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Introduction


We set it, we bowl to it and we take the wickets.


They’d be lost without us.
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A Bowler in a Batsman’s World


It’s not easy being a fast bowler. Some people might think it is, but it’s not. The beauty of cricket, it is regularly observed, is that it allows every type of person to exist within it; all shapes and sizes put into a jigsaw puzzle of a team in a ceaseless tug-of-war with one another. I’d be prepared, in part, to agree. But it becomes problematic when you decide that your particular piece in the puzzle is going to be in the shape of the guy or girl who bowls fast.


Fast bowlers are the only people ever expected to do anything remotely close to physical exertion on a cricket pitch. There are batsmen who spend their time waiting for a ball to arrive. They wait. They watch. They occasionally hit. When not performing their prime purpose of duty, they prefer to spend their time in the field, having a chat, readjusting their caps, suddenly with all kinds of opinions and expertise on how to bowl. That or staring into middle distance in the dressing room trying to Jedi mind-trick their failings outside off stump from their DNA.


Wicketkeepers crouch, stand, catch. Mainly, though, they talk. They talk a lot. Many of them consider their most pertinent contribution to the game as having five days of stand-up material to keep everyone entertained and engaged, not least the viewers at home through the stump mics, rather than any kind of serious physical conditioning.


Even spinners don’t know how easy they have it. They lollop up in a kind of laconic skip that you don’t see anywhere else in life. If we are going to talk in real terms, it could never really be considered running; it could barely be considered exercise.


Then there’s us.


When a fast bowler approaches the crease, he or she is essentially short-sprinting toward it. When we land, there is on average seven times our body weight going through our front foot. We are then expected to execute a complex minutiae of technical unravelling, before delivering the leather thing we’re shuttling with us toward the batsman at the speed of a train. Then, whatever the consequences of that particular act, we have to do it again. Immediately. And again. And again. Test matches last five days. That’s a lot of doing that. If we were at war in ancient times, we’d be the boulder carriers. But only if the boulder carriers were expected to be the generals, too. We’re buying the tools, building the studio and making the record. We’re writing the script, directing the film, making the tea and then putting someone else’s name on the credits.


We put in so much effort that the laws of the game must be heavily weighted in our favour, I hear you ask?


That’s where the injustice really starts to sting. Every single conceivable law in cricket is devised so that it suits the batsman. If there is any doubt, any doubt at all, the batsman will always receive the benefit.


Given that you’re running so far, surely there’s some leniency on where you land when you bowl, at least?


No. If you’re a tenth of an inch over, you have to bowl the ball again, and all your work is not only considered void but actively punished, too. I’ve had wickets of world-class batsmen taken off me. World-class batsmen that you don’t get second chances with because of it.


Well, surely, as a result, cricket has created an understanding environment in which fast bowlers are able to vent their frustration?


Nothing could be further from the truth. In fact, if you show any kind of ‘dissent’ toward an umpire or understandable anger toward a batsman, you are regularly fined slices of your match fee. I remember, for example, very lightly brushing a batsman’s shoulder in a one-day international. I was fined. They said, ‘The normally mild-mannered Anderson was solely to blame for the incident.’ Even if I was, I think they could have spared me that. Another time, an umpire, who will remain nameless, got a decision totally wrong in an international. I think I might have very politely enquired how he could have made such an error of judgement. I was fined again.


It’s not just at international level. I’ve experienced it since playing at clubs and school. I remember hitting someone on the pads in an under-17s game for Burnley. It was stone dead. I appealed. The umpire, to this day and to my total amazement, gave it not out. En route diligently back to my mark, I asked him why. ‘I just didn’t see it,’ was his answer. I was being punished for the fact that either a) it was too fast or b) he wasn’t looking. I should have known then that it was a sign of things to come. It’s happened ever since. You ask out of genuine curiosity, ‘Why wasn’t that out?’ I’ve had years of ‘It’s just not out, mate.’ That’s akin to answering a question with ‘Because.’


OK, fine, but at least all fast bowlers will have each other’s backs, then, even if they’re on the other team?


Again, wrong. When you’re facing an opposition fast bowler, if anything, they’re likely to bowl quicker and will take greater satisfaction from hitting you as you brace for impact or duck for cover. It’s lawless out there. Before helmets, there used to be a kind of unwritten fast bowlers’ law. The tailender would borderline run for cover and the bowler would aim at the stumps. Job done. Nobody gets hurt. These days, with the evolution of protective gear, bringing more foolish bravery on our part with the bat, that sort of understood pact has gone out of the window. I was batting with Alastair Cook in the West Indies years ago. Cooky is potentially the greatest English batsman ever to have played the game. Fidel Edwards was running in and bowling 90-miles-an-hour rockets at me and 80-miles-an-hour dobblers at Cooky. There’s no justice. I don’t know why Fidel was prioritizing his efforts, but I was seething at the other end, thinking to myself, ‘No wonder Cooky’s unbeaten on a hundred for the umpteenth time.’ He was dishing it up on a length to him and trying to knock me out. I can’t win. Cooky, very admirably for a batsman, even acknowledged it and was trying to get me off strike, if purely out of guilt.


I’ve even had it with team-mates. Stuart Broad, whom I’ve spent over a decade bowling in tandem with for England, and whom I like to think of as an off-field friend and an on-field ally, did it to me very recently. I was pitched against him in a county game, Notts vs Lancs. We’ve rarely played against each other, having been the England opening-ball partnership for so long. Without it being said, I felt it was a given that we’d both bowl full at each other, nothing short or dangerous, you know, what with life being hard enough for both of us as it is. He bowled me a handful of full balls and then one right at my throat, which I gloved to slip. I thought that was very interesting, that he felt the need to bounce me. I thought, right, next innings he’s getting it. Fortunately for him, by the time he came out to bat, the ball was swinging, so I was pitching the ball up. He edged me to first slip. Of course, first slip dropped it. This is the life of a fast bowler, you show some mercy and that’s the hand karma deals you. Stuart had the audacity to hit me for four through extra cover next ball. I saw red. I bounced him. I had to. There’s only so much you can put up with. Anyway, he’d made his bed the innings before. Well, at least cricket has been going long enough and evolved into the modern world sufficiently that the gear has been developed to offer no distraction?


You’re not going to believe this. But to this day, fast bowlers still cut a big hole into the front of their shoes. It’s so that when we land, our feet aren’t crushed inside the boot like a ballet-dancer’s toes, folded backward. So, that’s the help we get there. We’re given nice new boots to wear and then we have to take to them with scissors like a manual labourer, so they don’t cause us immense pain when we’re doing the thing they’re designed to help us with.


Take into account that, as I write this, I’m 36. I’ve been doing this a long time. That’s nearly two decades of watching batsmen flay at balls that they should have left well alone, in situations where the shot beggars all belief, like being caught out cow corner when we are batting to save the game, then walk back into the dressing room and have the nerve to say, ‘That’s just the way I play.’ They say it as if wielding some kind of artistic licence in a period drama. I’ve lost count of the number of times I’ve been lacing up my boots, muttering under my breath, when my rightly earned mid-innings sleep has been stolen from me because the batsmen have been bowled out on a pitch that has ‘suddenly become unplayable’. Then the fast bowlers are left to run in again – did I fail to mention? – in searing heat, because cricket is only ever played in the summer, and save everyone all over again, like dogs with a deeply misplaced sense of loyalty.


England’s long-time bowling coach, David Saker, would go mad with it. He’d come in after practice, venting, ‘I’m sick of it. You see them coming in and they’ll be saying, “The ball’s seaming.”’ He’d be shaking his head wildly, turning incrementally deeper shades of red. ‘The ball is rock-hard leather, with a rope on it that stands out. It’s a grass wicket. Of course it’s going to seam. That’s the point of the game.’ What I think David was trying to express was, what you’ll learn is, that it’s never a batsman’s fault when they get out. It’s ‘the light was shining in my eyes, so I couldn’t see’, ‘the sight screen is off centre’ or, one of my personal favourites, ‘I didn’t expect him to bowl that.’ If batsmen had it their way, the bowler would have to give a heads-up on where they are going to land the ball for them before each delivery.


I could pick out enough anecdotes to fuel a full book’s worth on this subject alone, but to spare it becoming a tome of Morrisey proportions and tone, I’ll leave it at this. In a particularly difficult test match recently, a batsman, who shall remain nameless, turned up on the morning of the third day and said, ‘Phwoar, feels like day four or five, dunnit?’ I’d bowled 40 overs because the batsmen had been skittled, collectively, all out in 30. Containing my disbelief, I asked, ‘What do you mean?’ He said, ‘I’m shattered.’ He’d only been actively involved in the game fleetingly, having got a ball that ‘would have got out anyone’ (that’s what we tell batsmen sometimes to keep the peace and their deeply fragile egos at rest). This is what we, as bowlers, have to put up with. Not only a shouldering of responsibility, but a genuine lack of social tact, too. The batsmen always get the plaudits, they’re always the captain, they’re always considered the thinkers, the intelligent ones, the public-school boys. The more I’ve played, the more I’ve broken down the myth. It’s like being woken from a lie. They like to say they are smart, because we do the hard yards, so it supposedly stands to reason. They’ll stand there hoping the camera has caught their favoured profile, say, ‘It’s all up here’ and point to their temples. The captain will take credit for the fields. It’s the bowler who’s setting them. We set it, we bowl to it and we take the wickets.


They’d be lost without us.


It’s tough being a bowler in a batsman’s world.





CHAPTER 1
A Peugeot With My Name on It


It was useful to come from


a town where sport was the


defining characteristic.
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Burnley and Becker


Until I was 19, I had spent my entire life, bar very fleeting moments, in Burnley. For someone predisposed to throwing himself around as his sole source of entertainment, it was useful to come from a town where sport was the defining characteristic. The football ground, Turf Moor, became the team’s home ground in 1883 and remains it to this day. They have a ‘cricket stand end’ that is located right next to where I played growing up. These days, they get 20,000 people into the ground every week. Burnley’s population is under 80,000 in total. That’s how much the town revolves around sport. Though famous for its cotton production in the 18th century, and with many being proud that it still provides a home for functioning medieval buildings, as far as I was concerned, growing up in Burnley was just a massive excuse for sport.


I was always outside as a kid. I used to play superheroes with my next-door neighbour. I’d be Spiderman and he was Batman. We would chase each other around the streets for hours, tagging each other and repeating. It never got boring, somehow. It was certainly never lacking in competitive edge. One day, he was in pursuit of me and, both taking the game as seriously as ever, especially as it was reaching its business end (it was nearly time for tea), I ran onto my porch to try to evade him. Our front door was open. I darted in, slammed it behind me and momentarily paused, considering myself the winner. A second later, he came flying through the panel at the bottom of the door. The glass shattered in his wake. I remember turning around to see him among the rubble, stretched out horizontally in true superhero style, and respecting his commitment to the cause. My mum wasn’t as impressed, certainly not with me. Thankfully the glass pane was the only damage done.


My granddad was a wicketkeeper and a single-figure golfer, while my dad and his brothers were footballers and cricketers. They played to a decent standard, too. It meant that huge chunks of my early years were spent watching them from the touch line and then at half-time or tea, whatever it may be depending on the sport, emulating what I’d just seen with all the other kids. The life was handed down in that respect. The joys of it were stitched into my day-to-day. I’ll always be grateful for that. I took the lead, and I ran with it, in a big way.


Of course, with all the life-affirming stuff, I inherited the competitiveness, too. My dad would never let me win at anything. He was like the dad in The Fast Show, smashing the ball past me at tennis and counting the score out loud, ‘40-0.’ This applied to any sport – even board games – when we were trying to ‘relax’; things like Trivial Pursuit or Monopoly. He was so competitive. It’s not cryptic where I got my deep distaste for losing at anything. When I reached 15 or 16 and started occasionally to beat him at golf (owing mainly, in truth, to the handicap difference), we would come home and my mum would know which one of us had lost. I would usually be in a filthy mood, but on notable occasions, if still infrequent, my dad would be the one looking gutted. She didn’t need to ask. It was a subtle power shift, but I think that was actually pretty formative for me. I’d know, when I had beaten him, that I had done it on merit.


If you play a lot of sport, you generally lose a lot. Cricket can be quite an individual sport and if I have a bad game now, I’m brutally honest with myself in my own personal debrief. People tend to find excuses, especially at amateur or club level. It’ll be, ‘We lost the toss’, ‘The umpires were against us’ and so on. But successful teams don’t find excuses – they accept it and then fix it. That initiation really gave me the tools to deal with improvement and loss. I might have spent weekends sulking because I’d been bankrupted again at Monopoly while watching my dad build hotels on Fleet Street, but that helped me really. Losing is a part of sport, and it was certainly a crux of my growing up. It’s about finding a way to deal with it. I’ve certainly had to, because I’ve lost a lot.


As I grew up, the activity might have evolved from chasing Batman across the streets, but I’d still be constantly running around, playing with my mates, using any excuse I could to be active. Even when there weren’t others around, I’d be bowling, throwing a basketball, playing tennis or kicking a football against the wall at the side of the house. Any surface and any wall could be turned into some kind of gladiatorial arena for sporting glory. It required imagination, but I didn’t ever let little details like there not being a goal, a hoop, stumps, a net or opponents get in my way. During the summer in particular, even for a family in love with sport, I would drive my parents to distraction. While Wimbledon was on, I’d turn the front room into an appropriation of a sports-bar-cum-tennis-court. I’d wake up, set the front room up and wait for the coverage to begin, armed with a racquet and a softball. The sofa was the net. As I watched, I’d try to recreate every shot I’d seen, re-enacting action replays almost in real time to the television coverage.


I daren’t search for any kind of relevant link between them, but swiftly following my stint as Spiderman, the next superhero I aspired to be was Boris Becker. He was given a great deal of reverence on the television, which was always showing reruns of him winning the tournament at 17. I think the catalyst for my fixation, though, was more in the aesthetic. I loved the way he swayed as the ball was in the air, just before he served, but most pertinently I respected that he had managed to find a way to validate diving around as a profession. His diving volleys at the net were worshipped by everyone. It was a little light-bulb moment for me that someone could charge around, throw themselves into the air in front of lots of people and it not just be an acceptable form of employment, but a universally applauded and enviable one at that. That’s all the prompting I was looking for. It became ingrained in everything I did. Stopping a cricket ball. Slide- tackling in football. Diving volley in tennis. I never perfected either of the last two, but Boris provided that immediate inspiration to play sport; at first just tennis, but then a more widespread dream of what a life in professional sport might mean. I think that’s a special thing, to be able to inspire, so I’ll always be grateful to him for communicating that from the tennis courts, through the television, into my front room in Burnley. It’s potentially Boris-inspired, too that, later in life, I’ve often considered that if any other language was to suit my frequent mood, it would be German.


As a result of all this sporting input to the senses, school, or at least the academic side of it, was never at the forefront of my mind. Making sure I’d done my homework was a huge challenge for my parents. I look back with a lot of sympathy for them now – throughout the weekend they would be constantly nudging me to do it. I would ignore them till the last possible minute and usually get round to attempting it exhausted, covered in cuts and/or mud on a Sunday night. When I got to school itself, I’d sit at the back and populate my days with staring out of the window, in a football- or cricket-themed reverie. I really had the skill down of learning to nod and repeat teachers’ phrases at the right times so that my daydreaming could slip by uninterrupted.


I don’t think my parents were particularly concerned about this. They were really encouraging of everything that piqued my interest in general, but they did try to ensure that I was at least given the option to explore other things. I did English A level as a vague compromise in case I ever needed to do sports journalism. They once sent my sister and I to keyboard lessons together. It was immediately quite tangible to the teacher which one of us had the discipline required to be a musician. It wasn’t me. I sat there watching my sister pick up scales as if a dormant muscle memory had just been awakened, while I twitched and irritably shifted around in my seat, wishing to be outside again. It was my one and only lesson. She’s a Grade 8 pianist now and, to this day, at Christmas will play piano for everyone when we all congregate back in Burnley. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t regret that, but I was too far gone by then. I think it was a relief to her to find something else, because she wasn’t really into sport. She would humour me for a bit in the back garden, bowling underarm while I scratched around. I’d bowl at her, letting her hit some, then get bored with it, start doing it properly and get her out. I don’t think she particularly enjoyed playing sport with me. She certainly didn’t acknowledge or appreciate my thirst for wicket-taking the way others did later on.


Sport was quickly becoming the only thing that motivated me at all. If it was on television, any sport, anywhere, I’d be watching it. This included snooker on my grandparents’ television. It was black and white. I was so hooked that I was very happy to watch snooker players pot grey balls all day, without considering that colour might be a useful visual aid to the game.


My local football team, Brierfield Celtic, took over Saturdays from when I was about eight-years-old. I played centre back like the other name on my genuine, slightly left-field, list of heroes; Burnley’s very own Steve Davis. We wore black and red vertical stripes, like AC Milan. It’s fair to say that we hadn’t quite perfected the Italian sweeper system like our inspiration’s trademark style, though, and my desperation to be involved in the game all the time left me a little lacking in Mr Davis’s positional sense. I’m a bit like that now still with football – you could watch a whole game and need to ask me afterwards, ‘What position were you playing?’ I must have affected games in some kind of positive way, if for exuberant expression alone, because we went to France to play in a tournament that we did pretty well in. We got knocked out on penalties. I like to think that the experience braced me unknowingly for what a career playing for England might be like, even if it was in a different sport eventually.


I did try rugby, too. My dad didn’t play it, so I wasn’t predisposed to it, but a friend, noticing my endless appetite for running around, approached me like a scout.


‘You might make a good winger, you know.’


‘What’s that?’


‘Doesn’t matter.’


He sold it to me that if I came and played, I could throw myself about and sprint around a field lot. I stopped him there, said, ‘Say no more’ and agreed to play the following Saturday. When I arrived, I began to worry about what I’d let myself in for. I was a bit hazy on the rules. It suddenly struck me that there was a substantial amount of physical danger to it. Watching boys infinitely wider and taller than me put in gum shields didn’t fill me with confidence, either.


The game began and, starting to realize there might be some limits and conditions to my sporting endeavours after all, trying to stay out of the way as much as was realistically feasible, I was eventually passed the ball. People started shouting at me. There was no one in front of me. I could see the try line in the distance. ‘Run.’ I set off. There was no one in my peripherals at first. I was thinking, ‘Jesus. I’m going to do this. I’m going to score a try.’ As I did, panicking for the line, the sound of a stampede grew louder and closer. The turf at the club was relatively, shall we say, inconsistent. There were craters everywhere, dips and divots in the pitch. I hit one. My legs buckled. I fell, clutching the ball in foetal position. I’d tackled myself. I lay there, alone, bracing for impact, thinking, ‘Yeah, I’m not going to do this again.’ I ended up on the bottom of a heap. All sport might not be for me. It was the only game of rugby I’ve ever played.


As well as going to France for football, it would be the destination with the family, too, if we were getting away. We would have an annual holiday there, all packed into the back of the car, which informed most of my earliest memories of listening to music. It’d be tapes of things like Blondie, Cyndi Lauper, David Bowie, Elvis Costello and Peter Gabriel. It was a decent initiation for the guitar- music burst of the mid-to-late 1990s. The northwest was totally consumed by that at the time. I loved Oasis, Blur, Cast, Dodgy, the Manics and the Stereophonics. That in turn was the inspiration to leaving Burnley for a night out on my own for the first time in my life. Me and a group of friends went to see James at the MEN Arena. It was a very big deal to all of us. Amid the high anticipation of the journey into town – on the infamous X43 bus, which was always akin to a ticket to Charlie’s Chocolate Factory when I was young because it was the only known route into Manchester – my friend Nicola lost my ticket. I only had £12.50 and managed to blag another from a tout for the entirety of what was in my pocket. I really earned that first-ever gig. It was worth every penny. It also inspired a brief interest in becoming a bass player in a band. I tried it once. It wasn’t my calling.


I was so fixated on sport that I didn’t really drink until I was 14 or 15, which believe it or not was quite late compared to all my friends in Burnley. Ironically, when I got to 18, the social aspect of cricket led to a little bit more of that world. I’d play a game on Saturday and end up in town at a club that evening. When I was growing up, if you were up past midnight, the only place to be, literally, was Panama Joe’s. It had the stickiest of sticky floors and a big wooden dance floor in the middle. It was the only place that was open, and we were perfectly happy with our lot. On Thursday nights, after cricket practice, it was 10p-a-pint night. Ten pence. A pint. I think the drinks were fairly watered down. You got a plastic neon glow in the dark pint pot, which you’d keep taking back to the bar. 10p refills. I’d go out with a tenner, drink all night, get a taxi home and come back with change. We loved it and, in such a community-orientated world, Panamas was the one place that you could absolutely be assured of not bumping into your parents. Apart from one night when a mate forgot that he was supposed to get home for one in the morning. At two, an hour after curfew, we were all getting toward the pound mark in our night’s expenditure and word was going around the club that a parent was wandering around in his coat and slippers looking for his son. We were all shimmying around the corners of the dance floor using other people as shields in case it was ours. Thankfully it wasn’t my dad. My mate got dragged home that night. The building is still there, but it’s definitely not called Panama Joe’s any more.


I used to love a Saturday afternoon on Turf Moor with the whole family watching Burnley. We had a season ticket for a number of years and most of my family still do. I look back with such fondness on those days out. I can still see my granddad shouting at the ref and taste the half-time Bovril. I idolized the players: they’re the first autographs I ever got, waiting for the team during warm-ups. One of my earliest memories of genuine devastation was not being allowed to go to the Sherpa Van Trophy in 1988 at Wembley. I was six. Fortunately, we’ve had a few trips to Wembley since, which are really cherished memories. We’d make the odd away day. Most memorably we went away to Huddersfield, which was terraced at the time. I snuck through to the front, so I could watch right by the pitch. John Deary scored in front of me. He ran toward the away end. I stuck out my hand and he gave me a lusty high five. It was the highlight of my life at that point. I couldn’t believe it. John Deary! I didn’t wash my hand for a week.


Cricket, though, had begun to capture my imagination beyond just the playing itself. I had run round to my friend’s house to watch the World Cup final in 1992: he had Sky. I was desperate for England to win, but felt a strange fascination piqued by Wasim Akram. He was bowling swing that felt as if it cast a spell over people. With consecutive balls he got Alan Lamb and Chris Lewis, both of whom stared back at him for a split second as if seeking an explanation of how the ball had just done what it had. I wanted to play for England, but in that moment, I wanted to be Wasim Akram. The different inflections of the game across the world began to open those places up to me. I’d listen to Tony Cozier on the commentary in the Caribbean while England toured there and with my mind I’d be painting exactly what was going on and what was happening. All those characters really sold the game to me. It was an appeal that cricket alone had.


I was always James. My family call me James, my children call me James, my wife calls me James, all her friends call me James. Jimmy was an invention through cricket. It began in the cricket club, where everyone tends to find nicknames for each other, and it stuck. I don’t think my mum ever took into account, when choosing the name, that there would be all the possible variations of it. She’s never really liked Jimmy. She hates it when the announcer at a cricket ground calls me ‘Jimmy Anderson from the Vauxhall End’. Unfortunately for her, more often than not these days, that’s what they’ll say. I was up for BBC Sports Personality of the Year in 2018 and they asked whether I wanted to be called James or Jimmy. They said, ‘We would suggest you go with Jimmy, because that’s what everyone knows you as.’ I had to take my mum to one side and explain that I was really sorry, but it was going to have to be Jimmy tonight. She’s come to accept it. I was relieved, for her more than anything, when they chose to call the end at Old Trafford – which is to this day a very surreal honour – the ‘James Anderson End’, rather than Jimmy. At least she got that one. Whenever I meet anyone now, I introduce myself as Jimmy. I don’t really mind. I’ve been called a lot worse.


Most of the people I met in Burnley then have remained close friends. There were twin girls that we knew because our dads played together, and we grew up going round listening to music, then drinking Smirnoff Ice and so on. It was like that with lots of people. The cricket club forged such community. There would be all kinds of age groups all in the same place, all day. It’s only now that I realize what a blessing that was. It’s quite rare to come across that these days, and sport, or cricket in this case, really did provide it. There were so many tools for life that you’d pick up without even knowing it. I was shaped, really, by the people at that club. I owe it a lot.


I was in awe of my Burnley team-mates who represented Lancashire, too. That seemed a long way away to me when I was playing there in my mid-teens. Mark Harvey grew up at Burnley and went on to play professionally for Lancashire. He was held in high regard by all the kids at Burnley – a local celebrity, if you will. He would often come back down to the club in his sponsored Peugeot 206. His name was printed on the side. We couldn’t believe that someone from Burnley was playing for Lancashire and had a car with his name on it. It felt like a bit of an implausible dream, but it was something to aim for. Having a Peugeot with my name on it. I’d have taken that then with both hands. I didn’t ever think that I’d be able to forge a career in any of the sports I played, but I hoped and prayed. After all, I didn’t really stand out at any.
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CHAPTER 2
Well, That’s a First


We celebrated and, as that calmed down,


someone turned to me as we were huddled


around and said, ‘Isn’t that a hat trick?’
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