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Date: Sat, 29 May 1999 15:10:12 +0100

From: OUR SALFORD LASS

Subject: Happy Birthday Sir Matt (Part 1:  The Journey)

First of all, apologies for sending this report out with absolutely nothing

in it a few minutes ago!!  I'm finding it totally impossible to come "down

to earth" at present and my brain is just not functioning as it used to

before I went through an experience so incredible that I may never recover.

 Do I even want to recover?  I think not!  Apologies also for taking so

long to get to doing this but I only arrived back home last night, after a

week in which I spent over 60 hours in a coach, had about 6 hours sleep and

lived through the most incredible few minutes I have ever experienced.  So

a lie-in was essential and I have only just got myself dressed and caught

up on the 130 emails arriving my return!

Back to the beginning .......... At 4.30am on Monday morning I was almost

(but not quite) regretting our decision to undertake the trek across Europe

on a coach.  I blearily staggered to the bus stop with my "hand luggage"

(there was rather a lot of it as it was full of food!), my main bag having

gone off to Eccles with the son-and-heir directly after the Cup Final on

Saturday night.  Due to paranoia about missing the coach, I had arranged to

meet the son-and-heir nice and early and we actually arrived at Old

Trafford at 6.50am and met up with Karen, our travelling companion , with

the coach not being due to leave until 7.30am.  It would have been nice to

have been able to say goodbye to Sir Matt and ask him to wish us luck, but

his statue and most of the outside wall of East Stand were missing.  As it

happened, it wasn't necessary anyway, since Sir Matt and his lads had

already set off for the Nou Camp, ready to give our boys a bit of a hand

when necessary.  Just after 7.30am, our SPS guards shepharded us all to one

side and the coaches began arriving.   After a lot of pushing and shoving

and dirty looks, Karen and I managed to avail ourselves of the seats next

to the emergency exit door where there is extra leg-room.  The son-and-heir

was banished to the window seat of the long back seat where he spent large

amounts of the trip complaining about the heat and the lack of space,

although he did have a bit of extra room due to the non-arrival of one of

our passengers.

The journey down to Dover was spent watching the usual crap videos until

our resident steward (christened Pot Noodle as he seemed to spend most of

the journey to Spain and back putting water in Pot Noodles for starving

Reds) finally got the message and we watched a home-made review of the

season instead, starting with the Munich testimonial game.  Our only stop

on the way down to Dover was at Watford Gap to get something to eat and to

pick up a couple of Irish lads.  One of them was immediately christened

Father Ted and spent the rest of the week living up to his nickname!  We

arrived in Dover nice and early and made our way to the ferry terminal

hoping to make an earlier ferry than expected.  At this point, the day

deteriorated when we discovered that we were a passenger short.  The guy

who hadn't turned up at Old Trafford should have been picked up at South

Mims (wherever that is!).  Since our bus driver had been told he was coming

to Old Trafford, we hadn't stopped at South Mims!!  A coach that had

arrived earlier than us had been sent back to get him (presumably not to

the pleasure of its passengers, being as they had to add another 100 miles

to their journey) and we had to wait for him to arrive so he could come

over the channel on our coach since we were the only one with a spare seat!

 (Hope you are all keeping up here!!)  We waited and waited and waited.

With nothing to do but watch games we had all already seen.  There was

nowhere to get a drink and everyone was getting pretty fed-up (an

under-exaggeration that!).  With the steward and our SPS men running around

trying to find out what was going on, we eventually discovered that the

coach sent to get him had arrived and he had left in his own car to drive

to Dover!!  At this point, the ferry was due to leave in 15 minutes, the

passengers were revolting and the other coach was going to miss the ferry

anyway, so it was decided that we would go and the other coach would wait

for him and bring him over to meet us on the other side.  So with sighs of

relief all round, we headed off onto the ferry and had a very enjoyable and

refreshing hour spent on deck watching the English coast disappear into the

distance, whilst drinking the son-and-heir's duty-free allowance of lager.

Once off the ferry on the French side, it was back on the coach for a

five-minute journey to a cash-and-carry to buy crates of cheap booze and

fags!  Since we are not allowed booze on the coach this all had to go into

the hold (bar a number of cans which were held back for immediate purchase)

and we then spent an hour getting the drinking underway and eating chips

and chicken nuggets whilst sunbathing on the grass and waiting for our

missing passenger.  By now, the sound of cans being opened was a constant

background noise and tempers were definately cooling down as a holiday mood

began to take us over.  Vital exercise was gained as the men in particular

spent the time walking backwards and forwards to the loos.  Having not been

to France before, I was fascinated by the differences in the the loos - no

barriers to stop you looking into the ones belonging to the opposite sex

(not that I looked, of course!), toilet paper on sale in vending machines,

an automatic light that went off if you sat still long enough and a flush

that was so vicious it was capable of taking a small child if care wasn't

taken!  We hadn't yet encountered the "hole-in-ground" model that I had

been warned about - more of that later.

Eventually it was announced that our errant passenger was on his way on the

next ferry.  It was also announced that this guy was a Frenchman and that

his name was something that sounded like vol-au-vent.  Of course, that

became his name for the rest of the trip!  The booze had worked it's magic

and the same guys who had been prepared to lynch him a few hours ago, now

were seeing things in a much more relaxed light.  When he arrived on the

bus looking sheepish, he was met with a barrage of singing and chanting

beginning with "He's red, he's late, he couldn't get out of bed".

Obviously worrying about his reception, he hurried to the back of the bus

(next to the son-and-heir) brandishing his itinery sent to him by the club,

which clearly asked him to be at South Mims not Old Trafford.  Having been

satisfied that it wasn't his fault, the passengers forgave him and spent

most of the next 3 days taking the piss out of him!!   Many United chants

were converted for the occasion, the best being "Vol-au-vent, wherever you

may be.  You're not the king of punctuality".   This really warmed up the

atmosphere on the bus and the evening was spent driving through the French

countryside drinking, smoking and singing, with the SPS guys turning a

blind eye to the latter (but don't tell anyone!!).  A new chant was sung

(which I also heard later in the Nou Camp) - "There's only one David

Beckham, only one David Beckham.  He went to the World Cup and he fucked it

up.  Beckham is a fucking superstar.", but mainly it was all the oldies -

including chants for Ralphie Milne, Nobby Stiles and Carlo Sartori!!  We

continued to take the mickey out of our very own Frenchman and as Father

Ted drank the bus dry, he looked after our spiritual welfare!  We were

feeling very upbeat.  The people we were to spend the next 5 days with

seemed a good laugh and we were on our way to the European Cup Final.

It all seemed a little less exciting a few hours later when the SPS turned

the lights off and told us to settle down and go to sleep.  No-one argued

too much because everyone was knackered but it is very difficult to sleep

on a coach unless you are about 6 years old.  We slept in snatches and some

people just sat and chatted quietly.  I managed to sleep fitfully - every 5

minutes I would wake up and look at the clock and then drift back to sleep

again.  On one occasion of wakefulness, I looked out of the window and was

startled to see a massive Bayern Munich flag on a passing coach.  It's

owner stared back at me, looking as bleary-eyed as I felt.  So it was a

long night and it was a much quieter bunch of travellors who saw the dawn

break over central France on Tuesday morning.  The rest of the journey was

much the same.  We travelled across France and then Spain, stopping

occasionally for something to eat and for driver changes, whilst watching

videos and occasionally breaking into a song or two.  On the way I enjoyed

myself in French motorway service areas stuffing myself with the the sort

of food never served on the M6 and trying not to look down to the bottom of

the drops that appeared to our right as we crossed the Pyrenees, in the

hope of keeping the food I had eaten in my stomach.  About lunch-time we

crossed into Spain and met the Spanish police for the first time.  Armed

with guns and nightsticks they came onto our bus and checked both our

passports and our tickets.  Luckily no-one was questioned and we were

quickly sent on our way.  We arrived in Palamos just after lunch, a couple

of hours earlier than expected.
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Subject: Happy Birthday Sir Matt (Part 2 - The Build-Up)

As we journeyed through the outskirts of Palamos, my heart sank.  It was

not very pretty - lots of dirty buildings and building sites.  People were

laughing and joking but it was obvious that everyone was thinking the same

thing - what had the club booked us into??  As it turned out, we needn't

really have worried.  The hotel had everything we needed - the rooms were

clean, adequate and had balconies.  The hotel was built around a central

area containing a pool, bar and seating area.  And the town itself, once

having reached the beach and the old town, was pretty if quiet (I didn't

really see all those coaches going to Eastbourne again, did I?).  The first

stop was the bathroom for a shower and change of clothes (for the first

time in almost 30 hours) and then it was onto the son-and-heir's balcony

(which overlooked the swimming pool) with a few cans, in the afternoon

sunshine.  As the Red Army arrived (all the coaches were booked into this

one hotel), flags began to appear over balconies and snatches of United

songs could be heard.  We soon spotted familiar faces from domestic away

games and renewed acquaintances made during coach trips to Selhurst Park

and Highbury, St James Park and The Dell.  By mid afternoon, the place was

buzzing.  I rang the Mad Dane and tried to explain how to get to us, he

promised he would do his best for later in the evening.

At some point during the afternoon, we went a walk along the beach and

watched some very good looking Spanish guys playing volley ball (a much

pleasanter sight than watching the Manc lads stripping off and jumping in

the pool!).  Then it was back to the hotel for a meal and into the bar for

the evening.  For the first half of the evening, the Reds took over the

bar.  We chanted and sang and got the party underway.  About 9pm, a local

band arrived and sang traditional Spanish music which put some of our lads

off.  Gradually, Reds began to drift away to the bars in the town and it

looked like we were going to have to follow suit.  The police, however, had

other ideas and the lads were soon back with stories of police closing down

all the bars in the town, despite there having been no trouble.  At about

the same time, the local band packed up for the night, so the real party

could begin.  In the end, there were about 100 Reds in the bar.  Singing

and dancing and getting slowly drunk.  Every United song ever written was

sung.  Some of them were sung over and over again (especially "Yip Jaam

Stam" and "Who put the ball in the scousers net?").  Some lucky people got

the piss taken out of them at regular intervals.  One chap who has the

misfortune to look just a little like Arsene Wenger was greeted with

"There's only one Arsene Wenger" and one of our coach drivers (an

Evertonian) was serenaded with every anti-scouse song in the songbook.  He

gave back as good as he got and got a round of applause when he wished us

the best of luck.  Just before midnight, we were shushed into silence as

someone counted down the seconds on their watch.  At precisely 12am we sang

"Happy Birthday Sir Matt" and there were a few tears being openly wiped

away when the song finished and we sang "The Red Flag."

The party went on into the small hours.  We gave in to our bodies' demands

for sleep at about 3am, but there were many who never did get any sleep

that night.  Unfortunately, the Mad Dane wasn't able to make the party

since he was driving round and round a mountain at the time!!

Most people were up and about pretty early on Wednesday morning.  Most of

us had wakened early, too excited to sleep for long.  Many had not been to

bed at all!  We had breakfast and then it was a case of trying to fill the

hours between breakfast and 12 noon, when the coaches were to take us into

Barcelona.   We would have liked to have gone in earlier, but the police

were immoveable, and threatening to not let us leave until 3pm, so it was

into the town to buy souvenirs or into the swimming pool for a swim and a

drink (at the same time mostly!).  The few guests not going to the game

looked down from their balconies in amazement at all these fat, Mancs,

looking like great white whales with cans in their hands, splashing around

singing rude footy songs!  Eventually time passed and it was onto the coach

again, to travel the relatively short distance to Barca.  

My first impression was that it was nothing special.  Lots of high-rise

flats clinging precariously onto steep hillsides.  Lots of graffiti.  Dirty

and dusty.  It could have been Salford with sun!!  But then, driving along

a raised highway not far from our destination, the son-and-heir said "There

it is".  And there it certainly was!  Even from that distance, and with

only the top two tiers to see (the lower tier is under ground level), it

took your breath away.  The Nou Camp!  And we were there!  Even the most

seasoned travellors amongst us were silenced by the sight.  We parked up

near the ground and clambered down off the coach.  All the necessary bits

of paper were given out and then we were left to amuse ourselves until

kick-off.  All we could say was "Are we really here?"   It all seemed so

unreal!  As it was now 2.30pm, we decided to head off for the Hard Rock

Cafe and see if we could meet up with a few list members.  Getting about is

very easy in Barcelona.  Down into the nearby metro station, queue up for a

single-priced ticket and after a 15 minute journey we were coming out into

the sunshine in Catalunya Square at the top of Las Ramblas.  There were

Reds everywhere - United had completely taken over the centre of Barcelona.

 Every available space was covered in Red.  I've never seen anything like

it, anywhere.  We dragged ourselves away and headed for the HRC, only to

bump into Ethel outside!  We had a quick hug and then I was being dragged

inside (before all the people who had been queuing up to get in) by our

very own Sean Hennessy!  We had intended to go on to another bar

afterwards, but the atmosphere was so good in the HRC, and there were so

many list members coming and going, that we decided to stay.  I was also

hoping that Paul Windridge would come back (we'd just missed him) but he

didn't - sorry not to see you Paul - and I believe that Pat Jennings was

looking for us outside but never came in!!  So sorry to miss you too Pat,

but you should have looked in the bar!

We did, however, see the Mad Dane (at last!), Bill McArthur, Fish,

Joined-at-the-hip, the Sausage man and the lovely Paula, Mark Roberts and

many others (sorry not to mention all the names - it's impossible to

remember everyone).  I discovered that the Spanish are very generous with

their measures of spirits and I also discovered that I have more

self-control than I ever thought I had when I saw Andy Gregory (ex Salford

coach) and managed not to go up and twat him one!  Apart from a brief trip

to McDonalds (which was full of very big Germans in leiderhosen) we spent

the afternoon in the HRC, chatting and drinking and generally taking in all

the atmosphere.  About 6.30pm we decided we could wait no more and headed

off for the metro station.  Unfortunately, so did everyone else on Las

Ramblas!  As we descended into the metro, it was obvious that it couldn't

cope with the numbers using it.  Crushed between thousands of United fans

and a few Germans (all very friendly, especially when some of our lads sang

the leiderhosen song which brought big grins from the Germans) we made our

way onto a tram which filled to overflowing.  As we took on more Reds at

every stop, it soon became a bit of an ordeal (especially for the poor sods

who were on their way home from work!).  It was very hot, very crushed and

seemed a much longer than the journey down.  Some were not put off by this

and the singing went on the whole way, although I have to admit I was very

glad to arrive!

We had intended to go and find the Irish pub where Pat would be, but once

we arrived on the Ave Diagonal and saw the crowds heading for the stadium

we thought we'd better just get in there.  So we walked towards the stadium

with thousands of other Reds, all singing and laughing in the bright

sunshine.  As we headed down the long street which led to the entrances to

the United end, clutching our bags and wallets in which were our precious

tickets, the atmosphere deteriorated as touts were being picked up by

groups of United leds and forced to hand over their tickets.  I've no

problem with that - they shouldn't be making money out of genuine fans -

but some lads obviously had decided that just taking the tickets wasn't

enough and were using their fists and feet.  Luckily, it all fizzled out

with nothing too nasty happening and we were able to take our minds back to

the game.  Until, that is, we came across our first cordon of police.

Rather than set up a proper cordon, they had simply placed police vans

across the road, meaning that we had to pass through a small number of very

small spaces to get further.  There was a lot of pushing and shoving and

many of our younger fans were frightened by this.  The police weren't of

course any help - all they did was whistle and shout in Spanish at the

crowd.  Once we'd got passed this we breathed a sigh of relief, but the

worst was yet to come.  Our next obstacle was a line of police horses.  The

idea presumably being to slow the crowd down and let only small numbers

through at once.  Unfortunately, using horses meant that many at the front

of the crowd were being pushed up close to the horses' kicking hooves.  It

was impossible to move back because of the crowd behind you.  As we neared

the horses, we were pushed over to the side towards the end horse.  This

one seemed more upset by the crowds than the others and the policeman on

his back was struggling to control it.  We tried to do exactly what he

wanted us to do but it was impossible. He was blowing on a whistle and

screaming at us in Spanish.  If we went forward he screamed at us more and

gestured for us to go back.  If we held back, he screamed and gestured us

forward.  Eventually he lost his patience and pushed us back by charging at

us.  For a few seconds I thought it was all going to get out of control.

We couldn't go back and people were tripping up and almost falling trying

to push against the crowd pushing us from behind.  We tried to go to the

side, but the horse moved with us.  Kids were crying, one girl almost fell

under the horse.  As we scraped past, there was a couple of inches between

our heads and the flaying hooves.  We were relieved to be on the other

side, but as someone said "It could all go off in a minute, no problem".  

But our trials weren't over yet.  We then had to queue up to get into the

stadium, through an outer perimeter of gates.  As we queued, a group of

lads were coming out having been thrown out for having forged tickets -

they went off in search of the tout who had sold them to them for £200

each.  As we approached the front of the queue we were nervous.  We knew we

had legitimate tickets from the club and yet the way that the police were

handling the situation and the fact that others had been turned away even

with legitimate tickets was worrying.  What was more worrying was that it

was impossible to argue with them - they knew no English and were not

prepared anyway to listen to any explanations.  So we each in turn held our

breaths as we passed through - thankfully without problems.  The final part

of the ordeal was to be searched by a female police officer who insisted on

very thorough search of both my person and my bag and pockets, whilst a

police officer with a very large rottweiller looked on!  So at last, we

were in.  We looked up at the side of the stadium where fans were hanging

out of windows at all levels, took a few photos and then we were on our way.
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Subject: Happy Birthday Sir Matt (Part 3 - The Game and its aftermath)

We entered the stadium proper and began our climb up to the top tier.  Yes

folks, we were the lucky ones who had been banished up the top tier.  Never

again will I be allowing the club to choose my tickets for me!  I have

never climbed so many bloody steps in my life!  It made the third tier at

OT seem like nothing.  We climbed up and up, up and up.  Already hot and

uncomfortable from the ride on the metro and the walk through the

checkpoints, we were soon gasping for breath and water.  On the way, we

looked out of the gaps in the wall and we were now one of the fans looking

out of the windows - ever higher - on the side of the stadium.  It was an

amazing sight, looking down at the crowds slowly making their way towards

us down the hill.  Eventually, we arrived almost at the top to find a

toilet (essential) and food and drink (almost as essential).  The drink was

coke or non-alcoholic beer and the food was a very long sausage (Alan must

have been in heaven) in an equally long roll.  We waited in the queue for a

while only for them to run out of sausages!  (And this was an hour before

kick off!)  There then followed the amusing sight of irate Reds screaming

an two Spanish girls who didn't understand a word of English who just stood

there, shrugging their shoulders calmly!  We decided to go to our seats and

walked round the corner only to find an old couple, who looked like

something out of the Sound of Music, with thousands of sausages all waiting

to be bought!  So I bought one and headed off for my seat, whilst nibbling

away at my tea.

There aren't many things in the world that can take my attention away from

food but the view from the top of the Nou Camp is one of them!  As I

stepped out from the tunnel I just stopped and gazed in awe at the sight

before me.  Many times I have heard people waxing lyrical about the Nou

Camp and I must admit, I have usually thought to myself that they must be

exaggerating.  But they're not.  It is an absolutely incredible sight.  As

I stood there, near the front of the top tier, and looked to my right and

left, all I could see was this massive bank of people sweeping around an

oval of green at its centre.  Above and beyond the top of the stadium,

could be seen the city of Barcelona - the hills and the sky, beginning to

darken.  Because there is no roof, you feel that you are on top of the

world.  And at the centre of that world is the pitch, at that moment

awaiting the arrival of the teams for the 1999 European Cup Final.  At that

moment, it hit me - where I was and why I was there.  Absolutely amazing

and awesome - there is no other way to describe it.  I made my way to my

seat - up the steep steps and squeezing between the seats and the safety

bar that stops you falling down to the pitch below and just sat there,

taking it all in, and taking some photographs.

As I looked around the stadium, it was obvious that the Red Army had "Taken

over Barcelona".  United flags and banners were everywhere, including in

the Munich end.  Hanging from all the tiers - Salford Reds just opposite us

- and being passed over the heads of the lucky bastards down in the North

end of the stadium.  All around me people were expressing what I was

feeling - "We're here, we're actually here!"  United fans who had been

everywhere and done everything were standing in awe looking around with

eyes like saucers, like little kids in a sweet shop.  Then there were

hundreds of kids and an opera singer on the pitch and "Barcelona" was sung.

 It was a nice touch to include Freddy Mercury on the big screen.  I found

it very moving and it set the atmosphere for me.  Whilst it was playing, I

looked up at the night sky.  The stars were just beginning to come out and

it was a warm, still evening.  I thought of Sir Matt and I knew that if

there were any sort of existence after death nothing would stop him being

there.  As I was thinking this, and thinking about the season and how

special it has been, the fans around me began to sing "Happy Birthday Sir

Matt".

Then the game began, the shortest game I have ever been to.  Each half

seemed to last about 5 minutes - where did it all go?  As the lads ran out

on the pitch, 60,000 Reds roared a welcome.  Everyone was worried about the

formation Fergie had decided on.  Giggs on the right!!  Surely we should

have put Giggs on the left and Johnsen in midfield?  Why wasn't May in so

that we could do this?  As the game got under way, our fears were not

lessened.  The team looked out of shape and out of sorts.  Soon after kick

off, Munich got a free kick and our wall just disintegrated, allowing them

to score.  What the hell was going on?  All around me fans were nervy and

worried, just as the players seemed to be on the pitch.  A bloke behind me

nearly got an earful - he was slagging off all the players, but especially

Nicky Butt.  Just to our right, two fans were having a right old go at each

other because one was standing.  I began to look at the fans standing at

the North End with yet more envy!  In what felt like a couple of minutes,

the whistle blew for half-time and the players disappeared down the tunnel.

 We expected Fergie to make changes at half-time, but he didn't.  The

players came out for the second half in exactly the same positions.  "We

have to trust Fergie", Karen and I said to each other.  "He's never let us

down yet."  But it was difficult.  Gradually, however, the lads seemed to

be getting a hold of the game and the crowd around us began to remember

where they were.  As the second half wore on, it began to look like we

could pull something back.  We did make some changes, but the Germans were

defending well.  Every time one of our forwards got the ball they were all

around him, allowing him no space and time.  We anxiously watched the clock

as they had two chances come off the woodwork.  We were clutching at straws

outwardly, but inwardly we were all thinking of that long journey back to

Manchester the day after, all that time to wallow in the misery of losing.

All the times I had said I wouldn't mind if we lost this one after such a

great season - what a load of bollocks!  I minded very much.

It came to the full 90 minutes and the fourth official held up the board -

3 minutes.  It seemed impossible.  Then we got a corner and the next thing

I knew there was Peter in the penalty area.  I wasn't the only one who

thought that desparate measures were called for!  I whispered to Karen,

"This is our last chance."  There was a scramble in the goalmouth, the ball

seemed to be going all over the place and then suddenly I saw the back of

the net bulge.  I couldn't believe it!  As the subs ran on to envelop Teddy

Sheringham I looked at the linesman, ready to see a flag and feel the

shattering disappointment of a disallowed goal.  I still couldn't believe

it but the players were celebrating and the referee was pointing back to

the centre circle.  At that point I started to scream.  I turned to Karen

and she was screaming too.  We just grabbed each other, jumped up and down

and screamed incoherently.  This feeling was the absolute best feeling I

had ever had at a football game (or anywhere else, for that matter).

Everyone was kissing each other and hugging and shouting.  As the game

kicked off again, we sang "We shall not be moved" and waited for the final

whistle and the start of extra time.  But wait a moment, we had another

corner.  The ball came in to Teddy who headed it wide, but Ole stretched

out his foot and managed to get a touch on the ball which hit the top of

the net at the same moment as 60,000 Reds exploded in delight and

disbelief.  I was screaming and crying (my throat is still sore but I've

got my voice back now).  The tears were streaming down my face as I hugged

and kissed everyone I could get hold of (including vol-au-vent, who was

sitting just to my right).  I couldn't seem to stop screaming at Karen "I

can't believe it, we scored!!  We scored another goal!  We've bloody won

it!!"  I found myself telling everyone who would listen that we'd won -

just in case they didn't know already!  Down on the pitch, Ole had

disappeared under a pile of United players, coaches and officials and the

German players and fans looked like someone had let all the air out of

them.  They were sitting there, in total devastation.  There was just time

for one last attempt at an attack by the wiped out Bayern players, which

was easily stopped by our Gazza, the final whistle blew and the

celebrations began.

How can I express in words what it felt like to be there at that moment?

It's impossible, except to say that I have never felt like that, ever, and

never expect to feel like that again.  It was like nothing I have ever felt

in my life before and it's the reason that football becomes an addiction,

because we all spend our lives looking for that buzz, for that feeling.

For me, it was a mixture of relief, joy, incredulity, astonishment.  In

that moment, all the feelings I have ever felt in football, all the

experiences I've ever had, became as one.  Every disappointment became as

nothing, every triumph just a step on a long road that led to this

particular place, on this particular night, with this particular group of

players.  On this very special night, Sir Matt Busby's 90th birthday, we

were meant to win the European Cup - this I believe.  It was our destiny.

"You are my Solskjaer" and "Ole, Ole, Ole, Ole" rang round the Nou Camp,

followed by "Champions of Europe" and "We love United" and the most

incredible rendition of "The Red Flag" ever.  I (and thousands of others)

cried when Peter and Fergie lifted that oh-so-beautiful cup together.  Then

it was time for the celebrations.  The players did a lap of honour (the

Germans did themselves proud by staying and applauding the United players)

and then stopped in front of the North end of the stadium.  The fans

chanted for Peter and he raised the cup to the cheers of the crowd.  Then

he raised it again, and we cheered again!  Then he pretended to raise it

and we cheered and he laughed!  Then all the players took turns to raise

the cup whilst we cheered.  Dwight danced along the touchline with the cup

in one hand, they all did their only little party piece, until all the

players had had a go. Then the cry went up "Keano, Keano."  "We want

Keano", "Bring on Keano".  All the players sat down on the grass as we

waited.  Eventually, Keane, Scholes and Berg appeared - looking

uncomfortable in their suits.  Led by David May, the players formed two

lines with the Cup as bait at the end.  The three players walked between

their team-mates and towards the cup, lifting it to a massive cheer at the

end.  Eventually, it all had to end and the players left the pitch.  Last

of course was Dwight, who had to be dragged off by Fergie after everyone

else had gone!

We made our way down the thousands of steps and swarmed out into the

streets.  As we walked up towards the Ave Diagonal, we were singing and

chanting and laughing.  Friends who had been sitting in different parts of

the stadium were meeting up, hugging and kissing and expressing their

delight and disbelief at what had happened.  All round us, there were

stunned faces - with huge grins!  We got back to the coach and everyone

collapsed - we were psychologically and physically worn out.  We just sat

there, unable to stop grinning, watching the celebrations going on in the

streets as we made our way back towards Palamos.   On arriving back at our

hotel, it was all a bit of an anti-climax.  All the bars were shut and as

soon as we arrived there were police telling us to go to bed.  We tried to

celebrate quietly in our rooms, but no-one was really in the mood.  If we

couldn't have a big party, then everyone just wanted to go to bed.  I spent

the night dreaming about Ole scoring goals.  The next morning, my voice was

completely gone - lost somewhere in the Nou Camp in the seconds after Ole

scored.  

After breakfast, we wondered into town and then waited for the coach to

begin the long journey back to England.  We arrived back last night, after

all the celebrations in Manchester had finished and everyone had gone back

to their normal lives.  But my life will never be "normal" again.  Because

I was there, in Barcelona, on May 26th 1999.
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