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The first thing I remember about the next part of Monday morning was a thundering bang on the door at about 11am, which by virtue of being the elder, I made Kerry answer. I lay comatose as I listened to Jason complain about his flight and the fact that he had forgotten to pack any bells. With little chance of sleeping now that the rest of the gang had arrived and with some sort of introduction about to take place by the rep, I wearily gathered myself together and joined the rest downstairs. As I was out of bed early enough, I was blessed with being able to order an English breakfast from the bar, though for a while I wasn't sure as to whether I had ordered it for the following day rather than the current one - still all good things come to those who wait and so it transpired did my nosh.

Feeling slightly better from a good old bit of English nourishment, we gathered together our Factor 16's, slipped into some slinky shorts and made our way towards the beach, with the compulsory purchase of a football being made on the way. To say we pissed off everybody in the immediate vicinity of our beach penalty area, would be slightly unfair, but I did notice a few uneasy glares as the posts were erected, the shirts came off and the Cantona style, flying bicycle kicks were attempted. The only real worrying moment came when Rob palmed a thunderous shot over the bar and into the lap of a local sun worshipper. This brought about childish laughter from the rest of us as he went to retrieve the ball from under the frown of our bronze chested amigo. It would have been more interesting though, had the ball landed 2 yards to the right, as it would surely have lodged itself between the finest pair of breasts on the entire beach. The football came to an abrupt end when Ed's toenail fell off which I'm sure relieved a lot of punters, not least Jason, who was sweating buckets with all the running around. After a quick dip we went back to the hotel for an afternoon siesta to catch up on missed sleep and re-charge the batteries for the Airtours organised pub crawl that evening.

The pub crawl was around Magaluf that evening and started in a bar called Poco Loco's where we met up with all the rest of the Airtours hotels. Our party had grown to about 8 reds sat in the corner by now and whereas most people in there were there for a holiday, we were totally thinking about the Nou Camp and the European Cup Final and getting a few songs going. The reps became exceedingly irritating with their attempts at getting us to stand up and wave our hands in the air and I think they soon got the message that we were there for the football and not to play their silly games. The two girls from the taxi the previous night joined us for a chat and Kerry felt he was onto a winner when he found out that one of them was also called Kerry, especially as he found her more attractive with every drink.

It was after we left Poco's that the first United songs got their airing. We sang all the way to the next bar, starting off with 'Yip Yap Stam…' then moving onto the more conventional 'United…, United…' These continued as we travelled between the bars and clubs getting more and more pissed, but also aware of the fact that we had to get up at 6am in the morning to travel to the port in Palma where we were getting the 7.30am ferry to Barcelona. As we moved on towards the last group stop at Banana's we held a mammoth rendition of 'We shall not be moved' which also became very popular with other reds who were passing us, resulting in a whole crowd gathering together and screaming out 'We are the team that's gonna win the fuckin lot…We shall not be moved'. It was at this point that I noticed the head rep (a scouser) having a go at Ed and telling him to keep quiet. Whilst Ed was protesting his innocence, the rep walked into a bench which I found rather amusing and was promptly told, 'And you, don't laugh at me'.  I thought he was taking the piss at first but upon realising he was serious, I threw back my own torrent of words informing him that I would laugh at whatever the fuck I liked. Kerry then came into the argument along with myself, Ed and a couple more guys and we were plainly informed that we would not get into the club. Upon protesting to another rep, we were told to just go straight in. As we were walking in quietly and peacefully out jumped the scouse bastard rep again to turn us away. It was at this point that the argument began to get rather heated and we were ultimately told to get our stuff and clear the hotel as we started to draw attention from the street. Had we not been a day away from the European Cup Final and needed the beds in our hotel for accommodation for the 4 days after we came back, the guy would have been in serious danger of being lamped, but as it was, sense prevailed with thoughts of Barcelona and we retreated with a few choice words. We cooled off slightly in another bar where we got 2 bottles of Budweiser and a glass of so called champagne each for a quid.

It was now 2am and Kerry, Rob and Ed were keen to continue whilst myself, and the others went back to the hotel with Jason in a fret about his ticket as it was in the hotel safe. I went into the hotel bar where I chatted to yet more Mancs who had just arrived. A few were without tickets, but still supremely confident of getting in. At 2.30am, things had quietened down in the bar and so I decided to get my head down for the next 3-4 hours and pray that my alarm went off. I think it was about 4am that I was woken up by the sound of the '12 days of Cantona' echoing around the bar on the  floor below. Apparently, Kerry and the guys had come back, got out the huge flag from Ed's room and joined in with all the other newly arrived reds who had by now, downed quite a few beers and were singing on the tables. I thought about going down, but sat up, decided I was feeling extremely rough and fell back into my pillow. I was woken again at 5am as Kerry bashed on the door to be let in. As I opened it, the look or lack of it on his face told a thousand tales. I thought for one horrible moment that he was going to chunder as he staggered around the room barely able to stand up or talk. Fortunately, he dropped onto his bed and was out like a light. An hour later my alarm went off, which I immediately turned off. I struggled to get up, but the thought of missing the ferry forced me to drag myself out of bed at 6.05am. It took me a full 10 minutes to wake Kerry. After kicking him and bawling down his earhole to no avail, I lost patience and threatened the user of water. This managed to stir him, though the state he was in was absolutely appalling. Still he managed to get a small bag together and we went down to find the others at around 6.25am. With no sign, it wasn't such a surprise that they hadn't even woken up yet. Kerry ran up to Ed's room and almost broke the door down as he attempted to wake them. With eventual success we went to order taxis where I found Alan and Paula who had arrived in the middle of the previous nights melee. As everyone was now up but arseing around getting things together, I jumped into Alan's cab and but for a brief moment when we thought the driver was taking us to the airport, everything went smoothly and we reached the ferry check-in office at around 7am.

Kerry arrived at the check in not long after with Jason, who was in a fret yet again about missing the ferry, but there was no sign of Ed or Rob. After checking in we had a brief moment to get some food at which point Ed and Rob appeared in a taxi informing us that Ed had apparently chundered on Palma Nova sea front whilst running to catch a cab. Things seemed to be going smoothly at last, until Kerry came into the canteen searching for a dustpan and brush to clean up his broken glass. Not content with enough early morning drama, Ed then boarded the wrong ferry after becoming separated from the rest of us and it wasn't until we were all actually seated on the ferry that I was secure in the knowledge that we were actually going to Barcelona. Kerry though, was totally unaware that he was on any kind of sea worthy craft going to anywhere at that particular time, as he began to inform everyone in the immediate vicinity of his sexual preferences, as well as informing a few Germans on board of the uselessness of their journey. Alan, who was sat two rows behind with Paula, grinned and quietly buried his face beneath his cap. With the ferry not quite up to capacity, it wasn't long before we spread our wings and found our own small row of seats to lie across for the remainder of the journey. '

Part II Tuesday in Barcelona

I woke up not far from Barcelona after what was probably an unexciting journey, apart from the dolphins (so I was told), to watch the monitors and their poncy graphic display of our port entrance. After what seemed an eternity, we disembarked and walked the short distance to the statue at the bottom of the Ramblas where our search for Kerry and Alan's hostels would begin. Alan found his with relative ease and we continued up the Ramblas, sweating buckets, before finally giving in and heading to the nearest eatery for a chilled drink and some food. I came back from the toilet to find 4 suffering heads lay face down on the table, though they soon perked up after a sound meal and another round of ice cool drinks.

With unequalled mastery, we managed to bollocks up any attempt at jibbing into Kerry's hostel after we walked inside looking for a room for five, only to be told that it was completely full. We only noticed that it was Kerry's hostel after we walked back outside and decided to look for it. That quickly put a grin on Kerry's face as he went back in and left the rest of us to go and look for other accommodation. Whilst looking for tourist information, we walked to the position where it was meant to be on our map, only to find a sign directing us all the way back to Catalunya Square, our original position. It had been a wasted excursion anyway, as we were immediately informed that there wasn't a single bed left in Barcelona nor within a 50 mile radius of the city. After considering every option under the sun, the rest of the guys decided to hire a car and drive out of the city. I didn't want to miss the Tuesday night piss up in Barcelona and so decided to take my chances and look around for accommodation.

I went back to Kerry's hostel in the hope that I would be able to leave my bag. The owner called his room, but after no answer, let me in to go up and see if he was there. After making enough noise to wake up the entire neighbourhood, Kerry finally came to the door and wearily informed me I could have the other bed if  I required as it was going to be unused. It didn't take long to get my head on that pillow and so I slept for the next few hours until I was awoken with a phone call from Mick Meade, which brought us out of our slumber and persuaded us to get out on the town. As steak had been the preferred choice of most of the meals that week already, we stuck with well known territory and lined our stomachs for the evening ahead. A series of phone calls meant we would be meeting up with people in the Robin Hood pub at around 10pm. With plenty of time to get there we rambled around a few of the small cobbled streets, supping a beer outside any bar which looked desirable, whilst watching people playing with

fire and juggle balls around. As we finally made our way back onto The Ramblas again, I somehow found Alan among the hordes of reds lined all the way down, singing their hearts out. What a transformation from November I thought, when a swift baton met with the head of anyone found singing outside the bars here. Still, we stayed around to soak up a bit of atmosphere then went to the Robin Hood for another beer.

I bumped into Richard, Gordon and Sean whilst Kerry went to get the drinks. Someone else, although I can't remember who, informed me that Barry Leeming might have a spare ticket. That was enough to get me on the phone to Barry, though from what he told me, he was travelling around some mountain road at the time and so I made the call short as I didn't want to be blamed for any unwanted excursions. Besides, he too was still looking for tickets for friends and so that was another avenue gone. After a few hours in the Robin Hood, myself, Richard, Kerry, Sean, Gordon and a few others went over to check out the clublife in the port area. We visited our old haunt Maremagnums, where we danced away a few hours to all sorts of stuff from 'James' to some Spanish ditty called 'Follow the Leader' and brought the house down with a drunken red version of 'We are the Champions' each time it was played. We also had some free drink tickets to the bar next door and so went there where we spent most of the time watching Sean attempting to dance with a local. We had a good night, a good piss-up and from what I can remember, Richard didn't fall asleep this time. I have no idea what time we left or how we got back, I just remember getting in the hostel and having a bad case of the munchies. As Kerry went straight to bed, I went back out on a rather unsuccessful search for food. This ended up with me buying a Mars bar off a bloke selling newspapers and having some kind of discussion about football, before I sauntered off back to the hostel, still desperately hungry, but in need of a good sleep.

Part III Wednesday Daytime

Wednesday morning I awoke to more bright sunshine and visitors, as we were informed that we would have to move to the room next door as someone else was moving into our room. Still, I didn't complain as the room next door had 3 beds, allowing us an extra person that evening. I also had a bit of a hangover and realised that my promise to go to the stadium early (where the latest rumour was that 10,000 tickets were being sold on the day), was going to be broken. I wasn't too disappointed as I've heard enough Euro Away rumours to know that they are precisely that and nothing else and so I went out for breakfast around the corner and tried to decide what to do. Kerry was going to the Sports Bar to meet Barney and the rest of the gang so I nipped into the Hard Rock Café to say a quick 'Hello' to Barry, Alan, Richard, Bill and Paul among others. I decided to take Barry's advice and left rather quickly to go to the stadium in search of a ticket. The cheapest I had been offered so far was 200 quid but I only had 170 in my pocket and so was hoping to get lucky with one for about 150. I got to the ground at around 1pm and was shocked to see the number of people looking for tickets. Not only that, they were all outside of my price range. Thinking that a jib might have to be on the cards, I decided to have a closer look at the stadium, only to be stopped by the police before I got within 200 yards. Whether I looked incredibly sincere or whether they were incredibly stupid, I don't know, but they believed my story that I was there to pick up a ticket off one of the players and let me past the blockade. With a large fence surrounding the stadium in front of me and some evil looking security on the main entrance, I decided that I wasn't going to attempt to get any further just yet and so picked up a programme and a Manchester Evening News - Barcelona Edition instead. I left for the Metro in the hope that the ticket prices might go down nearer kick off time.

I joined everyone else back at the Sports bar and we spent a few hours milling around, eating, drinking, and for myself, worrying about not getting in to see the game of my life. I couldn't really wait to get on the Metro to the ground quick enough. I just wish that I had a ticket in my pocket so that I could have relaxed and enjoyed the build up and atmosphere a little more. We somehow managed to lose Kerry, Ed, Rob and some others on the way to the stadium and such was the enormity of reds getting off, I somehow lost Barney and everyone else in my dash to get away. As I was so desperate to get a ticket though, I didn't really want to wait around and so carried on out of the exit.

As I left the metro, I was approached by a guy selling fakes for 30 quid which I turned down as I wanted the real thing, however as I got nearer to the stadium, the huge build up of people and the lack of tickets available made me think that maybe I should buy a fake and take my chances. I ran back, but the guy had gone and it now began to hit me how difficult it was going to be to get into the stadium. I reached as close as I could before I found a barricade of police vans and masses of reds blocking my route. I decided to climb on top of an adjacent wall to get a good look at the surroundings and decipher a plan of action.  I noticed that a preliminary check was being made on tickets at a blockade just behind the vans - it was getting late now so I knew I had to go and get past this first hurdle. As I got there, I stood aside for a moment and watched the process of checking each ticket. The police were not being very thorough and they had one copper on either side with one slightly behind. I waited for a

push and dived in the middle opening my wallet as I went through the middle of the first two coppers and headed for the central one stood slightly behind. As I reached him, I closed my wallet to imply that I had already shown my ticket, then walked straight through without so much as a word, easy I thought. It wasn't until I had reached the entry gates in front of the stadium that I realised the enormity of the task I faced in getting in.

As I stood and watched, I saw reds being dragged away from the turnstiles and thrown to the floor because they were deemed to have fakes, even though some insisted they had bought them from the club. I met some guys who had paid 300 quid each for what turned out to be fakes and I met Mancs, like myself, many of whom had been going to Old Trafford regularly since they were kids, but who could simply not get tickets. Everyone was pleading their case to anyone who would listen and this was of course generating a lot of tension outside the stadium. The total disorganisation, as is found at most European Aways, was becoming increasingly evident. I knew there was absolutely no chance that I would get through the gates as it was obvious that the police were extremely alert. I withdrew to a grassy mound behind and considered my options. I either went back to the Sports bar now and watched it on TV or made an effort to get in. There was no choice really, this was the opportunity of a lifetime and so I dragged myself

up and told myself I had to try, even if I had to wait to the very last minute and scale the fence. I went back and cheered as one red attempted this only to be captured on the other side - so much for my plan I thought.

As a van came toward the fence, the police opened up a huge gate to let it through, which gave many people, myself included, the idea of storming it if they opened it again. I walked up and stood at the gate as they put a steel chain back around it. There was a lot of Mancs around and I sensed that something was going to happen sooner or later as people were looking at one another and waiting for the cops to go away. It wasn't until about ten minutes later that I heard a shout of 'Lets go United' go up just in front of me. Before I could move, I looked up to see the huge fence gate being pulled back and forth by about 20-30 reds. Within seconds, it flew up open and I took my chance along with about 100+ other reds who managed to get through before the police stormed over and secured it once more. A few who reached the inner turnstiles first, ran straight in and seemed to disappear into the stadium, however the police reacted quickly, blocking off the route to the inner turnstiles and taking their baton to anyone seen running. The fact that I wore shorts and was running whilst holding my wallet and camera in my pockets never helped my cause and so I stopped and waited for the furore to die down, after all I thought I was in now. It wasn't until I walked up to an entrance and noticed that they had a steward on every door scanning bar codes on tickets that disappointment hit yet again. Just, how many bloody times do I have to get into this stadium I thought. Not only this but there was an extra steward stood behind every three or so turnstiles just in case anyone did attempt to run it. I looked at my watch, it was 8.15pm, giving me half an hour to find a way to get in. If I didn't, I knew the police would want to know how I had got this far.

I gathered with around 10 others and we attempted to rush one of the gates. This was a complete failure as there just wasn't enough room for more than two people to get inside the turnstile and so I retreated and considered some options on my own. The police were walking around the inner ground area watching peoples movements and so I knew it was important to keep on the move and not look as though I didn't have a ticket. Several times I had to pretend to use a mobile phone to look as if I was doing something, whilst really I was looking for a way in. With ten minutes to go to Kick Off and desperation kicking in, I was finally given the lifeline I was looking for. Somebody passed a ticket back through a hole in the fence in an attempt to get his mate to use the same ticket. None of us could believe it as it was scanned for a second time and he was actually let through. The word soon spread and reds were scrambling outside asking people to pass tickets back through for them, promising them that they would return them as soon as they got inside. I asked many people who turned me down, which I can understand to a point as they probably didn't have the nerve to roll up a ticket and pass it back through a fence, but at the time all I could think was that this was the European Cup Final and these bastards wouldn't help a fellow red in. One of the stewards recognised what was happening and called the police over. Everyone quickly retreated, though the copper obviously said he was busy at the outer turnstiles and could do nothing here.

It was just approaching Kick Off time when a guy in front of me got someone to pass a ticket back through for him. He told me not to go away and promised me he would sort me out when he got inside. I never knew this guy or ever saw him again but I will be forever grateful for what he did. He could have run straight into the stadium where the game was now kicking off, but instead he chose to wait around until a suitable time when no-one was looking, at which point he passed a match ticket into my hand for the first time. I took a deep breath and joined another queue. I handed the ticket over apprehensively and waited for what seemed an eternity while it was scanned. The steward looked at me, then handed the ticket back and let me through. My heart leapt with joy and relief. I looked around for my saviour, but he had vanished as quickly as he had appeared leaving me with a 40 pound ticket in my hand as well. I ran as fast as I could into the first entrance I found, just in case anybody changed their mind

about letting me in. As I reached the top step, I stood and gasped at the awe inspiring view of a capacity Nou Camp, my hands still shaking as I came to terms with actually being inside. The view was nothing more than excellent,  half way up the second tier at ground level. There was a large congregation around the entrances, mostly people who got in for nothing, so I just forced myself onto the end of a row and was half stood on top of a chair, bunched up like the old days of the Stretford End.

Barca 99 Wednesday Night

The game had only just got under way and the atmosphere around me was electric. I had to keep pinching myself as I joined in with the singing. As I looked around the stadium, I was dazzled by the intensely colourful stands and the radiant green playing surface, I felt like Alice entering Wonderland. Within seconds though, a barrage of noise went up around me as the Germans were awarded a free kick on the edge of the area. I was brought back to reality and watched nervously, the same way I had in the very same stadium against Barcelona the previous November. The wall, yet again, never really looked secure and to my utter dismay, the outcome was the same as when Romario had placed the ball in the opposite corner 7 months earlier. The Germans suddenly came alive and yet again as had happened so many times before, we had given away the early goal. The only consolation was that this type of scenario usually ensures that the team wakes up and begins to play with the style that befits them for the remainder of the game. The rest of the first half though was stifled by the Germans. We attacked, without really getting anywhere or creating any clear cut chances and they were quite happy to let us have possession and wait for a break. With the game still in the first half, we weren't really going to take too many risks, and so a stalemate ensued for the remainder of the 45 minutes. In the stands, we were having none of that as we sang our hearts out in the belief that the equaliser would only be a matter of time. As the half time whistle went, I was still extremely confident that we would win this game. The break gave me a chance to finally soak up the atmosphere and I tried to figure out just how I had made it inside. All the worry and uncertainty of the previous few days had gone, I had actually made it and it hadn't cost me a penny.

As the players came out for the second half, I was quite dismayed to see Blomqvist still on the pitch as I thought he had played well below par in the first half, it could only be a matter of time before he did come off though. The expectancy was high now, this was what I personally had waited 21 years for, since I first recalled United playing in Europe. My heart started to beat a little faster as the game restarted and I took a deep breath as I hoped and prayed we would come good.  The game seemed to be going that little bit faster now and we were still doing no better than we had done in the first half. Many fans around me were starting to get nervous and it was difficult to keep the songs going. I had a big, bald headed guy in front of me taking up half my space and so I was virtually stood on a chair and crushed between various other people near the exit. Blomqvist had us all with our hands raised momentarily as he latched onto a cross in the 6 yard area only for it to loop agonisingly over the top. The cries of 'Oh Teddy Teddy' were ringing around the stands and Fergie duly obliged by replacing Blomqvist with around 20 minutes to go. The substitution opened up the game a little more, as the team reverted to a 4-3-3 formation, though as we attacked, gaps were left at the back for the Germans to exploit. Twice they hit the woodwork, one a delightful chip over Schmeichel and the second a thunderous overhead kick against the crossbar. As the second one hit the crossbar and we managed to clear, we all just shook our heads and the guy next to me turned and said 'I wouldn't be surprised it we went onto bloody win this now', though everyone else was a little less optimistic as another German attack seemed to part the red sea and it was left to Schmeichel to palm an explosive shot around the post. We did have our chances though, though no-one could really seem to get a proper shot on goal. I can't really remember the order of things, but somewhere in the melee of attacks from both sides, Solksjaer replaced Cole with 10 minutes to go and immediately had a header saved at the near post from a Beckham corner. As we entered the last five minutes of normal time, we stepped up the pressure and there was a succession of chances with Yorke miscuing, a wonderful move culminating in a cross from Butt into a 6 yard box with no-one there, another Solksjaer header and a weak shot from Yorke as the ball fell slightly behind him. Each chance was greeted with utter disbelief as we put our hands on our heads and looked at each other in dismay. As the 90 minute mark came up on the scoreboard, my heart sank.

I really did think that it was not going to be our year and I steeled myself for the disappointment of the final whistle, telling myself that we would come back again another day, but realising that maybe this could have been our greatest achievement ever. I distinctly remember, as the last few minutes ticked away, standing in unison singing 'Forever and ever' over and over again,  with all those around me. It was our way of letting the players know we appreciated their efforts and we would follow them forever no matter what.

As I watched, the ball was knocked out of the German area and chased by Beckham, who had fought for everything. He dummied  to go left and swerved right outfoxing his German marker and playing the ball out to Irwin(?) on the left. The attempted cross was charged out for a corner leaving Beckham to run over and take it. One last chance I thought, as I held my fist to my mouth and said 'Please' over and over again. As the corner was taken, Schmeichel came running upfield and it looked for a moment that he was going to run in and meet it full on. A challenge by a defender saw it just glance the side of his head before running behind and falling to Yorke. Yorke miscontrolled, letting it fall to another defender and Schmeichel turned to run back to goal as the ball was about to be cleared. The clearance though, was sliced across the edge of the box to Giggs who turned and quickly hit it right footed. With mouth open, I took a step forward and half raised my hands, as I watched the ball run through to Sheringham. I felt like I was watching a pinball machine and Sheringham was just about to trigger the extra ball as he stuck out his boot. I could scarcely believe it though, when I saw it hit the back of the net. For a split second, I stopped as I saw a stream of German hands raised and I looked at the linesman and referee, just waiting for it to be disallowed. The referee also seemed to wait as he too looked at his linesman, until he pointed to the centre circle for a goal and I knew we had done it. I jumped up and grabbed the guy next to me and we were just screaming and shouting at each other as about ten others jumped around on top of us. To my right two large red flares were let off and I was shaking with joy as I took deep breaths and bent over with my fists clenched shouting 'YES, YES!!!'.

We were finally back in the game and I stood together with the guys around me as we launched into a chorus of 'We shall not, we shall not be moved'. The Germans looked distraught as they were restarting the game, but I followed the ball with trepidation as it was played into our half, biting my nails just praying for the final whistle to go. As soon as the ball neared a United player the cries of 'Clear It', went up all around me. The ball was duly launched upfield and Solksjaer latched onto it. Hold it, I thought as he attempted to put in a cross, but thankfully we gained a corner instead. This, I thought would see us to the end of the game, allowing me to stop shaking from the equalising goal. As Beckham put his cross in, time seemed to slow down as Sheringham rose toward it. I didn't have a clue what happened next. I just saw the German net bulge and the ball drop to the floor inside it. At this point, all time seemed to stop around me while I tried to take in the enormity of what I was seeing. I looked at the linesman and the referee, but everything felt so surreal, how could we have scored again? It was probably only milliseconds but it just seemed to take an age for my eyes to make my brain understand what it was seeing. Things like this don't even happen in the wildest of dreams. Then it hit me like a tidal wave of pure unbridled emotion. I screamed out 'YESSSSSSS!!!', as I jumped on the guy in front of me and we were holding each others heads screaming at one another face to face, about 3 inches apart. I turned to the guy to my right as people began to fall all over the place and he just screamed at  me, 'We've only gone and fucking done it!!!!!'. Even the Spanish steward was going wild and I lost count of the number of people I hugged. We turned to look at the pitch just to make sure it was real and I saw a sight I have never ever seen before on a football pitch. Someone shouted out, 'They won't re-start the game' and unbelievably it was true. At least eight of the Bayern players were just sat in the area, some against the post, others face down - they had given up already, they no longer wanted to play on. It took the effort of the referee to go around and pull them to their feet before the game was re-started. Needless to say, it didn't last long, and the cheers that went up when that whistle went were just unreal. I could not take in the feelings I had inside of me. My head was telling me it wasn't real, that I should wake up, but my body was celebrating wildly. Manchester United were Champions of Europe.

The presentation and the ensuing celebrations was just a wonderful experience. The players were just as ecstatic as the fans, dancing and singing their way around the stadium. Everyone was on a natural high, grinning from ear to ear, singing along with whatever the PA was belting out. In the excitement, I re-wound my camera by mistake, but I didn't care, I just wanted to see that trophy lifted. I tried to feel sorry for Bayern, but I couldn't as we sang the old favourite, 'Always look on the bright side of life'. The United players were led up to collect the trophy by Schmeichel, who probably just wanted to make sure he got his medal after the farcical Cup Winners Cup final presentation a week earlier. As the trophy was lifted, thousands of flashes lit up every corner of the stadium and I just stood and cheered with a tear of complete and utter joy in my eye. It was a moment I would treasure forever.

The celebrations continued around every corner of the stadium and the players just didn't want to leave the field. The sky was lit up by dazzling flashes wherever the trophy went and the music just went on and on, everybody joining in with whatever they could. As the players settled in front of the main United contingent they all took turns to go up and lift the trophy in front of the crowd, each in their own special way. There was only one person missing though and we all knew who we wanted, as we chanted, 'We want Keane, We want Keane, We want Keane'. It took a while, but he was finally persuaded to come back out to the pitch along with Scholes and re-join the celebrations. The whole team made an archway for them to walk under, after which Keane and then Scholes raised the trophy above their heads. They may not have played a part that night but we wanted them to know that they had played their part as much as anyone else had that season and it was fitting to end the night with the club captain raising the trophy in front of us. By this time, the team had been out for the best part of 45 minutes after the game had finished and as they left the field so did I, hoping to find the others in the Sports Bar in Catalunya Square.

I walked out of the ground and my head was just buzzing, as I tried to recall Solkjaers goal again and again. For the life of me, all I could remember was a foot sticking out and the net bulging. I had pure adrenaline running through my veins and think I tried to ring various people though I couldn't get my phone working - well I could barely press a key in the right order as it happened. I reached the tube to find a huge queue, though luckily, I already had a tube ticket from the ten Kerry and I had bought the previous day. The guy at the entrance eventually gave up as a crush was building and decided to let us all through. This didn't help much though as the train broke down half way and so I ended up walking the remainder of the way to The Ramblas. By the time I reached The Ramblas, hunger had got the better of me and I made a decision which I was to regret for the rest of the holiday. I went into one of the baguette shops to get something to line my stomach for the walk over to the Sports Bar. It was quite packed inside with a lot of United fans feeling the same way as me. I ordered and paid, unfortunately putting my wallet back into my shorts pocket whilst waiting for my change. As I went to grab my wallet to put my change away I suddenly realised it was no longer there. I looked around the floor before remembering that some Spanish kid had been stood next to me a minute previously, which was confirmed by other people around me. I went outside and was shouted back for my baguette. I went back and quickly grabbed it asking around if anyone saw what the kid was like, but no-one could remember - one Spanish kid looks like the next I thought to myself. I walked outside and there was just masses of people everywhere, mainly United fans singing their hearts out - that was it, my wallet had gone. It was only as I walked to the Sports Bar that the full extent of it finally began to hit me. I had just lost 170 quid in Peseta's, along with credit cards and a gym card, which I didn't like that much anyway. I reached that Sports Bar and broke the news to everyone else that I had just lost my wallet, though I felt as if I was still trying to get it through to myself at the same time. It also suddenly dawned on me that I had no money to get drinks or to go clubbing. I sat outside the Sports Bar with Kerry, Rob and Ed trying to think up a plan of action before deciding to go back to the hotel to call my girlfriend in England so that she could cancel my credit card.

I still had a credit card back in Majorca and 20 pounds in English currency but none of that was any good to me whilst I was stone cold sober in Barcelona at 1.30am. Kev came back to the hotel shortly afterwards and as I was emotionally and physically exhausted, I decided to call it a night and get some sleep, rather than go searching for the guys. I didn't have much chance of this though, as we got into a rather long discussion about the match, as well as more philosophical issues, like whether we would still go on Euro Aways, now that we had achieved the ultimate in club football and satisfied our personal ambitions. Thus, the night for which I had planned the biggest celebration of all, turned into a sober discussion to the background of United songs coming from The Ramblas. I eventually fell asleep, though I was woken an hour later by Kerry and the guys who took up various positions around the floor. Unfortunately Jason had to be smacked several times with trainers due to the loudness of his snoring which was preventing the rest of us from sleeping. At about 6am, the door went yet again and a couple of female voices entered the room. I haven't a clue who they were as I was too tired to wake up, though I do recall them saying that the room was the sweatiest, smelliest room they had ever been in. In our defence though, there was 7 un-showered bodies in a very small confined space, producing bodily odours all night.

Part V Thursday and Beyond

By the next morning, I was being philosophical about my lost money as I changed my 20 pounds into pesetas. I knew I would have gladly paid the 170 quid for a ticket with 20 minutes to go to kick off, so there was no point in thinking about it, though I was still miffed that I let the little bastard do me like that. The feeling of celebration was still in the Barcelona air as we walked up and down the Ramblas collecting souvenirs to take back. We had a good few hours until the ferry and so we just walked up and down taking in the various sights, like five American girls singing 'Yip Yap Stam' over and over again, as well as the compulsory Adult shop. We stopped for a fantastic Pizza, so good that Ed had to have another , then walked to the ferry port for the trip back to Majorca clutching various English newspapers for our travel entertainment. For some reason, I don't know whether it was the presence of Paul Wheeler or whether they had heard about Kerry's antics on the way over, there were baton wielding Spanish police walking menacingly up and down the ferry back, though most people just ignored them and carried on with their business.

We returned to Majorca for four more nights of fun and celebrations in the sun accompanied by plenty of alcohol. Each day seemed to follow the same kind of pattern. This involved a late wake up around 12ish (with Kerry rising about  two hours after everyone else), a typical English breakfast, then a seat by the pool reading each and every single paper that said something about the match and the days after. This would be followed by the ritual games of football, water polo (whilst annoying everyone on the pool perimeter), pool and cards (not the kind of cards you'd want to show your mum though). Kerry also pushed me into the pool on one occasion whilst my back was turned - I haven't forgotten this and will exact my revenge at a chosen time.  As early evening approached we would make our way over to Magaluf where we would get totally rat-arsed on various cocktails and fake bottles of champagne as well as the many freebies that came with each drink. The nights always ended with everyone staggering home at varying times, although Kerry always seemed to come home later than me, meaning that I was always woken at around 6am each morning. Looking at the state of him each time he came in, it was no wonder he never managed to pull as he could barely stand up and mutter his own name. The first night back in Magaluf though was one of the best, as we were still trying to take in the enormity of the match and come back down to earth. We went on a massive bar and club crawl, part of which resulted in us lifting a bottle of champagne up like the players did with the European Cup, to the dumbfounded looks of the inhabitants of the club. We also found Barney, Doug, Steve and a whole load of others outside a bar and ended up staying  with them and singing some real classic United songs before we all moved over to another club over the road and got seriously pissed, leaving for our hotels at various unknown times.

I did actually get to the beach a couple of times as well where I managed to find Alan and Paula looking like typical British Lobsters, along with Paul Wheeler and his girlfriend. Alan actually ran out of the sea because he was scared of all the creatures, which I believe was one baby jellyfish that he had spotted about 50 yards from the shore. Anyway, it was good to see that the presence of Paula hadn't stopped him perving at all the half naked girls lying around - it was obviously a well chosen spot for using those sunglasses to disguise the direction of the eyes.

One afternoon was spent watching City on the large TV in the hotel bar, which drew a rather large audience of reds. Most of us were sympathetic towards them as it was difficult not to be after winning the European Cup, though we couldn't resist a wry smile and cheer when two goals went in. The bastards though, somehow equalised in the five minutes of added time after looking like they couldn't hit a barn door from 5 yards for most of the game - still who were we to care, we were the champions of Europe.

I finally got home in the very early hours of Monday morning after waiting 3 hours at Palma airport, though happily Ed, Jason, Rob and the rest were delayed longer on their flight back to Manchester too. The first thing I did though after getting some sleep was to watch the last 10 minutes of the game albeit in the presence of my girlfriend - well actually it was the second thing  I did. I finally got to watch it again later when my girlfriend had gone and just burst into tears of joy when Solkjaers shot went in. Even now, I watch it almost every week and it still sends a shiver down the back of my neck. I guess it was the moment I knew we had finally done what I had waited my whole life to see.  I know that those few seconds after Solksjaer scored will never be beaten for as long as I watch football and I feel privileged to have been there. Hopefully once the season starts I'll remove my head from the clouds and come back to the reality of a fresh start, at least for a while.
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