
THE FANS' STORIES
In their own words

83GOTHENBURG



Real Madrid
Barcelona 
Inter Milan
Bayern Munich
Paris Saint-Germain
Tottenham Hotspur
Red Star Belgrade
Galatasaray
Panathinaikos
Waterschei Thor
Dynamo Dresden
Dynamo Tirana
Torpedo Moscow
Lech Poznań
Austria Vienna
Lokomotiv Sofia
IFK Göteborg
Slovan Bratislava

Újpesti Dózsa
Baia Mare
Sliema Wanderers
AZ
B.93
Apollon Limassol
Lillestrøm
Coleraine
Limerick
ÍBV
FC Kuusysi
Red Boys Differdange
Preliminary round: 
Sion
Swansea
Braga
Aberdeen

1982–83 European Cup Winners' Cup

Front cover photo: Jill 
McIntosh

I was talking with a guy in a pub, and Gothenburg came 
up. He'd been there, and been on The St. Clair, and while I 
watched on TV as a 15 year old and have read much on the 

game, I realised I knew little of the supporters' stories.
So I asked on The Dandy Dons Facebook page and website if 
supporters would share their stories. These are what came in.
Thank you to everyone for sharing your stories and photos.
 
Iain Cameron

Intro



A ter a few pints in the Moorings, myself and a 
mate took the overnight bus down to London 
on the Sunday night. We then took the tube 

to outside London, hitched a lift to Harwich to get the 
ferry to Gothenburg with nowhere to stay, and came 
back the same way on the Thursday. Arriving back in 
Aberdeen on the Saturday morning to be met by my 
wife going out the door, saying to her, 'I hope 
you’ve taped it'. 
Yan Robb



I remember    
awakening and 
being all at sea, 
both in reality
and my head.

T here was never a doubt after we had 
reached the final that I was going 
to Gothenburg, but by what means 
was the issue. I had already been to 

Munich for the quarter final with my mate 
Keith, which was a fantastic experience but 
we wanted the final to be something extra, no 
matter what the result.
A few of us got together to look at the options 

and one stood out for us. There was a ferry 
service, albeit from Harwich to Gothenburg 
which linked in perfectly with the day of the 
match. 
Going in style on a cruise ship with drink, 

meals and entertainment ticked all the boxes 
so the decision was made. A mini bus was 
organised, ferry tickets purchased and we 
were set. We were in our twenties in 1983 and 
a couple of my mates were married but that 
wasn’t going to deter them from attending this 
one.
So off we went, myself, some mates, one 

with his wife and her sister (they were and 
indeed still are regulars at Pittodrie). After a 
few necessary stops for suitable refreshments 
we eventually reached Harwich and boarded 
the ferry. 
In the evening there was live entertainment 

on board and a ballroom dancing team who 
were travelling to a competition who thought 
they were the bees’ knees on the dance floor 
until at the end of their routine we held up 
our beer mats where we had written zeroes 
on! We quickly became celebrities in our own 
right with many renditions of The Northern 
Lights and The European Song. However, the 
captain seemed confused as he asked me who 
Liverpool were playing!
The next day we arrived at the port in 

Gothenburg and made our merry way to the 
local  expensive hostelries. Thankfully the staff 
on the ferry had told us to return directly to the 

ship after the game as they had a plan to turn 
the place into a floating bar in the evening.
So off to the Ullevi, soaked inside and outside 

but wasn’t it worth it!
High up in the uncovered stadium, rain 

pouring down, no jackets but who cared, we 
were beating the mighty Real Madrid. After 
the game we made our way, jubilantly back 
towards the ferry with only one stop.

An unlimited 
supply of cans of 

beer

We encountered a bus of soldiers who 
had made their way to the game from their 
barracks in Germany and they had what 
seemed an unlimited supply of cans of beer.
Eventually we made it back to the ferry where 

as promised a full scale party was happening. 
Word had got round that you were being 
allowed to attend the party and stay overnight 
but had to be off the vessel by a certain time 
in the morning to allow passengers joining the 
ferry back to the UK aboard.
Well a party it was! What the non Aberdeen 

supporting passengers and the ferry crew 
thought I don’t know, but we all enjoyed 
ourselves into the wee small hours.
I remember awakening and being all at sea, 

both in reality and my head!
Thankfully the crossing was smooth and we 

enjoyed another night of being entertained 
before docking back in Harwich and setting off 
back north.

Alex Lornie



W as only 11. Charter plane from Dyce in the morning. 
Shuttled to Boras to the Grand Hotel. Lunch and onto 

Gothenburg. Spent some of the day in the pouring rain at the 
amusement park and then onto the epic match. Stood on the 
benches on lower deck with constant wall of noise from behind 
and Manolo banging his drum - instead of hearing the chant of 
Madrid - it was Aberdeen drowning them out.
Martin Moir

Original photos: Getty 
Images.

I was 3 at the time, my mum said to my Dad if u go to 
Gothenburg we won't be here when u come back, so my 

Dad gave us all a kiss and hug and said I love yous all but I'm 
sorry I have to go support the Dons then boarded a flight to 
Gothenburg we were there when he came back still drunk 
and took me on his shoulders down to see the team coming 
back with the cup on Union Street. He still says to this day it 
was the best decision he ever made. Stand Free.
Chris Loggie



Photo: Jill McIntosh, as is the boarding 
pass, and the photos on the following 
nine pages, and the front cover.

I went on the St Clair with my Dad who sadly 
passed away in 2017. I was 17 and went to loads 
of games with him. He went to Munich for the 
quarter final but much to my disappointment 

I wasn’t allowed to go. He promised that if the 
Dons got to the final he would take me, and true 
to his word he did. My Dad wrote a book about the 
Dons in Europe that season and has written loads 
of memories of the St Clair but these are some of 
mine.

My Dad was sea sick very early in the trip so I was 
left to explore and report back to him what was 
going on. Basically I can just remember lots of 
drunk people (they all seemed drunk anyway!!) and 
I was too young to drink! Sailing and the European 
song are the songs that I heard a lot. Gordon 
Strachan’s sister was on board. Thankfully my Dad 
recovered in time for the game. The trip home was 
just a huge party. We put a message in a bottle and 
threw it over the side, not very environmentally 
friendly!! In the July we got a postcard 
saying someone had found it on 
a beach in Denmark!

Jill McIntosh

Message in
a bottle...
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I was there with my wife after I won a prize through 
my work with BT for a three day trip to Gothenburg 

and £50 spending money, it was the best experience 
of my footballing life. 
Alan Craig

I was there.  We stayed in a hotel in Jon Koppin (not 
sure if it’s spelt right) but anyway when we got back 

after the game we started the celebrations. When 
the bar closed we opened our Duty Free and kept 
going. Long story short the night porter never drank 
in life but when the morning shift came in he was 
crashed oot on a sofa blootered. 
Stanley More

It’s a match I never saw! A lightning strike 
hit the local TV mast, so no TV. My Dad 

took my big brother with him to 
pub in a nearby neighbouring 
village as my village had all 
signal wiped out. I was only 5 
and not allowed to go as I was 
too young! I was allowed to 
stay up late and listen to the 
wireless....
Stewart MacCallum



By far the 
greatest 
team, the 
world has 
ever seen. 
Probably.

My pal and I were Aberdeen Uni first year students at 
the time - I was 19 and he was 18. The guys we went to 
most of the games with that season had all committed 
to going to the final but my mate and I were really 

skint so decided against it. The other fellas left on the Monday of 
the match.

On the Tuesday feeling really fed up, my mate Cameron and I 
thought we’d take a walk along Union Street and see if there were 
any seats still available on a plane and tickets for the match. Sure 
enough the first travel agents we went into still had some seats 
on a flight the next morning, returning Thursday lunchtime and 
tickets for the game. I can’t recall exactly, but I think the flights 

Nothing left in duty 

free but Carlsberg 

Special Brew

were about £50 each and the tickets were cheap as chips. So we 
scrambled together every last penny between us and bought the 
tickets for flight and game.

The flight was really early the Wednesday morning so we headed out to 
the airport with one bag of clothes between and a few quid to last us as 
best as possible in Sweden for 36 hours or so. When we got to the airport it 
was just a sea of red and white and there was nothing left in duty free but 
Carlsberg Special Brew. So we bought a case of 24 cans, stuffed them in 
our bag and headed off.

At the time Kicker Boots were all the fashion and I had a red pair and 
Cameron had a white/grey pair so by the time we’d landed in Sweden we 



were wearing one of each colour each having consumed a fair few of 
the Carlsberg SB cans. We had nowhere to stay but our usual matchday 
mates had let us know that they were staying in the Hotel Lorensberg in 
Gothenburg so we thought we’d head into the city and see if we could 
find them. 

On the bus in the driver announced each stop over the tannoy so 
as we were sitting half drunk my mate thinks he hears the driver say 
'Lorensberg next stop' so we jump off the bus at the next stop and accost 

The game

itself was a

bit of a blur 

a poor unsuspecting local and ask if he knows where the Hotel Lorensberg 
is - of course, he replies and walks us right to the door. By this time it’s 
about noon and the bar is jumping. In we stroll and who do we see 
but our mates!

They were brilliant and let Cameron and I sleep on their floor 
that night with the hotel management fully advised, and were quite 
happily handing out extra blankets etc. to accommodate folk like 
us.

The game itself is a bit of a blur other than the weather, the fans 
and the team. Outstanding!

I will never forget Kenny Ritchie who let us sleep on his floor, the 
Hotel Lorensberg (www.hotel-lorensberg.se) and that magnificent 
team. On arriving back on the Thursday evening I got a phone 
call from my dad who was living in Spain at the time and who had 
watched the game on the telly there. He said, did you see the game, 
to which I replied, I was at the game, and he just couldn’t believe it. 
Brilliant times. Stand free!
Phil Hay



going on with his mates. Dod was 8 years 
older than me and a time served Sparkie 
so him and his mates took us under their 
wings. With me and Kevin working in the 
Hall Russell shipyard all holidays were 
fixed so we had to get special permission 
to take time off (a whole week unpaid!) to 
go to Munich. The trip cost about £100 for 
the bus, one night in a hotel and the match 
ticket. We set off on the Monday night from 
the Castle Inn with a carry out, I think the 
drinks lasted as far as Perth. The bus made 

Above right: Kevin Singer with Donald Anderson at 
ECWC Final 1983

Below right: Kevin Singer, Paul Livingston and 
Gordon (?) on the flight to Gothenburg 1983

Main photo: Paul Livingston – a bite to eat in 
Gothenburg before the ECWC Final 1983 

I was 18 for the 1982/83 season and had 
been a regular Beachender since 1977 
so I count myself very fortunate to have 

witnessed the greatest period in the club’s 
history. In 1980 I started an electrical 
apprenticeship at Hall Russell and started 
going to games with a fellow apprentice 
Kevin Singer, we were both from Kincorth 
and around the same age with the same 
interests.

During the years building up to 1983 
as apprentices we weren’t exactly flush 

with cash and away travel in Europe was 
something that was too expensive for us, 
but we said if the Dons ever reached the 
quarter finals we’d go to the away leg. So, 
when the Dandies saw off Lech Poznan and 
were drawn against Bayern Munich we were 
off to the Post Office for passports. Back in 
1983 it was still possible to get a one-year 
passport from the Post Office.

We got booked on a bus organised by the 
Castle Inn pub at the Castlegate which my 
older cousin George (Dod) Ritchie was also 

The plane
was bouncing
down the
runway



a stop at Hamilton to pick up an extra driver 
so the carry outs were topped up again. 
We went over-night to London to pick up a 
couple of guys then down to Dover for the 
ferry. There were another couple of buses 
of Dandies on the same ferry and everyone 
headed straight to the main bar on board. 

As we got into the lounge, we noticed a 
lot of other passengers leaving, we thought 
nothing of it and ordered the drinks. It 
wasn’t too long before the Northern Lights 
and Flower of Scotland were being belted 
out. Once we’d set sail the other passengers 
started coming back into the lounge. A 
couple came up to us and wished us all 
the best in Munich, and said that most of 
the other passengers had seen the red 
and white scarves and thought we were 
Liverpool supporters, and decided to clear 
out before any trouble started (the Scousers 
didn’t have a great reputation at the time) 
anyway when they heard the Flower of 
Scotland they realised it was Aberdeen fans 
and came back to the lounge to enjoy the 
atmosphere.

We arrived in Munich on the morning of 

the match after 36 hrs on the road, checked 
into the hotel then set off to explore the city, 
well the beer halls as it turned out! Kevin and 
I did do a little sightseeing in the city though.

 We stopped for a beer by the main railway 
station and after a few minutes a local guy at 
the next table dressed like a business man 

started a conversation with us, as it turned 
out he was a big fan of TSV 1860 Munich 
and was hoping the Dons would knock his 
city rivals out of the cup and bring them 
down a peg or two. After sharing a couple 
of beers, he wished us luck and we were on 
our way. Munich was a great performance, 

Probably the best 
away performance 

ever by an Aberdeen 
team

the 0-0 result was probably the best away 
performance ever by an Aberdeen team (to 
that point anyway). 

The old Olympic Stadium still looked great 
and just as I’d remembered seeing on TV 
from the ‘74 World Cup. After the match the 
Aberdeen support were held back in the 
stadium before being escorted by the police 
to the subway then back into the city. There 
wasn’t a hint of trouble and even in the bars 
in the city the local Munich folks remained 
friendly and we were out until the wee small 
hours. It was a relatively early start on the 
Thursday morning and we’d all been warned 
the bus wouldn’t wait if we were late.

In the days before mobile phones you 
needed to request an alarm call, needless to 
say that was the furthest thing on our minds 
when we got back to the room about 2am 
and we overslept. The bus was leaving at 
9am from the station, I think I woke about 
9am. I quickly woke Kevin and we made a 
dash for it. We were legging it through the 
station when we saw the bus organiser. He 
was on his last look out for us or the bus 
was leaving. Anyway we made the bus, I said 
to my cousin Dod why he hadn’t given us a 
knock in the morning. “I’m nae your Ma’ “ was 
the response. “Aye maybe so Dod but you 
try explaining that to my Mum if I’d been left 
in Munich”. The journey back to Aberdeen 
was a long one, another 36 hrs on a coach, I 
don’t think there was anyone sober and the 
coach toilet was a no go area!

The 2nd leg was the greatest match and 
atmosphere ever at Pittodrie, I have never 
experienced anything else like that last 15 
mins. The place was bouncing, the 2nd goal 
by McLeish to make it 2-2 was particularly 
special as the McMaster/Strachan set piece 
was a Fergie special which we’d seen on 
occasions over the seasons, for it to work 
at such a critical point and for the guys to 

have the confidence to try it was a fantastic 
piece of football. The Munich players were 
stunned and when Hewitt knocked in the 3rd 
seconds later, it was bedlam. We were in the 
Paddock, unable to get our usual Beach End 
tickets for the game and were right behind 
the goal, I think I was displaced about five 
rows forward such was the momentary 
madness with everyone leaping about. 
Aberdeen were in a European semi-final 
beating Bayern Munich 3-2 on aggregate. In 
Ma Cameron’s after the match we started 
discussing how we were going to get to the 
away leg of the semi, how we’d manage to 
get time off work and how we could afford 



it. The draw put the Dons up against the 
Waterschei of Belgium. Like Aberdeen not 
a big name outside their own country and 
a good draw from our point of view with a 
home draw first.

The lads who we’d travelled to Munich 
with had booked a bus to the away leg and 
we had provisionally booked seats. We were 
still trying to get the time off and find the 
cash for the trip at the time of the first leg, 
the 5-1 drubbing the Dandies dished out 
that night meant we didn’t need to think any 
further. Forget about the semi, we’re going 
to the final in Gothenburg and after the 2nd 
leg we knew it would be to face the mighty 
Real Madrid, only the most successful club 

Sunseeker Volta (although there wasn’t 
much sun to seek in Gothenburg!) for £213 
each we got a flight, hotel and match ticket. 
As a 3rd year apprentices taking home about 
£55 a week it was a hefty price. Anyway, 
thanks to our folks we were able to come 
up with cash and we were on our way, “here 
we go!”

The atmosphere on the airplane was like a 
supporter’s bus. Folk singing and stamping 
their feet. As the pilot accelerated down the 
runway “Here We Go” was at full throttle with 
everyone stamping their feet, I’m sure the 
airplane was bouncing down the runway. A 
couple of other lads from Kincorth joined 
up with me and Kevin, they’d managed to 
get a flight but no hotel, so we said they 
could room with us for a couple of beers. 
At the Gothenburg prices, I think we got the 
bargain! 

After checking in to the hotel it was off 
into town to explore, the alcohol prices in 
Sweden were seriously expensive so there 
wasn’t much drinking and we were quite 
sober when we got to the stadium in plenty 
time for kick-off. It had been raining for 
most of day and we found ourselves in the 
lower part of the stand with no shelter from 
the rain. However we managed to get into 
the upper tier which gave a better view and 

kept us out of the rain. 
side in the world! We still had to find the 
money and get agreed time off though. 
My cousin Dod and his mates went on 
the St. Clair, and our first hope was to 
join them on the ferry but we couldn’t 
get the time off for a whole week. But 
work agreed to give us 2 days off to 
go to the final (unpaid of course but 
it meant we kept our clean record 
for time keeping, important when 
you’re an apprentice).

Kevin and I booked through 

Only the most 
successful club side 

in the world!

I’d taken a small camera with a single 
spool and took a few photos of the day, 
unfortunately I wish I’d taken a spare spool 
as there was some moments after the 
game I wish I’d been able to capture. The 
game itself seemed to fly by for 118 mins. 

Eric Black hitting the bar and bursting 
the ball after a couple of mins, another 
great Strachan set piece with McLeish 

arriving late from the corner and Black 
putting us 1 up.

Big Eck’s short pass back, and Leighton 
giving away the penalty for Real to make 

it 1-1. The second half and then extra 
time. Peter Weir’s delicate chip up the left 
wing and Dingus McGhee’s inch perfect 

cross to Hewitt for 2-1. That goal will live 
with me for the rest of my days and still 
gives me Goosebumps. The final 2 mins 
and the retaken freekick, those 2 mins 
were the longest of my life. Then it was all 
over, Aberdeen had won the European Cup 
Winners Cup. It’s what dreams are made 
of and I’d just lived it! Let the celebrations 
begin.

After the game we danced in the fountain 
outside the stadium, we were pretty much 
soaked through anyway. Then we wanted to 
cheer the team on to the bus, so we headed 
around to the other side of the stadium. 
After waiting a while, a bus arrived, but this 
was for Real. The players and De Stefano had 



long faces; we gave them a cheery wave but 
I don’t think it was appreciated. After some 
more waiting there was still no sign of our 
heroes. By this point there was maybe 20 
or so Dandies waiting. Then someone came 
out of the stand and said the team were 
leaving from the other side of the stadium! 
We all legged around just in time to see the 
last of the players getting on the bus. 

and shake our heads in disbelief. Following 
Aberdeen, winning a European trophy 
was not something that you ever thought 
about, but we’d just won one, and there was 
another on the way!

1983 was a special year, not just for 
Aberdeen and Scottish football but British 
football. It made Europe sit up and look 
at a wee city in North-east Scotland in a 
different light and look closely at the man 
who had steered the team to this success. 
Gothenburg may not have made Alex 
Ferguson, the roots of Fergie’s success lie a 
lot deeper and are spread through years of 
experience and hard work. But 1983 made 
the world see what he had built at Aberdeen 
what a great achievement that was. I’m 
forever grateful to Fergie and the team of 
1983 for memories I’ll treasure forever.

PS. I’d like to dedicate this story to my 
friend Kevin Singer. Sadly no longer with 
us, but I treasure the time and memories 
we shared together following the Dons. 

Stand Free.
Paul Livingston

We were all cheering the team and then 
Doug Rougvie came off the bus with the Cup 
in hand. The next part is where I wish I’d still 
had film in my camera. Big Doug popped a 
bottle of Champagne and let us all have a 
drink out of the cup! I still think I’m dreaming 
when I think about that moment. I have just 
watched my team win a European trophy by 
beating the mighty Real Madrid 
and a player comes out to 
supporters and lets us share 
a drink from the cup. Bloody 
amazing, one city, one team, 
one family.

When we eventually made 
it back to the hotel there was 
a party going on in one of the 
rooms, but we were so high 
from the day we didn’t have a 
drink all we could do was grin 

Big Doug popped a 
bottle of Champagne 
and let us all have a 
drink out of the cup!

Photos: Tickets, receipts and 
programmes of Paul Livingston. 
Also on the following page.



I live in Wick and back in the day was secretary of 
Caithness Aberdeen Supporters Club.The club ran 
buses often to Aberdeen games and when we reached  

the CWC final the club ran a raffle with 2 tickets for 
Gothenberg on a charter flight from Orkney as the 
prizes.

The raffle was won by James Baillie and a women who 
worked with my wife who wasn’t wanting the prize so 
gifted it to myself. We flew from Wick to Kirkwall on the 
day of the match where we joined our fellow Dons fans 
from Orkney and few to Gothenberg on a charter flight.

The weather was wet when we arrived,  but after visiting 
the local hostelries nobody was concerned about that 
and off to the Ullevi stadium we went, and well the rest is 
history.

What I remember was how much the Swedes wanted 
the Dons to win. After the game we flew back to Orkney 
at one o’clock in the morning to be met by lots of 
Orcadians and also a guy called George Duffus, a popular 
TV entertainer at the time, who had been doing a show 
in Kirkwall that night. I remember reading an article he 
did in a Sunday paper a few weeks later telling the story 
about being at the airport welcoming the fans back and 
how excited they were, and likening us to being like the 
team itself. 

Peter Taylor



A ged 17. Parents paid for me to go on St Clair 
provided I didn’t drink.  First afternoon I got 
totally pished and appeared live on STV news 

dancin’ aboot with mates. Parents nae happy. Second 
night, I lost my virginity on St Clair to a reporter lassie.  
After game got lift back to boat on open-backed lorry 
with aboot 50 other Dandies. Swedish boy driver took 
us on victory lap of the toon first, at high speed! Think 
he was pished as well.

Kenny Kortland

ST. CLAIR



My Gran
fancied
a cruise
Basically I had resigned myself to 

watching the Final on television 
as I was still at school studying 

for Highers and had no finances to 
go to the game, in addition I had my 
Higher Chemistry exam on Tuesday 
10th May at Mackie Academy in 
Stonehaven. 

It was after a home game versus Celtic 
around the 23rd April 1983 I returned 
home to Stonehaven and my parents 
were insistent that I call my Gran. My 
Gran was already booked up to go to 
Gothenburg on the St Clair ferry as in 
her words she fancied a cruise! 

Anyway she informed me that if I 
could get flights and a ticket she would 
pay for me to go to Gothenburg. 9am 
Monday morning I was stood outside 
Bell Travel in Stonehaven waiting for 
the doors to open as 2 of my mates 
Martin Rae and Michael Adams had 
already booked charter flights leaving 
on the morning of Wednesday 11th 

May which suited me since I had the 
exam on the Tuesday. To my relief they 
had seats available and having paid I 
was on my way!

To this day I have no idea how I passed 
the Higher Chemistry exam on Tuesday 

10th May as all that was going through 
my head was the impending visit to 
Sweden the next day. To compound 
matters my Gran was interviewed by 
the local press whist at sea on the St 
Clair heading for Sweden since they 
were curious as to why an elderly 
woman was travelling on her own for 

The first 
time I had 
ever flown



the football and her story of ‘just fancying 
a cruise’ and paying for me to go made 
front page headlines. So entering the 
exam I was met with best wishes from 
several teachers, not for the exam but 
for the match the following day!

The day of the game started nervously 
as the flight to Gothenburg was the first 
time I had ever flown. Once we arrived 
around Midday the nervousness  was 
switched to whether or not the match 

scissor kicked a volley off the crossbar 
early in the game. 

The sheer elation of John Hewitt’s 
diving header for the winner in extra 
time is for ever etched in my memory 
along with his bandy legged celebration. 
One nerve racking free kick towards 
the end and then the final whistle and 
scenes I will never forget of celebration, 
tears and joy! 

Outside the stadium was euphoric 
although we only sampled an hour of 
celebration before we were picked up 
by our bus and whisked back to the 
airport and straight on to a flight to 
Glasgow (since Aberdeen airport shut 
at 10pm) We arrived back to Glasgow 
airport around 3am in the morning, 
probably the first fans back to Scotland 
and were bussed back to Stonehaven 
Square arriving at 6am exactly 24 hours 
after departing the town. 

It seemed a bit surreal walking into 
the local newsagent and reading the 
morning papers about the game with the 
match programme still in my back pocket 
but every newspaper was bought and I still 
treasure those clippings which I still have to 
this day. 

My Gran arrived home to Aberdeen on the 
St Clair the following day, met Alex Ferguson 
and Mark McGhee as she disembarked and 
always said it was the best cruise she has 
ever been on!!
Dave Summers, Stonehaven

would go ahead due to the incessant 
rain. Those fears evaporated however 
when we reached the Ullevi Stadium 
and word went round that the game 
was definitely on. 

The game itself is as vivid now as it 
was then. Being 16 years old at the time 
I had total belief in the Dons and had 
no real appreciation of the fact it was 
the mighty Real Madrid we were playing 
and I was totally confident we would 
win. Any nerves I had about the game if 
any were soon dispelled when Eric Black 

Totally 
confident we 
would win

Four of us had a cabin on the St Clair, a fifth 
mate had an aircraft seat in lounge. Bugsy 
was his name and was known to all who 

frequented the Moorings at the time. 
Bugsy loved a drink and he boarded the ship with 

a whole fiver and a 40 oz of rum. Needless to say  he 
was well subsidised on the trip. On Tuesday morning 
after a heavy night's drinking, I went up top to check 
on Bugsy, he looked like shit and hadn’t shaved for 
at least 4 days.

 I said come down to our cabin and get cleaned up. 
I got him into cabin where another mate Scott was 
still in his bunk. Bugsy says, Sandy can u shave me 
as I have the shakes big time. So I gets the soap onto 
his face and just about to start shaving when Scotty 
goes into a diabetic hypo, he’s jumping about the 
bed kicking out everywhere, I’m like oh shit I better 
get help. 

I take off and eventually find the ship's doctor, 
gets him back to the cabin, to be faced with Bugsy 
covered in blood, he tried to shave himself, the 
doctor was more concerned about Bugsy than Scotty 
lol his face was like a road map with divets of hair 
sprouting between the cuts. Scotty was fine after a 
shot of insulin but Bugsy was in some shape going 
to the game. Sadly Scotty and Bugsy have passed on 
now, but I will never forget that morning on the St 
Clair.
Sandy Smith



Forres
Forres. That’s where it started.
On the 13th May 1983, I was 9 years and 

8 months. My brother was 7 years and 
9 months old. We were comfortably the 
youngest on the St Clair. We had a cabin with 
my Mum and Dad. But let’s backtrack, a wee 
bit.
I remember various parts in various memory 

flashbacks. I remember the quarter final 
vividly. My Dad, a giant of a man, was due to 
go to the game that night but had hurt his 
back and pulled out. Dad was a copper in 
Forres and had got tickets via Alex McLeish’s 
brother-in-law, Keith Taylor, who was a cop in 
Forres and worked for my Dad. In the weird 
world that is fate, Keith now works for me in 
Aberdeen! After that momentous night, the 
semi was a breeze as we now know and there 
it was, a final. I’d started going to games aged 
7 so was already used to seeing us do well in 
the early 80’s so this was “just another final” I 
suppose.
I can only vaguely recall the detail but the 

stone fireplace in our living room was where 
it happened. Mum and Dad had laid out 

roof to the beat of the song being played. 
It was chaotic and very intimidating but 
also magical. Many foot soldiers, gathered, 
in unison. That’s when I felt tribalism flow 
through my veins. I was part of it, a young 

what seemed like a mountain of paperwork 
and this was the ferry booking stuff, all 
the gubbings to get us to Sweden. It was 
all so very surreal and I think I struggled to 
comprehend it all. But there it was. I think in 
later life my Dad told me that it was £1000.00 
all in for the trips. A fortune. I had 2 other 
pals from Forres (one who is now a Celtic 
supporter!!) who went with their Dads but 
they flew. I think I know who had the better 
voyage/experience!
So skip forward and my next memory was 

driving down to Aberdeen, scarves oot the 
windaes of our beloved Datsun Cherry, WAS 
488V, I think. We obviously boarded and set 
sail, a 2 day trip I think overnight.
My most vivid memory was one of the 

lounges. My Dad had a red silk scarf tied 
round his neck, the big fruit, and into this den 
we went. To me, it was total uproar. I’d never 
been surrounded before by so many drunk 
people (men) and my mum must have been 
one of the few ladies aboard. My Dad got 
canned, on cans, and I recall him chapping 
a can of Vitamin T off the packed lounge 

I was sick. I was spewing. Sea sick. Something 
else to add to my already long list of ailments. 
There is nothing like sea sickness. My brother, 
of course, breezed through it all and just 
wandered about and kept himself happy 
including taking himself for steak and chips. 
Alone. Aged 7. Bonkers! I was sin my bed for 
the whole trip I think
I don’t even remember docking. We must 

have docked through the night or early 
morning. At some point, we disembarked and 
went for a wander. Gburg was an unusual 
city. It was quiet. Dad, being Dad, spoke to 
everyone who could, single-handedly trying 
to convert every resident into being Aberdeen 
Fans
We wandered through a shopping centre 

and my Dad ended up getting the craic with 
some Swedish hobo and taking a swig from 
the guy’s bottle. C’est la vie, eh! When in Rome 
and all that, or rather, Gburg!
But, there it was, first sight of the enemy. The 

first thing I noticed was their swarthy skin, like 
they were pirates. The Spaniards were very 
very subdued and unlike my Dad who was 

The youngest 
on The St. Clair

Dandy, but a Dandy for life.
In later life I remember the Captain of the 

St Clair had written a letter to the P and J/
EE stating not a lightbulb had been broke 
on-board, and I smiled. I bet those dents 
on that roof are still there now! Maybe the 
Captain just missed it……

My brother kept 
himself happy 

including taking 
himself for steak and 
chips. Alone. Aged 7



doing his Unite Nations bit and engaging 
with them all. They swapped pennants and 
we still have it. One still hangs in Pittodrie, 
the very same one, somewhere
And so the game approached. And the 

rain. Jesus, it was biblical. I remember 
getting into the ground, top of some stairs 
and looking down. I think the pitch was 
covered initially but I panicked. It look awful. 
The weather was terrible. At some point 
word got to us about the fella who died. A 
Dandy. The collection passed us on the way 
round. How could anyone die at a game like 
this I thought. My simple mind didn’t get it. I 
still think about that guy
I remember my mum helping herself to a 

handful of programmes and then paying 
for it because the programme seller was 
so inept. I recall pinching one when we got 
home and selling it to Malcolm Hercus for 
£3. He only wanted to pay £2. That’s when 
and how my Del Boy tendencies started, I 
think
I remember Eric scoring early. Much 

beyond that, in truth, I don’t remember. 
My brother sat most of the game on the 
shoulders of a Dolph Lundgren type, huge 
and blonde. And then Hewitt scored. And 
that was it, we had done it. The part that 
burst my heart now is remembering my 
Dad, my hero, picking up Gary and I in his 
arms, facing us toward the scoreboard and 
with tears streaming down his face said to 
us “remember this boys, you might not ever 

see it again”. How very sad but true
The voyage home was that. An exhausted 

but virtuous fan contingent. I'd found my sea 
legs finally so the memories were of endless 
loops of the European Song and re-runs of 
the game on screens. I remember a chopper 
dropping of copies of the EE, too.
Apart from the birth of my daughters, this 

was it. The night of my life, the time of my 
life. I wish I remembered it more, I really do.
Meeting Fergie and McGhee at the quay 

side and getting our picture taken with some 
other fans, holding the cups, was special. My 
prized possession. I post it on Twitter and 
Instagram every 11th May and probably will 
do forever.
On reading this back, it just feels like a 

few scant notes, broken memories and 
flashbacks. But I was only 9. I’ve read other 
people stories and almost everyone was 
older, so they enjoyed it differently
I’ve looked online at pictures and there’s a 

lump in my throat. No one will know what 
this means to me, how it shaped my love 
for our club and how that love will endure. 
Being a supporter of a club like ours is like 
a long marriage. There are good times and 
bad times. I’ve seen it all, several times now
But I saw the best of it

@Flexer73
Scott BarclayI was sick. I waslong list of g like 
d went for a wander. Gburg was an ustairs



Seen the St Clair leaving on the Monday. Spoke to wife if it 
was ok to go and she said yes. Then had to get 2 days off 
work, but only gave me one and a half days. Had to go in 

on Thursday pm. Had to get a loan to pay for flight. At this time, 
I didn't even have a ticket.
Listening to Northsound and the DJ said this company (can't 

remember the name) who said they had about 5 or 6 tickets to 
give away for FREE!! I managed to get through and picked the 
ticket up at 1pm that Tuesday.
Checked in on the Wednesday and went through security as it 

was in those days. I had 12 tinnies in my bag and security guy 
asked whose it was. I said it was mine and he said I had too 
many... my jaw hit the ground, until he started laughing. Called 
him a bar steward.
Got to Gothenburg ok. Had to wait on brother who had his 

flight etc all booked beforehand. Three hours later - and getting 
sung to by some drunken friends I knew, as they came off their 
flights.
Got on brother's bus, even though I was not booked with his 

travel company.
Had a couple of beers before the match, as well as some 

shopping (had to get the wife & bairns something).
We had been told we were allowed drink into the stadium. The 

armed police said otherwise. So had a couple of tinnies before 
going in. Just remember as well the p*ssing rain there.
Then it was the match. What else can be said?
After the match seen some supporters in the fountain outside 

the stadium, getting even mair weet.
Me, my brother and his mates then went into town but all 

pubs were chokkers. Ended up in a Chinese restaurant and had 
some very expensive beers. 5 pints for £20!
Back into Aberdeen, hame for a kip and then into work for my 

half day.
An experience never to be forgotten. I am very lucky to have 

been there that night. Same as quarter final and semi final at 
Pittodrie. Not forgetting winning the Super Cup as well.
Jim West

The greatest night of my fitba life n I've had a lot o 
great memories supporting the Dandys will never 

forget it.
Mike Jessiman

I’ve supported my team for over 60 years and I can say 
that 1983 was the highlight of my life. It’s history now 

and we should be looking forward not back. Coyr, give 
our youngsters some memories.
Jim Morrison

A good mate of mine at the time won the keepy up 
competition on the St Clair, I think it was on the first 

day we set sail.
Angus Mutch

 



Scottish & Spanish
eight-some reels
with about 20 folk

Eightsome Real

I was living in Bergen on the West coast 
of Norway at the time. My father went to 
Pittodrie to organise a ticket for me. The Dons 
hadn’t received any tickets and Ian Taggart the 

secretary did not know how much they would 
be so my father wrote him a blank cheque. From 
memory the ticket cost 100 Swedish Kroner, 
about £7 at the time.

I made the trip by train, a total of 4 journeys. 
This was pre-internet days so I spent sometime 
at Bergen railway station a couple of weeks 
before the game with a very helpful guy who 
did all the bookings for me. I managed to avoid 
having to have a hotel stay in Gothenburg. 

I was on the night sleeper from Bergen to Oslo 
on the evening of the Tuesday 10th May. It was 
very basic, really just a bunkhouse on wheels. 
Each compartment had two three-storey bunk 

Swedish) and chatted to the bouncer. I’m sure 
he let us in to avoid my bad Norwegian. The ITV 
commentary team (Brian Moore and Ian St John) 
were there. I think Billy McNeill was also part of 
the team but I may be imagining that. One of the 
group played the Northern Lights on piano and 
everyone sang along. Not a dry eye in the house!

I journeyed to Oslo in the early hours of 
Thursday 12th in the sitting carriage of the 
Malmoe to Oslo sleeper train, which had a stop 
at Gothenburg around 4 am. My cunning plan 
was to sleep for the approx. four hour journey 
so I could enjoy the spectacular Oslo to Bergen 
journey later in the day. This didn’t happen 
as I was joined in the carriage by a bunch of 
Norwegians who’d come down to Oslo for the 
match and became Dons fans. They had a big 
carry-out which they shared with me, the only 
Scotsman in the carriage, so no sleep for Jim! 
As a result, I slept through much of the Oslo to 
Bergen leg, the final part of my journey. I got 
back to Bergen on the early evening of Thursday 
12th.

A year later we had a family holiday driving 
round southern Norway and western Sweden 
and we stayed in Gothenburg on the 11th 
May so my wife, our two young boys and I 
made a pilgrimage to the stadium on the first 
anniversary of the match.

 
The wife’s tale

Having only recently moved to Bergen and 
having two   small children, only one of us 
could make the journey to Gothenburg!  

As a dutiful wife, obviously I let Jim go.
The match was on Norwegian TV, but the 

commentator was driving me mad as he 
couldn’t pronounce the Dons players' names 
very well.  Strachan, in particular!  We were 
able to get Radio Scotland, so I listened to their 
commentary, along with Norwegian TV.

After the match, anyone who was not in 
Gothenburg, had travelled to Union Street along 
with a Radio Scotland presenter.  I have never 
felt so home sick in my life!  The boys, who were 
not more than babies, were asleep and I just 
wanted to talk to my Dad.  No chance!  All the 
phone lines to Aberdeen were totally jammed.
Jim and Joyce Ritchie

The Northern Lights 
on piano... not a dry 

eye in the house

beds. I was luckily on a bottom bunk, I doubt 
I would have slept if I’d been on a top bunk. 
In the morning of the 11th I was on the Oslo-
Malmoe train, which had a stop at Gothenburg. 
As everyone knows it was absolutely chucking it 
down so I went to the pictures in the afternoon, I 
can’t remember the film!

Before setting off on the walk from the town 
centre to the Nya Ullevi stadium I bumped into 
a friend who was with a small group who had 
flown in that afternoon. We bought a carry out 
and left it in a bucket on a lamp-post. Amazingly 
after the game we remembered where it was 
and even more amazingly the carry-out was 
still intact! We shared it with some Real Madrid 
fans who were very friendly. I can remember 
Scottish-Spanish eight-some reels with about 20 
folk.

We blagged into a bar/nightclub as I could 
speak a bit of Norwegian (it is very similar to 



Original photos: Mediastorehouse.com, Getty Images.

I was 13, I was sitting at home in the Broomhill area watching the 
game with my Mum and Dad. 

My Dad had taken me to Pittodrie in 77. I witnessed Joey Harper 
score in a 1-2 loss to Hibs.  I went home and tried to recreate 
Joey’s goal in the back garden. I was now a Dandy.

My Mum hated football but realised that this was a huge game 
for the Dons and the City. We watched Black’s acrobatic volley,  
his slightly sclaffed opener, the ball being cruelly held up on the 
sodden turf from McLeish’s back pass, Juanito sending Leighton 
the wrong way. 

We then watched the Dons being the better side but the game 
went to extra time. Hewitt came on for Black... when Peter Weir 
danced past two Real Madrid players, it was at this point my Mum 
said “they’re going to score now...” she was right, Hewitt scored 
THAT goal and even though Real’s last minute re-taken free kick 
whizzed past the post, we had WON!

My Mum and Dad went to the pub to celebrate, my sister being 
older than me was round at a friend’s house 
drinking, so I thought I’d have a beer too. I had a 
Kestrel, my first ever beer to celebrate the Dandy 
Dons’ success.  

36 years on the enormity of that success gets 
bigger and better every season. What a team, 
what a manager, what a club. 36 years on both 
my parents are no longer with us but thanks to 
them both for their influences on that wonderful 
night. 

As the P&J cartoon said the next day “it’s nae 
Real” but it was real, it happened and I was a 
part of it. COYR SF.

Martin Allan



I was 9 years old when my Gran gave 
me a red and white hat and scarf. Two 
years later in 1976 we won the League 

Cup, and I remember my stepdad and 
neighbour coming home pretty drunk, 
celebrating after beating Celtic 2-1. I 
thought, I want to see my team win and 
celebrate like that. 

My first cup final was in 1979, Bells 
League Cup Final. Sadly, we lost the 
replay at Dens after a 0-0 at Hampden. 
But I was hooked, and it didn’t take long 
before I had the chance to celebrate.

Roll forward to 6th of April 1983, I 
was 18 years old…. what an age to 
support Aberdeen FC. We had just 
hammered Waterschei 5-1 in the semi-
final first leg of the ECWC. When I got 
home that night to Garthdee, I said to 
my Mum that we (AFC) were going to 
Gothenburg… how do I get there? 

After the second leg had passed, I was 
pulling money together to finance a trip 
to Sweden. Still had no idea how to get 
there. 

To this day, I still don’t know how I 
managed to be one of the 500 on the St 
Clair, (I think my Gran knew someone, 
who knew someone), but it was 
confirmed I had a room on E Deck. I was 
going to Gothenburg. 

The booze
cruise

There was a few of my mates on 
the ship, so this was going to be ace. 
I was working at the 'Hot Bread Shop' 
Crawford's Bakers at the bottom of 
Union Street. They weren’t too happy 
about me taking the time off to go 
away for a week. So I quit, I had to go to 
Gothenburg. 

Monday 9th May had come round. 
I was packed and ready to go, days 

earlier. I got up had breakfast, then 
jumped in the shower. Yeah, the old 
plastic baths, with the hand held 
shower. Back upstairs to my bedroom 
to dry the hair and get dressed. I was 
looking smart, in a pair of faded jeans, 
white Fila tee shirt and a navy/blue 
Argyle Pringle, with a small AFC button 
badge on it.

We were piped off 
by the Grampian 
Police Pipe band



In my bag was change of clothes, a red 
and white hat and a Sony Walkman with 
a few cassettes to listen to in my berth. 

My mum drove me down to the 
Harbour to board the St Clair, and I 
remember she was still there with 
100s more to wave the ship away. We 
had checked in about 2 hours before 
we finally departed. When the ship 
started to move, we were piped off by 
the Grampian Police Pipe Band, and to 
the noise of every ship in the harbour 
blasting their horns. Everyone on the 
ship had red and white streamers which 
were launched off the ship.

We were also told that the bar/duty 
free was going to open once we had left 
UK waters (3 miles out)….the St Clair 
barely left the harbour, and the bar 
was open. We bought (as much as we 
could carry) tins of Tennents Lager and 

either bingo or a keepie-up competition. 
We headed to the keepie-up….it was 
hilarious, like watching Bambi on Ice. 
The ship was moving about a bit on the 
sea, so keepie-uppie ended up being 
standie-uppie, never mind the ball.

After dinner, there was a welcome 
party hosted by STVs ‘Ron Dale’ 
‘Scotlands Mr Music’ allegedly ….we 
didn’t last long  and headed to the card 
school. I didn’t last long there, as there 
was some of the lads from the football 
train card schools from Saturdays. They 
played better cards than I ever did. So 
the bar it was again. The Tennents Lager 
tins were very popular with the pictures 
of the Tennents Girls on the side. 

The next morning after breakfast I 
went out for fresh air…..must have been 
something to do with the lager the night 
before. Just before lunch you could 
hear singing coming from the bar……we 
quickly joined in. In the afternoon they 
were going to play cash bingo, selling 
the tickets at £1 each. I handed over 
a few green notes in exchange for the 
bingo cards….then headed to the bar 
again. We forgot about the game, like 
many others. Some folk just threw away 
their bingo tickets which we picked up 
(more on this later).

There were films and competitions 
going on in the afternoon, but I decided 
to go and get myself showered and 
ready for arriving in Gothenburg. I sat 
on deck, listening to my Walkman as 
we started to get closer to Gothenburg, 
passing loads of small industrial islands 
as we edged closer to the harbour. It 
was apt that I was actually listening to 
‘Crushed by the wheels of Industry’ by 
Heaven 17 at the time.             

At around 5pm we had arrived and the 

The keepie-up 
was hilarious, like 
watching Bambi 

on Ice. 

went back up to the top deck to witness 
Aberdeen from the sea. It is a beautiful 
sight.

We were on our way. No thoughts 
were given to the 27 hour travel time to 
get to Gothenburg. Lunch was served 
between 12 and 2pm, which was 
washed down by more Tennents Lager. 
After lunch the tannoy announced 

excitement was rising. Food was served 
while the authorities did their bit with 
passport control etc. Then we decided 
to go and explore, and hit the pubs in 
Gothenburg. Once off the ship we were 
singing at the top of our voices and 
the locals were drawn to us. We were 
shocked to find just cafes and no bars, 
that was new to us, but they still served 

and we were getting soaked through. 
We took cover in a café, grabbed a 
sandwich and a coke for a change. We 
then went back to the funfair, and there 
it was I first witnessed a corkscrew 
rollercoaster. Did I go on, not a chance, 
haha.

 As the rain continued, we decided to 
head towards the stadium to sample the 
atmosphere. I remember seeing a huge 
stadium coming up, which turned out to 
be the Ice Hockey stadium. Wow, it was 
big, but I didn’t realize that hockey was a 
big sport over there. (Remember, there 
was no internet back then)

We finally got to the 43000 capacity 
Ullevi Stadium. We knew there was 
buses ferrying the fans from the ship 
up after dinner, but we just wanted 
to be there. What an amazing sight, 
there were thousands of Aberdeen fans 
milling about outside taking photos and 
just singing and dancing in the rain. We 
were wet, but in a confident mood. The 
name Real Madrid just never bothered 
us.

We all know what happened in the 
game……but when Johnny scored the 
winning goal, I went through every 
emotion of delight with tears and kisses 
to the surprised Swedish lass that was 
sitting next to me. When the cup was 
awarded to God, we were dancing and 
hugging everyone. I don’t even know 
how I got from my seat up high in the 
stand, to dancing about the terrace next 
to the trackside. 

Once outside I tried with many others 
to get into the newly opened fountain. 
I remember walking back to find the 
bus to take us back to the ship with 
one proper wet foot and the other just 
wet from the rain. We had to get to 

We noticed that 
the girls were 

gorgeous.

beer…..but, fit, how much for beer, was 
all we heard. 

What we noticed was that the girls 
were gorgeous. We got talking to a 
group of Swedish lassies who were 
going to a disco later. We decided 
to go with them. The blonde-haired 
blue-eyed lassies were all over anyone 
wearing a red and white hat or scarf. 
They wanted a keep-sake from us, and 
everyone enjoyed that night in the 
disco. Some lads (including myself) who 
had already swapped their hats for 
kisses, went out looking to buy more 
hats. The Swedish girls were having a 
ball of a time, and so were we.

Wednesday had arrived…it was the 
11th of May…Matchday…….we had 
breakfast then headed to the city 
centre. We knew there was a funfair, 
and headed there. The rain had started 



the buses as we had to be on board by 
midnight. Shame that, because there was 
going to be a big party in town. 

But, once back on the ship, our party 
really started. We had run out of beer on 
the St Clair, but we were stocked up again. 
I don’t think anyone slept on Wednesday 
night, and even Thursday morning we 
were still partying. I remember seeing 

collected the tickets, went straight to 
the bar and exchanged them for more 
Tennents Lager. We got so much free 
beer, we grabbed a table and built a 
castle 4 tins high. We had another great 
party that night. This ship certainly earned 
the name of ‘The Booze Cruise’.

Five hundred of us, the boat people 
of Aberdonia, had endured a raucous 
27-hour trip on the P&O Ferry, St Clair. 
We had sailed from our home port on 
Monday, May 9, raided the ship’s duty-
free stocks and wrote ourselves into the 
Guinness Book of Records as part of the 
world’s merriest floating party.

Friday morning came around quite 
quick, and as we approached the North 
East Coast, everyone was getting excited 
again. The singing got louder as we 
entered the harbour, as we tried to 
deafen out the sound of the ships horns 
in the harbour as we were welcomed back 
in. 

To our grateful surprise, the cup was 
on the dockside with Fergie and McGhee, 
filmed by BBC and Jane Franchi. Fergie 
and McGhee shook every single hand 
that came off that ship, for me, was an 
amazing gesture. We felt part of the team. 

If there was a regret, it was missing the 
Thursday parade of the cup as the team 
arrived back with the trophy. 100,000 
plus well-wishers - many of them had 
partied the previous night away up and 
down Aberdeen’s Union Street - lined the 
streets to welcome back their heroes, 
carried through the city on the obligatory 
open-top bus.

But, there is no regrets, I was one of the 
500 lucky supporters who enjoyed what 
was probably the only supporters' ferry to 
take fans to a Euro Cup Final ‘the booze 
cruise’
PS. I did get a new job when I returned.

    
Bill Downie                                                                                                                                           
Garthdee

videos later of the party on-board, 
and what a state everyone looked. 
I remember us all singing the night 
away, and Rod Stewarts ‘Sailing’ was 
caught on tape. 

During the night on E deck, (there 
was so many parties on every deck), I 
witnessed many shenanigans...

Finally, tiredness won, and ended up 
sleeping……how different it felt with 
the room going round and round and 
not up and down like the previous 
nights. I woke mid-morning to the 
sound of a helicopter….they were 
dropping off newspapers for us to 
read about winning the cup…this was 
welcomed by all. On board the ship the 
ECWC final was being shown on repeat 
on the TV. 

We were still parting at lunch then 
it was announced after the bingo, 
that anyone who had tickets left 
could exchange them for tins of beer 
at the bar. What?? Yessssss, we had 
heaps back in our rooms. We ran and 

The 
boat 

people of 
Aberdonia

When I was a lass a 
tiny wee lass
I was just a wee lassie at the time but I still remember 11th May 

1983. Not sure if it’s happy memories or traumatic.

My Mum was taking my brother and I home via Union Street that 
night. We were walking up the street and all of a sudden what 
looked like giants to me (grown men in funny tops) came down the 
street, singing, dancing and hugging everyone in site. The funny 
tops were football tops but to me they were just weird looking 
tops. I had no idea what these tops meant to the giants wearing 
them, but I do now lol. One of the giants approached us, lifted me 
up (I think I nearly wet my pants). Me being a typical kid who always 
asked 100 questions, said to the guy, why are you wearing funny 
clothes, dancing and singing funny songs, his reply, "the f——-g 
Dons have only gone and done it".  Woo hoo said the other giants 
and then they kissed us all, and said to my Mum, get your kids 
to Pittodrie every Saturday and they’ll be fans for life. They then 
carried on their merry travels down Union Street. 

My Mum told my Granda the next day and yes he started taking my 
brother, cousin and myself to the football for every home match, 
and I’ve been going ever since. So although the giants scared me 
that night, they also played a part in me going to Pittodrie 
and being a massive Aberdeen fan. I do still have giant 
nightmares, but I’m coping better now as these giants 
are smaller now because  I’m taller than I was in 1983. 

So that’s my story and I’m glad I met those giants 
all those years ago, as I probably wouldn’t be a 
huge Dons fan.

Susan Aitken



COYR

Where
the f*ck’s

your Russian
subs!

W ent on the St Clair absolutely amazing. Five 
day party. Helicopter flew more beer and 

newspapers and Rowies to the boat and lowered 
them on in a net. Boat was drunk dry. It was the 
time of the Cold War. Can still remember being up 
on deck totally pissed singing where the F*cks your 
Russian subs. European song played over and over. 
Fergie and McGhee met us off the boat and we all 
got to hold the cup. Amazing times if only we had 
the vision to kick on then.
Derek Davidson

Original photos, this page and next two: 
Mediastorehouse.com, Getty Images.



Being handed the Cup Winners Cup outside 
the Ulievi stadium with the team, medals 

were shown to a small support who stayed 
back, one did go missing, but was handed back! 
Totally drenched but unbelievably happy with 
my Dad and two older sisters, I was 14. Our 
flight home was 3am in the morning... The 
experience once in a lifetime, and never will be 
forgotten, so proud my Dad took us. My Dad still 
has the official programme signed. Standfree.
Alan Morrice

Was there with my dad got 
pissed on, happy day!

Bruce Fraser

Mind that we watched it in the 
Bankhead Inn. When finished 

came out Allan had to pick this 
massive posty off the pavement. 
Memorable day.
Lorna Reid

My Dad (not an Aberdeen fan) 
told me (not an Aberdeen fan 

aged 7) that he was becoming a fan 
for the night so I said I will too. Final 
whistle went my Dad went back to 
not being an Aberdeen fan. 
I didn’t.
Craig Robb

I was 10 and remember the excitement and 
anticipation well. My Dad insisted we got 

to stay up and watch extra time, despite 
it being a school night. History was 
potentially going to be made and we 
needed to see it. At the time, getting to 
stay up late was equally as exciting as 
the football! What a night. 
Lynn Lawler



One of my mates had only gotten a 
'walk on' ticket, meaning he didn’t 
even have a designated seat to 

chuck his bag under (obvs. he put it under 
ours) but on the Monday night after the 
v boozy party he chatted up a female 
reporter from edited and spent 
the rest of the trip sleeping in her 
cabin!

Also that night, the guy who was 
the last one to board the ferry (I 
think he had been offshore and 
had just flown into Aberdeen and 
jumped into a taxi to the harbour) 
was very drunk (2 weeks offshore 
had given him a bit of a thirst). He 
spotted a red flag on the end of a 
pole, hanging off the stern of the 
boat, to a few cheers he climbed 
onto the pole and started to inch 
out to get the flag, luckily a few 
crewmen came rushing out and 
persuaded him to come down with 
the argument that if he fell in the 
captain wouldn’t be able to turn round in 
time to save him. He saw sense.

The picture of some of my mates in the 
bar show, what was considered ‘a round’. 
It was a crate of 24 tins of Tennents, 
you just went up to the bar, got one and 

everybody helped themselves. Despite 
all the boozing, there wasn’t any bother, 
everyone just partied away and went for a 
sleep when they’d had enough.

As we docked in Gothenburg, a lot 
of Dandies were standing at the rails, 

when who should we spot, but Archie 
McPherson doing a piece to camera. 
This initiated a loud burst of ‘Archie's 
shagging Charlie’ (this was due to Archie 
McPherson's  'excitement' every time 
he spoke about Charlie Nicholas on the 

Heaven
on earth

TV, well it seemed that way to Aberdeen 
fans) He certainly heard us because he 
turned round and the director was seen 
to gesticulate in our direction (no pun 
intended).

During the Wednesday we wandered 
around Gothenburg city centre and it 
seemed the Swedes were all supporting 
Aberdeen. Quite a few had red and 
white scarves on, I remember watching 
the army guys walking down the road 
playing their pipes and being followed by 
hundreds of people.

The game itself seemed to go by 
very quickly, I was under the roof 
quite near to the Real Madrid fans, 
who were very quiet apart from the 
guy with a big drum.

After the game I remember seeing 
all the guys jumping in the fountain 
outside the ground (which I've since 
seen on a Gothenburg DVD).

I was left with one mate when 
trying to get back to the boat and 
as we walked around trying to get a 
taxi, we decided to buy some beer, 
there aren’t many, what we would 
call pubs, in Gothenburg, so we went 
to a nightclub. As we walked through 
the door, the bouncer stopped us 
and said ‘no no’ in Swedish. We 
thought we weren’t getting in because 
we looked so young, so turned to leave, 
as we spoke about what to try next, 
the bouncer said ‘you Aberdeen?’ when 
we said ‘yes’ he pushed us through the 
doors to the club ‘no Sweden tonight’ he 
said. Inside the club it was heaving with 
Dandies, the club owner had obviously 
realised that the Reds were going to be 
celebrating big time and wanted to fill his 
club (and tills) with Scots.  We had to be at 
the boat by midnight so we bought a few 
beers and went on our way.

That night was one big celebratory party 
(as you could probably imagine). About 2 

or 3 in the morning, one of my mates said 
that the crew had a video of the game, 
which we could go and watch in the crew 
quarters, this we did and the bonus was 
that the price for alcohol in the crew 
quarters was even cheaper than the main 
part of the ship!  The match video was 
shown constantly from then on in various 
parts of the ship.

Another winners' party was on in the 
bar/lounge on Thursday night I think I 
remember seeing it on YouTube as part 
of a compilation of news reports about 

the St Clair from Grampian and BBC 
Scotland. Boozy Reds and much singing.

Around midnight we were told in a 
whisper that an X rated video was going 
to be shown in one of the dining room 
TV’s. Being very young and curious 
(different days now) a group of us 
sneaked off to the room, It was quite full 
and we got seats at the back, some big 
crew member said he’d got it in Sweden 
and there was much anticipation in 
the room. Just as it was away to start a 
massive guy (who I think drank in the 
Castle Bar) stood up and loudly said 
‘remember the first person who leaves to 



go to the toilet, is away for a wank and is 
a total wanker’. This put a lot of pressure 
on the guys watching as nobody wanted 
to be the first one to leave (it seems 

the first ones to leave. As it happened the 
first guy to get up and go to the door was 
the Reporting Scotland journalist who was 
on the St Clair to report on us (his name 
was edited, reluctantly) he paused at the 
door and turned and said something like 
‘excuse me guys’ and left to the shouts of 
‘wanker’ and laughter.

As we approached the Scottish coast 
on Friday morning, a Bristows helicopter 
delivered papers and rowies by winching 
them onto the deck (my mum worked 
for Bristows at the time) these were 
distributed free to whoever wanted them, 
then we got the big surprise that Fergie 
and Mark McGhee were at the quayside, 
(Fergie had turned up at the departure to 
see us off).

My main memory of the trip was that 
everyone just went out and enjoyed 
themselves, there wasn’t (as far as I saw) 
any drunken arguments or stand offs, 
people were respectful of each other 
and you could speak away to anybody 
whether you knew them or not. I was 
semi boozy the whole time, but so were 
a lot of people, and it was the best trip of 
my life.
David Bisset

stupid when you’re sober writing it down, 
but it was a big thing at that moment). 
The video turned out to be the original 
‘Emmanuelle’ the soft core one, we had 
all already seen it, but didn’t want to be 

Photo left: David with 
Fergie, McGhee and 
the cup. The photos on these 
pages, and the following two 
are David Bisset's.



Heaven 2019, according 
to Google maps.



My indistinct memory is after the game, having got 
seperated from our other four pals, me and my 

cousin Alex were looking for a pub, still ever so slightly 
inebriated. We asked a group of gorgeous young lasses 
who didn't understand a word until we demonstrated 
what we needed. Somehow they showed us to a bar full 
of Scottish tartan and flags, not to mention every jock in 
Gothenburg that night, including our four mates! That's 
about the last thing I remember until we arrived back 
at Dyce Airport, but I'm sure it will come back to me 
sometime!
Bob Cran

My sister in law and myself went to Gothenburg 
with the Dyce Supporters. We both loved being 

there, our husbands stayed at home as they did not like 
football. After the game finished it took well over one 
hour to get out, but no one cared, we were all happy. 
We had to walk back to our hotel but we did not care, 
we got lots of kisses and hugs from supporters, it was 
brilliant.
Hellen Mcgillivray

Original photo: GettyImages.com.

I was driving my taxi. I went back out to work 
after the match. The town was jumping. I 

remember a guy offering me £15 to take him to 
Ellon. He had tired himself out celebrating. The 
fare at the time was only £8.
Fin Hall

Was over in Gothenburg. Hotel Varberg 
in the town of Varberg itself. Did phone 

one of my then penfriends in Sheffield and still 
laugh when she asked me if I saw the game 
on tv. 'Nah, I’m phoning direct from our hotel 
in Sweden.' I said to her. Within a fortnight 
I sent her a match programme and various 
other stuff to do with my wee trip over there. 
Maybe she still has them, as we lost touch 
about 1986/7?
George Scully



At the then age of 31, I was standing in the foyer of the 
Europa Hotel in Gothenburg with my father talking to our 
good friend, the wonderful Jack Webster, about the game 

the next day (what else, and the excitement was building), 
when the great Archie McPherson strolls up and started 
speaking to me! – I had never met him in my life.

He asked me how I had found things, and when I told him 
that the city was very expensive, he immediately wheeled me 
outside, along the streets, to a camera and lights set up, with 
the background of the famous trams of Gothenburg.

He asked me to repeat my story of my Dad and I going for 
lunch, one pasta and one pizza - £6 not a problem, but when 
we each had a HALF pint of lager, the bill came to £12!

The interview was shown on the BBC news back in Scotland, 
so I now have a recording of that and then the whole game to 
watch over and over as the years have gone by.

The photos on the following page of me then, from the BBC 
interview, and now, where have all the years gone?

My three Dons supporters sons and one daughter have been 
made to watch it, and my four grandsons will soon be following 
on – all of them Dons supporters!

Mike Munro
Grantown-on-Spey

My five minutes of fame



I was lucky enough to go to the game, it was quite 
an adventure, so here’s what I can remember 
from that week.

At that time I was an 18 year old working at the 
Norco Superstore on Berryden Road, the usual 
friends that I went to football with couldn’t afford 
to go, but I was desperate to attend this special 
occasion.

So I was delighted when my boss Graeme 
Borthwick told me, him and another two friends 
were going and would I like to go with them?  Of 
course yes was my answer!

Graeme was going with a friend from Aberdeen 
and meeting another friend from Aberdeen but 
who now lived in London, where he was attending 
university.

So travel plans were made, the overnight bus 
from Aberdeen to London, then the train from 
London to Harwich, then a ferry to Gothenburg, it 
sounded great, roll on May.

SO HERE WE GO

Sunday 8th May
Finally the day had arrived, we had arranged 

to meet for a pint before boarding the overnight 
bus to London. I met Graeme’s chum for the first 
time, to this day I still cant remember his name 
or his other friend that we met in London. So we 
boarded the bus and set off on the first part of our 
journey, a nice 12 hour trip to London.

Monday 9th May
We arrived at approx. 7am, it had been a long 

night with a few stops at motorway stations on 

GOTHENBURG
DIARY

the way, I cant recall anything exciting to write 
about. When we arrived in London we had to 
make our way to Brixton as this was where our 
fellow supporter stayed. I remember the three of 
us walking through Brixton at 8 in the morning 
with our Aberdeen scarves on and getting some 
strange looks. After a short rest we had to go out 
and pay for our travel arrangements, the friend 
in London had booked them for us but they still 
had to be paid for. Once we got there, there was 
a problem, we had only been booked one way, so 
we had to hastily arrange some homeward bound 
travel, so a train and another ferry was quickly 
booked, but we had no where to stay when we got 
there. This problem would have to be solved later.

So after getting some Swedish currency we 
set off, we caught the train from London up to 
Harwich to get the overnight ferry to Gothenburg. 
It was about a 24 hour journey on the ferry, 
there was some more Aberdeen fans on it, so 
this livened up the journey, a few drinks were 
consumed and a few songs were sung, the normal 
passengers on the ferry seemed to enjoy the 
occasion and joined in, and they soon learned the 
words to the European song and the Northern 
Lights! We had a cabin booked so at least we got a 
decent night's sleep.

Tuesday 10th May
We didn’t arrive in to Gothenburg till about 7pm 

if I remember correctly, so first we had to find 
somewhere to sleep that night. Luckily Graeme 
had some other friends that were there, they had 
flown over and were staying in a hotel, so we met 
up with them and went back to their hotel and 



dropped off our bags, we then headed out in to 
the town. There was Aberdeen fans everywhere 
it was amazing to see. The locals had taken 
Aberdeen to their hearts, which was just as well 
seeing as there was so many of us there! So a great 
night was had by everyone, then it was time to go 
back to the hotel and sneak in and enjoy sleeping 
on the floor!

Wednesday 11th May
So the big day had finally arrived, we were all 

up dressed and raring to go! When we left the 
hotel the first port of call was the train station, as 
we had to catch the train at 3am after the game 
we had to go and drop of our bags as we weren’t 
carrying them about all day. So this was done 
and we headed in to the town centre, it was red 

of Swedes and went on some roller coasters! Then 
it was back to the bar and at about this time the 
heavens opened and it started pouring of rain, 
this continued for a few hours and at some point 
there was rumours that the game was going to 
be called off as the pitch was flooded. Luckily this 
didn’t happen but because of the weather most 
locals gave the game a miss which led to a very 
low crowd for such an important game. So as we 
reached the stadium it was a sight to be seen. 
It was like a home game with all the Aberdeen 
supporters there. We entered the stadium and 
found ourselves in a covered area behind the 
goals, there was a few Swedes in that end who 
seemed to be enjoying themselves letting of flares 
and fire crackers.

So the game commenced and we all know what 
happened next, we won!

As the game got nearer the end we ended up 
leaving our covered area and made our way down 
to the area near the half way line , it was wet there 
but who cared? Once the game had finished and 
we had all celebrated we left and outside the 
ground there was a water fountain and there was 
quite a few fans jumping about in it! Well to be 
honest they couldn’t get much wetter. So we then 
headed back in to town and it was buzzing , the 
locals had came out to join in the celebrations. We 
ended up in some night club and the singing and 
drinking carried on for hours! The only down side 
for us was the fact we had to catch a train at 3am! 
So we made our way to the train station, there was 
a few supporters kicking about and it was obvious 
that we weren’t going to be the only ones on this 
train.

Thursday 12th May
So this began at 3am on the train, and continued 

for most of the day we ended up going thru 
Denmark and Germany to reach our destination 
at the hook of Holland where we were to catch 
a ferry back to Harwich. It was a long journey 
probably because we were all tired due to the 
lack of sleep. I do remember the weird site of 
armed police boarding the train as you entered 
a new country, passports had to be shown and 
destinations given. When there was a policeman 

and white everywhere, there wasn’t a Madrid fan 
to be seen at all. This is the hard part, trying to 
recall what we actually did that day? I remember 
visiting some shopping centre because the Cup 
Winners Cup was on display for everyone to 
see, and I also remember seeing Jock Stein and 
Archie Macpherson going about with a TV crew 
filming everyone. I also remember going for a 
pint only to be told we had to order food as the 
bars in Sweden were different to ours, they only 
served drink when you ordered food, so food 
was ordered and drink was consumed! This is the 
weird bit, for some reason we ended up in a fair 
ground later in the afternoon, where we met loads 

They only served 
drink when you 
ordered food, so 

food was ordered

standing over you with a machine gun you did 
what was asked. We arrived at the port and went 
to board our ferry, by now it was obvious there 
was quite a lot of Aberdeen supporters using this 
ferry. The journey was an overnight one again, 
but this one was more enjoyable due to all the 
Aberdeen supporters. The ferry was just like a 
huge party, singing, dancing and drinking went on 
late in to the night. We didn’t have a cabin for this 
trip so we had to sleep on seats like on a plane.

Friday 13th May
On arrival back in Harwich we had to catch a 

train back to London, 
Once in London it was back to Brixton for a while 

as we didn’t catch our bus till about 7pm. This time 
walking through London it was different, people 
knew who we were and where we had been, 
Aberdeen F.C. was being talked about after our 
fabulous win against the mighty Real Madrid. So 
later that day about 7pm the three of us boarded 
the bus home, again nothing exciting to report just 
a few stops at motorway service stations to break 
up the long journey.

Saturday 14th May
So finally we arrived back about 7am, we said 

our good byes and headed home, I jumped on the 
bus to Northfield still proudly wearing my scarf, 
which got fellow passengers talking to me and 
asking about the game. Once home I caught up on 
all the news, my Mum had collected most of the 
newspapers from that week so I could see what 
had been reported, I still have all the papers up in 
my loft and every now and then they're taken out 
to reminisce about what had happened.

Some of the photos were amazing! But my only 
regret to this day is that I wasn’t home on the 
Thursday to be part of the crowd welcoming the 
team home. It looked unreal, Union Street busting 
at the seams and Pittodrie packed out. To finish 
off this day there was a small matter of a game 
against Hibs, so I got ready and headed to the 
game, the place was sold out for some reason.

We duely trounced Hibs 5 - 0. A perfect day to 
end a perfect week!
Jim Fraser

All the newspaper 
photos and memorabilia 
on the following 12 pages 
are Jim Fraser’s.















I was 4 years old and my parents kept us off school to see the 
Dons go onto their open top bus on the Stonehaven road 
lay-by. My first favourite footballer was Eric Black and I always 

remember him spotting me with my badge on. On this day was 
also my very first trip to Pittodrie and the start of my love for the 
Dons.
Susan Casey

I  wasn’t there, I was only 12 and my dad wasn’t interested in 
fitba, however we were on holiday in Mallorca.  
We found this regular restaurant where the owner was happy 

to help my father perfect his Spanish.  
The day before I remember the owner asking if we would like to 
watch the match at his restaurant.  My father was overjoyed at 
the invitation and proceeded to bet him a bottle of Champagne.  
This was Real Madrid the greatest team in Europe.  
I can recall my father saying to Mum, 'I’d better buy a cheap 
bottle as we have no chance of winning'.  
Well the rest is history, it was a great night and tasted not only 
alcohol for the first time, but Champagne. What a way to taste 
booze for the first time.  COYR!
Niall Findlay

I was one of 33 very lucky kids that 
won an EE competition to travel 
to Gothenburg with the council. I 

remember thinking it was a joke when I 
heard at first, then my late Granda told 
me it was true as he’d put in the entry! I 
was only 12 at the time & my folks had to 
ask for permission for me to miss school 
for a few days! Luckily it was granted (but I 
was going regardless!)

We met up at the town house in the 
days leading up to the trip & then flew 
out of Aberdeen very early on the day of 

hotel name at the time, but ‘Fars Hatt’, 
you couldn’t make it up could you!) and 
we got to watch the players train, then 
they & Fergie all came over and spoke to 
us and we all got copies of the European 
Song single signed.

That night we headed to the Ullevi in the 
torrential rain. But rain wasn’t going to 
spoil our night. We read all the banners 
around the ground... most of which 
caused quite some hilarity (especially 
amongst thirty three 11-15 year olds!) We 
clapped, sang & shouted... (and threw 
cushions) throughout the match but we 
couldn’t have anticipated the outcome! 
It was a bit of a rollercoaster but when 
the Hewitt header hit the net the place 
erupted! 

Aberdeen were European Cup Winners 
Cup winners! We’d only gone & beaten 
Real Madrid. Later that night back at the 
hotel, we made sure the Real Madrid 
fans knew who’d won. They took it very 
well considering! Well, we were only 
youngsters...if a bit cocky with it! 

We flew back to Aberdeen the next day 
& then went back to the town house for a 
reception & presentations. I’ve got some 
great memories & momentoes from the 
trip.

To be honest, whilst a lot of the trip was 
a blur (in fact was probably much longer 
than a day... it just seemed to pass so 
quickly!). It was clearly the most amazing 
few days and a trip I will never forget. 
I know I was a very lucky lad to get the 
opportunity to be there (& it was certainly 
better than school!).
Stephen Harvey

33 lucky kids

the game on one of the biggest planes to 
ever leave/land at Dyce (a DC9 if I recall 
correctly). I recall meeting at Broad Street, 
with all our hats, scarves etc, boarding a 
bus and heading to Dyce.

I knew a couple of others in the group, 
including one lad that stayed just around 
the corner from me (Dave Nicol). There 
was another boy from my school & a lad 
from Dyce with a broken leg! We were all 
absolutely buzzing...

We arrived in a very wet Gothenburg 
& headed to one of Europe’s biggest fun 
parks for the morning. We then went 
to meet the team at their hotel in the 
afternoon (I probably wasn’t aware of or 
didn’t appreciate the significance of the 

Headed to one of 
Europe’s biggest fun 

parks



The 33 lucky kids EE competition winners. 

Stephen Harvey with the Lonsdale sweatshirt, 

and on the right, at the game.  

Photos, Stephen Harvey.



We were so lucky that a local 
businessman from Turriff Brian 
Brown (HARBRO) decided to 

organize a trip for the final, which many 
had probably started to think about in early 
stages of the 1st leg semi -final against 
Waterschei. No way we could miss this! 
Anyway we got booked up for 2 night stay in 

Gothenburg flying from Aberdeen. This was 
luxury compared to the 30+ hour bus journey 
to Munich for the quarter final.
So Tuesday we met at The Square in Turriff 

for the bus to the airport. Carryouts from 
Cheynes Market for the journey to Aberdeen. 
Think we had about 20 going from Turriff 
area going by the photo in The Square.
Airport was rammed with Dons fans, free 

souvenirs before boarding the flight and 
more pints & drams.
The stewardesses on Orion Airways flight to 

Gothenburg kept busy, everyone on the flight 
in full voice.
The cassette with the European Song came 

with us too and sure played on the flight.
Transfer from Gothenburg airport to hotel 

in City Centre nobody can now remember the 
hotel name, long time ago.
Then away out for a look at the place, never 

strayed far from a pub obviously. We went 
to the Liseberg Park, and visit to the stadium 
fotos at fountain etc, then pubs. That night 
we stumbled into a hotel where all the press 
and TV  people were there for eve of match 
meeting. Got some funny looks as we were 
all in Dons colours and blootered. Anyway 

we met Billy McNeill, Ian St. John & Alex 
Cameron. We were starving by this time, 
Billy politely asked the staff to make sure 
we got some sandwiches too. What a gent 
Billy McNeill was, RIP. We actually got the 

Turriff Square 
to Gothenburg

team lines that night too. Last stop on the 
Tuesday night was a club called Heaven 
– not too bad if I mind right?? Think that 
was where my pal Scoob lost his wallet, 
nae wonder as he was seen up on stage 
waving it above his heed ha ha. The boys 
chipped in for him next day.
Wednesday morning, - Matchday: 

One of the other lads Stuart Smith lost 
his passport, so a visit to the Embassy 
required.  He saw a picture of the The 
Queen on the wall in said building and 
told the staff “Tomorrow Willie Miller will 
be on that wall after we beat the Dagoes!!” 
Went for a walk through city in the 

morning, started raining later, so 
shopping centres, pubs all rammed, 
pipers playing inside the shops and Reds 
everywhere. 
Back to the hotel, European Song on and 

pre-match session started.

A visit to the 
Embassy...

Bus from hotel to stadium, everybody now 
hyper, there was some guy tried to board the 
bus on way, he was removed promptly by 
Ivor, rain by now bucketing down.
Inside the ground and the game starts we 

go 1-0 up, the late Kenny Cowie produces half 
bottle of whisky fae his legendary suit jacket. 
They equalize from penalty. When you look 
back on that match the Dons were brilliant 
that night & que bedlam when Johnny Hewitt 
scores in extra time. Nervous time near the 
end with  the free kick twice taken & flashed 
past the post. Low point seeing the Dons fan 
who took ill, getting stretchered out of crowd 
and later died.
Dons held out & celebrations commenced, 

never forget when the players came over to 
our side with the trophy, absolutely brilliant. 
Few of us went for dook in the fountain 
outside stadium after – superb times.
Back to hotel & think it was an all-nighter 

after that. There was reports of someone 
emerging from the lift at the hotel carrying 
the door from somebody's room ha ha, not 
sure what happened there.
On return to Aberdeen our flight landed just 

before the team flight so we seen the trophy 
appear through the crowds as Fergie & the 
team emerged.
What a trip, never to be forgotten. I've 

actually been back to the city twice and 
revisited Ullevi Stadium, love it.
Stand Free.

Les Gerrie, Turriff Reds





Photos: Previous two pages and these pages, The Turriff Reds.



I didn’t manage to get over so made do with watching 
in the pub... I’ll never forget everyone getting 

drenched in Tennents lager when Hewitt’s goal hit the 
back of the net.
But best of all was Union Street later on... was what 
we’d all seen before in likes of Spain and Italy... this 
was something so very special... it was amazing the 
procession up and down the length of Union Street... 
anyone who was there will always hold the same 
memories as I do... very special ones indeed.
Kenny Innes

Original photos: Official Aberdeen FC website.
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Facebook 
What does Gothenburg ‘83 mean to you?

That’s the best day of my Football Fan Life, headed 
over there with all my mates, I took 53 items with 

me, a pack of cards and a toothbrush!
Grant Leslie

I was only ten but watched the whole game, it was epic 
at the time, but didn’t realise how significant it was till 
I got a bit older. It was the norm to beat everyone in 
those days!
Steve Johnstone

21AET

The rain. Heavy Swedish rain as well. Stottin' aboot 4 
feet aff' the ground outside the stadium. Mind you, 

saying that, some o' us were lucky to get there, as oor 
rubber band airline plane broke doon on Dyce airport 
runway that very morning.
George Scully

Greatest night in Aberdeen history and one I will always 
treasure.
William Wallace

I’ll always remember that night I was in Abu Dhabi 
watching it on TV and after extra time my ex wife never 
looked so attractive.
Jim Morrison

Left by bus on the Sunday and home teatime Friday. 
Simply the greatest away trip ever.
Tommy Petrie

John Hewitt scoring the winning goal.
Fiona Mullen



I was 12 at Gothenburg. My Dad always took 
me to the games, we would return home to 

Peterhead, watch the highlights and my Mum 
would always say “I can’t see you in the crowd”. 
Come Pittodrie’s greatest night, my Dad had a 
bright yellow rampant lion flag, you can see us 
after Hewitt’s goal.
My house is called Ullevi.
Alan Buchan

Jim Leighton Doug Rougvie Alex McLeish Willie Miller John McMaster Neale Cooper Gordon 
Strachan Neil Simpson Peter Weir Eric Black Mark McGhee Stuart Kennedy Bryan Gunn Andy 
Watson John Hewitt Ian Angus Doug Bell Alex Ferguson Archie Knox Teddy Scott Dick Donald 
Chris Anderson Ian Donald Ian Taggart Roland Arnott



Myself and and my mate John 
Notman saved up the massive 
amount of £260 each which at the 

time was a huge amount for someone who 
had just got married 3 month before at the 
age of 21, so that we could get our plane, 
hotel and ticket package deal.

We travelled through Harry Hinds travel 
agency and was out of Aberdeen Airport 
for all of 26 hours. Our flight left at 11am 
on the 11th and landed back at 1pm on the 
12th.

When we arrived at the airport about 9am 
and all we could see was Dons fans waiting 
around the airport for their respective 
flights. The EE and Airport folk handing 
out little flags showing their support of the 
Dons, the excitement was unreal.

We went through to International 
departures as that was a different area in 
those days, and made our way to duty free 
to get our beer requirements.

Unfortunately for us there was a limit of 
3 cans allowed each as the duty free shop 
had well underestimated the demand 
caused by the exciting upcoming event, 
and there was very few left. Special Brew 
was the only choice left which wasn't close 
to my favourite but needs must.

Our time to board came and the plane 
was filled with nervous and expectant fans. 
The flight seemed far shorter than the 2ish 
hours and as we approached Gothenburg 

26 hours from
Aberdeen Airport

the plane became more like a bus to a cup 
final as the singing was getting louder and 
louder.

We got off, but as the plane was 
quite a distance from the terminal we 
needed another bus. We found our 
rep at the terminal only to be told our 
hotel accommodation had changed. We 

were told there were no rooms left in 
Gothenburg and our new accommodation  
was 45 minutes outside Gothenburg. This 
was slightly disappointing as we had very 
little time to get there, check in and get 
back to were we needed to be to be with 
the rest of the Dons fans. The name of the 
hotel was the Grand Hotel in Borras. Once 
we got on the next bus and travelled to the 
hotel it most definitely lived up to it's name 
as it was one of funcyist hotels I've ever 
been in. On approach we could see Dons 

'Here we go' 
started long 

and loud

flags hanging from the vast majority of 
windows of 4 or 5 level hotel.

Checked in, and after a small walk around 
the vicinity looking at the local village 
sites of which there was not a lot. We then 
had a couple of beers at the hotel which 
we worked out at £5 a beer. A massive 
hole in my £30 spend I had with me. This 
was about 5 times the price of a beer at 
home. We then prepared to travel back 
to Gothenburg on our pre arranged bus 
leaving at 4pm.

As we approached the stadium again 
the songs of 'Here we go' started long and 
loud. We were parked along side a few 
buses not far from the ground. It appeared 
we had arrived long before the main group 
of fans.

Looking for a bar was proving more of 
a challenge than expected. We returned 
to the stadium with our last can of duty 
free and then got our pennant and match 
programme.

There was a slight break in the rain as 
we milled around with some of the fans of 
both teams.

As it approached 6.30 and the rain 
started to get really heavy we entered the 
stadium. We saw the pitch was covered 
with a plastic looking sheet. We were in the 
uncovered section below the top tier. We 
saw an open gate area that we just walked 
past the police to allow us entry to the top 
tier to get out of the now torrential rain.

The seating areas were all benches with 
small gold numbers along the back of the 
bench. The atmosphere was building and 
just as the teams entered a local resident 
with a couple of his friends tapped my 
shoulder and was looking to sit on his 
bench. The whole area was filled with Dons 
fans and everyone was standing. If felt very 
much like the Old Bench End at home.

The guy was pretty adamant he wanted 
to sit on that part of the bench. Everyone 
shuffled about and let him sit but as 
everyone was standing made very little 
difference to his view.



locals joining in. We know we had to get 
back on the bus at 7.30 for the airport so 
decided to stay up and even with very little 
funds I had, managed a couple of beers to 
toast the great achievement and soak up 
the moment.

As the boarding of the bus to the airport 
approached I went up to the room to pick 
up my bag that I had dropped off 15 hours 
earlier.

When we got back to the airport 
something that we chatted about, was that 
there was a very noticeable amount of 
pretty blonde girls which was something 
we weren't accustomed to back in 
Aberdeen. One of these girls obviously 
took a liking to one of the Dandies fans 
as she was trying very hard to go through 
passport control to be with him, ending 
with the border guards escorting her away.  

The memory of the flight back was very 
little as I slept most of the way and as I 
made my way through the airport to meet 
my then wife to take me home.

I knew the team was coming home an 
hour after I landed, so I was preparing to 
go to town to see the home coming. We 
went up to her grandparents in Bucksburn 
in preparation for the visit into the 
homecoming on Union Street.

After telling the grandparents of the last 
day's experiences we went back out to start 
the car and couldn't get it to start. After 
trying alI I knew I had to give up and miss 
the parade. Raging was an understatement 
and  as these were the days before mobile 
phones and with minimal media coverage 
I was unaware that the homecoming bus 
took hours and hours to get through the 
centre to Pittodrie until I read the following 
morning's papers with the reports on the 
crowds and excitement that had brought 
Aberdeen to a standstill. 

All I can say is, I was there in Gothenburg 
yet missed the next day's homecoming 
parade and had to read all about it next 
day.
Lindsay Bartlet

The noise was awesome especially when 
the Spanish drummer was hitting his drum 
in unison  with A-ber-deen, A-ber-deen 
from the Dons' fans.

The game passed really quick. We were 
defo worthy winners but the free kick 
awarded in the last minute was my scary 
moment. Firstly it was not a free kick but a 
great tackle from Willie Miller and secondly 
they cocked it up yet the ref took it back to 
take again. I turned away at that moment 

and was face to face with my Swedish guy 
who had over the game became a decent 
guy even if he was so adamant he had to 
sit opposite his little gold coloured badge 
on the bench.

He signalled with his fingers that the free 
kick had been very close but as I indicated 
a small distance or a mile it still went past 
the post.

As the final whistle went and the 
celebrations began in earnest we all 
became even better friends.

When we left the stadium the 
celebrations were in full flow around the 
water fountain outside the stadium as the 
rain continued.

We made our way back to the bus for 
the next stage of the journey back to 
Borras in full voice. As we travelled back at 
about 1am the excitement sort of lulled as 
tiredness started to kick in on the bus.

We got back to the hotel about 2am and 
the celebrations were again in full flow. The 

He had to sit 
opposite his little 

gold coloured 
badge

I was 10 years old at the time and I remember excitement 
building through the day itself. I had played my vinyl (which 
I still have) and looked at all the posters on my wall literally 

praying for a win. I had a small box room bedroom with a 
built in bed. I had a red and white no.7 door plate number 
attached to a wooden panel on it for Mr.Strachan. My Dad had 
previously taken me to a Roy of the Rovers promo at one of 
the hotels (Copthorne?) and Strachan was there, he chatted 
away and it was a big thrill as we shared the same first name. 
Not too many cool Gordon’s on the scene!

Anyway the match came and I went hysterical alongside Ian St 
John when Hewitt scored the winner.

My main memory is the following day. I lived in a housing 
scheme with the primary school in the middle of it all. A group 
of us all went out in our red and white scarves and hats singing 
in the morning before school around the scheme. All this came 
to a halt when the notorious school bully came wading into the 
crowd foot to head height and whammed into some guys. He 
was wearing his green and white Celtic gear and was shouting 
expletives! The celebrations stopped immediately and we 
aimed to get away from this guy as quickly as possible.

Maybe not a conventional Gothenburg memory but it’s mine.

Gordon Gray

Original photo: Daily Record



Facebook
What does Gothenburg ‘83 mean to you?

I was watching with my Mum and Stepdad. I was 13 
and then it went to extra time. Mum wanted me to 

go to bed as it was a school night, but there was no 
way that was happening! When John Hewitt scored I 
thought Mum was going to fall off her chair! 
Kay Stephen

I was 11years old. I remember my Papa taking me to 
the Lochy Bar in Fort William to watch it as we didn’t 
have electricity, so no telly. I remember the place full 
of cigarette smoke and everyone in the pub 
screaming for Aberdeen to win. I was also 
wearing my first ever Aberdeen top...
James McGregor

Will never forget especially against 
Bayern at Pittodrie, I was in the 
Main Stand King Street end couldn’t 
believe it when we equalised, hardly 
sat down when in went the 3rd goal, 
brill. Gothenburg well up at Garthdee 
at a mates house we even got pies 
at halftime, fulltime, the pub, can’t 
remember much after that!! I was 32.
Ian Morris

Was married 4 months before and couldn’t 
afford it. Couldn’t afford an aerial for the TV 

and recorded it anyway! Skint. Watched the game 
in the Broadford's Social Club with my mate. 
Recorded it on our VHS (wedding present) but we 
had no aerial for our tv (wedding present). Like 
watching the game in a snow storm, still got the 
tape somewhere, I think.
George Wood

Gothenburg 83 means everything to me and is 
a big part of the foundation to my life. I was 

15 and was still at school so couldn’t afford 
to go over... but I remember sitting at home 
with my bro watching it live on TV. When 
they came back I followed the bus all the 
way from the top of Union street all the 
way to Pittodrie and the packed stadium 
for victory celebrations. Very very happy 
days that will never be repeated.
A couple of days that will stay with me 
forever.
Ray Taylor

I was 8 years old and not knowing what 
football team to support and remember 
hearing the result and my cousin’s 
screaming it was then I became a Dons' 
supporter, and 35 years later I am still a 
Dons' supporter.
Kenneth Chisholm

Programme: John Smith



Was at every home game, never got to 
Gothenburg but skipped the school and went 

in to Aberdeen to see them with the cup. Sights l will 
never forget.
Brian Bruce

I was too young (and skint) to go to the game (17 just 
left school), but we went to Gothenburg for a visit on 
the 25th anniversary, got to tour the stadium (even 
though they don’t ‘do’ official tours and we met a 
woman who ‘obviously’ had a great night that night 
back in the day wi a Dons fan. She was ‘glowing’ after 
spotting us with our Dons/Gothenburg Greats' Tees 
on.
David McIntosh

Travelling there and back on board the St. Clair Ferry 
pissin’ the whole day jist fantasy coyr
George Lowe

Best day of life.  After Bayern game.
Robert Stewart

Had the best day of my life over there.
Roy Wilson

Ticket: Graeme Mauchline

My Dad was there but he passed away a few years 
ago and he never told me the 'real' tales of his trip! 

My boyfriend and I are travelling to Gothenburg tonight 
to make a pilgrimage as neither of us were old enough 
to have gone to the game!

Kelly Morrice



Our Gothenburg story is a bit different from everyone 
else’s; I wasn’t born until 1984 and my partner Clark was 
only 4 at the time, but AFC has run in our blood.  In fact 

the only reason we’re together is because we met at an Away 
day years ago, but that’s a different story. 

Gothenburg, like all Dons fans, holds a special place in our 
hearts.  I remember my Dad saying he would tell me the stories 
of that evening when I was older. I don’t think he wanted his 
young daughter finding out just how wild the away day was 
just yet.  Unfortunately my Dad died before he could tell me his 
Gothenburg tales and that’s something I’ll always regret.

2019 comes around and Clark is turning 40 this year so I 
thought what can I get a man that’s got everything… well it 
had to be a trip to Gothenburg to make our pilgrimage to the 
Ullevi Stadium! We set off from Edinburgh on the short flight 
over to Gothenburg and the excitement was really building, we 
couldn’t believe we’d actually be going!  

When we landed in Gothenburg it was a completely different 
day from the 11th May 1983; it was 26C and the sun was 
beating down, not a cloud in the sky…. A far cry from what our 
fellow Dandies had faced. We made our way to the centre of 

2019



Gothenburg, found the nearest boozer and settled down for a 
few beers and watched YouTube videos of the game, the fans 
and the St Clair.  I tried so hard to remember anything my Dad 
had told me but the only thing I knew was that he had a hotel 
room but didn’t stay in it as they just partied on the street all 
night!

Feeling suitably nostalgic we began the 10 minute walk from 
the Centre of Gothenburg to the Ullevi trying to imagine how 
it must have felt to walk that road to the final and when that 
beautiful curve of the stadium came in to view I am not afraid 
to say I was actually full of emotion and almost shed a tear 
when we got there.  The locals must have thought we were 
crazy and we took photo after photo and were more delighted 
than the thousands of children that were there that day for a 
Monster Truck Rally! Deciding that this was our chance to get in 
to the stadium we got ourselves tickets and headed in to watch 
10 trucks tear up that pitch... although it was probably still in 
better condition than it was at the Final.

It was amazing to visit the Stadium, but Gothenburg itself is a 
beautiful city, we went for 3 nights and didn’t want to leave.  I 
think Gothenburg will hold a special place in all Dandies hearts 
for all of us regardless of having been there on that night or 
not and I am so glad I got the chance to see the place where 
we really showed everyone that we are the greatest team the 
world has ever seen.

Kelly Morrice
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Cheers Archie.



How much for a pint!?

Aberdeen 2
Real Madrid 1

Once in a lifetime.Once in a lifetime.

How much for a pint?!


