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Clive John Walton.  A bloke who was deeply passionate about everything in his life.  A bloke that lived a fuller and more fulfilling life in 33 years than most of us could hope to achieve in double that time.  He loved Ari deeply.  He loved his mates.  He loved playing footy with his mates.  He loved the beers with his mates that followed the footy with his mates.  He loved the singing and frivolity with his mates that followed the beers with his mates that followed the footy with his mates.  And he loved his mates.

Rugby is a very special game.  Of course most of us at the Club think it’s the best game on the planet.  All sports have unique characteristics that define the culture and essence of the game.  Without question, for the game of rugby those qualities are mateship and camaraderie.  For those that have never played rugby, it might be hard to understand what the big deal is.  For those that have played it needs no explanation.  

Clive epitomised the game of rugby and was a quintessential rugby player.  He was athletic, gutsy, clever, diplomatic, intelligent, cunning, creative and brave.  He had great hands and great vision.  And he could kick to boot.  Clive was a genuine team player who led by example – don’t do as I say, do as I do – and he would do whatever it took to enhance the team.  To Clive the collective was always more important than the individual.  We saw this both on and off the field time after time.  For example in his new role as Club Captain he considered it to be everyone’s responsibility to help the club to grow in terms of hospitality, unity and development, believing that if we get the unity right in terms of what we do off the field, then success on the field would follow.  It says a lot about the man that he believed that before you could have success on the field you had to have the right spirit and culture off the field.

But a great rugby player is even much more than all this.  He must be a great leader and Clive was certainly this.  Clive was a great inspiration to everyone on the field.  When he was on the paddock everyone else in the team felt stronger, more confident and optimistic about winning. Everyone felt like they were a better player than they perhaps really were.  Everyone felt like “hell yes we can win this bloody game” even if we were fighting above our weight.  When Clive was on the field the nervous knots in your stomach start to unravel and you start to relax a bit because you know that he will control the agenda of the game and take the responsibility on his own shoulders.  He takes the fight to the opposition on the front foot, and this lifts the whole team.  All great teams have at least one player who has this sort of effect on their team.  For the boys of Mighty Select, at least during my vintage, this was Clive.

A great leader and a great rugby player is also inclusive, and not cliquey or exclusive and again, this sums up Clive to a tee.  We saw this in our team over the years where Clive would take new players under his wing, make sure everyone who was part of the squad would get a run even if it meant taking himself off the field, or buying a beer for the new bloke that didn’t know many people.  He would throw his house open for parties where not only anyone could come, but where he made people feel included enough that they would feel comfortable to come and not feel like they would be standing in the corner because they weren’t part of the in-crowd.  And it was usually Clive, even before he became Club Captain, that would go over and invite the opposition for a few cold ones after the game so that the rugby spirit and camaraderie could be fostered.

We also saw a great example of his leadership off the field in the short time he has been Club Captain this year.  In this role Clive has been the man charged with implementing a new policy within the Club which has involved among other things, dismantling and reorganising some facets of the Club structure and policies.  Some of the things swept into these reforms were considered by some to be untouchable holy grails, and this was certain to create a few bruises and bloody noses.  Yet Clive took this on the front foot and pushed hard to implement this new reform agenda.  He succeeded in this and surprisingly to everyone I think, he did it without spilling any blood.  I still say that Clive is the only person in the Club who could have pulled off this new role as Club Captain and reformer, as it had to be the most popular bloke in the Club as well as someone that knew everyone and had a lot of mates in all of the teams so that he could rally the troops and muster support to work through the politics and machinations of reform.  Whoever has to fill his boots will have an extremely hard act to follow.  The “One Club” philosophy will certainly be Clive’s legacy at the Footy Club and in that way, a bit of Clive will live on forever at the Club.  Each one of us owes it to Clive to keep that legacy alive.

Apart from being a great leader, Clive loved to take chances and his gambling stories are famous.  After watching the first of three British Lions games against the Wallabies on the tele last year where the British Lions flogged the Wallabies, Clive and I had both polished off well over 10 pints each and we had a wager whereby if the Lions won the tournament I would reimburse him the total cost of his trip to Australia for the remaining two games and vice versa if the Wallabies won.  This involved some pretty serious money since it covered air fares, accommodation and perhaps somewhat recklessly, it also involved the drinking and party money we each spent on the tour.  To lose this bet would have hurt either of us in the hip pocket, but after the Wallabies won in Melbourne it really added some spice to the decider in Sydney.  Clive and I sat next to each other at that decider in Sydney, but the usual niggles and Pommy / Aussie ribbing were noticeably absent.  It was just too close; but when the Wallabies pulled off the win I was a very relieved man.  I let Clive stew over the bet we had for about a week after the game in Sydney during which time he would have started to calculate in his mind what sort of money he was up for, and then I let him know that I didn’t want to collect on that bet and we forgot about it.  Clive’s penchant for a wager and the exeburant way in which he lived his life remind me of the famous saying by D.H. Lawrence:

“Life is ours to be spent, not to be saved”

Believe it or not a great rugby player is very often also a very funny bloke, or what some might call a smart arse.  Take a second and think of some of the rugby greats and think about their sense of humour and you’ll see what I mean.  Clive was definitely a funny bloke – and a smart arse.  He loved to make his mates roll around on the floor with laughter and he was a genius comedian who could literally have you on the floor in seconds.  Often his jokes were at the expense of others – and that’s not a criticism; it’s an essential quality of a good comedian to be able to so intuitively observe and imitate little nuances in people and things around you and turn them into humour.  But let’s not gild the Lilly tooooooooo much - he did love to take the piss - like the time when I made the mistake of telling Clive I used to play rugby alongside ex-Wallaby Tony Daly when Dales was coming to Hong Kong as a guest speaker at a rugby dinner and naturally Clive couldn’t let that one go without publicly embarrassing me in front of a few hundred people by asking Dales over the PA system during question time if it was true that I used to beat him up like a gay bitch at school – which of course was something I never did and never said but Clive saw an opening and went for it.  Dales being a bit of a comedian himself played straight off Clive and let me have it double-barrel from the stage.  But with 299 people laughing and only me feeling ridiculous, I didn’t complain too much because it was funny.

But it was far more often that he would make himself the butt of his own jokes and when he made himself the subject of his own jokes he really went to town on himself.  I can recall about five times in the last 12 months where I have had uncontrollable fits of laughter of the variety where you keel over, your stomach cramps, you beg for the joke to stop so you can finally catch your breath.  Sure enough, every one of those 5 times was at the behest of Clive.  Anyone who was at the “closed door” Select team dinner a few months ago and witnessed Clive accepting the Venus Cup trophy will know exactly what I mean.  He loved playing the idiot because it made people laugh and if people were laughing, Clive was happy.

One of Clive’s classics was when he was asked what he would call his future children if he ever had any girls.  His answer: 

“Goneria and Syphilis - no young vagabond would date a bird called either of those names...."Oy, Charlie, who are you taking to the prom"... "Syphilis" - ain't going to happen. Obviously, I'd make a wonderful Dad for a young lady....”  

In every part of his life, in all of his discussions, Clive always looked for an angle to slide in a joke and make people laugh, because it made him happy to see people laughing.  He once said that uncontrollable laughter was his favourite feeling in the world, and just to illustrate what he meant he said that, and I quote, “discharging an unfeasibly large poo” came second and “discharging a long awaited wee wee” came third.

Then there was his cracker about the time he got his first kiss, and I quote:

“It was at the bottom of the pool at the Hyatt in Pattaya in 1976. Young German girl and I thought no one would see us if we went to the bottom and snogged. I severely bruised her lips, which she deserved, as her actions resembled that of a person in a jousting match. I got a lob on and proceeded to march around the pool, with the little pokey trying to get out of my very European Speedos. Eventually my mum came and put a towel around me, despite my tantrums to stay out and about (so to speak) as she was worried I might jab someone’s eye out. She later recounted the story when I was old enough to understand what me Thomas was there for...(this was last year).”

Can’t you just see little 7 year old Clive in that situation?

Of course, a great rugby player knows how to party, and Clive was second to none in this department.  When asked who he would nominate if he could meet any person, dead or alive he answered “a night on the town with Jack Nicholson” and if you asked him what his first thought was when he woke up in the mornings it was “I hate Vodka Jellies” on Saturday or Sunday and "I can't believe I'm sodding late again" if it was a weekday.

There are so many drinking stories and party stories about Clive that you could write a book about them all.  We all remember our favourite ones.  He was the ring-leader on the famous “pub-golf” a few weeks ago.  He organised and participated exuberantly in all the functions at the Club.  He always played a lead role in handing out post match “fines” to both his own team and the opposition.  He was always the ring–leader on tours and would put in a huge effort to organise fun and games along the way to keep the laughter and good times rolling.  There’s the classics like the Colonel Sanders statue from KFC in Pattaya a couple of years back and there were some truly magic moments from our British Lions tour to Australia last year, although Kai Tak Rules of course prevent me from disclosing too much about that.  One of his highlights on the tour was the chance to see a bit of the Australian countryside as we drove in a mini-bus from Melbourne to Sydney over a few days.  The bus driver decided that a group of foreigners like us should go out of our way by about 2 hours to see the “Dog on the Tuckerbox” at Gundagai.  After a great deal of build up, the funniest part about pulling off the highway to look at the dog was Clive’s trademark blank face look of bewilderment and disbelief and the extent of anti-climax we were witnessing.  He just couldn’t understand what was so interesting about a statue of a small dog sitting on a lunchbox in the middle of nowhere.  We’ve joked and laughed about this many times since and I regret that I’ll never be able to show him some of the other BIG THINGS in Australia that I promised to show him on future tours – cultural icons like the Big Banana at Coffs Harbour, the Big Pineapple at Nambour, the Big Orange at Berri, the Big Shell at Tewantin, the Big Merino at Goulburn, the Big Prawn at Ballina, or the Big Bull at Wauchope.  But the one Clive would have loved most of all was the Big Poo at Kiama that has recently been added to Australia’s list of Big Things.

Naturally, every rugby great must also know all the songs and I’ve never met a man that knew as many rugby songs as Clive.  Song after song, verse after verse, they just kept on coming.  Of course they were bloody funny songs too as you would expect from Clive.  His famous Father Abraham is an absolute ripper, ending with everyone naked, and although this has got us into a very small amount of trouble occasionally, it has become a Select iconic classic.  It’s ironic that we are playing Police this Saturday because our post match session in the Police Club House a couple of years ago which ended with about 100 drunken blokes (from both teams) stark naked dancing and singing on tables, benchtops and on the bar, has often been recalled, often by Clive among others, as one of the all time classic post match festivities in the history of Select.  I know we are not supposed to make drastic changes to our lives when we lose loved ones, but it sure is going to be hard to bring myself to do a Father Abraham song ever again without having Clive to ring-lead it.  I doubt anyone in the world could do it better than him.

Can you believe there’s even more?  As well as being the singer of songs, the athlete, the player, the partier, the mate, the comedian, the strategist, the intellectual, the leader, the team player, and the diplomat -  just for good measure he was also probably the most popular guy in the whole Rugby Section of the Club.  I know that’s a big call but it’s true.  I hope you start to see why I consider Clive to be the quintessential rugby bloke, he just has it all.  AND he was happy!

Forever the party man, Clive of course had to go on the Bali tour.  The fact that his parents were coming to Hong Kong from England the same weekend to see him couldn’t even hold him back.  When Ari questioned him about why he was going to Bali when his parents were flying over from England to see him he replied “I’ve been for the last three years, I have to go”.  Perhaps Ari might have thought that having gone three years on the trot was reason enough not to go, but Clive of course was keeping a tradition and no way was he going to miss out on all the fun and games of a fourth annual Bali tour.

But for all the wild nights on tours, the rugby songs, the nights in Wan Chai, necking Vodka Jellies etc etc, the thing I think I’ll miss most is those last few metres where you clear the phones and lockers outside the Sportsman’s Bar at the Football Club, lift the head and peer through the doors, examine the furniture and smile when you recognise part of it – Clive Walton.  Along with another of our missing comrades Tommy Holmes, Clive’s presence in the Sportsman’s was legendary and comforting, and it’s an eerie and uncomfortable feeling now to lean against the bar with a beer in one hand and a ciggie in the other, and look around the room without seeing Clive’s bald little head and big pearly grin somewhere through the chink of pints and smoky haze.

The best comfort for me in these times of tragedy is to think about all the good times, the funny stories, the laughter, the adventures, the jokes, the singing, the games of rugby, the drinking and party times we all shared with Clive.  We all know in our hearts beyond any shadow of a doubt that this is exactly how Clive would want to be remembered.  Let’s give him that honour of remembering him as he would want to be remembered.  He had an amazing life and I plan to celebrate his life and not to anguish over his death.  No amount of reflection or deep thought will ever explain the tragedy so I don’t bother trying to rationalise or dwell on the what-iffs because they don’t matter.  Of course we will miss him dearly and mourn his death.  But for everyone that knew Clive, when it comes to times like these, we circle the wagons, close ranks, stand shoulder to shoulder and offer our support and help to Ari, Lilian, Jack, Jane, Susan and the rest of his family.  This is what Clive would have wanted and expected from his mates.  This is what he deserves from his mates.  And as we’ve already seen from the likes of Magic and Broony who were our men on the ground in Bali, as well as the tens of volunteers that have manned the communications room at the club around the clock since last Sunday, this is what his mates will deliver.  

People with the values and personality of someone like Clive don’t just happen, it takes a special family to nurture and develop people like that.  One of the great shortcomings of the expatriate life is that we don’t get to know the parent’s of our mates as we would otherwise.  Even in light of this, we can be sure that Clive has a very special kind of family to have produced such an all round man like Clive.  

Clive was obviously raised in a loving and caring environment where strong values and enormous support and encouragement were provided.  This is why Clive is the man that he is and why we have such admiration for him.  I’m sure his family are very proud of him and rightly so.

Fortunately we were able to know his lovely wife Ari.  Ari was Clive’s rock and they obviously shared a very close and loving relationship.  It’s the twinkle in the eye that gives it away.  Some lucky couples have it, others sadly don’t.  Clive and Ari definitely had that twinkle.  Although I wouldn’t presume to know or understand the depth of their relationship (there are some things – most things - that always remain the special and private domain between husband and wife), it is obvious from the way that Clive spoke of and treated Ari that they had a very special relationship.  As one of Clive’s team-mates the things that will remain in my memory are the mateship and laughter from our rugby days together.  But to Ari and Clive’s family be assured that behind the memory of Clive the rugby lad, we also know and will always remember Clive the loving husband, son and brother.   

You are a good man Clive.  If I had to choose I would rather have known you and had to feel the pain of your tragic death than to have not known you at all.

See you at that big old bar in the sky someday mate.  In the meantime keep an eye out for my old man up there – but go a bit easy on the stories you tell him about me!

Andrew Penfold
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