
Departure and Return: Story of a Child. Bristol 2013. 

19.00 Friday September 27 Madrid Barajas Airport. At that time and in that place May 21 

accompanied by adult children were preparing to experience one of the best adventures can 

remember. oddly enough on our kids at 19.00 we were all there, perfectly equipped and eager to 

start our trip.   

With British punctuality we left the city 

of Bristol, south-west of England on the 

Welsh border. Some are especially 

nervous, is his first airplane flight, 

others their first trip abroad and for 

nearly all our first trip representing the 

CRC team beyond our borders. 

  

On the plane the talks are the dominant 

one even more nerve than reading, 

playing with technology, or taken a good 

nap. We arrived in Bristol at the time 

stated, we spent a million customs 

controls where our command of the 

language is put to test and hopped on 

the bus waiting for us at the door. From there to the hotel, sleep and sharing rooms. To the 

surprise and delight of the older boys w had exemplary behaviour on the first night and did not 

have any problem or incident, we get older. 

  

The next morning a breakfast of eggs, bacon, sausage, toast, pastries and everything in quantities 

or Lisandro could finish. We went for a walk and see the city of Bristol, lucky for us to have a 

history teacher in our ranks, which might explain the details of all the places we visited.  

  

At one o'clock we take a train to the city of Bath where we will enjoy the game between Bath and 

Irish Londos. Amazing the environment we live in the vicinity of the field and to live further rugby 

party atmosphere our kids without thinking twice are made with a ball in the stadium shop and 

invade a meadow near the camp, the gig is served .Racing, laughter, look passes and proud of all of 

us to see our guys amaze the curious who come through there. 

  

Again, back to Bristol, dinner, and back to bed, tomorrow is the big day and we have to be 

rested. Early wake up to the bus and to Droitwicht. The story of this journey is undoubtedly the 

music chosen by our guys to motivate, for those less accustomed to modern music, get in youtube 

'Let her go' and I will understand.  



They parties, we face the toughest test 

of the four that were in the tournament 

since we do not know the levels thought 

that maybe we were not up to 

it. Nothing is further from reality. The 

game displayed by our team in the 

English countryside fantastic surprises 

and strangers. The output speed of the 

ball in the opponents surprises groupings 

used to a slower game, our line going 

steadily and continuously appear 

braces. Two games, two wins and it’s a 

shame we did not have more time to 

play against the team 'A' locally, but no problem as we have promised to return the visit as soon as 

possible. 

  

Thank from here the support of the families of Patrick, Stanley and Rumin that made feel a little 

more at home. Fact is the tug of war competition or 'tirasoga' between the teams in which our gross 

proved that no one can beat us. 

Shower, third time and acts of brotherhood with the other teams. I prefer the English tradition of 

smashing eggs on the head coach, some raw some hard, I think more than you want to propose this 

tradition to Jordan. 

  

Back on the bus and a small odyssey to reach the airport. From new controls, some oversight to the 

size of shampoo and a race through the airport. 

The memorable arrival in Madrid with all 

the parents waiting at the door, 

applause, hugs and congratulations. We 

know what it feels when Real Madrid 

won the European Cup. Emotional time 

with goodbyes and thanks and the 

promise that it will not be the last 

adventure this team rush. 

  

Thank the 21 players behavior, delivery 

and accountability throughout the 

journey. A  Michael for his work as a 

camera. A  Nick for exercising a 

translator and guide for the entire trip. Maribel for their tireless work, enthusiasm and patience 

with the kids.  And especially to Simon, my partner for the past seven years to make this, my last 

game with these guys, an unforgettable trip.  

  

I cannot conclude this article without reminding the 21 players, friends and colleagues who 

undertook this journey together: Mark, Santi, Juan, Gonzalo, William, Lisandro, Adrian, Julio, 

Alfredo, Sergio, Elm, Stanley, Dani M, Rumin, Super, Lucas, Anguita, Patrick, Pepe, Dani R and 

Valerian. 

  

Pat 

 


