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INTRODUCTION

Payno

As was widely predicted, our first book, The Good, The Bad & The Rugby – Unleashed, did not win a Pulitzer Prize. It did, however, scoop Sports Entertainment Book of the Year at the 2025 Charles Tyrwhitt Sports Book Awards (and sold quite a lot of copies), so here we are again, back for a sequel.

Much like Bob Dylan when he won the Nobel Prize in Literature, or the Academy Awards-shy Katherine Hepburn, none of us was able to attend the Sports Book Awards at The Oval cricket ground. When our nomination was announced, Hask texted to say, ‘Prizes are nothing. My prize is my work’; and while Tins did appear via a pre-recorded telecast, I’m told that most attendees were shocked that he knew of the book’s existence. As for me, I was probably busy trying to extinguish yet another podcast-related inferno started by Hask.

What more have we to say? It’s a fair question. Hask has told his best stories so many times that this book is more likely to be nominated for a fiction award than a non-fiction one (as Tins often points out, stories that started out almost as throwaway lines can now last for up to half an hour, what with all the bells and whistles Hask has attached to them over the years).

Then again, Hask can mine more new material from a trip to the supermarket than most people can from an entire lifetime – and you won’t be surprised to learn that he hasn’t just been hanging around Waitrose since our last book came out. He recently turned 40, he’s been through much personal turmoil, he’s done an awful lot of DJing – and he’s had a lot of arguments. Expect much of that, and even some thoughts on rugby, in the following pages.

When it comes to Tins, you’ll find out about his early days in rugby, how he had to fight to make it, some of his highest highs and lowest lows, what he thinks of the state of the game, and his plans to get it back on track. Meanwhile, I’ll tell you all about my career in broadcasting, from making (‘disgusting’) tea and coffee, and presenting some of the greatest rugby matches in history, to getting binned by Sky, and ending up on a podcast with one of English rugby’s biggest legends and a member of the royal family. And Hask.

I should end by begging you to pardon my previous flippancy. It was, of course, lovely to win that award, as well as very surprising. In fact, The Good, The Bad & The Rugby will never stop surprising us, and its continuing success is largely down to you – our wonderful listeners, viewers, and now readers. We do hope you enjoy what follows and that you keep coming back for more.
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You’ll never make any money

Tins

My first memory of playing rugby would be inter-house games at Queen Elizabeth Grammar School (QEGS) in Wakefield. I was in Savile House (Thomas Savile being one of the school’s founders), and being one of the bigger kids – and because kids’ rugby was full contact in those days – I very much enjoyed the freedom of running through and over the top of defenders.

My dad had captained Otley, who were quite a big rugby club back in the day, but I never saw him play because he suffered a bad injury when he was 27. However, he made sure to tell me how good he was. A lot. And it was very apparent that he loved the game so much, as did most of his brothers and my granddad, all of whom played for Otley.

When I think of Otley the place, I think of freedom. My grandma lived there, so I’d wander from her house to the ground. I spent a lot of time in the clubhouse and have vivid memories of men in blazers drinking beer from tankards, although it would sometimes be difficult to see them through the cigarette smoke. And while my mum and dad were having a drink and a chat, we’d be running all over the place – the pitch, the stand (which wasn’t exactly the Kop but seemed like it to an eight-year-old), and the steaming changing rooms with those old communal bathtubs – and enjoying every minute of it.

I loved playing back-row and didn’t think I’d ever play anywhere else. However, when I was 14 a talented number eight called Tom Hird joined QEGS from a school in Doncaster, and my coach suggested I start playing centre instead. I wasn’t having that. The way I saw it, this new kid should move, not me. But John managed to convince me to play one game there and I soon realised how easy it was to play in the backs compared to in the forwards. I was big for a centre, and quite fast, so particularly enjoyed one-on-ones.

I was one of those lads who needed to be outside, not stuck behind a desk staring at a book, and I wasn’t great academically anyway, however hard I tried. I wasn’t a big watcher of rugby either (there wasn’t much on the TV back then, outside the Six Nations and World Cups there was only Rugby Special on Sundays). I wanted to be doing it, not standing on the sidelines or in front of the TV with itchy feet. Even now, I always have to be doing something. Thankfully, we didn’t have mobile phones when I was a kid, and I had sport as a release, so I didn’t have to worry about that.

Rugby was my first love, but I played lots of other sports. I was never really interested in hockey because the season clashed with rugby, and I soon got bored with cricket (I did get sucked back in during sixth form, when I realised you could have a couple of beers on the boundary). I was decent at athletics – hurdles, discus, shot putt, whatever they put me in for really – and I got quite far with high jump. I recently had an argument with an Aussie mate who claimed he jumped higher than me, and later that day he sent me his school records to prove it: his best was 2.03 metres, mine was 1.93 metres, so I conceded he was king but loved the fact he had obviously been called out on this before and knew exactly where the evidence was! But I was good enough to compete at the North of England trials, and high jump translated well to my rugby career: when Dave Alred brought in Aussie Rules-type jumping to catch balls and the cross-field contestable kick got its first outing, I still had that spring, at least off one leg.

School rugby games took place on Saturdays, and because I didn’t want to give up my entire weekend, and I played so much rugby at school anyway, I never joined a club. Weirdly, given the amount of time I spent there, I never played for Otley, and while I trained at Sandal Rugby Club, I don’t remember playing for them. Wakefield Rugby Club still existed back then, and our rugby master Trevor Barker had played for them, but I never turned out for them either. That’s why I always say that my first actual club was Bath.

My dad was like me, in that he’d quite happily spend hours passing or kicking a ball in the garden, usually until Mum told him he had to do something else. And because injury had cut him down in his prime, I always felt he harboured a lot of unrealised dreams. He’d played against Headingley, who had Scotland’s Ian McGeechan and England’s John Spencer in the centres, and he thought he was better than Spencer. Maybe he was, maybe he wasn’t, but first he broke his leg (and got married in a full leg cast) and then he destroyed his ACL, before they knew about ACL injuries so they just removed his cartilage, which probably made it worse. His England dream over, maybe he lived out those dreams through me and my brother Ian.

I wouldn’t say my dad was hard on me, but he was very honest. He had a habit of telling me everything I’d done wrong first, then telling me what I’d done well. It was always a fair appraisal of my performance, and it rubbed off on me. Instead of walking off the pitch thinking about the good stuff I’d done – even if I’d scored a hatful – I’d be thinking, What could I have done better? Was I in the wrong position for that tackle? Should I have passed when I made that break? It kept me grounded, ensured I never got carried away with myself and was always striving to get better.

But as long as I gave it my all, Dad would be happy. His attitude was, if you try, you can’t be wrong, and you can work on the other stuff; but if you don’t try, you’re pretty much screwed. That’s what I’ll be like with my kids.

Dad would commentate while watching me play, but because he’d always stand behind the posts, so that he could better see space and running lines, he didn’t bother anyone – apart from his sons. I’ll never forget the time he stormed into the house and said to my mum, ‘I’ve had it with that kid’, before storming off again. When Ian turned up, I said to him, ‘What have you done?’, to which he replied, ‘Dad was gobbing off behind the posts and I told him to fuck off.’ I made a mental note never to make the same mistake, but fast forward five or six years, I was playing for the first XV, Dad was gobbing off behind the posts (he would probably say constructive ideas from someone who had been there and done it!), and I shouted, ‘Can you just shut the fuck up?’ He wasn’t particularly happy about that either and it was the last time I said it.

Ian was a good player but suffered a knee injury while he was still at school and never really got back into it, which was a shame as I remember he was pretty skilful. That pretty much ended his rugby career, even though he did have a couple of run-outs later down the road. As for me, I captained Yorkshire and had a trial for the North of England when I was 16, but my journey was nothing like Hask’s, who played for all the England age groups and was earmarked for big things before he’d even left school. Two years later, I had another trial for the North of England, and they put me at full-back. Apart from my future best mate, Bath and England team-mate Iain Balshaw dummying and skinning me, I thought I played pretty well, but I didn’t get picked again.

Schoolboy rugby has always been cliquey, especially in those days. Too much about what school you went to, and I just don’t think my face fitted very well. Luckily for me, the England Schoolboys coach was a guy called Geoff Wappett – he also was coach of Bradford Grammar School, who at the time were QEGS’s big rivals. He liked the physical side of my game and he invited me to train with the North of England.

Alex Sanderson, this big bronze Adonis from Kirkham Grammar School, was the number eight, and we quickly became the best of battle buddies. Because I was still an outsider, I was slightly obsessed with smashing people, to make a point, but Alex was my main target. Every time he got the ball, I’d try to bury him, and vice versa. We were constantly at war on the training ground, but firm friends off it, and Geoff liked that kind of attitude. I think he also realised that while I wasn’t the most naturally talented centre, I did things other centres didn’t. Because I was a converted back-row, I’d always be over the ball, trying to steal it – what they call jackaling nowadays – and that wasn’t really done by centres back then.

Geoff then got me a game for the South West against the Midlands, I played quite well, scored a couple of tries, and got an England Schools trial off the back of it. A bad first ten minutes must have counted against me, because I didn’t get picked again, but Geoff, who was a fan of my physicality, told me to stick around and I ended up in the squad for the first game against France in the Five Nations (as it was back then) at Twickenham. I came on in the second half on the wing and wanted to make an impression. We put a high ball on their small winger and it gave me the chance I needed. Their winger went up for the ball and I managed to time my tackle perfectly, smashing him when he landed, which was a bit of a statement. Future Newcastle, Toulon and Northampton centre Tom May started ahead of me against France, but, in a peculiar twist, he then went on study leave for two weeks. I started two games in his place, and he never got back in.

Rugby had only just gone pro, and academies weren’t really a thing back then. On top of that, my mum had told me that I’d never make any money from rugby and was very keen for me to go to university, so I still wasn’t thinking about a rugby career. Even when I went on an England Schoolboys tour to Australia in 1997, I didn’t think it would lead anywhere, despite it being an insanely good team, including Jonny Wilkinson, Andrew Sheridan, Iain Balshaw, David Flatman, Lee Mears, Steve Borthwick and Alex Sanderson.

However, while I was in Australia, a guy called Alan Martinovic, who coached Colston’s School in Bristol (who’d beaten my QEGS team in the Daily Mail Cup final two years in a row) got in touch to say that Bath, who he was also involved with, might want to sign me. Only then did I think that I might play rugby for a living. Gloucester and Newcastle also showed an interest, and I remember phoning my mum up and saying, ‘You know you said I’d never make any money from rugby? Well, I’ve got three offers …’

I went and looked at all three clubs, but while Gloucester and Newcastle wanted me to go to university, and I’d been accepted on a sports psychology course at Durham, Bath said they wanted me to join them immediately, give it my all for a year, and see where I got to. A few lads from the England Schoolboys tour were going there, including Balsh and Mearsy, so I deferred my degree, got a house with those two, and my journey as a proper rugby player began. 






2


[image: A decorative silhouette of a halo]


An itch that needed scratching

Payno

I’ll never forget the first game of rugby I played, even though it was an inglorious beginning. I was eight, started on the bench, skipped on in the second half, stood out on the wing without touching the ball until the final whistle, then skipped off again. My parents were there on the touchline, although I don’t remember what they said to me afterwards. Not a lot, probably.

I had an incredibly happy childhood, but like everyone I had various things to work through as a young kid, not least losing a sister, Laura, when I was six. You have no idea how these things affect you at the time but I’m sure they did, particularly around my confidence. But sport was definitely a solution. I soon put my flouncing debut behind me and went from not really enjoying rugby to absolutely loving it, as if somebody had flipped a switch in my head. No way am I comparing myself to Hask or Tins – I’m talking about a little prep school called Sandroyd in Wiltshire – but I was a half-decent player in that environment, mainly because I was quite brave and liked getting stuck in. And when people are telling you you’re doing well at something, your confidence is sure to grow.

I’d do rugby summer camps in the holidays, to get fit for the new season, and our rugby master, Mr Fowler, made me captain in my final year. He was the first person to see something in me and no doubt ignited what spark was there. For the first time in my life I thought, OK, I’m actually good at something, and being recognised in that way didn’t just boost my confidence on the rugby field, it made me feel more comfortable in other areas. My determination grew, my belief grew and it made me comfortable with aiming for Eton and beyond. My brother, who was a much better player than me, captained the team a few years later, and he’d probably say something similar.

Even at nine or ten, I’d get unbelievably nervous before games, which is ridiculous looking back on it, but I remember how much it meant. Despite it being almost 40 years ago, I can still remember playing my part in little old Sandroyd’s first ever win over its greatest rivals, the mighty Port Regis (Mrs Tindall’s alma mater, weirdly). It was on their turf, it was pouring with rain, Tom Hooper and Harry Balston scored our tries (back when a try was worth four points) and we won 8–0. It was such a big event that the whole school came out to clap us in when we returned on the mini-bus, and our celebration was to push Mr Fowler into the swimming pool, fully clothed. I caught up with an old team-mate from that day during the recent Lions tour and I brought it up. He had exactly the same memories, and added that he missed both conversions. So it’s not just me. Hask and Tins obviously tell far more glorious rugby tales, but everyone has their own moments, and I do think rugby is a game that gives you something above and beyond other team sports.

At 13, I was picked for and captained a team called Wessex, which was the best of the South West’s smaller prep schools. Think of it as the British & Irish Lions for boys in a small pocket of England. But it meant a lot, and we’d play against all the big public schools in that area, such as Sherborne, Canford and Bryanston. When I got to Eton I made the A’s in my first term, but the following year I very nearly cut off a finger on a bandsaw in an Art class. I can hear Hask and Tins snigger, but I missed the entire season and by the following year the team had moved on, I hadn’t grown and it all rather fell away. So I was an enthusiastic but decidedly average player.

Back then, schools rugby wasn’t very scientific. If you were big and/or quick, you were picked for the team; if you were neither big nor quick, however gutsy you might have been, you struggled to get a look in. There was very little in the way of conditioning or working on skills, it was a case of two practice sessions a week and a game at the weekend.

Compare that to schools rugby today: Hask and I have attended a couple of Continental Tyres Schools Cup finals at Twickenham and it is like watching professional outfits, with players so big they block out the sun and skills that are off the charts. That’s because they’re in the gym at 6 a.m. every morning, training for two hours every evening, and they’re often coached by ex-internationals. Last year, two of the Harrow team signed professional contracts with Bath the day after the final. That’s how small the gap is now.

I watched an extraordinary amount of sport, and particularly rugby, as a kid. I was a devotee of Grandstand and my first broadcasting heroes were Rugby Special presenters Chris Rea (the former Scotland international, not the singer-songwriter from Middlesbrough, though I do have a soft spot for ‘Driving Home For Christmas’) and his successor John Inverdale, as well as commentator Nigel Starmer-Smith. I’d watch the Five Nations obsessively and got into trouble at school for sneaking into staff rooms and watching games during the 1995 World Cup in South Africa.

I’d get a rugby video every birthday, and I distinctly remember watching Bill’s Best Bits (with the great Bill McLaren) for about the 250th time and my mum walking in and saying, ‘For heaven’s sake, you’ve got to get yourself motivated to do other things because you’ll never have a job watching rugby …’ I don’t often remind her of that, but I do slip it into conversation when the need arises.

Like a lot of sports broadcasters, I was a frustrated schoolboy sportsman, who instinctively understood that while I loved the game, I was never going to achieve anything as a player. But I didn’t just love the action on the field, I also loved the background stories and the people involved in the sport, at all levels. That being the case, I probably should have studied something to do with journalism at university, instead of history of art.

Before starting at Edinburgh University, I was a wannabe Jack Kerouac and drove around America for six months in an A-Team van with three friends, which was a proper adventure. I ended up playing in a sevens tournament in Dallas where at the afterparty, the captain of one of the other teams put one of his debutants through his initiation, which made my eyes water. He made the new recruit sink a beer and then headbutted him square in the face, breaking his nose. This bloke just accepted it but – can I surprise you? – that side of rugby was never really my thing.

I went for trials at university, but quickly realised that kind of rugby set-up didn’t really float my boat. I get the rugby scene, and I completely understand for some it is their natural habitat, and good luck to them. Everyone needs their outlet. Hask and Tins are always telling me I’m a sipper and tipper, but the truth is I know what I like and I like what I know. When it comes to a night out, I like to play to my own rules rather than someone else’s, because there’s no point taking a driver off the tee when you know you’re going to perform better by playing it safe with a four iron. I’m someone who wants to make the most of the whole night and to be there at the end, not carried out on a stretcher by 7 p.m.

It’s a lesson I learned from my dad when I was about 16. We were on a skiing holiday once and our rep, some 18-year-old ski bum, was desperately trying to get him to drink shots at the bar. I was pushing him to show what he could do: ‘Go on, Dad, you’ve got to drink them.’ He put down his whisky, smiled and said to both of us, ‘No, really, I’m OK, thanks.’ I felt quite embarrassed and mildly let down, but my uncle took me aside and said, ‘There will come a point in time when you realise that your old man is absolutely right – he’s got nothing to prove to you. And he definitely has nothing to prove to the rep.’

A number of years later the penny dropped. Hask and Tins will tell you that I’m incredibly stubborn in that regard. I plough my own furrow, instead of doing things other people might want me to do, and no man was going to make me drink a pint of vomit at Edinburgh, mine or anyone else’s.

I ended up playing a fair amount of wonderfully average rugby over my four years in Edinburgh. There was a vibrant inter-mural rugby scene every Wednesday, involving 20 teams playing a full league season. We actually had a pretty good side, losing in the final in our penultimate year and winning the competition in my final year. There were some fantastic teams and players in the competition, including future Scotland scrum-half Rory Lawson, who has become a good mate after we worked together for years at Sky, and his brother and future Scotland sevens star Gregor. I also played sevens against Simon Taylor, not long before he was picked for Scotland and then the Lions. As you can imagine, he was extraordinarily good.

At the weekends I also played for Edinburgh Academicals; the oldest surviving football club of any code in Scotland, having been formed in 1857. Accies have produced countless Scotland internationals and nine British & Irish Lions, and while I never reached such heights with the club, I was part of a pretty good Under-21s squad. And while I only played a few games for the firsts, I went as far as I was ever going to, which is all you can really ask.

I was a pretty skinny student, fit and fairly brave, but certainly not tough. I remember going to training with the firsts one Thursday, and it was essentially a brawl in the mud. I hung on in there, was put on the bench for a cup game on the Saturday, came on and did very little in a game we should never have lost. I remember the coach tearing an absolute strip off us in the changing room afterwards and saying that anyone who wasn’t at training on Tuesday wouldn’t play again that season. Needless to say I didn’t make training, dropped back to the Under-21s and that was that.

We did have some great trips, though, the highlight being the evening before every Scotland v England match in the Six Nations, when Accies would play London Scottish in the same city as the Calcutta Cup was being contested. On one trip down south for the fixture, the plan was to catch the 9 a.m. train from Edinburgh, be in London for 1 p.m., have a bit of lunch before stretching the legs, then be at Richmond Athletic Ground for a 7.45 kick-off. Unfortunately, all trains out of Edinburgh were cancelled because of snow, so we ended up taking a bus, arriving at the ground at 7.30, changing, running out and getting licked by 50 points. They had a couple of centres who’d played Super Rugby, and I don’t think we got a hand on them all night.

Accies was packed with great people, though, and I actually took Hask and Tins back a few years ago to do a show in their new clubhouse. It turned into one of those nights; in the small hours we found ourselves deep in an Edinburgh dungeon sipping some of the finest whisky on earth. As you do.

As much as I loved playing and was thankful for the good times it had given me, I can’t pretend to have been anything other than a decidedly average player. So when I left Edinburgh, I didn’t think, Cool, I had a lot of fun, but that’s me done with the game; instead, I thought, I wish I’d been bigger, faster, stronger, more committed, I wish I’d had more talent, I wish I’d been a bigger part of it. As such, I still had an itch that needed to be scratched.

Despite almost losing that finger, I actually left school wanting to be a sculptor (yep, a free hit for Hask and Tins) and did an art foundation course in Bournemouth in my gap year. Totem poles were my thing, which would probably see me accused of cultural appropriation nowadays, but like the rugby, it became clear that I was keen but not that able. The totem poles I threatened to erect in my parents’ garden ‘accidentally’ found their way to the bonfire one chilly winter.

Plus, I found my history of art course in Edinburgh a remarkably frustrating experience. I actually tried to switch subjects about two weeks after starting, but was told that I could only swap if I started again the following year. So I ended up losing interest a fortnight into a four-year course and so did just enough to get by, while focusing more on life in the awesome Scottish capital. My sculpting dreams parked, I spent my holidays working out what I should be instead.

I had done a bit of the school Combined Cadet Force, and considered joining the Army. I was quite close to signing-on with the Light Dragoons, who had offered to put me through university, which would have been handy financially. I’m always curious as to what life would have been like if I’d taken the cheque. My oldest mate did cash it, ended up spending six years in the Grenadiers and did two tours of Afghanistan. There is a little bit of me that’s jealous of the challenges he faced. Advertising was another option, as was working in the City but, for everything I looked at, all the roads just seemed to lead back to sport, and rugby, of which my knowledge was borderline encyclopedic.
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I knew how much he loved me

Hask

How does one start another book? Do we ease in softly, do we blow the doors off or do we go emotional? As Alex said in his intro, I have told a lot of stories but no one wants to be caught repeating themselves. I have attended enough sportsmen’s dinners with ex-rugby players telling the same stories for the last 30 years, until one day I imagine they look up and realise the crowd has no idea what they are talking about. Lucky for you lot, my life is drama, wrapped up in a box of laughter and shrouded in a blanket of chaos, so stories are not something I am short of.

Lots of things have happened since I last put pen to paper and won us an award, and yes it was down to me. Tins never read the first book and was equally as surprised as anyone that we even had a book out or what it contained, and Alex spent so much time flapping over the contents, he almost took off. Talk about constantly being flustered, Alex’s heart rate must tick over at 170 bpm all the time. He is like having an agoraphobic, claustrophobic, OCD, depressed, anxious elderly relative who is just constantly worrying. It’s very difficult to ever actually get him to a point where he is content, not breathing heavily into a brown paper bag and being attended to by a member of the St John Ambulance.

Now while we didn’t get sued from the first book, we did ruffle some feathers, including some feathers close to home. It turns out that perhaps people don’t like the truth or would rather remain anonymous when it comes to past actions, but the beauty is you can’t argue with the truth.

Don’t get me wrong, no one actually spoke to me about anything, as no one ever does, as that requires strength of character and gumption. It’s all running off to teacher, or HR, to make complaints, which hold about as much water as a sieve. Luckily, the revolution was quelled with some soft words, some milky tea, and an acknowledgement that your views and feelings were valid. That you were seen and heard, and that those mean words from the bigger boys can’t hurt you and you are a special little unicorn living your best life, who should not give it a second thought.

So bearing all this in mind, it’s probably time for me to go again and razz a few people up. I mean no one has ever checked in with me to make sure I am OK. When I have been the brunt of scandals or issues, some listed in our first book, some talked about in What A Flanker, no one bothered to offer me help, care or advice. No one from management, or staff reached out, I was left with a gut shot in no man’s land bleeding out, being
















































































































OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Title Page



		Copyright



		Note to Readers



		Dedication



		Contents



		Introduction



		1. You’ll never make any money



		2. An itch that needed scratching



		3. I knew how much he loved me



		4. I’m young, I’m keen, I’ll do anything



		5. Not very fast, can’t pass, can’t kick



		6. FishOMania



		7. Amazed to be playing rugby



		8. I might become a broadcaster



		9. Unbreakable



		10. Don’t fuck it up, mate



		11. A word from our sponsor



		12. Quite a funny bunch



		13. The greatest female darts player of all time?



		14. Jekyll and Hydes



		15. Brain fart



		16. Stretchered off at Twickenham



		17. Turning 40



		18. A bit more dignified?



		19. I thought I might punch someone



		20. Smile because it happened



		21. Inject it and strap it



		22. Geech’s funny turn



		23. I’ve no idea who this bloke is



		24. Not a rebel league



		25. A sleeping giant



		The thank yous



		About the Publisher











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Introduction













		i



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		vii



		viii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305











OEBPS/images/common1.jpg
|





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
THE

GOOD

THE

&THE

RUGBY

THIS TIME IT’S PERSONAL

\J
ALEX JAMES MIKE
PAYNE HASKELL  TINDALL

i
™

HarperCollinsPublishers





OEBPS/images/9780008786380_Cover.jpg
The rugby boys are back, and this time
it's personal

A EX PAYNES
JAMES HASKELI





OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/common2.jpg





