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Subject: A Day in the Life - a life in a day part 1 by RED KELLY

A Day in the Life - a life in a day
Barcelona - 26th May 1999 will go down as the most stunning football

experience of my entire life. It couldn't ever happen again and if you

could bottle it you would have to put a health warning on the label.

On Tuesday I got up around 7.30, went downstairs and switched on the radio

to 5 Live and who should I hear at that precise moment - Barry bloody

Leeming - he gets everywhere that man!! He was obviously in Barcelona

already and I was still at home, a fact which he reminded me of later when

he phoned and implored me to get out there as quickly as I could. As if it

was only down the bloody road!

I was due to fly out very early the following morning. At just after 8pm I

was hopping around so much I just had to get out of the house. I said my

goodbyes to Karen and the kids and set off to pick up Nigel. Twenty minutes

later I pulled up outside his house and he was looking out of the front

window waiting for me to arrive. A few seconds later and he was saying

goodbye to Sheryl and we were off up to Manchester.

The journey up the M6 and on to the airport was easy and as we arrived at

Terminal 1 there were the others waiting for us outside. We were early and

the first in the queue at the check-in desk. When the two girls finally

arrived we still had an hour and a half to wait before take-off so it was

down to the bar for some alcoholic preparation.

It was a strange feeling sitting in the airport amongst a few hundred Reds

at midnight with a pint of Boddies waiting to fly out to Barcelona for the

European Cup Final. The European Cup Final - say it again - the European

Cup Final. After 31 years we were standing on the threshold again and Reds

from all round the globe had pawned their lives to get there.

By now we were passed the point of no return and the sign said "no trolleys

past this point" what, no trolleys at all, but I put a clean pair on this

evening especially for the trip!

It was essentially still Tuesday night, but at 1.20 Wednesday morning we

took off for Barcelona. There were five of us who travelled together, my

daughter Eliza and her husband Steve, Steve's dad, John and Nigel. No-one

can ever know what to expect from a situation like the one we were about to

experience and no-one would have scripted it the way it happened, but

happen it did, however far fetched it may seem.

We were sat on the third row of the plane so saw everyone of the 170 strong

party get on and when an extremely overweight man brushed past John, he

remarked that he should sit in the middle or the plane would be sure to tip

up if he were too near the back or the front.

The engines growled into life and Spanair flight JKK 3376 taxied out onto

the runway. At just past 1.30 the plane roared down the runway, the boys at

the back sang, "here we go, here we go, here we go" and we lifted off into

the night sky and we were on our way to destiny.

The flight went well apart from the arrangements for a breakfast meal. I

know airline meals are notoriously poor, but who decided we should have

cheese, leathery turkey and coleslaw and who decided to repeat the meal on

the return journey when it had been repeating on us all the previous day

anyway. I paid special attention to the in-flight magazine dedicated to

Spanair which was called Spanorama. You think I'm joking don't you, well

I'm not.

An hour and fifty minutes later we landed in Barcelona, it was just after

4.20am local time. From there we were taken in  coaches to the Placa de

Catalunya where we were dumped and left to our own devices. We were

informed this would be where we would be picked up in 22 hours time, wished

good luck, which coming from a bitter Blue was to be taken with a pinch of

salt and we were off.

Some headed straight for the park benches and got their heads down, but we

made it our priority to find the Nou Camp and check out the possibilities

of tickets. I already had one and so did Steve and John, but Eliza and

Nigel didn't and Barry had told me the day before of a rumour that tickets

may go on open sale that very morning at 9am.

At first we set off walking in what we thought was the right direction, but

we must have had the Red Issue map the wrong way up and got hopelessly lost

and in the end had to succumb to asking the way from a passer by. The only

person for miles apart from the vagrant who had just appeared from his

cardboard box home in a doorway opposite, and it had to be a Yank who was

as new to Barcelona as we were!

We had ended up in what was obviously the red light district with doors

parting furtively and women's voices asking us if we needed business. One

diminutive old pro stood on the street corner and was wailing on about her

wares. Surely anyone contemplating taking advantage of her offer would have

to be the worst for ware of drink that anyone ever has been, she was

absolutely revolting in every sense of the word.

We decided to take the Metro instead, found our way to the nearest one and

bought some tickets which at 145pts for a single journey were cheap enough.

Having had no sleep at all we were glad of seats on the train which was

empty apart from one man reading his morning paper. As he got up to get off

the train he stuck two fingers up to signify victory and pointed to a

picture of Fergie in his paper and to make sure I didn't get the wrong

impression about his v sign he gave me the thumbs up.

By the time we arrived at the stadium it was around 7.30 and some of the

stalls were already being set up and the touts were out in force. The price

of tickets varied between £250 - £750. It just depended how much they

thought they could sting you for. You could easily spot them wherever you

went. They were more or less the same as those who ply their trade at Old

Trafford only of more tanned appearance.

Tout after tout we tried and none of them came down below £250. Nigel and I

generally tackled them and at times became very angry at their attitude. I

suppose we should have directed our anger towards UEFA and the stadium

authorities, but they weren't around - the touts were.

We wanted to make it clear we were onto their case and at times pursued

them as they tried to escape our aggressive questioning - they didn't like

that, not that they seemed willing or able to do anything about it. I

didn't like them much and was at least going to make sure they knew it. I

don't suppose it helped our quest for tickets though and after a fruitless

hour we adjourned to a nearby coffee shop and drank a couple to wake

ourselves up. We decided we would return nearer to kick-off and see if the

price had tumbled to a reasonable level we could afford.

We chatted with some lads from Manchester who had been out for a couple of

days and were still searching for tickets they could afford. They were

determined to get in at any cost and were prepared to rush the gates at

match time and bust their way through - hope you made it lads.

We then heard from a member of the stadium staff that the ticket office was

going to be opening at 10 am to sell tickets. Some said they had opened the

previous day but had only sold to Spaniards. My contention was that if

there were no Spaniards in the queue, they would have to sell to us

instead. When the word spread the queue got longer and longer and became a

source of concern for the Guardia who then came and told us the Ticket

Office would not open at all.

For a while there was a peaceable stand-off where we argued our case for

spare tickets, but it was no go especially when the head of the bunch began

stroking his gun in a provocative manner. Now, I don't want you to get the

wrong idea about this provocative manner business - it was coupled with a

stare of some severity so we got the message alright.

We decided to call the protest off and wandered away feeling miserable. We

then decided to get away from the Nou Camp and go and explore some of

Barcelona - forget about the ticket situation for a while and enjoy being

there. We took the Metro back to the Placa de Catalunya and started with a

wander down La Rambla.

It seemed that everyone we ever knew who is connected with United was

there. A couple of minutes after the first encounter we had another and

another and another. We weren't getting anywhere, but it was a great

atmosphere of camaraderie and as the song goes, "Reds are here, Reds are

there, Reds are every f**king where."

When we met up with Mick he took us to a market to meet with Walshy and the

family and a few IMUSA members. They were off to Segrada for some culture

and we said we'd see them later, but got distracted and by the time we got

there, they had gone. In fact we seemed to be about half an hour behind

them all day!

From there we went to the proposed meeting place in the Hard Rock Cafe. We

were held up outside for a while but when we told the doorman all we wanted

was a drink he let us through. The place was heaving with Reds from all

over the world. Names and e-mail addresses were there in person - a real

multi national gathering. It was superb to meet up with you guys. I then

spotted some mates from IMUSA on the other side of the bar and went over to

them, but where were "joined at the hip"? Such a great atmosphere - sure

some were nervous, but that was understandable wasn't it!

Everywhere we went we asked for tickets. We were even told of a possibility

of a couple of tickets via SPS the Old Trafford security force, but they

never materialised either. We seemed to be getting closer and closer to

tickets but then always had our hopes dashed at the last moment, but at

least there were possibilities and definitely plenty of spare tickets

around, just the price was too high.

From the Hard Rock we went to the Segrada Familia which is a monument to

the genius of Gaudi. We had heard that the Segrada was right by the tube

station, but when we broke out into the sunshine once again it was nowhere

to be seen until we turned around. The sight of the Segrada Familia makes

you gasp at it's imposing size and structure. It is simply stunning. We let

out a gasp of amazement at the epic gothic quality of this most famous

Barcelona landmark. It has been another of my favourite buildings and this

year I've been chalking off visits to quite a few of them.

We were due to return to the Hard Rock as I wanted to see a few more list

members I hadn't yet met, but we were again distracted by ticket problems

so decided to return to the Nou Camp instead. This is where we encountered

problems. Mick had come with us and directed us around the stadium from a

different direction. We were around at the German end where the touts were

still asking silly money for tickets.

We carried on walking until we met with stern resistance from a member of

the Guardia who was erecting a barrier and had orders not to let anyone

pass. We had been forced outside the Guardia cordon and as such had greatly

diminished our chances of getting a ticket for Lizzie and Nigel. We were at

the wrong end of the ground and couldn't get through to a more familiar

bit.

Mick led us away and suggested taking a circuitous route around and back to

the ground from a different direction, but as he strode away we decided to

let him go and took off in the opposite direction. He was off to another

pub anyway, but our priority was always tickets first, bars later. But we

had a problem, the Guardia at the cordon would want to see tickets in order

to allow anyone through, how would Lizzie and Nigel even get through the

first barrier and give themselves that fighting chance.

We eventually made it around the back to a University building where the

United coaches were beginning to amass and drop their cargo. We followed

the disgorged passengers into the University buildings where they had

access to food and drink and we sat down had a drink and devised a cunning

plan: there were now hundreds of supporters waiting to get through the

initial cordon and down to the stadium proper and it was just a matter of

being patient and waiting for the right moment.

When the time came I would go first with the small rucksack I was using

mainly to carry tons of programmes I'd been asked to get for people all

over the world. As I went through the Guardia would want to search the bag

and I would chat with him to divert his gaze. Eliza would then creep behind

me and get through undetected. It worked a treat. Nigel would then follow

after Steve giving over his small sack for searching and when asked for his

ticket would point to me saying I had it. I would already be too far away

for him to call me back and Nigel would also be through. Again it worked a

treat!

We were in business again and then a minor miracle happened, Nigel asked

this Austrian who was wearing a United top about tickets. Bearing in mind

we asked everyone we could about tickets anyway, but this bloke was

different. He had actually had a couple which he only wanted £50 each for.

"Take them" we said in unison, but the snag was they were in the Bayern

end. "Just take the bloody tickets and let's worry about that afterwards".

They had tickets at last - what a huge relief that was, now we were really

in business and the buzz returned. Anyway, there would surely be no problem

- get into the ground and tell a steward you are Reds and they'll move you

to seats in the neutral zone which was mostly Red anyway. There were bound

to be a few seats empty.

Again it worked a treat and we were all in the ground and the three of us

with tickets didn't have to feel any guilt anymore. Not that we were ever

made to feel guilty, but nevertheless we did, we couldn't help it, we just

wanted them to have tickets too.

But there were still two more procedures to get through. Two more

opportunities for stadium security to show off their extraordinary powers

of compassion and awareness. On the main gate there was a rather vigorous

stop and search which involved a body search and yet another bag check. I

had a flat pack attached round my waist but hidden where I kept Passports

and money. As the security man ran his hands over me he came across this

hard object in the waist area. Now don't start thinking that - it was the

flat pack. Bloody hell what are you lot like!!

He prodded it as I stood there wondering what he was going to do. He

prodded it again - well ask me to do something about it you stupid oaf,

don't just prod me. He mumbled something totally incoherent and I showed

him the plastic pack. He then stood back a pace and pointed to it. I don't

know what he expected but he seemed nervous. I couldn't resist playing on

his nervousness and opened the pouch very very carefully and motioned for

him to come and have a look. He stepped forward rather reluctantly and

peered inside.

I wanted to shout "bang" but thought better of it. He was satisfied and let

me go, but not before an over indulgent search of the bag. I was surprised

they weren't taking coins off us, but they didn't with me. While all this

was going on Steve was suffering similar treatment from the next security

person, but after he had been allowed through a little lad fell victim to

the ridiculous attitude of some of these neanderthals. This lad had a

football which the security decided to slice open to see whether there was

anything hidden inside.

Is this mental or what - why would there be anything inside a  child's

football? Surely there wouldn't be, would there - then why did this person

carry out such a moronic act? There's no answer and if you go so far as to

complain, you get turfed out and that's the end of your day. It's good to

be a football supporter!!
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A Day in the Life - a life in a day Part 2:

Once in the ground I bought myself a huge slab of what looked like pastry

with sweet stuff on it. It was 300 pts if I remember right and tasted

exactly like any other pastry over there. Some of the stuff looks dead

fancy and costs a fortune, other pastry looks dead simple and doesn't cost

a fortune. But as far as I'm concerned it all tastes the same! It filled me

up though so then I went to the bar for a beer which I found out later was

non-alcoholic. I wondered why they were selling beer and why it didn't seem

to be having any effect on me. I thought it was the general buzz which had

dulled the effect of the alcohol and all of a sudden I'd be pissed. But

even after four of them I still wasn't!!!! At least I didn't have to pay

for the first one - the girl forgot to take the money and I wasn't going to

say anything, not that it was expensive anyway - far from it.

Now I felt great, a big pastry thing and a drink and off I went off to find

my seat. The stadium was only a quarter full at this time so locating my

spot was easy. It turned out to be behind the goal where all the action was

to be and smack in the middle on the first tier, but high enough up so that

I had a great view of the whole pitch. This stadium is simply magnificent

from inside.

I was sitting next to two women who had flown in from Liverpool, but they

were proper Reds just in case anyone's wondering. I was wondering when I

heard a slight mersey inflection in the accent I have to say. Aaaagh I

thought, I'm in the bloody Nou Camp sitting next to two scousers. But they

were fine and after the initial trauma had subsided we were best buddies,

by the end of the night we definitely were!!!

I sat there with my programme stuffing this pastry in my face. All the

flaky bits were dropping all over me and there was caster sugar all round

my mouth, but strangely I didn't give a monkeys. I realised as I started to

eat that I was actually starving hungry - with all the ticket fiasco we had

forgotten to eat. I had kept some biscuits from the plane journey but apart

from that we only had Nigel's sweet collection to go at.

When I finally finished the pastry and wandered off in the vain hope of

finding Lizzie and Nigel. I was walking around the circular route at the

back of the stand. This route takes you all the way round the Nou Camp

except for the main stand. So you could even get into the bayern bit if you

wanted to - but why would you want to?

I was thinking to myself what a bloody fine experience it was in the Nou

Camp at a European Cup Final. I was stood there looking out from behind the

crowd onto the pitch. I probably looked a right jerk with my mouth open

gazing in awe at the scene, just taking in the buzz of it all, when Eliza

ran up to me beaming all over her face. We stood there hugging each other

like two excited kids. The plan had worked and they'd been given new seats

in the corner to my left.

She showed me to where she and Nigel were sitting. Nigel was engrossed in

his programme but suddenly became aware of us standing there looking at him

and his face lit up as well and we stood there hugging like three excited

kids.

The ground was a superb sight especially from pitch level where we went to

take a couple of photos. There were Reds everywhere - all over the bloody

ground. Well, what did we expect. No other tea m gets this, no other team

fills a ground like we do, and there were still several thousand locked

outside. Those sodding touts must have had a field day. And we thought the

price was going to come down. It just goes to show how lucky we'd been to

find the Austrian who sold us those two tickets.

The time pre kick-off sped by and by the time I went back to my own seat

there was only half an hour to go and several inflatable objects had

appeared on the pitch. I presume they were designed on the same Miro theme

as the ticket and programme, but whatever they were supposed to be they

were nothing short of eccentric and I fully expected them to metamorphose

into something else or explode or do something. Or maybe the beer had

finally taken effect. But in the end they remained exactly where they'd

been placed gently swaying in the breeze doing nothing more than being

inflatables. I suppose when it comes down to it, that's all inflatables

will ever do.

Much more entertaining were the scantily clad girls who danced in front of

us. There were loads of them all round the pitch, but none in front of the

Bayern end. We had noticed a lack of sympathy for the Germans throughout

our brief stay in Barcelona and maybe this was manifesting itself through

these girls.

We had the Spanish flag-coloured yellow and red ones jiggling around in

front of us. It caused a degree of excitement  especially with the male

members of the crowd when the beat of the music became stronger and more

lively. I'm sure you can use your imagination as to why!! The poor Germans

got none of this, but they seemed happy with their scarves tied to every

part of their bodies and their denim jackets heavy under the weight of a

thousand patches.

The girls got a special cheer as they bounced off the pitch to be replaced

by a slightly bouncier Montserrat Caballé who was obviously too overweight

to walk and had to be transported everywhere by open top motor vehicle.

Freddie Mercury appeared on the video screen displayed on top of the Bayern

end and they did a duet which crossed the boundaries of life and death and

belted out Barcelona. We belted it out as well, but our efforts were well

out of tune, not that it stopped anyone! It's difficult to get that song

out of your head while you in that place.

The teams came out and two large inflatable black and white balls danced

above us as they were patted round the crowd. I'd been next to one of the

guys who deflated one of these at Wembley. He said he did it because he

wanted to take it to Barca and now it was bouncing over my head.

A giant flag appeared in front of us and was passed over our heads and

onwards and upwards over the United end. I have no idea where this came

from or where it eventually ended up but it was like '93 at the Blackburn

game when we won the first Premier title when that huge flag was passed all

round the ground til it got to South stand and disappeared!

The teams came out to rapturous applause and we got ready for the game of a

lifetime. At this moment we were prepared for anything. Philosophical about

any outcome and just enjoying the experience. Now we were in our own Cup

Final and not everyone elses, this was the big one. Nothing gets bigger

than this. We were there and that's what mattered. I was confident and not

nervous. I'd been nervous all week, but that was about the ticket

situation. As soon as that was sorted out all the nerves disappeared. I

bumped into plenty of others who were plenty nervous though.

Peter was down at our end for the last time. We gave him an extra special

welcome and we could see he was wound up for this one. He knew this was it,

there was nowhere to go after this. Nothing could surpass it and nothing

would ever be the same again. As he ran over to us he raised his arms and

threw down his towel. He didn't throw it in his normal fashion though, he

threw it more purposefully and aggressively and it landed in a heap some

way from his goal mouth.

The game started. I looked all around the stadium. I gazed up at the Reds

in the top tier and down at the Reds below and I thought to myself, this is

what I have always wanted. This is where I have wanted to be. Whatever was

in store for us I could take and to be honest those first few minutes

passed me by as I lost myself in my own thoughts. But then destiny reared

up and slapped me in the face. Suddenly Bayern were award a free kick on

the edge of the box for what I thought was never a foul, but then I'm not

the bald bastard on the pitch - merely the bald bastard in the stands.

You could see that the United wall was chaotic, they were together at all -

totally unco-ordinated with Peter unsighted and in truth it was no surprise

when the ball ended up in the back of the net with Peter rooted to his

spot. Sodding hell I thought and so did everyone else. "Un-i-ted, Un-i-ted"

we blasted back in utter defiance. They weren't going to beat us like that.

For the next twenty minutes we were glad it remained at 1-0 but gradually

the lads re-asserted some authority and gained the upper hand. By half time

I felt we had every chance and when I met up with Eliza and Nigel we agreed

we would win the game. There was no doubt in our minds that it would be so

- well, maybe there was a little doubt - but not much!

There was plenty doubt in other minds though. You could see the

disappointment written all over the faces as people wandered past where we

sat on a concrete step at the back of the back of the stand. I said, "when

we score they'll shit themselves and we'll win it." I didn't know just how

prophetic those words were to become. I bought a couple of packets of Barca

crisps for the kids' Friday lunch boxes and set myself for the next 45

minutes.

We arranged to meet at the same spot after the game and parted with the

usual encouragements. None of us knew then what was about to happen. There

was an air of expectancy, but no-one could have expected the outcome. I

wandered back to my seat but went down the wrong aisle. The aisle were full

by this time. I wondered where they'd all  come from but supposed they'd

jibbed in because all the seats were full as well. The seats were full of

people standing actually because no-one sat.

I hadn't made a mental note of where I'd been standing and it was so murky

I couldn't read the numbers on the ticket!!! I clambered over seats behind

their occupants as they stood in front of them and eventually found my own.

The second half was already five minutes old and the game was continuing

where it had left off.

I didn't really like the formation which was on the pitch. We missed Keano,

we knew we would. But I couldn't understand why our midfield was being

played out of position. Soon enough things got a little better when Teddy

came on. We had spotted him warming up and were instantly buoyed by his

appearance. Fancy saying that now - how times change!

The last fifteen minutes of the game were heralded by a rendition of the

Red Flag which sent goose bumps surging through every part of my body. The

sight of thousands upon thousands of Reds with their arms raised belting

out the Red Flag as it's never been belted out before was a sight which

will live with me forever. The noise was defeaning and the emotion sucked

you in and kept you there. It turned out to be good preparation for what

was to follow, but at the time was a show of defiance.

The grand finale was upon us. Bayern attacked their supporters and United

attacked the goal in front of us. The end was nigh and when Bayern hit the

post and then the bar I thought we would win. "Don't you mean you thought

they would win?" "No", I was convinced we would win. I know that's easy to

say now, but I can honestly say it was so. Mind you with about five minutes

to go a few doubts were creeping in and then..................

I hadn't realised we were already in injury time when Becks came over to

our right to take the corner. There had been a series of pressure raids on

the Bayern goal and we had come very very close to scoring. And Ole was on

with his accompaniment: "Who put the ball in the scousers' net, who put the

ball in the scousers' net, Ole Gunnar Solskjaer." We all screamed our

encouragement as the lad who has become a hero this season ran over and

placed the ball by the flag. Another hero came charging downfield. Peter

was in the box ready and waiting and everyone's thoughts turned to the

Volgograd game. It couldn't be - could it?

The ball was whipped in and what happened between then and the ball hitting

the back of the net I've no idea, but I did see Peter rise and I thought he

got a touch. We went absolutely mental. The place was out of control and

the noise unbelievable and as we collected ourselves for however much of

the game was left I found a phone on my seat. The phone was switched on and

the display lit up. I picked it up and put it to my ear. I said, "hello"

and the voice on the other end said, "if you think that was good - watch

this." It was a beautifully expressive Scottish voice I'd heard many times

before.

I turned around and gave the phone back to it's owner who was scrabbling

around on the floor under her chair and turned back as the lads  had forced

another corner. I can't believe this I thought to myself, but there was an

air of inevitability about it. In came the ball again and this time Teddy

flicked it on and there was Ole and there was the ball in the back of the

net again.

This time we were out of control. I don't just mean we went mad - we were

completely, absolutely and totally out of bloody control. I was screaming,

laughing and crying at the same time jumping up and down on my seat like a

demented lunatic. The poor woman next to me got the biggest hug ever and I

swear the bridge of her glasses got pushed so far into her nose she'd never

have got them off again. There were bodies everywhere. I ended up two rows

back before being catapulted back to my own seat.

I looked behind me and the phone woman was screaming her head off and she

just flung herself over the seat and landed in my arms. There were bodies

everywhere going completely mental and the noise was now breaking the sound

barrier. No-one stopped to breathe. It was the most fantastic feeling. A

huge collective orgasm of delight. 60,000 Reds coming together in

celebration of a 31 year wait in the wilderness. The Bayern players were on

the floor. There were at least five of them in the goalmouth strewn all

over the place unable to move all completely motionless. Absolutely

shattered.

I've been through this before in 1979 when we drew level at Wembley and

then Brady took the ball almost from the kick-off and crossed for that

bastard Sunderland to score the winner for the Arse. I knew what the

Germans felt like at that moment, but I didn't feel sorry for them til

later. I was just far too happy!

The Germans kicked off and the whistle blew. Two minutes of madness which

changed the face of the earth for millions of Reds throughout the world.

Two minutes that will live in my memory forever. Two minutes that even if

you had to pay £20,000 to be there it would have been too little. Two

absolutely priceless minutes of sheer unadulterated joy.

From that moment on it was party night in Barca. We sang at the tops of our

voices, a wall of pulsating sound which echoed round the Nou Camp, the

stadium was ours and will forever have a special place in our hearts. If

Barca had just beaten Real Madrid in the Final it wouldn't have been any

louder than this was.

The players went mental. Gary Nev was running around kissing his shirt and

the rest of them were leaping into each other's arms. Fergie went running

around hugging everyone in sight for the second time in a week. What a

feeling, what a week, what a fortnight, what a season!

It always takes a while to set up the table and place the huge silver

trophy atop, but we would have stayed there all night if necessary, it just

didn't matter, nothing mattered, we'd won. After 90 minutes they must have

been putting red and blue ribbons on the Cup but then have to take them off

again.

I watched the Germans take their medals and clapped them. They didn't come

round to see us. They should have done, we'd have clapped them and buoyed

them up a little. But I suppose they couldn't face the face splitting grins

we had. Then our lads went up and Peter lifted the Cup. What a moment that

was. The culmination of a lifetime's support.

The lap of honour lasted forever. we didn't want to leave and neither did

they, but they saved the best til last. I think it was the daft Dane who

started it, but he picked up the Cup and we gave a huge cheer, so he put it

down and then did it again. He then did it a third time but fooled us and

left the Cup on the ground. He was laughing all over his face. He then

decided to take things a stage further and commanded us to shut up while

someone else lifted the Cup. He counted us in 1-2-3 and as the Cup was

lifted we cheered.

This went on and on with everyone lifting the cup in turn. Some did silly

dances and some didn't, but as the last of the players lifted it we shouted

for Keano. "Keeeeeeeano, Keeeeeeeano" we screamed and the players formed a

guard of honour. Keano, Scholsey and Henning Berg came down in their suits.

Keano and Scholsey took the Cup between them, walked through the players

guard of honour and as they appeared at the end they lifted the Cup high to

a tremendous cheer. henning Berg then did the same.

All the time we sang our songs and danced. There was a bloke dancing back

and forth up and down our aisle. He just couldn't stop. The Calypso went on

forever and ever. The air was ringing with delirious voices. The lads

eventually left the pitch after several displays where they would link arms

and dance or when James' record came on they all sat down and rocked in

unison. You would have to have been there to see it, but maybe someone

recorded it for TV.

Reluctantly about 45 minutes after the final whistle we left our seats. I

made my way back to the appointed meeting place just as two very excited

people came rushing over to me and we had anther extended hug-fest.

Practically the only word anyone uttered during that time was

"unbelievable". We made our way out of the ground and into throngs of

supporters. The faces around were wide-eyed and I wouldn't be surprised if

we looked the same - we were all in shock.

Thousands piled out together and made their way up the road towards the

main artery the Diagonal. TV cameras were on us and their harsh lights

caught our attention so about half a dozen lunatics, including us danced

and sang for the cameras. It was mayhem and madness and nobody cared -

except the Germans. But no-one took the piss out of them.

We then waited by another appointed place for Steve and John and while we

waited we were entertained by two lithe young girls who delighted in

teasing then revealing parts of their bodies normally kept private.

Eventually they were prevented from revealing "just once more" by, I

presume, a boyfriend. If he wasn't, he probably is now! Just as the fun

stopped John arrived having been waiting further on, he didn't seem

bothered about missing the fun - something about a football match!!

Out onto the Diagonal and the traffic had no chance of keeping us out of

the road. It was one long procession of Red down to the Metro station. The

weather was still very warm and to be honest even if it had been cold we

wouldn't have noticed. The metro station was extremely hot though and

packed full of people. we follow the crowds down but we felt there was

something wrong and decided to go back.

Wading through the hordes like salmon swimming against the tide wasn't easy

but when we got back into the night air we were glad we'd done it. Later

that night we found out there had been chaos after an old man had suffered

a heart attack down there and they had to get him out and off to hospital.

It stopped the Metro for a while, but the feeling was he'd survived. He was

on our flight but stayed in Barca, let's hope he makes a full recovery.

So we walked back to town. A very long walk, but we cared not a jot. We

stopped of at a bar for a drink and only Lizzie and I had beer, the rest

had water. I think we were all intoxicated so who needed beer. I did!! I'd

have happily stayed there drinking beer til I dropped, but after two or

three they were off again and so I went with them.

We finally made it back to the Rambla where all the action was. Some of the

bars had stayed open and were doing sound business. By this time I felt the

need for a visit to the toilet and you know that one of my reports would

not be the same without a toilet story! This was a small and not very

efficient toilet and stacked full of Bayern fans who were well gone.

My identity as a Red could not be questioned as I had my 1968 European

Final shirt on so I stood there waiting for the barrage of anti United

stuff, but it never came. Maybe it helped that they were all considerably

smaller than me or the fact that the rest of the bar was jammed with Reds,

but they didn't bother me at all. That doesn't mean we passed the time of

day, but who cares.

Back on the street I bump into the daft Dane again as he conducted several

interviews with TV crews and then we sat down and tried to come to terms

with what had happened earlier that evening. Most of the time we sat there

in silence still smiling and occasionally uttering the word of the moment

"incredible".

At 3am the coaches arrived at the Placa de Catalunya and we left for the

airport. There were several flights delayed, but ours was one of the first

to leave. The airport as many other places was littered with Reds. They

were everywhere stretched out on the seats and all over the floors. Some

had made the place their home for the last few days.

The flight was over in no time. It was for Nigel and Steve anyway as they

slept all through it, even the cheese and coleslaw - how could they have

missed that. WEe arrived back in England at 6.30 local time and the sun was

shining. We made straight for the newspapers and bought several. There were

tons of people waiting for us and it felt a bit like a returning army had

come home.

Back in the car with a coffee and a sandwich I asked Nigel if it was all a

dream. He said it wasn't, it was real. How could that be real I thought,

things like that don't happen - do they?

That 24 hours in Barca were, apart from family stuff, the most complete 24

hours I have ever known and I know I will never experience anything like it

again. It was unique and priceless, a simply stunning moment in time and

was a privilege to have been there.

Happy Birthday Sir Matt and thanks for the tip.
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Postscript to A Day in the Life - a life in a day:
On Thursday morning I finally got home at around 10.00am, the M6 was one

long traffic jam and the journey took an hour longer than expected, but

then why should we expect anything from the M6?

Nigel and I had stopped off at a service station for some coffee and people

stared at us as we walked in. Whether it was because we wore United colours

or just that we looked completely knackered I don't know, but they all

stared at us. Maybe they knew we'd been there and done it. Maybe it was

that obvious - written all over our faces.

I dropped Nigel off at his place and drove the short distance to

Leamington. I walked into the house on what was supposed to be a normal

working day, but of course it was nothing of the sort. Manchester United

were European Champions and the news was all over the papers, on every

radio broadcast and TV.

I couldn't focus on work, I just wanted to watch the game over and over

again. I had said to Eliza as we were walking away from the Nou Camp,

"savour every single second it will never ever be like this again." I

wanted to relive the experience and so it seemed did many others.

Every now and then the phone would ring, but all the person at the other

end wanted to talk about was the match, work didn't come into it. I went

down to the local corner shop where they were still talking about the game,

I told them I'd just come back and that was it - the shop stopped still and

everyone who was  there wanted to hear stories about what it was like.

The papers were full of stories like the man who drove into the Blackwall

tunnel on 90 minutes with the score 1-0 and lost his radio signal. When he

re-emerged a couple of minutes later United were European Champions!

At 3.15 I wandered down to the school to pick up my daughter and everyone

was talking about the game. A few of them knew I'd gone and came over to me

- I had to escape for fear of attracting a crowd. How far fetched does this

seem? I can assure you it's the truth - everyone wanted to know, it stops

people in their tracks when they find out you were there and complete

strangers come over to you and want to talk about it.

I remember it was similar in 1968, but with the extra media coverage, even

though it was the extremely disappointing ITV coverage, the focus on

football is far greater.

By the time I climbed into my bed on Thursday night I had been awake for 65

hours continuous, I had blisters on my feet after walking over 20 miles and

I was just a little tired!

For the past two days I and the others had survived on pure adrenaline and

life will never be the same again. I wonder how the man we kept

encountering outside the stadium got on. We finally left him sitting on the

pavement still ticketless. He had been separated from the people he'd come

with and had money but nothing else apart from what he stood up in and that

was very little - a pair of shorts. He had one leg in plaster and had even

lost one of his crutches and to top the lot he didn't even have his

Passport anymore. But he was still desperate for a ticket.

At times like that you have to look after yourselves, it was a bit like a

war zone outside that stadium, but the camaraderie is there. Thousands are

in the same boat as you, all searching for tickets - you just need that bit

of luck and we found ours with the Austrian. But you have to be there, it's

compulsory - you have to give yourself that chance.

On Monday night I'm going back with Karen and the kids for a week's

relaxation and sunshine. It's the kids' half term and I got a cheap deal at

the last minute.

This year we're off to sunny Spain - twice!!
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