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From: "P.J. Thum" <thum@fas.harvard.edu>

To: <RedDevils@onelist.com>, "MUFC list" <MUFC@LISTSERV.INDIANA.EDU>

Date: Thu, 3 Jun 1999 01:50:35 -0400

X-MSMail-Priority: Normal

X-Mailer: Microsoft Outlook 8.5, Build 4.71.2377.0

X-MimeOLE: Produced By Microsoft MimeOLE V5.00.2014.211

Subject: [RedDevils] PJ's multimedia diary pt 1

From: "P.J. Thum" <thum@fas.harvard.edu>

Hi everyone,

This is my first time writing a trip diary so I hope you'll bear with me.

Accompanying this report will be my pictures- you can see a full range at

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/
The numbers prefixing the pictures are the date (in ddmmyy format) followed

by the time (in 24hr format). So you can view them chronologically. I will

try to be comprehensive in my description of the entire journey so that

those of you who weren't there can get a feeling for how it felt to be

there.

My story begins on Monday, May 24. I had just finished my exams though I had

spent most of exam period preoccupied with something else! Still, mentally

exhausted but free from school for the summer, I flew off to Barcelona.

After an uneventful flight (especially when you compare it with what some

other listees went through!) I arrived in El Prat (named after....?) where I

met up with Mark Roberts and a fellow Red named Daniel whom Mark had picked

up on the flight in the night before and shared hotel room with. Rereading

the previous sentence makes me uneasy. I wonder why.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201007%20Mark%20and%

20Daniel%20at%20BCN%20airport.jpg

Mark is in the green and yellow away, Daniel, who flew from Sydney to come

to the game, is in the home kit. At the airport we also encountered many

other fellow Reds who were in for the game. The place was abuzz with

anticipation.

Along with Peter Steyger and fellow Boston Red Jon Kosterlitz, the four of

us had negotiated via Barry to meet with a tout in the Hard Rock Cafe and

buy the tickets off him. Coincidentally, Peter's flight got in 40 minutes

after mine so Mark, Peter and I agreed to meet at the airport. Peter

eventually turned up, none the worse for wear and well fortified after

drinking on the plane for ten hours straight.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201109%20Daniel%20Pe

ter%20Mark%20outside%20BCN.jpg

The drive into Barcelona was quiet.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201126%20driving%20i

nto%20Barca.jpg

However, as we pulled into a parking area near our hotel, a funny sight

greeted us: a car with no hubcaps or wheels, shattered windscreen and

propped up on bricks.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201158Just%20like%20

being%20in%20Liverpool.jpg

"Just like being in Liverpool," commented Peter.

Next to our hotel was a bullfighting ring. Unfortunately, bullfighting was

only on Sundays.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201248%20The%20bullf

ighting%20ring%20entrance,%20sponsored%20by%20Martini.jpg

Next we hopped the metro to go to the Hard Rock Cafe to meet up with other

listees. Barcelona, being an Olympic city, has a clean efficient metro. Note

the countdown clock at the top corner- 23 seconds to the next train!

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201258%20waiting%20i

n%20the%20metro.jpg

We got to the Placa Catalunya soon enough and immediately encountered Barry.

Mark and Barry were, of course in their Gumby regalia along with various

United apparel. Barry was in his "Danish Reds on Tour" T-shirt. I, on the

other hand, was dressed in plainclothes. This stems from a deep superstition

of mine that I cannot wear any United colours to a game or we will lose.

Bearing in mind that the last two games I wore colours to was Arsenal away

and Middlesborough at home, I think my superstition is justified. Thus, I

brought no colours to be on the safe side.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201409%20Mark%20Barr

y%20PJ%20Daniel%20at%20Hard%20Rock.jpg

Also, I had a wild theory that perhaps if any violence occurred, I would be

safer if people mistook me for a Japanese tourist!

The tout arrived and after much hard bargaining by the others they drove him

down from the ridiculous 100,000 pesetas to a much more reasonable 60,000

pesetas. We had a moment of panic when he declared that he would sell all 6

of his tickets or none at all, but we found other reds around the Hard Rock

who were willing to get into the deal. Finally we clinched it and we took a

photo to commemorate the deal. Note the bright, shiny tickets in my hands!

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201445%20Tickets%20i

n%20hand%20we%20celebrate.jpg

At this point I present Barry with a T-shirt on behalf of the Boston Reds,

in gratitude of the incredible services he has done for the Boston Reds. If

it weren't for him, I would have never gotten that ticket to the game, so

thanks Barry!

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201452%20Barry%20is%

20an%20honorary%20Boston%20Red.jpg

I went off for a phone call home to update my Dad (also a Red) on my happy

situation, and the next thing I know, when I return the other Reds are

surrounded by women who had begged to take a picture with them! It must be

something about being a Red, eh guys?

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201524%20Women%20flo

ck%20to%20reds%20everywhere.jpg

After that it was more drinking, followed by a quick stroll down La Rambla

in search of lunch. La Rambla is certainly a very beautiful place, very

interesting and tasteful. None of the shiny artificial plastic and lights

that other touristy places have, La Rambla is all about history and stone.

After some time, we decided to go to the airport to greet the team. We

rushed off in taxis as we heard that the team was arriving at 5. As Barry

has described in his report, he soon attracted the attention of the media

and we were all interviewed by Sky.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201721%20Barry%20get

s%20interviewed%20by%20Sky%202.jpg

Barry looks excited!

The United charter flight was scheduled to appear at 5.25 pm.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201725%20the%20UNITE

D%20charter%20flight%20on%20screen.jpg

But it was a long time before they appeared. Still the atmosphere at the

airport was terrific!

Movies:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201806%20singing%20f

rom%20expectant%20fans.mpg

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201808%20waiting%20f

ans%20sing%20the%20UNITED%20calypso.mpg

We passed the time singing, cheering, and 'remarking' on certain women as

they walked by. Anyone who was there will know what I mean when I refer to

the 'one in the blue outfit'! As I recall, we concluded that the gentlemen

with her must've been her brother, and the difference in looks was due to

his dyed hair and him taking after their father! Yes, that must be it! :))

At around 6.58 the team finally emerged from customs to a huge greeting from

the fans. At this point I made a movie but I keep getting a file error

trying to read the movie from the disk- damn! Still, it was exciting, with

the players coming out one by one and the fans singing and cheering. Out

first was Phil Neville, followed by the bulk of the team. Mark managed to

throw his arm around Andy Cole and give him a few words of encouragement. A

common sentiment (including mine) was echoed- we all intended to have witty

words of encouragement for the team when they walked out, but when we saw

them it all turned into screaming and fist pumping! Fergie looked happy and

confident and excited. Teddy came out last, projecting an air of confidence

which we took as a good sign.

What surprised me was that I was as tall as many of the players. When you

see them on TV you almost always assume that they are huge people, but they

weren't any bigger than you or I.

We followed them out to the team bus. At this point I snapped furiously:

View from near the back:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201902%20the%20UNITE

D%20bus.jpg

Becks gives us a little half-embarrassed wave:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201905%20Becks%20giv

es%20us%20a%20wave.jpg

Yorke, Jesper, Cole and Scholes:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201906%20Yorke%20Jes

per%20Cole%20and%20Scholes.jpg

The Stam and Ole show:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201907%20Stam%20and%

20Ole.jpg

cheering fans:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201907%20cheering%20

fans.jpg

Jesper and Wes Brown:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201912%20Jesper%20an

d%20Wes.jpg

Sitting at the back of the Bus:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201912%20Phil%20Kean

o%20May%20Yorke.jpg

Schmikes:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201906%20Schmeichel.

jpg

The Leemings watching on:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201913%20The%20Leemi

ngs.jpg

Movie:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201909%20Fergusons%2

0Red%20and%20White%20Army.mpg

Me:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201917%20PJ%20in%20f

ront%20of%20the%20United%20bus.jpg

This one for you Mohsen:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201919%20Solskjear%2

0closer.jpg

Reds in front of the bus:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201914%20Reds%20in%2

0front%20of%20the%20bus.jpg

The bus drives off:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/240599%201919%20bus%20drive

s%20off.mpg

More pictures and movies at

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/ of course. After that, it

was off to dinner and then back to the hotel. After successfully getting

lost and then finding ourselves again, we ended up back at the hotel,

exhausted. Thus ended the first day.

Coming up on the second day:

- sightseeing (including a movie of a hilarious recital of "Ten Bayern Fans"

to the tune of "Ten bottles of beer on the wall" while we were a couple

hundred feet in the air in a tower at La Segrada Familia cathedral)

- my visit to the Erotica Museum (as recommended by Linda and the Sausage

Man)

- Taking over the entire La Rambla: a sea of Red! (beer! women! song!)

A few notes about the above- I hope everyone can access the pictures. Some

people may not be able to on older generation email programs and/or web

browsers.

I'll try and type the second day as soon as I can, but don't hold your

breath!

Subject: My Barcelona Diary Part 2 (Very long)

From: "P.J. Thum" <thum@fas.harvard.edu>

Hi all,

After a bit of travelling around and visiting relatives I'm back in hot and

humid Singapore. I already wish I were back in Boston!

Anyway, as promised from the last instalment of my tell-all diary :) .....

- sightseeing (including a movie of a hilarious recital of "Ten Bayern Fans"

to the tune of "Ten bottles of beer on the wall" while we were a couple

hundred feet in the air in a tower at La Segrada Familia cathedral)

- my visit to the Erotica Museum (as recommended by Linda and the Sausage

Man)

- Taking over the entire La Rambla: a sea of Red! (beer! women! song!)

Waking up on day 2, Tuesday, I announced my resolution to do some sight

seeing while I could. Mark and Peter both agreed with me, and we decided to

go visit the La Segrada Familia which was near the hotel and while we were

at it check out the Michael Collins Pub which was next to the Cathedral. The

La Segrada Familia is a huge cathedral that the Spaniards have been building

since the mid nineteenth century, and it is nowhere near completion. It has

a very interesting history, and has some incredible architecture. These

pictures off the facade illustrate what I mean:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201155%20La%20Segrad

a%20Familia.jpg

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201155%20Steeples.jp

g

and here's a picture of Mark and Peter in front of one side of the building

which depicts a nativity scene:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201229%20Mark%20and%

20Peter.jpg

After mucking about the grounds we decided to start climbing the towers (see

"steeples.jpg", above). The insides were narrow and dark and had circular

staircases going round and round.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201254%20going%20rou

nd%20and%20round%20up%20the%20stairs.jpg

After climbing a while we came to a balcony that looked out over the city.

As we found out, this view is relatively low compared to what we would

experience later:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201259%20view%20to%2

0the%20horizon%20from%20balcony.jpg

As Mark and I were both afraid of heights I have to congratulate him

unflinchingly on going all the way to top:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201302%20Mark%20brav

ely%20looks%20down.jpg

We kept climbing up and up inside the towers:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201304%20Mark%20wave

s%20from%20inside.jpg

The view kept getting better (and scarier):

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201312%20view%20of%2

0Barcelona.jpg

Eventually we were almost level with the other set of spires:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201315%20the%20tower

s%20again.jpg

and here we are finally (note the time on the photo- twenty five minutes

later) at the top:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201320%20at%20the%20

very%20top.jpg

Mark keeps a firm grip- I think it was his fear of heights. Wouldn't let go.

And this is the view from the top:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201321%20view%20from

%20the%20top.jpg

Going down, Mark and Peter started a song about "Ten Bayern Fans, standing

on the wall" to the tune of "Ten Green Bottles" which echoed around the

tower. A Bayern fan later commented to us that he heard the song loud and

clear from further down the tower- not the best thing to hear I think :)

Movies:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201325%20Bayern%20fa

ns%20standing%20on%20the%20wall%20part%201.mpg

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201326%20Bayern%20fa

ns%20standing%20on%20the%20wall%20part%202.mpg

Some interesting photographs of the spiral staircase:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201339%20spiral%20st

aircase%202.jpg

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201340%20PJ%20sticks

%20his%20head%20out%202%20without%20flash.jpg

From La Segrade Familia we dropped by Michael Collins, which was closed, so

we decided to stroll off to Placa Catalunya and the Hard Rock Cafe. Along

the way, we encountered this nice lady with a nice ass who was walking her

dog. Watch Mark's left hand as he "makes his move":

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201410%20Mark%20make

s%20his%20move%20-%20look%20at%20his%20left%20hand.jpg

Near Placa Catalunya we spotted an interesting store which had clearly

decided to name itself after the home of the greatest football team in the

world:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201422%20Manchester%

20is%20everywhere!.jpg

After a rendezvous with Barry and Co at the Hard Rock, I decided to go off

and do some further sight seeing. Strolling down the pleasant tree lined

boulevard of La Rambla, the view was somewhat marred by the vast expanse of

flesh on display:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201511%20Bayern%20fa

ns%20drink.jpg

Further down, on my left, this small, slightly concealed entrance caught my

eye:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201514%20the%20Museu

m%20of%20Erotica.jpg

Yes, it was the infamous Museum of Erotica. After a quick glance around to

ensure that no one was looking, I slipped in. They even had a student

discount! How about that!

WARNING: The next few paragraphs may be unfit for reading by anyone below

the age of 18. You have been warned.

Unfortunately (or fortunately) I didn't take many pictures in there. I was

too busy laughing and reading the exhibits. they even had two specialised TV

rooms: the first, a continuous loop of the Pamela Anderson and Tommy Lee

video (I wanted to take a picture of that, but there was this Japanese

couple in three who were transfixed by the screen and I decided they

probably wouldn't like their faces shown all over the world); and the

second, a loop of early silent movie porn, complete with cheesy music.

By far my favourite exhibit, however, was this fairground ride:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201518%20a%20fun%20f

illed%20ride.jpg

Unfortunately, there was a prominent sign saying "No touching or riding".

However, it was operational and for a mere 100 pesetas too!

This movie you HAVE to see:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201521%20movie%20of%

20a%20fun%20filled%20ride.mpg

Among the other exhibits were this interesting chair:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201524%20stimulus%20

chair%20complete%20with%20spair%20rubber%20dildo.jpg

It came with not only the metal dildo affixed the chair, but also a larger

flesh coloured rubber one on a chain! How convenient!

There was also a bank of telephones that were connected to erotic phone

lines in various languages. This is me listening to the English-language

one. The camera angle's a bit strained because I couldn't find anyone to

hold the camera for me, and I couldn't very well interrupt the Japanese

couple now could I?

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201531%20PJ%20tries%

20talking%20on%20the%20%20erotic%20telephone.jpg

Last but not least, my favourite photo, this is me casually leaning against

a large wooden sculpture:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201536%20PJ%20casual

ly%20poses.jpg

(Those of you under 18 can feel free to join us again now.)

After this enlightening tour I went off and went around the Gothic Quarter,

heart of old Barcelona. There's very little Red content here, so I'll skip

these pictures, but you can always go look at them at

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/ if you want to.

United flags were hung everywhere:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201540%20Red%20flags

%20everywhere.jpg

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201727%20Banner%20in

%20the%20streets%20of%20Barcelona.jpg

After my tour, I headed off to the Barri Chinos (Chinese Quarter), home to

drugs and prostitutes, to look for Mark and Peter. It's not what you're

thinking- The Quiet Man, an excellent Irish Pub, is also located here. As if

such upstanding citizens as them would be involved in such filth *cough*.

List Member: "but PJ, you went to the Erotica Museum, didn't you? Isn't that

the same thing?"

PJ: "No, that's different. when you hang it on a wall in sterile

surroundings, provide commentary on neat little plaques and charge

admission, that's culture and art."

After a few drinks at The Quiet Man, where I recharged my camera battery

(hence no pictures of the activities there), we went back to La Rambla and

joined in with the massing horde of Reds there in song. As the afternoon

then evening then night wore on, the street got filled with more and more

Reds, singing like crazy. I took a large number of pictures and made many

movies here that speak for the event better than I can. Visit

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/ and look from "250599 1917

La Rambla begins to fill with Reds.jpg" to "250599 2151 cute kid with horn"

(about 65 pictures and movies) around which time I ran out of battery power.

Highlights include:

-seeing United and Bayern fans sing together:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%202010%20United%20an

d%20Bayern%20fans%20sing%20together.jpg

-the street getting so utterly packed with singing United fans that it was

entirely impossible to move:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%202056%20More%20shot

s%20of%20United%20fans%20singing.jpg

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%202148%20better%20qu

ality%20picture%20of%20La%20Ramabla.jpg

-Singing all the way into the night:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%202113%20as%20night%

20falls%20Reds%20are%20still%20going%20strong.jpg

-this young Red (on the List?) on his father's shoulders:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%202151%20cute%20kid%

20with%20horn%20and%20father.jpg

-the various songs, including Yip Jaap Stam, Takin' over Barcelona, the

Twelve Days of Cantona, You are my Solksjear, and more: (movies)

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%202131%20Takin%20ove

r%20Barcelona.mpg

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%202100%20singing%20t

he%20twelve%20days%20of%20Cantona.mpg

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%201958%20you%20are%2

0my%20Solskjear.mpg

One question I have been asked is, how well were the United and Bayern fans

getting along? I hope this picture settles the issue. You can clearly see a

United fan (Red shirt) and a Bayern fan (striped sleeves) getting intimate

in the background. I am not naming any names:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/250599%202124%20United%20an

d%20Bayern%20fan%20hug.jpg

Thus ended the second day, in an alcohol induced haze of singing and

merriment.

Coming up on Day 3:

- reunited with the Boston Reds!

- Hard Rock Cafe learns what it really means to rock and drink hard!

- The game, including exclusive movies of the post game celebrations!

- Watch me eat snails!

[image: image2.jpg]



Subject:      My Barcelona diary Part 3
Hi all,

Well, time to wrap up my diary. Sorry I've taken so long to finish it.

Wednesday, 26 May 1999

As many of you have read from Mark Robert's diary, we woke up 'early'

(around noon I think) and set off for the Hard Rock Cafe. Sean and I had

agreed to meet there at 1pm, and the other two Boston Reds, Ugly Jon and

Andrew, at 2pm. The Placa Catalunya was awash with colour and there was a

loud, amorphous roar coming from it that at various times crystallised into

song.

The view of the Placa from the front entrance of the Hard Rock Cafe:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/260599%201307%20Reds%20and%

20Bayern%20fans%20crowd%20Placa%20Catalunya.jpg

Inside, I met many of the famous Reds on the list and promptly forgot all

their names, with this sieve I have for a brain. Still, there were a great

many entertaining personalities! I'm glad to have met you all!

Going outside I waited for Sean to arrive. 1pm....1.10...1.20...1.30...

still no Sean. Suddenly I hear a voice yell, "there's only one PJ Thum" and

I turn around and there are Andrew and Ugly Jon, early! Was I glad to see

them! Three out of four Boston Reds ain't bad. Jon went off to stow his

stuff at his hostel and Andrew pulled out a huge bottle of Vodka and

proceeded to start taking large swigs of it. He explained that he had heard

that would be an alcohol ban in the city, so he ran around the duty free in

Madrid and procured a bottle of the alcohol that would get him drunk

fastest! Fair enough :)

So we sat around swigging vodka (not good for me as I was very hungry,

having eaten very little and hoping to go to lunch soon) and waiting for Jon

or Sean. Eventually Jon returned. Having waited long enough, I resolved to

go to lunch and dragged Andrew and Jon off to go to some seafood place that

my guidebook assured me was extremely authentic and very local.

[Ironically enough, ten minutes later Sean arrived. Missed him by that

much!]

the restaurant was great, especially since some lady was decorating the

entrance with United scarves. Fantastic, we thought, until she started

decorating the other side of the entrance with Bayern scarves. We got

friendly with the locals and started talking about the big game with them.

The general consensus was that United would win- 2-0 being a common

prediction. You can see the movie I made on my website, entitled "260599

1608 interviewing friendly restraunt patrons"

After that it was back to the HRC where it was a happy reunion with Sean.

Finally, all four Boston Reds together at last! We proceeded to sing away

the afternoon at the HRC. Lots of pictures here but my favourite is of Sean

trying to indulge in everything at once!

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/260599%201649%20Sean%20indu

lges%20in%20vices.jpg

(Say Sean, how's the quitting smoking going?)

Around 6.30pm Ugly Jon, Kerry Davies and I set off for the stadium. After a

fruitless period of trying to flag down a taxi, we finally got one and

promptly got stuck in the jam headed to the Nou Camp. It was pretty fun

though, with the sidewalks and other taxis full of singing Reds waving

flags.

At precisely 8 we were outside and heading through the crush into the

stadium. One policeman took a look at Jon's flag, grabbed it and broke the

stick. Very paranoid of them I say.

Half an hour later, we finally got inside where we climbed all the way to

the top of the neutral section, just three rows from the top. A few rows

down to the left I spotted Mark and Peter but despite my yelling they didn't

see me. We settled down and I waited, extremely edgily. finally after they

got those annoying floats out of the way the players came out to a huge roar

from both sides. Excellent pic of this at

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/260599%202041%20view%20of%2

0pitch%20from%20my%20seat.jpg

The game itself is a blur until the last few minutes, when it's as clear as

crystal in my mind. I remember the free kick, watching the Bayern player go

down (What a dive! I thought) and the ball going into the corner of the net

with Schmikes stranded. After that it was a long period of frustration and

fear as we attacked and couldn't get the ball in. To make things worse, the

man infront of me smoked the most vile cigarettes ever and the man behind me

asked me to sit down everytime I jumped to my feet. Ugly Jon insisted on

giving me his entire opinion of why we were losing and what should be done

and how our tactics should be changed and who should be substituted and I

ended up getting annoyed at everything in the world. Jon compounded it by

falling asleep at halftime and waking up only when I kicked him 5 min into

the second half.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/260599%202136%20United%20se

ction%20at%20half%20time.jpg

Then....

I looked up at the clock and it read 44.57. It ticked over to 44.58 and I

looked back down at the pitch. We had a corner and Jon turned to me and

said, "This is it, this is our last attack." I saw Schmikes running in as

the corner was taken. the ball came in and was headed back out by someone-

they say it was Schmikes but from where I was I couldn't see. It came to

Giggs and I leapt to my feet expecting him to shoot but the ball ended up at

the feet of Teddy. I recall an odd moment when I realised that he was open

in front of goal and then he put it in the net and I started screaming with

joy. I turned to Jon to see an incredulous look on his face. After much

celebrating I turned back to the pitch to see us restart amid much

prediction of winning it in extra time.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/260599%202232%20flares%20st

ill%20going%20as%20teams%20restart.jpg

The ball came down to our end and then was cleared to theirs. We had another

corner. In Boston, we used to joke about how our only goal from a corner was

against Forest. Before our first goal against Juventus away, Sean said,

"Forest-Juventus-same thing! No problem!" and Keane scored. When we got this

corner, I said to myself, "Forest-Juventus-Bayern- same thing! We can score

again!" I remember seeing the ball arc up in the air and slowly come down.

From that point there seems to be a gap because I don't recall anything

until seeing it strike the roof of the net and gently bounce down onto the

ground. After that, it was total pandemonium. A brief glimpse of the players

mobbing each other on the pitch and me grabbing Jon and the guy next to me

and forgiving the guys in front and behind me (suddenly they were my best

friends, and what are little things like that between friends?) It's a huge

blur, a stark contrast to the clarity of seconds before.

I snapped this picture split second before the ref blew:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/260599%202233%20view%20of%2

0game%20in%20dying%20minutes%20score%20is%202-1.jpg

I was watching Beckham and when he suddenly jumped for joy I knew it was

over. The players ran to our end to applaud us:

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/260599%202235%20United%20ap

plauds%20fans.jpg

Numerous pictures were taken and many movies as well. One must see, however,

is this movie of us quieting down and then cheering when the player lifted

the cup.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/260599%202303%20shhh.mpg

Another great moment was when the players formed an honour guard for Keano

to come pick up the cup. I also have a movie of that moment on the site.

From there it was off to Michael Collins pub where most of the other Reds

were.

http://natatorium.simplenet.com/photos/Barcelona/270599%200137%20outside%20m

ichael%20collin.jpg

From Mark's description, I guess I had the same dazed look on my face as

everyone else did. A few of us went down to a small diner down the street

where I had a dish of tasty snails (too much tomato sauce, though) before

going back to the pub. The police ushered us inside and I remember spending

almost all my remaining money on drink. By this time Sean looked rather out

of sorts so I decided to escort him back to the hotel room that Mark, Peter

and I were sharing (Mark had offered Sean his bed for the night).

Fortunately I had enough of my wits about me to find our way back!

After that it was a long trip back to Boston, where I arrived and promptly

went over to my scouse supporting friend's place to 'help him move'

(actually lean on the furniture and regale him with stories about the trip

as laugh as his face contorted with envy).  I'm lucky his girlfriend

supports United or he'd have thrown me out as his throat constricted with

rage! :)

Later my mother noticed two bruises on the back of my calves. I had my

suspicions but it wasn't till everyone else wrote in that I realised that,

yes, I too had the Barcelona bruise or Nou Camp knee!

I'll never forget that night as long as I live. I have my pictures and my

memories and all the friends I made. I have to thank especially Mark Roberts

and Peter Steyger for being such great friends, putting me up and putting up

with me. Thanks also to Barry Leeming (where would we be without him?) and

the Boston Reds!

One memory that sticks with me particularly poignantly, though, is a simple,

quiet one. As Sean and I walked back to the hotel that last night, Sean

started singing and I joined in. The quiet streets were filled with the

sound of two voices singing a simple song on the greatest night of our

lives:

We love United, we do

We love United, we do

We love United, we do

Oh, United we love you....

cheers,

PJ

--

thum@fas.harvard.edu
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