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  Author’s Note




  The reason why there has not been a Jim Renwick biography before now is that this is the first time he has been persuaded that it would be a good idea.




  When I first suggested to Jim that somebody should write his biography – and that I should be that person – we were exiting The Hut at St Leonards on the Thursday of Hawick Common

  Riding. It was nine o’clock in the morning.




  Initially he dismissed the idea, stating in his broad Hawick accent that: “Naeb’dy wid be interestit.”




  I was unperturbed, partly because I knew that for the previous three hours he had sat with 400 fellow Hawick men, drinking rum and milk, toasting Cornet Greg McLeod (the principal figure in that

  year’s festival) and singing songs about the town which has played a central role in creating the man he is today. He was well lubricated and feeling nostalgic. That made him vulnerable

  – so I persisted, and eventually he relented.




  This episode is typical of the way that Jim leads his life. With everything he does he is at first reluctant, often for no other reason than the sheer bloody mindedness of it, but once he is

  committed to something he will pursue that end with singular determination and enthusiasm. True to form, this is the way he has approached this project. He has, at all times, been readily available

  to me, even offering to drive from Hawick to Edinburgh for our interviews, seemingly oblivious to the fact that he is the star of the show. I thank him for that.




  The only proviso Jim made when he agreed to work with me on this book was that it wasn’t to be a ghosted autobiography. “That’s no ma style, I dinnae want to sound

  bumptious,” he explained. For that reason the book has been written in close association with Jim, but also draws heavily on the testimonies of various individuals who have crossed paths with

  him over the years. I also made extensive use of newspaper cuttings which hopefully give an accurate representation of how the most important moments in Jim’s rugby career were perceived at

  the point when they happened.




  Anyone who has ever spoken to Jim Renwick will be aware of his distinctive Hawick brogue. I have to confess that it’s almost impossible to replicate his accent effectively in print, so I

  haven’t tried. I trust not too much of Jim’s character has been lost in translation.




  DB




  





  
The Moat





  

    

      

        Ocht worth tippence gaun on i’ the toon




        Aye comes there, sune or later –




        Cornets and Callants and mairchin bairns –




        It’s a local law of natur’!




        Golfers and sledgers and dydie-eggs,




        Or auld folk seekin a sate




        O’a simmers nicht, the hill’s aye there




        And his welcome never blate




        from ‘The Vertish’ by David Hill


      


    


  




  James Menzies Renwick was born and bred in Hawick Loan, which stretches steeply uphill from Drumlanrig School to Thorterdykes Roadhouse, and is the epicentre of the West End

  – a garrulous pocket of fun, song and serious native pride for young men growing up in that part of the town.




  Hawick gravitates up the Loan, through the West End, to the Vertish – the hill that dominates the West End, with its panoramic views over Hawick, and down the Teviot valley to the sweeping

  vista of Ruberslaw, the Minto Hills and the distant Eildons. It’s perhaps the finest view in the Borders.




  The vista, along with the annual Vertish Hill Sports for the local primary schools, the Common Riding, the golf course, and some fine walking, contrives to pull the people of Hawick towards the

  West End. A day out of Hawick might not necessarily be a day wasted but the guitter bluids, as the dyed-in-the-wool West Enders are known, need a pretty good reason to take their

  socialising away from the Spartan conviviality of bars such as the High Level, Jock Reid’s or the Stags. “The West End is the best end,” say the natives. Not everyone in Hawick

  agrees, but the vast majority understand and respect the sentiment.




  Moat Park lies half way up the Loan. The Moat itself is a man-made earthen mound, 60 feet high and 60 feet wide. Its origins are lost in antiquity. There is romantic talk

  about druids and King Arthur, but in all probability it is the impressive remains of a motte and bailey castle built by the Anglo-Norman Lovell family in the twelfth century.




  And as far as Jim Renwick is concerned, the Moat is where his story begins.




  

    

      

        To me it was a leisure centre before its time. We would race up and down or around and around the Moat hill, and we could climb every tree in the park. There were swings,

        and round the back there was a sand pit that we played in. There was plenty of room to play football. We used to have drop-goal competitions over the swings, and we used to play shooting-in

        at the bottom of the hill so that you didn’t have to run and get the ball if it went by you. We even had a four-hole golf course set up that we had built ourselves.




        I was brought up in one of the pre-fabs which used to back onto the Moat Park and as soon as I was old enough to climb over the dyke to get into the park I was playing in

        there all the time. At that time there just happened to be a lot of young boys living in the West End, and we were well organised – we’d have games against other parts of the town

        and every one of those matches was like a cup final.




        We just played with the ball all the time and although we played a lot of different games it was always really about rugby – because that was what Hawick was about.

        There is no doubt that the Moat was where I picked up the basics of the game.




        Some of the older boys like Chuck Muir and Keith Thomson, who were already getting rugby at the school, would show us things. So by the time we started playing at the

        school, in primary five, I maybe didn’t know all the laws but I knew the fundamentals.


      


    


  




  Kenny McCartney has been a close friend of Renwick’s since their childhood days in the late 1950s and early 60s. Between 1971 and 1980 he played 163 games for Hawick at

  wing, full back and occasionally stand-off. During that time he scored 130 tries for the club. He later became a top-grade referee and officiated in ten international matches. Having retired from

  the fire service in 2002, McCartney became actively involved in local politics and was elected Provost of Hawick in 2005.




  

    

      

        As soon as your tea was finished you were over the Moat with a football or rugby ball. I suppose you played more football because it was easier to organise, but it was

        just whatever ball came out first really, and off you’d go and you’d play until it got dark.




        All you had to do was bounce a ball and every door in the street would open and there would be kids running out to play. You made your own fun in those

        days, and you would never, ever have seen signs saying ‘No Ball Games’. I think every sign like that should be ripped down – we should be encouraging kids to play ball

        games, not stopping them!




        We used to run along the High Street on a Saturday morning when it was busy, side-stepping off both feet past all the old folk. I can mind that like it was yesterday. We

        used to think this was great.




        We used to play outside all the time – every night of the week. We would be kicking a football or rugby ball, we would be playing tig, we would play what we used to

        call beds (which is basically hop-scotch), dodge-the-ball, cock-a-rossie and British bulldogs – you could write a book about the games we played in those days. We used to race

        round Longcroft Crescent, diving over the top of the hedges between the gardens – we called that the Grand National. There’d be six or seven of us going hell for leather.




        I remember on Guy Fawkes night we used to build a huge bonfire in the Moat Park. We would go up to the Dick’s Wood to cut down a tree for it – you’d get

        jailed for that now. We’d go for the biggest tree in the wood and there’d be ten of us walking down the road with this muckle tree on our shoulders.


      


    


  




  Sometimes Renwick and his gang would spread their wings and venture away from the Moat and even out of the West End – especially in the summer when the better weather

  broadened their horizons. They might go to Wilton Park for a game of tennis or a swim in the Dunk – a deep pool in the nearby Teviot. Or to Buccleuch Park to play cricket, at the picturesque

  and characterful home of Hawick and Wilton Cricket Club, where Renwick’s father and his Uncle Jock played for years. Often they would sneak onto the Vertish Hill golf course, and sharing an

  old golf bag and a handful of ancient clubs, they would play as many holes as they could before being spotted by the green-keeper and sent packing. Some days they would jump on their second-hand

  bikes and head for the hills, climbing Ruberslaw or Skelfhill or Cauldcleuch. These were great days and a pleasant break from the norm, but each night they would be glad to get back home to the

  West End and their old friend the Moat.




  Renwick has seen a fair bit of the world on rugby tours and family holidays, but, apart from an enforced sabbatical in Galashiels soon after he was married, he has never had any inclination to

  move away from Hawick’s West End and the Moat.




  In 1980 Renwick was named in the British and Irish Lions Test team for the first of their four-match series against South Africa. The game was being played on the Saturday

  before Hawick Common Riding. Before the match, under the grandstand at Newlands Rugby Stadium in Cape Town, he sat quietly in the corner and opened some of the telegrams and letters he had received

  from well wishers back home. One in particular caught his eye. It was from two of his oldest friends, the brothers Bobby and Terence Froud. Its message was simple and to the point.




   




  ALL THE BEST IT’S A LONG WAY FROM THE MOAT




  





  
Jim Senior and Teenie





  Jim Renwick senior and his brother Jock joined the Salvation Army as teenagers in the early 1930s. The local corps was conveniently located opposite the family home on Allars

  Crescent in Hawick, but they had also noticed that Teenie Hogg and Maimie Cavers were members.




  It was a great way of getting to know the young ladies, but it was not an undertaking they took lightly, and they remained committed members of the organisation throughout their lives.




  In 1936 Jim married Teenie and together they had four children – Addie (born in 1936), Charlie (1940), Marion (1947) and Jim (12 February 1952). Jock and Maimie also married and had three

  children – Elliot, Francis and Katherine. Both families were brought up within the Salvation Army community.




  

    

      

        JMR:




        We had to go to the Salvation Army every Sunday and I enjoyed it. Some days you didn’t want to go if your pals were out playing, but most of the time it was good

        fun. In the morning you went to Sunday school and in the afternoon there was a sort of meeting for kids – they got their message across but we also played games and you learned to play

        an instrument. At night there was a more serious meeting which wasn’t so great for the kids, but it wasn’t bad. All in all it was a pretty good way of life, and I think people

        generally had a good time there. They were serious about their religion but they enjoyed themselves too. There’s no reason that you can’t do both.




        They had open air meetings, so every Sunday night they would stand in the Tower Knowe and have a service. And on Sunday mornings they would go out to somewhere in the town

        and have a service. They would pick a different street in Hawick each week, so one Sunday it would be Trinity Street, the next Sunday it would be Duke Street and the week after that it would

        be Dixon Street. Now that maybe didn’t please some folk at nine o’clock on a Sunday morning, but the attitude was that if folk won’t come to the church

        then we’ll take the church to the folk. At Christmas they would go round all the parts and up to the old folks’ home singing carols.




        And as well as the religious stuff you would have plenty to do during the week – sport and music and things like that. It was like a youth club and a lot of kids got

        into the Army after getting involved in that side of things.




        I remember one of the officers we had was keen on the Scouts and he set up a troop at the Salvation Army. It was good. We had a trip down to London, which was a big thing in

        those days. We went and saw Buckingham Palace, the Tower of London and all those sorts of places.




        My father used to run football games over the Miller’s Knowes, and he was also the Young People’s Bandmaster for a while. I played in the band – I played

        the cornet, other boys played the horn or the euphonium.




        The Renwicks and a few other families kept the Salvation Army going for years but it’s falling away a bit now which is a shame because it was a good way of life and it

        taught you what was right and what was wrong. It taught you what was fair in life. Having said that I think a lot of people still go to listen to the services and sing songs, but they

        don’t actually join.




        I kept on going until I was sixteen or seventeen, but when you get to that age it’s time to start thinking about joining off your own bat. They have fairly strict laws

        which they call Articles of War, and you have to sign a pledge saying that you’re not going to gamble and drink and things like that. And if you’re honest with yourself . . . well

        . . . I knew I wasn’t going to be able to stick to that, so that’s when I backed out. I’ve been back along a few times. I don’t want to go every night but I still

        think that what they do is pretty good.




        I think my mother and father were disappointed when I dropped out, but I think they understood. My father was the strong one on it – he was there hell or high water

        – but he was a fair man and he let us do what we wanted to do. My brother Addie had done the same as me, but Charlie kept in, and Marion is a Salvation Army officer now.


      


    


  




  As a committed member of the Salvation Army, Jim Renwick senior was a strict teetotaller. But that didn’t stop him using his skills as a joiner to build a bar in the

  Hawick and Wilton Cricket Club pavilion. He had been asked to help out by his friends at the club, and although he was at first reluctant to get involved, he was soon talked around and ended up

  doing the whole job more or less single-handedly.




  On another occasion it was decided to grow a hedge around the perimeter of the cricket oval, but on the day in which the shrubbery was to be planted only one other club

  member turned up. The pair spent several hours doing the job themselves.




  “If he’d got paid for half the work he did he’d have been millionaire,” says Renwick. “But that was just his style. He was some man.”




  Jim Senior spent most of his working life as a labourer and laterally a joiner for British Rail. When the Waverley line, which ran through the Borders linking Hawick to Edinburgh and Carlisle,

  closed in 1969, he took a job as a caretaker at Hawick police station. The final few years of his working life were spent as a gateman at the Braemar Mill on Victoria Road in Hawick – where

  Teenie had been a bar filler for years.




  He was a keen sportsman and had been a handy wing forward for Hawick Linden before injury curtailed his rugby career in the mid 1940s. Addie recalls being taken by his mother to watch his father

  play at Wilton Lodge Park.




  

    

      

        I was three maybe four years old and I’ll always remember it. We were five minutes late and I said to my Mum, ‘I can’t see him.’




        She said: ‘That’s because he’s no there.’




        He’d been carted – he was in the cottage hospital. He’d done something to his leg and he never played again.


      


    


  




  As Jim Senior came off the pitch he handed over his boots to Jock Edgar – a real West End character who now claims to have come on and kicked the winning conversion from

  the touchline, wearing footwear two sizes too small.




  In those days a player injured playing sport could not expect any sort of sick pay or compensation if they were unable to work as a consequence, and with a young family to support Jim Senior

  could ill-afford to risk his income for the sake of rugby. So from then on he restricted his role in the game to that of spectator, and in the years that followed he, along with Teenie, would be

  their youngest son’s most committed fans – travelling all over Scotland and beyond to watch him play.




  Marion remembers going with her father to watch Jim play an international at Murrayfield.




  

    

      

        As we walked to the match we passed a group of supporters with a huge banner which had written on it the words: ‘Jim’ll fix it.’ And you know, my Dad

        just stopped in his tracks and the tears just drove down his face. My Dad was just so proud, he was terribly proud.


      


    


  




  Injury might have forced Jim Senior to give up playing rugby, but the competitive spirit still burned strong. Along with his brother Jock, he was a long-serving stalwart of

  Hawick and Wilton Cricket Club.




  Every summer a six-a-side cricket tournament is played at Buccleuch Park and for a number of years from the mid-fifties onwards the Renwick family entered a team selected from Jim Senior, his

  five brothers and various offspring. They managed to win the tournament one year and always put up a good show.




  

    

      

        JMR:




        During the summer I would be down at the cricket club every Saturday with my father. He’d be down early to mark the pitch, then in the afternoon he’d be

        playing while my mother was making the teas, and I’d just be running about the side, playing with a ball, trying to climb trees and just having a good time.




        Then, when I was a wee bit older, I started playing myself. I used to bat right handed but bowl with my left. I got a few games for the first team but I was only fourteen

        maybe fifteen years old and the guys I was playing with were much older, so it wasn’t much fun. The final straw was when I got knocked out. The boy I was batting with skelped the ball

        and I looked round to see where it had gone. It hit me right on the back of the head and ran for four. I was out cold and I had to take a couple of days off the school. I didn’t play

        much cricket after that, although I still turned out for them a few times over the years, when they were short of players.


      


    


  




  Jim Senior was also a member of Hawick and Wilton Bowling Club and was President in 1982, while Teenie was President of the women’s section in 1972. Later on they were

  both made life members. In the mid-sixties Jim Senior entered a Renwick team consisting of himself and his three sons – Addie, Charlie and Jim – in the club’s annual four-man

  bowling competition played on the Thursday of Hawick Common Riding, though his youngest son complained of being bored and the team was disbanded. Jock was President of the Scottish Bowling

  Association in 1999.




  But the light which shone brightest for Jim Senior was that of the Salvation Army. It was the ethos of this organisation which informed his approach to life and guided the way he interacted with

  others.




  

    

      

        JMR:




        They made me captain of my class for the first year cricket competition that they had every summer. I didn’t know didn’t know anything about cricket, so I

        asked my father for some advice.




        ‘What are you going to do about field placings?’ he says.




        ‘I dinnae ken,’ I say.




        ‘Well,’ he says. ‘You put somebody there, somebody there and somebody there. Now, how are you going to choose your bowlers?’




        ‘I dinnae ken,’ I say.




        ‘Right, gie everybody in the team a bowl.’




        So everybody got two overs and we got humped because some of the boys couldn’t bowl at all. Afterwards he says: ‘Now, go back to the players and explain what you

        want to do.’




        So the next week I spoke to the boys that weren’t so good and said: ‘Is it alright if you don’t bowl the night because if you do we aren’t going win

        this game? Would you rather just field away and try and let the good bowlers bowl and then we can maybe win the game?’




        He was right, as some of them said they hadn’t wanted to bowl anyway because they had got cuffed all over the place the week before, and others said they still wanted

        to bowl and that they’d been practicing a bit. So that’s the way it was, and we did alright in the end.




        My father wasn’t a ram it down your throat man, so that was his way of saying that you should give everybody a chance and then, once you’ve found out

        what’s best for your team, you can explain what you want to do and everybody is happy. It’s not all about winning – it’s about everybody having a bit of fun and

        enjoying the game.




        When you play a sport you should do everything in your power to win otherwise there’s no point taking part, but the other side of that is that there is no point taking

        part if you haven’t won it doing things right. When he was bowling he wasn’t keen on firing because if you fire you ruin the end, so he was always drawing rather than driving his

        shots, that was his style. Looking back, I think that’s what the Salvation Army gave us – it gave us that sort of fair-mindedness, rather than just me, me, me. It made us more

        team minded.




        Don’t get me wrong, he liked to win as well. He had that competitive edge, but when the final whistle went he’d just shake the boy’s hand and that was it

        – there’s nothing you can do about it then. I think I picked some of that up from him. I hope I did.


      


    


  




  Alexandrina Renwick (née Hogg), universally known as Teenie, was a matriarchal figure of almost comic book proportions.




  

    

      

        Addie Renwick:




        Jim thinks that my father was the strong member of the family, but he wasn’t. Our mother was the rock – nobody could take a lend of the Renwicks as long as

        she was around. She was the forceful one in the house and she was very protective of her family – she looked after us alright. She was my mother, but I wouldn’t have liked to be

        on the wrong side of her because she could handle herself.




        My mate Ronnie Murphy was the bath master at the old baths and he ran the steam as well, and he used to have a hell of a time with her. She would complain if folk got too

        much time in the tub or too much time with the dryer, but she would take as long as she wanted for herself. Ronnie was absolutely terrified of her, and there wasn’t many folk that

        Ronnie Murphy was frightened of. When he used to see her coming he’d turn around and run away and hide – he didn’t want anything to do with it. He christened her ‘The

        Queen of the Steam’.


      


    


  




  Ian Landels was a contemporary of Renwick’s at Drumlanrig Primary School. He is now principal teacher of History at Hawick High School and one of the town’s most

  prominent citizens as a result of his ceaseless dedication to all things Hawick.




  

    

      

        Jim Knox, who lived up a close at 17 The Loan, was emigrating to New Zealand, and he had a strive – which is usually associated with a wedding but he had one for

        moving away. And I remember scrabbling round for the coins and all of a sudden I saw this shiny half crown sitting there, so I went for it. But there was Teenie Renwick and her foot came down

        on it – hard. She was keeping it for Jim – it was for her boy. She was a strong woman with a heart of gold.


      


    


  




  

    

      

        JMR:




        My mother used to embarrass us. She was pretty loud and she used to open her mouth before she thought about what she was going to say. She would just jump in and call a

        spade a spade. That’s just the way she was.




        When my son Neil was born there was another couple had had a bairn at the same time, so when my mother went in to visit she looked at both of babies and then said as loud as

        you like: ‘Well, their one’s nice, but he’s no as nice as oors.’




        I remember when I was a kid we were asked to look after the neighbours’ budgie while they were on holiday and on the morning of the day that they

        were due back my mother decided to clean the cage out. So she put it in the big old-fashioned sink we had and started to run the hot water tap, but she must have forgotten to take the budgie

        out and then the doorbell rang so she went and answered it. The water level kept rising and the budgie had nowhere to escape from this piping hot water. She realised just in time and got it

        out, but all the feathers were out, and when the neighbours came to pick it up it was like a plucked turkey – sitting on its perch shivering with fright. How it survived, I’ll

        never know.




        Of course, my father once shot her in the head. I must have been seven or eight years old and my Dad came over the Moat to get me in for my tea. While he was there he found

        this ancient air rifle that some of the older kids must have been playing with. So he picked it up and came into the house like John Wayne. He points it at me and says: ‘I’m going

        to shoot you,’ and he fires it – and I just pretended I was dead. Then he pointed it at Charlie’s wife Irene, and does the same again. Then he swings round, and my mother is

        sitting there watching the telly, and he says: ‘Right, your getting it next.’ But when he fires it this time . . . well . . . there must have been a slug left in it, because next

        thing there’‘s blood pouring down my mother’s face. I remember Irene running up to the phone box at the end of the street and phoning the police.




        ‘What’s happened?’




        ‘Jim Renwick has shot Teenie.’




        So the ambulance came and took her away and when they were taking her out the house and putting her in the back of the wagon she kept saying ‘Jim shot us’.




        The police were there, and all the neighbours were out, and my father was in an awful state. He never lived that down.




        ‘Remember the night you shot Mum?’ we’d say to him.




        ‘Aye, I should have aimed lower,’ he’d reply.




        My mother died in the summer of 1994. She was in the Borders General Hospital and my father was up in Edinburgh getting a bypass operation on his heart. Going in to tell him

        what had happened was the toughest thing I ever had to do. I think he knew when he saw me, but he was still a bit woozy from the operation and I had to sit and wait until he came round

        properly. That was tough, I was sitting there thinking about how I was going to handle it, and to be honest I didn’t have a clue what I was going to say. She’d been in and out of

        hospital a lot and my father used to go over and sit with her the whole day. I think it hurt him that he wasn’t there at the end.




        It was a pretty bad time for the Renwicks. Six weeks earlier, on 24 April 1994, we had lost Charlie to cancer. He was ill for a while but we

        hadn’t known how bad it was because he had kept it quiet. Charlie was a big influence on me when I was growing up. He took me to buy my first suit, taught me how to knot a tie and all

        that sort of thing. It was a tough one to take.


      


    


  




  Jim Senior died in August 2003 at the age of 89.




  





  
The Golden Boy





  Teenie’s father, Charlie Hogg, who was universally known as ‘The Mumper’, had been a stalwart Hawick forward during his youth. Her brother Jock, who was deaf

  and dumb and with typical Hawick bluntness was universally known as ‘Dummy’, also played for Hawick and had trials for Scotland as a full back. Her nephew Graham Hogg, the son of her

  other brother George, was capped twice in 1978.




  On the Renwick side of the family, both Jim Senior and his brother Jock were enthusiastic sportsmen, while both Addie and Charlie played rugby for Hawick.




  From an early age it was clear that the youngest Renwick had inherited the family’s sporting gene.




  

    

      

        Addie Renwick:




        He’s just a natural at sport. Everything he’s taken up he’s been above average at without trying – he’s just good at everything. Mind you, I

        say that but there is nothing Jim doesn’t try at, he can’t help himself. If he’s playing any sort of game he has to win. From a young age, he had to be first, he had to be

        the best – he just loves to win.




        There used to be an Italian chip shop down the road from our house in the Howgate that sold the best ice-cream in the Borders, and I remember in the summer, when my Mum and

        Dad were out and me and Charlie were keeping an eye on Jim, I’d say to him: ‘Fancy an ice-cream?’




        Jim would say: ‘Aye.’




        ‘Well away get one for us all then.’




        ‘Nah, I’m no goin’ all the way doon there by myself.’




        So we used to say: ‘The last time you went we timed you, and it took you five minutes. Charlie and I used to be able to do it in four-and-a-half minutes and

        that’s the world record.’




        ‘Alright,’ he’d say. ‘I’ll away and get it.’




        We’d no bother timing him, and when he came back we’d say: ‘You missed the world record by five seconds.’ And we’d do it

        again the next night and he would fall for it again and again because he was that desperate to beat that world record. He was such a desperate boy to win, and he’s still the same now.

        He’s never been any fun if he isn’t winning – you just can’t have a friendly game with Jim.




        I remember years later, when Jim was nearing the end of his rugby career, a group of us put in a team for the cricket sixes in the park. I played cricket a bit, Jim could

        play and Jim Gray, an old Hawick full back, was a good wicket keeper – he hadn’t ever played cricket properly but he had a good eye for the ball. It was a shower of toffee-legs

        that played, it was a joke, but somehow we got to the final against a Hawick Select VI. When we entered this team it was just for a bit of fun with everybody getting a bat and everybody

        getting a bowl, and we hadn’t bothered appointing a captain or anything like that. But when we got to the final Jim said: ‘Right – I’m captain. Now the fun stops.

        We’re no here for a laugh now boys, we’re here to win.’




        He had everybody keyed up, and we won it in the end. But I’ll always remember Jim saying: ‘Right – the mucking about stops now boys.’




        Everybody was saying: ‘What’s going on here?’




        And Jim just looked them straight in the eye and said: ‘We’re here to win.’




        This was at the end of his rugby career. He’d already won 52 caps for Scotland, played for the British Lions in South Africa and was maybe the best player Hawick had

        ever produced. But that didn’t matter. He wanted to win that tournament.


      


    


  




  As far as the dynamics of the Renwick family were concerned there seems to be little doubt that the youngest of the children was the apple of their parents’ eye.




  

    

      

        Marion Wright (née Renwick):




        We didn’t have a lot but because he was the youngest and he was a bit of a moaner he got what he wanted a lot of the time. It was usually silly things like he would

        only eat beans and chips, the rest of us would be having something else but Jim would have to have beans and chips. And it had to be Heinz baked beans. If my Mum tried to fob him off with

        anything else he’d refuse to eat it.




        As a child he whined all the time – it was just the sort of child he was. And he used to get excited about stuff and he’d get a little bit of a stutter and he

        wouldn’t be able to get things out, but that disappeared when he went to school.




        He was quite a nervous boy. He would be wary of things – he wouldn’t just charge in. And he wasn’t a child that smiled a lot –

        now he’s quite happy-go-lucky, but he wasn’t as a youngster. He was a nice looking baby and a nice looking boy, but he was dour. In photographs of him he’s never

        smiling.


      


    


  




  This shyness is something Renwick has managed to conquer over the years, and as both a player and coach he has tended never to be too far away from the fun and games during

  rugby tours or on team buses. However he would never seek the limelight or enjoy the attention if it was heaped disproportionately upon him. He is well known for his quick wit and playful

  character, but that has always been tempered by an essentially taciturn and self-effacing nature. Even now, as a widely sought-after speaker at rugby dinners, Renwick is prone to self-doubt and is

  racked with nerves before making his speech.




  

    

      

        Marion Wright:




        He’s still easily embarrassed – if you said to him: ‘You were a great rugby player,’ he’d be awful embarrassed. Having said that, right from

        the very beginning he always seemed to steal the thunder. He didn’t do it on purpose, but it often worked out that way. I remember I was having my seventh birthday party and it was a

        big thing to have a party – you didn’t get one every year. Well, Jim made himself a pest the whole day and right at the end of the party, just as my school friends were leaving,

        he was bothering my mum by crawling about at her feet, so she turned to him and she said: ‘For goodness sake Jim, will you get away.’ And he got up and walked for the very first

        time. The most important thing that day wasn’t the fact that I’d had a birthday party, it was that Jim had walked – I was so angry. When Addie came home from work it was:

        ‘Jim walked today.’ When Charlie came home: ‘Jim walked today.’ That’s just the way Jim was always going to be – the centre of attention.




        No matter what he was doing he was good at it. When he played tennis and cricket in the summer, or when he was swimming, or if he was doing athletics at the school, you

        could see there was that ability there, and I thoroughly believe to this day that it wouldn’t have mattered what sport he had chosen he would have succeeded in it because he had that

        sort of natural talent.




        When he played tennis, he played tennis well. Everybody else was just hitting the ball about but you could see that Jim had that natural aptitude and he was thinking about

        what he was trying to do. It was the same when he started to swim – he just had that natural capacity for it.




        So I suppose if we had been looking for a sign of what was to come we might have seen it then, but of course he was just Jim – our little brother

        who spends all his day over the Moat – and we thought it was going to stay that way forever.




        Looking back, I don’t think he was all that keen on growing up, and I think that is still true today – you can see it in his sense of humour and his character. I

        remember one Common Riding when he was fifteen or maybe even sixteen years old but still in short trousers, and my Mum bought him a new pair of long trousers and a jacket but he refused to

        wear either. He stayed in and wouldn’t go out because he wasn’t allowed to wear short trousers, and I think that was sort of something he wanted to hold onto.




        Then, when he did grow up, it all happened so quickly for him. He’d had quite an uneventful life until he started playing rugby and then everything just took off, but

        give him his due he took it all in his stride. He was a nice boy who became a nice man, and of all his achievements I think that is the thing about him that makes me most proud.


      


    


  




  





  
Terence





  

    

      

        Terence and Jim for a long time were inseparable. In fact they still are. There’s that boyishness about them. It’s good that their friendship has lasted so

        long, but what a nightmare they can be.




        Marion Wright (née Renwick)


      


    


  




  If you need to get hold of Jim Renwick on a Sunday afternoon, and you know he is in the country, then there is only one place worth looking. At the top of Green Terrace is the

  High Level – an old-style, no-frills watering hole which is home to some of the West End’s best-known worthies.




  Turn left after you enter the building, through a stained glass panelled door and into the public bar. This is a wood-panelled room dominated by a half-crescent bar surrounded by regulars. The

  walls are adorned with pictures of local racehorses and Hawick rugby players. The furnishings are basic. The clientele eclectic yet parochial.




  In the far corner at one of only two tables in the bar sits Jim Renwick, a pair of rimless spectacles perched precariously on the end of his nose. In front of him you will find a newspaper

  opened at the racing pages. Alongside him, shouting instructions, opinions and insults at the bar staff, other patrons and anyone else who comes within range, is the unmistakable figure of Terence

  Froud.




  The pair have been friends since their earliest days when they played over the Moat together. When the pre-fabs in which the Renwicks lived were demolished in 1962, and the family moved across

  the road to number 32 The Loan, the pair became neighbours.




  

    

      

        Terence Froud:




        The Renwicks moved in up the stairs from us, and I suppose that’s when Jim and I got really friendly. I was two years younger than Jim, my brother Bobby was a year

        older, and the three of us used to live our lives between the Moat and the back green.




        When Bobby went to the High School he started going about more with the boys in his class, and me and Jim started getting friendly with Alan Reid (who

        lived further up The Loan at number 36 and used to get called Pei). Then when we got a wee bit older still, Pei started drifting away. He just had other things going on in his life, but Jim

        and I have stayed close.




        We didn’t go to school together because I was at St Margarets, the town’s Catholic primary school, while he was at Drumlanrig, and by the time I got to the High

        School he was about finished, but we did everything else together. I used to go to the Salvation Army picnics and he used to come to the Catholic ones. We used to train together at the baths,

        play together over the Moat and then, when we got older, we used to go out drinking together.




        I was his best man when he got married to Shelagh. It was about a month after he got his B cap in Oyannax in 1971 when he asked me if I’d do it. He just came

        downstairs to our flat one Sunday night, where I was lying on the couch, and he says: ‘You want to go out for a pint?’




        I didn’t fancy it, so he says: ‘Do you want to be my best man?’ As blunt as that.




        So I said: ‘We better go for a pint.’




        The only period of our lives when Jim and I haven’t seen that much of each other was when he first moved to Gala, just after he got married. He would have been in the

        town three times a week to train and play for Hawick, but I was still playing for the YM at that point, and because he couldn’t drive he was getting lifts off Barney [Ian Barnes] and

        Colin Telfer, who were based in Edinburgh and used to head straight back up the road after training. And with having a young family he wasn’t really around that much. But then when he

        moved back to Hawick it was like he had never been away. We play golf together, we go drinking together, and we’ve been away on holiday together.


      


    


  




  Cecil Froud – Terence and Bobby’s father – had played for Hawick during the post-war years, and had captained the club during the 1947–48 season. Like

  Terence he was a forthright and entertaining character, but unlike his son he was rather small for a forward, even by the standards of the time.




  Cecil won immortality in Hawick for his antics during the 1949 New Year’s Day game against Heriots FP, which came to be known as ‘Cecil’s match’. The game had originally

  been cancelled due to the weather conditions, which meant Cecil was able to make an early start to his day of celebrating the New Year. However, a mix-up in communication meant

  that Heriots arrived at Mansfield ready to play and it was decided to go ahead with the match after all. Cecil had to be pulled out of the Wilton Bar in Dixon Street and chased down to Mansfield by

  his mother. As he ran onto the pitch from the old pavilion, at the top end of the ground where the club house now stands, Cecil was so busy exchanging seasonal greetings with spectators that he ran

  into one of the posts.




  Amazingly he made it through to half-time in one piece and then, recognising the need for a pick-me-up before another gruelling 40 minutes of rugby, he nipped off for a glass of brandy –

  commenting to a team-mate as he returned to the fray: ‘Ah’m gaun tae try that mair often.’ Despite, or more likely because, of his condition, Cecil scored a brilliant opportunist

  try in the second half, when he nipped in to collect a quick drop-out and darted over the line.




  Having started his rugby career as a full back, Terence’s ever-expanding frame made it only a matter of time before he joined the front-row union, and in 1973 he followed his father into

  the Hawick team, making his debut against Musselburgh on the morning of Scotland’s match against Wales – and so nervous was the tyro prop that he was up knocking on the Renwick

  family’s door at 8am ready to catch the 10.30am bus.




  It wasn’t until the 1979–80 season that Terence became a regular in the Hawick side, the two propping berths being hogged during most of the seventies by the three Normans –

  Pender, Suddon and Webb. He made a total of 123 appearances for the club before playing his last match against Ballymena early in the 1984–85 season. He played one more season for Hawick YM

  before hanging up his boots altogether.




  Since then Terence has been coach or team manager with several clubs – Hawick, Hawick YM, Hawick PSA, Langholm and Edinburgh Academicals – and is now President of Hawick RFC.




  





  
Bill McLaren





  

    

      

        As a ten-year-old schoolboy Jim Renwick played like a 25-year-old. I used to ogle in disbelief at what he could do in terms of a pleasant deceit with a dummy or a

        clever little kick. He was a very advanced type of player.




        Bill McLaren


      


    


  




  From an early age Renwick had been playing a lot of rugby in scratch games over the Moat, which had given him a grounding in the basic skills of the game and by the time he

  started to be coached in primary six at St Cuthberts-Drumlanrig Primary School he was already showing a level of ability and maturity that marked him out from the rest.




  His first official coach was none other than Bill McLaren, the legendary rugby commentator who was in those days first and foremost a PE teacher in Hawick. During his time McLaren played a key

  role in the early rugby development of great players such as Colin Deans, Alister Campbell and Tony Stanger, so he is no stranger to raw ability.




  

    

      

        I first came across James Renwick as a ten-year-old schoolboy, and without knowing much about him I was impressed right away because he seemed so advanced with his skill

        levels. He just seemed a natural to me.




        He played stand-off and inside centre for Drumlanrig, but you could have stuck him in any position in the back division – you could have played him at scrum-half and

        he would have done well, because he was that kind of boy. However it was at stand-off that he could really run the show.




        He was quick and he had a terrific change of pace, he could come off a standing start in a blink and he could go right or left and leave his opponent stranded. He had great

        command of the ball so far as punting was concerned – he could punt the ball onto a sixpence if he had to. He did little things instinctively which made him special – be it a

        little dummy, coming off either foot for a side-step, or that kind of hitch-kick that he had. These deceptions were just natural to him. So right from the early days he

        hinted at quality.




        And he was lucky because he had a delightful temperament, he took everything on board and nothing seemed to faze him much. Of course the way Jim was brought up was

        important. His family were very much into the Salvation Army and that approach to life – and that was great for him. It gave him that ability to take the rough with the smooth, and that

        made him very popular in every team he played in.


      


    


  




  At that time McLaren coached rugby at four primary schools in Hawick – Drumlanrig, Burnfoot, Trinity and Wilton. During the course of a school year the primary seven

  classes at each school played two fifteen-a-side matches against their counterparts from each of the other schools. They also played against Blanerne Preparatory, a private school which was located

  approximately five miles north-east of Hawick near Denholm, and against Melrose Primary School.




  These matches were played under exactly the same rules as adult rugby, meaning that there was always a danger of major mismatches. But McLaren made a conscious effort to guide his players

  towards playing in a manner which would ensure that all participants enjoyed the experience. “I always insisted on achieving the right feel,” he explains. “I didn’t want

  primary pupils to be playing the game like international players. I wanted them to just have fun, and enjoy running and handling. That was the most important thing from my point of view and Jim

  fitted into that so beautifully because he was naturally gifted.”




  In Renwick’s opinion, this policy of using a bit of common sense when coaching and refereeing the games, rather than introducing artificial rules, was the sensible way to do things.




  

    

      

        Bill was good at getting everyone involved. He was good at encouraging and helping the guys that were not so good. Even if you weren’t good at rugby you were pretty

        pleased to have Bill McLaren as a teacher. We played fifteen-a-side and it was just rugby – we played exactly the same rules as the seniors played, so you copied the guys you had seen

        playing at Mansfield. It was very much if your father was a prop then you were a prop. But Bill wasn’t daft – he had a feel for it and he could see the boys who were quick and the

        boys who were better in the forwards.


      


    


  




   




  The highlight of the primary school’s rugby calendar was the Border Primary School Sevens, which was played annually at Mansfield Park. In the 1964 final Burnfoot drew

  3–3 with a Drumlanrig VII captained by Renwick. Instead of playing extra time a coin was tossed and Renwick called wrong. His recollections of losing that toss more than forty years ago

  reveal a great deal about his attitude towards winning and losing.




  

    

      

        Bill shouted Burnfoot up first because they had won the toss and they got the winners’ medals while we got the silver ones. Bill said afterwards: ‘I maybe

        made a mistake there Jim, I should have shouted you both up at the same time because you did draw, but it’ll no matter.’ It maybe didn’t matter to him, but it meant a wee

        bit to me.


      


    


  




  In the autumn of 1964 Renwick left Drumlanrig for Hawick High School, where Bill McLaren continued to coach the first year team and young Renwick continued to improve as a

  rugby player. In second year overall responsibility for the team on Saturdays was taken over by Ian McLean – an English teacher at the school who also played wing forward for Hawick YM.




  Addie Renwick believes that it was McLean who first recognised just how much potential his little brother had.




  

    

      

        I remember one Saturday night Ian McLean says to me: ‘You see that young brother of yours, he’s got the best kick I’ve ever seen for a thirteen-year-old

        boy – he’s got a real natural talent. I bet he’ll play for Scotland one day.’




        I said: ‘Get away and chase your Granny.’




        But there you are, he went on and did it, so Ian must have seen the potential.




        

          Ian McLean:


        




        It was obvious that the talent was there – he could do anything really. Okay, there was a degree of coaching but you can’t take any of the credit – how

        do you take credit for a player who you can throw a ball to and he can do anything he likes with it? You could just depend on Jim – at thirteen years old he could kick an old-fashioned

        rugby ball 50 yards. All the skills were there – all the movements. He could dummy, he could side-step, he could kick and he could pass – he had it all.




        Like Bill McLaren, I had him playing stand-off because he was just so good at running the game. He was such a complete player that there was no-one else you could consider

        for that key position. You just had to stand back, watch it, and marvel. I was slightly surprised that he didn’t continue in that position.




        The rugby wasn’t very structured. There were no in-depth game-plans or anything like that. It was more a case of saying: ‘That is where you stand, get the ball

        and show us what you can do.’ We taught them things like scissors, and you would find that the kids would devise little moves of their own, but we were really only in the business of

        drilling the core skills into them. But, as I say, there wasn’t a hell of a lot you could teach Jim Renwick. He was a natural and fortunately for me he was available to pick for the

        team.
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