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			Forewords


			This is the tale of one of my greatest mates and when he asked me if I would write a little something to kick things off, I was both honoured and humbled. I also felt an enormous responsibility to do him justice. I don’t know if I can because, in every way, Stephen Donald is one of a kind.


			From the first time we were both selected in the Waikato side, we have done just about everything together. We lived together, and lived our dream together. Through it all there have been many wonderful times, and much laughter. And that’s on him. Everybody who truly knows Beaver loves his blend of small-town charm, university brains and Wesley College street knowledge. He’s an intensely honest man, but he rarely opens up to people. You earn his respect and, once you have it, he’ll never let you down.


			Rugby has been both a blessing and a curse for Beaver. There have been numerous brilliant moments in his career, but it is hard to think of many people who have been subjected to such harsh criticism. It was hard to stomach much of the treatment dished up to him by the media and by the public, knowing full well his family, who he cherishes, felt every sting, too. They endured as much as he did. You will read about dark times in this book; we experienced them with him. To watch the world close in on a friend is a terrible thing, but it never ceases to amaze me how he was able to handle that kind of pressure.


			I feared that just one moment would forever define his career. Instead, another moment now does. That’s the reason he’s the subject of a movie, and now of his own biography, this book. To become a Rugby World Cup winner with my best mate is one thing, to have been on the ride to that ultimate triumph with him is quite another.


			Just one thing: he would never have had that shot without me. Five minutes before we ran out for the Cup final in 2011, I heard a muffled voice cry ‘Help!’ I turned around to see Beaver, arms pinned above his head, the miniature All Blacks jersey he was trying to squeeze into damn near suffocating him. Had I not intervened at that moment, this could well have been a eulogy, rather than a foreword.


			I laugh at that thought often. The moment has long since passed but the memory never fades. And neither does he. As I write this he is still on the field, winding back the clock with every minute he plays. He won’t play forever, but who can say what chapters are yet to be written by this extraordinary man? All I know is that I am incredibly thankful our lives and our careers have been so intertwined. He is one hell of a guy, and his is a cracker of a story.


			Richard Kahui


			Waikato, Chiefs and All Blacks teammate


			 


			• • •


			 


			When I first saw Stephen play for Counties, he was a gangly-legged teenager with a massive heart who perhaps lacked the odd bit of finesse. When I finished coaching Stephen in 2011, he was a gangly-legged late 20-something bloke with a massive heart, who still lacked the odd bit of finesse.


			Over the years, I watched Stephen work exceptionally hard at the micro-skill level of the game in order to get every small improvement in areas that some other players, who may have had more natural ability, took for granted. While at times I could tell he saw this constant battle as a negative, all I could see was someone who had drive, perseverance and a burning desire to be the best he could be. These to me are the qualities which have earned him the right to represent his country and which have also earned him the respect of his teammates.


			As a team member, Stephen loved the cultural side of the team environment and he loved the mischief that went with that, too. As he matured, he also understood the importance of responsibility and accountability within a group. I loved watching him grow up, and I know that he still enjoys life to the full.


			Hopefully, when you read this book, you will get the same image of Stephen that I got from coaching him for many years. I think there may be some life lessons to take from all that he was, and all that he remains. He is very proud of his family, and loves them dearly. He worked hard to make the most of his God-given talents. He hurt like the rest of us when things got tough, but he didn’t give up. He fought for what he wanted, and he did it with a style that befits Waiuku’s most famous whitebaiter.


			Ian Foster


			All Blacks Assistant Coach, 2017


		


	

		

			 


			 


			Prologue


			I was dragged out of the Waikato River in the early hours of a Saturday morning in May 2015. I don’t remember that. I do remember being at the tin shack we built on old wooden piles just back from the water’s edge, among the flax and the cabbage trees. I recall being in our little boat the night before, motoring up that mighty stretch of water on our way to visit friends preparing for the opening day of duck-shooting season. I remember it being time to leave their shed, and to head off back downriver to ours. But I don’t remember much else.


			I don’t remember falling overboard after standing up in the boat, or how my gumboots filled with water and pulled me under, or how my waterlogged Swanndri felt like a lead weight as I flailed in the channel, sinking, trying to inflate the lifejacket that I had failed to put on properly before we left. They say drowning must be a violent way to die. I couldn’t tell you now. I don’t remember.


			I don’t remember my mate Daz diving in after me, or fighting to pull me up to the surface, while he battled the swift current and the cold water and the malevolent darkness of the Waikato River. I don’t remember how he got me to the water’s edge, and found sure ground among the flax and the reeds, and how we lay there, both half frozen, in a state of exhaustion and shock.


			What I do know is that when all of this was told to me the following day, after I had woken in a daze in the shack by the river to the sound of shotgun blasts, my world was turned upside down. I didn’t want to go back to play rugby in Japan in a satellite suburb of Tokyo, for a second-division company team. I didn’t want to spend another season away from my friends and family, alone among the millions, missing out on all the things I loved the most. I wanted to come home, back to Hamilton, back to Waiuku, back to that old bach at Matarangi. Back to where I was from and to what I was made of.


			Two days later I walked up the narrow staircase at my Mum and Dad’s house and told them I was pulling the pin on my contract with the Mitsubishi team in Japan, where I had been playing since a season-long stint in Bath flopped beyond belief in 2012. That afternoon I called my manager Simon Porter and told him to make it happen. Simon knew there was no sense in talking me out of it. We went back a long way, almost to the beginning of this whole rugby business. If anyone outside my family knew when my mind was made up, it was him.


			It was probably crazy. I was being paid more money than I would ever hope to earn again, and now I wanted out. It was a good contract, a fun job, but it wasn’t me. It had never been my desire to leave New Zealand, and for the last three and a half years all I had wanted when I was away was to be back home. Forget the money. Near-death experiences tend to make you take stock of more than your bank balance. I would find a way to make it work. There was a little bit of life left in these skinny old legs of mine, and if they were going to keep running around chasing a ball, I’d rather they were clad in socks of red, yellow and black.


			Waikato was my team. And that’s who I wanted to play for again. It had been 11 years since I first ran out with the Mooloo men and I was hungry to experience that again. I wanted to walk down that tunnel past the greats of the province smiling out of their monochrome portraits on the whitewashed concrete-block walls, and out onto the manicured turf of Waikato Stadium as the cowbells rang in the evening drizzle.


			Waikato came to the party and offered me a spot and the minimum salary, the equivalent of two weeks’ pay in Japan. They said they would find a way to make it work. That was all I needed to know. As long as I had a chance to play for the Mooloos, I would make it work, too. No one could know until all the legal matters were resolved in Japan, but I was itching to get back into the environment and back into the team.


			‘We’re going to have to be a bit careful about how we reintroduce you, mate,’ coach Sean Botherway told me during a chance meeting before things became official. ‘There are a lot of young boys in here, and you’ll be taking someone’s spot, so we have to be aware of how that will affect the various groups within the team.’


			It was a strange conversation, one that left me wondering whether I was actually welcome back in the team at all. I realised that plenty had changed since I had last played in New Zealand, in 2011. My old teammates and I were myths and tales in the sheds these days, punch lines and anecdotes, shadows no longer worth chasing. The game had changed, the competition had changed, but the ages of the players had stayed the same. Except mine, of course. But even I had been that young once.


			There were plenty of young men on show when I finally got the okay to walk back into that camp. I eventually spied the halfback and captain Brad Weber, but he had been standing behind a chair when I arrived so it wasn’t until he wandered out from behind it that I realised he was even there. There was a hot young prospect by the name of Damian McKenzie who looked like he had spent most of his teenage years doing his hair, probably in the same mirror as the tall and lean Shaun Stevenson and the powerfully put together Anton Lienert-Brown. They had a genuine wolf-pack situation going on in that team. It reminded me of the days when Kahui, Leonard, Sivivatu and I were making our way through the ranks. It brought back all those good memories.


			They weren’t all new faces. Liam Messam may as well have been carved into the building he was that much a part of the place. Tawera Kerr-Barlow had been just a baby when I had left New Zealand. Now he had one of his own. I had coached Whetu Douglas at the University club. Now here he was wearing that number-six jersey that so many good men had worn before him.


			As soon as I arrived that day, I knew I had made the right decision. And I also knew I wanted more. Not only did I want to be back in the Waikato side, I also wanted to be a Chief again. Simon had told me Chiefs coach Dave Rennie was looking for an experienced 10, knowing full well I would take that bait like a kingfish on a kahawai. I didn’t want to be heartbroken, but I figured he might as well lob my name in the mix. All I needed was to get in front of Dave and I was sure I could convince him that I was the best option.


			He called a week later and invited me around for a beer. Dad and I were halfway to the Coromandel when he rang. We turned that car around as quickly as we could and headed back to Hamilton. As I stood outside, waiting for the door to open, I was sweating bullets. I knew that this would be my one chance to impress him, to tell him exactly why I wanted to be a Chief again. I wished I could stop perspiring. I felt like a schoolkid in the headmaster’s waiting room.
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					Chiefs coach Dave Rennie . . . he threw me a lifeline and the chance to fulfil a dream. Getty Images


				


			


			We sat in the lounge and we shared a beer. He asked me why I was there. I told him that I had only one regret in my career and that was never winning a title for the Chiefs. He had won two. I thought I had something to offer, and I wanted to help him win another. We finished our bottles and he leaned forward.


			‘I don’t know how this is going to work,’ he said, ‘but as far as I’m concerned, you’ll be a Chief next year.’


			I cannot tell you how sweet that sentence sounded. I never imagined when I left New Zealand after that night at Eden Park in 2011 that I would ever hear words like that again. If a happier man has ever walked out of that house in Hamilton, I would love to meet him. Now, all I needed to do was get on the field for Waikato in the ITM Cup competition and things would be perfect.


			But this is my story, and when it comes to my story, nothing’s ever perfect.


			I was nowhere near where I needed to be when I started training with the team. The biggest issue was that I wasn’t used to dealing with big bodies. After two years in Japan, finding myself in a training ground man-sandwich between Loni Uhila, the Tongan Bear, and Atu Moli was an eye-popping and uncomfortable experience. I would finish training and head home to ice whatever part of my body had been crushed by some oversized man-child that day.


			It wasn’t just the physical hurdle that needed to be overcome. There was a certain mental obstacle that needed to be conquered as well. ‘You’ve had your great moment,’ my friends had said. ‘You’re never going to top it, so why come back and risk it all?’ I could understand that fear, and perhaps I shared it, too. It was certainly Mum and Dad’s concern. They had been to the grounds at which I had played, heard the worst of the reaction to me in my darkest days, and had come through the other side, through the singular triumph of my career.


			Well, bugger it, I thought. Life’s too short. I missed playing at that level of rugby. I felt like for the last four years I had retired without actually retiring. I missed the big-time pre-match nausea, waking up at the crack of dawn on game day after a fitful night’s sleep and spending the entire day on edge. I missed playing for a team that I would have walked across broken glass for. That outweighed any doubts and fears I had about coming back and failing.


			I could find a way to manage the nerves and the anxieties of my family and friends, but there was nothing I could do about my hamstring. It tightened up in a training run and stayed that way all season. I wanted to be out there, playing with this new bunch of mates. I wanted to earn their respect by playing alongside them. You can’t demand respect just because you did something once for other teams in other years.
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					Mooloo man again . . . my first game back for Waikato, against Southland at Hamilton in 2015. Sportpix — Kevin Booth


				


			


			I got my chance in September, on a wet Thursday night in Hamilton. I ran down that tunnel with that team, past those legends on the wall, and onto the turf of Waikato Stadium. I heard the cowbells. I sat on the bench and watched Damian McKenzie do ridiculous things in the number-10 jersey. I warmed up for 70 minutes, and took the field for the final 10. And we won.


			Even though I played just once more that season, I knew I was home. I was back in Hamilton, back with the Mooloos, and about to be back with the Chiefs. What a crazy ride I had been on to get here. What a story this was going to be.
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			Early doors


			


			On weekday afternoons there were three things: a bag of rugby balls, a big brother to kick them with, and a dad we had to wait for. Because of that, I kick goals for a living. I would love to say there was a magical moment when I realised I wanted to be a goal-kicker, or that perhaps I was inspired to take the shots by watching my heroes line them up in the big games. Alas, no. I kick goals because when I was a kid Dad had a truckload of rugby balls, two sons, a fulltime job at the local high school, and a pragmatic outlook on life. ‘Stephen, if you can kick goals, it’ll be easier for you to make any team.’


			It’s the best advice he ever gave me. And he has given me plenty of advice. ‘Don’t try to find the entrance to Whangapoua Harbour at night ever again’ would be one example. ‘Go ask your mother’ would be another. Being a teacher, Dad was used to dealing with potential. He clearly understood that while practice doesn’t always make perfect, it does always get you a lot closer than doing nothing. And so, while we waited for him to finish work, on weekday afternoons my brother Gavin and I kicked goals on the Waiuku High School rugby field.
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					The All Blacks had just won their first World Cup when this picture was taken in 1987. I’m three years old and I knew exactly what I wanted. Donald Collection


				


			


			And we fought. Mainly we fought. We fought about everything we did, and over everything we had. Inarguably, Gavin and I were the most competitive brothers ever to uncomfortably coexist in one house in Waiuku. Despite the bruises, I couldn’t have asked for a better big brother, really. Three years older, Gavin was the yardstick by which my athletic endeavours were measured. Our backyard games would inevitably escalate into near-fatal fraternal warfare, ended only by the uncomfortable truce enforced by peace-making parents, or a trip to the emergency department.


			My father Brett and mum Sheryl were not unaccustomed to competition. Both were representative-level tennis players and Counties champions. They had met in Papakura after Dad had finished his teaching studies in Auckland, and they moved south to Waiuku soon after. They remain there to this day, in the same house my brother and I grew up in. That house, on a quiet street in the middle of a quiet town, is our home. It always will be.


			There’s not much to Waiuku, just in case you are wondering. It’s a small hamlet about an hour south of Auckland city on the banks of the Waiuku River, which is less a river than a tidal extension of the Manukau Harbour. To the north-west is the Awhitu Peninsula, a finger of farmland that separates the harbour from the west coast beaches that take a pounding from the Tasman Sea. To the north-east sits the Glenbrook steel mill, and the Karaka horse country. The mouth of the Waikato River is a short trip south. East of Waiuku lies the biggest centre in the Counties region, Pukekohe. Waiuku people do not speak of Pukekohe unless we are forced to physically.
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					Gav, Dad and me after a success-ful fishing trip, circa 1988. Donald Collection


				


			


			Waiuku was and still is a very sporty wee place with netball courts, school fields, a golf course and a rugby club all smack bang in the middle of town. We enjoyed having those facilities at our fingertips, but from an early age our summer life revolved around the small tennis club at Te Toro, which, at its peak, could probably have boasted a membership of 16. It was a genuine country club, 10 minutes up the harbour from our home, with four concrete courts and the same number of families who kept it ticking over.


			We spent entire days at that little club. Gavin and I would play in the mornings and Mum and Dad would play in the afternoons. Tennis is a sport of repetition and, as such, it taught us the fundamentals of practice. In my case, it also taught me the fundamentals of cheating. Don’t get me wrong: I wasn’t a bad player. I wasn’t as good as Gavin, who was nationally ranked as an age-group player, but I could hold my own on the court.


			Counties was part of the Waikato region for tennis and so all through my childhood we would make the pilgrimage to Hamilton in order to earn our place in the representative team. At the under-12 level I was ranked number one but, as rugby slowly but surely consumed more of my time and attention, I slid down the rankings. By 16 I was struggling to make the top five. Gavin was very good at going through the winter training, but I could only focus on one sport at a time. Mind games, on the other hand, were my stock in trade.


			The tennis season would always culminate in a teams’ event, followed by the individual nationals. It is fair to say that by my mid-teens I was getting through a number of games on pure aggression. At that level, we umpired ourselves during competitive matches so I would make the odd hazy call or give myself the benefit of the doubt, just to see if I could rock the bloke on the other side of the net. If I was in a scrap, or if I just didn’t like the guy I was playing, my calls could be fairly ropey. Put another way, it wasn’t unusual for an umpire to appear sometime around the middle of the second set, after an appeal had been lodged by my opponent.


			The tennis scene at representative level was not exactly a picture of the down-home country values to which we were accustomed. It was a game played predominantly by wealthy kids (easily rattled) and here we were, the Waiuku Donalds, rocking up to car parks around the country in the cargo van trying to find a space between the Land Rovers and Jaguars, seemingly all driven by well-attired men talking loudly into phones the size of small refrigerators. We didn’t exactly fit the mould, but we enjoyed the sport and the competitive element of it. Moreover, if I hadn’t grown up with the discipline of tennis training, I would never have made it in the professional rugby environment. Not that a career in rugby was on my childhood radar.
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					Family gathering back in the early ’90s. Mum, Dad, cousins Katie and Jason Holland — Jason is currently backs coach with the Hurricanes — and my Aunt Gloria. I’m in front with Gav. Donald Collection


				


			


			Mum and Dad sacrificed an awful lot to make sure Gavin and I had every opportunity to compete in tennis. Mum worked for a bread company in the early days, which was handy with two growing lads in the house, both with voracious appetites. You could say this: we were never a sandwich short of a picnic. Dad was incredibly busy teaching geography, history and social studies, and coaching rugby, at the college. They spent inordinate amounts of their income on us, and always invested their time in making sure we had every opportunity to succeed.


			My school days were, I imagine, very similar to those of most Kiwi kids from semi-rural towns. We went to class, got into mischief, played a lot of sport and pissed off our parents. If your childhood did not include at least three of the aforementioned items, I am afraid you have done it wrong. My days at Sandspit Road School became my days at Waiuku High School and I would have happily seen out the rest of my days there had it not been for an opportunity to become part of one of the most famous school rugby teams in the nation.


			Wesley College was known nationally and internationally for its rugby team because of its most famous alumnus, the late, great Jonah Lomu. Big Jonah was a teen phenomenon, a one-man wrecking crew who fashioned a schoolboy career like none before. He was every kind of athletic champion the school could boast and even to this day, 24 years after he finished his time at the school, his name is still in the record books for everything from javelin to the 100-metres sprint. The 1993 team, which he captained, won both the national sevens title and the First XV Top Four title, a rare and prestigious double that at the time had only been achieved by Wesley College.


			There have been plenty of great players to come through the Wesley system, but Jonah was by far and away the most well known. Which is why, at the end of my sixth-form year, I jumped at the chance to finish my high school life at a Methodist integrated school on the gentle hills of Paerata, about 30 kilometres from my home in Waiuku.


			I had almost been persuaded to take a very different path. Future All Blacks Joe Rokocoko, Jerome Kaino and John Afoa were all South Auckland lads with whom I had played in Counties age-group sides. They had each been awarded scholarships to attend the prestigious private school Saint Kentigern College, and were very keen for me to join them on campus. At the time, a new rule had been implemented that somewhat curtailed the number of ‘imported’ kids the school could select for its First XV. I’m pretty sure a school like that could have found a way around that rule if they had thought I was worth the effort!
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					In the Wesley College colours, made internationally famous by Jonah Lomu. Getty Images


				


			


			As it was, I was happy to have been offered the chance to head to Wesley, especially as it had been at the suggestion of Counties Rugby. It made sense. In my sixth-form year I had played for the Counties schools side, which was pretty much comprised of the Wesley College First XV, and me. Remember how my father had told me that being a goal-kicker would give me a better chance of being selected in any team? Well, yeah.


			I had been picked on the wing in that schools side of 2000, purely because the team needed someone to kick goals. In one match I was selected over a player by the name of Sitiveni Sivivatu, which I still chuckle about to this day. In another I kept out a bloke called Tame Tupou. Tame would eventually go on to play in the NRL for the Brisbane Broncos, though he would go by the name Gary, his middle name. Who the hell changes his name from Tame to Gary? I do know this: Tame was an absolute weapon in his school days — every bit as scary as Jonah in his pomp.


			I loved Waiuku College (which the high school was now called), my friends there, and the boys I played rugby with. The reality, though, was that if you were not in a big-time school or academy programme, your chances of making it in the nascent world of professional rugby weren’t exactly high. Dad had suggested that I investigate a move to New Plymouth Boys’ High School, of which he was an old boy. I knew Jimmy Gopperth was there at the time and he had the number-10 jersey on lockdown. Call me pragmatic, but I also knew I was never going to make it as a winger. Wesley College wanted me as a first-five and that was all I needed to hear.


			My parents would take a little more convincing. Dad, along with the local club, had done a tremendous job in bringing the Waiuku College team up to a competitive standard. We actually won the Counties Manukau secondary schools championship for the first time in 1999. We were a source of pride for a town that loved its rugby, and the fact I was considering ditching the school in my final year did not go down well with the locals. Dad and I both took a fair bit of heat in the final months of my sixth-form year once word of my proposed shift had spread — which in a town like Waiuku took all of about three milliseconds.


			It was bad enough that the coach’s son was upping sticks, but for Wesley College? There was a bit of bad blood between Waiuku College and Wesley. The year before, a match against their Second XV had ended in the kind of all-in brawl usually reserved for a shipload of sailors on shore leave in Singapore. Waiuku folk don’t take too kindly to that sort of carry-on, and they take a long time to forget things. Even though I understood how people might feel, I knew it was the right decision for me. My parents, however, weren’t totally convinced.


			Wesley College may have been steeped in Methodist teachings, but it had a reputation for two things: violence, and poor school results. Mum and Dad, being folk of above-average intelligence with an aversion to racial stereotyping, called bullshit on the first part. They were, however, only prepared to let me leave the nest if I could guarantee I would knuckle down and get a good school Bursary. They needn’t have worried. I swear for most of that year I had a teacher to student ratio of approximately 1:4, which was a damn sight better than any other school could offer. Where the rest of the boys were during class time was no mystery. They were in Sitiveni Sivivatu’s dorm room.


			It is fair to say that Siti and I hit it off from the very first day I walked into Wesley. For starters, I had a car, which meant at least three times a week I would be shoulder tapped to chauffeur the Fijian boys to the KFC in Pukekohe. I’m not sure the families who wired these boys money each week realised it was being spent predominantly on the 11 herbs and spices, but the chook is out of the bag now. When we weren’t dodging class to feast on buckets of chicken, we were likely sitting around in Siti’s room thinking of feasting on buckets of chicken. I don’t know what Siti did for most of the year, because after the first couple of weeks he rarely turned up to any classes.


			There were only about seven or eight Pakeha kids in the school, including Michael Spence who was a prefect that year and captain of our First XV. Because of that and my friendship with Siti, I spent most of my time around the Fijian boys, which gave me honorary Fijian status. We had a calculus teacher who was fluent in pretty much every Polynesian and Melanesian language and one day he started discussing a complex equation with me. In Fijian. The rest of the class was howling with laughter as I explained I had no idea what he was saying.


			It was a ridiculously talented First XV that year, one that included Viliame Veikoso, who would go on to represent Fiji in 33 test matches; Sailosi Tagicakibau, who would play for Samoa, and the Pacific Islanders: Ezra Taylor, who also played for Samoa and who had more clubs than Tiger Woods; Tevita Mailau, who played for the Blues and for Tonga; Tomasi Soqeta, who enjoyed a distinguished career in Japan; Tame Tupou, who would head to professional rugby league; and Siti, who would play 45 matches for the All Blacks and score 29 test tries.


			I don’t want to put too fine a point on things, but it was pretty hard to screw up when you had that much talent around you on a footy field. Not that I ever wanted to screw up. The Wesley First XV was coached by a man named Nick Leger, and he could put the fear of God into any kid who crossed his path. Nick was a massive human being from a wonderful sporting family. He had three things: a PE degree, a shaved head, and incredibly high standards. He trained us hard and expected us to go out on Saturday afternoons and get the job done.


			The Wesley College First XV had become so dominant over the years that we had been removed entirely from the Counties First XV competition. As a result, we played our games against teams in the Waikato club rugby under-21 competition. Playing up a grade never worried us, but there were inherent risks in taking a side out of the safety of a school environment and placing them in the mixer of a club set-up. Never was this better illustrated than during a match against Hautapu in that 2001 season.


			The game itself had been a one-sided affair, to put it lightly. We had bussed down to Hautapu club on the outskirts of Cambridge that morning, put on a show for the locals at Memorial Park, and were comfortably ahead as the final whistle loomed. Taking our feet off the pedals, we allowed Hautapu to score a late try. That’s when the trouble started. As we gathered under the posts, their touch judge had something to say to Tomasi that I have never forgotten — a racist remark expressed in the crudest language.


			‘How do you like that, you ***** ****?’


			I could not believe what I had just heard. Tomasi, understandably taken aback, swung around and asked the fella what he had just said. All I could think was, ‘Please, please, don’t repeat it!’ Of course, he repeated it. What happened next was this: Tomasi, quite rightly, cracked the moron straight in the face with one of the great punches in schoolboy history, and suddenly it seemed everyone within a two-mile radius of Memorial Park that day was now on the field and engaged in a pitched battle with a schoolboy rugby team.


			After a good 10 minutes of scrapping, the mob began to thin out and some semblance of sanity returned to the park. If we thought the worst of it was over, though, we were very much mistaken. I would have taken a pack of brawling colts players any day over an angry Nick Leger, and boy was he fuming. We were thrown into the changing sheds, given two minutes to chuck our clothes into bags, and then herded onto the bus, still caked in the mud and blood of the afternoon. That two-hour bus ride was the longest and quietest I have ever endured.
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