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When Mark Boucher played his first game of cricket for South Africa, a senior player took him aside and bluntly told him he was the worst wicket-keeper ever to play in the national side. Over a decade later, when Bouch finally retired, with a plethora of records under his belt and to huge acclaim from the public, he took grim satisfaction in relating this piece of history.


 


Through my Eyes is the story of a man with remarkable sporting prowess. Born into a sports-mad family in East London, he excelled in squash, tennis and rugby before choosing cricket as his preferred sport. His extraordinary achievements on the field are well known, but here Bouch candidly reveals the behind-the-scenes stories: of staring down the barrel of defeat and of celebrating victory; of developing strong bonds with team-mates Graeme Smith, Jacques Kallis and others. What emerges is the image of a man whose never-say-die attitude inspires those around him.


 


Bouch’s career was brought to a dramatic end on a cricket pitch in England when the bail of a stump punctured his left eye. But, as he says, ‘I lost sight but gained vision.’ Bouch has rededicated his life to a new cause, that of the environment and particularly the critically endangered rhino.
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Foreword by Johann Rupert


My love for sport is there for all to see. My first love, cricket, as well as golf, rugby – and many others. I am a supporter, a participant and, of course, a sponsor, so it should be no surprise that I have formed close associations and friendships with many great sportsmen over the years. Mark Verdon Boucher is most certainly among the greatest of them.


He began his career as a very young man and I watched him develop as a cricketer and a person over many years. It was from a distance at first, before we came to know each other. Real bonding occurred late one night in the West Indies when I took the blame for being the host of a late-night party!


As he admits with such honesty in this reflection on his life, it can be difficult for young international sportsmen to stay in touch with the real world while they are travelling and living in the largely artificial one that is created for them. Bridging the gap between the worlds and developing interests outside the sports environment is not only important for the individuals, but it also makes them better sportsmen. Almost all the best and most enduring sportsmen are those with the most balanced perspective on life and the most rounded personalities. There are some exceptions, but they simply prove the rule. Mark is so aware of all of this now, and admits that he was not early on his career. Most importantly, he would like to assist and advise other young sportsmen to learn from his own experiences. It is a genuine and generous objective.


Mark throws himself into everything he does with complete commitment. Not only is he willing to learn, but he has the humility to ask questions and the aptitude to absorb information. I believe he may even have a head for business in a couple of years’ time!


I allowed him to ‘steal’ a membership from me to Leopard Creek. It would have been too cruel to give Jacques membership there and not Mark. It would have been a lifetime of torture for him. But the main reason I wanted Mark to be there is because of the intensity with which he plays the game and competes. There is no greater pleasure in the game than beating someone as determined as Mark. And why would I want to deny myself that pleasure?


Johann Rupert


Chairman, Richemont and Remgro
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Foreword by Jacques Kallis


Mark Boucher is my best friend, but that wasn’t always the case. I hadn’t had a great Cape Schools season in 1993, and then Wynberg came up against Selborne. I’d heard a bit about this Boucher kid – then I nicked my first ball to him. As I walked off I heard him saying: ‘Jacques who? Kallis who? Thought this guy could play!’ Then I saw my dad’s car driving away. I thought: ‘And now …?’ I played the rest of the game, but when it finished Pops wasn’t there. I was given the message: ‘Your father said that if you’re going to play a kak shot like that, then you can find your own way home.’ It’s a long walk from Wynberg to Lakeside. I had to find my own way home. It was a decent ball but, as Dad said, you need to make a plan to a decent ball.


The next time I came across Bouch was at the National Academy. We didn’t click – we didn’t spend much time together. He was always out partying. I thought he was an idiot!


The next time was at Newlands when Border played Province. He scored two 50s against us and played really well. I think it was the first time that people started noticing him. I still wasn’t sure about him, but I could see he could play. You couldn’t help admiring his guts against the Western Province pace attack on a green wicket.


Then he came to Pakistan to take over from Dave Richardson and we became roommates. I wasn’t sure what to expect. A day after he arrived I was admitted to hospital for an appendix operation. He couldn’t have been more caring when the guys came to visit. He was the new kid, and he was respectful, but he didn’t hold back in his support. We certainly clicked from then on.


My sister Janine stayed with Mark’s folks when she was posted to East London for her physiotherapy community service after Dad died. She stayed in Bouchy’s room. He wasn’t there, obviously, but he likes to tease me that my sister has slept in his bed. When she had her own place it was just down the road, so she still spent every Thursday evening with Mark’s family. So we both became close to the Boucher family.


We were in Bangalore when Hansie approached us, not that we realised what was happening. We laughed it off as one of Hansie’s jokes. Mark realised the potential seriousness of it later and explained why we had to mention it at the King Commission.


It was a surprise to some people outside the team when he was appointed as Polly’s vice-captain, but it made sense to the players. He was the sort of character people followed and even the senior players respected his opinion. And he has very strong opinions. In 18 years he’s never admitted to me that he was wrong about anything, let alone apologised for it. He will always find a way to be a little bit right! What you see is what you get. He is upfront, straightforward and honest. I enjoy people like that, but there are others who don’t. Of course he overstepped occasionally and pissed people off, but don’t we all? The clever guys learnt to walk away from a discussion with a smile on their faces once they’d proved him wrong – because he would never admit it!


To be a successful coach, captain or leader you have to realise that you can’t treat everybody the same. It takes different things to make different people tick. Mark used to have a ‘one size fits all’ view and approach, but there is no doubt that he learnt to change as his career progressed. He was always honest, but he learnt to be softer as the years went by.


He was incredibly valuable to the bowlers – and he had the most knowledgeable hands in the world. He could tell what sort of mood you were in by the way the ball landed in his hands. He’d catch a couple and then say: ‘OK, what’s wrong?’ He could pick the away-swinger from the in-swinger before we were even in our delivery stride. He’d say: ‘If I can see it, the batsmen certainly will. You’ve got to hide it better.’ We were in awe of those eyes.


He still insists that the fastest spell he ever kept to was bowled by me. I’m pretty sure that’s ‘mate talk’! It was against Sri Lanka in the 1999 World Cup. There’s no doubt I ‘clicked’ that day. I was given the new ball and we bowled them out for 110 defending 199. There were no speed guns in those days and I always tended to hit the keeper’s gloves harder than expected, so maybe he was caught off guard. We were still pretty new to each other back then. Or maybe he was just standing too close. We’ll never know, because once he’s said something he sticks by it. He was still saying it was the fastest spell he kept to after he retired! And I love him for it.


He was so full of energy during the Switzerland camp before the 2012 England tour. He had overcome the desperate disappointment of missing the 2011 World Cup and had been completely reinvigorated and reenergised. I imagined it was like a marathon runner entering the stadium to complete the final lap. He had a smile on his face at every stage; he was happy and at peace with the fact that the tour of England was going to be his final lap. My heart skipped a few beats when I saw him so fit and enthusiastic. I had absolutely no doubt whatsoever that he was going to leave the game as he deserved to, as a champion.


It’s true that I instinctively wanted to accompany him back to Cape Town once we realised the true extent and seriousness of the injury. The tour suddenly didn’t seem so important any more. He was grateful for the gesture but then gave me quite a talking-to about not being stupid. ‘We came here to become world Test champions, and you’re going to make sure we do,’ he said. He then explained that his parents and girlfriend, Carmen, would be able to take care of him.


It’s good to think that you have a friend to turn to, for any reason or at any time, but I never really needed to turn to Mark – because he was already there. He knew when he was needed and there was nothing, literally, he wouldn’t do for a friend. It was a bit awkward when he spoke up for me, after I was left out of the Proteas’ T20 side, and was then fined and given a severe reprimand. I asked him, please, to keep his mouth closed next time. But that would go against his instincts. Sometimes he would urge me to speak my mind, get things off my chest. I would tell him not to be so spontaneous and instinctive, to think about things and calm down before he spoke. Although there are some fairly obvious shared interests, as personalities we are quite different. We enjoyed learning from each other – and there was a lot of laughter.


For some people, a friendship is defined by always having something to talk about. For us, it is about being just as comfortable when there is nothing to talk about. We never got into each other’s space when we roomed together on tour and never felt the need to make small talk.


We have various business interests together, including our wine label – The Innings – but I have a sense there will be a few more once I’ve joined Mark among the ranks of the retired. I hope to accompany him on many more rhino expeditions in the future and to take his money, again, on many more golf courses around the world. In return, I already have a few coaching tasks lined up for him at my Scholarship Foundation.


Thanks for everything, Bouch. It’s been a fantastic journey together, but it’s just the beginning.


Jacques Kallis
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Introduction


There are many historical and statistical accounts of my career, so I see no need to add to them here. It has been said of me that I tell a good story, and there is no doubt I have a few to tell from a 15-year career in international cricket.


My sense of history and of the ‘relevance’ of the cricket that took place during my career is naturally subjective. I have welcomed the opportunity for all of those involved in my career, from a playing, administrative and personal capacity, to have their say in this book. But, for me, it is simply an opportunity to recount some of the stories and events that occurred.


It feels peculiar to write a book about my life at the age of just 36. I have lived a fabulous life, but in many ways I am aware that it is just beginning.


Nothing gives me greater pleasure than having a braai with friends and chatting about the ways of the world and the direction our lives are taking. So pull up a chair, pour yourselves a drink and join me for a chat about who I am, where I came from, and what I have seen and learnt about cricket and life in the last 20 years.


We start from my earliest days as a sports-mad youngster, so it’s longer than 20 years! And we end, of course, with the injury that cost me most of the sight in my left eye and ended my career shortly before I had intended to retire anyway.


Do I have a message? Is there something I would like you to take away from reading this book? No. But if there is some knowledge that we may share, or a lesson or two that may be of interest (usually learnt the hard way by me), then that would be a happy bonus.


I hope you enjoy the read. I’ve certainly enjoyed the journey.


But it is not the end. It is just the beginning


Mark Boucher


October 2013
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Prologue


9 July 2012


The days of trying to make warm-up games competitive were long gone. We were strongly focused on getting what we needed out of the two-day game against Somerset. The bowlers wanted to bowl a certain number of overs and the batsmen wanted an hour or two at the crease.


Taunton is a pretty ground, like many of the smaller venues in England. The town is also a perfect, low-key place to start an important, high-profile tour. It was to be, effectively, the World Championship of Test cricket. After 15 years of touring the world as a professional, I was more ‘ready’ and excited for this tour than any other. I’d made peace with the fact that it was going to be my last series before I retired from international cricket.


The real world could wait a bit longer, though. Instead of making plans for the future, I had thrown myself into training and preparation like never before. Coach Gary Kirsten had given me his complete support and had enough respect to plan my exit strategy with me. I was happier than I had been for several years. This was a tour I was going to experience to the fullest. There had been too many times when I hadn’t appreciated or savoured the moments and memories enough. Not just ‘big’ moments or victories, but just walking out to play Test cricket in front of 20 000 people. Nothing was going to escape me this time.


The game started uneventfully in the morning session, although it was clear that we were a bit rusty. But we reminded ourselves that it was about finding rhythm rather than statistics.


After lunch we were back in the field. The overcast skies darkened a bit more and it started to rain lightly. I had glasses on so I took them off and quickly signalled to the change room that I wanted a helmet. Imran Tahir came on and bowled a googly to one of the tail-enders (Gemaal Hussain) and it went through his defence.


I felt an immediate and immense pain in my eye. I pulled my gloves off and lay on the ground, covering my face. I’ll never forget turning around to see who was there and trying to gauge how serious it was. I saw Jacques out of the corner of my eye – my good eye. I couldn’t tell how he was reacting. He never gives much away …


I tried to open my other eye and I couldn’t; everything was just black. I stood up and felt a bit wobbly. I looked down at my glove, my white inner glove, expecting to see blood. When it came away without any red I tried to figure out what had happened. It didn’t make any sense.


I saw some clear mucus on the glove, but I couldn’t work out where it came from. I couldn’t see anything out of the eye. The first sense of panic started, but it was from the fear of the unknown. When you are injured the first things you want to know are diagnosis and prognosis. I wanted our physiotherapist Brandon Jackson or Doc Moose (Dr Mohammed Moosajee) to run out and say, ‘It’s a cut, you’ll need stitches, but you’ll be OK.’


Something serious had happened, and I was scared and confused. My world was shrinking – I could only see half of it. AB de Villiers was fielding at cover and he came rushing over to help. When he looked at me his face changed dramatically and he turned away with an instinctive ‘oooh’. It was my first confirmation that something was badly wrong. Many weeks later, AB told me he thought he had seen a black pupil running down my cheek. I didn’t know about that at the time. Fortunately.


Brandon ran onto the field and, putting my arm around his shoulder, started helping me off. I was walking fine although I was beginning to shut down mentally. The shock was setting in. Suddenly it was like my legs had been cut off and I’d been shot by a sniper at the same time. I could feel nothing below my waist, let alone in my feet. I dropped to the ground like a brick.


I was carried off. They took me upstairs, removed my pads and put shoes on me. My eyes were closed the whole time. They put me into a wheelchair and took me to the hospital. I still didn’t open my eyes. I was too scared and didn’t know what to expect. I was in bad shock. I didn’t want to think – or couldn’t.


In the last few moments before I left the ground, I’d heard a couple of people in the crowd say ‘Hope you get well soon, Mark.’ It didn’t sink in straightaway, but, as I lay on my back, in the hours before the surgery, I knew it was all over. There had been something in the tone of those voices. It was done. I knew there were major issues ahead. Although I clung to an outside hope that it might not be as bad as I feared, I knew deep down that it was finished – the tour, at the very least. But if the tour was over, what else was there? My dream for the coming six months had been to finish international cricket on my terms and then to make a contribution for the Cape Cobras. Everything was over. I didn’t know for sure, but I knew.


Jacques Kallis


He always had either glasses or a helmet on – sometimes both – when keeping to the spinners. But it was overcast and the game was drifting. It was a meaningless game anyway.


When he went down I thought: ‘Jeez, Bouch, I know it’s a warm-up game and you want to get off the field, but get up now; it’s been long enough.’ But he stayed down longer than normal and I knew that there was something wrong. He took his hand off his face to check for blood, but there was just some white stuff on it, and something black. I knew it was trouble. I turned away and thought I might faint. I’m very weak like that. I walked away and tried to breathe. When I saw him collapse a second time I knew it was extremely serious.


I was not out at the end of the day, but I told Gary I wouldn’t be playing the second day of the game. I spent as much time at the hospital as I could that night and then spent the following day with him.


I arrived at the hospital and was given a sedative. I was numb with shock and fear. Bizarrely, the doctor, Jonathan Rossiter, turned out to be from East London. He was calm, reassuring and professional. If only we hadn’t been chatting in those circumstances.


He explained that it was a serious situation. ‘We are going to operate,’ he said, ‘but we can’t do it yet because you have just had lunch, so we need six hours for that to settle. We are going to go in and see what we can do.’ Then he said: ‘You must understand it is very serious. I have to be honest with you … I don’t think you are ever going to see out of the eye again.’


It was almost a relief to hear the words. All those fears were present in my thoughts. To hear them confirmed was a weight off my mind. I signed the papers I needed to sign and he said they would fix me up as best they could and send me back to Cape Town to see what the specialists there would say.


When he left, I was truly on my own for the first time, and I was broken. I was crying. For the first half an hour I didn’t know what to think; it was like I was staring at myself through tunnel vision. Where do I go from here? Everything I had known in my adult life was gone.


Doc Moosajee was outside going through the logistics and signing a mass of forms for me, as I couldn’t do it. It helped a lot that he was there, but it didn’t change the feeling of helplessness. Wayne Bentley and Riaan Müller were outside, too. They are great men – real unsung, backroom heroes. But there was nothing they could do for me.


I lay very still for around half an hour, eyes still closed but with tears pouring down my cheeks. This cannot be happening to me, I thought. Yes, it can. It has happened. How would it affect my life? Mountain biking … would that still be possible? Would it be dangerous? Golf is another burning passion of mine. Would I be any good? Would I be able to hit the ball? Bugger that. What about driving? Would I need a driver? I’ve lost an eye. But I still have another one. Other people have lost eyes and they cope. My body was still but my mind was flying – so many thoughts and questions. If I felt any self-pity in the time between the ball hitting my eye and the publication of this book, it came during that half-hour.


About an hour later, all the long chats and endless hours of listening to explorer Mike Horn in the Swiss Alps the previous week came back to me. I genuinely believed that ‘fate’ had been involved; I'd always been the last one to leave the room each night, and I had tapped Mike for as much of his experiences of adversity, pain and the ‘ultimate’ challenge as I could. In retrospect, it felt very much as though I had been preparing myself for this ordeal by seeking out and absorbing ways to deal with pain and confusion.


The strength from those memories came at once. It wasn’t just the loneliness that disappeared, but also the fear. His description of how he stared death in the face without blinking was a reminder that I wasn’t dying and that I would recover and cope, even if it was with one eye.


I was facing a huge challenge – no doubt about that. I kept thinking about a story Mike had told about snakes. Maybe it’s because of my fear of snakes. He had lain on the floor of the Amazon jungle for three days, unable to move and thinking he was going to die from a snakebite. I was lying in a comfortable hospital bed, a very long way from death – albeit with only one eye.


I also kept thinking about a letter that Bertha Cronje received after Hansie died. Whenever you think you’re in a bad situation, when things can’t seem to get worse, there is always, always someone in a far worse position.


I started to feel determined and surprisingly calm. My resolve felt strong; I was going to get through the next hour or two – the operation – then the night, the next day … I would take it step by step but I would get through it, and I certainly wasn’t going to complain or feel sorry for myself. I knew it was going to be painful, but the process of healing had already started and I hadn’t even gone into the operating theatre.


When I look back, the speed with which I recovered emotionally and regained my composure was amazing. I had changed as a person during the Switzerland trip, grown up a little bit more. I was at a point of my life where I was contemplating the next stage and was therefore paying more attention to things outside cricket, but I was also pretty convinced that some element of this whole ordeal was preordained. I refused to let myself get down, although there were many depressing days to come.


I was wheeled in for the operation. It was just to stitch me up as best they could and to stop the bleeding. I was heavily sedated afterwards but I was able to talk to Jacques, Graeme and AB. Apparently the rest of the side were outside as well, but I wasn’t aware of it at the time. The guys were cracking jokes about me abusing the nurses. I knew then that I was going back to Cape Town.


Dr Jonathan Rossiter


I remember the day quite vividly. Taunton is normally a sleepy county town and our eye department does not see much ocular trauma. As a keen follower of international Test cricket, I was well aware that South Africa was playing Somerset, prior to the Test series with England. Mark Boucher, of course, still holds the record for the most Test dismissals by a wicket-keeper, and was due to complete his 150th Test.


I was contacted by my colleague, who simply said to me: ‘Jon, I have got a really nasty eye injury for you; it’s Mark Boucher.’ I was dumbstruck. On arrival on the ward I recall meeting the team manager, Dr Mohammed Moosajee. He was a medical practitioner, and, interestingly, was previously the team doctor. He is an impressive character and was extremely supportive of Mark.


My first meeting with Mark was in the examination room. He was wearing a protective shield over his injured left eye. He was very quiet and obviously in a deep state of shock. I was quite starstruck meeting him, actually, but had to remember to be very professional. My first thought was how I wished I could have met him in different circumstances. I examined the eye, after removing the protective shield, and could tell ­immediately that, unfortunately, this was a career-ending injury. The eye was obviously severely traumatised.


I covered the eye back up and explained to Mark that the eye was very seriously injured. I emphasised that it was very difficult to predict what, if any, sight he would get back in this eye. I recall Mark’s response quite clearly. He stared me in the eye with his good eye and said: ‘Doc, I want to see out of this eye again.’ I explained that I would do my best, but that the aim of the operation was simply to restore the integrity of the eye and to lower the risk of serious infection. Clearly, Mark was going to require further surgery in the coming months.


I changed into my theatre clothes. While waiting for Mark to be anaesthetised I browsed the BBC website. One of the main headlines was of course Mark’s injury and his imminent emergency surgery. It was quite surreal, knowing that I was going to be the person doing the surgery!


I remember looking at Mark on the operating table, just ­prior to preparing him for surgery. The normal elevation of the eyelid from the eye was gone. He had evidently lost a significant amount of the eye contents. After preparation, I carefully inspected the extent of the injury. It was much worse than I feared. Clearly the entire iris and lens were absent. Much of the anterior segment was filled with haemorrhage. There was a significant corneal/scleral rupture, extending near half of the length of the eye on the medial side (the side closest to the nose). The rupture extended backwards, and I had to disinsert the medial rectus eye muscle in order to see the full extent of the rupture. There was prolapse of the ­vitreous gel through the rupture and, as a result, I suspected that the retina, which was not visible, must have been damaged. I would say that that this was the worst ocular trauma case that I have had to deal with.


I then began the meticulous process of suturing the rupture. This was an extremely delicate and quite difficult procedure. I had expected the operation to take perhaps 90 minutes when I first assessed Mark, but in fact it took four and a half hours. I had to reinsert the medial rectus eye muscle at the end. I was aware that my sutures were quite tight and causing some corneal distortion. There was no alternative. At the end of the procedure I was quite pleased with the result.


I returned to the ward to let Dr Moosajee know how the procedure had gone. I was immediately struck by the fact that the whole of the South African cricket team and coaching staff were on the ward to offer Mark their support. This speaks volumes of Mark as a man. Again, I was a little starstruck seeing the likes of Jacques Kallis, Graeme Smith and their colleagues on the ward. They were all extremely concerned for Mark.


The next morning, Mark was still quiet and in shock. Before removing the protective eye shield and pad, I was very careful to warn Mark that he might not see anything out of the eye. I had suspected that the retina had been injured and that it could even have become detached. I then projected light into the eye and was astounded to find that Mark could clearly see it – not only that, but he could very accurately locate the light when I shone it into different parts of the visual field. This was a very positive finding, and meant that the retina was still in place. However, I have seen enough ocular trauma to know that, with this type of injury, there is a real risk of the retina going on to detach due to vitreous gel incarceration to the wound. I explained to Mark and Mohammed that, without doubt, Mark was going to require further surgery. Clearly it was in Mark’s best interest to have this nearer home and with the support of loved ones. We agreed that it would be wise for him to be transferred back to Cape Town.


I have watched the video of the incident on many occasions. I am still astounded that such a severe injury occurred. Clearly this was a freak accident, a one in a million. If you had asked me whether such an injury was possible, I would have said ‘No’. One can only surmise that the bail was accelerated into the eye by the ball and that it must have struck the eye in an oblique fashion, causing the eye to rupture. I can’t remember who told me, but I understand that Mark had left his helmet off during a rain delay and was going to retrieve it at the end of the over. This is a terrible irony.


Once I got back to my hotel room in Taunton I was hit by another sledgehammer of reality. Jacques, Paddy and Graeme packed my kit and personal things, trying not to make a complete mess of it. They desperately wanted to do and say the right things. They said: ‘You’re in a bad way; what do you think about making the big decision immediately, put an end to the speculation before it even begins?’ They asked me what I wanted to do and never put me under any pressure. It was clearly my decision. They asked me what I would like them to do and say. Even though it was obvious, it was largely down to them that I was able to make the decision to retire. When your best mates look you in the eye (literally, in my case) and say, ‘You’re never going to play cricket again,’ you tend to take their word for it.


I said: ‘Yes, it’s the right time.’ We were all quite calm as we drew up a press release, but when they left I broke down again, sat on the bed and just cried. It was the sight of all my kit and the Proteas badge, knowing I would never wear it again. It was also the realisation that, as soon as they walked out of the room, they were going to make the announcement. That was it. Not even an outside chance of making a comeback sometime in the future.


It wasn’t the way I wanted to finish. So much passion, energy and determination had gone into playing this one final series. I wanted to be a part of something special, something to remember for the rest of my life. I was convinced we would win the series and become the best Test team in the world. Absolutely certain. And I was equally certain that I was in the right frame of mind and body to do myself justice and to make a contribution. But that wasn’t going to happen. The tears didn’t help, but I couldn’t stop them. I didn’t even try.


I never lived or played for statistics. A lot of players say that but have more of an interest than they will admit. But so much had been said and written about the fact that the Lord’s Test (16-20 August) would have been my 150th, and I was excited about that. Mind you, I was the first person to remind the media, friends and team-mates that you never take anything for granted in this game. I could have broken a finger in the first Test and finished with 148 caps. But that wasn’t what was upsetting me. It was purely the fact that I was no longer, and would never again be, a part of the family, the brotherhood of Test cricket.


Jacques returned a little later by himself. He said that there were bigger and more important things in life than cricket, and that, because I was his best mate, he didn’t want me to go through this ordeal alone. He said it was bad enough that it had happened anyway, but completely wrong that I should be leaving on my own. I wasn’t immediately sure of what he was saying, but then I realised he was talking about leaving the tour as well and coming back to Cape Town. I would have been shocked – but I was already in shock.


I explained that I wasn’t going to be alone and that there would be plenty of time – many, many years hopefully – when we could chat about this over a beer at our leisure. I told him it would be a waste of time for him to come back now anyway because I was mostly going to be in bed asleep. I planned to give my body as much time as possible to recover, and that required rest and relaxation. Besides, my mother and father had already made arrangements to move to Cape Town for my recovery period and my girlfriend, Carmen, would be around to look after me. It was kind of him, but I explained that there were people better qualified than him to look after me!


All of that was important, of course, but it wasn’t the main issue. The most important thing I could think of was Jacques playing his best cricket and helping to make all my dreams come true. I asked him to go out there and play for the team, play for both of us, and make sure we got to number one. I said that the best thing he could give me as a friend would be the pleasure of watching him play at his best while I got myself sorted out. I left the decision to him, of course. The last thing you want to do with Jacques is tell him what to do. He’ll do the opposite. Maybe I’m a bit like that, too. I said: ‘I can’t change your mind or make the decision for you, but I would prefer it if you stayed here and got the job done rather than be hanging around in Cape Town with me, doing bugger all.’


I cannot say enough good words about Doc Moosajee. I will never forget the way he treated me and conducted himself. Honesty was so important during the initial trauma, and he was the rock of certainty around which I built my recovery. He supported me at every stage and was in contact with my family and girlfriend the whole time.


I saw an old friend, Ian Smith, at Heathrow Airport before the flight back to Cape Town. My injury had been all over the media and, amusingly in a way, it was still a feature on the Sky Sports news channel while I was in the business-class lounge. People were staring and pointing. I had grown used to that over the years, but this was different. They weren’t asking for autographs this time. It was more … I’m not sure. Pity? Curiosity? Sympathy? I was still partially sedated, but Ian came over and gave me his very bests. He looked at me straight – I was already beginning to feel conscious of how people avoided my gaze – and said ‘Vasbyt, bud. You’ll get through this.’ I’m not sure how I responded. But it was good to see him there.


I was heavily sedated on the flight to Cape Town, but Doc looked after me every minute of the way. Every hour or two – I’m not sure how often – he needed to wake me up for injections and pills to ease the swelling. The flight passed quickly for me because I was so drugged up.


What a way to go.









Chapter 1


Early years


I was a feisty little character at school, especially on the squash court. My dad often used to come and watch me play on match days and I must admit there were times when I lost my temper and my racquet paid the ultimate price. It wasn’t difficult to break a racquet because they were all wooden in those days.


One day, during an important league match, I broke my racquet against the wall after losing a contentious point. I tried to avoid my father’s gaze but I could feel it burning down on me. I was very fortunate to have a sponsor, even in those early days, so at least he wouldn’t have to buy me another one. It was a very quiet drive home that night. I’m sure he took a longer route than normal. He hardly said a word. It would have been easier if he had yelled and told me what he thought of me and my behaviour.


When we got home he took every single one of my racquets, old and new, and locked them away in a cupboard. The following day, when I wanted to go and practise, he said: ‘No. You will never play squash again until you learn to control your temper.’


That lasted about ten days. Perhaps it was less, but it felt like months. I was convinced that he would back down and let me carry on playing. Then, one day, I realised he was deadly serious. It was a shock. Another couple of days passed while I worked on my strategy. There was no strategy. Eventually I broke down and begged him, tearfully, to let me have my racquets back. I told him I had learnt my lesson.


We discussed what had happened and he explained to me that sport was about performing to the best of your ability and that you can only do that consistently by maintaining discipline and keeping your emotions, particularly anger, under control. He explained that there was nothing wrong with anger, it was a natural part of competition, but that I needed to learn what to do with it.


It was a life lesson I never forgot, and it came back to me at a number of crucial times in my cricket career. Whenever I felt my temper beginning to fray, I would say to myself: ‘Get a grip, Bouch; just now you’ll get your squash racquets locked away.’ Having no experience of parenting I can’t say what works and what doesn’t, but, from my experience of being a kid, I could take a belt to the backside or a good yelling, but taking away the things I loved most – that really hurt.


Many of my fondest sporting memories from childhood are centred on the squash court. Squash was the first sport at which I made a sustained impression, although my very first game of cricket, for Selborne Primary in East London, raised a few eyebrows. It was the great Eastern Cape rivalry: Selborne against Dale Primary. I was an opening bowler and I took 8-7 as we bowled them out for 19. It was a promising start to a career that didn’t last long. The reason, I believe, was wine gums.


Every time we took a wicket our teacher, who was actually the standing umpire, gave us a wine gum. I reckon I had the whole packet in that first innings. That’s how dogs are trained these days – do something good, get a reward – and it worked for me. I reckon that as soon as I realised you didn’t always get given wine gums for taking wickets I lost interest in bowling.


But the story doesn’t end there. I top-scored in the run chase with 7, but we still lost. We couldn’t chase down 19 runs. I remember that game as clearly as some international matches. I wasn’t sure just how embarrassing it was to lose a match needing 20 to win, but I had a fair idea that our teacher was expecting something a bit better from us, having shelled out the wine gums. I thought about that game almost 30 years later when Australia were 21-9 in a Test match at Newlands. I thought: ‘It would have been good enough for Selborne Primary.’


My mates from school still tease me about my obsession with sport and the way I’d do anything to hit, kick or throw a ball. It was all I really wanted to do. I even joined the Scholar Patrol purely on the basis that they let you leave school 20 minutes early in order to prepare. I did prepare – for sport.


I wasn’t academic. I wasn’t the worst by any means, but the classroom wasn’t my strength. I was on the sports field playing cricket every minute I can remember, with a dustbin for wickets and batting whenever I could. And I was never, ever out – I always had an excuse to carry on batting. I used to say that the guy had bowled a no ball, or he’d bowled from the side and I wasn’t ready. The other boys used to get quite cross with me for never being out and never letting anyone else have a turn. ‘Let someone else have a go, Boucher!’ was something I heard a lot. If I had to give the bat to somebody else, then I’d insist on bowling. If I couldn’t do that, then I’d stand behind the dustbin and be the wicket-keeper. Looking back, I can see that I was probably always heading in the direction of wicket-keeping. Not only did I enjoy it, even behind a bin with no gloves, but also I just couldn’t stand in the outfield and relax; I was always too impatient and fidgety. I needed to be involved all the time; I craved the action. There’s probably a medical term for it, but this craving served me well in later life.


My squash career was important for me on several levels. I loved the competition and the fact that I was competitive from an early age. But squash also taught me many valuable lessons about what drives us, what makes us want to win, and the differences in individual personalities.


I was always touring somewhere – not just school matches but inter-provincial tournaments and even overseas competitions. When I was seven, I went on my first tour, to Cape Town, for the inter-provincial tournament. I did really well, especially for a little guy playing in the under-12s.


I was always the youngest member of a team, often by many years, so I had to hide my doubts and insecurities. People would say, ‘Doesn’t he cope well?’, but I was often nervous and even a bit scared inside. But I was selected on merit and the pride of that made me hide my fears.


By the time I was 15 I regarded myself as a ‘veteran’ of the touring life. Having played with, and against, men for many years, I guess I’d already started to develop a bit of a thick skin. One of the highlights of this period was being selected for an under-19 tour to Europe. We went to Germany, Switzerland, Sweden, Denmark and England and we played relentlessly. It was the first time I had seen other cultures and experienced a different way of life. It was also the first time I had been removed from my familiar comforts for such a long time – the tour lasted about six weeks – and it provided me with many lessons about ‘survival’ on the road.


I played in the world under-19 boys’ tournaments and took a small amount of consolation from the fact that I was knocked out by the guy who won the title. But it wasn’t much consolation at the time. He was an English boy, and he beat me 3-1. He was three years older than me, and that wasn’t any consolation either! I was like one of those little dogs with a big-dog complex. As far as I was concerned, we were all equal once we stepped on the court. The most valuable lesson I learnt was the amount of dedication required to succeed at the highest level. For the first time I saw men training until the point of exhaustion. At least, it looked like exhaustion to me. They would have a drink, rest for five minutes, and then go again. It was something I often tried to emulate. When you think you can’t do any more, that’s when you learn the most. Do another few minutes. It’ll be worth it.


Heather Boucher


Mark was raised among avid sportsmen and -women; his family were all involved in rugby, golf, cricket, squash and/or tennis. Even his grandparents were regular bowlers. Many hours of his childhood were spent at the club on the fields, playing some kind of sport with the other children. There was no option for my children; we were constantly involved in sport – playing it, enjoying it, having post-mortem discussions that verged on arguments, competing against each other, supporting each other, winning together, losing together, feeling the emotions together, disappointments, victories. Sport was our lives, and all of my children participated out of choice – their own choice. It was only when Mark went to high school that we made him choose three sports, insisting that one of them had to be a team sport. He would not have been able to pay attention to his schoolwork if he'd continued to play the seven or eight sports he had played in primary school.


When Mark was three, I remember one evening he came home with his father after rugby practice. His uncle, Peter Saffy (a rugby club selector), had spent three hours teaching Mark how to throw the rugby ball while diving and then to fall on his belly. Mark thought it was so great and demonstrated to us in the lounge, throwing the ball and landing flat on his stomach on the carpet. I was horrified, but he thought it was funny, and that he was so good! I guess that was where his tough and rough training started. Many years later, when Mark was in Standard 9, Peter Saffy said to me one night at a family braai that he had watched Mark playing cricket and predicted that he was going to be one of the best cricket players in the world one day – emphasising ‘not only in South Africa, he’s going to be world class!’ We just laughed, never dreaming what truth lay in those words.


Mark was always a high achiever. Midway through high school I became worried that he wasn’t spending enough time studying, but he was still achieving reasonably good results. I contacted his teacher and asked him why it was that Mark’s sister Mandy spent hours behind closed doors with her books, but Mark spent, at the most, half an hour before any exam. The teacher explained that Mark had a very high concentration level, and was able to listen and absorb what was being said in the classroom and didn’t need to study as hard – hence his fair to good achievements at the end of each year. That level of concentration later proved very valuable in his squash games and in his cricket.


I believe that Mark’s grandparents were also instrumental in developing his talent. From as young as two he used to stay with them while we, his parents, were at work. They were very sporty people and used to throw a tennis ball to him and Mandy all day long. They had little tennis raquets and would hit the ball back and forth for hours. This later progressed to hitting against the garage wall and then became a competition to see who could continue the marathon without missing the ball. I’m sure it was an excellent development base for ball skills, patience, endurance and competitiveness – and for building big-match temperament!


Early morning


School days would often start at 4:00 am, with Dad driving me to the squash courts at Hamilton Sports Club in East London. We had to drive because we lived a little way out of town. I would start with court sprints to warm up – short, sharp take-offs concentrating on acceleration and leg strength. Then I would hit balls and go through all my rally routines, hoping someone would turn up for a game.


After a couple of hours of that, followed by a shower, I’d walk to Selborne College, which was close by. I endured the entire school day waiting to get back to my sports schedule. School really got in the way. As soon as classes were finished, I would head to the tennis courts for practice and a couple of games. From there I would move on to the Old Selbornian Club, where we had squash training. After that I returned to school for rugby or cricket practice, depending on the season.


Team sports were followed by cross-country or athletics, and then I went to the pool for an hour of training with the swimming team. By then it was dark, or getting dark, and it was time to walk back to Hamilton to play my league squash match. Then it was time to go home. If I’d won my match, we would stop for a hot dog at a place called Eskimo Hut. The hot dog was often my supper, because there wasn’t enough time to have a proper meal at home. I still needed to do homework for an hour, which was about as long as I could keep my eyes open. Then I’d go to bed. Or just fall asleep on my books.


I’m aware of the ‘driven parent’ phenomenon, as Andre Agassi describes in his autobiography, Open. But it couldn’t have been more different in my case. I never, ever felt pushed. I loved it, every minute of it. If I had chosen, or asked, to give up something, it wouldn’t have been a problem. The only thing Dad insisted on was that if I committed to something I did it properly – and behaved properly. Mom did worry that my academic work was taking second place, and she was right. But – and this is very important – I did what I had to do, and I took it seriously. And so did Dad.


I recall my parents talking about my schedule. They may even have argued about it. Mom said I was smart and that schoolwork should be encouraged. Dad said: ‘Just look at him. Can’t you see our son isn’t going to be an academic? He’s got sport in his blood. If he doesn’t play it for a living then he’ll be involved in sport somehow. That’s just him.’


The message reached home with Dad, though. He had always been strict, but after that he never let me miss any schoolwork. If I’d fallen asleep before my hour was up the night before, he’d wake me up even earlier than 4:00 am so I could catch up on my ‘book time’. He knew I’d just go straight back to sleep if I tried to work in bed, so he used to get me up at 3:30, or whatever, make me some tea or hot chocolate, and move me to the lounge. It wasn’t ideal for studying, but I made myself do it for the reward – not for the grades, but the chance to carry on playing as much sport as I wanted.


Dad pushed hard with my homework, but he pushed me harder with my sport, with one crucial difference: I didn’t have a choice with the books. I loved him pushing me and challenging me to be the best I could at whatever sport I was playing at the time. He loved watching me play, and always wanted me to be the best I could be, but squash was his favourite. I admired him hugely, not just as my father but also as a sportsman in his own right. Rugby and gymnastics were his main events, with a bit of social cricket in the summer. He had been a national gymnast and played rugby for Border. When he talked, I listened.


My parents made some sacrifices in those early years to keep me competitive. It was one thing being selected to play in the inter-­provincials or national trials, but you still had to pay to get there. I travelled by train whenever possible, but places like Cape Town required an expensive flight.


When I was nine I was ranked sixth in South Africa at under-12 level. That made my parents very proud, especially Dad. I don’t think he ever considered the financial perspective of professional sport, certainly not at junior level.


I reached number 1 in the under-12s, and I kept that ranking at under-14 and under-16 level. I was number 2 in the under-19 category when I was 18. I was determined to win the division the following year, but I broke my arm not too long before the inter-provincials and struggled throughout the tournament. I probably shouldn’t have played. The doctor said I shouldn’t, but I could hit the ball and there was nothing wrong with my legs, so I couldn’t see why not. I had a couple of pins holding the fracture together, so he was mainly worried about the effect of a heavy collision.


I played a guy called Alain Nestel in the final, and it went to a fifth and deciding game, just as the semifinal had against Greg LeMood, who was one of the best in the country. I beat him through sheer determination, but it left me pretty tired. I hadn’t told anyone about the injury because I didn’t want any opponent to know that I was in pain. Besides, my arm was starting to feel really sore. Maybe I was denying it as much to myself as I was to everyone else. I’d lost a lot of power by the time of the final and wasn’t hitting the ball as hard as I could.


I pushed myself harder than ever, driving myself to keep making the effort. It was what I called ‘self-talk’. I didn’t need anyone else to push me. It had been a long semi in the morning and the final was that afternoon. I was buggered but I just kept thinking back to all the 4:00 am starts, the cold mornings doing court sprints in the dark without anyone else around. Running, up and down, cold sweat pouring down my face. I wasn’t going to give up without a fight.


The match was tense and it resulted in Nestel pushing me around quite a bit and becoming overly physical – and shouting at the referee. Dad didn’t enjoy his behaviour and he shouted at me to respond. I felt I could wear Nestel down. Every time I felt exhausted, I looked at him and could see the same. Maybe more. I reminded myself that he would be feeling at least as tired as me. I bet he didn’t do hours of early morning training.


I hung in there for the first couple of games, but I had to change tactics. I couldn’t trade big power rallies with him, so I just tried to run him off his feet. It almost worked. He beat me 9-7 in the final game to win the tournament. It was a bitter pill to swallow because I’d trained hard and I wasn’t sure how much longer my squash career would carry on. I was determined to finish the age-group era as number 1, as I had been all along. There was nothing wrong with my aerobic fitness, but every time I tried to hit the ball hard I felt the ‘bite’ followed by the numbing pain.


What made it worse was that it was all my fault. It took me years before I had the courage to tell Dad about how I broke my arm. I told him I had landed badly while taking a diving catch at fielding practice. Thank goodness the X-ray and the doctor’s opinion confirmed that as a likely scenario. Apparently a bit of weak bone on the elbow had chipped off – just the sort of thing that could have happened after landing on hard ground. And I did land on hard ground. At my friend’s house. I was doing an impression of Axl Rose from Guns N’ Roses and jumped off the roof of his house, unaware that there was a washing line below. I broke my arm on the pole. I think I was about 25 by the time the truth came out. That was when I knew I was strong enough to hold my own with Dad – or at least quick enough to run away.


After the game I decided I didn’t want to play league squash any more. Dad decided that I needed to tread my own path from then on and asked the excellent Graham Beebe to take over as my coach.


Skill vs strength


By this time, I was pretty entrenched in my self-talk routines and habits, but that didn’t stop Graham pushing me as hard as he could. I think he wanted to hear me say ‘enough’. He also trained Craig van der Wath, who was South Africa’s number 1 squash player for many years. Graham was hard on me, but he also knew that I was hard on myself, so he didn’t need to go over the top.


Seeing as we didn’t need to work too hard on my fitness, we concentrated on skills. I had the shot-making ability but not necessarily the trickery of other players, so we had to work on tactics and other ways to be smart on the court. I worked hard at recognising my opponent’s game plan as quickly as possible and then thinking quickly of the best way to disrupt his plans and rhythm. Sometimes I would play into his hands for a few points to let him relax and think I didn’t know what was going on. Then I would try to change things as quickly as possible to catch him cold.


If my opponent was hitting the ball hard, I would take the pace off it and play drop shots and lobs, and if he was playing slowly I would speed the game up. It was always my aim not to be ‘labelled’ as a certain sort of player. I didn’t want my opponents to think of me as a player with strengths and weaknesses. Strange as it may sound, playing squash helped me a lot in later years when it came to ‘reading’ a batsman or bowler.


The skills routines were relentless, but I didn’t mind. I would do them for hours. How many times could I hit the red line on a backhand? I used to draw a little circle on the wall and hit a hundred serves to see how many I could land in the circle. I would see how many times I could boast, run, retrieve and lob – then hit down the wall and boast again. It wasn’t bad for fitness, either! How many? I can’t recall … about 30 or 40. But I was only a little guy at school, so it didn’t take much for me to get around the squash court.


Mandy Carr (sister)


We all played together in the backyard as children. My ­sister Che and I had many a cricket session where we would humour Mark, while he used us to perfect his aim and accuracy for bowling and batting. At times, I think we were the ‘dustbin’ he aimed at. We also had tennis and squash competitions against the garage wall and used to block up the drainpipe with balls of all sizes. We never had coaches; we were very old school and would practise, practise, practise!


During our squash era, Mark and I went on many South African camps and inter-provincial competitions together, and our mom would sometimes join us as manageress. So it was always a family affair. I clearly remember one inter-provincial when Mark won the tournament using a Super C wooden racquet and was interviewed by Derek Watts. Mark was so little and had such big knees, with stick-like legs. I thought he would need some help to answer the big man’s questions! Little did I know that he would end up being interviewed and in the spotlight for many years and would be just fine.


I also recall us going to Queenstown for a tennis tournament. On the way back Mark got carsick and vomited all over my feet. I asked him if he was OK and he said yes, but, minutes later, was sick again. I will never forget this because it was so typical of Mark never complaining, even if he wasn’t OK. When the eye accident happened, I knew he would be fine eventually. He has always had the ability to persevere during a tough time and come out stronger.


His words to me when we trained for squash together were: ‘Don’t listen to your body when you are tired; listen to your mind. Your mind is stronger than your body.’


My father


My father and I have an unusual but very strong relationship. He was strict with me, but I always felt he had a good understanding of where the line needed to be drawn. He would let me go right up to the line, the tipping point, and then he would act. Like most boys, I always wanted to see if I could push the boundaries, and he would let me know in no uncertain terms that I could not! The greatest debt of gratitude I owe him is that he knew I was going to be a sportsman and he encouraged that. He was a sportsman himself. He didn’t see the point in wasting times ‘exploring options’. It was that obvious that sport would be my career.


He was hard, and I knew that. Harder than the average father. He had been a physical training instructor in the army. He used to really go to town on a couple of guys there, even those ranked higher than him. One of his friends told me a story about how he would ask the cooks for a meal ‘after hours’ because he was hungry and needed food. Once or twice they refused, but they paid for it the next day on the drill ground! So they respected him and used to open up whenever he was hungry. I could just see my dad doing that! That story always makes me smile.


Once he realised that I could earn my own living and that I wasn’t going to be dependent on him any more, he softened up like you can’t believe. I think I went from boy to man in about ten minutes for Dad.


His father, my grandfather, was exactly the same with Dad, but I never saw that because he had already mellowed by the time I came along. Again, I heard stories about my grandfather, but, unlike with Dad, I could never imagine him being so hard on his son. He had five sons and two daughters, and all five boys talked for years about how they lived in fear of him. Half a dozen Boucher men … you would need a lot of discipline to keep that situation under control.


My father told me a story about how he got into a fight at his school, George Randell High in East London. A boy had hit him from behind and my father had tried to fight back, but two other boys had jumped on him while he was down. He arrived home with a split lip and covered in bruises. My grandfather asked him what had happened and Dad said he had no chance but to fight back. So my grandfather phoned the parents of the boy who had hit him from behind and told them: ‘Your son is meeting my son at the back of George Randell, now! We will have a fair fight.’ The boy arrived with his father and, sure enough, my dad gave the boy a proper klap. When they got home my dad was probably feeling quite proud of himself. And my grandfather gave him the hiding of his life. He said: ‘I have told you before, don’t fight at school! I understand that you were hit from behind, so you needed a fair fight to sort your own little battle out, but I have told you before – you don’t fight at school.’ Those were the older days – times have changed now. But that is how he was brought up, and it did me no harm. I benefited from having a disciplinarian for a father.









Chapter 2


Academy days


After matric I was contemplating whether to go to Kingswood College in Grahamstown to do a bridging year, when I was unexpectedly offered the opportunity to go to either the cricket academy at the University of Port Elizabeth (now the Nelson Mandela Metropolitan University) or the Kepler Wessels Cricket Academy. As usual, there was a divergence of parental opinion, with Mum opting for the Kingswood option to give me a better education and Dad suggesting that it was a golden opportunity to play cricket – and study a bit.


We opted for the UPE Cricket Academy. Academically it was not a challenge – even for me. We really had only two subjects, and for the first two weeks of the term I didn’t even know where to find one of them. Every time I looked for the lecture room for Human Movement Science I ended up walking straight past it. My knowledge of Afrikaans had never really progressed much beyond the level of communication about fielding positions and batsmen’s weaknesses, so the sign on the door that read ‘Menslikebewegingskunde’ was never likely to grab my attention. I asked loads of people where the lecture room was, and they all told me the same thing. And there I stood, time and time again, looking at the same sign, which I couldn’t come close to pronouncing, never mind understanding.


In fairness, I was a bit ‘lost’ from day one. I had no idea where to go to register. You would have thought I could just ‘follow the crowd’, but it didn’t work for me. I didn’t have a clue. You were supposed to do a minimum of four subjects but everything was in Afrikaans, which was confusing. My heart just wasn’t in it. I don’t want to be disrespectful, but I was there to play cricket and squash, not to find my way around a campus.


My cricket, fortunately, was progressing well, and I was involved in South Africa under-19 tours, although these were not much indication of the way my career would unfold. During the under-19 tour to England in 1995, I was one of six keepers in the squad, and always a fair way down the pecking order, as I never wore my gloves once! The others included Bruce Hughes, Ahmed Omar and Linda Zondi. I opened the batting and pretty soon I’d pestered enough people into letting me bowl. Neil McKenzie and I bowled a few lengthy spells in tandem.


We were hammered by the England under-19s. Absolutely belted. Marcus Trescothick and Anthony McGrath had an average opening partnership of about 300 (‘only’ 154.50 if you combine Test and ODI matches). Bowling aside, though, I scored runs regularly enough to make me realise that I could play this game of cricket.


To be brutally honest, I didn’t learn much at UPE – at least, not academically. But I learnt plenty about cricket, quite a lot about life and I had a very good time. I was awarded a squash bursary, too, which helped a lot. In my first year I represented UPE in the Intervarsity squash league. One of the early matches was against Rhodes, in Grahamstown. For about two weeks beforehand everyone had been talking about what a huge party the Intervarsity was and that there were usually a few beers going around. More than a few.


I was staying in K-flat in a Unitas Res at UPE. We had a bit of a fines meeting the night before we left, which involved having a few drinks. More than a few. The timing wasn’t great, but we were young. In the morning, we set off to drive to Grahamstown a little bit later than we should have done and I was due on court for my first game at 4:00 pm. The guy I was scheduled to play against had been my opponent a couple of weeks earlier in a league match. (Graham Beebe had soon persuaded me to continue playing league.) He took two points off me in that match, which ended 9-0, 9-0, 9-2. And the only reason he got those two points was because Graham had told me: ‘Never try to humiliate anyone on the squash court. If it looks like being 9-0, then let him win a couple of points towards the end.’ It was a powerful message and a lesson to me. But it only really applied to squash; in team sports I was only too happy to beat another team as heavily as possible. But I never did win a ‘clean-sweep’ match, and never wanted to.
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