   I first came across The Rock at last year’s indoor season when I wasn’t bleeding orange.

I was actually in opposing goals and was hypnotized by what I was witnessing at the other end. The grace and dynamic display was inspiring and daunting to see this man hurling every limb at the most certain of goals and defend it with consummate ease. It was mind blowing.

Then when I was drafted mid season break I became Orange, that’s when I heard of the stories likened to that of dreamtime. I was amazed that a man was heralded among his peers with such greatness. The true rock of Gibraltar.  As I listened to these stories of aerobatic prowess the overall power of this man was at the least jaw dropping. When I did meet and shake the man “The Rock’s” hand I think a little bit of wee dribbled in my jocks and I was overcome with raw emotion that when I did get to a toilet I was shaking. I had touched his hand of greatness and he had touched me. I had finally met this hero of Racing Guantanamo as I gazed through a grilled dunny window penis in hand.
   You are not one of over exaggerated dreamtime bullshit you are a hero to the people of Guantanamo fans, players and opposition. You are a François, you are The Rock, and you are a Legend.  
