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Following the book written to coincide the club’s 150th anniversary, it was decided to produce a companion compilation of anecdotes recording the funny, outrageous, strange or even idiotic.

Lots of jolly japes and an eclectic mix of titillating tales from a cohort of young men in the prime of life with high libidos and testosterone oozing from them.

A loose tongue comments: “There could almost be a Moseley book of tales from the nurses’ residence on the Bristol Road. And it wasn't a one-way thing – some seemed to collect conquests of members of the Moseley first team squad like Girl Guide badges.”

Hopefully an element of truth in all this although, with the passage of time, facts become blurred, names are confused, and dates muddled up.

Maybe a touch of embellishment on my part too!

Mind you, having married a midwife, I do admit to escapades clambering through ground floor windows of nursing homes because the goon on sentry duty was determined to spoil the fun.

No intention to offend – apologies in advance if anything does or anyone has a sense of humour failure. Gentle leg-pulling rather than anything more sinister was always the benchmark.

Thanks to all who have contributed – it was humbling how many from across the whole Moseley/Birmingham Moseley spectrum embraced the enterprise including big names like Nigel Horton and John White from the 1960s, 1970s and 80s when we were one of the top clubs in the land.

A few myths debunked along the way.

Deliberately, there are no chapters and no date order – down to both promoting spontaneity, inclusivity, and as an incentive to bring all ages together.

For newcomers or those unfamiliar with the club and characters, we have tried to present the stories in a manner that has general appeal to a wide-ranging sports audience, much more than just a bunch of perplexing in-jokes.

This is an updated second edition of the book with a few added capers.

Enjoy.

Come on, Mose!
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I first arrived in Birmingham in January 1990 and promptly took myself along to the Reddings, home of Moseley as it was then.

I knew no one, no one knew me, I spoke to no one, nobody spoke to me.

Felt kind of ‘cancelled’ in today’s terminology, a stranger in something other than paradise.

Nevertheless, it all came good thanks to this particular set of opponents, a Welsh side I seem to recall, though I may be in error.

Now, apart from being rugby fanatics, the Welsh can sing.

When it was time to go, they exited the pavilion on their knees in a long line to the strains of Heigh-ho from Walt Disney's 1937 animated film Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs.

Except there were many more than seven.

Heigh-ho, heigh-ho, it's home from work we go
Heigh-ho, heigh-ho, heigh-ho, heigh-ho
Heigh-ho, it's home from work we go
Heigh-ho, heigh-ho
Heigh-ho, heigh-ho, heigh-ho, heigh-ho
It's home from work we go
Heigh-ho, heigh-ho
Heigh-ho, heigh-ho, heigh-ho, heigh-ho, heigh-ho
Heigh-ho
To say it was a spectacular farewell is to underplay it.

There and then, I decided Moseley, now Birmingham Moseley, no longer at the Reddings but Billesley Common, was the club for me.

Gradually I was drawn in and for better or worse, heigh-ho, never regretted it!

John Duckers

Editor
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John Duckers

If you’ve got it flaunt it

[image: ]

Moseley great Nick Jeavons won 14 caps for England 1981-83 and toured with the British and Irish Lions in New Zealand.

Strong, quick, wonderful player in his prime.

But he is also eulogised for a number of unique “firsts” – indeed purportedly a somewhat surreal “threesome”.

So, we asked him directly for his comments.

First England player to leave the field in less than one minute. 

On his England debut too – against Scotland, at Twickenham. Although a large crowd witnessed six tries in one of the finest games of the season, which England won 23-17, it was not a happy start to Jeavons’s international career because he had to come off with an eye injury.

TRUE.

First player to refuse to go out to play in what he viewed as ill-fitting shorts – sufficiently crotchety was he ahead of the 1982 John Player Cup Final, then the pinnacle of English club rugby, that a despairing captain Derek Nutt swopped with him in a bid to sweet-talk his star player into a big performance.

TRUE.

First England player to bring a hairdryer into the Twickenham changing rooms.

Ooh, sweetie!

NOT TRUE.

What?

Didn’t dare then put to him allegations that he was so vain he even went to the extremes of putting Vaseline on his calves and thighs. Not to shrug off tacklers but to glint under the floodlights.

Or how on the morning of the 1979 John Player Cup Final he indulged in three shaves to ensure he was looking his best.

Tart!

Jersey japes

It was 1957 and, according to Prime Minister Harold Macmillan us British had “never had it so good”.

The Toddlers’ Truce, a controversial television closedown between 6pm and 7pm so children could be put to bed, was abolished.

Future members of The Beatles, John Lennon and Paul McCartney, first met as teenagers at a garden fete in Liverpool.

And a Moseley touring side known as the Falcons, consisting of 36 players, including seven first teamers, and a number of supporters, rocked up at Elmdon Airport, now Birmingham Airport, bound for Jersey ... they never made it.

Shortly after take-off, the Dakota swerved and crashed, narrowly missing a hangar.

The airport fire crew reached the plane within minutes and put out a blaze in one of the engines. Thankfully, the only injuries were slight cuts and bruises to the pilot and co-pilot.

It must have been terrifying, but, in holiday mood, Moseley made light of it.

Indeed, it was alleged that two players made such a quick recovery they were seen bowling one of the aircraft’s wheels down the main runway!

Perhaps apocryphal, but very much in the Moseley ethos.

Other trips to the Channel Islands followed, with the late Taff Hughes confiding how the troops enjoyed “fully experiencing the pleasures that Jersey had to offer”.

He added: “The Jersey police must have been charmed by the team as their understanding approach to some of the ‘incidents’ was probably rather more relaxed than you would find these days.”

First teamer Ian Bowland, a 17 year old ‘seasoned tourist’ on a subsequent jaunt, relates how such ‘incidents’ just kept coming.

He reveals: “The squad took a particular liking to the 6’ 6” concrete policeman stationed in the middle of the local go-karting track. 

“Whilst he was concreted down into a huge base this presented a challenge for the group who agreed on the night before we left to rope the poor chap, connect the ropes to our hire cars, and pull him out of the ground!

“This worked a treat and plod was escorted onto the ferry at St Helier in-between two monster second rows (Dave Reeves was one I seem to recall) without the Jersey boat crew taking a second look. 

“So far so good and wouldn’t he look really rather splendid at The Reddings?”

Time for phase two of the plot.

“The minders assumed their position either side of PC Moseley (he had a name by now) and escorted him through customs and on towards the home bound coach when a very loud ‘excuse me’ was heard from behind the Border Security desk.”

Ooh, er, mother!

Ian notes: “Time for Charlie Smallwood Jnr to earn his place in next year’s tour squad and as the son of the head of the Crown Prosecution Service in Birmingham he did a wonderful job of preventing the minders from doing any porridge and ensuring PC Moseley had a return ticket to the Jersey go-kart track.”

And they were so close to pulling it off!

A snorting good win

2012 and Moseley travel to Jersey for the island side’s first ever Championship game.

A number of supporters fly over to cheer the lads on including Joe Henderson – he and I found ourselves ‘sleeping together’ (though strictly separately)!

Anyway, Joe takes the view that it would be fun to lift the very large, very posh coat of bruiser Matt Brown.

As they explore the island, the coat starts making personal appearances including on Guy the Gorilla, the much-loved statue to Jersey Zoo’s once favourite inmate.

The trip rolls on, Moseley win, the coat is still missing in action and Matt is not a happy bunny.

All one-sided until the troops tell Joe a ‘whopper’ – that Matt is a cocaine addict and his coat is probably riddled with the stuff. What! And, by now, exhibit A is part of Joe’s checked in baggage (had intended to hand it back on arrival at Birmingham Airport) and locked in the system. Irretrievable. Surely, all the evidence a keen Customs officer might need.

Talk of sniffer dogs, petrified of being sacked from his job, sweating for hours in the air.

On landing, vision of doom, picks up baggage on carousel, massive trepidation, yet easily clears ‘nothing to declare’ ... complete stitch up.

The cocaine gambit was baloney.  

Lots of furious snorting ... but not of white powder!
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Guy and coat
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Joe Henderson (right) and Harley Williams offer a V for victory ... or something like that!

American antics

As part of the USA‘s bicentenary celebrations in 1977 a rugby union tournament was held in Boston, and Moseley was invited to participate.

But they weren’t the only ones.

John Beale, player and administrator, said: “We departed from Heathrow and you can imagine our surprise when it became apparent that there were three other clubs with us on the same plane, Rosslyn Park, Fylde and Gosforth!

“With whistles wetted in the departure lounge, by a couple of hours in, one or two of the opposition teams had obviously decided that the flight would be liquid! Anyone who didn’t enjoy flying would soon have wished they were elsewhere! A group of about eight players lined up on one side of the plane and ran to the other side, turned, ran back and repeated the effort to try to make the plane rock! 

“This was followed by one of the Park players taking over the microphone, acting as the senior flight attendant, and announcing that all drink was free! 

“By the time we landed in Boston the passenger deck was completely littered with empty cans, plastic cups and newspapers.”

Next came the challenge of getting through customs ahead of the queue.

One of the party allegedly managed it pretending to be an invalid in a wheelchair.

The diminutive Jan Webster, an England scrum half, tried his luck in the kit basket the team had brought with them but stuck his head up at just the wrong moment.

Meanwhile, soon-to-be-capped Maurice Colclough, a huge young man, was to be seen walking up and down, with a massive bottle of whisky, insisting that everyone had a large tot with him! 

Interesting character was Colclough. 

Having started with Liverpool RFC, he went on to become one of the first Englishmen to play in France, ended up captaining Angoulême, and also later turned out for Wasps and Swansea. He was a member of the England team that won the Grand Slam in 1980 and was selected for the 1980 British and Irish Lions tour to South Africa and the 1983 one to New Zealand, twice appearing in all four internationals.

We digress.

Later, after the authorities had made the bad mistake of allowing the assorted riff-raff into the country, some sort of contrived farting contest shocks one of the locals.

“Are you guys real?” asks the American.

Good question.

It was no surprise when on the return flight Moseley were the only rugby team on the plane! 

Say Cheese

Millennials Mark Evans, Alex Hadley, Dan Protherough, Richard Stott et al are paying a visit to the Clothes Show at the NEC.

Plenty of punters trying to sell you stuff along with model agencies seeking the next hunk.

Evo is approached and declines.

But the Moseley wind-up merchants have cottoned on and eventually a lot of hard sell from a persistent ‘agency’ convinces the lad to change his mind.

A ‘studio’ is hired, a photographer is persuaded to be in on the act, and a ‘photo shoot’ is arranged.

Evo, who is living in the same property as Stott and Carl Colvin, proves somewhat deceitful about where he is headed, coming up with the sham excuse that he is off to meet a girl.

So, no mercy.

Multiple pics. “Come on, mate, give us a pose.”

And Evo ends up ‘semi-naked’ down to his boxers and smeared in mud aka the Ab Fab-style randy vision of a rugby player.

Still dreaming of a modelling career until half the first team squad invade the ‘studio’.

Evo legs it.

Well fitted up.

Daws and doors

A second team match, Gloucester v Moseley, at Kingsholm ... always a tough ask.

John Dawson was captain and prior to the kick-off he was giving it full welly, seeking to fire the troops into a frenzy.

He had played there many times, knew the place like the back of his hand, nothing to be fearful about, the cherry and whites were by no means unbeatable.

And so it went on.

Until a knock on the door of the changing room from the referee to indicate it was time.

Dawson’s entreaties reached a crescendo.

Come on, in their faces from the off, big effort from everyone.

Threw open the door ... and walked straight into the cleaning cupboard!

Meanwhile, Moseley supporter Cliff Phipps, captaining one of the lesser Old Salts sides, in an away fixture.

Salts are short so he heads to the home dressing room to see if they can spare one or two and so make it more of an equal contest.

Locates the captain. And the conversation goes thus ...

“We’ve only 12 – can you help at all?”

“How many players do you want?” comes the somewhat baffled response.

“Well, ideally, 15.”

“I think you’re in the wrong place, mate – this is hockey.”

Doh!

Snookered by the crowd

The 1970s and 80s were an era when black players were beginning to make their mark.

At Moseley, the likes of Rudy Smith, Colin Osborne and Michael Lawrence, father of England international Ollie, broke through, paving the way for future generations elsewhere such as Jerry Guscott and Kyle Sinckler.

Some in rugby were slow to adjust to such changing times.

An example of this came in a Newport versus Moseley game where the raucous Welsh spectators were never short of offering their opinions on events on the field.

Rudy, a powerful winger, chased forward after a soaring box kick. Making a complete hash of the catch, the ball struck him on the head and rebounded into touch.

Laughter amongst the crowd, then cheers as the referee awarded an attacking line-out to their side.

A pause ...

Then a wag, whose second sport was clearly snooker, declared, in seismic valleys burr: “Bad luck Moseley. Seven points away – in off the black.”

Much mirth.

Today most would probably condemn the comment as racist albeit the perpetrator probably had no racist intent. I doubt even that Rudy, a lovely, generous, jovial man, greatly missed, would necessarily have taken offence. Different age; different attitudes.

And, anyway, he never let it hold him back as he went on to have a successful coaching career including with Dartmouth
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