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Subject: Personal Barcelona Report by Steve Pringle
I live and work in germany (stuttgart) and thought i would have no problem

getting a flight direct to barca, wrong !

after much grief and phoning around, me and my irish red mate from dublin 

francis, secured a flight normally reserved for students and teachers, so i 

became a teacher that day (i am a telecoms consultant) and we got our 

flights.

This was with lanchile airways (chilean national airways !!) from frankfurt 

and we expected the worst.

How completely wrong we were when we were met on this huge long haul plane

going via Madrid (where we get off) and on to santiago, chile, by the most

beautiful air hostesses i have ever seen (have you seen the haggard old bags 

on BA lately?).

Anyway, off at madrid at 2315 on the tuesday night and there were about 300 

reds already waiting around at madrid airport all connecting to the last 

plane that night to barcelona on spanair (did everyone use spanair ?).

an uneventful flight and 1 hour and 10 later, we were there !

yippee.

But we still had no match briefs.

Taxi to the Ramblas and by now its 0130 wednesday morning, and no hotel to

dump my holdall, but we "bumped" into 3 local girls who took pity on us and 

led us to a club-bar off the square half-way down the ramblas, where there 

were about 200 reds crammed into this bar that was meant for only about 50 

people!

Crashed out until 6am and headed off to porto olimpico where we had the best

breakfast i had had in ages and we sat on the harbour front in the early 

morning sun watching more and more reds arriving, seemingly knowing one out 

of every two reds, all of whom had no match tickets.

The rest of the day is a bit of a blur and fast forward to the robin hood

late afternoon when by now, the estrela beer was rapidly taking effect.

the time came to get to the stadium and off we went staggeringly drunk by 

now as i had resigned myself to not getting in, the ticket quest going badly 

during the day, but many thousands of reds were in the same boat, or was it 

a train ?

We arrived at the station nearest the nou camp (the name "nou camp" will

forever be magical words to me)and marched along with the red army in all 

its glory, and still, not many germans to be seen, how can you keep a low 

profile at such an occasion ?,to be met at the first checkpoint the ring of 

steel and loads of menacing looking riot-geared cops. got through that 

somehow, i'm not sure how.

The next hour was spent asking any and every bloke if they had any

spares...... nothing of course.

I was standing around outside the united end near gate 5 when all of a

sudden, a huge rooar rang out and these two huge gates went crashing through 

and i was swept into the forecourt and on to the last turnstile.

I was pursued by a very irate, baton-swinging spanish cop and had nowhere to

go but over the last turnstile and in and up the stairs INSIDE the stadium 

and into the giant bowl itself.....!!

I WAS IN !

I have no idea how i managed it but destiny played a big part i guess.

i would say that about 20 or 30 reds got in this way and with no sign of the 

maniac cop chasing me i became very emotional.

The sight inside that greeted me was one that will never, ever leave me for

the rest of my life, it was about 10mins to kick-off and this 

magnificent, fantastic stadium was full to bursting with the biggest away

support for the reds i have ever seen in over 25 years of following the 

shirts all over europe.

It was absolutely awesome.

I was more convinced than ever that we would win.

Behind me to my right on the middle tier behind the goal was crazy bez from

the mondays looking very calm.

The game started amid wild banner-waving (i had lost my flag in the melee

getting in) and beside me were the red issue lads shouting themselves 

hoarse.

The bastard germans scored! Oh no.

Still, we had been in this situation many times this season and we would win

in the end.....would'nt we?

As the game wore on, it became clear the boys were just not firing and we

badly missed keano, the fa cup final days before being too easy and keano 

was not needed....this was different though.

half-way through the second half, i was beginning to get very very worried 

indeed.

We just did'nt look like we were going to score, we had lots of possession

but every time we got near their goal, they cleared it and their defence was 

looking very tight.

A minute to go and its looking very bad indeed,i'm steeling myself to the

distinct possibility of defeat and ridicule from the arsenal fans back in 

stuttgart.  Teddy scores.

Cue scenes of total bedlam as 60,000 reds go mental, i tumbled down about 5

rows of seats and suffered a cut forehead  and staggered up and cuddled a 

big bear of a man, i turned round to salute my heroes for takin us into 

extra-time and .....  ole scores !?!?!?!?!

A split second of disbelief and everyone going twice as mental as before and 

latent homosexual tendencies surface as large men all around me are cuddling 

and kissing.

Ref blows his whistle.... i have tears streaming down my face.

WE'VE DONE IT !

The next 12 hours are the best of my entire life (apart from the birth of my

daughters). We walk the 2-3 miles from the ground to the ramblas, my voice gone, this

wide grin NEVER leaving my face.

Celebrations like you've never seen all night as the red army are...takin

over,takin over,takin over barc-el-ona

Fantastic.

The airport next morning topped it all off when i sat and had a drink with

the red legend paddy crerand, a top red by the way who follows the boys 

everywhere, shook bryan robsons hand who is hungover.

The thing i can remember most that morning is the smile on every reds face

and bearhugs as we bump into old friends.

Arrived back in frankfurt 1830, where we got strange looks from people in

the frankfurt rush hour and we are chanting "champions of europe" to anyone 

who will listen, all 2 of us.

An unforgettable night,

an unforgettable experience.

Never to be repeated.

Life has never been so grand.

Steve Pringle
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