The Amsterdam Tour 1995 - The First Crusade - By Heavy

Keele University Rugby has always had a mixed history when it comes to tours abroad. I remember when I arrived in 1993/94, the club hadn't been on tour for some time due to little things like censures and an incident on the Isle of Man. So I counted myself very fortunate that at the end of my first year it was decided that the club should venture abroad again. The task of organising the whole thing was put down to Brian 'Capable' King. And so we held our collective breaths in anticipation. 

Brian did us proud by picking the delightful venue of Amsterdam. The choice was rationalised by the idea that the Dutch were an emerging rugby nation and may provide some interesting opposition. Whatever the real reasons, it proved to be a popular choice and people duly signed up. To be fair to Brian, it was never going to be easy collecting money from a bunch of layabouts like us. It obviously became a stressful time. And as a sign of good faith, when he asked for an extra £20 from everyone a week before the tour to cover 'Currency fluctuations' we all coughed up. And to be honest, it was a masterly stroke of deception on the part of Kingy and I feel that he should be applauded for it.

Tour rules that were established were the usual no kicking during games, beards to be grown and kept for the tour and the purchase of a pirates outfit. I was suitably honoured to be asked to take on the role of tour judge, and hold daily court for crimes on tour. And so I spent a full day crafting a judges wig out of a red swimming cap and 24 rolls of toilet paper. With those preparations the tour was all ready to go.

The coach picked us up and we found we had a particularly nice chap driving us about, a veteran of several rugby tours. He wasn't even overly upset when the boot flew open a small distance down the M6 and Nick Walkers clothes went flying across all three carriages. He simply kept on driving as we all laughed heartily. When we reached Hull ferry terminal we disembarked the coach in full pirate gear and stormed the ferry. The 4-piece Dutch oom-pah band that were playing to greet passengers shat themselves and ran. The captain looked slightly bemused, but obviously knew something that we didn't. The weather was an absolute bastard across the North Sea and we had a very long crossing ahead.

The crossing was a mixed bag. I played the fruit-machines in Dutch with the Strangeone brothers. Tom, Jelly and others lost heavily at the casino. Most got pissed and danced in the tiny nightclub area. A couple, can't remember who, actually managed to get laid in a cabin somewhere (names please!). I personally rounded the trip off by tying myself to a bench on deck with my belt to try and sleep as the crossing was so rough and I was on the verge of vomiting heavily. But after 20-ish hours we arrived in Holland.

We drove to Amsterdam and to our delightful hotel, The Kabul. A backpackers paradise, it couldn't have been better placed being slap-bang in the middle of the red-light district! The stairs were like the north face of Everest, a near-impossible challenge when sober, fatal when pissed or stoned. And one or two peoples' beds bore the evidence of previous occupant’s anal contents. But minor things aside, a fine base for operations.

The first game was against a team whose name fails me. They were a university side too and recognised the fact that we were all absolutely hammered. It had been snowing the morning of the game and was a less than pleasant pitch. The opposition were all bloody huge, but fortunately seemed to have failed to grasp the basics of rugby. I think we won the game, but some people did break the rules of no-kicking so a court session was immediately convened after the game. Our hosts seemed greatly amused by the antics of naked table dancing, and I believe there still exists photo evidence of Coochie starkers and bearing evidence to it being a very cold day indeed. All in all it was a good first game.

That evening was a bit blurred for me. I know some members of the party took advantage of the hospitality that Amsterdam has to offer, and most indulged in a more relaxed form of entertainment.  Brian, Lloydy, Pat Sneyd our American tourist and I went round the corner to the Grasshopper cafe and got very stoned. I got a little too carried away, with eating, smoking and drinking it all at the same time which left me in a very precarious mental state. It ended with an ambulance arriving, me going on a respirator and listening to Lloydy trying to chat two girls up outside. I think he requested a certain personal favour from them at which point they suggested that he attempt to do it to himself, and that I drop dead. In a true act of friendship Lloydy launched into a verbal assault on the girls which had me laughing and failing to breath all at once.

[image: image1.png]



The next day was another game of rugby. We were to play Utrecht who were a reasonable Dutch side. Again they were all huge, apart from their hooker who was bald beyond belief. Still a little messed up I placed a bounty of 100 guilders on the bald blokes slaphead. It took all of a few minutes for a maul to form where the spectators were treated to the sight of Beardy popping up out of the mass and looking round furtively. On spotting the shining head he launched himself forward and began slapping in earnest. Three full blows landed and we were all pissing ourselves on the sidelines. The game produced another priceless moment when Stig was sent off. Almost in tears, Stig told spectators that this was his first ever sending off. We simply laughed even harder. And funnily enough I think we lost that game.

Back in Amsterdam we went on a mass bar crawl. Stig had brought along his brother, known to most of us as 'The Beast'. A very large young man with a propensity for cider, he and Stig were at their amusing best that evening. Everything was going fine until we reached a small backstreet bar and Stig and The Beast had some bizarre argument about nothing. As we left the bar and walked down the street, The Beast took to occasionally running up behind Stig and hitting him in the head. Eventually it began to boil over and the pair were separated, with everyone laughing under their breath. The Beast dissapeared, and surfaced the next day having slept in a gutter. Nobody had dared steal his passport, money or attempt to harm him due to his worrying appearance.

The journey back was somewhat more subdued, with people either knackered from drinking or attempting to smoke the last of their dope. And that is really where things end. We got the ferry, returned to Keele and it took a good week to recover. A splendid tour indeed.

