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      Preface


      26 June 2009


      It was a familiar enough situation to me by now, being the most recognisable face in the team and therefore attracting the

         attentions of the comedians and/or drunks in the crowd. We were playing at Grace Road, homely ground of Leicestershire, and

         on this early Friday evening Yorkshire were in the penultimate match of their Twenty20 Cup qualifying section, trying to make

         it through to the quarter-finals.

      


      ‘You’re rubbish, Vaughan!’ was one cry. ‘You’ll never make it back into the England team, no chance!’ was another. A lot of

         professional cricketers, as they get older, become less tolerant of this kind of thing and are more inclined to have a dart

         back. It really did not bother me, one way or the other, although I was tempted to respond ‘You’re right, mate, I won’t be

         playing for England again, because I’m about to announce my retirement.’ That would have been true, as my career would soon

         be coming to an end, although I did not realise quite how soon. There was another Twenty20 match on Sunday and the plan was

         to play in some NatWest Pro40 matches later in the season before departing for good.

      


      I had decided to retire from first-class cricket exactly a week previously, because my wider hopes of playing against Australia

         later in the summer were clearly not going to materialise. Squads for the series had been announced without my name in them,

         my body was rebelling and I could see that it was not meant to be.

      


      I had gradually come to that decision while fielding at New Road on the last day of our Championship match against Worcestershire.

         There I was at this picturesque outpost of English cricket, and all I could think about was the US Open golf, the second round

         of which was going on at the same time. For some reason I kept turning over in my head the chances of golfers I knew, such

         as Lee Westwood and Rory McIlroy, wondering how they would get on, and I felt completely detached from the cricket. The game

         was petering out and my mind was wandering hopelessly. At one point I actually burst out laughing at the absurdity of it all.

         It was the latest in a stream of messages – some obvious, others less so – telling me that at the age of 34 my time was up.

      


      I had kept my decision pretty much to myself, although I did let Yorkshire coach Martyn Moxon know my thinking, and so here

         we were at Leicester with plenty to play for. Two victories in our remaining games would ensure qualification for the latter

         stages and there was a determination to win on this gloomy late afternoon. They made 164 and we looked as if we were going

         to win after putting on 104 for the first wicket in response. I had found the Twenty20 competition very enjoyable, I still

         loved representing Yorkshire and I really wanted us to win. I had even passed up an offer to fly to South Africa on a private

         jet to watch the British Lions. My contribution was 17, bowled by veteran seamer Andrew Harris as I tried to hit a boundary,

         and I thought I had done OK, considering I could hardly see the ball in that light. Walking off with 29 left to get to be

         greeted by my friends in the crowd, I still thought we would get over the line. But we blew it, losing by nine runs.

      


      Afterwards, we sat in that horrible away dressing room at Grace Road for the post-mortem. That is what happens when you are

         losing, you have lots of meetings to find out where you are going wrong. You talk about training, preparation, the work ethic,

         then some people try to come up with their explanations as to why it has all gone wrong and the others have to listen. It

         is generally, as was the case in this match, because a couple of players have stuffed up, taken the wrong options in their

         batting. It happens.

      


      It came round to me and I pointed out that we seemed to have inquests every week, but that really it boils down to individuals

         taking responsibility to get us the win. What I always wanted as a captain was for people to make their own decisions, think

         for themselves and be mature and responsible. So much of it is about character and having the right mix of personalities in

         the team.

      


      Another defeat, another inquest. And afterwards I did what county pros usually do after the business is done: I got in the

         car and pointed it towards the motorway.
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      The Best Job in the World


      12 September 2005


      The best moments of all, better than any open-top bus ride or even the lap of honour around The Oval, came after the ground

         had emptied and dusk had fallen. As I sat in the corner of the dressing room in my whites and floppy hat, bottle of beer in

         hand, there was the sheer bliss of everything sinking in. Private words were exchanged, as well as the odd hug, one of them

         with Duncan Fletcher. This had been more than two years in the preparation. All the stress, the setbacks and hard decisions

         – and now there was the brilliant clarity that it had all been worth it. The congratulatory messages were coming thick and

         fast, from the Queen and Prime Minister among others, and Elton John had a crate of champagne delivered to us. It was the

         ultimate Happy Hour. People came up and talked, and I just wanted to drink everything in. Paul Collingwood was getting stick

         from the other lads for nipping in at the last minute and gatecrashing the Ashes.

      


      There is a big, old-fashioned bath at The Oval and everyone was in there singing and drinking. Freddie Flintoff was DJ-ing,

         getting some tunes on. These are the best things about sport, and what I will miss the most – when you are finished you cannot

         ring up 15 mates and say, let’s get pissed and jump in a bath together and talk about what we have just done. So where were

         we going to go? Would we carry on the celebrations back in the hotel, or go out to the nightclub that our sponsors Vodafone

         had laid on? Better be careful not to get compromised, a few of the lads pointed out, the paparazzi are likely to be around.

         That one fell on deaf ears.

      


      In the last few seasons, not a minute or hour had gone by without me thinking about beating Australia. I briefly went into

         their dressing room to shake hands and had a quick chat with Shane Warne. The Australians are brilliant to play against; they

         have an incredible culture in their sport that marries enjoyment and commitment and makes for a potent opponent. It was a

         warm enough encounter, but our dressing room was where I wanted to be.

      


      A few dignitaries came in, which was fair enough, but my only desire was to be with the team and the backroom staff. I wanted

         to make sure I shared a nice bottle of Sauvignon Blanc with the latter group, as I considered them a massive part of our success

         and had ordered them to join in our lap of honour. For that moment in time, Team England was one big happy family.

      


      3 August 2008


      For the last year of my captaincy I had been carrying a little black book with me. In it I kept a diary, not so much to record

         things that had been happening, but more as a kind of confessional device, somewhere I could put down exactly what I was feeling

         at any given time. It might have been anything from my irritation with Peter Moores, to my periodic losses of self-confidence,

         to reminders of things I needed to do. I was certainly no Samuel Pepys, and often my scribblings were just a haphazard collection

         of random thoughts, but I found it helped.

      


      For all that time, I felt I was wearing a mask, desperately trying to act the England captain who always kept his head. Now,

         on the morning after I had resigned the England captaincy, the mask was well and truly slipping. My entry for the morning

         of 3 August shows how much:

      


      Cried all morning.


      First to Nichola.


      Then to Richard Bevan. Then to Craig.


      Then to my dad.


      Very emotional, not because I wasn’t sure but because I was relieved it was ending.


      So my wife, long-time confidant Bevan, Craig Sackfield from my management company and my father had all had a sneak preview

         of what the wider public were going to witness that afternoon. And all from someone who had always been averse to revealing

         his inner self.

      


      I had known it was all over the previous day when, with South Africa needing 20 more runs to beat us at Edgbaston and clinch

         the Test series, Graeme Smith hit one back past me at mid-on and my mind was totally elsewhere. The feeling was one of gathering

         relief, and I was weighing things up – do I let the players know by announcing it tonight? It was a measure of how my sentiment

         towards my South African opposite number had changed that I was thinking I did not want to do anything to detract from his

         magnificent innings and take away his headlines.

      


      It was all passing me by when Smith pulled KP to midwicket for the winning boundary. Some of their team ran out of the pavilion

         and I did the necessary handshakes, thanking the players for their efforts in the game, and walked off. I knew I must have

         been doing the right thing because I felt a total lack of emotion, completely calm as I went in to congratulate the South

         Africans and then talk to the press.

      


      Although I tried not to give much away to the media when I sat before them, a few undoubtedly suspected something was up and,

         in fairness, they usually had good antennae for when things were not right. Before the match I had given a slightly tetchy

         interview to Jonathan Agnew of the BBC and had a semi-dig at him. This was taken by some to suggest that the odd crack was

         starting to show, and they had read that right. Me and Aggers had got on pretty well in that situation, so it was a bit unusual.

      


      I gave a fairly measured press conference and by the time I came back into the dressing room a lot of the lads were packing

         up the bags and looking at me as if they were expecting an address. So I gave a quick speech, along the lines of we will bounce

         back, it has been a difficult series, South Africa have played good cricket and we should not be too harsh on ourselves and

         so on. I told them that I thought we should have won and that we needed to keep our minds together for the last big match

         at The Oval. I didn’t give them any indication of my decision at this point, not wanting to do anything to add to the disappointment

         they were feeling.

      


      After I’d spoken to the players, Peter Moores asked to have a word with me in the coach’s room. He wanted to discuss how we

         were going to practise ahead of The Oval and decide which day to have off. After 30 seconds I stopped him and told him I was

         going to stand down straight away. I explained that I had come to the end of the road and that it was time for someone else

         to come in. He asked if I was sure I was making the right decision. I told him, ‘I know I am, because I don’t feel upset,

         in fact I feel very relieved. I’m quite happy with what I have achieved and I don’t have any more mental energy left.’

      


      We shook hands, he thanked me and we talked about who might take on the job. I was limited in what I could say because nobody

         else knew about Colly’s decision to stand down from the one-day captaincy at the time and he was going to tell the required

         people later. In my mind there was only one candidate who could do both jobs and so we talked about Kevin Pietersen. I said

         I thought he was a bit of a maverick and that, at the time, I had not seen that many leadership qualities in Kev, but maybe

         that was what the team needed, something a bit different. He asked me about Fred and I replied that, while I thought he had

         matured, I was not sure he would want to take it. Strauss I really rated, but he could not justify his place in the one-day

         team and I reiterated my belief that it had to be one man doing both jobs. It was very cordial, and while I asked if he could

         generally keep it quiet I understood he wanted to tell the selectors.

      


      Within half an hour Ashley Giles had rung and asked me what I thought I was doing. I said, ‘Ash, I’m gone.’ He asked if it

         was down to problems with the new regime – though the regime was hardly that new now – and I replied that it might not have

         helped, but that, basically, after five and a bit years I had come to the end of my tether, particularly after everything

         I had gone through with my rehab from injury.

      


      Nichola was waiting for me back at the hotel, and as we had a babysitter we went and had a few drinks in the bar. I told Mark

         Garaway and Mark Saxby, good friends from the backroom staff, and Fred as well. They appeared saddened to hear it, but I think

         they all knew that the job had got to me in the end. I was disappointed to hear from someone that, with me and Colly having

         resigned, Peter had described it as ‘an exciting time’.

      


      The one thing I never wanted was for the players to see me on a real downward curve, as had maybe happened with Fletch. I

         suspected that a lot of them remembered him from his last six months, and not from the really good times that had come in

         the seven years before that. I did not want things to disintegrate after five years and for me to become someone they did

         not recognise.

      


      Despite the relief, I barely slept that night. I had downed quite a few glasses of wine and did not feel great the next morning.

         I could hardly get out of bed and called Richard Bevan, who pretty much knew about my decision two days before, and he said

         he would come over. Nichola burst out crying and I joined in, saying that it would probably be best if she went home and left

         me to it. I told her that these were not tears of sorrow, but of relief. Embarrassingly, I started crying when Bev came over.

         Then Craig Sackfield, who was taking me over to Loughborough for the press conference, came up to my room while I was packing

         my bags and I started blubbing again. By that stage a notification had gone out to the media about an announcement being made

         that afternoon at the academy in Loughborough and my phone was starting to go into meltdown. Even a few South African players

         were leaving messages. Then I had to ring my dad. He said that he thought I was making the right decision, and that I could

         be proud. More tears.

      


      I went down to reception and Freddie was lying on the floor playing with his kids. I reckon I had 150 text messages, either

         offering congratulations or commiserations, or trying to persuade me not to do it.

      


      I was so nervous about the press conference. There was no script; I had just written down a few headings with a list of people

         to thank. I arrived at Loughborough and went into the office. Hugh Morris took me into a room and thanked me for what I had

         done. In response, I said that I thought that the England captaincy was the most important job in English cricket and that,

         whoever was to succeed me, it was important that he got all the support he wanted.

      


      Chief selector Geoff Miller and Moores then took me into another room. I had said to Pete the night before that it was best

         if I was not picked for The Oval. Then, in a moment of bravado, I said maybe I should play after all because I could get runs,

         but I was hoping they were not going to pick me. I also felt that as I had been captain for so long, it would be easier for

         the next man if I was not there. I had not found it very easy having Nasser around two days after he had resigned. If I had

         gone to The Oval, so much of the attention would have been on me. I was also beginning to think that my missing the India

         tour at the end of 2008 might be a good thing for KP, because it would guarantee him nearly six months to get established

         without me around.

      


      I was very calm by now after the tears of the morning, but what pushed me to the brink again was when Gus Fraser, formerly

         of England and then of the Independent newspaper, came up and gave me a big bear hug and some heartfelt words. That is what started me off. It’s not a great feeling

         knowing you are about to go on live national television and radio and burst into tears.

      


      When I went into the press conference I thought, ‘I’ve got to be me. I haven’t been me for such a long time, so now is the

         time to be me again.’ All those years of keeping on the mask of positivity – and now it really does not matter. No more having

         to put an angle on things, trying to avoid hurting someone’s feelings, trying to put across a coded word to a player. No more

         bloody diplomacy.

      


      I have not seen the press conference to this day, and people have said I did OK, but at the time I did not really care. Even

         the Daily Telegraph’s Derek Pringle, who had taken numerous pops at me in the previous 12 months, appeared to be impressed, writing: ‘Vaughan,

         now 33, was the mastermind behind England’s famous 2005 Ashes victory, but in recognising his descent as a human being and

         taking the only true recourse possible, this makes him a far bigger man than the one who won the country’s admiration three

         years ago.’

      


      I was also humbled and grateful for what Mike Atherton and Nasser wrote in their newspaper columns, Athers insisting that

         I was the one who should be thanked, rather than the other way round. As Athers put it, ‘There comes a time when you don’t

         want to spend every evening at dinner ignoring your companions, or your family, thinking about where your next run is coming

         from, who should be opening the bowling the following morning, or how to tell your mate that he is no longer good enough to

         be in the team.’ He and Nasser were in an exclusive club that would have understood what I had been through.

      


      Straight afterwards I drove home and we had a barbecue with a few friends and family that Nichola had organised. It was the

         perfect antidote. Within an hour of getting back, KP rang up and said that he has just been offered the captaincy, asking

         what I reckoned. Without hesitation I said to him, ‘Kev, you will never get a better chance in your life; it’s the best job

         in the world…’
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      Crossing the Pennines


      There was a remarkable personal symmetry about the fact that when I started playing for England in matches at Old Trafford

         we would stay at the Marriott hotel in Worsley. It was in this Manchester suburb that I had spent the first years of my life,

         and here where I came close to death before I had even picked up a cricket bat in anger.

      


      It was about half a mile up the road from the hotel where, at the age of six, I was on my way to play football with a mate.

         A car flew round the corner and knocked me over at speed. Passers-by moved me up against a tree while the ambulance was called,

         and it turned out my grandparents were in the queue of traffic that backed up as a result. I do not remember much about it

         beyond waking up in hospital with a huge cast on my left leg, but it was a lucky escape and the most serious of the physical

         mishaps that seem to have dogged me throughout my life.

      


      According to the many specialists I have seen over the years it is unlikely, but possible, that the accident is connected

         with the problems I have had with my knees and other parts of my anatomy. However, even now I still get the odd unexplained

         ache in my left leg where it was originally broken.

      


      But good things can come out of bad, and this first – and sadly not last – spell of rehabilitation was the time when, laid

         up for weeks on end, I began to watch Test cricket on television. It also led to me getting my first bat, one that my father,

         Graham, got signed by the late David Bairstow at a benefit function that his company was supporting.

      


      My dad originally comes from Coventry but moved up to Manchester, where his father’s job had taken him, and settled down with

         my mum, Dee, in Worsley, where her family has been for generations. When I was a sports-mad small boy, playing constantly

         with my brother David – two years my senior – we could never have envisaged what a wider talking point my origins would become.

         Soon after the accident, we moved across the Pennines to Sheffield, and the fact that I was born Lancastrian would cause Yorkshire

         to adapt their age-old rules on who was eligible to play for the White Rose.

      


      And just to add spice to the question, I was not descended from any old Lancastrian family, but from one of the most celebrated

         to have played cricket for the county. There is even now a suite at Old Trafford named after my ancestors. In all, there were

         six members of the extended Tyldesley family who played for the Red Rose over a period of more than 40 years leading up to

         the Second World War. The most famous were brothers J.T. and Ernest, both of whom were to play for England and who began their

         cricket days at Roe Green, just up the road from Worsley. Between them they scored more than 66,000 runs for Lancashire, before

         Ernest finally retired in 1936 aged 47.

      


      He was my great-great-uncle, the brother of my mum’s grandmother Ada. I would like to say that all this information was etched

         on my mind from an early age, but it was something I was largely unaware of. My mother can remember Ernest coming to visit

         when she was a girl and she can remember him as a quiet and unassuming man before his death in 1962. He was not much talked

         about in the family, and pretty much the only thing that made me vaguely aware of the Tyldesleys was the glass ornament we

         used to keep on the window ledge of the sitting room at home. It was the 1928 commemorative rose bowl that was given to all

         the players who took part in Lancashire’s Championship triumph that year, and it had been handed down to us.

      


      There were some decent sporting genes on that side of the family. My grandmother played hockey for Lancashire and my mother

         was a good player, too, and the champion athlete at her school. My dad has always been more of an enthusiast than a blinding

         talent, and captained Worsley cricket club’s third XI, a stalwart of the club who dropped down to the thirds in order to have

         a hand in developing the junior players. My early sporting memories are of messing around on the boundary while he was playing

         and Mum was doing the teas. The only hint of any early promise from me was that, at a very young age, it was remarked upon

         that I could throw a ball from one side of the bowling green to the other and properly clear it.

      


      In 1982 Dad, an engineer by trade, was offered a management job by his employers, Presto Pressing Tools, over in Sheffield,

         so we left Manchester behind. By then my brother David was showing potential as a footballer, playing for Salford Boys, and

         that was the sport that had captured my interest.

      


      It was only when we moved to Dore, just outside Sheffield, that I began to play any kind of organised cricket as our house

         was within a mile of Abbeydale Park, where Yorkshire used to play one or two first-class fixtures per season. David, who was

         also pretty good at cricket and could probably have taken his sport further if he had been so inclined, wasted little time

         in getting involved in the nets with Sheffield Collegiate, whose home it was. At first, my main focus was on playing junior

         football for Porter FC, but my conspicuous talent at that stage was for ending up in hospital after various mishaps.

      


      On one occasion I was in the street with a friend and informed him that I had the power to walk with my eyes shut and know

         where I was going. This was all well and good, but when I attempted a demonstration I walked straight into a lamp post and

         the wound needed stitching up. An early sign of dopiness? During the Los Angeles Olympics of 1984 David and I became so enthused

         that we set up a high jump in the garden using bamboo canes, only for one of my attempted Fosbury Flops to end with a length

         of cane sticking into my thigh. Luckily a nurse lived across the road and she told us we needed to get to the hospital quick

         to have it removed.

      


      As children David and I were both sports nuts, with every spare minute devoted to some form of energetic activity. There was

         football on the front drive and cricket in the road, with a lamp post as the wicket and the neighbours’ patience sorely tested

         by us hitting the ball into their properties. We set up a little net to play tennis in the garden and there was a sandpit

         in a nearby field where we practised the long jump. My dad’s boss at work was Bert McGee, who was also chairman of Sheffield

         Wednesday, so we would go to every home game, particularly because Presto were club sponsors.

      


      Meanwhile, I had started going down to the nets at Abbeydale Park and was swiftly showing an aptitude for the game. Occasionally

         I would also accompany David back over to Old Trafford for nets, because in our family we just took it as read that neither

         he nor I would be able to play for Yorkshire. But the county side’s visits to Abbeydale were major occasions, and from the

         start I would always go and watch with my mates and my brother.

      


      One time Worcestershire were the opposition, with Phil Neale – later to be the England cricket team’s manager – and Ian Botham

         in attendance. As members, we were able to get into the pavilion, and at night we would sneak into the visitors’ dressing

         room and try out all the gloves and bats for size. At one point we discussed stealing one of Beefy’s bats, but we were basically

         far too nice boys to do that.

      


      I saved up to visit Cole Brothers in Sheffield and buy my first bat at the age of 10, a Gunn & Moore Skipper, and I have been

         with the same manufacturer ever since, although these days the money goes in the opposite direction. My growing affection

         for cricket meant that I would sometimes score matches off the television, and I can remember Mike Atherton, later to become

         someone I had so much respect for as a colleague, being the first player I really took an interest in.

      


      All sport fascinated me to the exclusion of most other things. One weekend, en route to an early age-group cricket match,

         I was so keen to find the football results that I asked Dad to stop at the newsagents so I could buy a paper to check them

         all on the journey. I chose the Sunday Sport, innocently thinking that, given its title, it would be full of all the information and reports I wanted. After I’d brought

         it back to the car, he became aware of me and my fellow young passengers sitting in the back giggling away at pictures that

         were not necessarily of footballers scoring goals, and advised us that we might have got the wrong publication.

      


      My fledgling sporting career was halted abruptly at the age of 12 when it was decided that I needed an operation on a hereditary

         toe condition called Charcot-Marie-Tooth disease, which affected both me and my father. The chief feature is that your toes

         fold back into the foot – not a particularly pretty sight – and it was decided then that I needed to have them straightened

         out. I missed a lot of the summer and was convinced my burgeoning dreams of being a cricketer were at an end. In this case,

         the specialists believe that the condition probably is linked to the problems I have suffered in my knees and legs, just because

         I have never walked as normally as I should have done.

      


      From the age of 12 to 18 my big toes were totally numb and I still do not have complete feeling in them even now. I had pins

         put in and, eight years after the operation, the screws came jutting out of my right big toe of their own accord. It was agony,

         although I was used to going through various types of pain by then. At least some good came out of it. The specialist who

         treated me, Dr Tom Smith, went out to India to perform the operation on children out there and when I got picked for England

         he borrowed photographs of me to take along as reassurance for the cricket-mad kids that you could undergo this treatment

         and come out the other side capable of making it in top-class sport.

      


      In my case the operation had broadly been a success and I became fit again to pursue my goals of either playing cricket, or

         football for Sheffield Wednesday, although the former was starting to overtake the latter. With David and I so sports-mad,

         my parents became like a sporting taxi service, ferrying us around to whatever activities we were doing, and they continued

         to do so throughout our teenage years. Parents are the unsung heroes of the sporting world and we were very blessed to be

         brought up in our happy and secure middle-class environment, and to have such a supportive mother and father.

      


      I loved playing for Porter FC, and I turned down offers to play for stronger teams in the area just so that I could remain

         with my mates. That was the big difference between my attitude to football and cricket. If the opportunity had arisen for

         some reason to further my cricket career beyond Sheffield Collegiate, I know I would have grabbed it, but I was not quite

         as passionate about soccer.

      


      Push came to shove at the age of 13 when I attended trials for my beloved Wednesday. The format was a bit like some modern

         reality-TV show, with a week-long trial starting on a Monday and a percentage of the youngsters (I was a striker or right-sided

         midfield player) being told that they were no longer required at the end of each day. And the answer was… shove off! By the

         end of the Tuesday I had been told my services would not be required for the remainder of the week. There were no tears from

         me, in fact I was really not bothered at all, despite my love of football and Wednesday. My dad told me later that he was

         secretly pleased because he always felt you make better mates in cricket than in football. Anyway, I was not good enough and,

         as it turned out, my knees would not have been up to it anyway.

      


      While I was gaining a reputation within Sheffield Collegiate as a decent youngster, I was still not part of the Yorkshire

         junior set-up. The coach at Collegiate was Jack Bethel, a man who really knew his stuff and was pretty selective over who

         he gave his time to, depending on their ability. After moving to Sheffield, Dad had asked him if he would like any help with

         coaching the youngsters, to be bluntly told ‘No thanks’. Fortunately I was one of those he thought had some ability, although

         I was regarded then as an all-rounder who bowled medium pace and batted in the middle order. The process that would lead to

         me becoming integrated into Yorkshire cricket only really started moving after a fateful visit to Abbeydale Park to watch

         the annual county match when I was 14 and already not far from getting a call-up for the Collegiate first XI in the Yorkshire

         League.

      


      I was playing on the outfield in front of the pavilion during the lunch break with a group of mates and Doug Padgett, the

         Yorkshire first-team coach, happened to be watching while I was having a bat. I did not think much of it when he put his cup

         of tea down, came out shortly afterwards and pulled me to one side to ask me who I was and where I was from. He wanted our

         phone number because he thought I should be getting some coaching up at Headingley. It always amazes me that some counties

         these days no longer allow kids to play on the outfield during breaks, even when it is perfectly dry. I came to have good

         reason to be thankful that the tradition was still flourishing at Sheffield back then.

      


      Doug made a note of our number and a few days later Joe Lister, then Yorkshire secretary, rang my dad to tell him that I had

         been spotted and that they wanted me to go up to the county headquarters for a trial. It was not a particularly long conversation,

         however. After a few pleasantries Dad reckoned he ought to come clean: ‘I should say that my son was born in Manchester and

         we have only moved to the area in the past few years,’ he admitted, at which point Lister promptly put the phone down! Such

         were the diehard attitudes at Yorkshire in those days, although there were already straws in the wind suggesting that they

         would need to relax their bar against incomers.

      


      Apparently Doug persisted behind the scenes, supported by Steve Oldham and Martyn Moxon, trying to convince the club’s main

         committee that they had to be more open to outsiders. The arrival of Chris Hassall as chief executive also suggested attitudes

         were changing. By the time I was 15 we had taken their word that change was afoot and I was on my way to getting absorbed

         into Yorkshire’s system and their academy. Apart from a brief attempt by exiled Yorkshiremen Steve Coverdale and David Ripley

         to lure me down to Northampton-shire a couple of years later, where I went for a couple of weekends’ nets, I have been with

         my adopted county ever since.

      


      Then began the period when my parents’ selfless support really came into its own, with constant trips up to Leeds in the evenings

         for county nets, the kind of journeys many cricketing mothers and fathers will be familiar with. Often it was my mum driving

         me up there and sometimes I would catch the bus from school to my dad’s office near Hillsborough, where I would wait for him

         to finish work before he would take me.

      


      I have to say, though, that it was my early years in the first team at Sheffield Collegiate that provided me with the sharpest

         part of my cricketing education, helping shape my whole outlook towards the game. It was a fantastic club with some very decent

         cricketers, and from the age of 14 I had the chance to face some pretty scary bowling in the nets.

      


      We had Kenny Benjamin, the West Indian bowler, playing for us around that time and it was priceless experience to have to

         summon up the courage to face him for 10 or 15 minutes twice a week in the summer. West Indian Ian Bishop was also on the

         scene, and among the other players were Nick Gaywood, who played for Somerset, Neil Priestley, the captain of Lincolnshire,

         Simon Myles, who had played some very good cricket in Australia, and our legendary captain, Andy Tasker, from whom I learned

         a lot. I am sure that it was the toughening experience of playing with the likes of them at such a young age that helped me

         cope with fast bowling when it came to the big time.

      


      I made my first XI debut at 14 in the middle order and started opening the following season, learning not just about cricket

         but about so many other facets of life. ‘Bitter or lager?’ Andy would ask before play began, in order to get preparations

         in hand for the post-match rituals. I was not going to miss out on that, even at a tender age, and would order my pint of

         bitter for the close of play along with everyone else. I learned to mix with older people as I waited in the bar for whoever

         would be giving me a lift home. Seeing things such as adult magazines strewn around the changing rooms was also a bit of an

         eye-opener. Even at that age, I loved the banter among the lads and the sheer enjoyment of playing hard on the pitch and having

         a laugh with your team-mates off it has stayed with me throughout my career, whatever level it has been at. It is perhaps

         why I have always been comfortable in bars and why I will probably never be a new-age puritan.

      


      Being sledged and facing some sharp bowling in the Yorkshire League made it quite a hard school, but it meant that scoring

         runs at my real school was pretty easy by comparison. The following year I was named Daily Telegraph Under-15 player of the year for my run-scoring feats at Silverdale Comprehensive, beating off competition mainly from the

         independent sector. The prize was £1,000 worth of Duncan Fearnley cricket equipment for my school, although Silverdale asked

         my dad if he would mind if they requested £1,000 worth of books instead. That, unfortunately, can be the standing of cricket

         in state schools.

      


      That season I was also starting to make some significant contributions at Collegiate. In a national knockout competition we

         reached the quarter-finals and I took a bus up with the rest of the team to Gateshead, where there was a big crowd. I scored

         80 and took three wickets as we went through to the last four, where we were beaten by Walsall.

      


      I was starting to gain wider recognition and was named in the England Under-15 team that summer at the Bunbury Festival that

         took place at Oundle School, a great event organised by the irrepressible David English. Gary Neville, who went on to make

         such a name for himself at football, was in the North team with me that year (as was his brother Phil a couple of years later)

         but broke his thumb. Cricket-wise we never saw Gary again, although we remain in contact as friends to this day.

      


      School was never a great counter-attraction for me, although I enjoyed it enough and made a great set of friends. When we

         had moved over from Manchester my parents were keen to get us into Silverdale, which had the best reputation in the area we

         were settling in. So Dad went to see the headmaster, Tom Sanderson, who had been a professional footballer, to see if he could

         accommodate David, who was already playing good-standard boys’ soccer. Mr Sanderson suggested that the best chance of getting

         in was to declare an interest in a specialist subject they might be able to cater for. So David suddenly developed a passion

         for Russian, and our future education plans were mapped out.

      


      When I left Silverdale – prematurely, in order to embark on my cricket career – it had nothing to do with not liking the place.

         I was fairly average academically but managed seven GCSEs, and was reasonably accomplished at things like maths and metalwork.

         As would be a feature of my cricket career, my attention span was perfectly good when I thought I could learn something that

         would be of use to me in bettering myself. Hence economics was something I got into, because I reckoned it was bound to be

         helpful in later life.

      


      I was not really a troublemaker, although I recall I did get sent out from science class once when I set fire to my friend’s

         textbook with a Bunsen burner. Then there were the scraps we would have on the way home with the boys from King Ecgbert’s,

         who were our rivals. Their school was nearer to where we lived, so we were generally outnumbered and got chased through Dore

         plenty of times, usually after an argument about girls or something. I still see a few of those lads now and we have a laugh

         about it.

      


      Whatever different courses our lives have taken, my good mates from those times are still the same good mates now. You are

         obviously aware as a high-profile sportsman that people want to know you for all sorts of different reasons when you make

         it, and it is reassuring to still be close to the guys who knew me when I was barely a household name in my own home. I have

         made many friends through cricket and met some fantastic people, but there is still a hard core from way back. My best man,

         Matt Sanderson, is a gym owner, and my brother is an estate agent, and has helped me with some of my investments. Richard

         Kettleborough, now a first-class umpire, is probably my longest-standing friend that I played cricket with, but others have

         gone on to do a huge variety of jobs: financial adviser, running a carpet business, selling chickens, working for Boots, being

         an engineer in the army. Mates for life.

      


      Together we did most things, and my initiation to drinking was playing stupid games round at each other’s houses with cheap

         cans of Skol lager that we could buy four to the pound. I tried smoking but did not like it, in fact I tried most things while

         growing up, as you are supposed to, but the one thing I never had anything to do with was drugs.

      


      In my second year at Silverdale a girl arrived at the school from Northern Ireland called Nichola Shannon. Immature as we

         were, my mates and I originally nicknamed her ‘Petrol Bomb’ for no other reason than that she was originally from the Province,

         which was a more troubled place then than it is now. She was in my class, very much one of the cleverer ones, and she took

         her studies more seriously than I did, as befitting someone who went on to become head girl. We were always reasonably friendly

         without being especially close and I occasionally saw her out and about away from school as she lived in the nearby village

         of Bradway. While I was making my way as a cricketer, she was carving out a successful career as an accountant in the National

         Health Service.

      


      It was approaching the winter of 1998, by which time I was well established with Yorkshire, when I happened to go out on a

         Monday night in Sheffield – I was often out on strange nights of the week to fit in with my playing or training schedule –

         to Champs sports bar in the city. Nichola happened to be there with her sister and we started talking. She was not that interested

         in me at first because I had a bit of a reputation as a lad about town at the time, but I brought her round to my way of thinking

         in the end. Life is so often about random events and taking your chances when they present themselves. Who knows how differently

         life may have turned out for me if one of us had happened to go somewhere else that night?

      


      I am glad we did both choose the sports bar, because a bit more than three years later I proposed on Christmas Day, by asking

         her to marry me in a message in her card. Fortunately Nichola agreed and in 2003 we got married at Chatsworth House, courtesy

         of its owners, the Duke and Duchess of Devonshire, who I had met through cricket. The Duke and Duchess were among the 200

         guests who made it a fantastic day. Having a settled family life helped enormously in coping with the pressures of being captain

         of England – I am a lucky man.

      


      But back at Silverdale, Nichola had been relatively in the background as, increasingly, I focused my attention on trying to

         make my way at Yorkshire’s academy and onto the professional staff. I had elected to do two A-levels, perhaps not the most

         academically taxing ones in economics and sports studies, while effectively training part-time to be a cricketer. Around this

         time Yorkshire were formally accepting that they had to relax their rules on who was allowed to play for the county. Sachin

         Tendulkar was being lined up as the first ever overseas player, while an ever so slightly less proven talent from the other

         side of the Pennines – i.e. myself – was being talked about as the committee tried to push it through without suffering a

         backlash from hard-core members. In my case, the idea was that anyone who had been ‘weaned’ within Yorkshire would be eligible

         to play for them.

      


      This contributed to my becoming more negligent about my studies and thinking more about a life in professional sport. I was

         very much semi-detached from Silverdale by now and doing my sports studies A-level at Norton College. I began with the best

         of intentions but they were never destined to bear fruit. I was a part-time student and forever missing lessons to attend

         nets that went from indoor to outdoor as the summer of 1991 came around. Sports studies was easy enough but, although I was

         interested in it, the economics was proving more tricky and I was not gifted enough to do it at anything less than 100 per

         cent.

      


      My economics tutor from Silverdale, Paul Kent, was a huge cricket and Sheffield Wednesday fan, so we had a lot in common.

         He would come round to my house for private lessons and a pattern would develop. We would do half an hour’s economics and

         then he would say, ‘You’re bored, aren’t you?’ and sheepishly I would admit that I was.

      


      So it became not uncommon for us to walk up to the Devonshire Arms public house instead and start chatting about the things

         that really fascinated us over a beer. This was often on a Wednesday, which happened to be a big night at the Sheffield’s

         Leadmill club, and there were even a few times when we ended up doing a ring-round and getting a few lads to go down there.

         The Leadmill looked like a converted bus station and on Wednesdays, appropriately enough, you would often find Wednesday players

         there on a night out. I used to manage to sneak in by looking as grown up as possible and gaze at my heroes.

      


      We had reached May when we came to the mutual realisation that my heart was not really in studying. Mum and Dad, who were

         always keen on me gaining qualifications, reluctantly agreed, so it was decided that my efforts should now be concentrated

         on turning professional. The studying was put on hold on the basis that I could always go back to it if things did not work

         out in cricket.

      


      Adam Smith, John Maynard Keynes and other great economists never had much to fear from me. I was hoping that the same could

         not be said of the cricketers I would encounter.
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      Learning the Trade


      It was the high summer in 1991 when I became more than just a professional cricketer – I was, officially… a Yorkshireman.

         With a princely £80 per week on offer, the deal required little more than a friend of Dad’s to check the small print. On Friday

         28 June, I became the first non-overseas player born outside the hallowed boundaries of the county to be signed up by the

         White Rose. The historic contract was signed, most appropriately, on the outfield at Abbeydale Park and I was inaugurated

         into the joys of giving a press conference to the media assembled for this unprecedented event.

      


      So the leap had been taken from schoolboy to apprentice Yorkshire cricketer, which meant lodging with Mr and Mrs Barker on

         Cardigan Road at the back of the Headingley ground. They were a delightful couple who had taken in many young Yorkshire players

         and, before the new stand was built, you used to be able to see the pitch from their house. Mrs Barker was a great cook and

         would make slap-up breakfasts, which we would consume in the kitchen that looked out onto the road, eyeing up the students

         who walked past. I shared a room on the top floor with Gavin Hamilton, who was to play for both Scotland and England, and

         Steve Bethel, son of my Sheffield cricket coach. Downstairs in a single room was future England colleague Craig White, and

         we lived there on a full-board basis.

      


      To start with, I was at the academy and although the wages were hardly enriching I enjoyed every minute of it, whether it

         was in the nets, out on the pitch or in the pub. It was a time of work hard, play hard, with a typical evening starting with

         karaoke at the Oak, a renowned pub in Headingley. Every time we were there the same bloke used to sing ‘Light My Fire’ and

         would cop some abuse from us. Then it was on to Mr Craig’s Club in town, where it was cut-price for students. And that was

         just Monday night.

      


      Every Monday morning I would be dropped off by Mum or Dad and then each day it was down to Bradford Park Avenue, where the

         academy was based. Former player Mike Bore was the head coach and the morning would be taken up with nets. About 11.30 the

         call would go out from Mike, often to me, ‘Young ’un, go and get the fish-’n’-chip orders!’ So I would get a pen and paper

         and scramble around asking everyone what they wanted. It did not matter whether they were in the middle of a net at the time

         or not, the batsmen would stop. The odd cry would go up of ‘Don’t forget the mushy peas!’ Once the lunch list had been assembled,

         two of the younger players would go off to get everyone’s grub at the chippie.

      


      Having digested, it would be fielding and fitness in the afternoon, or middle practice or a game. There were times when we

         were not playing and had to do maintenance work, such as painting the walls. It was old-school. I used to get driven around

         by a lad called David Jarvis, a fellow Sheffielder who was a bit of a character and was known as ‘Spaceman’. On one occasion

         we turned up at a club ground for a match and were told by the coaching staff that the wicket would be a dream for left-handers

         to bat on. So even though he was a natural right-hander, he went out there and batted left-handed.

      


      When we got back to Mrs Barker’s late in the afternoon we would watch a movie called Road House repeatedly, so much so that by the end we knew all the dialogue. Silence of the Lambs was another that I virtually learned by heart. Then it would be out for the evening in Headingley or Leeds. Tuesday night’s

         favourite was a place called Yell.

      


      It was great fun. Some of the lads, including Richard Kettleborough, Alex Morris, Gary Keedy and Chris Silverwood, would go

         on to have professional careers to a greater or lesser extent, while sadly Bethel and Jarvis did not quite make it. Bethel

         was another character, who blotted his copybook when the academy played a match against a Yorkshire Legends team at Park Avenue.

         The oldies team had the likes of Fred Trueman and Brian Close in it, and we were under strict instructions to be tactful and

         restrained and not take advantage of their advancing years. Bethel responded to this by continually smacking Trueman clean

         out of the ground, earning himself a major bollocking afterwards for failing to show enough respect.

      


      The academy was the bottom rung of being a professional, and everyone’s aim was to earn a place in the second XI. So the big

         event of every week was waiting for the announcement of the team. My first call came in early August when, during an academy

         game at East Bierley, I was sitting on a wall feeling dejected after getting out for 20, only to be told that I was being

         promoted the next day.

      


      Doug Padgett, a mentor and staunch supporter of mine, basically just threw me in to see what would happen, and I considered

         it the biggest step of my life. Jack Bethel had instilled in me my basic technique, but Doug was great at explaining the finer

         points of what was required to play at a higher level and was a great influence on me. This really was an era with the kind

         of quirks that are now largely dying out from the game. Doug suffered from stiff shoulders, and if you were in the viewing

         room he would ask you to give him a neck massage while watching the game. If you got a fifty he would send you round the ground

         with a hat to collect a bit of cash.

      


      On 6 August 1991 I made my debut for the second team against Sussex at Headingley, and it felt like a sharp incline. Everything

         was bigger, stronger, faster and although we won by five wickets my contribution was a modest six and 11. You feel a bit of

         a big cheese, a legend in your mind, when you make it to the second team, but one thing I was always good at was observing

         and absorbing. Relatively young guys like Jeremy Batty and Paul Grayson were in the first team at the time and I was always

         looking at them to see what was required to make that even bigger step, probably the largest leap you ever take in your career.

         It might be even more daunting than going from being a county player to Test player. From seconds to firsts means you are

         going from club grounds and glorified club cricket with no spectators to proper arenas and people talking about you in the

         media and so on for the first time.

      


      I loved all the banter and the fooling about, and, while I was ambitious and took it pretty seriously, if I am honest I only

         became really professional when I got to about 25 years of age. Up until then I saw it partly as a paid hobby, something to

         have fun with, and much of the time was spent talking about what we were going to do in the evenings. A lot of the chat was

         about who had pulled which girl, and at the academy it was about who could come back with the best story from the night before.

         Sometimes it was more like Freshers’ Week than deadly serious professional sport.

      


      We were chased out of a nightclub en masse once, and a regular dietary ritual was to round off the evening with pizza. Bethel’s

         party piece was to come up behind you and smack the pizza box from underneath so it would go all over you. Boys will be boys

         and debaggings were an almost nightly occurrence. I was usually singled out for the treatment, being dragged around the floor

         by my underpants.

      


      My cricket upbringing in Yorkshire is the root of my fondness for a certain amount of the old school, and why my philosophy

         has always been to try and mix the best of that more carefree approach with the best of more modern thinking. On the positive

         side, you could be instinctive, develop as a human being and learn to think for yourself without constant coaching, but on

         the downside there was not sufficient attention paid to things such as catching technique. I was basically never taught how

         to catch properly, which is a major reason why I dropped so many over the years. It was not until the latter stage of my career

         that I began to catch better and I didn’t have such a terror of the ball coming to me. Clearly there was not much wrong with

         my hand–eye coordination, so a lot must have been down to technical deficiencies and the wrong habits getting ingrained.

      


      There was quite a hierarchy among the players at Yorkshire, and we would have to knock on the first-team dressing room door

         before entering. A lot of the senior players would talk down to the youngsters and demand that you fetched their kit. ‘Young

         ’un do this, young ’un do that, go and get us a cup of tea.’ The late Phil Carrick, who I later learned a lot from, would

         try and get you to do his laundry. He once asked this of a young Darren Gough and was told in no uncertain terms what he could

         do with his laundry. Goughy regularly fell out with senior players because he would not take anything from any of them.

      


      I tended to be more diplomatic and accepted that you had to earn respect, although one or two of the older players felt threatened

         by the younger ones and avoided passing any knowledge on. Opener Simon Kellett never seemed that keen on me, and Ashley Metcalfe

         was particularly unhelpful – he was probably right to be fearful, as I went on to take his spot in the team. But he was the

         exception and most were fine, including Carrick, who when he became second-team skipper always said that you should concentrate

         on spinning the ball as hard as you can, before focusing on control and accuracy later. You do not hear that so much these

         days, but in the modern game if you do not spin it much, you are not going to survive.

      


      When Steve Oldham came in as coach the whole level of discipline upped considerably. He insisted on more professionalism and

         would not let you get away with much, being very hot on the everyday things, which looking back was a good thing. You would

         have to shave on a daily basis and wear your blazer at lunch, and he was a stickler for punctuality. He had his faults as

         well and could be a miserable sod, but the habits he began to instil stood me in good stead. I became a convert to being on

         time, and even now I do not like lateness in other people.

      


      Second-team captain Kevin Sharp also knew how to be stern. I once turned up 15 minutes late for a game against Middlesex with

         my room-mate Mark Broadhurst because the alarm clock had not gone off and Kevin absolutely savaged us in front of everyone

         else to make sure we all got the message. It scared the life out of me at the time.

      


      My first full year with the seconds was 1992, when I started making consistent runs at the lovely out-grounds where we used

         to play. I made a decent hundred at Harrogate that got me talked about and Todmorden was always a favourite, largely for the

         unparalleled quality of its bacon sandwiches. I was regarded very much as an all-rounder and was also taking my share of wickets,

         with Geoff Miller, later England’s chief selector, coming in to give me some specialist help with my off-spin.

      


      During my early years with Yorkshire I was often involved with England age-group cricket, which I loved, even though the representative

         stuff was generally viewed with suspicion by many within the club. The fear seemed to be that after meeting up with the England

         lads you would come back a different player, in a negative sense, but I found it only broadened your horizons. Yorkshire might

         have resented it, but from the start I was always very comfortable in whatever England set-up I was in.

      


      On the back of my second-team runs, I made my England Under-19s debut at the start of a year of significant breakthrough for

         me, 1993. Shortly after the New Year dawned we left for India on what was to prove a difficult tour, at least in terms of

         how I felt. I had never really been away from home before, certainly not for the best part of two months, and I found that

         pretty hard to handle and really missed it. Outbreaks of Delhi belly were something new as well. It was not that we were staying

         in the lap of luxury, often going off the beaten track to places like Ghaziabad, where we had a Test at the end of January.

      


      I was one of the younger players in a good set of lads led by Matthew Walker of Kent, and did OK, making 43 in the first match.

         Again there is the temptation to think you have cracked it when you play for the England Under-19s, but history shows that

         there is no automatic progression to senior honours. Of the lads I played with on that trip the only other one to go on to

         wear a senior England jersey was Glen Chapple, a considerable talent who won a solitary one-day cap against Ireland.

      


      Chapple was among the group of us who got into mischief after we had been taken out to the British High Commission in Delhi

         on that trip. We were over-enthusiastic in availing ourselves of the free wine and when we got back to the Taj hotel, definitely

         one of the smarter places we stayed, we all jumped into the swimming pool in the early hours and got in trouble for it. We

         drew the series and I had my first experience of touring the subcontinent, something you had better come to terms with if

         you want to make it in cricket.

      


      In the summer we played the West Indies and I made a hundred in the one-day series, followed by 119 in the first Test at Trent

         Bridge. After that innings I was in the dressing room when the phone rang and was passed to me. It was Steve Oldham, telling

         me that I was to report to Old Trafford for first-team duty the following week. They had suffered a batting collapse in their

         latest match and he and then skipper Martyn Moxon, always a great supporter of mine, had decided that it was worth throwing

         me into the Roses match. My heart rate doubled, and it was hard to concentrate on the rest of the game.

      


      I had a couple of days at home with Mum and Dad before heading to the hotel in Manchester ahead of the game, as in those days

         you just rocked up the night before. Richie Richardson was there, Peter Hartley, Martyn and Goughy, who was very much the

         rising star at the time and being talked about as a certain England player for the future. He had already been in the team

         for a few years and that season, encouraged to bowl as quick as he could by Richie, he was really making his mark.

      


      The next day I walked down to breakfast in my blazer to try and force down some food, although I was so nervous it was the

         last thing I wanted. I was thinking of the Lancashire attack, the likes of Wasim Akram, Phil DeFreitas and Peter Martin. I

         had never played in front of a crowd of nearly 10,000 people before and now I was about to walk out to open the innings with

         Martyn in the county of my birth, representing the enemy to whom I had defected.

      


      Martyn was a very reassuring presence and there was nobody I would have been happier walking out with. I thought he was a

         brilliant player and used to look at him and wonder why he was not playing for England, thinking that if he could not make

         the national team then I had no chance. I flicked DeFreitas for four through midwicket to get off the mark and worked my way

         to double figures. Chapple told me afterwards that DeFreitas, knowing that we had played together in the Under-19s, had asked

         him what I was likely to do to the short ball. Chappy apparently told the bowler that it was certain I would do nothing more

         than duck. So he duly bounced me and I hooked him out of the ground for six, all the way onto the railway tracks. The bowler

         was not best pleased with his colleague’s honest advice.

      


      I had never faced anything like Wasim, who was on his way to taking 8–68. He absolutely peppered me, and the physio had to

         come out twice to perform running repairs on my bruised arm and body, but I was hanging in there while wickets fell at the

         other end. Neil Fairbrother, who was later to become my business manager, was fielding in the slips alongside Warren Hegg.

         He tells me that they turned to each other after a bit and agreed they had just seen a future England player. Battered and

         blue, I was eventually caught down the leg side for 64 and walked off feeling a mixture of disappointment and absolute exhilaration.

         It had been a real baptism on a quick deck, and I had loved the battle against one of history’s great left-armers. What I

         found far more scary, not for the last time, was the fielding.

      


      It was a fantastic week, and not just because we won what turned out to be a terrific match by 19 runs, with me making a total

         of 92, enough to convince myself that I could play at this level. The social side of first-team life was also quite a revelation,

         as after each day’s play we would stop for a couple of pints on the way back to our hotel in Bowden, before heading into Hale

         village and its wine bars. In fact, I seem to recall that scoring-wise it was a fairly successful week in all sorts of ways.

         This was undoubtedly the way to play cricket, I decided.

      


      Another tradition I was swiftly introduced to was the Saturday Night Club, which regularly took place prior to the Sunday

         League games. For my initiation I had to dress in a toga and walk through the hotel lobby and into a private room that looked

         like a scene from I Claudius. Everyone else was in a toga as well and for an hour our convention of Roman emperors/cricketers played drinking games, basically,

         with a whole series of toasts and silly forfeits such as trying to eat a certain amount of Jacob’s Cream Crackers within two

         minutes. I had by now been christened Virgil, not so much due to a possible facial resemblance to the Thunderbirds character, but because I spoke quite slowly.

      


      Every single team member had a toga on, there was no getting out of it, and that night we had the former England opener Barry

         Wood as special guest, as he was a friend of Oldham’s. After the ceremonies everyone went up to their room to get changed

         before going out. We did not actually stay out particularly late at night on all these occasions, but between 7.30 and 11

         p.m. it always seemed to be one long Happy Hour. At the time it was very much the norm, part of the culture, and nobody really

         questioned it. Saturdays were always the biggest nights, which may partly explain why I was a slow starter in the short form

         of the game – I was usually hung-over on a Sunday.

      


      *


      As I was required for England age-group duties I played just one more Championship match that summer, and in the autumn was

         named as captain for the Under-19 trip to Sri Lanka scheduled for early 1994. This was the first time I properly came across

         Marcus Trescothick, my future opening partner for England, who was universally known then as ‘Banger’. This was because of

         his addiction to sausages, and I noticed how much of his own food he brought on the trip because he was so suspicious of the

         local fare.

      


      More pertinently, I noticed what a magnificent striker of a cricket ball he was. He had an incredibly natural swing of the

         bat, not much movement of the feet and was completely obsessed with the game, always wanting to fiddle with your bat and your

         grips. He was exactly the same then as he was when he became an established England star. We all loved the game but nobody

         but was quite as besotted with it as Marcus, and he was less inclined to treat it as a way for typical young lads to have

         extra-curricular fun.

      


      We were in the bar of the Hilton in Colombo one night on that tour, separated into two booths, when we started throwing a

         few nuts at each other. Suddenly I was aware that we were getting pelted by a group of locals from another area of the bar.

         Then one of them came over, we assumed in a friendly manner, and without warning delivered a huge punch to Kevin Innes, latterly

         of Northamptonshire. Dean Conway, the big Welshman who was our physio, got up and started wrestling with about four of them

         and sent the main offender sprawling across a couple of tables. It all seemed so out of character for Sri Lankans, who normally

         seemed such gentle people. A few of us, including Glamorgan bowler Darren Thomas, chased them out with Dean and they ran off,

         but the unlucky Kevin was in a pretty bad way from the haymaker he received, his whole face swollen up with the force of the

         blow.

      


      Even in my early days as a captain I tried to focus on thinking about how we could perform best as a unit, and a lot of my

         thinking was informed by what I had seen at Yorkshire. I had already noticed the strong element of self-preservation in county

         cricket, the divisions between factions that led to some negativity, particularly between a few of the older players and the

         younger ones. From the start I was against the one-size-fits-all mentality and tried to accommodate different characters in

         the team, making sure there was an inclusive atmosphere around the place.

      


      As I was to do nearly 10 years later, I encouraged players to express themselves and be aggressive if they possibly could.

         At Yorkshire nobody seemed to mind you getting out as a batter as long as you were playing a defensive stroke when dismissed,

         but if you were out playing an attacking shot there was the allegation that you were playing ‘like a millionaire’. Man-management

         was already a strong interest, but the only vague captaincy ambitions I had were to lead Yorkshire one day in the distant

         future. Given my fixation that if Martyn Moxon was not good enough for England then I would never be, full international cricket

         was the last thing on my mind, let alone as skipper.

      


      What I found very helpful on that tour was the fact that I had already played first-team cricket for Yorkshire, which gave

         me a lot of kudos among the other lads. Making 64 against the legendary Wasim Akram in full flight on a quick bouncy wicket

         at Old Trafford on my debut in the Roses match was regarded with some awe by my fellow teenagers, and that imbued me with

         a certain authority.

      


      That summer was to be my first as a fully fledged Yorkshire player and the first that brought me 1,000 first-class runs. My

         maiden century came against Oxford University, which I kept in its proper perspective, and it meant far more when I made it

         into three figures against Somerset at Bradford. I had got to 96 and was struggling to control my nerves ahead of what would

         be my first authentic major achievement in the first team. Graham Rose came in to bowl and put one on a length, which I middled,

         but only straight to extra cover. My heart immediately sank, but the ball just kept on going and marginally cleared the fielder

         for four. I knew it was going to be my day.

      


      It was nice to reach the landmark at Bradford, where I had started with the academy, and it was a massive boost to my confidence.

         These are the building blocks on which your career is constructed, and another was put in place when I made 117 at Luton against

         a Northants team containing Curtly Ambrose. I did not hit him for many but coped reasonably well with his relentless accuracy

         and bounce. My travelling partner by now was Ambrose’s fellow West Indian Richie Richardson, who would drive me around in

         his big Mercedes. He took me under his wing, and was so laid-back it was untrue. I spent hours and hours in the car with Richie,

         far more than was necessary because he was always pulling into lay-bys to have an hour’s nap. It once took us eight hours

         to get back from Kent. To the frustration of Martyn and Steve Oldham, I even tried to bat like him at one stage, cutting and

         pulling everything I could.

      


      The season ended with 1,066 runs scored at 36.75 and me thinking that I had cracked it. Therefore it was probably a good thing

         when I was picked for the following winter’s England A tour and had a bit of a shocker. We went to India and Bangladesh and

         I could not get into any form at all, probably the worst performer in the whole squad. I looked at players like Mark Ramprakash

         and realised that I still had a very long way to go. Mentally I was nowhere near ready to play for England, and I was due

         a setback to show me where I really stood.

      


      Slightly chastened, I put together a better season in 1995, which resulted in me getting awarded my Yorkshire cap late on

         at Scarborough. The tradition was that you had to go out and buy six bottles of champagne to be consumed by everyone in the

         dressing room, which I duly did, and then you had to keep the corks. I think I might still have them somewhere.

      


      Another solid if unspectacular season for Yorkshire after that got me picked for the A tour to Australia that took place late

         in 1996 under the captaincy of Adam Hollioake. Again I was hardly a standout performer, but it taught me a huge amount about

         the game and captaincy, and about how to engender a positive spirit around a group of lads. We did very well as a team on

         that tour, beating Australia’s academy and two state sides, South Australia and Victoria.

      


      Adam was a big influence, in that he showed me the value of creating fun on and off the field. He wanted us to have a go and

         be uninhibited whether we were batting, bowling or fielding. Mike Gatting was the coach and David Graveney the manager, and

         there was a real energy to the whole outfit – although Gatt’s tendency to have a kip in the dressing room was not the most

         energetic thing about us. I got out in Melbourne against Victoria and walked in to find our coach fast asleep on the floor,

         only for him to talk me through how I had been dismissed an hour later. ‘You can only have seen it on the video, mate!’ I

         told him. Gatt loved his football to the extent that our warm-up kickabouts used to last about an hour. The physio Dean Conway

         had also graduated with me from the Under-19s to the As, and continued to mirror my career later on. He was a great tourist

         in every sense and ran quite a few of the social activities. He became a close confidant of Duncan Fletcher, and while they

         were very different characters, they complemented each other perfectly as extrovert and introvert.

      


      Off the field that trip was like a stag do a lot of the time. We enjoyed ourselves so much that Grav once took to stationing

         himself in the hotel lobby to clock us coming in after an evening out, the only problem being that he did not stay up late

         enough. With no sign of us by 1 a.m. he assumed that we must have come back in, when in fact everyone was still out partying.

         We probably went over the top at times, but the end results seemed to justify the methods.

      


      My career was motoring along decently enough with Yorkshire, although the progress was far from stratospheric as I struggled

         to pile on huge scores at a home ground that was not the easiest for batting. I was consistently just above or below the 1,000

         runs-per-season mark as we moved into the late 1990s and the adjustments I was making to my technique were not quite doing

         the trick. It did not help that I was probably not at the required level of professionalism, still happy to be the daft northern

         lad more regularly than I should have been.

      


      I started studying the technique of the England batsmen to see what they were doing that I could try and emulate. The big

         difference between them and me was that they had significant trigger movements as they prepared their stroke, while I was

         trying to stand still at the crease until the last possible split second. When I examined myself I found that I was actually

         moving a little, and I was also more vulnerable to the ball nipping back from outside off stump than most batsmen. So I tried

         to develop more of a trigger, but a breakthrough was proving difficult to achieve.

      


      One of the more notable matches came in 1998 when we played Durham at the Riverside and I spent every minute of the match

         on the field. We fielded first and then, as opener, I batted throughout our first innings for 177 before we fielded again

         and then knocked the runs off for the loss of one wicket with me still at the crease. A young Steve Harmison was playing in

         that match and bowled notably fast, while sometimes spraying it all over the place.

      


      We had some titanic one-day battles with Lancashire around the mid to late 1990s, which was superb preparation for what, unbeknown

         to me, was going to be my future. In 1995 we played them in the NatWest quarter-finals at Headingley, which we won with three

         balls to spare thanks to one of those chasing masterclasses regularly handed out by Michael Bevan, our overseas player. We

         were having our team talk on the outfield from David Byas and I remember the odd Lancashire player in his tracksuit carrying

         a cup of tea onto the field, which gave off a terrible vibe. At that moment I knew we would beat them, and we duly won, only

         to bomb in the semi-finals against Northants.

      


      The following year at Old Trafford the old enemy beat us by one wicket in the Benson & Hedges Cup semis. We seemed to have

         at least one of these humdingers per season and the grounds would be rammed full, creating an electric atmosphere. When we

         met them at Old Trafford again in the NatWest semis that same season – we lost again – they even had to segregate the crowd,

         with 3,000 Yorkshire fans in their own enclosure.

      


      In truth I never felt that, out on the park, there was a particularly special edge to Roses encounters, certainly nothing

         like England–Australia, and the players got on pretty well off the pitch. If there was a bitter rivalry in my time at Yorkshire

         it was with Surrey, particularly during the time when Bingo Byas was skipper, because he absolutely hated them. He viewed

         them as the worst type of arrogant southerners and was not alone in being desperate to beat the boys from the metropolis.

         ‘Just look at the way they walk,’ he once said as they headed for the changing rooms, his voice dripping with venom about

         a team he used to refer to as the ‘Brown Hatters’.

      


      Our near misses continued when we fell in the B&H semis in 1998 to Essex, but we did manage to get to the short-lived B&H

         Super Cup final at Lord’s in 1999, where we were downed by then one-day kings Gloucestershire.

      


      We were a bit of a nearly team in the one-dayers and I was starting to wonder if I was going to be a nearly player. At Yorkshire

         we were desperate to play in a big final at Lord’s but we seemed to have a psychological block whenever we got in sight of

         one. From a personal point of view, I was struggling to put together the kind of headline-grabbing sequence of scores to push

         my case for international recognition. I was aware that I was talked about as someone with unusual potential, but I could

         not translate that into the sort of mentions in the papers that all players look out for when they feel they are close to

         England.

      


      It would be convenient if I could cite some seismic incident that changed my attitude towards cricket and made me become more

         professional, but that would be untrue. It was rather that around the summer of 1998 it gradually dawned on me that, nearly

         five years on from having tackled Wasim at Old Trafford on my debut, the time was coming when I really had to train on. There

         was no great revelation or heart-to-heart that changed things. About the nearest I came to those were when my mum would occasionally

         tell me off on the phone for playing some stupid shot and getting out. I would tell her where to get off but normally realise

         later that she was spot on.

      


      I averaged over 40 for the first time in 1998 and was chosen to captain England A in Zimbabwe and South Africa. While still

         enjoying myself off the pitch, the big nights out were getting less frequent and the physical and mental preparation closer

         to what was required. In short I was maturing, to a degree. We went off to Africa in early 1999 and, with a young Andrew Flintoff

         and Steve Harmison in tow, we beat our Zimbabwe counterparts with me making 131 in the second match. Having won every game

         as skipper, I came back buoyed, resolving to put in the big season that would propel my career forwards.

      


      The summer of 1999 was arguably when English cricket reached its nadir. The staging of the World Cup was by all accounts extremely

         inept and we, the host nation, bowed out in the group section, with Alec Stewart and David Lloyd paying for it with their

         jobs as captain and coach respectively. Then we had a series against a very beatable New Zealand team and, after starting

         well, quickly began to struggle. The whole England set-up was in a state of flux and it was obvious to any aspiring international

         player that there were going to be opportunities.

      


      I had worked this out, and subsequently put undue pressure on myself to make a final thrust towards my goal. As is the case

         with many things in life, wanting something so badly is counter-productive and the closer you get to it, the more it seems

         to slip away. Apart from our match at Chelmsford, where I scored a hundred in each innings, I just could not string together

         a consistent run for Yorkshire, and it was really getting to me as I saw what was now Nasser Hussain’s England team struggling

         against the Kiwis.

      


      What probably did help me, in hindsight, was that I played a few nice one-day innings on the television, which is where Duncan

         Fletcher viewed most of his county cricket. Despite that, I started to get a little neurotic and selfish, blaming the pitches

         and even wondering if I needed to get away from Yorkshire to play on more batting-friendly surfaces. I should have been tougher

         with myself and knuckled down, but I was fretting and looking for excuses. In May I scored those 251 runs against Essex, which

         turned out to be not far off a third of my whole season’s haul. I thought that might be lift-off, but my form began to mirror

         that of England in their concurrent Test series. That summer I was to average only 27.12, and so despite the clamour for change

         in the Test team in the wake of our loss to New Zealand, I had no inkling I would be among the new intake that was being called

         for.

      


      On 30 August, fresh from making 2 and 2 in our Championship match against Nottinghamshire, I was sitting in my flat in Sheffield

         when the phone rang. It was David Graveney telling me that I was going to South Africa with England that winter. I was flabbergasted,

         having at best expected another stint of winter sunshine with the A team, which was about what my recent form deserved.

      


      Instead, I was to be one of several new faces brought in supposedly to reinvigorate England after the disastrous summer the

         team had endured. Nasser and Duncan had met for only a few minutes before being unveiled as the new captain–coach partnership,

         making it one of the most intriguing blind dates you could imagine. And I was going to be part of the new adventure.

      


      While I would have liked to have made it onto the full England scene rather sooner, this was just the right point in my life

         to make the breakthrough. I was about to turn 25, had really started to grow up and, most importantly from a pure cricketing

         point of view, I had experienced a lot. I had been a good boy, a bad boy, experimented with my technique, had some soaring

         highs, a few setbacks, phases of drift and frustration, been away for long periods and seen most of what the game could throw

         at you short of full international cricket. A lot of players are promoted before they are ready and suffer in the long run,

         but for me the timing was perfect.

      


      Delighted and liberated after my call-up, I went out the next day and stroked a free-flowing 153 against Kent at Scarborough.

         Who says it is not a mental game?
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      Duncan Fletcher was a very important figure in my career, but as I got on the plane to Johannesburg I had no idea how much

         I was in his debt even before I had got to know him. Later I found out that, while he had a limited input about selection

         for that squad, his main insistence had been that I be taken to South Africa. I was his personal pick, based on fairly fleeting

         glimpses of my batting, and very much the 17th man.

      


      You will not hear me raising any objections when people talk about his famed eye for a player. In the summer of 1998 I had

         played against Glamorgan and, even though I did not make many, apparently Duncan had seen something he thought he could work

         with. It doubtless helped that for some reason I had always enjoyed a good record against the Welsh county and probably would

         have impressed them. Duncan listened a lot to the likes of Matthew Maynard about county cricketers, and I would have got a

         pretty decent report card. Who cares, Fletcher was obviously a genius! More seriously, I was always struck by how little time

         he needed to size batsmen up and assess whether he could develop them or not.

      


      So it seemed I was hardly a unanimous pick, but as it was I felt very comfortable right from the start, even when we first

         assembled at the airport for the overnight flight. I looked around the other players and they were all guys I was familiar

         with – another advantage of having been round the block in county cricket several times. My mate from Yorkshire Gavin Hamilton,

         who had made quite an impact for Scotland in the World Cup, was among the several other new picks, as was Darren Maddy of

         Leicestershire and Graeme Swann, then of Northants. Later it was an aspect I looked at quite closely – those who seemed to

         be at ease in the new environment and did not have that startled-rabbit look about them because of where they were and the

         company they were in. I felt secure within myself as we flew down to Johannesburg, eagerly anticipating everything that lay

         ahead.

      


      Early on in the tour we netted out at Centurion in Pretoria and Alan Mullally, then one of the more established bowlers, made

         sure he gave me a decent working over. He was relatively brisk in those days and peppered me a bit, possibly under orders,

         and as he tried to dig them in short I began to pull and hook him and give as good as I was getting. Duncan and Nasser hadn’t

         had much chance to examine me before that but apparently liked what they saw.

      


      Our first match was a one-dayer against Nicky Oppenheimer’s XI, the diamond magnate who had his own opulent ground outside

         Johannesburg, and that was where I had my first stroke of luck. Mullally had a niggling injury and I was called up at the

         last minute to bat at number seven. We lost a few early wickets and I ended up making 59 not out, largely in the company of

         Mike Atherton, as we got ourselves to somewhere like respectability. The most significant thing about that match was that

         it was the last time Dean Headley played for England before he limped off with an ankle injury, but for me it seemed to be

         the passport to the number four spot. They had put out quite a strong side, including Pat Symcox and the then firebrand Nantie

         Hayward, and I had played all right.

      


      I suppose it reinforced to me what high-level sport is all about – getting the opportunity and then having the ability to

         take it. I do not know what would have happened if I had not had the unexpected chance that day; I am just very glad I did.

         There is no doubt that luck plays its part, although I tend to be a believer in the cliché that you largely make your own.
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