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British & Irish Lions 2001 ï Australia 

 

 

 

 

 

ñBloody Gillard ï Aussie Bastardò 

This is the tour diary of 3 ex-Christchurch RFC players on the tour to Australia in 2001 

Andy Clayton 

Andy Dowthwaite 

Michael Hunt 

 

 

 

No animals were hurt in the compilation of this tour diary (although a 

few Lions were cut and bruised, some Cockatooôs had their wings 

clipped and one Lion and a few Wallabies were badly beaten!) 

 

Brisbane  ̧   

Sydney  ̧ 

Coffs Harbour  ̧    

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ !ǳǎǘǊŀƭƛŀΣ ǘƘŜ ƳȅƻǇƛŀ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ 

The '89 Lions? Vicious, disgraceful, beyond the 

pale. The Waratahs? "Aw mate, they were just 

ǎǘƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΦέ 
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Day 1 ς 23rd June 

Made a decision to travel relatively late in the day and even though travel arrangements were easy 

to set up we were short of tickets. Easy Campese, 

we have a good contact in Australia who we had 

worked with for a couple of years. Dave Gillard ς 

come over any time and let me know I will sort it 

out. Made contact and tickets were duly promised ς 

άjust leave it with meέ. Unfortunatley three weeks 

before we are due to set off Gillard (Aussie Bastard) 

duly let us know he has failed to secure tickets for 

the main test. We decide to travel to anyway.  

The Flight 

²ŜΩǊŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƻƴƭȅ ƧǳǎǘΦ  ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ hƭŘ aŀƴ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻƴ нмst June he left Poole with 

a house full of moving crates and an ear full of complaints ringing out. Good excuse to leave the 

house early and in the days before cheaper international mobile calls the promise of some peace 

and quiet, and the vain hope that the mess at home sorted by the return. Picked up Big Andy on the 

way through Cristchurch and meet up with Mikey at Heathrow.  A bit of breakfast washed down with 

Guiness and we depart on the lunch time flight. 

As we settled into the flight the problems of three ample framed rugby players sat together in three 

seats in cattle class for 13 hours to Singapore became apparent. A bit of a squeeze to say the least. 

Nothing for it but to drink youself stupid and try and sleep. Having been to Ozz a couple of times 

already ( Big Andy had also been cattle class for one of those trips ς jǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ remind him of it, long 

bout of whinging ensues) the problems of getting pissed, sleeping and then waking up with a 

hangover all before we had even got to Singapore should have been more apparent. Brief smoking 

break for Mike gives some respite in Singapore and then ƛǘΩǎ back on the plane for stage two. Big 

Andy does the decent thing and stands for the next 8 hours at the back (probably driven away by 

combined snoring). 

Day 2 ς Sydney 

Arrive early evening in Sydney and head straight to hotel in the city centre. Big Andy has done a 

grand job and furnished two rooms at the Sydney Marriott on his points ς worth all those months in 

Swindon and Cairo.  Feeling active we hit the pool for a swim before heading to The Rocks for a quick 

couple of beers.  General enthusiasm having got off a 24 hour flight sees the first challenge of the 

tour which was to have a drink of every Tequilla based drink in the bar ς which developped into 

drinking a shot from the dustiest bottles on the bar.  Mikey bailed out early lŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ !ƴŘȅΩǎ 

to drink what was left including trying to buy some of that attractive looking bright blue stuff they 

used to clean the bar.  After being refused nothing left for it but to head to McDonalds for a burger. 

This of course had the usual consequence of a call on the great white telephone once back at the 

hotel.  {ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ōǳǊƎŜǊΦ  
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Day 3  - Sydney 

aƻǊƴƛƴƎ ōǊŜŀƪǎ ŎƭŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǳƴƴȅΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ƛǘΦ L opt for more 

sleep whilst Andy and Mike head out for breakfast sympathetically bringing back orange juice as a 

bribe to get up before we head out for some sightseeing. Morning papers still full of the fall out of 

ǘƘŜ ά²ŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀǊǊŀǘŀƘǎέ ƻƴ {ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅΦ 5ǳƴŎŀƴ aŎ/ǊŀŜ ƎŜǘǎ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎŜǾŜƴ ǿŜŜƪ (which was a 

pointless exercise as it was the Australian off-season and the seven week ban amounted to a zero 

game ban ban) ŦƻǊ Ŧǳƭƭ ōƭƻƻŘƛŜŘ ŀǎǎŀǳƭǘ ƻƴ hΩDŀǊŀ ς he was provoked and had to respond with a 

dozen punches to the prone Lion. 

Looking good! but feeling like shit after bad burger the 

night before. 

CƛǊǎǘ ǎǘƻǇ άaŎ5ƻƴŀƭŘǎέ ŦƻǊ ŀ Ƴƛƭƪ ǎƘŀƪŜ ǘƻ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ 

stomach ς good to note no food poisoning repeat 

from the night before. Fully refreshed catch a bus to 

Bondi to have a look. Had a look, great and made 

straight to a neaby Cafe for a cooked breakfast ς 

whilst Mike went searching for an internet café for 

some dubious email correspondance.  Feeling much 

ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ƻƴ ǘƻ ²ŀǘǎƻƴΩǎ .ŀȅ ŦƻǊ [ǳƴŎƘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ 

ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊ .ƛƎ !ƴŘȅΩǎ ǇŜƴŎƘŀƴǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎǊƛǎǇ 5Ǌȅ 

Chardonnay and despite 

this have a decent lunch at 

5ƻȅƭŜΩǎ on Watsons Bay 

before heading back to the city centre on the water buses.  Trying to rustle 

up some Lions memorabilia, they had run out in the UK, we spotted a 

particularly crap Lions hat. This was duly purchased and designated the hat 

of shame, to be worn for 24 hours by the most deserving candidate.  To celebrate we retire to the 

pub to observe the tour rules; 

¶ р ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ tequila  

¶ All to drink a round of the chosen tipple. 

Spotting my slightly green tinge after the night before Big 

Andy called for a round of baileys. Despite my protestation 

that merely calling for Baileys on a rugby tour was a crime, 

suitable of heavy punishment, the drink was duly purchased. 

My failure to drink the vile shit was deemed worthy of the hat 

of shame for the next day.  Worth the shame. 

View from the Exec Lounge at the Marriott 
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Second major problem now emerges. Have booked the trip on the promise from Dave Gillard  

(Aussie Bastard)that he can source tickets for the matches. However, just before we set off Gillard 

ŀŘǾƛǎŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛŎƪŜǘ ƭƛƴŜ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ and he had failed to secure tickets for 

the First Test. He had though secured tickets for the NSW Country match in Coffs Harbour and for an 

Aussie Rules match in brisbane on Friday. These were posted to the Marriott but by Monday night 

still no tickets. Frantic late night calls to Gillard who confirms tickets sent days before and blames 

Aussie Post Office. 

Day 4 - Coffs Harbour - 26th June 

Early flight and 

lack of tickets 

sees us up early 

to check the post 

ς big relief as the 

tickets arrive in 

the early post but 

the reason for the 

late arrival (and 

also an insight 

into the reliability 

of the Gillard) is 

ǘƘŜ άUnderpaid 

tƻǎǘŀƎŜέ ǎǘŀƳǇǎ 

all over the 

envelope and 

demands for 

additional $$ to 

be paid to the Post Service (also note the cheapskate even stole company headed envelope) ς 

actually the Marriott hotel recognising the supreme status of Big Andy, picked up the charges ς it 

was at this point that the full benefits of earning elite status in a hotel chain which has hotels in 

future Rugby tour venues became so obvious Make note for future expeditions. 

Relieved we fly up to the teeming metropolis of 

Coffs Harbour in the north of New South Wales 

which is a holiday resort and the centre of the 

banana growing region as demonstrated by the 

30 foot plastic banana on the edge of town.  

Grab taxi to our motel which 

is not quite up to the 

standards of the Marriott but 

not planning to make much use of it. Check in, drop bags and head out for a late 

breakfast/early lunch. Not a very compact town so a decent walk follows, just 

enough to build an appetite and identify a distinct lacks of places (bars) to visit. 



  Page 5 of 14 

 

Also described as the holiday coast of NSW however in 

winter the main action seemed to be at the nearby 

bowling club. 

As is standard on a rugby tour, a big fry up was in order 

in anticipation of a little drinking in the afternoon. At 

this point Big Andy, relaxing in the warm sunshine 

muses aloud that he quite fancied a side order of lightly 

steamed broccoli, (did he really say that out loud). After 

the round of Baileys the night before this was too much to take and he was immediately awarded 

the hat of shame for the next day and re-christened Al Dente (or Big Al as he likes to be known). 

Have to take a taxi as the ground is a couple of miles outside of town. The taxi driver causes minor 

panic as he tells us so many fans turned up the night before that the three bars in town had run out 

of beer and they had to send out for an emergency delivery.  

Arrive at the ground to find there are only 800 seats in the stand the rest is an open amphitheatre, 

however at least Gillard has got us a good position in a section next to the stand in glorious sunshine 

with access to the bar which does have ample supplies of beer. 

NSW Country 3 ς 46 British and Irish Lions  

Players arriving at the ground all very low 

key but is a clear and sunny day for a 

match against an amateur side. Those 

playing are unlikely to be in the Test side 

for Saturday so may take the edge off the 

game. Nothing for it but to see if they 

have any beer at the bar. Some big names 

playing anyway, including Matt Dawson, 

Martin Corry, Austin Healy, Jason Leonard, 

Iain Balshaw, Colin Charvis and Neil 

Jenkins (Ginger Monster).  

Jason Robinson is in a suit so could be 

starting in the first test before he has 

even started for England. Other suits 

include Richard Hill, Scott Quinell, 

Uncle Fester, Rob Howley and Martin 

Johnson. Dallaglio is injured and 

about to head home Jonny Wilkinson 

is on the field but only for some more 

kicking practise ŀƴŘ wƻƴŀƴ hΩDŀǊŀ ƛǎ 

wandering around boasting more 

stitches than a university student's scarf from Saturdays ά²ŀǊ with the Warratahsέ but the swelling 

has already gone down. Looks like the making of a decent team for the match on Saturday. 
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Spot Richard Hill by the stand ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ {ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅΣ ŎƭŀƛƳǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ 

announced ōǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘ. Also Neil Jenkins nearby (sub editors note - memory seems to recall 

you holding out programme to be autographed 

ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎ άbŜƛƭΣ bŜƛƭΣ bŜƛƭέ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ 

come over so you could pull away the programme 

and hurl abuse for all those points scored as a 

Welsh git! ς 9ŘƛǘƻǊΩǎ ƴƻǘŜ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭƭȅ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 

remember it like that at all) ōǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ want to talk 

to the Welsh Git ς scored too many points against 

England to be tolerated even on a Lions tour. 

Good crowd of about 6,000 mainly Lions fans so 

can see why the bars ran dry the night before. 

Apparently there are a couple of trains a day from 

Sydney stopping at Koffs  providing easy access 

for the travelling hordes ς level of Lions support is 

unbelievable.  

Game turns out to be an easy victory without 

being too exciting, long periods of dross followed 

by quick scores from the backs. Good 

entertainment anyway. Retire to the bar for a 

couple of celebratory beers and to ponder how to get back into town as there are no buses. Do 

nothing 

for now, 

ŀǎ ǿŜΩǊŜ 

men and 

it usually 

works, 

keep 

drinking 

and see 

what 

turns up.  
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As luck would have it 

loitering in the bar 

turns up trumps once 

again. One of the bar 

maids is going to be 

working at the Coffs 

Harbour Rugby Club 

in the evening where 

the Lions will be going 

for a dinner. She 

offers us a lift to the 

club when she is 

finished at the 

stadium ς sorted, 

couple more beers 

and we are off.  

Thought she was a 

committee member of the local rugby club who were hosting the event and she wanted to get more 

drinkers there ς we turned up and had a few drinks but dinner at the club turns out to be a 

sponsored, 

event, 

populated by 

lots of the 

GulliversΩ  

clones, in a tent so with little opportunity to blag our way in we stick to the bar for a little more light 

refreshment and after the Lions pass through we decide to head back and to try for more action in 

town. Lions supporters travelling with GulliversΩ (the travel company) have all been kitted out in 

what looks like identical uniforms, all sit together at the ground, all are bussed around and all look 

even older than I am ς well organised but I think we prefer the free-wheeling disorganised chaos 

that we have managed to arrange (on the assumption that we actually get hold of some tickets ς 

Bloody Gillard, Aussie Bastard). 
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Day 5 ς Coffs Harbour Again 27th June 

Have planned an extra day in 

Coffs harbour in theory to go 

Whale watching but this is off for 

the day due to inclement weather 

and have to go for a bracing walk 

on Muttonbird Island instead ς 

the only thing we could find to do 

ς helps with the hangover as well. 

[ƛƻƴΩǎ fans seem to desert the 

town on mass on the way to 

Brisbane leaving the place feeling 

like a ghost town. The resulting 

quiet day in town as the leaves us 

free to play mini golf, try out the 

swimming  pool at the motel (well 

Andy tried the water the rest of 

us give it as miss as Andy leaps 

cursing and screaming from the 

pool looking a distinct shade of blue). Nothing left but to head for a Thai meal (BYO). Agree that the 

Aussies are good for something as a couple of decent bottles of grape juice procured from a local 

garage, followed by a few more beers in the evening. Hit a local bar that is having a talent contest 

though not much in evidence there. Upside is that at closing time the landlord packs all remaining 

customers into an old minibus and runs us all into town to a late bar. 

A number of pool tables free at the bar where we end up playing the local aboriginals for money. 

They were crap and initial stake of $10 (about £3) soon escalates to decent money as we keep 

doubling up. At this point his scary girlfriend and friends turn up. Andy C and Mike decide it was time 

for the old man to lose gracefully (sub editors note; the old man having consumed far too many 

Bundaburg Rum cocktails and Ozzie amber nectar and was incapable of noticing that the scary 

girlfriend was actually a mob of Aboriginal monsters who looked like skinning some Poms was part 

of their normal evening entertainment. Losing was even more necessary because the pissed up old 

man, who could seemingly communicate on their level through the 

medium of northern grunting, whilst having to hold onto the side of the 

pool table to keep himself vertical, was still beating their champion and 

taking away valuable money - now almost into the £20 Great British 

Pounds level) which they looked as if they had earmarked to be spent 

on the best meths that money could buy and they ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ the 

victory celebrations were in keeping with the occasion). Decide to heed 

their advise and lose gracefully so pot the black out of turn with 

mutterings of good game and ǿŜΩǊŜ out of there, alive, for a quick 

kebab and off back to the motel. 
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Day 6 - Surfers Paradise 

Before we leave the motel the owner asks us if we know the Welsh lads in the next rooms as they 

ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ŀ ƳƻōƛƭŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōǳǘ he is insisteƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ άǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ 

British fŀƴǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎέ ǿŜ ƎǳŜǎǎ they must be heading for Brisbane as well so despite its 

dragon facia and dodgy welsh ring tones we agree to try and track them down. Fly from Coffs 

Harbour up to Brisbane on a tiny turbo prop. Our combined weight causes some concern when we 

all sit on the same side of the aircraft. Minor seating re-adjustment and we are off.  Andy C has 

furnished decent rooms again, unfortunately they are in the Marriott at Surfers Paradise about one 

hour south of Brisbane.  

Not sure about the surfing and 

ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ 

paradise to me but good 

rooms and furnished again on 

Marriott points. Shame 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜ ǘƻ ƛƳǇǊƻǾŜ 

the waether 

Make contact with the phone 

owners dad who is listed on 

the mobile and arrange for 

him to organise the Welsh lads to meet us in a hotel in Brisbane. Feeling virtuous we head for dinner 

near the hotel and a quick tour of the local bars and pubs follow. 

Day 7 ς Brisbane 

Spend a quite morning in Surfers 

shopping for a boogie board for 

the young Adam Jessop and with 

mission accomplished we catch a 

train to Brisbane for the evenings 

Aussie Rules game also at The 

Gabba and to start scratching 

around for tickets.  

Al Dente has done some advance 

planning and arranged to pick up 

one ticket from a hotel in 

Brisbane. All the years of working with well heeled bankers, the relationships 

built up through late nights and hard work have come good as at great expense 

they conjure up a single test ticket in a άprimeέ location at the ground ς ticket 

has a face value of A$12 ς about 50p in real money (Al Dente obviously a valued 

customer). Through good planning this is where we have arranged to meet the 

Welsh lads and these two missions are safely accomplished.  
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An added benefit, down to luck this time, is that by chance this is the hotel where the Lions are 

staying and all the the assorted accolytes are assembled. Gareth Chilcott, accompanied by a group of 

the Gullivers clones, and Will Carling are in various bars as the players come through the hotel lobby. 

None of them have any spare tickets. Team has been announced, looks like our άsuitsέ observation 

at Coffs Harbour was correct, they are all in, Jonny Wilkinson is in as fly half, rather than Jenkins on 

ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ƻƴƭȅ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƪƛŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ мо ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǳǊ ǘƻ ŘŀǘŜΦ hΩ5Ǌƛǎcoll and Dafydd James also play, 

Martin Corry who diŘ Ǉƭŀȅ ƛƴ /ƻŦŦǎ IŀǊōƻǳǊ ǘŀƪŜǎ 5ŀƭƭŀƎƭƛƻΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ. Tom Smith is the token Scotsman. 

{ǘŀǊǘ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊŜŜǊ ŀǎ !ƴŘȅ ŀƴŘ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ǇƘƻǘƻƎŀǇƘŜǊΦ 

With no additional 

tickets forthcoming 

we head to the Gabba 

for the Aussie rules 

game. Good bus 

service to the ground 

from centre of town 

augers well for the 

main match. Have got 

a phone number for a 

tout and tried the 

ticket office at the 

ground for returns 

but this is as far as we 

got.  Missed most of 

the game, no idea 

who won or even 

who was playing 

(Brisbane Lions versus 

someone), trying to find that elusive ticket but to no avail. Bloody game goes on for ever ς each 

quarter down here is half an 

hour. Not sure about playing 

a game of rugby on a cricket 

pitch either, spectators at half 

way line a bit far away ς not 

likely to trouble us though 

unless we find tickets. On the 

up side we were able to 

sample some of the famous 

local pies at the ground which 

were to become our staple 

diet over the next couple of 

days and there was again ample supply of beer to keep us occupied. Down, but not out we grab a 

taxi and head back to Surfers. 
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Day 8 - Brisbane First Test 30th June 

Australia 13 ς 29 British and Irish Lions ς The Gabba 

9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƪƛŎƪ ƻŦŦ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ǿŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǘƻ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ .ǊƛǎōŀƴŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƛƴ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ 

elusive tickets. Catch a train up and then head out to the ground where we descend on the pub 

nearest to the ground. Bar man has a ticket for sale but at $400 bit in decisive and short of cash. By 

the time I have hit the cash point and returned the ticket is gone. Circuit of the ground follows but 

again no tickets ς DƛƭƭŀǊŘΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ coming in for some serious abuse. Al Dente wanders about serene 

in the knowledge that he already has ticket. 

Move back to town to meet 

ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ aƛƪŜΩǎ ƭƻƴƎ 

lost relatives and his mates in 

an Irish bar for a couple of 

drinks. Continue search for 

tickets but able to consume 

the odd pint and enjoy the 

atmosphere. Local papers 

have all been running down 

the selection of Jason 

Robinson on the wing ς he 

just runs old rugby league 

lines and we know all about 

those down here. 

aƛƪŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜǎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜ ƻƴ ¢± ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ !ƴŘȅΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ 

ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƛŎƪŜǘǎΦ ! ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƻǳǘΩǎ ƘŀǾŜ 

made an appearance. Down one of the side streets the deal was done for $300 (about £10 in real 

ƳƻƴŜȅύ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ƭƛƳƛǘŜŘ Ǿƛǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ LΩƳ ƛƴΦ aƛƪŜΩǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜΩǎ ŦƛŜƴŘ ƳŜŀƴǿƘƛƭŜ Ƙŀǎ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ 

that he also prefers the pub to watch the match and is happy to hand over his ticket ς not wanting 

to charge Mike for the ticket and also Mike not wanting to not pay for it things could have got into 

an ugly stand off but someone suggested that Mike should stand the bar tab for Relative and Friend 

from the moment he left to go to the game till the time he came back ς this was deemed honourable 

and acceptable to all parties ς (may have been why Mike got to the ground just as kicking off and 

managed to arrive back at the bar 

in record time despite all other fans 

from the stadium getting caught in 

long traffic delay ς think he ran all 

ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪΣ ŀƴȅ {ŎƻǘΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ ƛƴ 

there).  

Good atmosphere building as the 

red wave begins to descend on the 

ground.   
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Aussies trying to create 

discourse amongst the Lions 

fans by suggesting the 

Gaelic nations have been 

downtrodden by the English 

and getting a retort from a 

large loud Welshman 

pointing to the fingers on 

his hand declaring each 

finger as a nation ς this is 

Wales, this is England, this is 

Scotland and this is Ireland 

and together they make a 

mighty fist! (or something 

along these lines) As game time approaches number of tickets up for sale increases as the loyal Ozzie 

fans decide to cash in - apparently they can buy a house in a quiet suburb for the $400 - $500 they 

receive for each ticket. As a result ground ends up predominantly red rather than gold and they have 

ǘƻ ǇƛǇŜ ²ŀƭǘȊƛƴƎ aŀǘƛƭŘŀ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǳŘ ǎǇŜŀƪŜǊǎΦ {ƘŀƳŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 

ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƻ ²ŀƭǘȊƛƴƎ hΩ5ǊƛǎŎƻƭƭ ōȅ ǘƘŜ [ƛƻƴǎ ŦŀƴǎΦ The only other song they can come up with is Ozzie, 

Ozzie Ozzie, Oi, Oi, Oi which goes down well with the welsh lads in the crowd. Strange these aussies 

ς as there are different beer sponsors for the rugby and the Aussie rules all the beer taps and barrels 

in the ground had to be switched over night. At least supplies were maintained. Find the seat with 

limited view but this is only for high kicks and otherwise close to the try line, think about forgiving 

Gillard but then again why ? 

Jason Robinson scored the first try of the match leaving Larkham flat footed and putting the Lions up 

5 to nil, so much for the local papers. Andrew Walker successfully kicked a penalty goal for 

Australia's first points. The Lions 

scored again through Dafydd James, 

which was converted by Wilkinson. 

The score at half time was 12-5. Brian 

O'Driscoll scored for the Lions early in 

the second half with a weaving run 

from 50 yards (well it was according 

to the Irish contingent after a few 

more glasses of the black stuff. 

Wilkinson converted the try, making 

it 19 points. Wilkinson would also 

kick a penalty goal as well. Scott 

Quinnell scored later in the game and 

Wilkinson again converted. Andrew 

Walker scored a consolation try for 

Australia but the Lions had won the 

first Test 29 -13.  

The άHat of ShŀƳŜέ 
Not much contrition here 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jason_Robinson
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Andrew_Walker
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dafydd_James
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Brian_O%27Driscoll
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Brian_O%27Driscoll
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Brian_O%27Driscoll
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Scott_Quinnell
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Scott_Quinnell
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Scott_Quinnell
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One additional highlight of the game was Uncle Fester trying  a drop goal from some daft distance ς 

missed of course but worth a laugh, thought he was ZinZan Brooke - the moral though is hookers do 

have their uses on tour as they long as they stick to using their hands not their feet. 

ñRoar of British Lions Is Too Much for World Champion s Australiaò  

Back to the Irish bar after the game for a celebration drink or two. Mike has returned from game and 

despite the worrying concern about the bar bill he need hardly have worried as his mates had been 

so engrossed in the fantastic game that they had probably only had about 3 pints!!. Good choice of 

venue soon borne out as a band sets up shop in the corner and proceeds to bang out a few sing-a-

long classicsΦ !ǘ ǘƘƛǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻƻ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŦƻǊ aƛƪŜΩǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜ ǿƘƻ ǊŜǘƛǊŜǎ Ŧor the night. 

However, not to be left without a relative for too long Mike has arranged to ƳŜŜǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ 

ōƻȅŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜǎ near Brisbane.  

Good idea as Jas, a 

local, knows all the 

nightspots in Brissy 

and has a car to ferry 

us and his mates 

around in. At which 

point we disappear 

from the Irish bar and 

head at high speed 

into the darker parts 

of the city where Jas 

knows some good 

places for a drink and 

a bit of peace and quiet after the singing.  

Jas also knows all the bars and clubs and 

doormen in Surfers so happily sets off for the 

ƘƻǳǊΩǎ drive from Brissy, with sleep and 

snoring punctuated only by the regular need 

for a comfort break. Quick wash and brush up 

ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƻ ŀ 

succession of clubs in Surfers. Only real 

recollection here comes from the large 

collection of ink stamps on our arms in the 

morning from all the places we visited. We 

manage to stagger back to the hotel some 

time after dawn running into a group of 

Japanese tourists on there way out for that 

days sightseeing.  



  Page 14 of 14 

 

Day 9 ς Hotel Room in Surfers 1st July 

Sufficient to say all we saw for most of that day was the inside of the hotel room, not even making 

breakfast, and venturing out only in the evening to the 

hotels Tepanyaki restaurant for some decent grub after 

{ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅΩǎ ŘƛŜǘ ƻŦ ǇƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ōŜŜǊΦ Still owe Gillard for the 

tickets he did manage to buy for us, and being good 

accountants pull together monies owing and put in an 

envelope ready to send. In good spirit decide to post 

this sometime after we get home with short postage. 

Day 10 ς The Flight Home 2nd July 

Up early for the trip back to Brisbane airport and our flight to Sydney and on to London.  Plane 

arrives late into Sydney requiring a bit of a rush to catch the London flight. Unfortunately for us as 

we arrived so late they were unable to allocate three seats together so we had to be split up on the 

plane ς devastating news after the fun of the flight out leading to a quiet and uneventful flight 

home. 


