Tom and The Bottle of Whiskey - by Mark Hough, using a green Crayola crayon) 

I have one indistinguishable memory of Keele rugby which will for ever live with me. Some of you may remember it, as it is a true story based on fiction. 

It was the year of our Lord Nineteen Hundred and Ninety Six. The location initially was the M6 south bound on a typically cold wet Wednesday evening. The main player's in this tail of woe were "The Ginger lady" (i.e. a bottle of Cheap Whiskey) and her sidekick Tom Stanford. 
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My version of this story is as follows: - 
It was a day of celebration, not only had we won our rugby game but it was Stanf's Birthday. The usual japes and “tomfoolery” had started in earnest and all was well in our circle of friends. Having fixed the weekly raffle for a bottle of Happy Shoppers finest 6 month old Malt Whiskey, it was decided that Tom should win, to our delight and especially Tom's he began to devour the whiskey from the Bottle. Now, in those days there were a number of people who I respected, but somewhat feared due to there obscene tolerance of Alcohol, Tom was not one of them!

Having drunk the majority of the bottle in one go, things could only have gone down hill. The concerned look on the faces of others was compounded by toms cry of "Oh no, what have I done!” 

Some 20 minutes later the Olympic torch was lit and the Games really began! 

When we arrived at Keele, Tom had discovered the Gloves he was wearing had a life of their own and split personalities. This rendered tom helpless as he was only able to watch what his hands were up to. The beautiful shapes his hands made showed Toms hidden artistic talent for mime! Yet all beauty has its Dark side and as People (Girls) grew tired of Toms hand-on action, “well Fuck off then you lezzer".

Later in the evening BACK to H21 in Barnes. Tom decided that he should COOK himself in our oven. Striping to his pants (a particularly nice pair of green briefs) Tom covered himself in flora cooking oil and seasoned himself in sea salt and black pepper. To add a Mediterranean feel he finished himself off with courgettes. By now the oven was hot and Tom climbed in head first. Tom began to sweat!!! and took on a distinctive red glow!

He then decided to go walk about and enter next door flat the home of a blond fat bird Tanya, she was rather annoyed when she found out tom had wiped his arse on her pillow, leaving golden pubic hairs and a faint smell of Madras!

The larking around continued as Tom in the spirit of Young Webb Ellis invented naked rugby, which if I remember correctly was a sport Hev, Bri etc played on a regular basis. I enjoyed the evening immensely and good fun was had by all!

