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Subject:      Trip Diary Part 1 - The Road to Wemberly

                                  By Sean Hennessey
Hi all,

Well, here it is, enjoy!

Didn't quiet all get off to the best of starts - blind panic in realising

I had't packed anything after a bit of a session the night before led me

to sending the pager in a spin cycle with my wash.  Now it sounds rather

endearingly like R2-D2, but that's another matter.

After an overnight flight into Gatwick that had me holding on for dear

life and rather proud that I both kept my tea in and didn't scream for

dear life (I'm not what you'd call a cultured flier).  Sad, I know.  The

troubles continued, though, upon landing when I was given my usual

'Welcome' to England by the gents in customs.  After about a half an hour

of them wracking their skulls to find a single reason why they shouldn't

let me in (I've a rather chequered past with customs, you see, nothing

serious though), they let me through.  I noted a distinct change in the

bloke's demeanor as I waited as well, like he was almost disappointed not

to be able to lock me up and turn me about.  Do they just breed wankers

for customs agents?

After that there was sod all to do until half 4 that afternoon (this being

8am on Friday), so I bought all the papers and a few footie mags and

retired to the smoking section to loiter.  At half 10 my bags and I

decided to get on with it, and off to Victoria where I decided no more

transit, and hoofed it around with my massive kit bag until I found my way

back to the Tate Museum, a favourite visit back in the day for me.  That

combined with a walk to Leicester Square (to see the first film that was

on near when I arrived and would let me out by time to go meet Humph, I

Still Know What You Did Last Summer) eat away the time and it was off.

Once installed in Algate, I started the rounds of calls, firstly calling

our Paul Windridge to arrange a meeting time at Wembley to do the tour of

the touts and see if I couldn't actually get in to the bloody thing.  We

planned on meeting in front of the main gate at 12, so I rang off to make

the same with Mark Roberts.  Then a call into Mike Dobbins to plan our

after Wembley imbibment (and place for me to stay).  All smooth and

arranged.  Until, that is, a call from Paul put me on red alert - seems a

certain someone (Dave) had gotten a call from the Pres of the USA

Supporters to say that there was a spare ticket from our allotment to be

had.  He put word from LA (sort of) to Toronto (sort of) and our Steve who

put the bug in Paul's ear that he should ring me (whew, that's a

mouthfull!).  I was given a number at the Hilton (I think) to call, who

then went on to tell me that no sich Peter Holland existed then or ever in

their books and I should be better off spending my time breeding turtles

or something like that, so I decided to call Paul back and have a good

strop...

From here Jet Lag and 24 + hours with no kip did it's trick and I spent

the night falling asleep infront of all and sundry telly programmes... :

So, with a brave face on an ugly body, I awoke and started the phone

rounds again, this time with another attempt at cracking the Hilton.  This

time Peter had materialised and he told me that, yes, there was probably a

ticket, but he had to wait on someone to be sure.  Would I call back in an

hour?  Would I f*ck!  I was counting them seconds I tell you!  Another

round of find the Mark Roberts happened, where I accidentally calley Paul

Scully I think (don't tell him I said that!) and rang off in confusion.

Sad b*stard (I'm Chinese Wall - proofing this one!).

Finally cleared with Mark to where and when to meet and was told to keep

an eye for the Cheese and Onion kit, so I was off.

The trip was interesting in that I seemed to be followed by Bar Codes.  I

wasn't in colours, I had mine in my bag along with a Boston Reds shirt for

our Paul, so there was no comment to me, but by the time I neared Wembley

I was so tightly surrounded by cheerfull barcodes I thought I was in

prison.  This continued as I walked towards the gates (and I was not an

hour and a half early as well).  Interesting.  I then realised just how

stupid it was to be wearing a black Addidas long sleeve shirt (I wore the

long sleeve to cover the Eric tattoo until I was amongst Reds and it was

all I had!) as I was approached by a geordie woman who sold me a flower

and wished me luck on the game.  Little did she know who she was giving

luck to!

I spied a phone box and sallied forth to ring ol' Holland again and was

greeted with the joyous news that I was now the proud owner of a ticket in

the J section, all I had to do was hang about until he and another gent

(sorry I forgot the name!) popped by, so I went up to search about for

food and smoke my way to the grave infront of the olympic plaques wear I'm

afraid my rather bulky frame has now graced the pictures of about 30

innocent football supporters!

Eventually, and with no great haste, time passed and our Paul arrived, who

nearly didn't get presented his shirt as he greeted me with comments about

the extra girth since last time.  We chatted for a bit and I told him of

my forth-coming ticket, so we decided to wait for Mark, go get my ticket,

and head down the pub, on my way to I would by a stupid floppy bucket hat

for myself as I fancy them.  One problem - Mark got delayed and never

showed (he explainged it away later), so we went and Peter and friend were

delayed as well, so we waited.  Nto long, though, before a Pete Boyle

popped by to relieve me of some of my money and start us all down the road

vocal chord nodes.  It took him about an hour to get some of the 'Reds'

lining the grassy sides next to the J gate steps to join in, but once

going they wouldn't shut it (thank f*ck) and even had a nice sing off with

the police, who were trying to pull them back down.

While thiswas going on Paul buggered off to fetch a few cans from an offie

as it was obvious I was going nowhere before kick off.  Great man that

Paul, but he did miss 1) Peter Boyle getting way to emotional hugging a

barcode (like long lost brothers, about the same size as well), a sight

I'll never forget, and 2) Peter Holland popping in with friend (sorry,

still can't get the name in) and my ticket.  We nattered for a minute or

two before they went off to find their seats and I went off to find Paul

and my (well, beggars shouldn't be choosers) Budweiser.  Yuck, but it was

still better than nothing!

After that Paul and I went back to the Main Gate to find Steve (we

didn't), found someone-else (who I forget as well, you know these old

braincells never worked to start!), and we made our way through the

barcodes back to J (or K for them two) and in.

Here I pause to ask a question:

Pete B. sang a great song about Teddy Sheringham set to Teddy Bear's

Picnic which ended with something like 'and that's when Teddy Sheringham

won the treble'.  Anyone got the lyrics?  Send 'em on if so!

I won't trouble you with the match details, as I'm sure it's been all

clearly stated, but from my point of view it wasn't much to write home

about.  We never had to really get out of second gear and the codes

decided 'To hell with our sexy football!' and played one of the most

cynical matches I've ever seen.  They were dirty and scrappy, and didn't

deserve to even be on the pitch there.  Our lads, on the other hand, had a

great day and made a party out of it at the end.  It was all tempered

slightly by knowing that that was our Peter's last but one game, but there

you go.

From where I was sat, the view was fantastic, I could see the whole lot

vlearly, but interestingly enough I found myself stuck inbetween a

Japanese couple who, though they seemed to be enjoying themselves

immensely, never did much but clap the team (they did stand as well,

though), and a pair of cockneys who wouldn't open their mouth but to stick

fags in them.  Not the high point of atmosphere, but enough was coming

from around us (in patches, though), that it was alright.  I still sang my

lungs out and the highlight of it all for me was We Shall Not Be Moved,

which came across as both a welcome statement of support and almost a

violent call to stand ground.  It was beautiful.  (that said, I still

think Yip Yap is a brilliant song!).

After match I didn't get to meet up with anyone immediately so I made my

way out and into the hour and a half long cue to walk up the bloody way to

the underground as the Police would stop us for regular intervals.  I'm

not sure what was going through the geordies' minds (or perhaps in that

oxymoron I answer my question), but they seemed to be more interested in

watching us leave than they were in the match, apart from the one or two

who shouted abuse at the appaling (I agree) lack of singing from our lot.

Our only entertainment was to watch a rather pissed up Red trying to steal

a massive inflatable Newcastle Brown bottle from a 'code.

Eventually we got throughand I made my way to Tower Hill where I met up

with our Mike Dobbin and group for a private party in a small but decent

pub.  I had to make another round of calls, which I saved for later (Humph

illustrated my drink level by playing me the answer phone message I left),

and we whiled away a great evening drinking and singing with Mike, his

nephew, and some of the lads from the London SC.  After close, me, Mike

and nephew wended a not very straight walking way back to his somewhere in

the northern area of London were we watched Jerry Springer (how come I

can't escape these Americanisms?), had a last pint, and I passed out.

While in transit though, as I was slowly starting to pass out, a nearly

perfect day was brought back to me by a passing tw*t shouting out to me

(still in full colors you see - I had changed after I met up with Paul)

'Smile, you fat c*nt, you won!'.

For some reason, for once, I wasn't offended!
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Subject: [RedDevils] Trip Diary Part Two 

- Taking over Barcalona (seriously painfully long)

From: Sean Hennessey <suggs@tiac.net>

Where I last left it (all so long ago, I've got to work on these timing

things...:) I had gone to stay at Mike Dobbin's after a party celebrating

the FA Cup win.  I was on a high as I woke up, nice hangover, nice mood.

seemed fitting.  After a quick cup of tea, Mike and I went off for papers

and I headed back for my 'home base' in Algate.

I spent the next couple of days not driving to Spain with Andy Walsh as

originally planned as I'd been given a last minute 'ticket and flight'

deal through United and the USA Supporters club.  Instead I spent it

buying Star Wars Legos and Austin Powers videos (wedding presents for my

best mates and hosts Humph and Fi) and searching for the perfect miniature

Mini for my car collection.  As I reached for Tuesday, I contacted

Stephen, and exile living in the States who was my contact for travel to

Barcalona.  At his suggestion (and the fact we hd to be at Gatwick at 6am

on Wednesday to collect tickets and flight), I moved to stay at the Travel

Inn at Gatwick Tuesday night.  With my usual timing I failed to meet them

at the bar at 9, arriving at a nice quarter to eleven, so I rushed through

dropping my gear and headed to the bar for last calls and was joyously

rewarded with a late license and a couple of Reds to show off my Eric

tattoo to...

Morning then came rather too quickly for my tastes and I loaded my head

(rather too heavy with beer at this point) and bags to the front where I

finally met up with Steve and the bloke who's really really nice and I

always forget the name of even after destroying his t-shirt at Highbury

when I used it to control a three seat downward fall during the crush of

the Nicky Butt should-be-not sending off.  They went off in search of

petrol station sandwiches and newspapers to find the thing had been

knocked over the night before (police wouldn't let them in, the woman in

charge in a state) so they got papers and the really really nice bloke

went hungry (and we heard all about it).  Clive Halliwell eventually

joined us and we started nattering with a father and son on their way as

well (they noticed Clive's '68 rossette and the father had been there as

well!).

Clive and I talked of our chances and possible formations on the bus to

Gatwick, and on our arrival we happily assaulted all and sundry security

guards to find out where to go.  Eventually we joined the queue with Steve

taking off to verify that we were in the right one.  Upon his arrival

back, we US Reds were treated as a separate group and had our tickets for

the flight made in front of us.  Unfortunately we got news that one of our

members who was due to land 15 minutes before then had his flight

cancelled and was flying directly to Barcalona.  Steve, acting in his

newly assigned role (by the flight people) of Groop Leada (he'd have us

say it no other way!) sorted out our tickets and returns, etc.  'Cept me,

of course, I had to be difficult and have a flight out of Barca to Madrid

and back to the States.  Eventually this worked against me, but there you

go.

Eventually we had flight tickets in hand (we were told we'd get our

match tickets on board) and Clive and I headed to join the customs queue

whilst Steve and the others headed to shut up the really really nice

Bloke by feeding him.

Clive and I whiled the time in the smoking section of the duty free area,

even tually meeting up the lads eating in there(! again?) and headed to

the flight where we were booked and sat.  I was fortunate to get a seat

with no one next to me as the others filled up the row in front of me.

They got chatter and I got to share the rest of my row with the SPS.

Typical.  I flew in quiet waiting for the tickets to be handed out.  They

took names of people waiting, handed out a few, and we landed still

waiting for tickets as the stewardesses lamented lack of organisation to

get out tickets done.  In the end those with the names from 'b' on up had

to wait on board for the tickets.  They then split the bloody thing down

and I ended up nearly last!  One bloke mentioned that getting the tickets

was more nervous that the match!

Finally getting off the plane and into Spanish heat, I lugged head and

baggage through customs and into the airport to meet the lads and headed

to the buses where I got another seat to myself.  I was starting to

practice speaking to myself in case I forgot how to when we arrived at Nou

Camp to the accompanyment of a Spanish tour guide who tried her best to

answer our questions and show us a bit of culture in a language foreign to

her.  Fun fun fun.  We got little maps of Barcalona, a well wish, and told

we couldn leave our bags on bus, so I wandered off with the lads with bags

and head getting heavier by the second.

Firstly we went to the Nou Camp to try and get a look (with me saying, 'oh

come on, I've got to meet up at the Hard Rock in ten minutes'!) and bought

our programmes early.  Then we went to find a cash point (we'd all

borrowed off of Steve who was the only one smart enough to get money

before travelling!), and I tried to actually get in the bloody bank.  Not

smart - they had an airlock-like system that also was a metal detector and

were only letting one Red in at a time!  After loosing my place in queue

about five times having to ditch baggage and badges (and hat), I got my

dosh and we spent the nect 20 minutes trying to get a taxi before we

discovered the joys of the rank 50 feet away from us.  From there we all

piled in (lost Clive somewhere in there I think) and headed to Las Ramblas

finally.

The taxi drove us past the Hard Rock, so we got lost and ended up on the

other end, walking and lugging head and bags.  I was about to give up and

scream when we finally got to the other end and I spotted the Hard Rock.

I was a mix of emotions - practically shitting myself over the match,

nervous about finding Mark Roberts (who I'd made plans to leave my bags

with but hadn't been able reach him after the Wembley accident), and

elated to be surrounded by singing Reds.  I sang with them all (as much as

I could as there were 10 different songs going at any one time, so I just

chose my favourite).  Even in my rush, I watched flags being hoisted and

the atmosphere was electric.

At the Hard Rock we queued for a bit and finally got in, where I dumped

bags and did a circut.  No-one I knew.  Damn it, I knew this would happen,

we were an hour and a half late!  As I was about to head out the door to

look outside, I heard a 'that's Sean!' and turned to get an American

Football style tackle from Barry Leeming, who went on to strangle me in a

half-nelson while telling me it was so great to see me.  How I'd missed

him on my circuit alludes me, but must have something to do with not

smelling potato-based intoxicants...  As it was I'd walked straight past

Duncan (who I failed to recognise to his face as well, idiot me.  Still

hungover is my guess, sorry about that Dunc) and Mark (of the Chinese Wall

fame! :).  Barry found drink to put in my hand, as of those of the other

USA group, and photos were taken (not by me, I couldn't find my girlfriend

Kat's bloody camera), and old home day started up in ernest.  Between

talking with Dunc and Mark (who offered to take my bags, bless 'em, in

their hostel room), I made the rounds, finally found our Mark, Steve, and

gang all about, my eyes finally opened to all the mates who must've been

staring at me like I was mad as I walked around so blankly before... :)

Eventually, even the Boston Reds returned, and I spent my time getting

seriously pissed.  Spying Linda in the queue, I jumped outside to give her

a massive hug and we got her past the guards and in.  I was nearly chucked

out shortly there after by opening a side door to let in even more Reds

(one who kissed me on the cheek and said he'd remember me forever...  I

don't remember that greeting from before...:).  A lovely time was spent

going from friend to friend and chatting, getting seriously pissed, and

trying to buy everyone drinks (few let me, but most put more beer in my

hand.  This has got to stop!  A man must buy a round eventually!).  At the

bar, Tim Emmanuel recognised me from somewhere and we had a chat.  I got

to buy him a beer I believe... :)

I have to say a big thanks here to our Barry who managed to help sort out

the Boston Reds (PJ and Ugly Jon) who didn't have tickets (I did as did

Andrew who paid extortion money in England but was rewarded with a

fantastic seat).  That's a big personal favour, mate, and I owe you one.

I couldn't stay and talk with anyone too long, though, as there was sooo

many mates around, and it was even remarked that I seemed to know half the

bar.

We tried to get some songs started until the head bloke of the Hard Rock

came up to me (why me I don't know) and told me to get them to stop or

we'd be shoved into the street, so I tried to quiet down the few around me

and quickly disappeared into a fast conversation with Tim and Eric, a

Norweigan who just started talking to me out the blue.  He turned out to

be a big Red and we had a great time introducing him around.

Eventually Dunc and Mark let me know that we had to head to theirs to drop

my bags and head off to try and find Mick Meade at Kitty O'Shea's.  Here I

must interject at the rumour that spread about that I couldn't walk at

that point had to be guided by Dunc.  Not at all - I just had no idea

where the hostel was, was intranced by all the singing, and had forgotten

which way gravity worked.

Once the bags were dropped (it felt sooo good not to have them about me,

and the drink cured the head!) we headed to McDonalds for my first Spanish

meal - chips :) - and into the underground for the trip towards the Nou

Camp.  The train station was packed with many just jumping the turnstiles

(ever the civic minded, Duncan led Mark and I to buy passes :) and we

packed onto the platform and eventually onto the train.  Lots of singing

invloved, with everything being covered, and a resounding version of

'Taking Over Barcalona' everytime the doors opened to the bemusement of

the locals trying to get home or somewhere.  None I noted got on the

trains!  We managed to pick up a small family of Bayern supporters, led by

their little old woman matriarcal leader of sorts, who seemed greatly

amused to be pressed into me and Mark as Reds stormed on aftewards.  They

even tried to join in on the singing!

We disembarked at the stop just before the Nou Camp and went off to find

Kitty O'Shea's.  Once there, there wasn't a Mick to be had anywhere, so we

decided on a Guiness and Jamesons to reward our efforts and were gifted

with the single largest short I've ever had the pleasure to greet that

wasn't poured by myself!  We settled out on the grassy area between the

streets to enjoy the sun and the drink, and talk was of past glories, the

lists, beating Murdoch, and how amazing a year it's already been.

Just when we were in danger of waxing too lyrical, the drink was finished

and we decided it was time to get ourselves in the ground.  A short walk

took us to where I had to say 'tara' to the two of them and head into my

section.  Being close enough to the kick off, we missed all the trouble

and ejected supporters (due to the bootlegged tickets I believe), and I

joined a small family of Reds and had a great conversation with the 8 year

old, telling him that he'd be telling his grandchildren of this day!

I got through no problem and had to climb a lifetime of stars before I

emerged to see more Red than I ever dreamed, all pitched at an absurdly

grotesque angle in steep rows, and climbed a few more to my seat, which

was almost too perfect (wasn't quite close enough to see the facial

reactions (or hair in Becks and Schmikes case!)) but angled so I could see

all the play easily, and the goal we were defending to start.  I was just

to the left side (and up a few million feet) from goal.  Well chuffed!

I was happy to see that all of us 'yank' supporters were next to each

other so we had company, and it was great to say hi to Clive, Steve, the

really really nice Bloke, and the other gent who was with us (I really

have to start writing people's names down at these things!).  The sad note

being that the gent who missed his flight missed meeting Steve in the Hard

Rock and therefore missed the match.  I felt for him after all that hope

and travel.

I'd missed most of the opening theatrics and was in time to see the lads

come out to warm up, line up, and get ready to start.

I won't go into details of the match that must be etched on all our minds,

but I still think the free kick that Bayern got wasn't right.  That's my

opinion, and there you go.  The line-up we started with didn't seem to

work either, and we set up brilliantly but seemed to lack the killer touch

in the finishing.  Despite conceeding the early goal, though, we were in

great voice.  It was amazing to be in such a huge stadium where a song

would start, and as we finished it you could hear it echoing around the

stadium as the others ends caught up, only to start us up again.

Everything was sung, with great heart, apart from 'Pride of All Europe'

which myself and a bloke behind me tried desperately to get going to no

effect.  Maybe I was emboldened by these attempts and my new mate's help,

but in a small lull I stood up and started the Calypso which *was* picked

up and ended up going all around our area and eventually almost all over

the place.  That was one of the best moments of my life, full stop.

Half time saw most of the USA branch off for food but myself and Clive who

decided to stay put and argue over our performance.  The game started

again, and we looked better but really came back to form when Sheringham

came on and we reverted to a more normal lineup (Giggs was odd on the

right, Jesper wasn't at his best I'd say).  From then on we seemed

destined to get something in the net, but nothing came.  The Germans

failed to capitalise on some good attacking thanks to Schmikes and the

bar, and we all know what happened!  By the last ten minutes my voice was

gone (well, it was gone at half time but I still kept up), and we all

seemed so defeated the song left us.  The Germans sang their one or two

songs, and my mate behind me and I tried desperately to get our section

back into voice, and made it through Pride all by ourselves, but nothing

came of it.  I was desperate as I literally felt we *HAD* to sing to get

the ball in the net and it felt so, well, helpless.  An odd thing to say

when I really had no effect on the pitch, but that feeling must rank up

with the lucky socks and all (I was wearing my lucky Euro jersey with

Keano on it, in tribute to the great man, and one I only wear when playing

Europe and I feel desperate enough to shove my fat self into it!).

We were amassed around the goal when it all went so fast I couldn't follow

the ball but to see the net bludge.  And we erupted!  The single greatest

feeling swept through and I knew we'd won.  I knew there'd be no overtime,

and we were still singing and dancing when the next one went it and again

all I saw was ball in net, and then, well, stars!  This as my dancing and

Clive's punching the air ended up with me being punched in the nose and

blood doing a nice pour down my face.  I just looked at my hand, laughed,

and started singing again.  Never *EVER* has a round of 'You're Not

Singing Anymore' felt soooo good.  Our earlier defiant 'We Shall Not Be

Moved' became joyous, and the milli-second before the final whistle (was

longer than I remembered when watching the video a few days later!) past

in a blur.  Again we erupted in song and cheers and Clive and I hugged, my

new mate grabbed me from the back and we all sang and sang.  The next

while was just a blur of singing and crying as I couldn't control myself

anymore.  With one set of eye wiping the Bayern fans who seemed so thin on

the ground outside but still filled their little area disappeared back to

where-ever they were hiding before, and we watched the proceedings.  I

felt a little (very little) for the Bayern Munich players who littered the

pitch in tears, realising what they had in their grasp but couldn't hold

onto (we did out play them in the second half, I still say that), but all

thoughts of anyone else and the rest of the world were gone watching our

boys celebrate.  The best of the best was when they took turns to quiet us

down (shh shh) only to life the cup individually to our cheers.  Our cries

for Keano and Scholesie were met as they, joined by Henning Berg, came

out, and the tears were back when the lads formed into the honour guard to

bring them to us.

After the lads were led off the pitch, Fergie having to pull off Yorkie

(he did, didn't he?), the Red army started out, but I just collapsed back

to rest after saying tara to the lads in the Yank branch.  As I rested I

felt a tousle on the head and turned to say goodbye to my new mate as he

made off with the crowd.

I watched people leave for a bit and had a quiet talk to myself and Sir

Matt and then followed down.  With the high of the win the millions of

stairs were nothing and we flowed out in full song.  I followed the hordes

up towards the main road but stopped off to the side to have a quiet fag

and just watched the Red Army sing by us, congradulating all that came by

me and watching the telly crews tape us all singing.  Eventually I found

my legs and I made my way forward only to be met by Eric the Norweigan!

We sang along with the group and walked towards Las Ramblas not wanting to

be contained in the Metro, only wanting the fresh air and the song, and I

tought him the lyrics to all the songs I could as we went along.  Along

the way we found a great big Salford Reds banner which Eric drapped over

his shoulders and we moved on.  Most of the way there we came across Steve

Fisher who we joined (he seemed to know the way!) and we continued on to

Las Ramblas where we parted from Eric (who hung the flag from my shoulders

and made me promise to say hi to Linda for him ('Hi, Linda' says Eric!).

Steve and I went off to find the Michael Collins via a small

pub/restaurant where I ate an eggy thing and drank about ten cokes to try

and get back my throat.  Didn't work.

We took twists and turns, got lost, tried to learn Spanish, and finally

found a taxi when I thought I'd never walk again, who we convinced to take

us to the Cathedral in the idea that the pub was near there.  After

thinking I'd been slipped a hallucinogenic drug looking at the cathedral,

we followed the soung of song to where the pub was and were eventually

re-united with Mark, PJ, Andrew, Ugly Jon, and much of the lot.  A few

pints and cokes went down nice, but shortly after they made us go either

into the pub or home, so we went in.  The heat went straight to my head.

It was about 2am and I realised that there was no way I could stand

anymore after all the emotion of the day, not too mention all the drink

then and before and the lack of sleep from the previous nights.  I had

just decided to go out and kip on a bench when PJ and Mark offered me a

space a bed in their and Peter's room as Mark was still fresh and ready to

drink (and Peter was off).  I realised that I was of no use to anyone

anymore and was in danger of bringing them down!, so PJ guided me back

along what by that time seemed an immense journey to the hotel.  Once

there, I was in bed faster than you could say 'Yip Yap' and slept firmly

until Mark arrived at 7am to catch a quick hour before taking me and PJ to

the airport.  I vacated the bed and took a quick and brilliant shower and

woke the lads to go and check out.

As we went off to get my bags from Dunc and Mark (how I found that place

again I've no idea), I started to have doubts about my memory of my

flight.  I was *sure* it was at 12, but as it turned out that was my

flight from Madrid!  We got to the airport about 20 minutes after my

flight to Madrid left and I was in a panic, so I said a very very quick

farewell to PJ and Mark and was off to beg for another flight.  Iberia,

seemingly very alert and helpful, stuck me on a 10.20, which would jsut

get me there in time for my flight to Newark.  Or so I though.  I ran past

Paul Gallen (who I saw briefly in the Hard Rock I think) and Graham (sorry

I couldn't stop to talk lads, you now know why!) only to have to wait

until nearly 11 for them to let us on the plane.  All my pleading with the

Iberia ground staff to call Continental to let them know I was a little

late was ignored, and we didn't even take off until after 12.

Landing in Madrid I was livid, and after clearing customs for the second

time in two days (what do they think in that place?), I searched

fruitlessly only to eventually find out that the Continental booth and

check in area were closed!  I hightailed it to information who sent me up

to the closed off third floor where a little begging with security got me

back to their offices.  There they informed me that it was Iberia's fault

and that they would transfer my State bound flight them, but since all

flights to the USA were gone, they'd have to put me up as well.  This

done, I ran back down to Iberia information where I waited an hour in the

queue watching the staff talk on the phone to their mates, have fag breaks

and slowly help us in queue.  When I got forward the woman who'd taken

over (I watched almost two staff turn overs by then) proceeded to give me

the fifth-degree before deciding that the nearly red with anger Red was

worth helping, and then spent a leisurely half an hour setting up new

ticket vouchers before telling me that I now had to queue up to get the

tickets, go queue up to get the boarding past, before I could come back

and queue up to get my room voucher and lift to the hotel.  Another hour

saw me make it through the other queues, and with boarding pass in hand, I

queued another half anout hour before I was grabbed practially by the neck

and dragged off by a (now) impatient coach driver.

They presented the three of us being transferred to hotels with notes with

times we wre due to be picked up.  Now I'm not the brightest of bulbs, but

I realised that 12.30 for a 1.30 flight wasn't quite right, and had a

fruitless argument that only worked due to a gentleman from Puerto Rico

translating for me.  They still refused, but the gent got them to offer to

take me back at 9.30 when they came for him 'but only if there was room'.

Some help.  After 40 minutes of driving we got to the hotel only for the

driver to have the wrong one, drive us to the other.  One in, the German

guest (who was only too chuffed to tell me how glad he was we won as he 

hates Bayern!) was told he was in the first one, and the comedy continued.

I only got to find out where my room was though my Puerto Rican mate, and

then came the comedy of English/Spanish as I had to go up and down stairs

to find a number to call the States to use my phone card to tell my

girlfriend that I wasn't coming home that night!  I was still a mix of

emotions as I lie down later, elated from the day before, but missing my

bed and Kat, and I passed out in confusion.  I woke to use my food voucher

more out of revenge to use the airline's money than hunger.

The next morning I decided to sod the lot of them and caught a taxi which

took ten minutes to get to the airport.  So much for the coach driver's

rush!  I wanted to be there early as Continental said that they'd transfer

back my tickets and I could fly the next day's version of the flight I

missed, but upon getting to their box, I was refused.  I nearly screamed

obscenities at them when thy told me Iberia had to transfer it, so I went

off to Iberia and had the same fight with them who refused due to having

put me up.  I'm not so sure why I'm so popular that they all want me on

their flights, but there you go.  They probably wanted to torture me for

using their food voucher by making me stay on they're flight - to bloody

Montreal as well as they had 'no connexions from New York to Boston'!.

They did get the obscentities and then I went off to beg Continental

again, and give them more of the same as I settled in for the 4 hour wait

for my new flight.

Some food, a duty free present for Kat (a small blessing from the delay

there as I hadn't had a sober moment in Barca to get something for her!),

and a chat with a Charlton supporting business man who had a complimentary

ticket to the match but missed it due to an Iberia pilot strike! (I felt

oh soo sorry for him, though not really!:) passed the time, and armed with

all the dailies from the rather well stocked newsagent, I finally moved on

to wait an extra half an hour for my flight, which actually passed nicely

with no turbulance or prayer from me, and two movies, no food (they

decided I wasn't worth stocking a vegetarian meal for), I finally got to

Montreal only to find that Iberia had put me on a flight I could never get

through customs in time for (they do American customs *in* Montreal for

some odd reason).  This was after some officious c*nt of a Canadian

Customs agent decided I was dodgy and had to be searched because I dared

tell him I was alone after telling two yanks I met just that moment that I

would tell the flight agents that they were getting their luggage and

would be a minute or two late.  After a few desperate calls to Iberia, I

got transferred to yet another bloody flight and fought my way back

through customs and to the only bloody place you could drink and smoke

there - a f*cking Cheers bar!  Now this was taking the piss as Boston was

the only place I wanted to be at that moment, so I joined in on the joke,

got pissed and smoked my head off watching old Cheers episodes on video,

and left only to find that my new flight hadn't arrived yet and was

delayed an hour, so got drunker.

Eventually plane came, bar, which was only opened for us last lot waiting

for the plane, closed, and I wobbled on to the smallest commercial plane

I've ever seen, and was joined by a rather nice chatty American who I

talked to the whole hour of the flight.  Landing in Boston, I was filled

again with the joy from the win and all the travel troubles rolled off me

as I hugged Kat and told her the details of the match!  Typically it then

took us nearly 2 hours to travel th 20 minutes from airport to home, and I

finally got in my flat at 12.30am, nearly exactly 48 hours from when I

started off on my '9 hour' journey...  But every second worth it!  It took

me a few days (in which I moved flat and discovered that I'd broken a bone

in foot in Barcalona that I'd been walking on for a week after before I

got it checked) to get over the elation at the match/depression to be away

from my mates and the game, and to write this long missive.

Finally I think back on a couple of points that Clive, myself, and the

lads predicted before the match, that came true.  For one, I was sure that

the place would be full, that the 'buffer zone' would disappear along with

all the Spanish FA's tickets, and it did.  The place was wedged.

Secondly, I knew there'd be no overtime.  Finally, as Clive stated rightly

- once we scored one, we'd score again no trouble.  True!  Fantastic!

Afterwards someone said to me that it wouldn't really all hit me until I

watched it again on video.  The Sunday after I got back, Kat and I sat on

my bed in for almost the last time in my old flat (and I still hadn't

started packing!), we sat and watched it, and I cried like a baby, it all

flooding back to me, wave after joyous wave, and we watched all the

celebration on at the end.  That night season came to a perfect end as the

Boston Reds got back together for an end of season party at the Plough and

Stars and got pissed as newts...  And all I regret is not bing able to see

Mick, Peter and Hal.
Cheers everyone.  Congradulations again on a brilliant season and I'll see

you all again next season!

tara - Sean
