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I AM ME



It’s the mid-1950s, and I’m walking along a corridor in the semi-basement of the City of London School that led to Room 20, where four years earlier we have been introduced to French pronunciation by Nicky Le Mansois-Field. I am now thirteen or fourteen. Through the high window, I see the corner of the building that lies on the other side of John Carpenter Street just before it meets the Embankment, and the bright sky above and across the River Thames.


It is, I now think, the middle of the day, around lunchtime, and, as I recall slanting sunlight, it must have been winter. More than sixty-five years on, I remember this moment, and my precise location and view, for its sudden epiphany – for the thought: I am me. I am for the first time aware of my identity as a separate self, capable of putting words (however few and small) to this experience. I suppose I mean something like this: I feel a conviction of myself as a centre of experience and a source of thought and action. I am me. I am unique and self-aware; not only part of a collective. The remarkable fact is, I exist. In the stillness, there is a self for me to listen to, and to do the listening.


And for the last forty years I have worked in my semi-basement consulting room in our house in London, with patients in psychoanalysis, with this same concept in the back (and occasionally the front) of my mind, an often obscure or unstated aim for me and them.


Decades on from this little scene, in the 1990s, I was talking to my analyst about being a late developer. As a teenager, I had been one of the last of my class to move into puberty, still wearing short trousers when, at fourteen, I got into the school First XI at cricket. And it took me a long time to grow fully into professional life, in cricket and as a psychoanalyst. What I was referring to in my session was being slow to achieve a psychoanalytic identity, as well as a more personal one. Quoting the regular remark of a character from a children’s book: ‘Better late than never,’ I added, probably with some smugness, ‘like Chippybobbie.’ There was a moment’s silence. My analyst responded drily, ‘When are you thinking of beginning?’


When I spoke briefly along similar lines to another psychoanalyst, John Steiner, his comment was: ‘You need to captain yourself.’ ‘A case we may assume of “physician heal thyself”’, cricket broadcaster John Arlott once wrote about me and my batting: a similar notion.


In his poem ‘Invictus’, William Ernest Henley writes: ‘I am the master of my fate, / I am the captain of my soul.’ The phrase has a trace of Victorian pomposity. But the thought resonates. It also brings to mind a recent conversation on the phone, with a friend, someone with a considerable mind and presence, who had been diagnosed with dementia. In response to my conventional question about how she was, she said, painfully, slowly, ‘It’s hard. It’s not good.’ After a pause, I asked if she could say more about how she felt. She hesitated again, clearly struggling to articulate her thought. She managed to say: ‘I can’t get hold of myself.’ I found this upsetting, but also poignant. Here was someone getting hold of herself sufficiently to be able to recognise she wasn’t able to get hold of herself. I said something along the lines of ‘Though it’s very painful, it’s truthful, and your getting there shows how brave you are and how much insight you have in knowing yourself.’


This book is in a sense a story of this quest, to get hold of myself, to be not too much a stranger to myself. To bring different layers to life, and closer together. To turn over the pebbles to see what lies underneath – murky detritus and/or richer patterns? While acknowledging the inevitability of selfishness, of over-sensitivity, or our all-too-human elements of destructiveness and indifference, we struggle to move towards the other pole. Part of such an ability consists in recognising our shadow-self, shadow-selves.


In the final Test of the cricket series in India in 1977, Dennis Amiss and I started England’s first innings well into the third day. By close of play we were 99 for no wicket, and I was 68 not out. I’d played with more freedom in a Test match than before, or indeed afterwards. The next day was the rest day. That evening I was invited to dinner by someone I didn’t know well at all. I checked that the meal would be early, so that I could go back to the hotel to sleep before continuing my innings. Reassured, I went. The party was crowded, smoke-filled, with much whiskey and beer drunk. I realised that I was there partly as a sort of trophy. The meal was not served until late. I ate quickly, went back to the hotel tired and frustrated. Next morning, I crept tensely towards the hundred I never scored in Test cricket. The Indian bowlers had changed their line on the slow pitch, which took some spin. They bowled to more defensive fields. As I approached the nineties, I played a leg glance off Chandrashekhar which was signalled by the umpire as four leg-byes. Eventually I was stumped for 91.


Here was an example of how a reluctance to look after myself and my obvious priority let me down. I can’t of course know whether the outcome would have been different had I had the gumption to leave early, whatever the disappointment (as I imagined) to my host. But I do know that had I scored a century, this landmark might have enabled me to feel that I had come of age as a Test batter, and could have helped me to play as such subsequently. It has taken me a long time to be more steadily aware of this tendency to please others, to go along the easy path of acquiescing, and instead to have the courage to refuse to allow it to over-ride my sense that ‘I am me’.


Captaining ourselves, like captaining a team, requires too a willingness to allow thoughts and feelings their space. It is not a matter of continuous conscious control. A skilled rider gives a horse its head, lengthening the reins. And then gathers the reins in again.


One thing life (and psychoanalysis) teaches us is that our unconscious ideas and basic assumptions play a part, sometimes a big part, in how things fall out for us. We self-sabotage. We open ourselves to malign influences. We close down on opportunities that might have opened up our lives. We repeat patterns that are bound to fail. We cling to, even nurse, grievances.


George Orwell wrote in his diary that by the age of fifty we have the faces we deserve. Nina Coltart commented that ten years, say, after qualifying, we psychoanalysts will be likely to have become set in our largely self-made moulds.


Some people go so far as to deny that there is such a thing as luck. According to the Existentialists, to feel controlled by fate or by past patterns of behaviour is to deny our freedom. If we do this, we are choosing, they say, to live like automata, following prescribed roles, our refusal to make a choice being itself a choice. I see this Existentialist/Orwell view as taking the part for the whole, but there is a kernel of truth that is exaggerated. Luck – bad timing, good timing – and environment play huge roles in all our lives. But to some extent, we are, too, authors of our fates, often without knowing it.


* * *


These are some of the themes that, I hope, will emerge. It will be a kind of memoir, reviewing from my present vantage-point various shifts and conflicts in my life. It is a book of second thoughts (with the risks of unhelpful complications, of losing touch with the capacity for wonder, curiosity and simplicity). Growing up includes coming to understand with more fullness things that were obscure to us earlier.


As for the title, my first writing collaborator, Dudley Doust, an American journalist who had moved from covering international politics to writing about sport, interviewed me during the 1977 Ashes series. We made a second appointment for a day of Middlesex’s match at Lord’s, against Surrey, which as it happened was rained off. We therefore spent the whole day together. Despite his knowing next to nothing about cricket, I so much liked him and his way of thinking about sport and writing that, soon after those two meetings, I asked him if he would co-write what would be my first book, a personal account of that summer’s series. He taught me a great deal about writing and getting beyond the obvious. And he said of my way of talking, that ‘it is as though he has been turning over pebbles, searching for the clearest, most unflawed, most precise, and above all the most balanced opinion to plop into the pool of conversation’.


I’m not so sure about the balance: but turning over the pebbles does offer a ‘second bite of the cherry’. We have not only the original experience or thought, we have a new take on it. As the psychoanalyst Wilfred Bion said of a particular patient, ‘It’s fascinating how boring he is.’ This is not only a second bite but a second orientation. We can be fascinated by how boring – or for that matter how seductive, how provocative, how contentious – someone is. We can be fascinated by how boring (etc.) we are ourselves.


At funerals and memorials, we speak with each other about the person who has died, who has gone for ever. We read (or occasionally write) obituaries. These record some externals of a life, but at best may also bring the person to life, sometimes in ways we haven’t known about, sometimes in words that we could not have found. (I half-wish that obituaries were written before the person dies, for him or her to read; but I suppose they would then become more banal or ingratiating.)


Richard Holloway, once Bishop of Edinburgh, who left the Church in 1996, uses the same phrase in his nicely titled Waiting for the Last Bus about how these conversations and reflections ‘bring to life’ the person who has died. He goes so far as to suggest that this may be what ‘resurrection’ most aptly, and least literally, refers to. For him, as for many others who doubt the supernatural but are moved and touched by religion, this is as much as we know. ‘As long as men can breathe or eyes can see, / So long lives this and this gives life to thee’, Shakespeare tells us. Those we loved and have lost live on (in a sense) in our minds. Holloway takes his point further: ‘All human art flows from this compulsion to represent or describe or make over again all the worlds we experience.’ A symbolisation of, and reparation for, lacks, hatreds, fights, meaninglessness; a move from envy towards admiration and gratitude – second and subsequent thoughts are often more revealing and more substantial than first thoughts.


This book is, then, a ‘memoir of the mind’, of my mind, and its passions and moves, not a chronological, blow-by-blow autobiography. Looking back, I find memoirs of the future; in some cases, apparently trivial memories are etched in my mind because I somehow intuited that they would have meaning for me later, if not then. They are like screen memories, but more than that. An internal scriptwriter was already in residence and at work. Articulated second thoughts may occur almost instantaneously with first thoughts, but often they occur years later.


As a friend’s teacher told him: ‘Donkeys can’t appreciate honey.’ ‘George Eliot’s Middlemarch’, the teacher added, ‘is an adult novel. You boys won’t understand, but you just may get a glimpse of something you’ll understand more of when you grow up.’


I heard once of a patient, a woman who had no familiarity with psychoanalysis or therapy, lying down on the couch for her first session, saying: ‘I have waited for this all my life.’ She somewhere, somehow, knew this was an outcome that she had desired; she knew it long before she knew what form it might take. Narratives, personal stories, however nebulous early on, are central to our lives and to the person we are and become. Life has its strands, and they interweave.










CHAPTER 1



‘IF YOU CARRY ON LIKE THIS…’


Five years or so before the episode in the school corridor, my mother, Midge, exasperated by my obsession with football and cricket, and no doubt with my treading mud into the carpet whenever I came (reluctantly) indoors, expressed her frustration with unusual directness. ‘If you carry on like this,’ she said, ‘you’ll do nothing but play football and cricket all your life.’


She may even have been speaking on the day after my first ‘proper’ game of football, as opposed to games in the local park with bundles of clothes as goalposts, or in the concrete school playground, or in the street outside our house where we used the arched yew around our long-missing front gate as a goal. I was playing for North Ealing Primary School – no idea who against – with real goalposts, pitch markings and a referee. It was on a Saturday morning; I have an inkling it was in Gunnersbury Park. My father Horace (we regularly called our parents by their first names) took me, and watched. The score was 2–1 (or 1–2; I don’t know whether we won or lost). We wore blue shirts. I retain only one image from the game: I had a shot at goal, but the ball hit a player between me and the target (I’ve always been unlucky!). Much later, my father told me that on the Sunday afternoon I eventually said to him: ‘Isn’t there anything else we can say about the game?’ It might have been then that my mother’s frustration spilled out (in my memory I was nine on each occasion) as we toasted crumpets in the coal fire on extendable toasting forks.


And the answer to my own question, about whether there was anything else to say, not about that blocked shot or even that particular game, but about cricket or football in general, has been yes, there has been a lot more to think and to say.


Though there was to be little football in my life to come, my mother was at least partially right, not only in her prediction (or caveat) about my devotion to the strange game called ‘cricket’ – as one patient put it: ‘How can a little boy like you, playing latency games with other little boys, have anything to offer a mature woman like me?’ – but also in my long-lasting dilemma that was in part an argument between body and mind.


Early on, there was no conflict. I simply wanted to play. Play was wholehearted, in a way simple. I imagine myself as not unlike my six-year-old granddaughter Maia, who enthusiastically tries out football, cricket and ballet. She doesn’t walk if she can avoid it, preferring more energetic motility, whether galloping, dancing, skipping or running.


As a last resort, scraping the bottom of the barrel, I would even get my mother’s aunt to bowl at me in the back garden. I remember her quick but poorly directed underarm deliveries, the ball emerging from the maroon and grey draperies of her clothing.


Edie (we called her Dee-Dee) was unmarried. I think she had been the daughter who took on the duty of looking after her parents in their old age. I was told that Dee-Dee lived with us when I was a baby and toddler, before and after my grandmother died. She came to stay with us over Christmas and at other times, especially during school holidays. She would get up before anyone else to rake out the fire and set it up ready to be lit. She would remonstrate with me and my sisters by repeating in kindly, but I fear unproductive, tones, ‘Come along, come along, come along.’ I remember her pale veined hands, and crinkled lower lip, which we unkind children would mock, parroting ‘Come along’ through distorted apertures, and unkindly chanting, ‘Can’t blow the candle out’. I imagine she enjoyed her time with three teasing children, but probably breathed a sigh of relief to be back in her flat in Lancaster Road, Notting Hill, near where it crossed Ladbroke Grove.


This area, which had once been ‘respectable’, was known as a centre of ‘counter-culture’ in the 1950s and 1960s; a more accurate description might be that it was an area of racism, reverse-racism and exploitation. On my last day of school, in July 1960, my father and I went to visit Dee-Dee there. She told us about the Rachman-like pressures she was subject to, aimed at getting her out of the small flat where she’d lived for many years, presumably as a rent-controlled tenant. Shit was shoved through her letterbox.


Some years later, when the atmosphere in her rundown area had become increasingly threatening, she was forced to leave. She found, or was found, a small Home near us in Ealing, our borough, which my mother referred to as ‘the Queen of the Suburbs’. Certainly, it was quieter, safer, more suburban than Notting Hill. Dee-Dee was bored. I remember an elderly Scottish resident with failing memory asking time and again, in a sweetly reasonable tone: ‘Where’s that noise coming fra?’ – the noise being music from a portable radio. My parents helped Dee-Dee find a more congenial place. The last time I saw her, she was happily installed in a bigger Home in Twickenham, where she had become friendly with many other residents, including one particular person on the male floor. ‘He’s getting old, poor thing,’ she said; ‘he’s seventy-three.’ She herself was in her early nineties. She died when I was in California in 1967.


Dee-Dee was for me the nearest person to an ongoing grandparent. Three had carelessly died by the time I was eighteen months old; the fourth, my paternal grandmother, a redoubtable woman who had brought up eight children on very little money, lived in Heckmondwike, Yorkshire, near where her parents had kept a pub called the Shoulder of Mutton, in Liversedge. My father remembered her bridge technique; she would with increasing insistence bid and rebid her spades regardless of her partner’s lack of support or enthusiasm. We saw her perhaps once every three years, Yorkshire feeling in those days as far away as Turkey does now. One memory of her is her treading dogshit into the house. I also recall the peculiar smell that clung to her clothes. She died when I was ten: on that day the person known in the patronising language of the day as ‘the telegram boy’ delivered the telegram. It had to be bad news, and it was.


Having four grandchildren of my own now, I value the grandparent relationship more and more, regret the lack in my own childhood, and remember Dee-Dee with gratitude, despite the fact that she couldn’t bowl very well.


Dee-Dee’s was not the only encouragement I had for sport. A Lancastrian who lived a few streets away, and had rigged up a miniature cricket net in his small back garden, would get me playing proper cricket shots, mostly defensive ones. My cousin Michael, on his occasional visits from Heckmondwike, would play football and cricket with me in the street – with a good deal of patience, I imagine, for this little boy five years younger than him.


Paul Swann, who was the goalie for my father’s football team, Brentham, would chat with me while the ball was safely in the opposition half, as I stood by his goalpost. I sense now the pounding of boots on the ground as the game came closer, and recall the physicality of these big men. I remember feeling shame when the referee blew his whistle for a foul by Horace.


Doug Newman, who played for South Hampstead cricket club, and was a friend and opponent of my father’s, would bowl at me on the outfield during the tea interval.


My mother too: she had played netball for London University, and then tennis at Brentham. She came to cricket matches, made picnic teas, fielded in family knock-arounds, and later kept cuttings of my games when scorecards and reports began to appear. She came to watch me play against Colet Court, the prep school for St Paul’s. They had a lovely little ground, just the right size for small boys, ringed by a rope and deckchairs. I remember scoring 16, and being absurdly proud of the fact that this consisted of four boundaries. I also recall one of them, a hook that went directly to my mother’s deckchair, jiggling over the rope between her legs. Why do I remember just that moment, and why, I now ask myself, do I use the word ‘jiggling’ for the little hop of the ball? I think the main reason for its enduring clarity is that it was a sort of present to my mother, and I sensed that she received it as such. I felt proud of myself in her eyes, imagining her pride in me. I am aware of the possible interpretation of more bluntly Oedipal ideas; a clichéd, even perhaps clangy, interpretation from my aged mind as I write.


But the principal encouragement came from my father, himself a fine cricketer and all-round sportsman, who would bowl and bat against me, and throw me catches to dive for. During our summer holidays in Bognor, he would bowl, or throw, balls at me on the beach, the breakwater for a wicket. He made sure he had the wind behind him, so that if I missed it, and it missed the breakwater, I would have to fetch it. I would sometimes persuade him to go to the local ‘rec’ on the Chichester Road, where a pitch had been cut and rolled in the middle of the field. The outfield was dry and bare, so I was discouraged from either missing the ball, or hitting it too hard, since once again I would have to fetch it wherever it ended up. These conditions made playing straight not only a virtue but a benefit.


As I have implied, it wasn’t only the playing; there was also the talking that anticipated, accompanied and followed games. Horace would comment on games he (and later I) played in; on technique, on tactics. His standards required northern grit and shrewdness, as well as fair play as he saw it. He reckoned that defensive bowling wide of the off stump was against the spirit of the game (not an opportunity for scoring). I remember him once saying of Eb Schneerson, one of his team-mates, that when he flapped his hand in the direction of a fielder, the latter couldn’t tell if he was meant to move to the left or the right, if he should come in closer or move further out. When I said of another, Dessie Parker, that he was a really nice man (he was friendly towards me), my father responded, ‘But he is rather eager to please’.


I remember digging a hole in the back garden to get to Australia, doubtless already (I must have been five or six) the setting for the most glamorous radiance cricket had to offer. My parents, like psychoanalyst Donald Winnicott in relation to transitional objects, allowed the illusion; they did not challenge the naivety of this ambition, did not need to trim my fantasy to reality. (Amazingly, I got to Australia for cricket, even if by a different route.)


For many years, my father was my hero. He was proud of the picture taken by him with his homemade pinhole camera of three stumps painted on a wall in the back ‘ginnel’ (Yorkshire for lane or alley) behind the house he grew up in. For me it represented the romance of his childhood. I pestered him to make such a camera with me. We never did.


I also remember him coming home from a game against Winchmore Hill, in which he had broken his little finger in the course of scoring a hundred. The bowler was called Fox, and I have an image of a malign, lean, vulpine figure with a red moustache whom my father had overcome. His finger was crooked for the rest of his life, as is mine. Like him, I admired courage and fortitude in the game. Like me later, he enjoyed battles with skilful opponents, in his case Eddie Ingram and L. B. Thomson of Ealing Cricket Club, Henry and Doug Malcolm of South Hampstead, as well as the wicked Fox of Winchmore Hill.


My first professional hero, Jack Robertson, was an elegant, accomplished opening batter for Middlesex. I did not choose the incomparable Denis Compton or the dashing Bill Edrich, postwar stars for Middlesex and England. I think this must have had to do with Horace, also an opener, not often a dominating batter, but efficient, with a technique based on a sound defence. When I threw balls against the kitchen wall and then batted against the rebound, I was Jack Robertson, especially after his 331 in a day for Middlesex against Worcestershire in 1949, when I was seven. And eventually I became a Middlesex opening batter, not often dominant, but, like Robertson, a good county player.


* * *


So much for sport with its emphasis on bodily skills. There was also a slowly growing interest in ideas, and a vaguely sensed aspiration for a life of the mind. The conflict that my mother’s words implied became more internal, though it did not become explicit for years. Certainly, it has taken a long time to resolve (if that is the right word: it is so only if ‘resolve’ does not denote finality). And the envy and contempt coming from (and imagined by me to be coming from) people on both sides have not disappeared.


When I first went to Cambridge, to read Classics, the conflict didn’t trouble me much. Productions of Classical plays in the original Greek had taken place there, usually every third year, since 1882, and one was due in March 1961. As a sixth former, I had gone in for competitions in which boys and girls recited Greek and Latin poetry. Having enjoyed the drama, and the speaking in another language, I decided to apply for a part in the chosen play, Aristophanes’ Clouds.


My friend from school, Michael Apted, who was soon to research and later direct, Seven Up!, the brilliant TV documentary following the lives of fourteen boys and girls from various backgrounds every seven years, and who later became a successful film director, suggested I learn two speeches from Harold Pinter’s The Caretaker for my audition. These speeches were cruel tours de force through which Mick intimidates Davies, the so-called ‘caretaker’. One begins ‘You remind me of my uncle’s brother’ – not even my uncle, only my uncle’s brother – ‘always on the move, that man, never without his passport’; the second with ‘You know, believe it or not, you’ve got a funny kind of resemblance to a bloke I once knew in Shoreditch.’ The director was ‘Dadie’ Rylands, literary scholar, theatre director and aesthete. I was given the (important) part of Leader of the Chorus. Just when rehearsals were beginning, I was selected for the university lacrosse match to be played in Oxford later in the term, which happened to coincide with two or three performances of the play. I had to decide between them, but this was not a difficult decision. Of course I would play lacrosse! Sport over art; body, perhaps, over mind. When I told Rylands, he announced to the assembled cast that this ‘young boy has decided to play netball for the university, so he can’t be in our play’. And then he kindly asked if I’d like to come on, in any performances not clashing with the netball, as the ‘deus ex machina’ (the god from the machine), who is wheeled on to say two lines to round off the play. (Which I did, wearing sandals with spangly winged heels, representing Hermes, messenger of the gods, and being startled by the brightness of the lights.) I still recite (or mis-recite) the Pinter speeches as a party piece, and once, in 2009, addressed them to a cowering fellow-cricketer, Mike Gatting, roped in to be the bewildered Davies, in the Long Room at Lord’s, as part of a tribute to Pinter, who had died the previous winter.


I was suitably embarrassed by the whole ‘netball’ scene but took Rylands’s mistaking, deliberately or otherwise, netball for lacrosse as an expression of endearment. The gendered element did just about get through to me. Perhaps his hint of mockery was an intentional inversion of the usual direction of travel, a parody of the tendency of sporting hearties to think of themselves as quintessentially masculine and of netball as even more of a girls’ game than lacrosse.


Not long after retiring from cricket, I was invited to speak to a conference run by the Marriage Guidance Council on the subject: ‘Why do more women than men come for psychotherapy?’ In my talk I referred to men’s envy of women, using as an example my own reaction on discovering on a Saturday morning that my wife was pregnant, a much-desired outcome for us both; for the rest of the weekend, I wore (in the privacy of our flat) the Indonesian sarong I’d bought years before. I think this was my way of saying I wished it was me who could carry the baby. Without thinking further, I agreed to the Marriage Council’s request that I put my talk in their annual magazine. What I hadn’t counted on was that this detail would be picked up by two Australian newspapers, their articles headed in bold type: england captain wears a skirt.


The superiority and contempt between hearties and culture-vultures could be intense, though I don’t remember being explicitly aware of it until I went to university, and rarely then. The admissions tutor at Christ’s College in those days was Dr Pratt. He admitted dozens of sportsmen. Rumour had it that in his impatience with intellectual pretension among applicants, he resorted to the question: ‘Do you see rhythm in a matchbox?’ When one interviewee said, ‘No, I don’t. Should I?’, Pratt is said to have responded, ‘Thank God for that.’ His question demanded a lot from nervous eighteen-year-olds.


I remember a seminar in which an English don, George Watson, said, in his halting, self-conscious way: ‘The fact that I read twenty or twenty-five [he may even have said ‘or thirty’] books a week doesn’t make me bookish; there are times when I don’t want to look at a book at all.’ I thought it did, as I do now. In fact, I think his apologetic manner both hid and revealed a suggestion that he was rather pleased with his bookishness. We awe-ful (and awful) undergraduates were meant to feel like barbarians. But which books are they that one could read three or four of them in a day, every day?


A similar criticism, of pretentiousness, was made of a confession I made about my state of mind when batting against the fastest bowler I encountered, Michael Holding. I wrote that, trying to relax and not be hypnotised by his elegantly fluid, ominously quiet run-up – ‘Whispering death’ was how umpire Dickie Bird described him – I hummed the opening of Beethoven’s Razumovsky Quartet, Op. 59, No. 1. This comment got me into Private Eye’s ‘Pseuds Corner’ (the only time – so far). Art critic David Sylvester told me that you’re not a serious writer if you don’t appear there. He claimed to have had a dozen or so credits in the column.


I was reminded too of the beginning of Evelyn Waugh’s Decline and Fall, in which both elements, hearties and academics, reveal their vices. On one side the bullies ransack the rooms of undergraduates seen as arty or intellectual, smashing up one person’s grand piano, dousing another’s Matisse in a jug of water, tearing up Mr Partridge’s black sheets, and debagging a serious-minded theology student on his way back from a lecture. On the other side, the dons are gleefully peeping out at the broken glass littering the quadrangles. They are interested only in the fact that the fines imposed would justify opening several bottles of Founder’s port, maybe enough for a whole week of pleasurable drinking, if only the rioters would break the chapel windows. They do.


I had, however, misremembered a key detail of this fictional scene. The occasion is not, as I thought, the last day of Summer Eights week, that is, of the college boat-racing competitions. The hooligans were in fact members of the ‘Bollinger Club’ – ‘epileptic royalty from their villas of exile, uncouth peers from crumbling country seats; smooth young men of uncertain tastes from embassies and legations, illiterate lairds from wet granite hovels in the Highlands . . . All that was most sonorous of name and title was there for the beano.’


‘Bollinger’ is a flimsy disguise for ‘Bullingdon’. This actual club is infamous for its exclusivity and boorish behaviour. Founded in 1780, it was originally a sporting club, ‘dedicated to cricket and horse-racing’. I had done the oarsmen (the sportsmen) a disservice, but I wasn’t as far out as I thought.


* * *


Philosophical distinctions between body and mind are not restricted to abstract differences; they carry ethical or political weight. Which skill expresses the higher value – the sportsman’s or the intellectual’s, beauty of body or of mind? A parallel question occurs within categories of knowledge and belief: do we learn more from our senses or from our rational thinking, our intellect? Which is superior, sensory or intellectual certainty – that which is derived from the bodily organs of sense, combined with inductive reasoning, or conclusions from revelation, pure logic and deduction?


In Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar, Brutus, sleeplessly suffering his inner ‘insurrection’ about whether or not to join the conspirators planning Caesar’s murder, has a horrible nightmare. He says:




I have not slept.


Between the acting of a dreadful thing


And the first motion, all the interim is


Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream.


The genius and the mortal instruments


Are then in council; and the state of man,


Like to a little kingdom, suffers then


The nature of an insurrection.





Brutus’s ‘genius and the mortal instruments / Are then in council’ means, I think, that his ‘genius’, his tutelary spirit, his immortal soul, his most human(e) self, is at loggerheads with his ‘mortal instruments’, that is, with agency whose motivation comes from parts of the self that will die and rot, ultimately from the unredeemed body. As usual, Shakespeare puts a difficult idea succinctly, and bluntly.


The conflict is both a cultural and a personal war. Plato was clear: among those attending the Olympic Games, he ranked spectators at the top of his hierarchy (athletes came second, vendors at the bottom). Christianity took up some of his ideas, of the immortality of the soul, and of its separateness from the body. In the Beginning was the Word. That is, the first duty of a Christian is to listen to the word, the Word of God; a mental duty, faith ahead of deeds.


But other theologians have emphasised Christianity’s further claim; that the Word was made Flesh. Indeed, it tells the extraordinary story of the eternal God making himself human in Jesus, that is, embodied and mortal, subject to pain and the sufferings of the flesh. It is only through Jesus, these theologians say, that we can aspire to the being of God, an essence that has ‘boiled over’ into the flesh. As a result, flesh is not simply or only opposed to Spirit (as it is in the battles between the body’s impulses and compulsions such as greed and lust, on one side, and conscience, which arises within the mind and is felt to come from the incorporeal part of the self – on the other). Flesh, the body, may become transformed if we come to respect and even worship it, using it not in a greedy, selfish, lustful and exploitative way, but seeing it, potentially at least, as the site of a spirit of giving, of loving, of being loved. Thus body and mind are, ideally, welded into one. The body is not only the scene or agent of sensuality and triviality, but of tenderness, empathy, loyalty; it knows and respects its own vulnerability and that of others. Through the body, we may express our better (in religious terms, our ‘divine’) nature and the divinity revealed to us. Sex can be sublime, as perhaps in the Garden of Eden. Word is made Flesh, but Flesh is also made Word.


These arguments are not dead; and they function at different levels. There is still a superiority in intellectuals that at times descends into scorn for more practical fields. The contrast or tension between bodily pleasures – gustatory, erotic, competitive – and mental pleasures such as contemplation and reflection is presented as fundamental. One form of culture war occurs between the sciences and the humanities. At another level, there is a division between practical skills (such as carpentry – never part of the regular syllabus at my school) and intellectual ones (solving problems in pure logic, arguing a case, analysing poems). Within the sciences and many arts there are distinctions between pure and applied (in mathematics, for example); the former seems more single-minded, more restricted to the thing itself, than the promiscuous, abundant, peripheral latter. Within a single discipline there are fights over priority.


Freud spoke of the narcissism of small differences, and there is no shortage of that in all these fields, and on each side of the arguments. I remember a professor of philosophy in California displaying in a graduate class contempt for students from what he called ‘Aggy’ (i.e. agriculture) colleges, and his almost sycophantic admiration for those he saw as academic high-flyers from Oxbridge or Harvard. I once had the courage to criticise him, privately, for this contempt; in his lecture on the following day he tried his best, asking in his most humble voice for ‘Any questions?’; but the next minute his Cheshirecat grin broadened as he pounced with sharp claws on the next tentative Aggy-student question.


A gloves-off version of the war between science and the arts in relation to culture and politics was waged between scientist C. P. Snow (who also wrote novels) and literary critic F. R. Leavis. Snow fired the first shots, in 1956, following up three years later with the publication of his book The Two Cultures. He addresses the ignorance, among most of the population, including those allegedly best educated, of basic scientific propositions; how many, he asks, would understand the concepts of mass or acceleration, or would know the second law of thermo-dynamics? There is, he suggests, a disturbing ‘self-impoverishment’ in this. Leavis responded with augmented acerbity, much of it ad hominem, claiming that Snow grossly misunderstood literary (and other) culture. There are barbarisms on both sides. A Republican Party governor in the USA pronounced not long ago that we ‘need more welders and fewer philosophers’. In Julius Caesar, Caesar says of Cassius that ‘He thinks too much: such men are dangerous.’ And I recall the vice-chancellor of the University of Newcastle-upon-Tyne arguing in the 1970s that English literature was something you read on the train, not a field for serious intellectual study. He made this comment not long before the closure of the Philosophy department at the same university; English was too big a target, but philosophy could be picked off.


On the other hand, one reason for the success of a similar campaign at another university was the arrogance from those at threat, in this case too, philosophers. Their right to exist should not, they felt, have to be justified at all. They did not recognise the need to locate themselves within the academic community. After all, the queen of the arts and sciences is there by divine right! And I am told of a lecturer in an English department who argued as a matter of dogma that ‘precept should precede practice’, in other words that a student must have a (‘pure’) theory of reading before (‘applied’) actual reading.


Thus snobbery and counter-snobbery fuel each other.


In 2021, the vice-chancellor of Cambridge University, Stephen Toope, a human rights lawyer, commented on ‘the need to abandon the idea that the arts are nice, but not essential’. If the view needs to be abandoned, it is still current: ‘I think that focusing on what you can measure underplays value’, he added – we know the cost of everything but the value of nothing. In another thoughtful article, political economist William Davies writes: ‘The neoliberal position is that a humanities degree is a simple waste of money.’


I would argue, along with philosopher and psychoanalyst Jonathan Lear, that the value of the humanities is not to be thought of primarily in terms of economic and pragmatic factors, such as the value to the British economy of the arts or the value to the individual of an arts degree in terms of future employment potential. More fundamentally, and beyond what Toope argued for, the humanities call for the development of empathy and self-awareness, for a broadening of our emotional intelligence.


* * *


With versions of some of these arguments in the back of my mind, I chose in 1971 to leave my academic life as a lecturer in philosophy for a contract as a professional cricketer for Middlesex. My former supervisor, Renford Bambrough, responded to my request for advice with something like: ‘This seems to be one of those occasions when what you feel you’d like to do [play cricket again] coincides exactly with what you ought to do.’ (He may have been in part concurring with my estimation of myself as a philosopher.)


Several factors were involved in the decision. One was: I wasn’t sure I am a real philosopher, with a strong vocation for the field. I liked teaching, my colleagues and much of the debating. But I felt I wanted something that engaged with others more personally and practically. Second, cricket is not only a physical activity, involving body skills, it is also a mind game. It is moreover a team game; and, among team games, it lasts longer than other games, involves one-to-one contests in the context of the team, and provides opportunities for good and bad practical reasoning. Like chess, it calls for planning, calculation of probabilities and intuition. One may punch above one’s weight or below it. One may overthink or under-think; either way, thinking enters into performance. Cricket is, or can be, a thinking person’s game. Third, I was to be captain. That gave my participation an extra dimension.


Finally, when sportsmen and spectators travel to a game, and especially when they leave it, like me after the football match in Gunnersbury Park, they talk about it; expressing hopes, expectations, and analysing high and low points, disappointment and elation. The talking is part of the game, certainly part of the love of the game. Style, skill, flair, determination – yes of course. But going to a game, or playing it, is a social, emotional and mental activity. It is not inevitably a mindless tribal excess.


Michael Henderson raises the question to himself as well as to his readers: ‘Is cricket a part of your sporting life, or your other life?’ If I understand him, I’m inclined to answer, with him, that it is, and has long been, a part of my life – of my life as a whole, not of one hived-off aspect of myself.


Later I made a further switch, to being a psychoanalyst. For some time I was liable to feel embarrassed when my cricketing past was alluded to by new colleagues or teachers. But as I get older, in my recent books, and in the writing of this one, I have been aiming to integrate these various fields, to bring closer together body and mind.










CHAPTER 2



FOOT-HAT OR HEAD-SHOE?


At the University of Newcastle-upon-Tyne, where I lectured in philosophy for almost three years, students could apply to do philosophy either as a stand-alone subject or in combination with other disciplines. In my last year, the professor, Karl Britton, asked me to interview, with him, a girl from London who was applying for the combined course with English. She had had an interview with the professor of English Language, a somewhat formidable woman who would sometimes dissolve in giggles, as when she recalled a recipe from a southern state in the US that started ‘Have them beat you twenty eggs’. The applicant was unusually free in her responses to our questions. Comparing impressions after the interview, we found we were both well-disposed to her application. Just then, someone brought a note from the English professor: the applicant was ‘all over the place and very vague’. Karl read this, frowning, then said; ‘But such a productive vagueness, don’t you think?’


What a difference in response between the two professors! No doubt in order to study linguistics and Anglo-Saxon an attention to detail, clarity and a capacity for clear and systematic thinking are crucial, as indeed I would say they are for studying philosophy and literature. But what about the space for imagination, for wide-ranging responses?


I love the speeches by Theseus and his wife Hippolyta near the end of A Midsummer Night’s Dream. Theseus:




Lovers and madmen have such seething brains,


Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend


More than cool reason ever comprehends.


The lunatic, the lover and the poet


Are of imagination all compact . . .


The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling,


Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven;


And as imagination bodies forth


The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen


Turns them to shapes and gives to airy nothing


A local habitation and a name.





And Hippolyta responds:




But all the story of the night told over,


And all their minds transfigured so together,


More witnesseth than fancy’s images


And grows to something of great constancy.





* * *


I could not have said this of the discursive girl from London (perhaps Karl couldn’t have either); but we did have hopes for something along these lines. Fantasies may apprehend more than cool reason and maybe not just a matter of fanciful images, but of growth towards constancy.


Vagueness may of course be unproductive. It may be, as Rebecca Solnit, quoting George Orwell, points out, ‘blurring, evasive, meandering, avoiding’. But, she continues, ‘thinking can also be too tight, too restrictive in vocabulary and connotation, when some words have been murdered and others severed from too many of their associations’. While bringing ‘airy nothings’ down to earth, ‘bodying forth the forms of things unknown’, metaphors allude to points of similarity, but don’t necessarily specify exactly what the comparison is. Vagueness includes open-endedness, a range of possible meanings. It may offer space for the conversation to continue in the mind and voice of the other. It is not prescriptive or autocratic.


* * *


After O-Levels I had to choose subjects for the sixth form. In those days options were clustered narrowly. Schools tended not make it possible to timetable students to do, say, maths and French, or biology and religion. We had to settle either for science or for the humanities. Conventionally successful students like myself had been placed in the A-stream. At my school, there were in the three years up to O-levels five such streams, A to E. In 3A we had to choose between German and (Ancient) Greek, to go alongside the compulsory French and Latin. There were sets for maths, and in the fifth form year those in the top set were automatically put in for ‘Additional’ maths O-level as well as for the ordinary maths exam. We did not do separate physics, chemistry and biology; rather we were entered for ‘General Science’, for which our teacher taught biology for 60 per cent of the time, chemistry for 30 per cent and physics for not much more than 10 per cent. We surmised that he found physics uncongenial if not incomprehensible.


Thus, science was valued less than other subjects; it was only in the B-stream that you would be taught and put in for exams in each of the three sciences separately. Knowledge of dead languages was regarded as loftier than learning to speak and read living ones. Economics was absent from our pre-sixth form curriculum: history (with the exception of Classical history) was peripheral; and art, music, woodwork and the like were totally ignored, except as extracurricular activities for a few.


The priorities were in accordance with the value system of nineteenth-century public schools. Students regarded as at the top of the tree were guided towards the pure logic of mathematics or the allegedly impeccable logic of Greek and Latin grammar, languages which were often taught like crossword puzzles to be solved, with an emphasis on parsing, conjugations and declensions. Classics was put on a pedestal, suitable, it was still supposed, along with cricket, to be the ideal preparation for running an empire or for entering the high echelons of the Civil Service. This was the royal road to intellectual and moral superiority. I was encouraged, though not pushed, to go into the Classical sixth form.


My school, far from being one of the ‘great’ public schools, but with some pretentions in that direction, was, more modestly, a good day school. There, we imbibed the kind of values-hierarchy that put rule-based learning ahead of imagination and practicality, a system that might have been approved of by Thomas Arnold, the famous headmaster of Rugby school from 1828 to 1842.


Writer Meg Harris Williams scathingly labels Julius Caesar in Shakespeare’s play ‘head boy, cricket captain’ someone whom people would ‘applaud though he had stabbed their mothers, such is the absence of any emotional reality in this context’.


I, too, have long been sceptical about this kind of emphasis on a top-down paradigm of learning and rationality rather than bottom-up. But broader values were not entirely absent. One feature of my education that I am grateful for was that, in English classes from the second form to the fifth, the second term of each school year was devoted to the reading of Shakespeare.


Moreover, many teachers did their best to make use of their passions, humour and love of their fields. For example, Revd C.J. Ellingham, our 5A class teacher, used one of the four or five Greek lessons each week for what he called ‘Boneheads’ versus ‘Numskulls’; he would provide cyclostyled scenes that he had written in a mix of pigeon Greek and real Greek, which appealed to our teenage sense of humour. A boy called ‘Ware’ appeared as ‘Phylax’, the Greek for guard, while my moniker was ‘Bontose’, B plus ‘ontose’, the Greek for really. I remember one such skit, the day after the speaker at our annual prize day, who had family connection with the founder of the Boy Scouts, Lord Baden-Powell, had encouraged us all to become leaders. The next morning, we were reading about Phylax asking, in Greek, ‘But sir, if everyone is a leader, who will be there to be led?’


I could have followed my maths-teacher parents by going into the maths sixth. I think one reason I didn’t was that I wanted to do my own thing, not my parents’. I suspect that I also knew I was only proficient at maths, not passionate or creative; and perhaps I had a dim recognition of classics as a study of whole civilisations.


So, there I was in the Classical Sixth, an elite group of five in our year (two in the year above). We became skilled at translating Tennyson (and suchlike) into Greek verse. We were good at the optative and could tell a pluperfect from an imperfect.


I remember once, influenced perhaps by Ellingham’s playfulness and traces of delinquency, risking a foray into extravagance of thinking. After two years, as part of our A-level testing, we took an exam called ‘S-level’, ‘S’ standing for Scholarship, a general paper that involved (I’m fairly sure) writing two essays in a couple of hours from a range of topics. I could not see anything that I knew much about in this list. What I did was to write first about Scientific Research, which I parodied by talking about dissecting an apple and getting to the core of the subject; the second was to argue against ‘Industrial degradation of the environment’ (or some such title) by describing rural electricity pylons as forming a chain of lacy jewels that was an aesthetic improvement on mere nature. I got a distinction in that paper.


Six months later I won a scholarship to Cambridge, a place I had no connections to or knowledge of. But it sounded good, and the university cricket team played against the first-class counties! Stanley Ward encouraged me to apply to St John’s, on the grounds that this college valued all sorts of qualities, not only narrowly academic ones like parsing Virgil or accelerating particles. He thought Cambridge would suit me better than Oxford. I later appreciated his recommendations and came to understand what he meant. Renford Bambrough, who became my supervisor at St John’s, once joked that, when he was in Oxford, he knew what people at Bristol felt when they were in Cambridge. My probably prejudiced idea is that perhaps still today, Oxford people are more obviously intellectually clever, and more socially assured, than those brought up in the more earnest Cambridge atmosphere. Could the difference in tone go back to the English Civil War, when Oxford was Royalist, Cambridge Puritan?


As we had been well taught at school in what was then the current style, arriving at university was not all that different. There was a sense of carrying on, without too much strain.


For decades I regretted the years spent on languages that were no longer spoken, and though I never did much about rectifying the lack (apart from trying to teach myself German during my two terms in the third-year sixth form after having got into Cambridge), I bemoaned my inability to speak and read any living language with even modest competence.


My wife, however, has helped me to see my situation differently. Brought up in India and in UK, she speaks fluent Gujarati and English, plus good Hindi and a smattering of French. But she never learned Latin or Greek, or for that matter Sanskrit, and regrets it. She envies me my knowledge of Classical etymology and of parts of speech: split infinitives, ablative absolutes, hanging participles and so on. From various angles, I have come closer to her view.


* * *


Probably inevitably, and perhaps necessarily, some of the teaching was a bit dull and mechanical. But I am now more inclined to think that what I should have been critical of was not the teachers but myself. I was not capable of going far in the direction of productive vagueness or the ‘bodying forth of imagination’.


I find it hard to remember much of my life during the sixth form years, when I was aged sixteen to eighteen. I have a curious little problem these days that may or may not be relevant: when doing exercises and keeping track of how many I’ve done of each, I find that my silent counting goes: ‘fifteen, sixteen, eighteen, nineteen…’ I wonder if this jumping over ‘seventeen’ represents an elision of experience of what should have been an intense period of my life. That year or two seems to me now a somewhat closed book, an empty time, except to some extent with regard to sport.


I played for the rugby First XV for my last three years at school, as full-back or fly half. In my second game I broke my collar bone; the rugby master told me to circle my arms above my head and sent me back on the field. In my last year, I was a triallist and reserve for Middlesex schools. At Eton Fives, I was in the first pair, but disappointed the Fives master, Tom Manning, and the Head, by insisting on running in the House Cross Country on the day before we played against Eton, and then losing 3-2 after being 2-0 up. In 1959 I scored over one thousand runs for the school, including five centuries, though I can remember hardly any details.


I’m often asked how I remember incidents, passages of play, and sometimes scores from individual cricket matches over my career. I might remember a match where I was out for nought but not one in which I scored a century; or a match when we lost but not ones that we won. And sometimes what I remember is a single incident or delivery, but nothing else about the match at all – in these last cases, there may well be an emotional significance in the salient detail; in other cases, memory and forgetting seem more fickle, more random.


Recently I was surprised by being able to remember nothing of a particular match. In a WhatsApp group organised by Pat Pocock, who played for Surrey and England, Tim Lamb commented on a match he played in between Hampshire and Middlesex at Southampton in 1975. Barry Richards, he said, had played two wonderful innings of 59 and 70 not out on a spinner’s pitch, against Fred Titmus and Phil Edmonds. ‘Brears,’ he added, ‘will remember the match, which Middlesex won’. Being unable to recall ever playing at Southampton, let alone Richards’s innings, I looked up the scorecard of the game. It turned out that I’d scored 70 and 114 not out in the match, and we had indeed won, by 135 runs. Nothing was jogged by the scorecard either.


Perhaps, I thought, I’m more likely to remember games in which individually and as a team we failed (just as bad reviews of books are sometimes more memorable than favourable ones). But no, I don’t think so. In Wisden I now find the scores of a game Middlesex played a week or so after the victory at Southampton, at Old Trafford against Lancashire. We were beaten by eight wickets, and I scored a mere 13 and 20. I can remember nothing whatsoever about this match either.


There are of course events all those years ago that I do recall in detail, as my questioners implied. Some of them were themselves memorable, because of their high prestige or because of significant achievements or failures, But, as with family memories, another factor in my remembering them is that I and others have told the story repeatedly, and on occasion written about them. The question arises: do I remember the events themselves, or the events as reconstructed in the telling? Our grandchildren report with a pleasurable sense of participation that as babies or toddlers they refused to eat or got sick in the car; they speak as if they are remembering the event itself, but it seems more likely that what they so vividly describe is the story as they imagined it on being told it by their parents. I’m not sure which is the case with, for instance, my own ‘memories’, or ‘imagined constructions’, of having dreamt of tigers as a small boy, and standing up in bed rigid with terror.


Memories of Test matches are on the whole more authentic, but one factor is the writing them up that has contributed to making them features of my personal past. Every four years, when home Ashes series occur, I’m likely to be asked, by cricket writers and others, to provide old memories as if they are newly minted, or never before revealed. People are keen to hear from the horses’ mouths what playing in these matches, that form part of cricket’s tradition, mean and meant to past participants. The request feels sometimes like being wheeled out as a relic to carry a banner in this glorious pageant!


* * *


One of the classics dons in my college was Guy Lee, who taught Latin poetry. I think his way of thinking was too far ahead of me with my restricted literalness. John Crook, who taught classical history, was quirky, down-to-earth, and interested in social history. He wanted us to think for ourselves, including entering into the question what life was like in Rome, Athens or Sparta. He once wrote a comment on an essay of mine (on Theophrastus’s Characters, I recall) that the content was as shallow as the writing style. But he also told me that he hoped I would get a first-class degree along with several ‘Blues’.
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