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INFORMATION PAGE 
Week of June 9th, 2006 
 

1 2006 Churchill Cup 
This year’s Churchill Cup is underway with the Maoris, Ireland and Scotland 
joining USA, Canada and England in the fourth year of competition. 
 
For a full account, match reports and results so far go to the very fine web site 
http://www.barclayschurchillcuprugby.com 

 
2 Excellent developments in Mexico 

Mexico  and Colombia  have stronger ties thanks to the second International 
Rugby Youth and Mini Tournament  held in Mexico City, 27th May. 
 
German Vismara, Youth Development Officer for the Mexican Rugby 
Federation (FMR), organized the event with the help of Mr. Miguel Carner, 
President, and Mrs. Edna. The following categories were present: U12, U14, 
U16 and U18, girls and boys. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The event took place in the outskirts of Mexico City, in Dos Rios. There were 
teams from six local schools, two clubs, as well as teams from the University 
of Celaya’s youth program, and the Colombian visiting team. 
 
The tournament lasted four hours and three fields were used, making it the 
biggest event Mexico has seen in its category.  As German stated, his efforts 
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paid off as this type of event not only promotes Rugby programs in schools, it 
also opens the door for future tournaments, strengthening relations between 
Rugby Federations in Latin America. 
 
The Team from Colombia first visited the University of Celaya, which has one 
of the strongest Rugby programs in Mexico. They were billeted there and 
played a few games.  Following this they traveled to Mexico City where they 
were hosted and by the parents of the students from a French language 
school, the Liceo Franco Mexicano. It was an important experience for all, 
and special friendships were made.  

 
3 Quotes for the week 

By Robbie Deans, Coach of the Crusaders, 2006 Inaugural Super 14 
Champions: 
 

“The whole part for me as a coach is to do myself o ut of a job” 
 

“If I can prepare the team to the point when I can relax in the coach’s 
box, then I have achieved.” 

 
4 IRB relaunches www.irb.com  

The IRB has relaunched its main website offering enhanced results, news 
and rankings functionality plus improved information on its member Unions.  
And you can easily access Total Rugby Radio  now! 

 
5 Canadian Referee in England 

Here is an enjoyable account by top referee Joyce Henry  of her recent 
refereeing trip to England. 
 

For a Canadian referee, it’s a bit like a pilgrimage to Mecca.  Thanks to a Rugby 
Canada/RFU Alliance Exchange, I spent close to three weeks in England this 
Spring refereeing, touch judging, and attending conferences and meetings on 
Rugby.  It was a great experience, and it’s hard not to pinch yourself when you’re 
refereeing Rugby in the country where the game began.   
 
On March 15, I flew overnight to England where I was to be met at Heathrow by 
Richard Glynne-Jones, RFU Referee Manager.  Unfortunately, despite my Rugby 
Canada blazer and Richard’s RFU-emblazoned track suit (or “trackies”, as they 
like to call them in the Old Country) we could not seem to locate one another in 
the arrival area.  Mobile phone to the rescue!  A few minutes later we were off 
down the motorway to Lensbury, an erstwhile private sports club turned hotel 
and conference centre on the River Thames, frequented by sporty types – 
particularly those associated with Rugby – where I would spend my first few days 
in England.  
 
I didn’t have a lot of time to settle in.  Thursday was all about jet lag.  Friday, after 
a run along side the Thames to get the kinks out and watching some 
Commonwealth Games Sevens with my Canadian colleague Phil Smith, who 
was also on exchange to England, I headed to London for the afternoon to do a 
little sightseeing.  It was freezing!  And I’m Canadian!  But, that barely diminished 
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the excitement of seeing Big Ben, the Tower, and the reconstruction of 
Shakespeare’s Globe Theatre.  Friday evening I was hosted at dinner in nearby 
Twickenham, by Ed Turnhill and Clare Daniels, two English referees who I had 
met when they were on exchange to Ottawa in June 2005, for the Canada Cup.    
 
Saturday was my first big challenge:  I was running touch in the England vs 
Ireland Women’s Six Nations game.  England was looking to win the Triple 
Crown.  Ireland was determined to stop them.  I was just hoping not to screw up.  
But I’m happy to report the only issue was the weather.  It was freezing!  And I’m 
Canadian!  The RFU provided me with a Touch Judge coach for the game, who 
had me wear an open mike so he could hear my interaction with the referee and 
the players.  After my initial bout of nerves, I enjoyed the game, had a couple of 
spot-on clutch calls in in-goal, and learned a great deal.  The open mike may be 
the most amazing learning tool ever invented for referees … well, since the video 
camera anyway.  It fits perfectly with the emphasis on proactive approach to 
preventing penalties and allows a referee, and his/her coach, to reflect, not just 
on the visual, but the verbal – an increasingly important part of the modern 
game.   
 
Sunday, the emphasis on touch judging continued.  Phil and I attended an elite 
touch judge meeting at the RFU offices at the Great Temple, aka Twickenham 
stadium.  Although thanks to the English men’s loss to Ireland the day before, it 
was more like the Wailing Wall the day we were there.  
 
In England, there are refs, and then there are touch judges and never the ‘twain 
shall meet.  Well, not exactly, but there is an attempt at specialization at the elite 
level and it was an edifying experience spending the day with the dozen or so 
individuals whose focus is almost exclusively on the flag rather than the whistle.  
 
From Twickenham, I headed to Bristol – home of the legendary engineer and 
father of modern shipping, Isambard Kingdom Brunel.  With a name like that, you 
better be great, or else the other kids are going to beat the soccer out of you.  
Historic Bristol was also one of the primary ports in a less proud part of English 
history, the slave trade.   
 
Bristol is situated near historic Baaaaaaath.  That’s Bath, in Canadian-ese, and if 
you pronounce it such it won’t get you anything but ridicule and confused looks.  
Phil used our pathetic pronunciation as an opener to talk to cute girls on the 
train, and after much practicing we arrived at our desired destination: historic, 
beautiful Baaaaath.  The ancient ruins of the Roman baaaaaths at Baaaath are 
an incredible feat of engineering.  It puts even Isambard’s efforts to shame.  A 
mere 2000 years after being built, the lead-lined Roman baaaaaths are still water 
tight and the plumbing works perfectly.  You can’t actually bathe in them these 
days – but you certainly bathe in English history and marvel at Roman efforts at 
hygiene and the lasting impact of their Empire.   
 
After that brief cultural respite, it was time to get ready for my next game:  This 
time in the middle of the pitch.  I refereed the British Colleges Final at Castlecroft 
near Wolverhampton, home to the RFU’s Referee Department and Centre of 
Excellence.  The contenders in the final were two academy teams: Filton and 
Truro.  Academy teams are the youth feeder clubs for the Premiership so I was 
expecting some good Rugby.  And I wasn’t disappointed.  Unfortunately, Filton 
wasn’t completely up to the challenge of the superior skilled, better organized, 
and more determined Truro side, which won easily.  As a referee it was my first 
experience with an open mike, and it was a little disconcerting.  With an open 
mike, when you lose your focus fifteen minutes into the second half, you can’t 
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talk yourself back into the game.  Well, you can, but everyone will hear you and 
think you’re a nutter - that’s a little embarrassing - so it’s better to use your inner 
voice and this is a skill to be learned. 
 
That night, Phil and I were treated to a very good dinner at a nice Italian 
restaurant (carbo-loading) with legendary former referee-cum-RFU guru, Ed 
Morrison.  It always makes me laugh that the RFU is just the RFU.  Like 
Madonna.  Like Mecca.  Some people, some places, some Rugby unions, don’t 
require any more explanation than that. 
 
Thursday, we headed to the Rosslyn Park Sevens.  This, they told us, is the 
biggest Sevens tournament on the planet.  They weren’t joking.  After several 
wrong turns, we arrived fashionably late and…could not believe our eyes.  There, 
on the Commons – as big green spaces in England are so pragmatically labeled, 
underlining the days when a knight was a knight and a peasant was a peasant – 
was field after field of Rugby.  Walk through a hole in a hedge, and the scene 
was the same.  During the five-day tournament, over a thousand games of 
Sevens are played.  Reffing Sevens is always fun, and I had some good games.  
I reffed both teams that ended up in the U16 boys’ final, one in a quarter final, 
and one in a semi, as well as a blazing U18 boys’ game.   
 
It’s enjoyable to ref skilled teams, but it is not the whole story.  I think my 
favourite moment of the day was during a girls’ game which was almost 
completely lacking in skill.  Enthusiasm and effort, however, were on full display.  
Late in the second half, the (somewhat) more skilled side were looking for a fifth 
try, when, against the odds, a defending player picked off a pass and ran from 
her own 22, the player for whom the pass was originally intended, in hot pursuit.  
She was caught under the posts, tackled, and the two girls lay panting from their 
exertions.  The ball lay in goal between them… having been dropped by the 
attacking player, straight down (and yes, my seeing-eye dog was present).  They 
lay there.  They panted.  After what seemed like an eternity, I said, as “neutrally” 
as possible and to “no one” in particular, “Touch it down”.  I was happy the 
attacker finally had the presence of mind to do so, scoring the one and only try 
for her team.  It was a small thing, but one that brought home to me again that 
Rugby is a game – regardless of the level – and at the end of the day it’s about 
enjoying the experience. 
 
Friday it was back to Castlecroft to review my efforts from Wednesday’s game 
with RFU video wizard and referee coach, Colin MacDonald.  Between the DVD, 
the open mike, and Colin’s vast knowledge and experience, I came away with 
some good learning points.  From there, I was sent to Coventry, but not, thank 
goodness, because of my refereeing.  Rather, because that was the jumping off 
point for Saturday’s game in Leamington. 
 
On Saturday, March 25, I refereed Leamington versus Malvern.  The stakes were 
high -- if Leamington lost they would be relegated.  It was an intense game but 
an enjoyable one.  Except for the weather: It was still freezing! And I’m still 
Canadian!  This game will always stick in my memory.  Not so much for what the 
players did.  They played hard, and while I did get some grief on the field, 
considering the stakes, it was pretty minimal, and the game went very well.  No, 
it wasn’t the players.  It was one of my touch judges that stood out:  Steve 
Savage, as fierce in personality as his name implies, an all around straight-up 
guy, RFU referee panel development coach, and Premiership touch judge.  
Touch judges are not always appointed to matches in Canada, let alone touch 
judges who do so week in and week out for the best Rugby in the land.  I learned 
a thing or two.  For example, while four eyes are better than two, they are better 
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still if cast from different angles.   So, if there is a maul within fifteen metres of the 
touch line, don’t even think about going to the short side to have a look or it is 
likely to elicit sarcastic comments on your earpiece such as “What would you be 
looking for over here Joyce, a cup of tea?”   
 
Saturday was a great day for another reason.  Between Coventry and 
Leamington, I found Religion.  I mean Rugby.  The town that is, and the school 
where it all began.  I visited the school and its museum, got a picture with William 
Webb Ellis, ball still firmly in hand, walked around the pitches, and wound up the 
tour at the Gilbert Rugby museum, which boasts an impressive display of Rugby 
memorabilia, including some from Canadian representative sides. 
 
Saturday night the psychological torture began, although not thank goodness, for 
me.  Phil and I attended the RFU’s “Next Steps” Conference, an integral part of 
their selection process for their national refereeing panel.  The Conference 
began with dinner Saturday night, giant Jenga for those of us brave enough to 
play, and IRB panel referee Wayne Barnes as the guest speaker.  But the real 
work was Sunday, when aspiring referees were put through their paces with 
game analysis, “job” interviews, and video clips from their own games from which 
they were forced to explain, and sometimes defend, their decision-making.  This 
was only one component of a season-long job application for these referees.  
They had been assessed, video-taped, and analyzed by the RFU in the run up to 
the conference as well, but this was there chance to put a personality to their on-
field performance.  And while it was interesting to observe the candidates in 
action, this paled in comparison to getting a behind the scenes look at the 
scientific rigour the RFU is attempting to instill in their panel selection process.    
 
Next stop on the UK adventure: Gloucester – the heartland of English Rugby – or 
at least that’s what everyone from Gloucester told me.  Well, I did experience a 
lot of Rugby in Gloucester.  On Monday night, I went to a Gloucester Premiership 
A game, which unfortunately wasn’t held at the Gloucester home field, due to the 
non-stop rain, so I didn’t get to experience their infamous stand: “The Shed”.  
But, I did get to watch a Canadian in action, Phil Murphy, playing for the London 
Irish.  On Tuesday night, I ran touch in a local game.   
 
Wednesday, it was my turn with the whistle again.  I refereed Old Centralians vs 
Hucclecote Old Boys.  I was promised multiple punch ups, but they were 
pussycats.  I can only speculate their good behaviour may have stemmed in part 
from the “experienced” team of officials that night, including Chris White, IRB 
referee, as my touch judge.   
 
Gloucester is also the heartland of English history… or at least that’s what 
everyone from Gloucester told me.  Well, I did experience a lot of history in 
Gloucester.  My host in Gloucester, Alan Biggs, an RFU panel ref, and I visited 
Sudeley Castle whose thousand year history is filled with intrigue, including the 
machinations of the royal courts of Henry VIII and Elizabeth I.  Biggsy, and his 
wife Biggsy, are Gloucester’s hosts-with-the-mosts.  They have a little house in 
Cheltenham that doubles as a Rugby hotel.  The day I arrived, two Trinidadians 
were leaving, and the day I left, three Americans were arriving.  I understand this 
revolving door policy is common at the Biggsys’.  I also took in Gloucester 
Cathedral.  It is enormous and its history, like that of all good churches (and 
families), has a few skeletons.  In this case, they include Robert of Normandy, 
the eldest son of William the Conqueror, and King Edward II, who, according to 
Chris White, aka Whitey, my tour guide, died a gruesome death at the hands of 
his captors, largely due to his predilection for cowboy hats, if you know what I 
mean.   
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The rest of the week was a blur of Rugby:  Thursday, it was Oxford for a 
Premiership A game.  Friday, after a short trip to the Cheltenham Gallery (known 
in the New World more prosaically as a shopping centre) to buy a bigger 
suitcase, I reffed a (not very) friendly Old Cryptians alumni match – the Young 
Cryptians weren’t very friendly either.   
 
Saturday’s game was in the Forest of Dean.  Who is Dean? I wondered.  Was he 
Dean of the Forest? Was he the Faculty Chair of forest management?  No.  
Turns out dean is an old English term for village.  That mystery solved, and 
having located the boiler room, aka, the referee’s change room, I took the field.  
It was a close match and the more fun because of it.  Berry Hill and Cinderford 
are neighbouring clubs.  A lot of their players are, ah, “friends” and this lends a 
certain panache to their matches, i.e. they like to beat the hell out of each other.  
Each gave as good as they got until a late surge by Cinderford secured a three 
point victory.   
 
Sunday, I was homeward bound with two too-big suitcases and a whole lot of 
memories.  I gained a lot from this experience and I’m very much looking forward 
to a Summer filled with Rugby in Canada and using some new-found skills and 
knowledge.  I’d like to say thanks to all the people whose time and effort makes 
these very worthwhile exchanges happen, and in particular, I must thank Rugby 
Canada and the RFU for making this possible.  I won’t name names, but a lot of 
people did a lot of hard work so I could have a fantastic opportunity.  I’d also like 
to thank all those individuals who welcomed me in England and who were so 
ready with a kind word and good and wise advice.   And if I could just add one 
further closing thought, for all those guys and gals who are still playing and 
wondering what the future has in store … think about reffing. It’s challenging.  It’s 
fun.  It allows you to stay involved in a sport you love.  AND, you may just get to 
travel.  

 
I will be on vacation and assignment for a few days.  The next Information Page will be 
for the week of July 6th. 
 
 

Best wishes to all. 
 

 
Tom Jones 
Regional Development Manager 


