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| love games against
Gloucester. Whatever the
circumstances, there’s always a
special atmosphere at clashes
with The Cherry and Whites - and

it's all down to their passionate,
vociferous, outrageously one-eyed
supporters.

Kingsholm is one of the great
rugby venues - famous above all,
for The Shed. A heaving mass of
pugnaciously partisan humanity
which makes many a timorous
visitor shudder.

| find The Shed enormously
enterfaining. A highlight of each
season comes when Gloucester
concede their first penalty of the
game. That outraged, furious,
exasperated, bewildered and
pained roar of “Noooooooooo!”
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is hilariously priceless.

Perhaps surprisingly, in the
county of Vaughan Williams,
Holst and Howells, their musical
gifts are limited. The time-
honoured ‘Glawster’ chant, using
the familiar descending minor
third, is hardly inspired - but the
West Country burr does give it a
hint of menace.

The loyal burghers of Castle
Grim have memories which
shame the average pachyderm.
Unprompted, they can recite
long lists of injustices committed
against them. They love their

Simon Shaw of Wasps takes on the Gloucester defence during the Heineken Cup Quarter Final match
between London Wasps and Gloucester at The Causeway Stadium on April 11, 2004 in High Wycombe.
(Photo by David Rogers/Getty Images)
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Raphael Ibanez of Wasps dives over to score his second try during the Guinness Premiership match between
London Wasps and Gloucester at Adams Park on May 4, 2008 in High Wycombe, England.
(Photo by David Rogers/Getty Images)

pantomime villains, and even
as you read this, someone in
the Forest of Dean could be
sticking pins into waxen effigies
of Dallaglio, Worsley and other
unspeakable Wasps guilty of
crimes against Glaws.

Despite all this, they are,
beneath their feral exterior, a truly
welcoming bunch. Most visiting
supporters who brave The Shed
report that the banter, while often
barbed, is excellent, and the
game, whatever the result, usually
ends in handshakes and the
invitation to a nearby hostelry.

Remember a few seasons back,
when The Gay Vampire (aka E.
Griffiths, Prince of Darkness) hired
a crowd, laid on a coach full of
booze for them, dressed them up
in those stupid tabards and had
them dumped into the middle of
The Shed? Highly irresponsible,
and it speaks volumes for the
home crowd that they didn’t give
them the kicking they deserved.

He did the same at Welford Road.

There's always been a
sense of the wronged outsider
about Gloucester fans. Rightly
or wrongly, they feel the
establishment has never given
their team the credit it deserves.
They can name many Kingsholm
heroes cruelly ignored by national
selectors. However, if international
sides were crammed full of
Gloucester players, the Shed
faithful would see it as an evil
plot to scupper their Premiership
campaign.

Perhaps the perceived injustice
which hurts them the most is our
last Twickenham meeting, for the
first final to decide the Premiership
title, in 2002/3. Nigel Melville’s
men finished top of the league,
by a country mile, but Wasps
crushed them that day, to be
crowned champions. That really
hurt them - understandably so.

It still does. For Gloucester fans,
time is not a great healer.

The website www.
gloucesterrugby.net offers an
interesting insight into the Shed'’s
view on life. An entertaining
mixture of wit, wisdom, hope,
despair and anger, it even has
its own resident poet, who is
anything but McGonagallesque.

It was set up by my good
friend Bob Fenton, with whom I've
walked many a mile and downed
many a pint. After running it ( at
his own expense) for fifteen years,
he’s calling it a day at the end of
the season. Good luck, Bob - but
not until this evening.

With both sides eyeing a
European play-off place, this
afternoon will be a special
occasion. The noisy presence
of England’s most passionate
fans can only make it even more
special. (Note fo editor: please
check whether Saracens have
copyrighted the word ‘special’).
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