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Playing Rugby for  Jordanhill College RFC 
 

óThe Bootô Remembers 
 

 

 

When I first matriculated in October 1958 at the Scottish School of Physical Education, 

Jordanhill, Glasgow to undergo a three year diploma course of training in order to qualify as a 

teacher of Physical Education, I had no idea that some years later my senior rugby career would 

turn out to be as creditable as it did.  

 Although I knew then that I was a very accurate and lengthy instep place-kicker of a 

rugby ball, I was under no illusion that my getting a place in the Jordanhill College Rugby 

Football Club top squad would be easy, nor did I have any notion then that retaining a first 

choice spot in the 1st XV for a good number of seasons might possibly occur. 

 However, I was aware of the fact that graduating from College was not the end of the 

opportunity to play senior rugby for Jordanhill, as former students as players were not only 

considered eligible, but were also deemed essential in order to maintain a fighting chance for 

coach Bill Dickinsonôs side to compete at the highest levels possible in Scotland. Thus time was 

on my side, if only I was patient, and prepared to work hard at the game.  

 But first I had, during my student days, to convince mentors Bill Dickinson and George 

Orr of my potential, and then, if this was accomplished, to provide consistent proof thereafter of 

my continuing value as a full back/three-quarter and place kicker in the top side in its annual 

attempts to win the Scottish Unofficial Club Championship and the Glasgow District Knock-Out 

Trophy. 
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1958-59 Season 

 

I now recall with great clarity, not so much the weekly diet of Swedish gymnastics, swimming 

and major field games at College from 1958 to 1961, but rather the excitement of going to the 

notice board on a Friday afternoon to find out for which Saturday rugby team I may have been 

selected.  

I was not alone in this as ambitions ran high among most in the school, and, rightly, or 

wrongly, many viewed progress into the College 1
st
 XV or 1

st
 XI as óa passport to stardomô.  

Most of my peers had been accustomed to being 1
st
 team boys while in their own ówee puddleô at 

school. Now we were competing for places in óa lake awash with talentô. Imagine my horror 

when I saw that my selection for Saturday 4th October, 1958 was to play full-back for the 

College 3
rd

 XV versus Craigielea 2
nd

 XV!  

That match was indeed all too easy for us and I picked up a óbarrowloadô of points from 

near and far with my trusty right boot. Mr Orr watched the whole game, and, with my selection 

on his recommendation for the 2
nd

 XV v Gordonians 2nds the following Saturday, the first step 

on my ladder to senior rugby was on offer. I held my place for the Kilmarnock 2
nd

 XV match on 

the 18
th
 October, and then, wonder of wonders, I was chosen to play on the wing for the 1

st
 XV 

versus local rivals Jordanhill School Former Pupils on Saturday, 25
th
 October, 1958. There I 

kicked two distant penalties in our 9-0 victory and, proceeded to hold my place for the November 

1
st
 encounter with Dunfermline where I kicked one long penalty in our 9-6 win that day. 
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Then, anti-climax! A gymnastically injured back intervened, and an enforced four week lay-off 

caused me to have to start again in the 2
nd

 XV, and this was against Walkerburn on the 29
th
 

November. This was my first experience of rugby in the Borders and it was both a rugby and 

social education. It was also the first time (and thank goodness the last) that I had travelled so far 

in a 16 seater mini-van to play rugby! The game was a dour affair down by the river ï the only 

score being my penalty from about fifty yards out. But the socialising with the opposition in the 

local pub thereafter was anything but a docile affair as the numbers of pints of óheavyô beer 

consumed rose at an alarming rate. During our progress towards various states of happy 

intoxication, our captain for the day, Ian Thomson [a few years later Dr Ian Thomson of Stirling 

University] was soon responding graciously on our behalf, acceptance of his opposite numberôs 

kind offer of SALMON FOR ALL to take back to Glasgow  é no questions to be asked about 

where, when and how the fish had been caught! At the normal ten oôclock pub closing-time back 

then, we all subsequently stumbled into the crush and smell of our mini-van to undisguised 

glowers from our obviously very impatient hired driver. ñSing as much as you like, he roared at 

us, but I want to get home fast, so thereôll be only one Pee Stop between here and St Enochôs 

Square!ò For those with weaker bladders than others, including me, one stop would never be 

enough  é but he was true to his word é. and to this day I am certain that that hang-on for the 

last thirty miles or so did permanent stretching damage to my and a few othersô vital organs of 

liquid disposal! 

Then after two weeks of frost had cancelled fixtures, imagine my delight on being picked 

on the wing to face unofficial championship side Langholm, at Milntown, on the 20
th
 December! 

For this important occasion, as our club eyed-up championship status, we were bolstered by the 

presence of the redoubtable Ron Glasgow ï later to be capped by Scotland at the somewhat late 

age of 31 years ï but we had a miserable day there in the Borders. We were out-gunned in the 

mud, and yours truly in particular, was out-classed in confrontations with Tom Elliot on the right 

wing and his internationalist brother Christie Elliot as his supporting centre. Then, in the dying 

minutes, I missed a tackle on Tom as he scored their winning try; our elegant full-back Ron 

Small broke his collar-bone trying to cover my error; and worse still, I had never even had a 

chance to kick at goal all day. I was promptly dropped, and did not return to that level of play, 

albeit briefly, until playing in a victory over Howe of Fife on the 21 February, 1959.  
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As can be seen from the match cancellations noted in my rugby fixture card for 1958-59, the 

Scottish winter was harsh with temperatures well below freezing point from about the New Year 

until the middle of February. This placed severe limitations on many outdoor ball-sports, and 

indeed I only managed to play in thirteen matches during the whole season, when my normal 

calendar would have contained about twenty-five.  

However, in the second week of April, I was selected at fly-half for the College 7 a-side 

squad to take part in the Gordonians Tournament at Seafield in Aberdeen. We travelled up to the 

Granite City early that Saturday morning train to be greeted on arrival by typically ódreich cauldô 

weather that was far from ideal if you were not eliminated in Round One and able to escape to 

the warmth of some nearby hostelry! In the event, courtesy mainly of our óflying-machineô Peter 

Connolly, we progressed remorselessly through three rounds and three excruciatingly bone-

chilling intervals to reach the final against our hosts.  

 Despite all feeling the debilitating effects on our muscles from five hours or so in the 

damp and chill, this 10 minutes each way match was energetically contested é until after about 

seven minutes, I was heavily tackled by the redoubtable Ron Glasgow. Unfortunately I was in 

full stride when he, quite legitimately, crunched his shoulder across my outstretched right knee. I 

swear to this day that the colour of the initial pain I experienced was bright red! It was little 

consolation that, as I was carried off to the touch-line, the agony was a mere pink mist! With no 
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substitution allowed in these days, victory for Gordonians became a formality é or so I was later 

told in the wash-room where I was unsuccessfully attempting a knee-ligament-damage-limitation 

immersion exercise in a waist-high sink filled with cold water, when what I really yearned for 

was a piping hot shower! I was able to hirple my way to the refreshment-room, but with appetite 

gone, all I managed was a glorious mug of hot tea, before we all got a lift down to the station to 

catch the 7pm express south.  

 By the time the train reached Stirling, I had stiffened up completely, but somehow 

managed to get to a pay-phone and SOS my father in Bannockburn. As usual he was ready to 

deal with what he often called óJohnôs propensity for injury-pronenessô, and thus promptly , yet 

again with the family car, did a rescue-act in my hour of need. After I had put up with relative 

incapacity, but with little sign of improvement over the three-week Easter break at home, I 

returned to Glasgow and there went to the Casualty Department at the Western Infirmary.  The 

doctors diagnosed torn medial ligaments of the right knee, but tried to comfort me with the 

comment that a lateral tear would have been much more serious. Duly plastered from toe to hip, 

and armed with crutches to use once the restrictive, but supportive óParis stockingô had dried, I 

hibernated in my digs for the first week of the new term. 

 

 

 

After two weeks in plaster, the crutches discarded in one, and with the sole of my foot worn 

through leaving a mush of dirty strands of bandage, I felt able to attend an international soccer 

match between Scotland and Austria at Hampden Park. This adventure only left the plaster in a 

worse state of disintegration, so I went to the Western Infirmary next day and had it removed. Lo 

and behold, I found that I could walk again unaided, and within days I was skipping around like 

a two-year-old. 
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Season 1959-60 

While making new domestic arrangements for my second year at College, I was also involved in 

September pre-season rugby training sessions at the College grounds, and so, with a few of the 

usual top players not returning early to College from their homes much more distant from 

Glasgow than my own, I found myself at least temporarily in possession in September of a 1
st
 

XV place at full-back for two of the matches to be played before term started in October.  

 Carlisle on a hot day at Southbrae Drive on Saturday 26
th
 September was a severe test 

and it was one we failed to surmount, although we threequarters were not much to blame for the 

11-15 defeat suffered. But the following Saturday, again in warm weather, and on a brick-hard 

surface, with a few novices like me still in the understrength line-up, we competed well at 

Meggetland against the massive Boroughmuir pack and squeezed home 9-6 in a try-less match. 

 I wasnôt selected for the Border Holiday Monday evening match in Galashiels on the 3
rd

 

of October, our first day of the Autumn term back at College, when the 1
st
 XV went down 0-15. I 

had to make do with a óholiday rompô, 31-3 in the 2nds over Greenock Wanderers 2nds. 

 

As can be seen in the above Fixture Card, I scored a  reasonable number of points in my eight 

games thereafter for the 2
nd

 XV until the 28
th
 of November, while, simultaneously, the 1

st
 XV 

had been struggling by only recording four narrow wins, three defeats and one draw.  
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Changes to the óbigô team seemed likely and, after, what Mr Dickinson called a ótrial 

typeô game midweek for contenders like my pal Struan McCallum and myself against the mature 

and worldly-wise sailors of RNAS Abbotsinch, we were both rewarded with places in the 1
st
 XV 

against Madras FP in St Andrews three days later. This latter encounter, despite the narrow 

defeat sustained, proved to be the major and long-term up-turn in our respective rugby careers. 

Indeed, with great support from my very able and experienced fellow centre, Colin McLeod, I 

even managed to score a try against Madras é but I was not first choice place-kicker on my 

return that day  é all that changed after the 19
th
 and 26

th
 of December when I firstly recorded 13 

of our points with my boot in the 19-6 victory over Ayr, and 11 points [including another try] in 

our subsequent defeat of Greenock Wanderers. Thereafter, until the end of the season we 

recorded ten straight wins, to which I contributed fifty-one points out of the one hundred and 

thirty seven points that we scored while conceding a mere twenty-four. Amongst these were 

status-gaining victories over Hutchesons, Glasgow Accies and Kelvinside Accies (both first ever 

encounters) and Jedforest. Our pack was out-scrummaging the oppositions, if not out-jumping 

them at the line-out; and our aggressive tackling to turn defence into attack, our exploitation of 

loose ball, and our general high level of fitness plus great pace on the wings, were all paying off. 

Over the season, 17 wins, 6 defeats and 1 draw was a fairly satisfactory record for the players 

pictured hereunder é and my personal tally was 78 points from the 16 games in which I 

played. 

 

Ali Wright Alan Sproule Ian Baptie Jack Kelly Stan Ireland 

Bill Dickinson {Coach) Harry Sydney Bob Clark Jim Wylie Bob Wilson Charlie Allan John Cross Struan McCallum 

John Pryde Peter Connolly John Roxburgh Eric Saunders (C) Colin McLeod Ian Cosgrove John Henderson George Orr (Pres.) 
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Season 1960-61 (Part 1) 

Before returning to college during the first week of October to start my final year of teacher 

training at the SSPE, I was fully involved in four 1
st
 XV rugby matches, of which a second 

encounter with the highly rated Glasgow Academicals on the 3
rd

 September was clearly viewed 

as a significant hurdle for Jordanhill College to clear in order to further the clubôs ambition of 

achieving recognition as a óScottish Un-Official Championshipô side playing in the ócompetitionô 

that the National Newspapers promoted weekly on the basis of  quality of fixtures arranged.  

This was a curious situation if viewed in year 2007 terms and it arose from the then 

continuing policy of rugbyôs national body, the Scottish Rugby Union (SRU), of promoting the 

ófriendlyô concept in almost all inter-club games played by member clubs. The only official 

relaxation of this so-called óamateurô approach was the eventual permission given by the SRU to 

its four District Union Committees to organise Knock-Out Cup Competitions as a additional 

function to their selection of District teams to play in the District Championship that ran each 

December. This particular competition provided a showcase that was supposed to help the 

Scottish Selectors name players for the two International Trial Matches at Murrayfield in the 

weeks running up to the annual Five-Nations International Championship Matches. These latter 

matches were always played on chosen Saturdays every January, February and March. Thus, for 

players living and playing in Scotland with ambitions of eventually being ócappedô by their 

country, it was very important for them to firstly play for a Press-inspired Un-Official 

Championship side in order to catch the eye of District Selectors, and then possibly progress 

from there.  

It was clearly un-democratic, because the obtaining of so-called quality fixtures 

ultimately rested with the likes and dislikes of the óun-officialô elite clubsô committee members. 

The Border clubs, it must be said, seemed on the whole to relish worthwhile emerging 

opposition, and clearly did their best to accommodate such in their already over-crowded fixture 

lists. But it was equally evident that the protectionist influences of the óold-school tie networkô in 

the cities for many years had been delaying the elevation of some óhigh-flyersô like Jordanhill. 

However, in due course, a minimum of seventeen fixtures in a season with those in the previous 

yearôs Unofficial Championship as defined by the Glasgow Herald or the Scotsman newspapers, 

became the unofficial rule for recognition. Thus, apart from strength in the lobbying ability of 

ambitious club secretaries, favourable national press reports and publicity about contendersô 

matches, like those of my own Jordanhill, became essential. Even in these difficult times, the 

perceptive visions of how rugby might better develop were regularly penned by highly respected 

journalists like Bill McLaren, Norman Mair and John Downie. And their positive attitudes were 

indeed music to our ears in the late 1950s and early 1960s.  
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The significant additions to our match list for this season, were - in Glasgow - West of 

Scotland and Glasgow HSFP - in the Borders - a first encounter with Hawick, to add to our 

previous fixtures with Gala, Jedforest and Langholm, and - in Edinburgh ï Musselburgh. In the 

event, we gained a comprehensive 11-3 win over the Accies at New Anniesland, Glasgow and 

this promising start was followed by a further ten victories over óChampionshipô opposition in 

the run up to Christmas. 

 

The other two óChampionshipô matches in September were - on the 10
th
 when we easily disposed 

of Allan Glens FPs 23-8 at the College grounds, and - on the 24
th
 at Rubislaw, Aberdeen, where, 

against Grammar FPs, I managed to record a try in our 9-0 winning of what was a dour game on 

a very windy day in the Granite City. However, hospitality, as usual up North, was first class, 

and this well befitted the return home of our club captain, Jack Kelly, to play against his óalma 

materô. In between times, on the 17
th
, we came a cropper at Duffus Park, Cupar in a friendly 

against fellow óJuniorô club, Howe of Fife. There, with a considerably changed and weaker team 

than that chosen for óbigô games, we were out-muscled up-front by the renowned David Rolloôs 

pack and comprehensively out-manoeuvred behind by the often brilliant home fly-half, Danny 

Gough. In the end it was only our gutsy defence that kept the score down to a narrow 3-0 win for 

the Fifers. 
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 The first day in October, against the recently accepted óChampionshipô side, 

Boroughmuir, brought this equally ambitious outfit through to Glasgow on their first ever visit to 

our Southbrae Drive home turf. Like the previous seasonôs encounter in Edinburgh, the outcome 

of the match was in doubt until near the end. But we again held on to thoroughly deserve our 

close 9-6 win in which two long-distance penalties from yours truly had as a significant bearing 

on the eventual result - as had my three successful efforts in the Glasgow Accies encounter four 

weeks previously. Then, to complete a very satisfactory long week-end for the team, and myself, 

we managed to come back from 12 points down in the Monday evening óChampionshipô match 

at Netherdale, Galashiels where my contribution with the boot came from two penalties and two 

conversions in our thrilling 16-12 success. In particular, I have an almost video-replay memory 

of the Ian McLauchlan try that won this game for us ï I picked up a loose ball deep in our own 

25, but, instead of punting it away for a safe line-out, I decided to make my way across to, and 

then down the edge of, the grandstand touch-line. Then, just before I ran into deep trouble, I 

spotted Ian lumbering down the middle of the park, so I put up a speculative cross-kick towards a 

point some 15 yards or so in front of him. Lo and behold, the bounce was favourable and Ian 

collected the ball in full stride to run the remaining forty yards to the posts unopposed. The 

silence from the home stand was deafening! 

 Gordonians made the long trip South the following Saturday for the first of each seasonôs 

regular double-header friendlies. As usual, their elusive International scrum-half Ian Macrae led 

us a merry dance. But despite his constant probing of our defences, his side only managed to 

record one typical try from him and its conversion and a penalty by Alan Lieper. Meantime 

continual strength-sapping bullocking runs by our already more than promising prop-forward, 

Ian McLauchlan took severe toll, and this, in addition to a typical try by our óflyerô Peter 

Connolly, gave me the chance to kick two decisive penalties in our 9-8 win. 

 The following week it was Kilmarnock scrum-half Bobbie Hillôs turn to torment us in yet 

another friendly at Jordanhill. We didnôt play badly, but winning an adequate share of ball at the 

line-out throughout became a major problem for our less than giant jumpers. Kilmarnockôs Bill 

Cuthbertson, later to be capped by Scotland when he moved down South to play for London 

Scottish, simply dominated this aspect of play, and half-backôs Hill and Harrow revelled in the 

rich supply óBig Billô obtained. The only surprise latterly was that we only conceded one try, one 

conversion and one penalty in suffering an 8-0 beating. However, we bounced back in the 

following two weeks with equally close óChampionshipô wins in Perth (6-0) and Dunfermline 

(11-8). Only 5 points coming from my boot in these two encounters lowered my then average 

match tally of 6 for the season down to 5.3! But at least the 5 that came in the latter game had 

continued the growth of my bootôs fairly regular decisive influence.  
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 The first Saturday in November brought another up-and-coming Junior club from 

Glasgow, Clarkston, to the College grounds to see if they were ready to compete, at the higher 

level. The team itself was totally unknown to us, but not so its coach, the renownedly 

knowledgeable, but irrepressibly voluble, Andy Williams! However Andyôs usual noisy 

encouragement to his lads was of no avail as they were totally outclassed by us in taking a seven 

try drubbing to which I contributed one touch-down and three conversions.  

 For following Saturday, again at Jordanhill, another Junior club in search of the óbig-

timeô, my own local home-team, Stirling County, had been invited by Mr Dickinson to test their 

metal against us. Shame on me! I scored 2 tries and kicked 2 conversions against them as they 

went down, 13-3 é. but I was only too happy to concede that, although defeated, they were due 

all credit from the skill and fighting spirit they had displayed.  

 Another dour wet-weather match against Perth Accies in the óChampionshipô a week later 

was decided by my two penalties to their one. But seven days on, Hutchie at College promised to 

provide more enterprising  competition as they would be attempting to avenge the previous 

seasonôs 16-3 defeat that they had suffered in our first ever meeting.. This was not to be as we 

played with great flair, despite the wet conditions, to hammer them by 28 points to 8 and claim 

yet another óChampionshipô scalp, this time with a virtually un-needed 6 points from my boot. 

 The first Saturday in December was, as usual, Inter-City Match day, and, with no fewer 

than eight of our players, but not me, in the Glasgow line-up, Mr Dickinson had wisely not 

arranged any 1
st
 XV game for us that day. Then, back in business on the 10th, we thrashed 

Greenock Wanderers 28-0 at home in the óChampionshipô where my tally was one try, four 

conversions and a penalty, before, on the 17
th
, we shared a dull, error-strewn friendly at a try and 

a penalty a-piece, down at Ayr. Hogmanay Saturday not only brought about another 

comprehensive win  over Glens in the óChampionshipô by 19-3, but also, from the 2 tries and 2 

conversions I scored therein, I had raised my seasonôs tally to 101 points from 17 matches é. 

thus averaging nearly 6 points per match  é. as we all looked forward to the first four months of 

the New Year with hopes of maintaining our unbeaten record in the ten or so scheduled 

óChampionshipô games remaining!  
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