My Induction - September 1993 - Heavy

After signing up with the Strangeone brothers at the AU freshers mart, Wakey the Club Captain left me with the order, 'Wear a silly hat'. Jon Strangeone offered me a lovely red balaclava and I was all set. It was a 7.00pm meet at The Golfers, in the days before it was owned by Keele SU, and the upstairs bar had been reserved for the club. Well I don't know if it had actually been reserved or whether the wall of noise kept everyone away but we had it to ourselves. The big circle was formed and the Keele wave began. 
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Buckets of a unique variation of Black Velvet were placed in the centre of the circle. Guinness, cider and blackcurrant is always a winner. Jon had informed me that it would go to the legs but not the head and I didn't quite believe him, like the young idiot I was. Never having been subjected to downing pints in this sort of forum before, and being a lightweight drinker in a heavyweight’s body, it was not easy to do. However, under pressure you must never show your fear so I promptly poured about 3/4 down my throat and the rest down my shirt. And so the drinking began. I managed to get Coochy as my dad, and our father/son trick involved singing a bawdy ballad accompanied by the baring of our buttocks.  It was about then that the drink kicked in.

All I really remember is standing on a stool jumping up and down and then falling off, screaming that I was going to relieve myself on the football pitch. Which I did. I also seem to remember wiping my arse on a poster in Barnes laundrette while some poor girl was doing her laundry. The event then proceeded onward to Lindsay Cafe Bar, with all aboard the good ship Lloyd-Jones. If memory serves me right, everyone was clumsily falling about the place and then somebody stole the clock, a table and a few chairs. I will claim a chair but any takers on the rest? I do recall someone had to return the clock under a threat from Sandra.

After that, the human snake of doom slithered its way down to Union Square, which summarily had the shit kicked out of it and we were again asked to depart. In fact, the cry of, 'Lets Trash Union Square' was something of a rallying call to arms that year I recall, eh Lloydy. I went to the cash machine, with Coochy and Kirky in tow, Kirky managing to hit the £100 withdraw button on the machine. After that it still remains a bit sketchy but I remember hitting myself repeatedly over the head with a beer tray in Sam’s' Bar, and being shown Wakeys extra testicle, the result of a severe hernia. Happy days and a fine introduction to Keele.

