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      To all the rugby players up and down the country, the old and the young, the fast and the slow, those who relish the mud and the rain and those who would rather be in the bar.


    Without you the game would not exist.
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Foreword


    


    Wooden Spoon





    I am delighted this book will help to benefit Wooden Spoon and in turn the children the charity supports. Founded in 1983, Spoon has its roots firmly set in the sport of rugby. It was conceived on 19 March 1983 in Dublin, after England lost their final encounter in the Five Nations Championship, which meant that having successfully failed to win any of the previous three matches in the campaign they picked up the mythical Wooden Spoon of sport. Peter Scott (Life Honorary President) and his son Mike, together with three friends, witnessed the English demise that day and were presented with a memento of the occasion by some very caring Irish acquaintances. An actual wooden spoon.




    The story goes like this. On the flight back to Heathrow one of the five highlighted what a fantastic weekend they’d all had, irrespective of the result, and how sad it was that there were some children who didn’t even get the chance to play sport, let alone international sport. So it was decided to hold a golf day at Farnham Golf Club with the express aim of raising some money and making a donation to the Variety Club Sunshine Coach appeal. They also intended to present their wooden spoon to the losing team. The golf day took place in September and raised an incredible £8,000, far more than had been anticipated. A decision was made to donate the majority of the money to the Variety Club as planned, but also to retain a small amount and form a new charity to help disadvantaged children. The Wooden Spoon Society as it was called back in the eighties was up and running. In the end it was decided not to hand over the actual wooden spoon but to keep it within the charity, where it remains to this day, a symbol of where it all began.




    The growth of Wooden Spoon has been phenomenal. In the twenty-eight years since its formation the charity has raised somewhere in the region of £18 million, at a current rate of around £1.5 million per year.




    The mission statement of the charity is simple: Wooden Spoon exists to improve the quality and prospect of life for children and young people who are disadvantaged physically, mentally or socially.




    It strives to achieve this through the delivery of a combination of capital projects and social programmes. Capital projects have included medical treatment and recovery centres, sports and activity areas, sensory rooms and gardens, playgrounds and hydrotherapy pools. In 2009 Wooden Spoon introduced the Spoon Community Rugby programme. Since then, Spoon has invested over £800,000 in SCR projects to help 31,000 disadvantaged young people across the UK and Ireland find inspiration, motivation and opportunities to achieve and succeed. Initial research has highlighted the amazing benefit of this particular initiative and it goes from strength to strength.




    Currently there are over forty regional volunteer committees as well as a central national team, and the charity proudly boasts more than 10,000 members across the UK and Ireland. The regional committees undertake local fundraising activities and ensure the money raised is spent on projects in their respective communities, which means that the benefit of fundraising is always immediate, visible and lasting.




    The vast majority of money is raised via events and challenges, ranging from sporting dinners and golf days – the annual four-day golf trip to La Manga each May is the highlight of the year for the majority of participants! – through to the Four Peaks Challenge, when teams of four climb the highest peaks in Scotland, England, Wales and Ireland within forty-eight hours, and the John O’Groats to Land’s End cycle ride over a seven-day period, which always proves popular with those taking part.




    I have been involved with Wooden Spoon for many years and am proud to be the Honorary President of the Middlesex Region. I wish the charity and the children they support all the very best in the years to come.




    Lawrence Dallaglio, OBE




    June 2011








  



    

       

    




    
Introduction


    


    One-offs





    In 2009 during a ‘quiet’ night out with a few mates from the world of rugby it occurred to me we’d all enjoyed so many experiences, both on and off the field of play, that it would be a great idea to share some of them with a wider rugby audience. Often a good idea remains just that, but for some reason this particular one stayed with me for several days. I contacted a few of the usual suspects – Jerry Guscott, Jason Leonard, Michael Lynagh etc. – and ran the concept past them. Once I’d explained what the word ‘concept’ meant, they all agreed it was an excellent idea, particularly as the majority of the rugby fraternity see a match on a Saturday and read a few reports in the press but have little idea what actually goes on behind the scenes.




    Having made the decision to produce a book I started to contact players from around the world asking them to contribute. I sent an email to approximately 100 players past and present, requesting their favourite story (circa 1,000 words). What could be easier? And that was even allowing for the front-row forwards, who would clearly take some time considering which were their favourite stories and even more time typing the words. I honestly thought I would have the 100,000 words necessary to satisfy the editor and publisher within a few weeks.




    Having sent out the requests I sat back and waited for the vast array of stories to start filling my inbox. I allowed a few days for consideration, a couple more for the writing process, and then started to check my emails several times an hour, anticipating the arrival of the literary gems, no doubt humorous, probably unbelievable, and hopefully tales I hadn’t heard before. After a couple of weeks I had received one written response (huge thanks to the former England and British Lions winger David Duckham MBE). Encouragingly, I had also received about twenty replies from players saying they thought the book was a good idea and would be sending their contributions in the near future.




    Eight weeks after my initial contact with my rugby ‘mates’ I had in my possession three stories, one of which was less than seventy-five words in length! Around thirty of the boys had replied saying they were more than happy to supply a story but in all honesty could not be ‘arsed’ to write one, so would I be good enough to give them a ring so they could tell me the tale. A further 50 per cent didn’t bother to respond (thanks, lads). In amongst this pretty dismal effort was a great text from the aforementioned England team-mate of many years Jerry Guscott, saying quite simply, ‘Happy to help, when someone has written a story for me, email so I can approve it, cheers.’ Further proof (if it were needed) that Jerry was happy for someone else to do all the work and he would graciously take all the praise – a mirror of his playing days in my opinion.




    Having sold the idea to a publisher who was as enthusiastic as me, it became obvious I was going to have to do a lot of the writing, which was certainly not part of the original plan, so I enlisted help from two good friends, former Wasps team-mate Damian Hopley (now Chief Executive Officer of the Rugby Players Association) and the former Bath and England winger David Trick. Between the three of us we listened to a variety of tales, tapped away on our laptops for hour after hour and ultimately hit the deadline – not, I hasten to add, the first deadline the publisher requested, or indeed the second, but we definitely hit one of them, as the book Lawrence Dallaglio’s Rugby Tales was published and in the shops by late October.




    I remain very proud of the book; however, given the amount of work that went into it, I do remember saying in December 2009 at a celebratory lunch with all those concerned with its production, ‘Job done – NEVER AGAIN.’




    Sir Steve Redgrave once famously said immediately after winning his 1996 Olympic gold medal, ‘If anyone sees me going anywhere near a boat again they have my permission to shoot me.’ Admittedly his statement was rather more high-profile than mine, made as it was in a small London restaurant to about seven people, but the result was the same. We both took time to reflect and reached the conclusion that perhaps it was worth giving it another go. Steve went on to further golden glory in the Sydney Olympics of 2000, while the simple fact you are holding this book means I have also done it again.




    I can only speculate on why Steve changed his mind, but my reason was simple. Since the book was published, countless people have told me how much they enjoyed it. Some read it from cover to cover in one sitting and others dipped into it from time to time. The vast majority of stories were true and gave the reader an insight into some of the amazing antics players throughout the generations have got up to during matches, on tours or in bars around the globe. In addition to the enjoyment it gave to so many people, it also provided a decent financial contribution to the Rugby Players Association Benevolent Fund.




    This time around I will be making a contribution to the charity Wooden Spoon. Many players, indeed contributors to this book, have an active involvement with Wooden Spoon and the various fundraising activities they undertake every year. In my Foreword I have explained in some detail how the charity works but for those of you who may not yet have read that section, Wooden Spoon is the charity of British and Irish Rugby supporting mentally, physically and socially disadvantaged children. They believe all children and young people deserve the chance to live happy, fulfilled lives regardless of the challenges they may face. Spoon harnesses the spirit and values of rugby to give these youngsters throughout the UK and Ireland a chance to achieve their full potential in life. Hopefully you will have great enjoyment reading this book while sharing in the knowledge that you (or the person who bought the book) are also helping a very worthy charitable cause at the same time.




    Having been through the process once, I was much better equipped this time to deal with the highs and lows of collecting the stories. David Trick once again agreed to assist me and between us we have contacted World Cup participants, listened to their stories and knocked them into some kind of shape. At least this time I had a bit more experience and didn’t waste time writing quite as many stories which due to legal reasons never saw the light of day. You are a lucky boy, Jason Leonard.




    I’ll be taking a look at the six Rugby World Cups to date, three of which I watched and three I participated in (should have been four, but I won’t get into that just yet), giving my personal memories of each before letting loose some of the greats of the game with their own tales of debauchery, heroism (well, maybe not) and much else besides. To avoid any confusion while you are enjoying reading the stories, I should explain that where the contributions cover more than one tournament, I’ve tried to locate them in the section I felt was most relevant.




    Before we get stuck in, however, by way of some background I thought it would be useful (and perhaps even interesting) to run through the history of the RWC, hopefully demonstrating how the tournament has evolved from a hastily arranged competition in 1987 to the global event it has become watched by a television audience in excess of 4 billion people.




    RWC – A Brief History




    Like all good tales, the story of the Rugby World Cup begins a long, long time ago . . . on 8 December 1870 to be precise, when a letter appeared in the Scotsman newspaper and Bell’s Life, a London magazine, inviting footballers from England and Scotland to participate in a match played by the ‘Rugby Rules’. North of the border the date of Monday 27 March 1871 was set, and preparations were made for the match to take place in Edinburgh. Academical Cricket Club was approached to lease their ground and Raeburn Place was therefore credited as hosting rugby’s first ever international match between Scotland and England.




    One hundred and sixteen years later, in 1987, the inaugural Rugby World Cup took place, kicking off on 22 May with a group match between New Zealand and Italy (70–6) at Eden Park, Auckland and ending at the same venue on 20 June with New Zealand defeating France 29–9 to become the first holders of the Webb Ellis Cup.




    In a country where rugby is often regarded as a religion, hosting and winning the first Rugby World Cup was definitely very important for New Zealand. For much of the twentieth century the All Blacks had been regarded as one of the best teams in international rugby, but without a World Cup such claims were impossible to prove. The fact that New Zealand has not won the four-yearly competition since 1987 has arguably made the victory even more important to All Black fans. Photographs of their captain David Kirk holding the Webb Ellis Cup in triumph are among the most famous sporting images in New Zealand.




    What is less well known is how the first Rugby World Cup came about. This fascinating story highlights a number of key themes, including the struggle between the amateur ideal and creeping professionalism, tensions between the British home unions and southern hemisphere countries, and international protests over sporting contacts with South Africa.




    Rugby union has been a medal sport at the modern Summer Olympic Games, being played at four of the first seven competitions. The sport made its debut at the 1900 Paris games where the gold medal was won by the host nation. It subsequently featured at the London games in 1908, the Antwerp games in 1920 and finally at the Paris games in 1924. The United States is the most successful nation in Olympic rugby tournaments, having won the gold medal in both 1920 and 1924, and with the sport being dropped by the International Olympic Committee shortly after Paris, the USA held the title of unofficial world champions for over sixty years.




    In the mid-twentieth century nearly every major sport, and many minor ones, launched world championships. Even those with a regular place in the Olympics found such an event profitable both in financial and public relations terms. World Cups began for football in 1930, for rugby league in 1954, for men’s field hockey in 1971 and for cricket (limited-overs) in 1975; even handball had a world championships in 1938 and orienteering in 1966. Yet as late as into the eighties, the International Rugby Football Board (IRFB) refused to even think about a World Cup, the concern being that such a tournament would inevitably bring money into the game, with unknown consequences.




    The fact that rugby’s professional rival, rugby league, now had a World Cup was another reason the IRFB opposed the idea. In the sixties the former Australian international Harold Tolhurst and Manly club stalwart Jockey Kelaher suggested finding a world champion by holding a month-long tournament in Australia, with Great Britain, France, South Africa and New Zealand to fight it out with the home side. The IRFB was not amused and refused to sanction it in any way. Even competitions to find national club or regional champions were seen as contrary to the spirit of the game. Until 1968, when South Africa’s Currie Cup became an annual event, only France among the rugby powers held a national championship. New Zealand launched its provincial championship in 1976, but clubs in Britain still played only ‘friendlies’.




    By the early eighties winds of change were threatening to blow down the house of cards of amateur rugby. The debacle of the 1981 rebel Springbok tour of New Zealand, which saw widespread protests against the South African team and the apartheid regime, together with the success of New Zealand’s footballing All Whites in qualifying for the 1982 FIFA World Cup and the continuing loss of Australia’s top rugby union players to rugby league, were all signs of the vulnerability of the sport even in its southern hemisphere strongholds. In response, the Australian and New Zealand unions made separate proposals to the IRFB for a Rugby World Cup.




    Forced to do something, the IRFB asked Australia and New Zealand to come up with a feasibility study. With 1987 the only southern winter free of major sports events for the rest of the decade, there was no time to waste. If a World Cup was not approved at the IRFB’s March 1985 meeting, the concept would once again go on the back burner for years.




    Each of the eight full members of the IRFB – Australia, New Zealand, South Africa, England, Ireland, Scotland, Wales and France – had two votes, so the four home unions would all but have a veto if they stuck together.




    South Africa was the great unknown. The sports boycott made it impossible for the country to play abroad. As always, South African Rugby Board president Danie Craven (an IRFB delegate) thought ahead. He realised that favours granted at no real cost now might well pay dividends later. His decision to support the proposal in effect guaranteed that South Africa would later host a similar tournament – if the first one succeeded and apartheid was relaxed. The wily former Springbok captain thus set the stage for the 1995 World Cup (won, of course, by South Africa at home), which cemented the place of rugby, until then a symbol of Afrikaner supremacy, in the multicultural nation.




    This left France as the power broker. French Rugby President Albert Ferrasse decided to vote for a World Cup provided non-IRFB countries were included. D-Day was 21 March 1985, the venue the headquarters of the French national railway. The delegates were whisked by TGV to a lunchtime cruise on the Rhône. After intense lobbying, the vote was taken back in Paris. Delegates from England and Wales broke ranks with the naysayers and the proposal was passed by a margin of 10–6. A Rugby World Cup would be held in 1987. A body with no paid staff, or even any money to call its own, had just two years to organise rugby’s first global tournament.




    The Rugby World Cup was set to take place in May or June 1987, early in the southern winter but not too long after the completion of Europe’s Five Nations. The organising committee was headed by John Kendall-Carpenter, the Englishman who had voted in favour of the competition in 1985. With South Africa out of the international scene, nine non-IRFB nations would be needed to fill the four four-team pools. Some choices were obvious: Italy, Romania and Argentina all had respectable recent records against the major teams. Canada, USA, Japan, Fiji and Tonga also had a long history of playing the game, and the first three offered lucrative television markets. Minnows Zimbabwe were granted the last place to give southern Africa an interest in the event.




    The IRFB spent a year arguing over the distribution of profits, which were yet to be made. Knowing they had the old guard over a barrel, the host unions held out for the best terms they could get. The deal reached in March 1986 gave Australia and New Zealand all their net gate receipts. They would also share 48 per cent of the income generated by the tournament representatives (the commercial company managing the event). The other unions taking part would share most of the rest. Also agreed at the meeting was the appointment of British sports marketing company West Nally as the tournament representatives. They trumped rival bidders by offering US$5 million upfront for the rights. The Australian insistence on payment in advance was to prove wise – West Nally failed to survive the October 1987 stock market crash.




    Potential sponsors demanded stadiums that were ‘clean’ (free of all other advertising). Because of this and Australian rugby politics, the traditional New South Wales Test venue, the Sydney Cricket Ground, was unavailable. Auckland’s Eden Park would host the final, and both semi-finals would be played in Australia. Brisbane’s Ballymore Oval could readily stage one. The Sydney semi-final was allocated to the small Concord Oval, which the New South Wales Rugby Union was developing as its base. With rugby weak outside these two cities, only one pool would be played in Australia. Eight venues in New Zealand would host the other three pools.




    Sponsors were not secured until shortly before the tournament kicked off. When they were announced, the wisdom of including Japan and the United States was confirmed. KDD, a Japanese telecommunications company, was the main sponsor. The others were Mazda, Rank Xerox and New Zealand Breweries. Commercialism was suddenly everywhere. The name of a beer, Steinlager, was even painted on the small buckets in which sand was carried out to place-kickers. Despite a stern circular from the New Zealand Rugby Football Union (NZRFU), this ruse was repeated in the final. In rugby’s brave new world, even official sponsors were not above a little guerrilla marketing.




    The host television rights were shared by public broadcasters, the Australian Broadcasting Corporation and Television New Zealand. At the last minute, the BBC decided to pay £1 million to cover the tournament. This fee looked excessive, but by the 1991 World Cup it would seem the bargain of the century.




    On the whole the tournament witnessed fairly one-sided matches, the seven IRB members proving too strong for the other teams. Half of the twenty-four matches across the four pools saw one team score forty or more points. Even still, 600,000 spectators came out to watch (an average of 18,900 per match) in addition to a worldwide television audience of 300 million from 17 different countries. With regard to the commercial success, it generated £3.3 million in income with a surplus of somewhere in the region of £1 million.




    Throughout the hasty preparation for 1987, it was considered by the IRB to be a ‘one-off’. (How could they think that? Mind you it does remind me of something . . . oh yes, the first Rugby Tales!) No plans were made for future tournaments until the tournament was over. I suspect now, however, they are pretty pleased with themselves that they decided to give it another go. Evidence of the phenomenal growth of the Rugby World Cup can be demonstrated by the fact that in the space of twenty years the RWC has become the third-largest sporting event in the world, behind only the football equivalent and the Olympics. That’s pretty impressive.




    Before I leave this brief historical run-through, there is one other snippet I’d like to share, something I’ve only found out about recently. It concerns the World Cup whistle.




    It seems that the first game of every World Cup to date has been started by the same whistle. The whistle is over 100 years old and bears an inscription saying it was used by Gil Evans in the Test match between New Zealand and England in December 1905, a match the All Blacks won 15–0.




    This piece of rugby history is also believed to have been used by Albert E. Freethy in the final of the 1924 Olympics in Paris when the United States beat hosts France 17–13 at the Colombes Stadium.




    A year later Freethy blew the whistle to dismiss Cyril Brownlie in the Test between New Zealand and England at Twickenham in January 1925, making him the first player to be sent off in an international match.




    The whistle has been housed in the New Zealand Rugby Museum in Palmerston North since 16 April 1969 when they held their inaugural function, having been donated by Stan Dean, who for many years was the chairman of the NZRFU and manager of the 1924/25 All Blacks.




    There, now you know.




    Bedroom Farce




    Enough history. It is time we got on to the stories, but just before we do, I’d like to say a big thank you to all the guys who have contributed World Cup tales and memories for this book. I am indebted to you all. As I hear a story occasionally it triggers a memory of my own about a particular incident. I was out with some fellow knackered old rugby players last night, telling a few lies about how great we used to be and generally reminiscing about the good old days when our bodies were stronger. During the evening I was reminded of a story which occurred during the 2007 World Cup. This morning, it made me chuckle again so I thought I would write the ‘short and sweet’ tale and include it here, as a taster of things to come.




    With the 2007 tournament being hosted by France it was relatively easy for the friends and families of players to make the short trip over the Channel and meet up from time to time. Whilst it’s vital for the squad to concentrate on the task in hand, it’s also important to get a break from the continuous training, analysis and general preparation that take place during a World Cup campaign. To spend time with friends and loved ones provides welcome relief from the monotony of the rugby bubble in which players are required to live.




    It was noticeable how many of the players’ wives and girlfriends seemed keen to visit their men when we were staying in the Trianon Palace Hotel in Versailles (now a Waldorf Astoria hotel). Situated about a dozen miles from the heart of Paris and set within magnificent woodlands, it has been described as one of France’s finest luxury retreats, complete with a magnificent spa and an exquisite French restaurant. A far cry from the Marseille Holiday Inn we were to stay in a week later, but I will say more about that later in the book. It is way too early to inflict that story on you just now.




    One late arrival was Mike Catt’s wife Ali (yes, she really is called Ali and if you think about it for a second it’s clear she must have been very much in love with Mike to agree to marry him). Having reached the hotel, Ali was keen to catch up with several of the other partners and decided it was more important for her to go out on the town with them rather than wait for her husband to finish training. The group disappeared into the night and by all accounts had a splendid evening, sampling the local cuisine and drinking as much French wine as they could manage.




    Arriving back at the hotel fully refreshed, the girls entered the lift and pressed level 3, the floor occupied by the majority of the players. It was at this point Ali realised she had no idea which was her husband’s room. So she walked along the corridor hoping there might be a sign or familiar smell to help locate Mike’s room. About halfway along one of the doors was open and inside she spotted a kitbag with the initials MC. With huge relief, she entered the empty room and collapsed into bed.




    I have no idea who was the most shocked fifteen minutes later when Martin Corry entered his room to find Mike Catt’s wife fast asleep in his bed. Ooh là là , as they say in France. I think.




    Right, this time I really am done wittering on. I shall now hand you over (after I’ve had my say, of course) to the wit and wisdom of rugby’s finest. Good luck.








  



    

       

    




    1987




    I’ve already gone over the birth of the Rugby World Cup in my introduction, but in case you skipped that (and who could blame you) I’ll quickly go over again the set-up for this first step into the unknown.




    Once the decision had been made to proceed it left little more than two years to lay the foundations of a tournament that would finally provide a method to establish a true world champion. The inaugural event was hosted predominantly by New Zealand with Australia acting as co-hosts.




    Argentina were invited to take the place of South Africa – who were excluded from international rugby whilst the system of apartheid remained in place – with other invitations extended to Fiji, Tonga, Japan, Canada, Romania, Zimbabwe, Italy and the United States for the sixteen-team tournament to be held in May and June 1987.




    The teams were split into four pools of four, three of which were based in New Zealand with the other, featuring Australia, hosted in Sydney and Brisbane. The top two nations in each pool progressed to the quarter-finals.




    New Zealand were the favourites to win the tournament and they definitely relished the opportunity to prove they were the dominant force in world rugby. Before the tournament started the All Blacks were told by their coach, Brian Lochore, they were playing for 100 years of New Zealand rugby-playing tradition, because they had been world champions (according to Brian, although it is hard to dispute, I suppose) without the trophy to prove it. No pressure there then.




    The first match was between New Zealand and Italy and took place on 22 May at Eden Park, Auckland. Before the game the All Blacks performed the haka for the first time in a World Cup and with immaculate timing John Kirwan of New Zealand went on to grace this ground-breaking game by scoring one of the best tries ever seen at international level, running almost the entire length of the pitch beating several players in the process. The hosts won the game easily, 70–6, and the victory helped to unite the country which had been somewhat divided by the NZ Cavaliers’ unofficial tour of South Africa in April 1986, breaking the international sporting embargo levied on the South Africans. It’s fair to say there was a degree of apathy towards the tournament in the early stages, but as it progressed it began to capture the imagination of the home supporters and television viewers burning the midnight oil in the northern hemisphere.




    Wales had a convincing 16–3 win over England in their quarter-final in Brisbane, while in New Zealand the All Blacks brushed aside Scotland. Australia and France secured the remaining two berths.




    The semi-finals were in stark contrast to each other. Let’s just say New Zealand beat Wales by 49–6 in a game even more one-sided than the score suggests. The other match proved to be very exciting, thanks largely to the fact that in true Gallic tradition France just kept attacking and attacking, throwing caution to the wind as they ran the ball at every opportunity. Australia came back at them with counterattacks and eventually a wonderful try scored by the French legend Serge Blanco right in the corner of the pitch secured a thrilling 30–24 victory.




    The All Blacks then won the final 29–9 at Eden Park and although France were well beaten, they had shown the southern hemisphere teams they were a major force in world rugby. As for New Zealand, it was a storybook finish confirming their status in the game. I’m sure no one could possibly believe they would not win at least one of the next five tournaments, but that, in my opinion (if not the opinion of New Zealanders), is the beauty of sport. It’s often unpredictable and occasionally produces major upsets.




    One person who is worthy of special mention, playing a key role in the development of rugby union on the world stage, is the late Vernon Pugh QC. Vernon was chairman of the International Rugby Board and Rugby World Cup Ltd. His energy and vision were instrumental in the expansion of the governing body to include ninety-four full members (increased from eight, quite a leap) and also in building the profile of the sport’s showpiece event.




    When you read some of the stories in the 1987 RWC section to follow I am sure you, like me, will be left with the impression that many of the players had no idea at all what to expect, and I’m reasonably confident their respective management teams had even less understanding of what was required. The All Blacks were the only team who prepared to win. The rest were there on tour, on holiday and in some cases just making up the numbers.




    Regardless of the haphazard birth and the stuttering appreciation of most of the participating nations, the Rugby World Cup had arrived and the fun was just beginning.




    
Not in the Zone





    When the 1987 Rugby World Cup took place I was fifteen years old and had an interest in the sport, but little more than that. It’s fair to say the game was nowhere near as high on my list of priorities as it was to become in later years. One of the problems for me was the tournament took place on the other side of the world and at the time I was boarding at Ampleforth College. Nowadays the TV schedulers understand the huge interest shown by the northern hemisphere, which ensures that matches taking place in New Zealand or Australia tend to kick off during the evening, local time, allowing European audiences to view them over breakfast.




    Unfortunately they didn’t have this foresight or knowledge back in 1987 so most of the matches were available to view at 3.00 a.m. in the UK. The chances of my housemaster allowing me to get up in the middle of the night to watch the games were less than zero. By 10.00 p.m. the dormitory doors were locked and bolted, chains securely in place, and it would have taken a fire for them to be opened before the following morning. In fact, anyone who has any knowledge of Ampleforth probably knows they operate in a different time zone from most of England, let alone other parts of the world. If it was 3.00 a.m. in New Zealand it would have been 1953 at Ampleforth. To be honest I’m still getting over the shock of being sent there.




    As for the World Cup, from an English perspective it’s probably just as well that I didn’t catch much of the action. I don’t recall us doing very well, and judging from the stories contributed by lads who participated, I’m not surprised. Organisation, discipline and dedication are three words (and I could mention many more) that didn’t seem to feature on the radar of players or management in those early days. It would appear we got exactly what we deserved. That said, it’s clear that a lot of fun was had as the northern hemisphere teams fell by the wayside.








  



    

       

    




    Shiver Me Timbers




    Gareth Chilcott




    

      

        

          [image: ]A firm favourite with the supporters during his playing days, Gareth Chilcott remains just as popular since retirement in his role as host of practically every overseas rugby trip organised by Gullivers Sports Travel in the last twenty years or so. I was fortunate to only play against him on a handful of occasions and I believe I have at least one scar (physical or mental) for every encounter. He was a hard man on the pitch and a gentleman off it. I remember an early game for Wasps against the mighty Bath side of that era. From the kick-off it became clear to me “Cooch” had little regard for the ball or indeed the opposition, he just wanted to impose his will and physical strength on anything dressed in black. As a callow youth of about nineteen years of age it seemed to me that he succeeded on both fronts. John Reason, a superb rugby journalist, once wrote of Cooch, “He looked like a bit part actor playing the role of a Mafia assassin in search of his next victim.” I’m not sure if this is complimentary or not, but having played against him I know exactly what John meant!




          ‘Having spent many nights in his company, I can tell you he is one of the most entertaining characters to come out of the rugby world. It’s no wonder he’s still in great demand as an after dinner speaker. Just for the record his story below about being arrested is absolutely true. I won’t give away here what it was actually for, but I for one am pleased he was released because a long-term period of incarceration would have been (deserved?) a sad loss to the sport of rugby.[image: ]


        


      


    




    I admired Lawrence as a rugby player and have been even more impressed with his charitable work since retirement, in particular his Charitable Foundation which has raised millions of pounds for Cancer Research UK, Help for Heroes and the Rugby Players Association (RPA) Benevolent Fund amongst others. So when he gave me a ring regarding his World Cup book which is supporting a favourite charity of mine, Wooden Spoon, I was delighted to get involved.




    If it’s okay with the editor I want to contribute two stories: one concerns how I almost never made selection for a World Cup squad, or any other squad for that matter, and one relates to the inaugural World Cup in 1987, in which I played.




    I’d had a great year in 1984: my club side Bath won the John Player Cup final at Twickenham for the first time and I made my international debut against Australia, also at Twickenham. To celebrate these events I accepted an invitation to help train the Thailand national rugby team for a few weeks during the summer. Little did I know I was going to be arrested for air piracy – yes, you’ve read that correctly – after the plane taking me to Bangkok made a forced landing in Karachi and four armed police deposited me in a local prison cell.




    I was with a few mates from Bristol and we left Heathrow airport on Thai Air Flight 124. Shortly after take-off we landed in Paris to pick up a few more passengers, including the Agen rugby team who were departing for a tour of the Far East. This is when the seeds of disaster were sown. One or two of their lads spoke some English and we enjoyed a few beers together, every now and again breaking into song with a rendition of ‘Rule Britannia’ which was invariably followed by their version of the ‘Marseillaise’. Perhaps inevitably, with alcohol levels rising, the Anglo–French rivalry began in earnest and, dare I say it, reached a boisterous level. We upheld the honour of the British for a creditable length of time as more and more glasses of plonk and beer were consumed by both parties. Unfortunately one of my mates, Martin Shepherd, who was particularly unsteady on his feet anyway, received a bit of a ‘nudge’ from the opposition, tripped over nothing in particular and fell, managing to split his head open on an armrest before hitting the floor. Out cold!




    I was out of my seat and ready for action in an instant. Well, I dragged myself up eventually at least. I managed to take out four of them with perfectly timed and expertly delivered punches without receiving a single blow in return, which was a hell of a lot easier than it sounds as they were strapped in their seats at the time and unable to move. I turned to face another Agen player running down the aisle and caught a blow to the side of the head. I knew it was going to be serious as I’d spotted a glass in his hand just before contact. We both looked at each other and then down at his hand which contained a crushed plastic cup. Let’s just say I nodded in his direction and the job was done. The stewardesses were obviously not used to the slightly eccentric way in which the international camaraderie of rugby manifests itself, and one of them ran to the cockpit and convinced the pilot lives were at risk. He made an emergency landing in Karachi where uniformed police with rifles poured onto the plane, bashed my groggy mate Martin on the head with a rifle butt (he was only just coming around from the incident with the armrest) and slapped a set of handcuffs on me.




    As we marched across the tarmac in the blazing sun another idiot idea came to me – make a run for it. With my hands handcuffed behind my back, I ran as fast as I possibly could, not thinking of the police and their weaponry. How I didn’t get shot I’ll never know. Of course there was nowhere to run and I soon found myself locked up in solitary for five days. From time to time someone would come into the cell and tell me I was departing on a flight later that day, but as each departure time came and went I began to get very worried. Eventually I was put on a flight to Bangkok, this time with my hands ‘cuffed’ at the front, and seated next to a striking couple and their beautiful young daughter. I had not shaved or showered for five days and wore the same set of clothes I’d been arrested in. Not a good look. The flight was full, so instead of moving as far away from me as possible, dad swapped seats with his daughter and acted as a human shield between me and his family.




    Hours later, we landed at Bangkok and I was released from the handcuffs. Without a passport or luggage, which had arrived several days earlier on my original flight, I soon found myself a guest of the security forces once again. I tried to explain I was due to be coaching the national team and was a very important person. Twelve hours later my mate Andrew arrived with my passport and I knew I was just a few hours away from experiencing the Bangkok night life, or so I thought. No sooner had I arrived in our hotel, when my bowels gave out. I think I’d been fed something decidedly dodgy in Karachi. The net result was three days confined to my room, or more accurately the toilet.




    To finish this story you need to know at the time there was very little rugby played in schools in Thailand, the majority of senior teams recruiting their playing personnel from the armed forces and universities. Such was my luck on this trip, Thailand had experienced horrendous monsoons and half the country was under water, with the result that the majority of the military players were out on flood relief, whilst the remainder contemplated wistfully where their pitches had once been before the rains washed them away. During a ten-week stint as coaching assistant, I spent six days in custody, two days in transit, three days on the toilet and managed just two training sessions, both of which took place with me standing in front of a blackboard. Rather than suggest I go home early, my hosts were apologetic about the weather and constantly checking I was okay. I genuinely wish I could have done more for them on the coaching front, but they provided me with enough memories to last a lifetime. I know, of course, that fighting on a plane is not a clever thing to do, but in my defence I was young, hot-headed, full of beer and red wine. I often think back on that episode now, and how easily I might have just disappeared from life languishing in a Karachi cell. I would never have experienced playing for England again, a British Lions tour, marriage and children. God knows I was lucky.




    Beach Balls




    Having survived my spell in the Karachi ‘Hilton’ I was going to make the most of freedom for the rest of my life, which obviously included the 1987 Rugby World Cup. A trip during which I improved my scuba diving, learnt the rules of water polo, reduced my golf handicap from 22 to 19, took my first sky dive, enjoyed my second ever bungee jump and frightened myself to death during a white water rapids trip in a relatively small inflatable boat. I also have a vague recollection of playing a bit of rugby.




    The World Cup was a rugby tour with bells on, the only difference being you didn’t know the date of your flight home until twenty-four hours prior to departure. I suspect I won’t be the last to say so in these pages that the England approach was not all it could have been, especially when compared to the preparation of squads leading up to the more recent tournaments. Every single aspect is so totally different today; I look at the space-age kit provided for current international players and think about the bulky, baggy (although not that baggy in my case), heavy cotton shirts we used to play in, which more than doubled in weight if it rained. The only similarity is the red rose of England on the chest, which to me was always the most important thing.




    One instance when England managed to get preparation spectacularly wrong was the period between qualification through the group stage and the quarter-final. Australia, Ireland, Wales and England were playing their quarter-final matches in Australia. Three of the four named countries travelled to Australia for training camps. The English management decided we needed some rest, recuperation and recreation to help recharge the batteries – a decision that was greeted with massive cheers from the squad, although with hindsight it was probably not what was required at such a critical stage of the tournament. So with the other teams heading into strict regimes we headed off to Hamilton Island, the leading resort destination in the Whitsunday Islands.




    Four days of sunbathing, swimming and water polo would have been paradise at the end of a long season, not ideal for a match to determine who would proceed to the semi-final of the Rugby World Cup. During the break a decision was made to play a more expansive game, with Mike Harrison as England captain and right-wing obviously wanting to show the world what he and his fellow backs could do with the ball in their hands. Prior to this we had utilised the immense power of our forwards and dominated the opposition up front. I’m not certain the decision received unanimous support but when you’re lying on a sun lounger with a Piña Colada in your hand, quite frankly it took too much effort to object.
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