Old Boy of the school from 1996 – 1999, Baigent House, TU tutor group, 413 band, 1st XI Football 1997 – 1999, School Prefect and 1999 King of the Ball
You have to look pretty hard to find me on the walls of the school but I’m there and I’m very honoured to be here this morning to speak at the Father and Son Breakfast, the last time I stood in this hall to speak was 23 years ago and it was to remind students to ride their bikes in single file to school as part of road safety week, but this morning will be a little different…
I’m also co-host of the Between Two Beers Podcast with another Old Boy – Steven Holloway – in fact we were in the same tutor class together.
Our podcast journey has been pretty awesome and we’ve been really lucky to speak to some amazing Old Boys – we started with my good friend Aaron Scott and since then we’ve been able to speak to others like Anton Devcich, BJ Watling, Dwayne Sweeney, Che Bunce, and Scott Styris.
And we’ve spoken to some great New Zealanders like Olympic Gold medallists Emma Twigg and Eric Murray, All Blacks like Kieran Read, Black Ferns like Sarah Hirini, an America’s Cup winner in Blair Tuke, All Whites legend Ryan Nelsen, and media personalities like Paddy Gower, Laura McGoldrick and Scotty Stevenson.
This week we spoke to Grant Fox.
The older generation in the room will know Foxy as an All Blacks legend who won the inaugural World Cup in 1987 and was part of Auckland’s incredible Ranfurly Shield run in the 80s and 90s, who became a TV commentator, coach and then All Blacks selector.
The younger generation in the room might know him as Ryan Fox’s dad. Ryan Fox is New Zealand’s best golfer with two European Tour titles and has 13 professional wins most recently a $500,000 US dollars win at the Ras Al Khaimah Classic in the UAE.
Foxy spoke about his role as a father to his kids and in the middle of the episode – something that hit me like a smack in the face when I was thinking about what to talk about today.
Foxy was talking about the relationship with his kids and he asked us if we knew how to spell love and he said he spelt it…
T I M E
He said time is love and spending time with his kids was the best way he could show his love for them and was a factor in why he choose to retire.
And I reflected on that and I reflected on my relationship with my dad. 
“Treat others the way you would want to be treated” 
I always remember that phrase, like it’s burned into my psyche. It’s my Dad’s favourite piece of advice.
I am the youngest of three, my brother is 12 years older than me and my sister 11 years older than me.
When I was 4 my Dad was involved in a serious car accident that left him in intensive care in an induced coma for 12 weeks fighting for his life with serious head injuries. The doctors warned my Mum and siblings that IF he came out of the coma it was likely that the injuries would be so severe that his functions would be impaired. 
In those days the term they used was vegetable.

He came out of the coma and he was relatively normal. He had short- and long-term memory loss and my Mum tells me his personality changed but I was too young to know any different, that’s just the way dad was
But for me he was able to give me time as part of his rehabilitation, but as I understand it now he gave me love.
Growing up we would play card games like memory to help with his brain functionality. He would ask me to watch wildlife documentaries on Sunday nights with him. He would read books to me nearly every night before bed to help with his comprehension and every Friday he would take me to the library, just me and him spending time together.
And then I got a bit older, and we moved to Hamilton and those things weren’t as cool to with your dad but he gave me time in other ways. He dropped me off and picked me up from my after school job, and he came to nearly every one of 78 games for the first XI.
Then I left home for Auckland and he and Mum would come and visit and spend time with me.
But despite all this my dad grew up in post-World War 2 England in a generation whose fathers had gone away to war and came back different men. It was an era that he described as one where little children should be seen and not heard.
That upbringing and his head injury meant was that he struggled to show emotion outside of frustration. 
I think he told me he loved me once, and he definitely tried to tell me he was proud of me once but he couldn’t really get the words out so I had to finish his sentence for him,
But by that stage I’d sort of worked it out and we settled on a firm handshake and an awkward hug as our way of acknowledging our father son bond. That and spending time together.
He passed away in 2010 and not a day goes by that I don’t wish I had more time with him.
But what I’ve realised in the years since his passing is that fatherhood has incredible significance. 
Significance because it shapes the future generation and significance because children can be a reflection of their father.
There are so many things that I do now because my Dad did them… I get my haircut every two weeks because he did, I have pizza every Friday night for dinner because that’s what he did, I listen to the Kings College Choir every Christmas Eve because that’s what he did, he travelled and worked all over the world and I’ve been able to follow in his footsteps in my own way…
“Treat others the way you would want to be treated”
He lived those words with me and made me feel so special that I’ve always wanted to honour his legacy by following that same mantra.
Now I’m not so naïve to think that everyone here has or had as good a relationship with their father as I did but that doesn’t stop you from seeking out positive male models or being a positive male role model for others
So like I said my Dad wasn’t the most emotional or warm man but I was lucky in coming to Hamilton Boys’ High School I was able to find some of that warmth through some of the male role models I was able to interact with here and I want to pick out three staff.

The first was Mr Andrew Tucker who retired last year. Tucks was great, every morning he would make you laugh with a stupid joke – none of which would be acceptable in 2022 – but it would set you up for the day and it was a joy to bump into him during school hours at the Cossie Club just down the road in later life.
The next was Dr Wilcox who was my 1st XI coach in Year 13 and helped me embrace my role as a leader among my peers and never stopped encouraging me to be me. He was also the world press up champion.
And the last was the late Graham Robinson who loved this school and his enthusiasm for the institution was something I looked up to during my time here and whenever I came back in later life. Robbo Cop was one in a million.
But it wasn’t just teachers while I was here who I looked up to it was also other students, and I’d like to acknowledge one in the room this morning – Wayne Bates – a fantastic dad to 20 children and a dear friend of mine.
Batesy was my 1st XI captain in Year 11 and Year 12 and I thought he was the man. I was in awe of him but I couldn’t tell him. I couldn’t tell him until the Dio after ball in 1998.
It was like I had become my Dad, emotionally constipated and unable to express my feelings of admiration for this man.
So I did what most teenage boys did and I got drunk, I got really drunk and just poured my heart out to this man about how great I thought he was. 
That was a challenge I had through my adult life. I kept things inside, probably like my Dad. But unlike my Dad who never drank, it was often through alcohol that I tried to work out my problems.
This behaviour was so at odds with who I wanted to be as a man. 
“Treat others the way you would want to be treated”
On one hand I was this role model who treated people well and did the right things. But on the other hand I had my own problems and only way I felt like I could deal with it was to suppress it with alcohol or use alcohol to give me the false confidence to deal with it.
It was like I was leading two lives.
With my Dad gone, I’ve always sought out other male influences on my journey, when I was growing up Sir John Kirwan started speaking up about mental health and the challenges he had working through them as man in an era when men were told to “harden up”. 
We’ve been lucky enough to have Sir JK and other amazing men on our podcast and we’ve have some raw conversations about heavy topics, but it is a way of normalising them.
And it took some powerful, real conversations from a strong male voice in my life to make me realise that there was a better way to working through my own challenges than the ways I was trying to and that voice was from my podcast mate Steven Holloway – my friend since school.
I’m still here today because when he sensed something was off with me he had the courage to ask me “hey bro, is everything ok?” and we had created a space in our friendship where I felt safe to tell him, “nah bro. Everything isn’t ok”…
“Treat others the way you want to be treated” 
I would be mortified if he felt he couldn’t come to me to talk about anything, so when he asked me that day if I was ok, I had to tell him I wasn’t. I owed it to myself to tell him I wasn’t.
And it was Steven becoming a father himself that had given him the courage to have the difficult chats with me, just like he wants to be able to have with his own kids in the future and I’ll be forever grateful that he did.
I would encourage all of you to strive for that kind of open and honest friendship in your lives, with your son, with your dad, with your brothers, or just with your mates, we lose too many good men that we shouldn’t.
Before I conclude I would like to acknowledge the non-traditional dads in the room. The father figures, the male caregivers, the step dads, and everything else because I’ve walked that path.
I haven’t been lucky enough to have any children of my own and that may not be in my journey in the future. 
The closest I have come to being a father is as a step dad.
I met Paris when she was 9, and her mother and I broke up when she was 16. It would have been easy for me to say it was too hard to stay in her life after we broke up but I had those words echoing in my head despite my heartbreak.
“Treat others the way you want to be treated”
I’d invested time into my relationship with her, and she had invested time in me too. She was a kid who needed to been shown that break ups didn’t mean that you didn’t see that person ever again and that they could be handled with dignity and respect.
Paris is now 24. She still calls me her step dad even though her mum and I have been broken up longer than we were ever together.
I was messaging her during the week in preparation for this morning because I was thinking, well, I’m not really a dad so what can I offer on the subject and she messaged me this:
“You’ve been an amazing role model for me, I wouldn’t be the person I am today without your influence. You’ve taught me many things but one of the defining things I’ve learnt from you is to be calm and patient when dealing with people, and treat others the way you want to be treated. I think a lot of people’s behaviour and attitude towards life stems from their upbringing and parents. I’m lucky I’ve always had you in my formative years”.
On reflection, I’m so happy that I gave her that extra time as she grew up. Just like my Dad did for me.
I feel good because I’ve helped shape a future generation and because she can be a reflection of me.
My love for Hamilton Boys’ High means that I still give it time now 23 years after leaving as a Trustee on the Old Boys’ Foundation Trust and I am happy to keep giving time, but I have taken enough of yours this morning, so thank you very much for listening, all the best on your journeys…
And Treat others the way you want to be treated.
