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TT No.113: Paul Roth - Sunday November 7th 2010; Nord Pas-de-Calais Seniors 

Promotion de Ligue Poule 'A'  (The five groups each contain 12 teams); US Bray 

Dunes vs. Es Arques; Res: 6-0; Att: 40; Entry: 4 Euros, although we weren't asked 

to pay; Weather: Torrential rain with a biting north-easterly wind.  

I've lost count of exactly how many times my long-standing friend Alan Beecham 

and myself have crossed the Channel to watch football together, but for certain 

each time we do so the occasion is without fail a hedonistic experience.  

Our formula - a cheap (£20) P&O car crossing with accompanying de rigueur on-

board fry-up, our take-it-in-turns decision as to where we head for, detailed 

planning and mapping (courtesy of the superb fff and indispensable Google 

websites) of our intended destination to assure their salubrious viability and a fill-

up with inexpensive diesel - is now a well tried and tested one.  

Today's recipe was slightly different inasmuch as we'd decided to run the rule over 

two clubs within close proximity of one another in France's most northerly region, 

then choose which to visit on whose facilities we deemed most esteemed.  

Heading north and east of Calais, junction 65 of the A16 is the last turn-off before 

crossing the border into Belgium. The exit leads directly into the small commune 

of Ghyvelde. Having quickly attained the Stade Municipal Gerard Deboes, on Rue 

de la Frontiere, we passed by the veterans' railed and floodlit pitch to inspect JS 

Ghyvelde's principle arena. It too is railed with a buvet-cum-changing rooms 

building being the only structure in situ. An overhang, a most-necessary 

prerequisite as it would later turn out, offered a modicum of protection from 

inclemency. Our overall assessment - ok, but not mouth-watering. On to Bray 

Dunes then, the country's most northerly commune, and to the Stade Pierre 

Lamstaes. It's hard to put into words our reaction at first espying the stadium and 

its stunning gated entrance - gobsmacked is inadequately descriptive. Without the 

need for discussion, Ghyvelde was instantaneously dismissed as inferior and with 

three hours to kill before the 3 O'clock kick-off a drink in one of the town's 

multifarious cafe-bars was the logical thing to undertake.   

The fast-deteriorating weather - it was by now hosing it down - rather pre-

determined the Grand Casino as our choice for libation, as we scurried off the 

promenade into its warming, welcoming and dry sanctuary. Sharing glasses of 

Bosteels Brewery Tripel Karmeliet and overly-sweet Leffe Ruby, we patiently 

waited for the precipitation to abate - it didn't!  

Fortifying ourselves, we dashed back to the car, reconvening back in US Bray 

Dunes' car park. Then commenced what's best described as an hour's angst-filled 

panic. Eventually the gates were unlocked but the unrelenting rain continued to 

lash down and with it dawned the real possibility of a postponement. 



However, our worries were hugely diverted by our totally unexpected and quite 

magnificent surroundings.  

An enclosed veterans' pitch, by then waterlogged, lays to the left upon entry with 

the main ground, also fully railed, adjacent; its playing surface, as far as we could 

judge was pristine, and more importantly, perfectly playable. On the far side, 

abutting the famous dunes that we actually never clapped eyes on, is a cavernous 

grandstand that boasts acres of bench-type seating - it was from this elevated 

vantage point that we watched the first half's play. Impressed, we climbed the 

stairs to access the clubhouse situated above the well-appointed changing rooms - 

limited space at the front of this raised-up edifice was from whence we viewed the 

latter forty-five minutes.   

Now, utterly blown away by what confronted us, we both stood spellbound at the 

glory of this modernistic (built in 1987, its actually older than it looks) building's 

interior. The plethora of trophies and colourful pennants festooning virtually every 

inch of wall space and available surface is a joy to behold - Haverhill Rovers FC 

take note! Our hands were shaken by everyone entering, and as I took photographs 

the club's diminutive right-half, who spoke perfect English and whose name I 

neglectfully failed to ascertain, fell into conversation with Alan. Understandably, 

all were perplexed by our presence but we were proffered magnanimous 

hospitality and made to feel extremely welcome. The delightful English-speaking 

player, who told us of his spells playing for Athlone Town and Saint Patrick's 

Athletic in Eire a few years back, introduced us to the present-day president, the 

son of the gentleman the ground is named after - a portrait of his dignified 

personage hangs in a prime location on the pavilion's vertiginous north-facing wall. 

But still it   rained!  

Eventually our fears were assuaged, only after the referee's favourable pitch 

inspection mind you, and the match got underway on time, which incidentally 

coincided with a cessation of the erstwhile deluge. Only around the centre circle 

was there evidence of saturation as the football skimmed across and the players 

splashed through the nigh-on invisible puddles.  

At the start of play JS Ghyvelde headed the division, with US Bray Dunes hot on 

their heels in second spot. ES Arques, who are located to the south of Saint Omer, 

on the other hand currently prop up the table. 

Their players are historically selected from the workforce of the town's famous 

crystal glasswork factory, the largest such enterprise in Europe; the downturn 

caused by the world-wide recession has seen large numbers of its employees laid-

off, and as a consequence the club's fortunes have taken a severe dip. Thus, this 6-

0 home win was about as straightforward as it gets - with a little more composure 

the home side could have amassed double figures. Their victory was made sweeter 

on learning that Ghyvelde had surprisingly lost 0-1 at home to lowly US 

Esquelbecq, thus allowing USBD to leapfrog them into pole position.  



Despite the dreadful weather, this was yet another truly wondrous Aventure-

Française, and what a find the Stade Pierre Lamstaes was. We can't wait for our 

next sortie across La Manche.  
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