BEDFORD 2002 – THE GORY DETAILS 
INFLATABLES!

Once upon a time there was a church.  It was a pretty church, set on the side of a hill, next to a green field in which horses frollicked, butterflies flitted and on which the sun always seemed to shine.

One sunny Saturday morning, a jolly gathering of 13 men, 4 ladies (two of them inflatable), an inflatable ant, an inflatable football referee, and an inflatable sheep, met outside said church, and in four cars set off up the historical coaching route prosaically described as the A1.  150 short minutes later, the said jolly party rendezvoused at the quaintly named Shakespeare Hotel in the fine historic town of Bedford.  The hotel management was delighted to receive such a respectable, fine group of upstanding citizens (apart from one who had forgotten to pack any spare underpants).

So far, so good. The cocktail bar in the hotel's Romeo & Juliet restaurant notched up the first sales of the day, which was enough to stimulate the collective palate to such an extent that an adjournment to the Three Tuns was proposed, and passed unanimously. A slight cock-up on the sandwich front led to triple-decker sandwiches having a rather unconventional two decks, but the compensatory (and complementary) bowls of french fried potatoes were well received, at least until Garrard D drenched one in a rather dubious red condiment manufactured by Messrs Heinz.

All too soon, it was time to move on to Biddenden village green (dragging both junior Garrards, Hobbs and Grace away from their fifth pint), and what a ground!  Executive dwellings looked down upon a large playing area, and a pavilion of truly cathedral-like dimensions.  Details of the game itself are chronicled elsewhere on this site, but the spirit in which the game was played was entirely in keeping with the ecclesiastic nature of the combatants.  In a gesture of warmth and friendship, all 22 players were presented with a chilled bottle of Stella as they left the arena of play.  

A brief but convivial return to the aforementioned Three Tuns served as an aperitif to a sumptuous banquet of a meal back at the Shakespeare.  So far, so good, but the turning point was reached when the decision was taken by the twenty-somethings that, rather than hit the lively nightlife of Bedford, they would remain with their elders (but, alas, not betters) and give further custom to the cocktail bar mentioned above. One drink led to another, and before we knew what had happened, the landlord was calling last orders at the seemingly reasonable hour of midnight.  This led to a frenzied run on the bar, involving quadruple rounds being got in.  Sadly, the quality of the behaviour was in inverse proportion to the consumption of fluids.  Special mention must at this point be made of Shaw, D, and Morley, J, both of whom declined to be part of the later debauchery, and retired to their respective chambers before 1am. 

What ensued scarcely bears documenting, but in the interests of historical accuracy, the lowlights were:  Garrard D groping the landlord's daughter (jealousy is such a powerful emotion), Grace, D and Garrard, J, both being emotionally moved to such an extent that they felt it expedient to display their buttocks (and sundry dangly bits) to public scrutiny (not to mention ridicule), the Director of Music directing something quite unmusical, Gunson, N, chatting up anything that moved (and one or two that didn't move), Garrard, J, fostering multicultural links with a friend from the tropics, the entire party (plus some late-arriving wedding guests) serenading our noble skipper with an in-depth analysis questioning (a) his beauty, (b) the point of his existence, and (c) his usefulness to mankind as a whole.  After Shocks (both blue and red) were taken at around 2.15am, and shortly after Garrard, J, decided to re-view his entire evening's intake.  He then departed from the field of battle, ably assisted by his noble father.  Later highlights included Garrard, D, politely informing the landlord of how he should run his establishment, and Hobbs, C, re-enacting the spirit of the humourous BBC1 light entertainment programme 'Changing Rooms' by changing the appearance of the sink in the bathroom. 

Sad to report, gentle readers, that a mere 3 people attended church the following morning.  The rest of the party spent the morning in private prayer and contemplation.  

11.30 - check-out and on to pastures new - The Park public house, where the traditional hangover cure of more alcohol was administered.  The ground was slightly less poetic than that on the previous day (still several notches up on Goddington, however), but the opposition were just as friendly, and even easier to beat. Tired and emotional, our final stop was at the swish de Pals (?) hotel, next door to that seat of academic excellence, Bedford School. The last of the fines were levied, fond farewells were exchanged, and the intrepid tourists departed, taking with them many memories and leaving behind both new friends and old.  For the record, the touring party consisted of:

Boniface, C (got to church), Boniface, O (didn't have a fag, honest), Boniface, P (why was he born so beautiful...), Garrard, C (baaa), Garrard, D (anyone got any toilet paper?), Garrard, J (unleash the...contents of my stomach), Garrard, M (maintained dignity throughout), Grace, D (101 things to do with a dead ant), Gunson, N (well, she didn't look too bad to me), Hobbs, C (breakfast was when?), McKeer, A, (does my stomach count as an inflatable?), Morley, J (I didn't think you got an edge), Shaw, D (I've paid for my dinner on my own credit card in Poona, and I'm bloody well going to do so here as well), Wanostrocht, D (finally got revenge on an adolescent female), and Winter, G (make up your own insult).  Next year - Barbados.
