
Soaking up the atmosphere
This is the pinnacle. An occasion that exudes 
prestige, glamour and wealth. Glory beckons 
the victors, regret for the losers.

Kick-off is fast approaching and the atmosphere 
grows more fervent by the second. It’s been a 
long, long journey to reach this point. For the 
players, sure – what started as a childhood 
fantasy whilst enjoying a playground kick-
about with friends has now become a reality. 
But for supporters, too, it has been a long and 
winding road, taking in instructive winter-time 
trips to some of Europe’s less dazzling holiday 
destinations during the group and early knockout 
stages, followed by a mad dash to secure tickets 
for the final the moment that the team had 
secured their place – a semi-final victory was 
less a cause for celebration than a trigger to join 
queues of anxious fans desperate to book match 
tickets, flights and hotels. Hapless punters 
outside the stadium were offering €10,000 for 
tickets with a face value of €100. There were 
no takers! Sat here now, surrounded by 70,000 
other lucky souls, is a ‘pinch yourself’ moment. 
It has come at a sky-high cost – both financial 

and emotional when you take into account 
the heartbreak of previous seasons – but the 
prospect of seeing that trophy triumphantly 
held aloft to a backdrop of fireworks and ‘We 
are the Champions’ is absolutely priceless.

Right now, defeat is unthinkable. A look at the 
expectant faces of other fans confirms that losing 
has not entered our thoughts; terrace anthems 
ring out in jubilation all around the ground. 
One side is in for a rude awakening in ninety 
minutes time. The tragedy of defeat might be 
deferred for another half an hour if the match 
goes to extra time, or possibly even longer if it 
takes the lottery of a penalty shoot-out to split 
the teams, but eventually the stadium will be 
split evenly between those in ecstasy and those 
in agony. Amongst the arms raised, banners 
waving, songs sung at the top of voices, one 
elderly gentleman can be spotted, head bowed, 
mouthing a silent prayer. It is presumed that 
he has suffered despair previously and can’t 
bring himself to put his faith solely in the 
eleven players worshipped by his brethren. 
All at once the rest of the crowd join him in 
hushed expectation as the speakers click and 

the first bars of Tony Britten’s hair-raising UEFA 
Champions League Anthem accompany the 22 
footballing deities finally emerging from the 
tunnel.

It is true that the global TV audience of 200 
million have a better view than those of us sat 
in the backseats, more than a hundred yards 
from where the action is about to unfold. But 
television cannot do justice to the full array of 
sights and sounds that prick the senses and 
whet the appetite. Tonight, we are dining at 
soccer’s top table; bring on a sumptuous feast…
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