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Sam Quek is mainly known for her starring role in the 2016 Olympic gold medal winning

hockey team. This was the first time a British ladies team had won gold, but what is much less

known is that Sams rise to the top of her spot was far from easy.Sam missed out on being part

of Team GB at the London 2012 Olympics but competed for England at the 2013 EuroHockey

tournament and 2014 Commonwealth Games, which she won silver medals. She won the gold

at the 2016 Rio Olympics after the GB hockey team beat the Netherlands on penalties.How

Sam overcame the bitter disappointment of being overlooked for the two previous Olympics

and ensured that she wouldnt miss out again are revealed here for the first time. She also tells

of her tough childhood and her battle to reach the heights that she has.She then went on to

further fame by appearing in Im a Celebrity where she proved to be hugely popular with the

viewing public, eventually finishing fourth.Sam now presents a variety of sports for TV,

including men and womens football, NFL and hockey. She has been signed up to be the main

presenter for the womens World Hockey Championships in 2018, held in August.She is hugely

popular on social media with thousands of followers on twitter and instagram. Sam also has

some very strong views on how women are portrayed in sport and their treatment by both

coaches and the media. This is a hugely topical subject at the moment and promises to remain

so for some time.

About the AuthorSam was born in the Wirral on Merseyside on October 18, 1988. She

attended Birkenhead High School and Calday Grange Grammar School. Sam decided that she

wanted to stay fairly close to home and studied a BSc in Sport and Exercise at Leeds

Metropolitan University in 2010. She won her first international cap while studying at university.

The hockey star is also a loyal supporter of Liverpool F.C. and regularly presents for the club’s

official TV channel. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.
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Janeiro, 19 August 2016 Gold Medal Match – Netherlands v Great BritainIfirst sensed it during

the national anthems – the realisation that this was it. We were one game away from being

Olympic gold medallists. I’d experienced nerves before throughout my international career but

this was more than just butterflies in the tummy. It was different.Everything had been building to

this moment. For the team, it was the culmination of all our efforts for the tournament, our

flawless record that had carried us to this showdown with the Netherlands, winners of the last

two Olympic titles.For me, though, it was more. This was my big chance. After the heartache of

missing out in Beijing in 2008 and the agony of London 2012, when it seemed the entire nation

was having a party to which I wasn’t invited, here was the opportunity to make amends. All the

hard work, all the sacrifices, would be worth it if we could return from Rio with a gold

medal.Was it the occasion? The knowledge that back home the BBC News at Ten was being

delayed as millions tuned in to see if Team GB’s women could emulate the heroics of the men

back in Seoul in 1988?Was it that at the back of my mind I knew it could be my last

international match? Going into Rio I had been thinking that I had been doing this for ten years.

If we didn’t medal I was definitely retiring. Even when I was selected, I thought if we won gold I

was going to call it quits. My dream would have come true. There would be no more targets,



nothing more I had to achieve. This gold medal match could be my last game, in my last

tournament.Was it the frustration that I was starting the match on the bench? In hockey it

wasn’t that big a deal because we operate a roll on roll off rotation system, so everyone usually

plays the same number of minutes in a match. I’d be on after seven minutes, but this was the

Olympic final. The starting line-ups would be on live TV back home and I wondered if most of

the 10 million people watching would think I was just a substitute rather than a full part of the

team. I always felt I played better when I was on from the start, fresh from the warm-up.

Coming on I’d have to get up to speed very quickly with the tempo of the match.Maybe it was a

combination of all those factors. Whatever the reason, I was starting to feel

overwhelmed.Hockey was prime time. The nation was watching. It was our moment.The

formalities out of the way, the match started under a bright blue sky on a sunny, if breezy,

evening in Deodoro, in west Rio de Janeiro. Although the stands weren’t remotely full, due to

the ticketing issues that had plagued the whole tournament, behind the dugouts the Dutch fans

were making their customary racket, matched superbly by the British fans, friends and family

and the many others that had been following our story. Among them were my devoted parents,

Albert and Marilyn, and my boyfriend, Tom Mairs – hard to miss in his Union Jack Morphsuit

and hat, beating his drum. In the opposite stand, a large contingent from Team GB – including

the men’s rowers and the rugby sevens women, who’d defied expectations by narrowly missing

out on bronze – were also making their presence felt.Out on the vivid blue pitch it was a cagey

opening. The Dutch girls, imposing in their charcoal grey and orange, were heavily pressing

our girls – kitted out in our favourite red – as we knew they would, forcing us to play the ball. No

one wanted to make a mistake and I sat there watching the girls, itching to get on.After three

minutes there was activity on the bench. Karen Brown, our assistant coach, who until 2016 was

our most capped player and winner of the bronze in Seoul, was starting to get the subs on.

Constantly consulting her iPad programme that told her who was due for rotation, Karen

worked methodically down the line – the forward sub first, then midfield, the screens, before,

lastly, the defence.I got the nod.‘Okay Sam, go on for Crista, but you’re playing left half.’Finally!I

left the dugout area, turned right and faced the pitch. Even though the dugout was right next to

the pitch, standing on the sideline – at the halfway line where you entered the fray – the

perspective was entirely different.Now the nerves really began to kick in.My hand was shaking.

I couldn’t keep my stick still.What the hell was happening?Each week at Bisham Abbey, our

state-of-the-art training centre in Berkshire, on ‘Thinking Thursdays’ head coach Danny Kerry

ran us through a whole host of scenarios: ‘You are two down with ten minutes left, devise a

strategy to get level’, or ‘You’re a player down, how do you see the game out without conceding

a goal?’ It seemed we’d developed a coping strategy for every eventuality so we would never

be caught unawares. As I stood on the sidelines I couldn’t recall him ever saying ‘You are

coming on after a few minutes in the Gold Medal Olympic match and you’re shaking with

nerves … how do you calm yourself down?’This was totally new.‘Oh my God,’ I thought, ‘I’ve

never experienced anything like this. Why am I feeling this now?’I couldn’t ignore it. It was

threatening to completely overwhelm me. There were no routines to fall back on, and that

made me worry even more.I remembered a breathing technique, which I’d read about and

used to do very early on in my career. Take big, deep breaths in for six seconds, out for three

seconds. I was making it up but I just thought, ‘You need to take deep breaths and refocus.’I

was coming on for Crista Cullen, who was over on the far right side, in my usual position. When

I came on, I would slot in at left back and Giselle Ansley and our captain Kate Richardson-

Walsh moved over to cover until there was a suitable moment in the match for me to move over

to the right. That aspect of the substitution didn’t bother me too much because I could play



right or left, but I had to remain focussed as whilst the positions may seem similar, they require

very different techniques as all your passing and running angles change.This particular sub

was taking a lot longer than normal because the match was so cagey. There were turnovers. It

was back and forth. I was getting more and more nervous.‘Crista, Crista,’ I shouted

across.Finally I took to the pitch. My Olympic final was under way. If my 10-year-old self could

see me now!In any game, I always felt my first touch was huge. If it was a bad touch, I’d think,

‘Right, now that’s out your system, you can press on,’ and if it was a good touch then I’d think

‘That was decent, you’re going to have a good day today.’ On the hockey pitch was where I felt

most confident and able to express myself. So why was this happening now?Whenever you go

on the pitch, for the first few minutes you are knackered. Your heart rate goes up, but then you

get your first touch and you’re up to speed with the tempo. I knew once I got that out of the way,

I’d settle, I’d get my second wind and then I’d be well and truly into the game. For three or four

minutes, though, the ball was being played around and I still hadn’t touched it. I was running

around feeling knackered and was starting to panic that the game was passing me by. People

were shouting my name and giving tactical instructions. Ordinarily, I’d be able to process it but

with so many nerves the information became jumbled.The ball went off for a sideline deep in

our half near to me. I looked up but I couldn’t see a pass on. I found playing on the left tougher

than playing right back, because you are playing across your opponent’s forehand. There’s less

space because they have got their stick on the right-hand side of their body. Normally there is

always a pass backwards and we can recycle the ball until an opportunity to pass forward

opens up. Teams don’t usually high press, but we were sat so deep that the Dutch were all over

us. They had someone threatening the ball back to Kate, who is my safe and easy pass.

Passing to her though would put her under real pressure. If their centre forward got a touch or

intercepted it we could be in big trouble. With Kate blocked off, my go-to pass was Unsy –

Laura Unsworth, at centre half. On the pitch we had played side by side for almost all my

career and off the pitch we had lived together for many years. We had developed an

understanding that didn’t require words; usually a look or a gesture was enough for each of us

to know what pass the other needed.I passed it towards her without appreciating she was also

under so much pressure. She was tackled instantly and the ball was turned over to the

opposition. It was a really crap pass. Kitty van Male, their centre forward, then had the ball and

started dribbling into the top of the ‘D’, the zone in which she could take a shot at goal.Instantly

I knew I’d made a mistake.‘Sam, you idiot,’ I thought. ‘You’ve given this away. Why did you pass

it there? Go and win it back. You can win it back.’My only thought was getting that ball back. I

sprinted to catch her. I could still be the hero and catch her with a big sliding tackle.I dived and

went to ground but missed the ball and completely wiped out van Male from behind.I looked up

to see the umpire signalling a penalty stroke.Oh shit!The first time I give away a penalty in my

entire international career – and I do it in an Olympic final.None of my teammates challenged

the call. That said it all. It was a very messy tackle but thankfully I didn’t get carded. The umpire

must have taken the view that Kate was covering and it therefore wasn’t a given that van Male

would score.In any normal match I would have done what we call channel – getting alongside

her but not making a tackle and just making sure she couldn’t get across my way. I could have

run her onto Kate’s stick for her to make the tackle. Sam in any other game would have done

that, but Sam in an Olympic final – a very nervous Sam – had just made a completely rash

emotional decision.You idiot!It was like I was having an out-of-body experience. Mind and body

were not in sync. Normally I’m in the zone, composed.I saw Kate and Unsy looking at me. I

knew exactly what they were thinking: ‘You’re better than that. That was so silly; you’d never

normally do that.’ It wasn’t a look of disappointment, frustration or anger. It was just, ‘Come on,



Sam, that was sloppy.’‘Sorry guys,’ I said.Nobody said anything. They didn’t have to.‘Oh my

God, Sam, what have you done?’, I thought.I felt I’d let the team down. I’d let the country down.

The looks from Kate and Unsy just amplified that.The next morning’s newspaper headlines

flashed through my mind: ‘Quek costs GB gold.’In the run-up to the game we’d talked about the

strength of the Dutch, and their ability to score at will. We had to keep the game tight and hope

we could take our chances at the other end when they came to us.For the opening few minutes

we’d done precisely that. We still had a long way to go. But gifting them a penalty was the last

thing in our game plan. In a game of this magnitude, handing them a soft lead would be

horrendous. They had more experience of these types of occasions and an early goal would

settle any of their nerves even further. It would be a dream start for them. For eight years I’d

waited for the chance to show what I could do on the biggest stage of all. Was I now going to

blow the most important moment of my career?Maartje Paumen stepped forward to take the

penalty. The sight of her sent shivers of dread through my body. She was the best drag flicker

in the game. Absolutely lethal. She never missed. Whenever the Dutch got a flick or a penalty

corner, they celebrated like they’d scored a goal because they had that much faith in her.We

had one of the best keepers in the world in Maddie Hinch, who I knew was capable of making

exceptional saves, but this was asking a lot, even of her.My only hope was that Paumen

somehow missed the target or Maddie pulled off a wonder save.I stared at the ball thinking,

‘Miss, miss, miss, miss …’Paumen prepared to flick. I could hardly bare to watch.Were our gold

medal dreams about to start slipping away?Chapter 1Humble BeginningsIn order for you to

understand how I came to be on a hockey field in Brazil representing my country at the

Olympic Games, I should first give you a sense of where I came from. My story began, not in

the hospital where I was born, but in the salubrious surroundings of Baileys dance club in St

John’s Precinct, in the heart of Liverpool. For it was there, in 1974, that Albert Quek from

Singapore met Marilyn Higgins from Everton.The chances of them meeting were pretty slim.

Albert was only visiting Liverpool on a navy ship, while Marilyn was juggling life as a

businesswoman with her own children’s boutique and being a single mother with a young

daughter, Maxine. They were both around twenty-one when they happened to be in Baileys on

the same night.Albert asked Marilyn to dance. Marilyn found him quite attractive but it wasn’t a

case of her fancying him from the off. It was just a dance in her eyes. At the end of the night he

asked her for a second date. And it’s just as well for me, my twin brother Shaun and my older

brother Mike that she said yes. For that young couple became our mum and dad.That all-

important second date, when they got to know each other a little better, was to the cinema to

see the latest James Bond movie, which I figured out was The Man with the Golden Gun, as it

was released that year. That led to some more dates until my dad had to leave on his ship

once more. At the time my mum had her boutique – called Maxine’s, after my sister – on

Townsend Lane in Anfield, and it was doing really well.They kept in touch over two years by

letter because back then there was no such thing as picking up the phone to call long distance.

Every so often, Dad would come back to Liverpool and they’d meet up. It wasn’t until 1976 that

he decided to stay in Liverpool to be with my mum. When I asked my dad if he would have

stayed in the city, regardless of whether he had fallen in love with my mum, he said, ‘No. It was

just for your mum.’Maxine was only four when they got together permanently and my mum says

it’s so important to emphasise how my dad embraced my sister and raised her as one of his

own.Mum had been living in a little flat at the top of a building. Dad got a job selling offal to

supermarkets and restaurants. He was working for the gentleman who owned the business,

earning five pounds a day for three days a week, so just fifteen pounds a week. Despite this

meagre arrangement, Dad grew the business and found new contacts. However, soon his boss



decided to sell the business and did so without consulting my dad or giving him a chance to

take it over. Obviously they couldn’t have afforded it but given the effort my dad had put into

building the business up he was hurt at the way it was handled. He continued to work for the

new owner but in the meantime Mum scouted out warehouses with walk-in freezers and cold

storage with a view to setting up on their own.They moved into a little terraced house in

Coniston Street in Everton. They found it through a housing trust and, although modest, it was

the first home they’d had with their own front door. Compared to where they’d lived before it

was massive and they were very excited. It was within walking distance of Mum’s boutique, but

she gradually grew disillusioned with her business. Although the shop continued to do well, it

had been broken into an astonishing twelve times.Mum and Dad tried everything to deter the

thieves. They put grills on the windows but on one occasion the crooks actually dug in from

next door. It got to the point where Mum couldn’t sleep properly for fear of getting another

phone call to tell them it had been ransacked. When that did happen they would leg it round to

try to catch the thieves red-handed. My mum used to get frustrated with the people on the main

road because often the shop was targeted on a Sunday when it was closed. There was a

pelican crossing right outside the shop and people watched it being broken into. All it would

have taken was one call to alert her, so they could perhaps have stopped the majority of the

stock being taken. The thieves would literally leave with anything they could get their hands on.

One time, their house was also broken into. They pulled up while the burglary was in progress,

which was enough to disturb the crooks and they ran off.Sadly, it seemed it was that kind of

area where if you were seen to be doing well you became a bit of a target.Ironically, Mum and

Dad were by no means well off. They were working as hard as they could to build something of

their own. They existed on such a tight budget they practically lived on Spam and rice because

it was so cheap.When they found suitable premises, Mum sourced a second-hand van and

after selling the boutique, she and my dad decided to strike out on their own. Dad quit his job

and, with Mum’s brother John Higgins and his wife Dawn, they set up their own food supply

business, Quick Products. They got the idea for the name after a man mistakenly thought my

dad was called Mr Quick. Mum thought it sent out a statement – quick products; get them fast

and efficiently.The four of them were doing everything by hand – processing all the produce

and making deliveries. The warehouse was freezing and Mum remembers it as the toughest

time, working in sub-zero temperatures to satisfy orders. I guess that’s where I got my ‘tough’

mentality from.Dad said to me that when he was a child growing up in Singapore he hardly

ever saw his father, who worked away a lot. His mother was left to raise the children on her

own– my dad had five younger sisters and a brother. He always vowed to work hard enough so

that his wife would be able to dedicate her time to looking after their children. He has always

lived by something his granddad said: ‘If you have a good pair of hands you’ll never go

hungry.’That gave him the motivation to work hard and apply himself to whatever he did, 100

per cent.In 1982, Mum gave birth to her second child, Michael.Six years on, she was pregnant

again – this time with twins. Mum went into labour and on 18 October 1988 was admitted to

Mill Road Hospital, not far from the city centre and about a mile away from Liverpool Football

Club’s famous Anfield stadium. Before I entered the world, however, I was centre stage in my

own little drama. My placenta had stopped working and I wasn’t getting enough oxygen, so the

doctors had to get me out quickly. Three minutes later, my twin brother Shaun also arrived

safely. By strange coincidence, my mum’s sister-in-law, Sheila Higgins, was pregnant at the

same time and gave birth to our cousin Phil about six hours after Shaun and I arrived on the

same ward. From that day on, Shaun, Phil and I were referred as the triplets, particularly

throughout our early years.Sadly, Mill Road Hospital doesn’t exist anymore, but before it closed



in 1993 it was well known in Liverpool and the surrounding areas because during the blitz in

1941, which devastated the city, it took a direct hit one evening when a bomb exploded in the

rear courtyard, next to the maternity unit. Many mothers and their newborn babies were killed.

It was testament to the spirit of Liverpudlians and British grit that after such devastation, the

maternity unit was rebuilt and remained for another fifty years. I like to think that perhaps even

the history of the building in which I was born also helped shape the type of person I grew up

to be.As if having two newborn babies wasn’t enough to contend with, when Shaun and I were

just a month old, our parents moved from their Coniston Street terrace to a three-bedroom,

detached house in West Derby, a suburb in the north-eastern side of the city. The house was in

Newby Grove, and although it was still quite small, we had our own grass garden and our own

drive. It was in a cul-de-sac off a main road, so the perfect setting for a family with young

children. To my parents, being able to move there was a big deal and Mum recalls how proud

she was that they had managed to afford a detached house at the time. Shaun and I shared

the small room upstairs, while Mike had his own. Maxine, who was eighteen years older than

me, was living in her own place and had a full-time job by the time Shaun and I came into the

world.West Derby was seen as quite posh, certainly compared to the area we’d moved from. It

was once better known as the location for the ’90s Channel 4 TV soap opera Brookside and

more recently for the amazing Alder Hey Children’s Hospital. Among the area’s most notable

former residents were Pete Best, the Beatles’ original drummer, and the late, great Bill Shankly,

legendary former manger of Liverpool FC.My mum and dad tell me I was a laid-back baby –

until it came to feeding time. The moment I was hungry I wanted to be fed and Shaun would

always have to wait for his turn because I would be screaming. They used to put us in a twin

pram and if I lost my dummy and Shaun was sleeping next to me I would nick the one out of

his mouth.I remember some very random things from my early childhood. By the time I was

two I could whistle with unusual precision. One time I was out with my dad and got him into

trouble when I let out a loud wolf whistle and a woman turned around. She thought it was my

dad. My mum still finds this hilarious.One of my earliest memories was watching my very first

film in Newby Grove. It was Disney’s Pinocchio on video. I remember getting emotional at the

moment the wooden boy’s creator Geppetto was looking for Pinocchio. I can vividly remember

getting upset and trying to understand why I was crying. I felt embarrassed crying in front of

Shaun and remember running out of the living room into the corridor where the staircase was

on the side of the house and sitting on the bottom step, trying not to cry, but failing.I also recall

my brother and I both had prams. As we were on a cul-de-sac it was very safe for us to play on

the drive. I had a toy duck, which I called Ducky, and Shaun had a bear called Teddy, because

it was a good old-fashioned bear with arms that moved quite rigidly. Granted, they weren’t the

most imaginative names, but we were only four years old. My mum had originally bought me a

pram but Shaun wanted one, too. It was probably the only time in my early life when I chose a

girly girl thing to do, but it wasn’t a case of mothering the duck. We used the prams as go-karts.

We used to strap our teddies in and have races down the drive.My nana had a dog and my

mum says that when I was a toddler I was so scared they had to lock the dog away before I

would go into her house in Anfield. My mum and dad would go in with the bags and my twin

brother and Mike, and then they’d come out and pick me up. I used to shake with fear. This is

so strange to hear now because it is the complete opposite of how I am today. I am totally

obsessed with any dog. Growing up, I had the most amazing Border terrier called Jake, and

now I have two dogs – Max and Ollie – who are like my children. I must spend hours each day

just playing with them or hugging them. I have an affinity for them that feels much more than

owner and pet. I also enjoy being a supporter of Merseyside Dogs Trust. Last year I even got



the opportunity to name one of their rescue dogs. I called him Rio. I think my 4-year-old self

would have called him Doggy, though.My first pet was Charlie, the mynah bird. My mum loved

birds and he used to mimic what she said. He would say ‘Hellooooo?’ in a long, lazy drawl and

‘Okay, byeeeeee’ because that’s the way my mum ends a phone call. Like me, he could also

wolf whistle. I think he too got my dad into trouble a few times because it was really loud. I say

‘he’ because we were all convinced Charlie was a boy, until ten years on he laid an egg and we

had to change its name to Charlene.When I was old enough, I went to a nursery called St

Mary’s, which was just around the corner from where we lived. My mum shared with me a story

from then, of the time she came to pick Shaun and me up one day and I was acting strangely. I

couldn’t really speak properly at that age and was making an ‘arh, arh’ noise, then pointing to

Shaun. Mum couldn’t understand what I was trying to say but something about my actions

concerned her. Weeks later, one of the nursery teachers, whom my mum was quite friendly

with, randomly came up to her and asked, ‘Has Shaun or anyone said anything about any

experiences that they’ve had with the other nursery teacher, because there’s been a few

instances of people reporting that she’s been quite physical with some of the kids?’My mum

replied: ‘That’s really funny you say that because Samantha’s been randomly saying “Shaun,

arh, arh” when I collect her.’The next day at nursery, the teacher lifted me up to peer through

the glass of each of the four classrooms, as teaching was taking place. At the first room she

lifted me and asked, ‘Shaun, arh, arh – that one?’I went, ‘No’, and shook my head.We then

repeated this sequence as we moved to each window in turn. When we got to the last

classroom and she said ‘Shaun, arh, arh – that one?’ I pointed directly to the teacher and went,

‘Shaun, arh, arh.’ They investigated this and apparently the teacher had been smacking the

kids, but was managing not to leave any noticeable physical marks. It makes me sad and a bit

sick to think about it, but even at such a young age I was so intuitive and protective of

Shaun.When Shaun and I were five, my sister Maxine decided to move with her husband over

to the Wirral, the peninsula between the river Mersey and the river Dee. Mum was helping her

look at houses and they were eyeing up a particular house in Beryl Road when my mum saw

there was another one about five doors down. Maxine went to look at that too, but it was my

mum who took a shine to it. My sister ended up going for a house about a mile away, in a

completely different area, and my mum went for the house she’d seen with Maxine. She hadn’t

even been thinking about moving house.This was a really significant time in my childhood,

because while I had never felt poor, it is clear we were obviously at the lower end of the

financial scale when compared to the rest of the country. My mum and dad had worked so hard

to grow their business and give us a better life and the move to the Wirral, to a house that Mum

and Dad still live in to this day, really felt like the accumulation of those efforts. My parents’

work ethic was instilled in me.When the day came to move, as Scousers call it, ‘over the water’,

I was desperate to claim the front passenger seat of my parents’ Mercedes E-Class. It was my

mum’s pride and joy – she loves cars – and she was going to be driving the children over, while

my dad took the van packed with all our stuff. The front seat was usually for grown-ups, but we

were allowed to sit in it if there was only one adult in the car. I remember arguing with my

brothers over who should get the seat, with Mike claiming he was the oldest, me playing the

girl card and Shaun claiming it was his turn as he never got a go. That’s because Mike always

claimed to be the oldest and I always played the girl card. When we got in the car, we found out

the bloomin’ mynah bird had got it above all of us! He was in his cage in the front, while the

three of us were all strapped in the back. So we all immediately disliked the idea of a new

house. The journey only took forty minutes but I remember it felt like an eternity.As we pulled

up on the driveway to the house on Beryl Road, a relatively busy road, I can remember a



feeling as though we were visiting someone important and that this wasn’t my home. It was a

big, white-painted house, with stones on the driveway and nicely cut trees in the front. There

was also a garage, which my dad explained was a house for a car. I remember when Dad

opened the front door and thinking how tiny the hallway was, until I was told this was ‘a porch’,

a room where you would put your coats and shoes before going into the house. It seemed very

posh because I had never had a porch, nor had our car had its own house before.The house

itself, in comparison to Newby Grove, felt like a castle. The rooms were much bigger and

Shaun and I were told we could each have a room of our own. No doubt my parents thought

that would be an advantageous selling point to warm their children to the idea of a new house

that was away from our friends. However, Shaun was my best friend, and the idea of not

sharing a room with him immediately turned me off and I wanted to go back to my old house.

That was until I saw the garden.Beryl Road runs parallel to a very small river, which acts as a

natural boundary to the houses that back onto ours. The river is awkwardly situated, as the

distance between it and Beryl Road meant that the land was too small to sandwich in a new

road for a row of houses, each with its own back garden. This meant that our new home had an

oversized garden. It was roughly three quarters of an acre – or, as Mike, Shaun and I viewed it,

almost half a full-sized football pitch.We had no way of knowing then, of course, but it was in

that garden that the first seeds of a sporting prowess that would lead me all the way to Rio

were sown.Chapter 2No Girls Allowed‘Hey chink.’It took me a moment to work out who the girl

was referring to. She was really tall, with short blonde hair and had a very pale, stern face.‘You

smell like a Chinese takeaway.’It was then I realised she was talking to me.At Hillside Primary

School, Wirral, the playground was split in two – one side for the lower school and the other for

the upper school and the older kids. Cross the tramlines on the tennis court and you were in

their domain. Being in the lower school I watched where I went.She was still there taunting me,

pulling at the sides of her eyes to make them look Chinese.Up until that point I hadn’t been

aware my ethnicity was any different to anyone else’s. This was all new. Not only were we at a

new school with new people, but this type of attitude was completely alien.Even though I was

only five years old, I remember not being massively fazed. I don’t think I cried or made a big

fuss.It wasn’t a big hoo-ha, but it came up in conversation with my mum.‘She shouldn’t be

saying that to you,’ Mum said. ‘If she says it again, go and tell the teacher. But just ignore

it.’That was how we were brought up. It wasn’t a case of ‘Don’t fight back’, it was more, ‘Just

ignore her, she’s being silly. Be the bigger person.’From what I can remember, I think it was

sorted out quite quickly. I don’t recall feeling that I was being bullied but I did feel a bit

intimidated. It only happened once or twice. I think I ended up going and telling the teacher. I

can imagine the girl probably got told off and warned never to do it again because that seemed

to be the end of the matter.It was my first year at primary school and we only spent one year

there before our parents moved Shaun and me to the private Birkenhead School in

Oxton.Before we had moved over from Liverpool to the Wirral, my older brother Mike was

already going to a school in Birkenhead called Prenton Prep. Dad’s business was doing well

and my parents were keen to get him into a good school before he sat his eleven-plus

exams.When we moved schools, Shaun went to Birkenhead boys’ and I attended the girls’

school. For the first time, we’d be in different schools and we’d be apart until at least the sixth

form.It was just one of the many changes we’d had to get used to since moving from Liverpool.

Although they are very close geographically, there’s a friendly rivalry between Liverpool and

Wirral. Liverpudlians believe themselves to be true, proud Scousers and consider people from

the Wirral ‘Woolybacks’, or ‘Wools’ for short. Apparently the term dates back to when workers

from out of town at Liverpool Docks were identifiable from the traces of wool on their clothing,



from carrying woollen bales on their backs. Basically, though, it means you’re a plastic Scouser.

Even if you were born in Liverpool, like we were, it doesn’t seem to matter.Over the years, the

boundary lines have been more clearly defined thanks to, believe it or not, wheelie bins. Upon

their introduction nationally, Liverpool City Council elected to have purple wheelie bins,

presumably to make them more visible and help the bin collectors, whereas Wirral Borough

Council elected to have green wheelie bins, most probably to have what they deemed as

unsightly bins blend in more to the surrounding areas of greenery.Even now, if I’m away from

home and happen to suggest I am a Scouser or from Liverpool within earshot of a fellow

Liverpudlian, they will immediately challenge me, asking what colour my bin is. When I say

green, they will say, ‘So you are a Wool then?’ or ‘You’re only a Plazzy-Scouser’.Green bin or

not, I will always maintain I am from Liverpool and I am equally as proud a Scouser as any

purple bin owner. It was strange to think that living over the water could make such a

difference.Some things didn’t change, particularly when it came to the important matter of

football. Although my mum’s family are all Everton fans, my dad supported Liverpool and he

brought my brothers and me up to be Reds. So you can imagine derby day in our house, when

the extended family come round, it can get pretty competitive. I got my first Liverpool strip when

I was seven. I recently found a picture of me at that age looking really proud in my full kit.At

that age, I lived for playing football with my brothers. I’d come home from primary school, get

changed and head into the garden. My brothers – and cousins when they came over – made

no allowances for me because I was girl and I wouldn’t have wanted them to. It was never an

issue. I got stuck in and they treated me like one of the boys. When my cousins came over, I’d

go in goal. Mainly, though, it would be me and Mike or Shaun having a kick around or playing a

game called ‘heads and volleys’. We would be out for hours, and would only come in when it

got so dark you couldn’t see the ball. I remember that I used to come in with the sweat dripping

off me.My favourite player growing up was Steve McManaman and I’d pretend to be him, and

would give a running commentary during our kickabouts: ‘And it’s McManaman racing down

the wing…’ Shaun’s favourite was Robbie Fowler. ‘And McManaman crosses for Fowler, who

shoots and scores!’I didn’t understand the difference between a state school and a private one.

The main thing that was different was the uniform – little grey trousers and a shirt. Ties weren’t

compulsory but my parents always wanted us looking smart, so Shaun and I would always

wear the tie, the jumper, the lot. You could only get my uniform from a shop called Watson

Prickard in Liverpool, which now doesn’t exist. For Shaun’s uniform, there was a shop in the

school grounds where you had to get all the attire, which included those little old school caps

kids used to wear.We had thirty kids in our class at Hillside and in my first class at Birkenhead I

had just thirteen, which made a huge difference. We’d gone from fighting for attention to a

much more academically focused environment. We were also very lucky because the sports

facilities at Birkenhead were excellent. Back at Hillside, physical education was taken by the

form teacher and was your traditional bean bag and hula hoop-based exercises. At Birkenhead

we had a dedicated PE teacher called Allie Johnson and the facilities seemed out of this world.

We had our own swimming pool, tennis courts and playing field and we experienced a variety

of different sports. Even at that young age we were playing sports like lacrosse, albeit with

plastic sticks.Allie Johnson, whom I still speak to now, was one of those teachers who loved

trying to get the best out of children and wasn’t afraid to push them if she spotted potential.

When I first tried tennis I liked it. I was pretty useful with a racket. I was only eight or nine but

Allie pushed me to join a tennis club, so I became a member of Birkenhead Lawn Tennis Club.

I played a few matches but I quickly found I didn’t enjoy it. If I missed a shot or hit it into the net

I’d hear sniggering behind me. I remember playing one girl and every point I lost, her mother



and sister burst out laughing behind me. The experience made me realise that I preferred to be

around people and, rather than be out there on my own, I wanted to be part of a team.That

was what I hoped football would give me. After all, I just wanted to play. I thought my dream

was coming true when Shaun and I joined Wirral Panthers, the local football team in West

Kirby. When we first started going to training we were still too young to play matches but it was

great fun just to train and play inter-squad games. I hoped if I was good enough I’d get my

chance one day.I guess growing up I was something of a tomboy. Unfortunately, young girls

then and even to this day seem reluctant to continue sport into their teenage years. They get

teased for being sweaty or dirty, or called lesbians simply for enjoying sport, which is really

quite sad. I don’t think there’s anything wrong with being a tomboy. I never wore dresses and

although I had my own group of girl friends, I just wanted to go out and play football with Shaun

and his mates. Just as my brothers and some of my cousins would do, some of the lads would

put big tackles on me because they didn’t like getting skinned or tackled by a girl. That helped

toughen me up and I liked that Shaun and his friends just accepted me as one of their

own.When I reached nine or ten and the Panthers joined a local league, the fact that it was a

boys’ league didn’t mean anything to me. I was one of the team. What difference did it make?At

first, not much.I played a couple of games and was having the time of my life. I played left

midfield, which suited my ability to take a pass and make things happen. Shaun was behind

me at centre back. I loved it.After the first couple of games, I started to hear comments from

the sidelines. When I first showed up with Dad, no one paid any attention. I just looked like one

of the other kids having a practice before the game started. When we got ready to play,

however, and I got my kit on like the other players, that’s when the comments started.‘Oh my

God, there’s a girl playing football … they’ve got a girl on their team … check this out.’It was

like I had three heads or something. Apparently it was unheard of in this league.People walking

past started to stop and stare. I was certainly attracting some attention.It didn’t faze me though;

I just remember thinking, ‘This is just the way it is.’ Perhaps on some level I became relaxed

with the concept of having an audience but it was a bit strange.I was aware that they were only

looking at me because I was a girl. I think even at that age it made me want to play better

because I had the attitude, ‘Well, I’ll show you, I’m not just here to make the numbers up, I can

actually play because I’m a girl.’I was also aware that some of the opposition boys didn’t know

how to handle it. There were some lads who clearly didn’t want to tackle me, or mark me

because they were too scared to hurt me, or they just felt embarrassed and they didn’t want

to.On the flipside there were lads who would go in so hard and make terrible tackles just to see

if I could handle it. I was quite mindful of it, though, and being on the receiving end of that kind

of attention helped to speed up my reactions so I wouldn’t get caught in possession. I made

sure I got the ball out of my feet quicker. I was never the kind of player to try to take on a million

people. My style was ‘get it and give it’.I enjoyed the competitive nature of the games and

thought I held my own. Unbeknownst to me, some people had other ideas. After about four

games it emerged that a few complaints had been made to the local Wallasey Football

Association that the Panthers had a girl playing for them. The local FA’s response was to tell

the club I couldn’t play.I was nine years old and effectively banned from playing in a children’s

league. It sounds incredible in today’s era where boys and girls play regularly together up until

a certain age, but clearly enough people were unhappy with it and the FA’s response was to

uphold their complaints rather than challenge their prejudices.I was gutted. I remember

thinking, ‘Why can’t I play?’ It seemed unfair to think it was just because I was a girl.My mum

and one of the other player’s dads, John Denham, who ran the team, tried to take it up with the

local governing body, saying that the rule book said girls can play with boys up until the age of



eleven, when they hit physical maturity.Their response was that it was a boys’ league and a

boys’ cup. Girls couldn’t play. John and my mum went down to the FA in London and they

confirmed that I was allowed to play until I was eleven. When they came back up north they

had a meeting with the local FA again and a representative from London came up. The result

was that the local FA had to allow it. Unfortunately, the ruling came too late.While all the

arguing had been going on, I had continued to turn up at training and could only watch the

matches on a Sunday. The manager made me the water girl because he wanted to keep me

included, but it wasn’t the same. I just wanted to play.Although I was clearly frustrated, I didn’t

make a big drama out of it. I think I was a tough little cookie even at that age.When the ruling

came through there were only two games remaining in the season. One was a league game

but the final match was a cup final in Noctorum, up the road from where we lived.I was allowed

to play and the manager made me captain for the day. All the mums went to such an effort,

getting balloons for the moment when we ran out of the changing room. We all got special new

T-shirts and it was on a big full-sized pitch with proper goals.We were playing a team called

Greenleas. Before the game started, I went to the centre circle and shook hands with their

captain as we had our photos taken. The funny thing about that photo is that the lad only came

up to my chest in height. Physically I could actually give a lot of the boys a run for their money

because girls hit puberty a lot quicker than boys. I even remember towering over Shaun for a

brief period.The final was a close match and we were trailing, I think 2–1, when the manager

took me off a few minutes before the end. I was gutted but I imagine they wanted to give me a

round of applause as a send-off because it would be the last game I’d play for them.When I

turned eleven, I joined a girls’ team. There were two local options. One was Greenleas, whose

boys’ team had beaten us in the cup final, and whose girls’ team were playing at a high

standard in a more established league.There was also Tranmere Rovers, who at the time I

didn’t know much about but obviously had a rich history, and also had name recognition

nationally as their men’s team were playing in the second tier of English football, pushing to get

in the Premier League.My brother Mike was all for me joining them. ‘Sam, 100 per cent go to

Tranmere,’ he said, ‘because when you’re telling people who you play football for, no one will

have a clue if you say “Greenleas on the Wirral”. But if you say “Tranmere Rovers”, everyone

will be like, “That’s decent”. Straight away it gives you credibility.’I’m glad he said that to me

because it was so true. I was there until I was sixteen/seventeen, and that was exactly the

reaction I got. I’m not saying that’s the sole reason you should have for choosing a team but it

gave me a boost, particularly after the experience I’d had.Tranmere had a good setup. I

remember going down for my first training session with them feeling so shy. I probably felt more

nervous going to this session than I did turning up to the lads’ team. At least then I’d had the

comfort blanket of my twin brother being there and I’d known loads of his mates anyway.I had

to go to a small artificial pitch at the back of Tranmere’s stadium, Prenton Park. It was probably

a quarter of the size of a full pitch but I’d never seen so many girls playing football. There were

two female coaches, too.It was my first experience of proper competition because there were

girls who had been at Tranmere for a while. This was their stomping ground. Instantly I could

tell there were players who were a lot more skilful than I was. We had to dribble around and do

keep-ups until the coach clapped her hands. I was terrible at keep-ups. Pass me the ball and

I’d know where my pass was going before I even got the ball. I knew where the space was and

things like that. My game was completely different to these tricks and flicks and in that first

training session, I felt so terrible that I couldn’t do all the things we were asked to.In a sporting

context, it was the first time I felt intimidated. I knew I was going to have to prove myself and

show that I was good enough to be there. Some of the girls asked me what school I went to.



When I said Birkenhead, they gave me grief: ‘Oh, you’re a posh girl. You go to a private

school.’They were all from state schools and because I wasn’t, this made me different. I

remember thinking, ‘How can I be a posh girl?’ I didn’t feel like a posh girl. I also didn’t speak

any different to them and I lived pretty much in the same area. None of that mattered though.

To them, if you went to a private school, even if you were only there thanks to an extraordinary

effort from your parents, you were a posh girl. It was a gang mentality and I was a little different

in some way. To argue would have been pointless.Being singled out only added to my feeling of

nervousness. I was thinking to myself, ‘Am I enjoying this? Do I really want to be here?’I was

never one to give up just because something got hard. I continued to go down every Tuesday

and train there, and over time, as I got to know the girls better, it got a little easier as I began to

find my place within the group.Tranmere’s matches were on a Saturday so I could still go and

watch Shaun’s team play on a Sunday with my parents. It was like a family day out. Mum would

catch up with her mates as the team was made up of Shaun’s school friends, so she already

knew a lot of the other mums from the school gate. They would bring their flasks of coffee and

some nibbles and have a good catch-up on the sidelines. Meanwhile, my dad and the other

fellas would help with the warm-ups and put the nets up.When it came to my football matches

we’d meet outside Tranmere stadium, where a double-decker bus would be waiting. The

parents would be on the bottom and the players on the top. You had to pay £12 each for a seat

on the bus and the club provided us with the kit, but we had to hand it back after the games.

Although they had a good setup, compared to some of the clubs we were playing, Tranmere

seemed a pretty poorly funded team.We used to play the likes of Liverpool, Everton and Aston

Villa. Being a red, it was thrilling for us to come up against a Liverpool side. I hadn’t even

realised they had a girls’ team when I first started playing. When we played Everton, I always

wanted to beat them even more than any other team!Towards the end of my first season,

Tranmere Rovers’ men’s senior team reached the final of the League Cup. This was particularly

exciting for me as the nation was talking about Tranmere Rovers, the team I played for. It

backed up Mike’s advice to me that Tranmere’s name recognition would be much more than

Greenleas’. The game was the one of the last matches to be played at the old Wembley

Stadium before it was knocked down ahead of its refurbishment. Our team let us keep our kits

so when Dad and one of his mates took Shaun, me and one of Shaun’s friends to the game, I

wore my kit. Tranmere were unlucky to lose 2–1 to Leicester that day. I was thrilled to go to a

proper football match.But the experience of that game paled in comparison to the next match I

went to – at Anfield, the home of my beloved Liverpool FC.It was May 2000 and the occasion

was the testimonial for Ronnie Moran, a club legend who had served as a player, captain,

coach, assistant manager and, briefly when called upon, caretaker manager.I was just so

excited to finally be going to the home of my heroes. In the run-up to the day I planned my

outfit meticulously, because it seemed to me, from watching the telly, that the fans wore their

strips over their hoodies.Just walking through the cobbled streets on the way to Anfield was a

thrill. Many of the old terraced houses don’t exist anymore because of the regeneration project

around the ground but back then it seemed like we were stepping through hallowed streets.I

can still remember the feeling of walking to the ground, holding my dad’s hand with a little bit of

apprehension that I didn’t want to lose him. Everybody around me was really tall. Before we

even reached the ground, I was loving the atmosphere, and the fact that you could buy scarves

and badges on the walk-up to the stadium. We bought chips and gravy outside and, even to

this day, I still get chips and gravy in the very same shop before I go into a game.We were

sitting in the Kop and I loved it. I didn’t feel scared or worried by the noise even though all

around me men were cheering and shouting. I chanted along with the songs without really



knowing the words.I fell in love with it. After that I wanted to go to every game.As luck would

have it, I did get the chance to savour the unique atmosphere of Anfield many more times –

and often in the company of greatness.When I was part of the boys’ football team, the son of

Liverpool’s all-time leading goal scorer Ian Rush was part of our team. Shaun became very

good friends with Jonathan – or JJ, as he was known – and Mum grew close to Tracy, Ian’s

wife at the time. They became really good family friends to the point where, from around 1999

to 2005, we would go on holiday together, staying at his villa in Portugal.At that age I didn’t

realise what a legend Ian was. It was only from the fans’ comments and reaction that I started

to think, ‘Wow, he must have been good.’That’s when you sit back and think it’s a bit surreal. It

was only at Anfield that I realised how famous he was. I’d go to the games mainly with my dad,

Shaun, JJ and Ian. It was an amazing time because we got to go to the players’ lounge after

the game and meet all my heroes. I used to get my programme signed every week, even

though I’d got many of the same signatures just the week before.This was 2001, when Gérard

Houllier was making Liverpool a force to be reckoned with. In February that year, we won the

Worthington League Cup by beating Birmingham on penalties. With Wembley out of action the

match was held at what was then the Millennium Stadium in Cardiff.Liverpool were back in

Cardiff in May that year in an FA Cup final against Arsenal – and we’d be there to see it. We

didn’t go with Ian this time; instead my dad got three tickets to take Shaun and me.I was so

excited. I remembered from the Tranmere final at Wembley seeing all the cars decorated in the

club colours for the drive down so I used the week before to prepare. I wanted to make sure the

colours clearly made it clear it was Liverpool and not Arsenal, so I got red and yellow ribbons

and tied them to the aerial. I got two new scarves and put them out the back passenger

windows and got another one that said ‘Liverpool FC’ to lie across the back window. I also put

a flag on the parcel shelf.We woke at 5.00 am to leave at 6.00 am. I was so proud going down

as a Liverpool fan. I sat up so my shoulders would face outwards so everyone could see I was

wearing a Liverpool shirt. I had Dad put on U2’s Beautiful Day – the song Sky Sports used to

play in the build-up to live games – as we approached the ground.Our seats were in the corner

at the end Liverpool would be shooting towards in the second half. After all the excitement of

the build-up, Liverpool were on the back foot for a lot of the match and when Arsenal scored in

the seventy-second minute, we started to fear the worst. However, Michael Owen popped up

with two brilliant goals. When his worldy second went in, we were right in the corner he ran to

for his flip celebration. I was on the end of the row next to a big, sweaty gentleman and he

picked me up in all the commotion. Incredible scenes.Four days later, Liverpool were in the

UEFA Cup Final in Dortmund against Spanish side Alavés. In a nine-goal thriller, the Reds

emerged victorious 5–4 after extra time to complete a unique cup treble.Two years on from that

historic season, Liverpool were back in a Worthington League Cup final against Manchester

United, once again at the Millennium Stadium. This time we did go down with Ian Rush and JJ.

I remember that Ian had his two tickets nicked on the walk up to the stadium. Our seats were

next to his so we waited until the last minute and the police took us up because whoever was

sitting there would have bought them illegally. Sure enough, there were two men sitting in their

seats, who were then ejected.Liverpool went on to win it 2–0, Michael Owen hitting another

four minutes from the end. It was the perfect end to an amazing season of watching Liverpool.

That year I’d been to as many games as I could, when my own matches allowed.Playing for

Tranmere had been a steep learning curve. There were some players who embraced me and

didn’t view me as a threat because they were confident in their own ability and then there

others who did see me as a threat and therefore didn’t even look at me, let alone speak to

me.Some of them wouldn’t even pass to me. Even at that young age, I was thinking, ‘Why isn’t



she passing to me?’ And then when she did pass to me, if I gave it away, I’d feel terrible. It was

a lot to learn and grapple with.Even the coach at times took the Mick that I was a posh girl. ‘Oh

get up Sam, you’re a posh girl, you’ll have to get used to how we play here.’It was just banter,

but I could easily have taken it the other way.Sometimes the Mick-taking was justified. They

used to rib me for taking a briefcase to school. I probably deserved that. Who takes a briefcase

to school?It’s all part of being in a team and it was good for me to experience that and learn

how to handle it. It would stand me in good stead later in life.Unfortunately, I began to enjoy the

whole experience less and less. I’d developed into a defender at Tranmere but wasn’t an

automatic first pick. We’d travel to places like Birmingham to play Aston Villa and I’d sometimes

be left on the bench because the coach rarely wanted to change the defence, unless there was

an injury. And if I did get on it would only be for the last ten minutes or so.Besides, another

sport that had always been secondary to football in my eyes was coming to the fore. I was

starting to show some prowess in a game that would take over my life in ways I never dreamt

possible.Chapter 3Thank You Mr CartmelThe first my mum knew was when she came to pick

me up from football and another parent came up to her.‘Your Sam played well in the match the

other day,’ the woman said. Mum smiled. She perhaps assumed she was talking about

football.‘She’s a brilliant hockey player,’ the woman added.Mum was stunned as she didn’t even

know I played hockey. I was ten at the time and had been playing matches at school. Being at

Birkenhead was the first chance I’d had to hold a stick and I had taken to it quite easily, but I

was so consumed with love for football at the time that it didn’t really register. That’s why I

never thought to mention it to my parents.I’d got into hockey because during school lunchtimes

there were clubs for all sorts of sports, from netball to lacrosse. I went to hockey and straight

away I slotted into centre midfield. I loved that pivotal role, being able to get up and down the

pitch, helping with defence and setting up attacks.Our matches were held on a Wednesday

afternoon. For the next game, Mum came along to see for herself if I was any good. She says

that even at that young age I stood out. ‘I’m not being biased,’ she said, ‘but you could just see

your vision on the pitch, the way you passed to people and your tackling.’What I hadn’t realised

was that, whilst Mum was never massively sporty as a child, she was always picked for the

school hockey team and became captain. She used to love playing hockey.I’m intrigued about

where my sporting ability came from. I always assumed, if anything, it came from my dad’s side

as he was always into sport. He was a very competent swimmer and represented his school

and Singapore state in the pool. He was a keen cyclist as well. In addition, one of his sisters,

my Auntie Sally, used to play football for Singapore when she was twenty.But Mum had a

greater influence than perhaps I gave her credit for when I was growing up. Her attitude when it

came to sport was important. She never said to me, ‘Don’t worry, it’s the taking part that

counts.’Don’t get me wrong; she never took it to the extreme of saying ‘You must win’, it was

more a case of, ‘Come on Sam, you can do it’. She used to encourage me but never told me it

was okay to lose. I think that helped instil in me a desire to win. If I lost, Mum wouldn’t come

down hard on me. She’d say if she felt I was unlucky but she encouraged me to do my best and

gave me the confidence that I could do it. If I have any children in the future I think that’s how I

would like to be with them.In my younger days we played to win. It didn’t always work out that

way but win or lose, we learned important lessons. I hear some schools these days don’t

announce winners and instead issue everyone with medals. It’s all about the taking part that

counts, which doesn’t seem right to me. You have to learn how to lose as a child and how to

conduct yourself while dealing with a loss. The same goes if you’re a winner. You need to know

how to behave, how to commiserate with your opponents and not rub the loss in their faces. If

children are taught that everybody wins, then how is that going to set them up for the rest of



their lives? When it comes to them going for a job interview, there will only be one winner. A

company isn’t going to give a job to everyone that applies.

Sam Quek Miami Dolphins

ER, “5 Gold Stars for Sam Quek. Having been a follower of England/GB hockey for years so

was very familiar with Sam's contributions to the team.This book gave great insight into the life

of a GB hockey player, I had no idea how much behind the scenes work went in to getting the

team to the point where the Ladies won their Gold Medal. It was a very interesting read for

anyone interested in hockey.Sam did not hold back in this book, after reading it I feel like I

know her and her opinions - which she does not shy away from sharing, which is refreshing for

someone in the public eye.Great book and a great window into the GB hockey program and life

after winning an Olympic Gold medal.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “If you want to be an olympian, read this first. Great insight into the team-

building and dedication it takes, especially considering hockey is a "non-professional" sport.

Great if you are a hockey fan and watched their journey, but also great for any budding sports-

star for an insight other than football.”

Nick R, “Great autobiography and a compelling read.. Superbly written autobiography. Sam’s

passion, commitment and honesty comes shining through. Having seen many of the events it

describes, it has her authentic voice throughout. Would recommend to anyone interested in

finding out how you come through adversity to become a winner.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Excellent. My daughter loved the book, very inspirational”

SteveM, “Very interesting read. A fascinating insight into the trials and tribulations of a sporting

champion”

The book by Sam Quek has a rating of  5 out of 4.9. 31 people have provided feedback.
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