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RUGBY FOOTBALL UNION 
TWICKENHAM 

Saturday 7 May 1994 

PI LKINGTON 

RFU SENIOR AND JUNIOR CLUB 
KNOCKOUT COMPETITION FINALS 

• 
OFFICIAL PuocuA:mN/tE £2.00 
including contribution to the Wavell Wakefield Youth Trust 

Secretary R.F.U. 



PILKINGTON 
Automotive Europe 

For forward 
looking car 

manufacturers. 

Glass 
that's made 
with vision. 

At Triplex, we try never to lose sight of what 
our customers need from us. 

That's because we keep an eye fixed firmly on the future. 
Continually investing in new ideas, new products, 

new skills and new technologies. 

Little wonder, then, so many car makers 
see their way clear to using our glass. 

Triplex Safety Glass Limited, 
Eckersall Road, Kings Norton, Birmingham, England B38 8SR. 

Tel: 021-433 3344. Fax: 021-433 3522. 

RULES FOR THE FINAL 
If, after 40 minutes play each way the scores are level, there 
shall be an immediate period of replay between the same teams 
of 10 minutes each way, with a one minute interval. If the scores 
are then still equal the team that has scored the most tries shall 
be the winner. If this does not produce a result, the team that has 
scored the most goals from tries shall be the winner. If no result 
is then achieved the match shall be adjudged a Draw. 

KICK OFF — 3.00pm 

* = Captain 

t = International 
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BATH 
Blue/Black and White Jerseys 

LEICESTER 
Green, Red and Whi Jerseys 

REFEREE 
E. MORRISON 
(Bristol/RFU) 

TOUCH JUDGES 

D. W. MATTHEWS 
(RFU) 

L. PRIDEAUX 
(RFU) 

J. E. B. CALLARat 16 FULLBACK ( ) W. A. KILFORD 

THREE QUARTER 

A. H. SWIFT t 15 RIGHT WING N tT. UNDERWOOD 

P. R. DE GLANVILLEt 14 CENTRE \1 S. POTTER 

M. J. CATTt 12 CENTRE 1. L. S. BOYLE 

A. ADEBAYO 11 LEFT WING K tR. UNDERWOOD 

HALF BACKS 

S. BARNESt 10 STAND-OFF J J. C. HARRIS 

R. J. HILLt 9 SCRUM HALF A. KARDOONI 

FORWARDS 

D. HILTON PROP A G. C. ROWNTREE 

R. G. R. DAWEt 2 HOOKER B R. COCKERILL 

V. E. UBOGUt 3 PROP C D. J. GARFORTH 

N. C. REDMANt 4 LOCK D tM. 0. JOHNSON 

A. I. REEDt 5 LOCK E M. D. POOLE 

R. A. ROBINSONt 6 FLANKER F J. M. WELLS 

J. P. HALLt* 7 FLANKER H tN. A. BACK 

B. B. CLARKEt 8 NO. 8 G *tD. RICHARDS 

REPLACEMENTS 
I. SANDERS 	 17 P 	 N. G. MALONE 
T. A. R. BEDDOW' 	18 	 Q 	 J. G. HAMILTON 
J. MALLETT 	 19 	 R 	 D. A. JELLEY 
S. 0. OJOMOHt 	20 	 S 	 C. A. P. JOHNSON 
E. J. RAYNER 	21 	 C. R. TARBUCK 
A. LUMSDEN 	22 	 U 	W. M. DRAKE-LEE 

HT[  

FT 

The RFU gratefully acknowledge the support of Pilkington plc 



Praetorian order of Bath 
by Tony Roche (Rugby Correspondent of TODAY) 

I

t was about 3pm on a 
Thursday, A.D. 54. Nero 
having just succeeded 

Claudius as Emperor of 
Rome, issued two edicts -
one to his commander of 
legions in Britain, the other 
to his master of gladiators. 

If you are to believe what is 
written on a load of old 
scrolls, a simple mix-up in 
dellvering these edicts 
helped give birth to the most 
successful rugby club in the 
Roman Empire. 

Concerned with the dogged 
defiance of the resident 
Britons in the South West, 
Nero commanded: "Fight to 
the death and take no 
prisoners." 

Eqully concerned with the 
pong of soiled and bloodied 
gladiators wafting up to his 
dias during that week's 
games he ordered: "Take the 
batV 

So it was that the Romans 
marched to a site above a 
bend on the River Avon, 
dipped their togas in the 
three hot springs and 
proceeded to build Bath. 

Meanwhile, a frothing Nero 
glared down on his still 
smelly gladiators as they 
merrily butchered each 
other till none remained, 
leaving him no option but to 
decimate the rest of Rome 
for his own amusement. 

The Roman influence 
remains a part of Bath and 
that ruthless, inventive and 
all-conquering civilisation 
would be proud indeed of 
the modern gladiators who 
carry the city's name before 
them on banners of pride. 

Today, they seek a 
magnificent eighth knock-
out Cup triumph from eight 
finals, the sponsorship of 

The past decade, in 
particular, could be viewed 
as a mini mirror-image of a 
glorious era. Rome rose, 
civilised the world and fell. 
Bath, once trapped in the 
permanent shadow of 
Bristol and Gloucester, rose 
under Jack Rowell to 
educate and dominate the 
domestic game in England. 

Now that Rowell is leaving 
to rule England, the envious 
who scuttle behind their 
pillars to fondle blade-
handles, mutter that Bath's 
fall is close at hand. Such 
faint hopes look likely to be 
dashed by Brian Ashton, 
appointed Rowell's 
successor with his blessing 
and by dressing room 
request. 

Far from fading, the Bath 
influence is about to 
overwhelm the national 
squad. England will train, 
plan, think and play the 
Rowell way. Such news 
should delight us all 
because the so-called secret 
of Bath's sustained success 
is nothing more than self- 

Oh yes, and Rowell's ability 
to identify peoples strengths, 
eliminate their weaknesses, 
deflate egos and make 15-
man units of varied talents 
willing to bury star-status 
under the needs of the whole. 

Can Rowell, John Elliott, 
Dick Best and Les Cusworth 
improve on the Geoff Cooke 
England era? Time will tell. 
But we need wait only 80 
minutes to discover if Bath 
can send Rowell on his way 
with a third league and cup 
"double". 

On the personal front, 
journalists are advised to 
avoid emotional 
involvement. And while it is 
OK to belong to a club, it is 
not OK to become that 
club's public relations 
officer at the expense of 
objectivity. 

I do not come from, belong 
to or support Bath FC. But I 
most certainly admire the 
manner in which they have 
gone about their business. 

The high standards 
established by the club have 
led to many a recent England 
squad containing anything 
from a smattering to a full 
backbone of Bath players. 

Soiled and bloodied gladiators 

which was John Player and 	belief and a refusal to 
is now Pilkington, two 	accept defeat. 
weeks after winning their 
fifth Courage League 
Championship out of the 
seven that have been on 
offer. 

Graham Dawe 

We rugby hacks have the 
enviable opportunity of 
working with England's 
finest, both at home and 
abroad and it's on such 
jaunts that masks slip and 
halos tilt, that the men 
behind the image of the 
machine emerge. A measure 
of trust grows and 
friendships begin. 

Gareth Chilcott has long 
been held as one particular 
image of Bath, the west 
country tough-nut, the 
snarling prop with the 
bristling bonce, the street-
fighter you hate to face but 
always want close by in 
away trenches. 

Imagine, therefore, the size 
of the peg I was taken down 
during the 1988 England 
tour of Australia and Fiji 
when, having bored the 
backsides off my colleagues 
with an increasingly 
detested chess set, I turned 
my attentions on the squad. 

Is it not amazing how 
quickly a packed bar can 
clear when someone issues 
the immortal opening line: 
"Any of you chaps play 
chess?" What I found utterly 
amazing was seeing the 
Bath legend of biff, 
"Coochie" Chilcott 
approaching and hearing his 
Bristolian burr reply: "I'll 
give you a game Rochey, 
but you'll have to show me 
the finer moves." 

Suffice to say the only 
fine moves I made 
were towards the Irish 
whiskey bottle. 
Coochie won what 
became a tour-long 
series either 5-4 or 
6-5 and has not 
stopped baiting me 
since. 

The stunning style, 
speed and skill of 
Jeremy Guscott in full 
flight is another image 
of Bath. Yet I recall 
standing outside a 
changing room door 
somewhere in the 
back of beyond 
Down Under and 

hearing the pitiful plea "Got 
a fag, Rochey?" 

Having stuffed a somewhat 
damaged ciggie under the 
door, I was rewarded with 
the comment: "Not this 
brand again". I am 
convinced he stopped 
smoking because my fags 
were too weak. I know I did. 

The Napoleonic figure of 
Stuart Barnes, imperious at 
the heart of many great 
victories, cut a dash with 
Oxford University and 
Bristol before becoming the 
perfect general for Rowell's 
army. 

He, too, carries an image of 
Bath, of the leader, the play-
maker and the brain who 
can change tactics during 
the heat of battle. 

There is another Barnes, 
however, frustrated Arsenal 
fanatic who longed to play 
midfield against Spurs at 
Highbury and who has to 
stop himself screaming 
"Come on you Gunners" in 
places like Auckland and 
Adelaide when crackly 
radio results reveal another 
triumph for the Reds. 

Graham Dawe, absurdly 
under-capped with four, is 
yet another man who 
creates a Bath image, the 
dedicated grafter who 
travels thousands of miles a 
season from his farm on the 

border of Devon and 
Cornwall to train and play. 

Dawe is one of the most 
competitive front-row 
forwards in Europe, a 
hooker of huge commitment 
and ferocious will. The sort 
of man you only cross if all 
other methods of suicide 
have failed. 

We first yapped seriously 
back in 1987, scene of his 
fourth and so far last 
England cap, in a World 
Cup victory over the USA. It 
was only when we got 
down to discussing his 
corner of England that 
everything competitive, 
defiant, brave and 
unrelenting about Dawe 
was explained. He went to 
school with my ex-wife 
(Editors note: Which one, 
Rochey?) 

These men of Bath, so 
different in all of their lives 
outside The Recreation 
Ground, become everything 
that is Bath once inside its 
portals. 

Chilcott, along with the 
likes of David Trick, John 
Palmer, John Horton and 
Simon Halliday, are part of 
legend; Guscott, Dawe, 
Barnes and new young 
bloods such as Ben Clarke, 
Phil de Glanville, Mike Catt 
and Steve Ojomoh are the 
present. 

When Nero was insisting 
that his humour proved he 
was a deity, he is supposed 
to have told the terrified 
assembly: "If you listen very 
carefully you can hear the 
gods laughing." 

When today's gladiators 
have done their work in 
front of a world record 
68,000 club-match crowd 
you may hear those gods 
breathing a huge sigh of 
relief. Half of Rowell's 
England squad for this 
summer's tour come from 
Bath and Leicester. 

Rowell's Praetorian Guard 
hail from Bath. 
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