
My memories of Pascal Coletti

I grew up a block away from the TMR 
home field and periodically while driv-
ing by on my bike as a boy, I would 
see a motley crew of guys playing a 
game that I did not really understand 
and thought that you would need to 
be completely crazy to play. Despite 
this early exposure to the game, I 
found myself joining the club as a 
rookie in 1987 after playing a season 
at Marianopolis under the tutelage of 
Jeremy Collins. During my first year at 
TMR, it was Pascal who sticks out in 
my mind as welcoming me to the club. 
He always had a big smile, a beer 
and an anecdote (or ten) to entertain 
you. He kind of took me under his 
wing on the field and more impor-
tantly off the field. He was always 
crazy, fun and willing to buy a young 
rugby player without much money a 
beer, or two, or three. From leading 
songs (countless songs) with Ron, to 
doing Jedi Chickens (snorting a raw 
egg), to shoving 70 quarters in his 
foreskin, nostrils and any other body 
part, my memories of Pascal will al-
ways be warm and make me smile. He 

clearly enjoyed life and loved rugby 
and, in that spirit, he was the always 
ready and willing to meet a traveling 
team and show them an incredible 
time in Montreal. On more than one 
occasion while traveling internation-
ally in rugby circles, Pascal’s name 
would come up as that crazy French 
Canadian legend. He epitomized the 
true spirit of rugby by playing hard 
and then partying hard. He left his 
mark on countless rugby players 
around the world and most impor-
tantly, from my perspective, he left his 
mark on me. He taught me the true 
spirit of rugby; a sport that combines 
violent competitiveness on the field 
with a rare show of sportsmanship 
and fraternity off the field and is a big 
part of the reason that I played and 
loved this crazy game for 17 years. Since 1955

Michael Terni
Townie Old Boy

_______________________

Rookie Vs Legend

After The General exposed the club to 
the glory which is the Jet Eye/Jedi 
Chicken he passed the torch to 

Pascal.   In the beginning Pascal al-
ways needed some prompting to get 
him "in the mood", the following 
week or so we were hosting the op-
position back at Scobbie Hall and 
with a little prompting   Pascal 
agreed he would treat the boys to 
his first solo flight, providing I found 
an egg. Now back then the egg was 
only half the problem, easily solved 
with a quick run over to the neigh-
bours (yes they actually used to talk 
to us back then), the other issue was 
the absence of shot glasses. Deter-
mined to see The Chicken fly I 
agreed to cup the raw egg in my 
hand while Pascal performed his 
magic. He covered one nostril and 
with the other laid into the egg . 
Snort! Gag! Choke! went The Squin-
ner. The egg was going out of my 
hand up his nose and back into my 
hand at such a pace it started to 
scramble and froth up. He'd snort, 
he'd gag, I'd gag, he'd choke, this 
repeated until he finally got it down. 
A star was born... A few years and 
many dozens of eggs later as I was 
getting in the first spring mow at the 
club, I found an egg that managed 
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to survive the winter. Well I did as any 
of you would have done and ran glee-
fully into the club to see the master do 
his thing. By then Pascal had perfected 
his technique and we always had shot 
glasses on hand.  He cracked the egg 
into two shots, one for the white the 
other for the yoke (which he now had 
learned to break with his finger for 
ease of flow through the nostril). One 
finger over one nostril  and with one 
mighty inhale the white was gone, the 
crowd roared with approval and 
awaited the yolk. Pascal raised the 
shot glass and raised his hand to si-
lence the laughter, "I just want to say, 
Dat egg isn't fresh my friend" up went 
the yolk and a legend was born! Since 1955

Memories of Xavier Pascal Coletti

We all have many different personali-
ties depending on where we are and 
who we're with, it's only obvious that 
Pascal was the same in this 
respect. The last few days, like us all, 
I've been thinking over decades of 
experiences he and I had shared and 
I've concluded he had two distinct per-
sonalities, Xavier and Pascal.  You all 
knew both well.

Xavier was the responsible seri-
ous one, Pascal was the entertaining 
happy go lucky big laughing face that 
seemed to be everywhere. Xavier was 
the Clubhouse manager while Pascal 
was the Clubhouse mangler. Xavier 
would get to the club early to clean up 
and mow the lawn, Pascal would stay 
late and pass out on it. Xavier would 
work tirelessly helping organize tours 
and events and Pascal would be there 
to make sure we all remembered 
them. Xavier was a good co-worker, 
great brother, son, husband, father 
and friend. Pascal was the greatest 
ambassador TMRRFC has ever known! 
Xavier and I respected each other, 
Pascal and I loved each other. Both 
will be sorely missed and remembered 
fondly always. Since 1955

Mike Perkins
Townie Old Boy

Pascal at his best!

_______________________

“Did you see my move?”

Well my memory is not what it used to 
be but I remember 2 great things 
about Pascal that stand out over time. 
One: playing against him was always 
a rather difficult proposition as he was 
a large fellow to bring down in open 
field. I played fullback for the Wan-
derers and when we played the Town 
in games they were always great with 
lots of bragging to be had by the win-
ners. Pascal and Mike Badke were 
always sniffing around on the wings 
hoping that the play would come their 
way or that Kevin Jordan would set 
them up for a glory try! My first game 
against the Town I had the job of try-
ing to stop Pascal which I did not 
manage to do very well as he scored. 
Afterwards in the clubhouse he ap-
proached and beamed at me “Did 

you like my move” to which I replied 
“You ran right over me!” He said 
“Yep! That’s my move!” Then of 
course he bought me many beers so 
that I would never forget!

The second thing is that he was a 
genuine rugby guy, no matter the 
score or manner of the game in 
which he had just played he was 
always a fun guy to be around and 
talk to after. He believed that one’s 
opposite number should buy him a 
beer and he would reciprocate in 
kind as, after all, that is rugby. A 
bear on the field and a teddy bear 
off. His passing is rugby’s loss, he 
will be missed. Since 1955

Graeme “Spike” McGravie
Wanderer Old Boy

_______________________

Blessed with many Memories...

I am blessed with many memories of 
our dear friend Pascal, but the one 
that sticks in my head to this day is 
the Toga Party, Fall 1987. There 
were many combinations of white 
sheets, wraps and wreaths, but Pas-
cal had the best toga by far! He 
wore nothing but a French flag 
hanging over his neck….as per his 
usual, he was buck naked under-
neath! As I complimented him on his 
ingenious outfit, I asked him where 
he would carry his money. His re-
sponse, in typical French style, 
"Why, in my ass of course". I will 
always remember you Pascal and 
know your spirit will forever be 
within the walls of Scobie Hall. Since 1955

Linda King-Cunningham
Townie Old Gal

_______________________

Pascal, the boy in man’s clothing

When I heard of the news of Pas-
cal’s passing I was shocked. I was 
trying to remember all the good 
times we had and all the special 



tricks he performed that were basi-
cally trademarked: the Jedi chicken, 
worm nasal dangling, egg snorting 
and of course, how can you forget him 
inserting quarters into his foreskin. 

Surely there had to be more to the 
man? I wasn’t sure how to express 
how I felt so I asked some friends for 
help. 

Dom Hardy said: “He lived for the 
Town and the Town lived for him”. 

Chris Berton: “He was a boy in man’s 
clothing, and when people started 
getting out of control, he was gentle-
man enough to make sure no one got 
hurt. Was always the life of the party 
and never had a bad word to say 
about anyone. Even though I had not 
kept in touch, I feel a great sense of 
loss and am truly saddened for every-
one's loss, particularly his young fam-
ily."

Rob Cussen: “For me, what was impor-
tant was how inclusive he was to us 
young players. We were always wel-
comed at the apartment he shared 
with Ron Chiasson for pre-game 
breakfast and post-game dinners and 
who could forget the endless parties 
they both hosted. Or waking up on 
Sunday mornings watching Coronation 
Street.”

Over the years, I’ve met quite a few 
older gentlemen from touring teams or 
during my travels. I would sit there 
listening to their stories and without 
fail they would ask me: “You know 
Mitch, last time I was in Canada, I re-
member meeting this French guy. 
Great guy, a lot of fun. Took his time 
showing me around town. Did this 
thing with quarters. Pascal was his 
name. Is he still around?” 

A few weeks ago, as we played in the 
quarterfinals, I got to spend some time 
on the sideline with Pascal. I can’t help 
but think, had I known it would be the 
last time I would speak to him, maybe 

I would have stuck around longer. 
Our conversation was very much 
about how we were doing. We had 
another thing in common you see: we 
had both become fathers very re-
cently and I could how see how proud 
and happy he was. Part of me can’t 
help but wonder, who will teach the 
Jedi chicken to Charlie but all of me is 
glad to have met Pascal. Pascal was a 
true friend and one of the most gen-
erous human beings I have ever met 
and I hope you will all join me and be 
as generous with your time with his 
family as he was with all of us. Since 1955  

Michel François
Townie “Old Boy” / Women’s Coach

_______________________

A Pascal Story... 

When we toured the States, we often 
chose a theme, ostensibly in disguise 
because no hotel would book 
TMRRFC, but probably just for fun.  
And no one liked having fun more 
than Pascal.  One year we toured as 
The Christian Lay Brothers. As we 
pulled into town in our various relig-
ious garbs, wrecked by whatever we 
had imbibed on the way,  Pascal sud-
denly shouted “Stop the Bus! There 
are two nuns out there.” We watched 
in astonishment as Pascal approached 
and finally embraced both nuns and 
led them to the bus.  It was a setup, of 
course, Pascal had phoned ahead to 
some of his buddies to get their girl-
friends in the habits.  But Pascal was 
not a two-trick pony and would go to 
elaborate lengths to amuse his friends.

Since 1955

Rick Adams
Townie Old Boy

_______________________

A Zapruder film without the Se-
cret Service...

I understand things after having pic-
tured them.  I remember Pascal 
through flashes that come to mind.

In the locker room, he smears Vase-
line on his ears and between his 
legs, then touches his fingers to his 
nose like some sumo wrestler tasting 
the purifying salt of the Dohyo.  On 
the field, I see his massively hunched 
back, compressed into an unnatural 
shape through the forces of a scrum.  
Technically, it is textbook how-NOT-
to, but the scrum rarely moved and 
the man relished the next encounter.  
He appears on the wing and takes a 
pass and scores by leaning over to 
barely touch ball to ground.  I see 
his approach to a goal kick, three 
dance steps back, a half-circle, those 
Fred Flintstone tip-toe jaunts forward 
and the thunderous thwack of boot 
to ball gaining points from impossi-
ble angles.  I see the mischievous 
twinkle in his eyes as he starts a fight 
he knows the back-row will finish.  
He stands on the edges of the pre-
game huddle, waiting for the cap-
tain to end, leans in with a hand and 
exhorts all, ‘‘Buck two swank’’. The 
meaning is lost on rookies; it will be 
revealed over the course of three 
seasons.  Recently, he roams the 
sidelines, educates all about the new 
players and stops to encourage, 
‘‘C’mon da Town.’’

On tour he is always the commissar, 
especially when he isn’t.  He gets off 
the bus in Boston, dressed as a monk 
(it is our religious pilgrimage tour) 
saunters down the street and, I am 
gob smacked as he lovingly em-
braces an approaching woman 
wearing a nun’s habit.  His pale ass 
blisters under the wooden paddle 
and he begs for more in a spank-off.  
In far-flung Texas, at a schools rugby 
tournament, I introduce myself and 



some guy mentions Montreal and that 
big stone house and a prop who con-
sumes his eggs with a flair all his own.  
I chuckle and think about telling him 
what that same prop would do for 
spare change.

 
The images have stopped.  I see only 
a bus full of people unable to help; I 
see a wife and child.  The film has run 
out and the tick-tick-tick of the projec-
tor shows only white and there is a 
gaping hole in my stomach and every-
thing I eat tastes of ash. Since 1955

Pierre Drolet
Townie Old Boy

_______________________

Ah Pascal...
The memories of a young girl at Sco-
bie Hall, hanging around with Pascal 
and his ilk... well I could write a book 
(FYI - I am now accepting bribes). So 
many great times.

That time when my mission, as the 
youngest woman in the room (too 
young, guys, seriously) was to collect 
as many quarters as I could. So excit-
ing! "And 'ere Amy, 'ave a beer. Can 
you stack dese quarters for me?" 
"Sure Pascal. What are you going to... 
hey, where'd your pants go?"

The time when, during a game where 
the women's side was fielding a 

whopping 11 players, and Dirty Annie 
made me play fullback ("No Ames, 
I'm serious, stop laughing"), Pascal 
"coached" me from the sidelines. His 
advice: "Amy, don't be a pussy. Run 
over 'dem!"

But the strongest memory I have of 
Pascal isn't a single event. It's the feel-
ing that at any moment while at Sco-
bie Hall, while cheering on the Town, 
or during a particularly debaucherous 
night at a bar, I might see his face... 
and smile. Because to know Pascal is 
to know what the Town is about - 
rugby, good friends, and laughter. Since 1955

Amy Buckland
 Townie Old broad who still plays
_______________________

SANTA’S LITTLE ELF... 

I was jolted out of the funk I was in 
after hearing about the loss of Pascal 
with an email from Dany Brown, a 
founding member of the TMRRFC 
women’s team. She was in a panic 
because someone reneged on a prom-
ised Santa suit for the kid’s party she 
was organising. All the visions and 
memories, of which there are many, 
are truly foggy; as much from the 
lapse in time as the fog enhancing 
substances that were part and parcel 
of practically every experience we 
shared. Call it Hunter Thomson-like. 
The vision of Santa’s Elf brought a 
smile to my face and a tear to my 
heart.

In the late ‘70s and early ‘80s I volun-
teered to play Santa for the club 
Xmas party and Pascal cheerfully ac-
cepted the role of “Santa’s Little Elf”. 
Picture your favourite rock stars in 
their dressing rooms entrenched in 
their pre-concert rituals. At that time, 
the second floor of the club house had 
three or four separate rooms. We oc-
cupied one, Pascal managed the door 
and screened the coming and going 
of guests and libations. We laughed 
and joked in our “dressing room” and 

wondered how we would contain 
ourselves in front of the children and 
their parents, our cherished friends 
and playmates. Pascal held the room 
captive with his scriptless banter and 
humour directed at the adults 
through the kids. Pascal, with a twin-
kle in his eye, deftly coerced the 
most reluctant of the kids to sit on 
Santa’s lap. But his heart was pour-
ing out that day, making sure that 
everyone, young and old, had a 
smile on their faces. He was in his 
glory doing that for his club. It actu-
ally gave him as much pleasure as it 
did the club members. After the kids 
paid a visit with Santa, Pascal began 
to lure the Mommies to sit on 
Santa’s lap and make their wishes. 
There he was, being a dutiful elf, 
taking care of everyone, including 
Santa. My gut was splitting from 
laughter that day. I could hardly 
contain myself, at least until the par-
ents took the children home and the 
party began to really rock. A lot of 
the members seemed to be envious 
of the Santa and elf gear; I still re-
member the number of different 
people donning various configura-
tions of the costume. No one in the 
club has brought the kind of energy 
to the club that Pascal has. 
RIP Pascal Since 1955

Guy Quinn
Townie Old Boy

_______________________

The Last Time We Saw Each 
Other We Argued

The last time I saw Pascal we ar-
gued, we argued about the score of 
the rugby game we were watching. 
It was a great argument. On many 
occasions this past year I found my-
self with Pascal on the other side of 
the green rope discussing the se-
quences in play and arguing over 
the actual score of the game at the 
time. Often Pascal would bring up 
past achievements and share stories 
of not just the games but of the life 
surrounding the game, the most 



memorable part of all this was his un-
limited love for our sport and for the 
Town. This is something that Pascal has 
been able to share with everyone 
around him for as long as I have 
known him. When I first joined the 
club many years ago Pascal and his 
“talents” along with his buddy Ron 
scared the hell out of me, when Pascal 
was in charge of my rookie night un-
speakable things happened but most 
important of all he welcomed me into 
the Town. That was the most amazing 
thing to me about Pascal, he really 
understood the family aspect of the 
club and he was always able to share 
with all the different generations of 
players involved. Pascal was great at 
cheering you on, not just for your play 
on the field but also for your work at 
the house or on any social event, he 
would literally stand there with a bev-
erage watching you do the work and 
cheer you on. He was so genuinely 
appreciative of all efforts made. Every 
time I would see him come to help out 
I knew our work rate would actually 
slow down but we now had a chance 
to share a moment or two that in-
volved passion, love and laughter, 
that’s what Pascal brought to the table 
for me. My arguments with Pascal 
were filled with a common love for the 
game and a shared enthusiasm for 
club life, it’s a lesson he taught me 
early on and we were able to share 
for many years, you’ve left your mark 
on me Pascal. Since 1955

Patrick Ghattas
Townie “Old Boy”/ Women’s Coach

_______________________

Pascal Coletti – The Early Days


 I started playing for the Town 
in the early seventies, there were two 
teams and lots of recent immigrants 
from the rugby playing countries; es-
pecially Britain with a liberal sprinkling 
of Kiwis and Aussies and a growing 
number of “Frenchies”. Most of us 
Canadians were in our twenties or 
older having played rugby in univer-

sity or converted to rugby from its 
junior cousin Canadian Football.

Around about 1974 the QRU decided 
to develop a “Colts League” to add a 
younger element in order to grow the 
sport. Doug Barganquast (an “expat” 
Aussie Rules convert), John Thomas 
and Bobby Thomas and I became the 
Town coaches and the matches were 
scheduled for Sundays. We managed 
to get quite a few good young players 
to come out; amongst them were Chris 
Pare, Dominic Coletti and his young 
brother Pascal. As he progressed 
through our training to playing this 
15/16 year old Pascal demonstrated a 
strong kicking leg and a knack of be-
ing in the right place at the right time 
to have an impact on most games. 
Beside that he just blended into the 
front row, the fulcrum of a good pack. 
Furthermore Pascal even developed a 
bit of a taste for hops.

As Pascal developed as a player he 
also developed as a bit of a “show 
man” … I think the circumstances 
were quite innocent at first. We were 
on one of the Town’s famous Boston 
Easter tours roundabout 1978/9. On 
the Sunday we played in Dover and 
came out of the bus doing the “ele-
phant walk.” At the post match func-
tion which was an open air barbeque 
with kegs of beer some kids came 
upon a couple of big juicy “dew” 
worms. Pascal the entrepreneur be-
came Pascal the “show man”; once he 
had gotten enough of the Dover 
crowd to “anti-up” enough cash to see 
him eat the worms. Little did we know 
at that time of where all this was 
headed? Quarters, eggs anyone.

Pascal went on to become a real icon 
of the club both on and of the field. 
We lost him for awhile as he went off 
to England but still saw him enough to 
keep the contact. His most recent in-
carnation was as the nucleus for the 
revival of “TMR Rent a Crowd”. Pas-
cal was the impetus to get a number 
of us “old boys and gals” out to 

watch some of the final games of the 
season; one of which, the season 
finale, a Town victory versus 
St.Anne’s was as fine a rugby match 
as I have seen in the last couple of 
years.

I hope his spirit haunts the sidelines 
of the “Rec Centre” forever inspiring 
many a Town victory! I pray that his 
spirit provides a true inspiration to 
Charles and a pillar of support to 
Lisa! Since 1955

Ian Sib MacArthur
Townie Old Boy

_______________________



A friendship born nearly 30 years 
ago...

Choosing a singe anecdote about Pas-
cal can be problematic. The man’s life 
is one long anecdote. 

I guess I’ll start at the beginning.   I 
was 17 years old when I first met 
Squinnie on my first visit to the clu 
house. He was working the bar. He 
introduced himself, welcomed me to 
his home, and offered me a beer…..a 
gesture that would repeat itself with an 
alarming, liver-screaming fr quency.  

He was 5 years old than me, and from 
a teenage perspective that made him 
nigh-on middle age. The journey from 
there into actual middle age hapened 
in what would seem to be a blink of an 
eye, had it not been filled with so 
much laughter.

As with any relationship, roles get 
defined…..quite often all on their own. 
He naturally gravitated towards being 
our club’s ambassador, a jester, a Jedi 
Chicken Master. Through disposition 
more than anything, my role was one 
of instigator and bad influence, the 
combination of which fueled the types 
of behavior from which legends are 
made, and life-long friendships are 
forged.

What few people know is that Pascal 
has never been on his own. He moved 
into my apartment directly from under 
the doting eye of Mama Coletti., and 
after a number of years on the job 
(and a novel’s worth of exploits) I in 
turn handed him over into Lisa’s loving 
care.

And there you have it. A friendship 
born nearly 30 years ago out of beer 
and brotherhood. On one side, the 
Center of Attention, larger than life, 
who filled a room with his presence 
while still having his mom do his laun-
dry. And the other side, a mischievous 
influence who served as a link in a 
protective chain and guaranteed a 

steady supply of trouble to get into, so 
that life was enjoyed through some of 
its more colorful facets.

I wonder if there is anyone in Pascal’s 
life who might benefit from such a 
combination……….. Since 1955

Ron Chiasson
Townie Old Boy

______________________

Continue to Live on with us

Pascal, the red headed Corsican 
charmer no one could resist, despite 
his tendencies to display the extreme. 
So many colorful memories of Pascal, 
from snorting eggs to storing quarters 
in his signature spot will live with us 
our life time.

Though, we shared the French heri-
tage, our rugby styles differed, Pas-
cal’s diplomacy excelled  & his guid-
ance on the pitch transferred into his 
professional life to which I can attest 
from my experiences with him at the 
rental board during his years working 
for the Quebec Government …such a 
stretch to witness having experienced 
his recreational side.

In spirit he will live on with us and 
continue to add to our rugby stories. 
Words seem inadequate to express 
the sadness we feel about your pass-
ing. Heartfelt sympathies to Lisa, 
Charlie and family. Since 1955

Chris & Dee Paré
Townie Old Boy

Be Generous to a TMR 

Family Member

Consider making a contribution to 
help with Lisa and Charlie's current 
needs based on what you would 
have spent on one last evening 
with Pascal. 
Contact Rob Hunger for more info.

www.tmrrfc.qc.ca

On behave of the executive I 
would like to thank everyone 

who made this newsletter 
possible. 

Our deepest sympathy to 
Pascal’s loved ones.

Pascal, you have touched 
many....

Once a Townie... 
Always a Townie!


