Colwyn Bay U14’s Tour to France

18™-21% March 2011

Thisyeart he t our for the Under 14’ s took on an i
Continental Europe for the first time, to Paris. This was a bold endeavour but a necessary

part of the wish for every 6 Nations country to be visited by this fine group of players and

coaches.

As with every year it was an early start, 6.10am being the time to turn up which pretty much
everyone managed to adhere to and after the usual tucking in of vests by the parents,
distribution of red cross parcels and a few tearful goodbyes we were off, 25 kids, 8 adults
and 2 drivers from Abacab, owner Chris and Mike, his trusted lieutenant. Obviously, the
drivers were adults as well, so effectively there were 10 adults in total. The adults braving
the trip were:

Martin Kane, Gruppenfuhrer and chief German/Spanish translator (useful in France)
Aidan Shiel, coach and executer in chief
lan Roberts, coach, chief warmer-upper and all round good egg

David Edwards, nursery care advisor and to add a bit of class to proceedings



Mar k * Wi s hy add Hi &artsefn huenbudandtbring it back down again

Ted ‘Washyo BdwWawd$or plenty of ‘scouse j ok

David Lloyd-Jones, pitch preparation consultant and chief mechanic (as it happens)

lan Stroud, Scottish-French translation service and chief security officer (looked after the
money)

The plan for day one was to drive to an Independent school in Sittingbourne in Kent, play
them at rugby and then drive on to Paris arriving late at night. As we left, having checked
and rechecked that the kids had everything with them, Mark remembered he had forgotten
his shirt and tie, so we had to stop within 5 minutes to pick them up. This was, as it turned
out, fortuitous as lan R realised he had taken the car keys with him which were needed back
home....so they were returned. And we were worried about what the kids would forget!

All now resplendent in shirt and tie, we headed off, some of the tour veterans taking the

opportunity to get their heads down knowing what was in store, with others eating their

packed lunches, under sentence of death should they ruin their shirts with drinks or

chocolate. We needn’ t Wwaonheoftheadultswhe lanagdout t he
that feat within a relatively short space of time, tipping coffee over himself. To spare

blushes he will be given a pseudonym..... we shall call him Mr IR. A fine start !

The boys requested a DVD so, having had the foresight to bring several, we attempted to
play one, only to find out that the coach only had video, which baffled many of the boys
who had never seen such a thing before. It was VHS at least and not Betamax. A film from a
previous century was put on, and it was in colour as well which again drew gasps of
astonishment from the back, but it settled them down for the long journey ahead.

After fruit and energy drinks at a service station a quiz had been planned by lan S for
everyone’ s ent er t a tentioh&avel sickness bsd wap of avdidmg med p o
humiliation by being beating by the boys, but the others gamely took on the challenge

against the elite from the local schools. A mixture of sport, geography, history, food and

general trivia questions were asked, and some of them were even answered. The clear

winners were Gareth Mansfield and AdamStroud( no he hadn’t seen the
with a fantastic 52/70, who won 10 Euros each with Alex Harvey and lwan Coghlan coming

in second, to win gumshields, just pipping Jacob Weigh and Harri Chinery-Parkes on a count

back system. The adults faired indifferently with lan R coming in first with 51. However at

the bottom proving Gareth must have got his brains from his mother, was a person we shall

call Mr MM to preserve his dignity.



By the time we had got down to sunny Kent, the garden of England, it proved that the
reliable weather forecast of sun, sent to us by Martin was unreliable as it was cold and wet.
The boys were playing Borden, an independent grammar school, with a good rugby
reputation, who had previously been Kent champions, so although we hoped for the best,

we feared the worst. We n e e chavé dbne so as the boys from both teams gave us a great
game of rugby to watch. With Adam Stroud as captain, Bay dominated the early exchanges
with good forward pressure initially, but were thwarted
by a resolute defence. There was good passing out
amongst the backs, but it was to the pack where Bay
found eventual success, with some great picking up and
driving by a number of the forwards before Jordan
Edwards drove over from close range for the initial score.
Borden came straight back and scored fairly soon

afterwards, leading to a 5-5 half time scoreline. The home
team continued that good work after the break and throwing it wide exposed a gap in the
defence for another score. Crucially the conversion attempt hit the crossbar. At 10-5 down
Bay threw everything at Borden, with runs from Oliver Wood, Connor Harvey and Jake
Wilson drawing out good defence, and forward power in the shape of David Edwards, Joe
Pitts, Alex Harvey and Jordan Clemson gradually ;
wearing down the home team. This brought Colwyn
Bay dominance of the game in difficult conditions,
which made good handling of the slippery ball hard and
which sucked away energy, and it needed a piece of
individual excellence to draw the teams level, with
Remy Shiel breaking the defensive line and despite the

close attentions of two Borden players getting in under
the posts, allowing Harri Chinery-Parkes the simplest of conversions to put Bay in front, 12-
10. It was a lead they held until the final whistle, resulting in a fantastic victory for the team
which put them in great spirits. Despite the lack of opportunity for showers due to time
constraints for theferry,t he boys were on a high with
slightly deflated at the thought of having, at long last, a dirty kit to sort out. Both teams
played a great game in tricky conditions in a fine spirit which was testament to the boys
attitude and ability.
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Result: Borden Grammar School 10 Colwyn Bay U14’s 12

Having got back to the relative warmth of the coach, we took the short drive to Dover to

catch the ferry to France. Strict immigration controls are the order of the day with terrorist

threats a worldwide concern, so after driving straight through empty passport control gates

we drove on board for the 90 minute trip to France. Uncle Albert, aka Washy, was asked to

give his experiences of his sea faring days, and after explaining about the blunt end and the

sharp end of the boat he finally admitted th
no wheels to nick from it’. The boys therefo
nautical terminology. There is more of an Only Fools and Horses theme later on by the way!

The boys were given a pep t aldidanrmdant he do’ s &
unofficial quota that we could only afford to lose two boys overboard on the way out as a

maximum and that it could only be one each from the backs and forwards. To lose two from

one or other groups would be disastrous to the game plan. Luckily the ship was relatively

empty, although a coach load of French schoolgirls returning home elicited a modicum of

interest from some of our group who deemed themselves to be cool, and the type to buy

themselves aviator style glasses off a street vendor in Paris, given the opportunity. You

know who you are boys and when we get to the photos, so will everyone else! Martin

formally relinquished his responsibility over the language issues and promised no one would

now hear a peep out of him until he set foot back in the UK. You can guess how that went !

Food was taken on board and the duty free shop raided of anything that could conceivably
be considered unhealthy. Better clarify here, having consulted Mr DE, nursery care advisor,
we mean sweets rather than booze and fags. Am | alone in thinking that when you used to
visit the duty free shop in the good old days (yes, when everything was black and white
boys), that you actually got yourself something that was cheaper at home.

Before we knew it, we were relieved to know that the game plan was still on and that we

had in fact lost nobody overboard. It was back on the coach and for those who had never

visited France before and were staring out the window with anticipation , despite the

“BI ENVENUE EN FRANCE’ signs, .K3hduacvach was i n f
journey was required to Paris, with only a brief stop for the boys to buy more of the same



rubbish they had bought on the boat, just with foreign labels and with foreign cash.

Entering Paris, a few of the more observant, saw the Eiffel Tower, lit up. Some individuals

|l i kened it to Bl ackpool T ommeherneducationm fornydu! t he gl
We eventually arrived at our 3 star hotel, La Residence Internationale de Paris and having

negotiated the razor wire and security systems and having been allocated to their rooms the

boys went straight to their rooms to do their unpacking, which as every year, consisted of

tipping their bags upside down and shaking them. It should be noted however, in fairness to

them all, prior to that, anything sweet, sticky and unhealthy was carefully removed and

placed where the clothesshou | d h av e gaacnsethemsfaot drivgl!’ t

The rooms themselves were functional and ideal for what the boys needed... somewhere to
chuck their clothes and generally call home. Eventually they went to sleep, although a lot of
that was down to the fact that we had an early morning start to look forward to.

Day 2:

With Gruppenfuhrer Kane leading from the front, the boys were woken up for an early

breakfast and they all got down in time, albeit looking slightly the worse for wear. Still, we

weren’t on tour to catch up on our sl eep and
‘“ead much as you want’ buffet as |l ong as you
one croissant and a yoghurt. Orange juice and coffee were unlimited. Watching the boys

trying to sneak an extra croissant out was quite amusing, only to see them get rumbled at
‘“security’ . Still i n fairness it was suffici
sure they would have forsaken health for girth

if they had had the chance !

With Chris and Mike enjoying a leisurely
croissant in their hotel, unable to drive due to
driver hours regulations it was decided that the
trip to the Eiffel Tower would be on the Metro.
The map of the London Underground looks
decidedly straight forward compared to the
multi coloured spaghetti that is the Metro, but

with much confidence we bought 33 return
tickets and found the right line going in the right direction. 22 stops later we arrived at
Trocodero, one of the nearest stations to the Eiffel Tower. Emerging from the station there
was initial panic as no one could see the tallest building in Paris, but as we rounded a corner
there it was, in all its splendour. It is an impressive sight anyway but because there is
nothing around it of any height, it stands out even more magnificently. As the group went
down towards it, we were accosted by large numbers of hawkers selling quality bronze
replicas of the tower (I have put that in as many of you now have one at home). They were
told to leave us alone although they decided to do that off their own backs when a police
car arrived and they all went scurrying away, albeit not too far.



At the tower the sheer enormity of it impressed everyone and technical information was
provided for those who wanted to know, although the main question seemed to relate to
the fact that if it fell over how many people would it kill. Any with a fear of heights were

given bullish advise on ‘confronting fears’
basically read as ‘you’ve paid to go to the
fallen off the top for months so what was the problem!

The lift system was very efficient and got us quickly to the 2" stage before changing and

taking us to the top stage at 896 feet, although the actual height to the top of the antenna is

1063 feet. The view was awesome and even those who had had a little trepidation realised

that they had nothing to fear. Various landmarks were pointed out, such as Arc du

Triomphe, Notre Dame and Le Sacre Coeur and /

the boys took plenty of photos.

Once frostbite had started to take effect we

retreated back down to the second stage where

there was a small cafe and warm drinks and

snacks were had. Raids were made on the shop

within the Tower although those on a budget

were advised to wait to see if our friends the

hawkers wouldsellth em some bronzes’ for slightly 1| ess
their negotiating skills, with a bit of help from the adults to barter and get them down to
nice |l ow prices...... by the way it doesn’t
On the way back to the Metro we bumped into, as you do in a foreign capital city, Brian

Roberts the Rugby Club President who was hopefully impressed that firstly, we had actually

used the money to go away, and not painted our houses or bought new cars with it and

secondly that all the boys were smart, well behaved and being given a cultural input and
generally having a good ti me. Lucky he didn’

holding one of the hawkers upside down and robbing him of his mini Eiffel Towers while the
adults kept lookout!

That afternoon was to be our first
match in France, against Rugby
Olympique Yerrois who were based in
a small town just 12 miles South of
Paris. On the coach a full inventory
was done making sure we had
everything with us and off we went.
The Paris suburbs can be a bit grim
with lots of graffiti, tower blocks and
other featureless buildings so it was a
pleasant surprise to get to Yerres to




find it was surrounded by greenery, stables, chateaux and woodland

We were given a fantastic welcome by officials at the club although that may have been

tempered slightly once we realised that someone had left the kit and gifts at the hotel.

Initial suspicion was put on Aidan who in fairness took it on the chin, although later

investigation revealed the culprit to be David Lloyd-Jones, when the bag was found in his

room. He tried to accuse anyone who would listen that it must have been planted, but as a

| ocal | andscaper he should have known more t
finally accepted.

We were kindly lent the home teams spare kit
which seemed to impress the kids because of the
tight fitting material and the big flames design all
over it. In fairness they looked good in the kit,
despite the fact it was very similar to the home
teams’ first kit and it would be difficult to tell
who was who. Better than playing in their vests!!

Rules were discussed and explained to Martin,
who was asked to referee, with advice given on
basic commands in French such as scrum, advantage, penalty, offside, no hands etc etc. The
French at that age group, who are actually 13-15 year old, play 12 a side on a reduced pitch,
with no pushing scrums, no opposing hooking and no lifting in the line outs, so this was to
be a test in itself for the boys who had done all of these things for a couple of years.

Martin went into his warm up routine, which consisted of a strange manoeuvre that
resembled a pregnant ostrich trying to
lay a boiling hot egg, a move that was
beautifully replicated later on by the rest
of the team. He claimed to have seen
Didier Drogba doing this on TV, although
having since spoken to Didier he says that
it was indeed a parody of an ostrich
laying a boiling hot egg and bore no
resemblance to any stretching techniques
he was aware of.

The hosts had gone to a lot of trouble to make this a game the boys would remember, with
both teams emerging from the tunnel, then through a further tunnel made up of younger
children and then the teams lined up in front of their respective flags for renditions of both
national anthems... learn the words boys!! It was a great occasion, which added a bit of
glamour and occasion to proceedings and will hopefully live long in their memories and gave
it a real International feel. Well done to Olympique Yerrois... a great touch.



Captain, Remy Shiel got the game started with
both sides playing tight, forward dominated
rugby, and generally sizing each other up. As
would be the case throughout the game though, it
began to ebb and flow nicely, despite early
handling issues from both sides, with each side
dominating for short periods of time. As the game
became more expansive the traditional French

flair showed and their excellent outside centre
commenced the scoring with a break through the defensive line for the initial score, met
with loud cheers from the sizeable support who had come to watch. Once converted, Bay
then got into top gear and almost immediately Harri Chinery-Parkes went blind from an
attacking scrum catching the hosts cold and
running in to the corner to score. 7-5 to
France. Due to the 12 a side format it was
necessary for Bay to make regular
substitutions to ensure all who could play
did play. Great performances were put in by " P eranete
Kurt Taylor-Williams, Adam Smith, Daniel &% P SRV N S
Rees-Lloyd and Kieran Williams in the e ok S -

engine room, keeping the large and

powerful French forwards away from any
loose ball and some good breaks by George
Roberts, Luke Rawicki and Iwan Coghlan ensured that Bay enjoyed good periods of play
threatening the home try line. It was one such break that led to some ill discipline in the
home teams ranks which gave Bay a penalty about 15 metres out. Great thinking by Joe
Pitts, in taking a quick tap, allowed him to burst through a couple of tackles and go over for
a score to give Bay a 10-7 lead. The lead was short lived though as Yerrois came straight
back to score again just on half time to lead 12-10.

At this point it is only fair to mention the referee who during this game got himself the new
nickname of Del Boy Kane... not for his wheeling and dealing but
for his linguistic skills or should we say lack of them. Some great
examples emerged, which kept us watching hoards greatly
entertained. To start with, |
f avfoaorr please. .. which in faf
French. A list of several Kaneisms are listed below. Regular
references to being a good German speaker to his French hosts
which were made though is a bit like saying to a Cambodian that

Pol Pot was a gentle soul who respected his own people.
Martin...the French hate the Germans.



Wavinga | ad French | ad to come over to him whioc

plait’ became ‘Al l er, poffrenthfpasishir’ . . . whi ch i
Counting down a stationary maul was ‘five, f
No hands became ‘pas | es hands’ rather than

A reference that was made regularly was that we were going for a special meal on the last

night to the hotels Brassiere. This was said at least 20 times with even the Hotel manager

trying to correct him that it was in fact ‘B
our dinner from... brilliant!

The second half began well for Yerrois, quickly scoring another two unconverted tries to go
ahead 22-10, catching Bay cold. The hosts were much more expansive during the second
half, although the stand out piece of skill in the | ’
hal f ¢ a meHafri Chineny-PBrieywhs
faced with a wall of French defenders, did a

quick chip over the defensive line catching the
ball himself and sprinting under the posts for a
great score, which he converted (22-17). Two
further converted tries for the hosts, saw them
grab the game by the scruff of the neck, but Bay
never gave up, with Tom Jones leading from the
front and taking the game to the hosts until an unfortunate clash of heads with Jake Wilson
led to him having to leave the field. A score for Remy Shiel, with a typical break around the
defence gave Bay another score which was again converted before a dubious try for Yerrois
(main non!...Del Boy) right at the end gave the home team a deserved 43-24 win . Bay
played very well but seemed to suffer lapses of concentration at times allowing the home
team to break tackles and score tries that could have been prevented.

Result: Olympique Yerrois 43 Colwyn Bay U14’s 24

3 ! T — -
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The after match hospitality was great, with plates of meat and bread and cake laid out for
the boys and beer and some bread and meat to soak it up, for the adults. The hosts had
invited the local Mayor as well as other local dignitaries to the presentations which was a
great touch and we were provided with some great me me n ¢f ouf vgit. | had written a
speech in French to thank our hosts which seemed to go down very well, although one
attempt at humour that | had included was met with the sound of tumbleweed blowing
across the floor... obviously the joke got lost somewhere in the translation, but everyone
applauded when they were supposed to and any laughter was dignified and polite rather
than loud and sarcastic... so | class that as a result !!

Del Boys Specsaversr ef eree’ s shirt caused much amuseme:t
the awarding of the | ast try!) ,dontdemtbe ki ndl vy
hang up on their wall. We will send them a gold medallion to hang over the top of it.

We learnt a lot from the hospitality we received at Olympique Yerrois, in the manner it was
done with the national anthems, all of which added to the sense of occasion for the boys
and the parents. Thank you to them for a great day.

Straight from the match we headed back into Paris and to the Stade de France for the big

game, France versus Wales. Obviously the quality was not going to match that which we had

just witnessed in Yerres, but we were happy to go for second best. With England losing, this

gave Wales a chance of outright victory in the 6 nations, which the Welsh support obviously

and naively thought they had a chance to do. En route, we found out t
about a dozen different names, all of which he answered to including Jacko, Ted, Ed, Dave,

and Marcel (a name he had adopted just for the French trip). We were told that when back

home in Liverpool he adopted the names ‘ Nick
confirmed this! All these names were fortunate, as it was confirmed that when asked no

one actually knew his proper name including his son, David.

The ground itself was superb, built for the 1998 Football World Cup it still looked modern
and like all recent stadiums had great views from all round the ground. We had tickets in all
parts of the stadium so we divided the kids up
between us. Washy (Ted, Ed etc..) had the most
kids although with all his different identities he ‘
averaged out at one child per name so we felt that |

was fair. After getting hot dogs (and they quite
possibly were) on the way to the stadium we ran ? L
the gauntl et of the |0
sure how they knew we were from Wales

although Jacob Weigh dressed as a daffodil, David
Edwards as a leek with a dragon on his head, lwan



Coghlan draped in the Welsh flag and a number with Welsh flag tattoos on their faces

possibly gave the game away..... oh and the fact that we all had our splendid tour jackets

with us. Adam Stroud, showing his 7t generation French roots had a chicken on his head...

actually supposed to be a French Cockerel, although in fairness had Bernard Matthews been

there it would have been in a pot quicker th

The match itself was a bit of a disappointment for the Welsh fans, with Wales not really

turning up and the French deserving their convincing win. The atmosphere and banter with

the locals was entertaining and hearing the Marseillaise being blasted out by 75000 people

wasgr eat t o hear. By the end Jacobs’ daffodil
was still a great chance for the boys to be present at a live sporting event, which should

never be understated. The good news was that England were 6 Nations champions,

although not that many people necessarily agreed with that around the Stade de France.
There’'s always next year!

Being late home meant a change of plan for day 3, Sunday. The plan had been to take the
boys to a local indoor water park, but driver hours meant that by the time we would have
got there it would have been time to leave so that was abandoned. We were surprised at
breakfast to see David Edwards at breakfast.... but not half as surprised as he was to see

us... in fact anyone. He had strangely agreed to have his

eyebrows shaved off... presumably as a charity thing for comic

relief. This gave him a permanent look of surprise on his face

which caused much amusement at breakfast. This made for a

great family photo with Washy who had a permanent look of

fear on his face at the tho Falv i t o

i ndolads eh?

We decided to go back to the centre of Paris for a bit more sightseeing on a lovely sunny
day, so ensuring THE KIT was packed and that all the boys had been to the loo we were
taken through Paris and dropped off in the Place de la Concorde. From there we took our
‘ ; lives in our hands crossing some Parisian streets
to get to the Tuilleries and then were able to walk
towards the Louvre and the River Seine. This part
of Paris is beautiful with the historical buildings of
~ Frances royal past, | arge
gardens. Shame we had to spoil it, with George

Roberts being caught short a long way from any
toilets. Still when you’'ve
go, a rotcsurel anyane emen noticed to be

honest!




This picture shows a view looking across
the Place de la Concorde and down the
Champs Elysees towards the Arc du
Triomphe. Bearing in mind the Arc is over
a mile away it gives you the scale of the
thing. You can actually get to the top of it.
The group picture at the begining of this
report (yes | know its a long time
ago...but | have a lot to say) is also taken
at this point looking across towards the
Eiffel Tower

This photo is shot towards the Louvre,
which i f you don
many museums in Paris and famous for

housing the Mona Lisa among other
historical paintings. Despite Nicholas |
Inghams desire to want to go and ERRRRRRSS : J
remove it and take it home for his mum, | \“ H “ i[‘,! I |

it was decided that we would not tempt (SRR
fate and stayed o
to declare’ at Callig

embarrasing and possibly delayed our

return home!

There were the usual street vendors present
who obviously got mobbed by our group
looking for more quality gifts to take home.
On this occasion | think the beautiful
weather and Parisian chic got the better of
them as the boys made towards the poor
unfortunate who was selling sunglasses.
Various types of cool sunglasses were
bought, mainly Aviator style glasses, which
presumably are back in again... sorry boys

you are not at the cutting edge of fashion ...
watch Top Gun... Tom Cruise... 1986, historically just after the Jurassic Period and the
advent of colour onto the planet!! | am assuming that by the time Connor Harvey got there
they had run out of Aviators.

After our sightseeing trip we headed off to our next and last game, against RC Bagnolet, not
too far from where we were actually staying. They again had a small stadium and although



the welcome was not as well planned and intense as the one at Yerres we were still made to
feel very welcome. Despite having a fully qualified Doctor on hand, they had neglected to
supply a referee so Del Boy again had to pull on his shirt and shorts and step up to the plate.
Obviously not now having his Specsavers shirt meant he had to resort to wearing the shirt
given to him the previous day by Olympique Yerrois which carried their colours and badge.

We didn’t | ike to ask nvdisefBdgneletsotvdjestygnoreeit. e

t he

|l " m sure Del Boy would have been fantastic

catalyst for causing diplomatic incidents !!

g nunPoa " E—— i i -
& s} Luiand m Again the boys were playing a range of 13-15
- ] year olds and although some of them were

VVVVVV - very small, some were also very large, so the
boys expected a tough encounter.

Bay got off to the best possible start with a
powerful run from Joe Pitts to open the score
after only a minute. Converted by Harri
Chinery-Parkes. Bay could not initially
capitalise on that great score and the French
side, Bagnolet, came back into it using the size of their two props in particular to bash big
holes in the Bay defence and after a poor kick out of defences the home team seized on the
mistake to level the scoring at 7-7. Bay however are masters of overcoming upset and this
galvanised them into dominating much of the rest of the half, allowing Bagnolet no time on
the ball and using the strength of their own forwards such as Jacob Weigh, Nicholas Ingham
and Gareth Mansfield to push the slightly bigger French pack back allowing good quality ball
to emerge for the backs to gain valuable territory. Joshua Jones, Sean Harrison and George
Roberts all made vital contributions to the play and a combination of all these factors
helped Bay take control of the game scoring 3
further tries before half time through Connor
Harvey with a great turn of speed for the first,
Remy Shiel with one of his typical lazy runs
through and round several Bagnolet defenders
and Harri Chinery-Parkes for another after a
good passage of support play by the backs. With
conversions this left the half time score at 26-7 to
Colwyn Bay, despite a stone banker try being
disallowed by Del Boy on the stroke of half time

which even those watching from the surrounding flats had seen was grounded correctly.....
should have kept that Specsavers shirt. Never mind its only a game !!

a



There was no time to get complacent though on the hard and demanding pitch and Bay
started the second half as they had finished the first, perhaps dominating play even more
then they had in the first period, although the
match was a physically tough and demanding
one as the opposition became frustrated by
Bays ability to recycle any loose ball and turn
over possession from any situation. Remy Shiel
ran in his second try soon after the restart with
Iwan Coghlan converting to make it 33-7,
before the home team’s huge prop bulldozed

his way through a number of bay tackles to
reduce the deficit. Bay were told by Aidan not to let the home team get back into the game
and they took this advice seriously as they stepped up a gear with Harri Chinery-Parkes
scoring and converting soon after. From the restart came the best individual try of the day
and the tour from Remy Shiel. Catching the ball in his own 22 he ran the length of the pitch,
through, around and over the opposition to score under the posts and to finally break the
resolute resistance of the home team. With
Adam Stroud converting the try the score was
now 47-1 2 . B a yfinished therenthodigh as
they went for the jugular and looked to end the
tour on a high. Remy Shiel, scoring his 4™ try and
Harri Chinery-Parkes, his 3" made the final score
57-12. It was a great victory for the travelling
team and the match was played in generally good
spirits, even when Adam Smith managed to get a
certain part of his anatomy squeezed by one of

the home forwards !!

Result: RC Bagnolet 12 Colwyn Bay 57
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After wearily getting changed the home team laid on hospitality of bread, meats, cheese
and chocolate along with the statutory beers for the adults. Speeches and presentations
were made. With no one other than their Doctor speaking any English it was down to me to
try and bridge the gap. The Doctors English was limited to talking about surgical terms such
as cholecystectomies, endartectomies and hemorrhoidectomies. The latter was a
particularly uncomfortable subject to talk about when you had just picked up a handful of
raisins to eat. My speech had been totally re written due to the poorly received attempt at
humour the previous day and also so that it gave me the opportunity to thank the French
personally for assisting England in winning the 6 Nations the night before by beating Wales.
This was met with some laughter and some polite clapping, albeit through gritted teeth. Still
it made me smile !! Presentations were made to the players of the day on both sides with
those winning receiving caps, balls, shirts, key rings etc. Again we were made to feel very
welcome by the home team and we thank them very much for that.

The team returned triumphant to the hotel and prepared for a visit to the Brassiere.... sorry
Brasserie. The boys went off to pack initially,
which again, as previously, meant that they
picked up whatever was nearest to their bags
from where it had been discarded and shoved it
into their bags. Apologies if none of the clothing
they brought home actually belonged to them.
The boys tended to move around rooms a bit so

nothing should be read into the picture here as
to who’”s room it actul

The adults bought themselves a bottle of wine to share as a treat for the meal, but found

that it didn’t r e abllypyovidgd)duans atmistakevdy thehotela s even't
Maybe Del Boy was right to call it a Brassie
stomachs were filled and the boys were taken out after for an ice cream at a local restaurant

as a way of compensating them, much to the delight no doubt of the owner, who had been

waiting to get rid of her ice cream for weeks.

Early to bed for the boys (not complied with) and early to bed for the adults (not really

complied with either, although it was earlier than the boys) due to an early start in the

morning for the long trip home. Del Boy instructed everyone to be up and ready by 6am in

order to |l eave, on sentence of deat h. Fair d
only Del Boy who managed to be late !!

We had ordered a total of 66 croissants and pain au chocolats and bottles of water for
breakfast which myself and David Edwards picked up first thing. David did a good job of
waking up the rest of the neighbourhood with his ‘gentle’ knocking on the shutters to get
some attention from the apparently closed up shop, only to find the owner coming from the



totally opposite direction, having not arrived himself yet!! Food was scoffed and the journey
begun.

Calais was reached in time and security checks were done on the coach to ensure we had no
unwanted guests who wanted to cross the channel with us. Having failed to get Immigration
to detain Wishy and Washy, who we swore we had never seen before, we boarded the ferry
on a beautifully calm day. In fact it was so calm that lan Roberts even managed to eat
something in the restaurant on the boat. A number of full English breakfasts were had by
parents and kids alike, and then the shops were raided and various presents bought for
wives, mothers, girlfriends (all three in some cases possibly).

Having got back into the UK we then made god time for
our trip to the home of Rugby, Twickenham. The
museum had been opened especially for us and proved
a good hour spent looking round the various exhibits
and giving a few of the boys to test their strength on
the scrum machine. There was one exhibit there that
none of the Welsh contingent had seen before which

caused a lot of confused looks until one of the English
contingent told them that it was the Rugby World Cup!

We were then given a full tour of the ground by Lawrence, one of the local guides, and we
were lucky enough to go to a number of areas normally off limits, such as the hospitality
boxes, the RFU committee rooms, the royal box, into the home changing rooms as well as
onto the pitch (well the edge of it anyway). It was
a great tour and hopefully soon we will be able to
return to watch a game there as well. They were
preparing the ground for a match the following
weekend between the Crusaders and the Sharks,
from New Zealand and South Africa respectively,
hence the lighting rigs on the grass to encourage
it to grow. This was obviously of interest to David
Lloyd-Jones who you could see was in his
element. His attempt to put in a tender bid to cut

the grass, was however, turned down.

The boys then had a chance for one last spend-fest in the England Rugby shop with various
bits and pieces being bought, with many of the boys and shamefully, some of the parents,
attempting to but only goods which had no England logos on them.... shame on you!



Back on the coach for the last leg and good time was made out of the rush hour traffic of
West London only for the coach to suddenly grind to a halt on the M40, near Banbury. Our
resident mechanic along with Chris and Mike tried to sort the problem out whilst the rest of
' W us had to stand behind the barriers waiting for
the hour and a half it took to realise that we
had no fuel and for that to be rectified. We
have all seen coaches stranded on the hard

shoulder with groups of people standing

miserably next to it and inwardly or even

outwardly laughed at their misfortune.... now

it was our turn... As they
around, comes around’ . I n
fuel gauge had hidden the problem, but after a

while we were back on our way before stopping again for a much needed refreshment stop

with a burger or KFC meal b 0 u gHe tnandge@l toeae v er y o n
both before anyone el se had fini?shed. .. didn

After that it was a straight forward return to Colwyn Bay, for the kids to fall wearily into the
arms of their parents and for another years tour to end.

It was, and | speak for everyone, a great success and a fantastic time was had by the boys
and the parents who went with them. Our thanks go to Martin (using his real name again)
for organising the tour in conjunction Tours4.com, Abacab for their great service and the

representatives and players of all three clubs we played, should they ever choose to read

this report, who provided us with a great welcome and hospitality.

Of course we could not end without thanking Aidan and lan, for their coaching skills, as well
as all the other parents who attended for helping out and mucking in.

Finally a big thank you to all the boys, whose behaviour was, as on every other tour,

exemplary, and who played rugby to a great standard and are now qualified International

rugby players (well i n our eyes anyway) and al
wherever that might be.

A bientot



Aaaahhhhh !l



