% of the stadium) is going mental, I'm hugging anyone and everyone and

screaming like a banshee(well you have to don't you ?), a guy about 3 feet

away lets off a red flare, so its hard to see whats going on on the pitch 

for a few seconds(I was dreading a linesman's flag), but we're back in it 

and we've got a lifeline of extra time (again though I feared the Germans 

would get a golden goal - what a pessimist eh?). The Bayern players

reluctantly restart the match, whilst we are still celebrating, and almost

immediately we regain the ball and force another corner. A wall of noise

greets this as everyone is urging us on to do the impossible and get

another. Again the ball comes over, Teddy leaps like a salmon (ok a bit of

artistic licence there) and makes good contact on the ball, someone

stretches out a leg and its in !!!! I've died and gone to heaven I just 

cannot believe it, the noise & celebrations are just incredible and the 

woman I'm next to is probably still recovering from cracked ribs after

I've finished hugging her (you have to don't you ?, mind you when it was 

Wilson's turn I restrained my hugs a little bit !) The Germans look

totally gutted and I'll never ever forget the sight of the ref physically 

lifting Kuffour amongst others in an attempt to restart the game. They

eventually do kick off, but the ref blows the whistle almost immediately 

and we're the CHAMPIONS OF EUROPE. Cue more scenes of delirium .

22:30 - 23:30 The after match celebrations were brilliant, United doing a 

lap of honour (which with the Bayern end emptying with a lot but by no

means all of their fans exposed the fact that there were a considerable 

amount of United fans in their end let alone all over the rest of the

ground !), and then coming over to our end for about 10 or 15 minutes and 

just celebrating with us. Eventually they left the pitch and people

started drifting out of the ground. We went down to the front of our

section just to prolong the experience for a while, (and to nick part of 

the Champions league banner - [the one with all the stars] that was

hanging all around the stadium). Talked to a guy who'd made a 3 day trip 

from Australia and bought a ticket for £120 from outside the ground only 

to be refused entry as it was a forgery - what a let down(to say the very 

least). He said the big screens outside the ground didn't even show the

game ! He only got in at the end but at least go to see the celebrations. 

I took his photo for him with the pitch and scoreboard behind him showing 

the score (I hope it turned out OK whoever you were) and then we decided 

to head off and meet up with Gerry at the coach.

23:30 - 00:30 (Thursday morning) Spent an hour looking for Gerry at the

place where the coach had dropped us off and where they had said they'd be

waiting for us after the game. There was no sight of either Gerry or the

coach, event though we looked all around the area and the nearby side

streets along with a Welsh guy we recognised from the hotel. After an hour

we gave up and decide to head into town (as per our original plan), but

the Welsh guy decided he'd try and get  a lift on another coach. It turned

out later that the bus had moved a mile further up the road and Gerry had 

managed to get on it, but I think it was more through good fortune rather 

than good planning from the flight options b******s.

00:30 - 01:30 Wander along the main road (the diagonal ?) looking for a

bar, and end up outside the Hilton, try and get in but we're told the bar 

is shut and its resident only. Spot Bob Wilson and Brian Moore(ITV

commenatators /ex commentators) going inside and Moore is telling someone 

that he'd been talking to Sir Bobby Charlton after the match and he'd said

it was the best night in football that he'd ever experienced (so it must

have been pretty good then). Walk around to the back of the Hilton and get

in via the terrace, but the bars are shut so we leave again, and head off 

in search of another bar as our throats are extremely dry & sore after our

exertions on United's behalf. Eventually find a bar which only has warm

beer, but at least its liquid so we drink it. Ask for direction to Las 

Ramblas but are told it will take at least an hour to walk there. Start

walking and trying to stop taxis but to no avail. Eventually find a metro 

station and get a train to Las Ramblas.

01:30 - 07:00 Find a bar and buy a couple of pints and wander down the 

Ramblas just soaking in the atmosphere, its completely chocca with Reds 

everywhere singing, dancing and generally having a great time, a few

Germans are there as well and they seem to be taking the defeat well (I'd 

like to think that if United had lost we could all have taken it as

sportingly as they did - but I have my doubts). Eventually we end up down 

by the port where there are more bars/discos so we go in there and spend a

pleasant few hours, with a few more drinks(though not that many really).

Meet a guy who shares his bottle of champagne with us (it turns out he's a

none too serious 'Casual'), a few Spaniards who give us drinks, and best

of all the bouncer (a dead ringer for Pierre Van Hooydonk but he didn't

like being reminded of it) who keeps taking our bottles off us, making us 

pour the beer into plastic beakers and then putting the bottles on the

fruit machine behind us !!! Eventually we head back off towards the

Ramblas again (I must admit I didn't think it was up to much, just a cheap

imitation of Stockport market really) and manage to negotiate our way to a

train station for a train back to Gerona.

07:00 - 08:30 Get train back to Gerona and then a taxi back to the hotel 

(CAP ROIG - I'd forgotten its name but Wilson reminded me of it the other 

day), and share the taxi with a couple of lads who are going back to

Platja D'oro as well. It turns out they'd gone without tickets, but a

group of 20 of them had bought tickets from a German outside the ground

for £80 each and had got in no bother. The German who sold them the ticket

turning around every now & then throughout the match to make sure they

were OK. Even after the match they said the Germans were OK about it ! Got

back to the hotel and had a bit of breakfast, bumped into the Welsh guy

who was really pissed off as he'd eventually got back in at about 4 or 5 

in the morning (via a coach and a couple of taxis) and hadn't even been

able to get a drink to celebrate with - he was off to sort out the rep !! 

08:30-13:00 Sleep

13:00 - 19:00 Just potter about the town getting something to eat and

looking for pressies for the wife & kids, keep seeing Reds walking about 

looking pretty smug with themselves for some reason or another.

19:00 - 23:00 Taken back to the airport, where we again meet up with

Gerry. Wilson's bag goes through the Xray machine first and the female

stormtrooper operating it notices the bottle of champagne inside, so makes

a big fuss about it, and it has to be taken away and put in the hold as no

bottles are allowed on the flight. What she failed to see was my bottle

which was twice the size, and thus we got this through ok. Wait about for 

ages but the delay isn't as bad as some (eg Gerry was supposed to leave an

hour before us but eventually left an hour later). Meet the Welsh guy

again who had tackled the rep about the coach disappearance and the rep

said he'd be back that afternoon to sort something out, needless to say he

never turned up!!

23:00 - 01:00 (Friday morning British time) Arrive in Manchester in the

middle of a massive thunderstorm, just before we land a flash of lightning

hits the wing and about 200 United fans wet themselves !

01:00 - 05:00 Collect our luggage (including Wilson's undamaged bottle of 

bubbly - another girl was not so lucky as her 2 broken bottles of wine

going past on the carousel testified), pick up the car and head home. Stop

off at the Motorway services at Bolton for petrol and as many of

Thursday's papers as I could get. Pretty spectacular thunderstorm until we

get past Preston, and from then on its just a question of spotting the

speed cameras before they indulge in some of their flash photography.

05:00 - 06:00 Dropped off at the house, and go in to find that my wife's 

made 2 tapes, 1 of the game and 1 of the celebrations/homecoming, so I

watch the last 5 minutes of the game and most of the homecoming stuff,

read a couple of my papers and crawl upstairs to bed for my earliest night
of the last 3 !

Would I do it all again - the trip yes, this bleedin diary NEVER, its

taken me the best part of 3 weeks to write the drivel I've written, God 

knows how Linda et al can write what they do every week and so quickly 

too.

Chris in Glasgow
 "Conlon, Chris " <Chris.Conlon@scottishpower.plc.uk>

