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* Foreword My Friend ‘Musse’ *
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“Do you know what the best thing about this book is?” asked Lennart suddenly, during one of the many interviews I did with him for this book about his life.

“No,” I answered.

“The best thing about this book is that we have met, talked and become friends,” said Lennart, and suddenly I saw something intense and curious in his eyes that I had not noticed before.

Of course, I was moved by his words, and even though we had come a long way into the work, the continuation somehow became both simpler and more profound. We were friends - buddies, and if you are buddies, you can talk about anything without it feeling artificial. At the same time, I learned that Lennart was not called anything other than ‘Musse’ by his close friends and therefore I would also say ‘Musse’ from now on.

Lennart often said that his career in world football was actually mostly due to chance. That he was in the right place at the right time and pretty much always accepted various board assignments and positions he was offered. Perhaps the same can be said about why I was asked to write his life story.

Although for some time I have become something of an AIK (Swedish football club) figure through my work leading conferences at Hovet in connection with the hockey matches, and through the book I wrote about the AIK twins Yngve and Börje Leback, the assignment came rather unexpectedly.

I got a call from Stefan Jonasson, commercial manager at AIK Football, who wanted us to have a meeting. When Stefan then told me that it was about the opportunity to write Lennart Johansson's biography, it felt almost surreal.

“Can you imagine doing that?” Stefan asked, and I answered “yes” even though I obviously hadn't had time to think through what such an honourable mission would entail.

“When do you want it to be ready?” I wondered.

“What about when AIK wins the gold cup this autumn and Lennart's trophy comes home?” answered Stefan.

I laughed because this was in May 2018 and it meant that I would have to write the book in six months. When no one else laughed, I understood that it was a serious wish.

“Ok,” I said, and then Stefan called Lennart, who thought the arrangement sounded like a good idea. We decided we would meet in connection with the next home game and then the work would be started as soon as possible.

Perhaps Stefan noticed that I looked a little shocked when everything was decided, but he assured me that I was the right man for the job.

“Lennart is a straightforward, honest man with a big heart, so always be straight with him, otherwise he can have a hot temper,” said Stefan.

Stefan was right about everything except the temper, and how long it takes to write a book. From the first time Lennart and I met, it became clear that we agreed very much on most things. The work on the book quickly became something other than just work. Of course, there was a lot of interviewing and a lot of writing, as Sweden went through its hottest summer in modern times.

But above all, the friendship became a bridge that blurred the age difference between us and made us talk like friends do about everything and nothing. Although football was our biggest topic of conversation and common denominator, the conversation often drifted into other things.

However, I never saw the hot temper that Stefan warned me about. When I told Lennart about Stefan's warning, he smiled and said, “I have never had a reason to be angry with you.”

We also started hanging out outside the book work, and we went to hockey and football matches together. An event that will linger in my memory was when I was visiting Lennart just before Christmas. We had one long conversation, listened to Frank Sinatra and talked about his great interest in music.

In the evening, Lennart was to attend the AIK Ring’s annual Christmas dinner. The AIK Ring, which was formed in 1938, is an association for old players and leaders who worked for and meant a lot to the club.

When I was leaving, Lennart asked what I was going to do in the evening.

“I'm thinking about whether I should watch the basketball match between AIK and Hammarby in Solnahallen,” I said, to which Lennart replied, “Yes, I want to do that too.”

About an hour later, as I had started to write, Mija Lindberg from the football association called and said that she had heard that Lennart and I were going to the basketball match together, and she told me that a car would pick us up and the tickets were in the box office. And, just like that, we are sitting in Solnahallen eating hotdogs.

In some ways, this story paints a picture of Lennart that probably says more about his personality than all the assignments and awards that adorned his career.

I saw, during our time together, that Lennart had succeeded in something that few have been blessed with. He had managed to still be the ‘little boy from Åkeshov’ who was curious about football, music and all the other good things in life. Despite large and responsible assignments, it was his boyish curiosity that drove him on.

We talked about it a lot - to never look back or let adversity hold you back - and I understood that Lennart had succeeded in living by that motto throughout his life.

After the basic work on the book was finished, we continued to see each other every week, mostly because we both thought it was nice and rewarding to talk about everything between heaven and earth. If we didn't see each other, we talked on the phone, and we planned for Lennart's 90th birthday and the book release, which had been postponed and was now planned for the autumn of 2019. Since I turned 50 that year, we said we would celebrate our 140th together. It didn't turn out that way. Lennart's big heart, which beat for his daughters, wives, AIK and football at all its levels, couldn't make it all the way. 

Even if he felt a little weak towards the end, there was no way he wouldn't fly to Baku as UEFA's honorary president and see the Europa League final.

Despite the fact that several people close to him thought he should stay at home, he stuck to his decision.

“I’m not going to stay at home. If my time on this earth is over then I want to fall at my post,” said Lennart and flew to Baku.

It was planned that after Baku he would fly directly to Madrid where the Champions League final, the cup he himself created, would take place. But Lennart, despite his stubbornness and devotion, had to change his plans.

He flew home. Home to Stockholm and the apartment at Stora Essingen. Then everything happened very quickly, at least for those of us who were on the sidelines. On Friday, he suffered a cardiac arrest at home and was taken by ambulance to St. Göran's hospital.

I visited Lennart on Saturday, the same day that the Champions League final between Liverpool and Tottenham was played. I was alone but I talked about everything and nothing as usual and the doctor thought there was a possibility that Lennart could actually hear me. I called him Musse so he would know there was a friend there.

The next day, AIK played a derby against Hammarby and I didn't know if I would be able to go because Lennart was so bad. But I decided that, of course, he would have wanted me to. It was a particularly emotional match for me as AIK won with a clear 2-0 after the best effort of the season so far.

Afterwards, Stefan Jonasson and I went up to Lennart with the match ball, signed by all the AIK players. Lennart also got my AIK scarf and we talked about today's victory, although we didn't know if he heard us. Then there was a few days of waiting for the inevitable end. Since I had spent the last year writing down Lennart's life story, it was hard not to look back and reflect.

I thought of the little boy from Åkeshov who cycled into Råsunda to see his beloved AIK. Musse, who together with his mates used to stand outside the entrance and ask if any kind adult could help them in. It always ended with someone lifting him over the turnstile so he didn't have to pay, and once inside he ran to the billboard behind ‘Gurra’ Sjöberg's goal.

Late in the evening on June 4th, 2019, Lennart's heart stopped beating. Lennart ‘Musse’ Johansson was back at the entrance and was lifted over the turnstile for the last time.

Thank you, Musse, for your friendship, all the fruitful conversations, incredible stories and all your care and wisdom. If it's possible to be larger than life, you are. Although you are no longer with us, your life's work lives on forever.
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Your Friend

Sören ‘Sulo’ Karlsson
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* Lennart Johansson Career & Prologue *
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1937 Watches his first match at Råsunda

1941  Founds IK Hjelm

1961 Chairman of the bandy section in AIK

1962 Chairman of the AIK football board

1967 Chairman of the main board of AIK

1978 Chairman of Swedish Elite Football, SEF

Supervisor for the Swedish World Cup delegation in   Argentina

1984 Board member of Tipstjänst (Swedish pools betting)

1985 Chairman of the Swedish Football Association

1990 Takes office as president of UEFA

1992 Creates the Champions League

1994 Supreme manager of the World Cup in the USA

1998 Candidate for the presidency of FIFA 

Top manager of World Cup in France

1999 Honorary chairman of AIK

2001 The Swedish league cup is renamed ‘Lennart Johansson’s Trophy’  

2002 Supreme manager of the World Cup in Japan/South Korea

2006 Supreme manager of the World Cup in Germany

2007 Resigns as UEFA president and is appointed honorary

chairman  

2007 Elected to Swedish football's Hall of Fame

2012 Watches the last match at Råsunda

2016 Founds the Lennart Johansson Foundation

Prologue

Stockholm 2019

It's lonely here without her, I think. I walk around the apartment on Stora Essingen and look out over Essinge cove and the waters of Mälaren. It’s been almost ninety years. It sounds incredible when I think about it. On the other side of the water I see Äppel cove. When I turn around after a while and look towards the bookshelf, my eyes are fixed on a picture.

I was the president of UEFA, and it was the European Championship in England in 1996. The greatness of the moment was felt in my body. I was like in a fog. It's hard to describe the feeling of standing in the middle of a packed football stadium; everywhere you look it's full of people. You can feel the collective energy as a gigantic force. Frustrated, like a chained, hungry dragon. The sound is also hard to describe, but when I close my eyes I hear it clearly. I feel the power. I was responsible for escorting Queen Elizabeth II and introducing all the English players to her before the semi-final against Germany. The Queen of England. I? The little boy from Åkeshov? There was only three years age difference between me and Queen Elisabeth II, but there I was, in awe like a little boy. When she looked at me it was like she was looking at a little boy with sore knees and cap in hand. Although I was quite good at English, I struggled to understand her aristocratic pronunciation and choice of words.

When we got down on the pitch, all the players were introduced to her and every time someone said their name the Queen would ask, “How do you spell it?” whereupon each player had to spell his name as clearly as possible while the rumbling sound from the stands of a packed Wembley roared around us.

It was after this that I did the unforgivable. We made our way up to the VIP seats, which were reserved for royalty, high-ranking politicians, selected rock stars, actresses and other high-profile celebrities. I obviously didn't know at the time, but it is strictly forbidden to walk behind a female royal up a flight of stairs. But that's exactly what I did. A muffled voice came obliquely from behind me, from a stressed out FIFA  employee who pointed out my blatant mistake. I quickly got up next to her, but by then it was already too late.

The Queen's gaze cut through the noise and clearly showed, with all the weight of her office, that I should know my place and that I had done wrong.

We chatted a bit. The Queen asked me, among other things, about the weather in Sweden, and since it was just over a week after midsummer, I replied that it was probably as warm and sunny as here in England. I felt troubled by the situation. There was something I didn't like about her way of talking, the way she looked at me and others around us.

She was very nice and spread polite phrases around her, but I still didn't feel quite comfortable in her company.

After the match, neither the Queen of England nor her people were particularly pleased. I can still see her stony face in front of me. The semi-final was lost against England's arch-rival Germany. To top it all it was lost on penalties, just like against Germany in the World Cup semi-final in 1990. It was different in 1966, when England won their only World Cup title to date by defeating the Germans at Wembley – with the Queen in the stands – after a dramatic extra time with two goals by Geoff Hurst.

Now there was also extra time, but without a goal being scored. And a penalty shootout is not England's best talent. All of them took their penalties right up to the very last one, which was to be taken by Aston Villa centre-back Gareth Southgate. It was an effort that would put a dark mark on Southgate's life for a long time, a poorly struck penalty that Germany's keeper had no problem catching. It was completely quiet at Wembley, waiting for Germany's last penalty taker, Andreas Möller, to shoot. The silence was as tangible and concrete as the cheering afterwards. Of course he put it right in the goal. The Germans' ability to win on penalties is impressive. They went on to win the European Cup after a final victory against the surprise Czech Republic.

The memories are many. All these meetings, all these people. And I will always be that little boy who thinks: ‘Now Dad would probably be proud.’
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* First Football Match at Råsunda *
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My values ​​and my view of society were probably already formed while growing up in Åkeshov outside Stockholm. It was a time when virtues such as community, cooperation and diligence were put first. They were the ideals that permeated everything. People gathered in associations and actively participated in the society that was built so that everyone could belong.

My father, Hilmer Johansson, was a carpenter, and my mother Maria, or Mia as she was called, was a housewife like many women at the time. I was the youngest with four older siblings. Since my siblings were so much older than me, they had to help take care of me, but I also had to learn early to help around the house.

A great role model was my eldest brother Ernst, who was twenty-two years older than me and a police officer.

“Are you going to come along and watch my brother direct the traffic at Tegelbacken?” I used to proudly ask my schoolmates at Olofslund School when I was in the second or third grade.

They stared wide-eyed at the little boy and the big man in a police uniform, with white gloves, who confidently showed the road users when and how they were allowed to drive. Some of them didn't believe me.

“It’s not your brother, it's an old man," some of my friends used to say. When I then approached Ernst and he let me into the traffic, they understood that I had indeed spoken the truth. The pride I felt was immense. I also had another brother, Runo, who was twenty-one years older than me and who moved to Gothenburg to work. The fact that my siblings were so much older, with responsible and adult lives, probably shaped the feeling I always carried with me. I had a desire to show myself as a capable person in front of my parents; I didn't want to be the little guy, I wanted to be big and responsible like my siblings.

In addition to my brothers, I had two sisters. Anna was the one who was closest in age to me, but still a full eight years older. My other sister, Gurli, was sixteen years older than me and often took on the role of my extra mother.

The reason for the big age difference between me and my siblings was my father's work, or rather my uncle's work. My uncle had moved to Idaho Falls in the US in the 1920s to seek happiness and employment. After a few years he sent a letter to my father and asked if he could come over and help with the construction of his house.

He also wrote that the Americans were in need of labour and since times were bad in Sweden, Dad went to the US. He must have been in his mid-twenties and he stayed for almost three years. When he came home, I was born nine months later. Dad's stay in the promised land was not quite what he had hoped for. I remember on one occasion I overheard my older brother, Ernst, ask Dad how it was in America.

“There was not much to expect from the Americans. All they do is drink and fight,” Dad replied. How he himself had passed the time he did not answer, but he had probably taken the occasional drink himself during his years on the other side of the Atlantic.

Since he had been so disappointed with his time in America, everyone was a bit surprised when he still chose to go there again just a few years after I was born. That time, however, he only stayed for a year. We didn't have much money and Dad drank a little too often, but I got a lot of love. It was a good upbringing.

I was sociable child and made friends easily. Not far from our home was a boarding school called Nockebyhemmet, for boys who for some reason could not live with their parents. Maybe the parents were dead, or they were sick, or drug addicts. I probably never bothered to ask. Some of the boys who lived at the school became my best friends and we had a lot of fun together.

The people who worked there were very careful that the boys were clean and well dressed before they were allowed to come out and play with the rest of us. We all wore shorts as soon as it got warmer than twelve degrees and these were made of some sort of fake material, half cotton and half  cellulose, and they were not particularly comfortable. We also wore rough shoes or boots, knee socks, a sweater and a jacket, and the boys from the Nockeby home had to wear a cap regardless of the weather.

Early on I learned that there were kids who were much better off than us ordinary working class children. The growing Bromma area, to which Åkeshov belongs, was close to Drottningholm with Drottningholm's castle, the English park with its sculptures and fountains, and behind the castle the large houses with gardens that stretched right down to the Mälaren waters.

But the children from those families never played with us. I never thought about why that was at the time, it was just an unwritten rule. Later, when I grew up, I came to understand that there were people who chose to separate themselves from certain other people in society. 

When I was ten years old, I started working extra and delivering parcels for Konsum (a food store). It was Christmas time at the beginning of the Second World War and many Christmas presents were to be delivered to the luxurious villas behind Drottningholm Palace. There were so many packages that the bike went on its back wheel and I slipped in the sleet and had to fight to keep my balance. Once I arrived and was going to hand the package over to the house or kitchen staff, I had to wait in the hall. If I was lucky, I got a few pennies or sweets as a tip.

At school, children from different backgrounds ended up in the same class and then the differences between us became even clearer. The teacher handed out piggy banks, where we would save a penny every week, and the person who had accumulated the most money at the end of the term received a prize. While my friends and I put in one or two pennies, the rich kids had paper money folded up in their piggy banks. I felt so ashamed when the teacher opened my piggy bank in front of the class. My parents had no money to contribute.

Social  differences were very clear at school and in society at large, but there was one place where I felt everyone was equal – it was in sports, and the club I made my own was AIK, Allmänna Idrottsklubben. A club that is for everyone, rich or poor, good or bad, it doesn’t matter. The year was 1935 and I was six years old when my brother Runo took me to my first football match. It was before Råsunda was built, so the match was played at Stockholm Stadium. Because I was so small, I didn't have to pay. I will never forget it. An AIK official lifted me over the turnstile so I could enter. Now, in retrospect, I think it was symbolic: I was lifted into the club, welcomed with open arms. That my club became AIK is not surprising because Djurgården was in a division below the highest and Hammarby was so far down in the divisions that the team was barely on the map. But the geographical location also played a role. If you were born in Bromma or to the north, you became a ‘Rat’ almost automatically, which was what they called us.

My first idol was AIK's goalkeeper Gustav ‘Gurra’ Sjöberg. He was a fixture in goal until AIK bought Hammarby's star goalkeeper Sven ‘Svenne Berka’ Bergqvist in the spring of 1936. He wore the goalkeeper shirt in our national team. Many AIK fans didn't like that Gurra was replaced in the goal because ‘Gurra’ Sjöberg was the AIK crowd's favourite. Instead of being disappointed, Gurra bit the bullet and fought even harder in training and eventually took his place back, which meant that Svenne Berka had to sit on the bench during the Allsvenskan (the Swedish top league) matches, even though he played in three international matches during that time. He soon returned to Bajen.

It wasn't long before I got to experience my first gold win with AIK - just two years after that match at the Stockholm Stadium. It was 1937 and I was about to turn eight. The season ended in the best possible way. AIK took home the gold with the club's biggest points margin so far, a whopping nine points. Unfortunately, I did not see the gold-winning match because I had contracted measles and was at home in bed. After that, the wait for an SM gold became all the longer - not until 1992 was it time again.

All in all, 1937 was a year that would become imprinted in many Rats’ memories. AIK had outgrown the Stockholm Stadium and had to move into the new national arena, Råsunda football stadium. Half the season was played at the Stockholm Stadium, and the team debuted on Råsunda's grass against Malmö on April 18th, in front of 24,761 visitors. I didn't have money for a ticket but I managed to slip into the game. We won 4–0 and Olle Zetherlund scored a hat trick. It was an almost magical experience, which made a huge impression on me. That seventy-five years later I would also be there when the last match was played at Råsunda feels today like a fairy tale.

It was a really good year. The move to Råsunda, SM gold and then a summer holiday with sun and play awaited. At that time, the football season began in autumn and ended in the spring. I was almost eight years old and for me the sun shone that year, but beyond my horizon the clouds of worry gathered. There was talk of the increasing instability in Europe. In Germany, Adolf Hitler and his National Socialist Party had been in power since 1933 and despite their anti-Semitic orientation, few could imagine that
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