Scarred for life for the love of my Club.

By Branch Member Dave Wood. 
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Having grown up in the latter era of the great man (for the younger readers ask your parents - Ed), I can count myself lucky that I saw some of the glory years. I saw Forest grace the turf at the ‘Twin Towers’ Wembley in four separate cup finals, most infamous of all, in 1991 against Tottenham Hotspur. 

I wish I had been there to see the European triumphs and the title-winning season but I have enjoyed the things that I have been able to see. In short, I like everyone reading this newsletter live, breath and love this football club with a passion.

Having never lived north of the M4, my visits to Nottingham tend to be flying ones basically up to watch the game and then straight back. I occasionally try and make a weekend of it but those are few and far between. I had always wanted the ‘tricky tree’ tattooed on my leg but told myself I would only get it done in Nottingham as I figured that if any tattoo artist would be able to do a good job then that person would have to be in Nottingham.

So, when I went up for a few days with Dave (Brown) to represent the Branch for Stern John’s Home Shirt Sponsorship Presentation Luncheon last November it provided the perfect opportunity however I didn’t go up there with it in mind; (Oh really you could have fooled me Dave – Ed); it was just that after the Sheffield Wednesday game when tattoos were being compared in the Supporter’s Club bar that kind of got me thinking. As soon as I mentioned this to Dave, he was insistent that I should get it done (Aha so now you are trying to blame the poor old Branch Secretary huh Dave (cheesy grin) - Ed). Dave’s folks, who put me up for the three nights and were fantastic to me didn’t discourage me. Reg, Dave’s Dad and fellow Branch Member was quite in favour of the idea as I recall (Now he is even trying to put some blame on the Branch Secretary’s Dad as well. Would you believe it huh? -  Ed). So, I made a phone call to my better half (ah creeping now Dave? – Ed) but she was adamant that it was a bad idea. I promised not to do it and then went back on my word for which I can only apologise Rosie! 

We drove into town the next day and whilst there Dave (Me – Never) suggested that we take a look in one of the tattoo parlours recommended for providing a good service (See the poor old Secretary is getting the blame again (bigger grin)  - Ed) Once inside I thought about it for a few minutes and the rest is, of course, history. (A few minutes – more like a few seconds Dave – Ed) It didn’t hurt as much as I expected (oh hum – but I have the photographic evidence Dave – Ed) although the outline was pretty painful. 
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The artist who did it must have done it in some kind of record time. He knew exactly what he was doing though and I was at no point worried about what mess he might make of my leg (Your facial expressions could have fooled me though see below – Ed). Afterwards I went through the usual routine, a lot of blood, keeping my leg wrapped in cling film for a few days and plenty of savlon. 

It healed okay, although I did find myself picking at it a bit more than I should have done.

I’m really pleased with the result. Just as well I suppose, not much I can do about it now. I’m glad that Dave was relentless in his insistence (Relentless – as if – it really took a lot of insistence and hard bargaining to get you into that Tattoo Parlour didn’t it Mr Wood. (Big Smile) - Ed). 
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My girlfriend doesn’t like it much, but has got used to it. She even managed to touch it for the first time a few months ago! (But what about the tattoo Dave? – Ed)  

I won’t recommend it to anyone as I wouldn’t want any angry wives, girlfriends, boyfriends or mothers coming looking for me! However saying that I wouldn’t discourage anyone who wants to get one done either. I certainly have no regrets about it. 

A joke but thankfully not one of Nik Houldsworth’s (only joking Nik – Ed) 
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A Nottingham van driver used to amuse himself by running over every D**by fan he would see walking down the side of the road in their horrible strip. He would swerve to hit them and there would be a loud ‘THUD’ and then he would swerve back onto the road. One day, as the driver was driving along, he saw a priest hitchhiking. He thought he would do a good turn and pulled the van over. He asked the priest “where are you going, Father?” “I am going to say mass at St Joseph’s church, about two miles down the road my son” replied the priest. “No problem Father I will give you a lift, climb in”. The happy priest climbed into the passenger seat ad the van continued down the road. Suddenly the driver saw a D**by fan walking down the road and instinctively swerved to hit him. But, just in time, he remembered the priest so at the last minute he swerved back onto the road narrowly missing the bugger! However even though he was 110% certain he missed him he still heard a ‘THUD’. Not understanding where the noise had come from he glanced in his mirrors and when he didn’t see anything he turned to the priest and said “I am sorry Father, I almost hit that D**by County fan back there” “That’s okay my son,” replied the priest. “I got the bugger with the door”. 

