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BARBADOS, MAY 2015


Part 1


How did I end up here again? How, thirty years after my first memory – hiding from the world after breaking a window at my dad’s cricket club – did I find myself back in a toilet hoping nobody would discover me? I’d travelled a million miles and gone nowhere.


The sounds and smells were all the same. The gurgling of pipes, the odour of kit and sweat and damp.


But I was much changed. And as I looked at myself in the mirror, the sweat dripping off my nose, I thought of the toll that cricket had taken on me. I saw the crow’s feet and sun damage. I saw the scar on my chin and the chips in my teeth. My hair had gone and, somewhere along the way, the fun had, too. Batting had become torture.


I had just been out for a duck in my final Test. I had hardly seen the ball that I gloved to mid-wicket. I knew it was over. Everyone knew it was over. I had felt great in the nets. I had felt great playing for Warwickshire the season before and for the Lions just weeks previously. But somehow, when I stepped over the boundary rope, I was gripped by anxiety and there was nothing I could do about it.


Alastair Cook made a century later that day. He told his wife he wished he could have shared it with me, and that we could have scored fifty each. He meant it, too. Despite needing the personal milestone for his own peace of mind – it had been almost two years since he had scored a Test century. He had supported me every step of the way and I was unable to pay him back in the way he deserved. I was pleased for him. But I knew my race was run.


Scoring runs had always made everything all right. If I scored runs as a kid, everyone in our family and household seemed happier. If I scored runs as a teenager, I’d be selected for the best teams and the best tours. If I scored runs as a professional, my team would win and everyone would be happy. People relied on me to score runs. They had come to expect it. Runs had always made everything all right, but the runs had gone.


I had always been a cricketer. I didn’t have a teddy bear; I had a miniature cricket bat. We didn’t go on family holidays; we went on tour. We didn’t go as a family to the beach on Saturday; they came to watch me bat. My identity was as a batsman. My role was to score runs. I didn’t have anything else to offer.


Generally, I had liked that. I had fallow periods, but generally I liked being the man people relied upon to score runs in difficult conditions and under pressure. I took pride in it. But somewhere along the way – perhaps ahead of the 2013 Ashes – the burden of that expectation became too much to bear. Every time anyone said, ‘Oh, you always do well against Australia; you average ninety against them, don’t you?’ I felt the cold hand of panic grip my heart. Ninety! I couldn’t live up to that! It meant I had to score 180 runs a Test just to stand still. Ahead of the final Test of that series – with the Ashes already won – I sat in my car ahead of the journey to The Oval in floods of tears. I just couldn’t face going through it all again.


It never really got better. I knew I was going to retire after the Grenada Test. We had won and I had scored fifty in the first innings, but I knew. I couldn’t do what I used to do. I couldn’t get the feeling back. I couldn’t get in the zone. I was holding the team up.


I wanted to give Adam Lyth some time ahead of the summer series against New Zealand and Australia. I phoned Andrew Strauss, Dr Steve Peters, the psychologist I had been working with, and Jim Troughton, my old mate from Warwickshire. ‘See the job through,’ Straussy and Steve had said. ‘Do what’s best for you,’ Trouts said. I saw the job through. I felt I had to after leaving the Ashes tour in November 2013.


So, the job was through. And as I looked in the mirror, I thought back to all the teams I had represented over the years. All the tours. I thought of the U10 side I represented as an eight-year-old, the U19 side I represented as a fifteen-year-old, of moving to England, of making my Test debut, of sitting in buses and driving through India and Sri Lanka and all those other amazing places I had been so fortunate to visit. I thought of the period when I was struggling for form in 2007 and looking over at the ground staff at Warwickshire and thinking, ‘I wish I could get a job doing that,’ and I thought of the instinctive reply I gave Andy Flower following my first Test innings, when he asked how I was. ‘It’s the most fun I’ve ever had,’ I told him. And it had been.


And I thought of that little boy, aged three or four, who’d hidden away after breaking that window.


‘See if you can hit this, little Trotty,’ my dad’s friend said as he underarmed a ball at me. I had been hanging around the boundary rope all day, hoping a ball from the match in which my dad was involved would trickle towards me and I could give it a smack. So I didn’t need any second invitation when someone offered to bowl at me. I took a step towards the ball and smashed it back at him. He jerked his head out of the way and the ball crashed through a glass door behind him. Sensing I was in trouble, I dropped my bat – a chopped-off SS Jumbo that I used to take everywhere – and ran. The dark and quiet of the toilets seemed the quietest place.


And here I was again. Thirty years later. Hiding. Broken into more pieces than that glass.


This is my story.
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CAPE TOWN, 1990s


Growing Pains


My mum had first taken me to a psychologist when I was sixteen. I had been pushing for selection in the South Africa U19 side but lost form horribly. My last five innings had produced four ducks and a 2 and I couldn’t take it. One of my best friends – he still is; I’ve recently invested in his business – said something I didn’t like and I head-butted him. Ridiculous behaviour that still fills me with shame. Anyway, my mum found out and took me to a psychologist.


It didn’t take him long to work out that my mood was governed by my fortunes on the pitch.


‘Why do you have to do so well at cricket?’ he asked.


‘I just do,’ I answered.


‘But why? It’s not life and death, is it?’ he kept asking, probing away like an accurate seamer who thinks he’s found a weakness on off stump. Eventually I broke down.


How could he understand? Cricket had already become the way in which I defined myself. It was my identity and my purpose. It wasn’t an ambition to play cricket; it was an instinct in the same way hunger is. It was everything. It was what I did and who I was. It differentiated me from the crowd and seemed to make my parents happy. I was so keen to make them proud. I could be a successful cricketer or an unsuccessful cricketer, but I was going to be a cricketer.


But perhaps each man really does kill the thing he loves. My reliance upon the game – the silly game where, if you were in form, you could nick a good ball early and be out, but if you were out of form you could miss it and go on and make a century – left me exposed. I needed it too badly.


I don’t remember a time before I wanted to be a cricketer. Other little boys would answer ‘Fighter pilot’ or ‘Astronaut’ when they were asked at school what they wanted to be when they grew up. I said ‘Cricketer.’ Always. From the beginning. My first memories are of cricket. Other kids went to the cinema or the beach. I went to games or nets. It meant I progressed quickly as a cricketer, but in retrospect it probably left holes in other areas of my development.


Sport was important to my family. In the early eighties my parents had to decide whether to use their savings to buy a house in Cape Town near my school in Rondebosch or go to the LA Olympics. The smart decision was to buy the house, but the Olympics won hands down. They spent everything on taking the three of us to the US to watch the Games. I was there when Carl Lewis received his gold medal for the 100m.


I was effectively an only child. I had a stepbrother and stepsister through my mum, but they were older and, much of the time, it was just me with my parents. So I had their almost undivided attention and focus.


That is not to say I was cosseted. I was expected, from a young age, to walk the couple of miles home from school and it was instilled in me early on that, if you wanted something, you had to work for it. ‘Never let anyone carry your kit bag for you,’ my dad used to tell me, and it was that work ethic, that understanding that the game was tough and would give you nothing for free, that pervaded my attitude to the sport. Even today, as I watch young players pick up their sponsored cars and new kit, I fear that the game is setting them up for a fall. ‘It’s not meant to be that easy,’ I think to myself. ‘You’re meant to work for it.’


My parents had both been fine athletes. My dad, who was born in England but moved to South Africa when he was two, was offered a trial with Leicester City; my mum played softball for South Africa and was offered a semipro role in Holland. Later they ran a sports shop together. Sport wasn’t a release from real life for them; it was real life.


My dad was also a good cricketer. He ran a successful coaching clinic in Cape Town at the weekends and I always hung around, hoping one of the kids would be late or not show up, so I could have a net. I’d carry the matting, fetch balls and watch. At other times, I’d help them in the shop. I would help sand bats or stock shelves. I spent a lot of time with my parents. I loved it.


My favourite times in the year were when the new equipment came into the shop. I used to love looking at the new hockey and cricket gear and I loved to watch my dad sell it. He was brilliant: again and again, I’d see people come in for a new thigh pad and leave with new pads, gloves and bat or hockey stick. He could have sold them their own teeth and left them feeling they’d got a great deal.


My dad made me work for any new gear. In return for a new pair of gloves, I’d have to put in several hours of work at the shop. I didn’t mind – quite the opposite, really – and I think he was right to instil the work ethic in me in that way. I learned to love and appreciate my equipment in those days. When you sand and oil bats as much as I did, when you spending hours knocking them in – that was one of the services we offered – you appreciate how much work goes into making them. Years later, I was still the only guy in the England dressing room who could put a grip on a bat so that it was an absolute fit. Alastair Cook would always give me his bats to sort out and sometimes I’d sneak into Ravi Bopara’s kit bags and redo all his grips. I can’t stand to see them flapping at the top or exposing a bit of handle at the bottom. They have to be perfect.


I became very particular about my bats. I learned exactly what I liked – which is a pretty light bat with an oval handle and, instead of a large sweet spot – which is what most modern players like now – a bit more weight towards the top. I was never about power. Outfields are so fast that timing and placement are nearly always more important. I very rarely even tried to hit sixes.


I was first sponsored by bat manufacturers Gunn & Moore when I was seventeen. Their rep had a good relationship with my dad and they gave me the most beautiful bat – a GM Autograph – in return for me agreeing to give them first refusal if I signed as a professional. It was the start of a long and happy relationship. I got to know the chief bat makers, the ladies who put the stickers on the bats and loads of other people who worked for the company. I loved visiting them and talking about the bats. I’d recommend any young player to build up that sort of relationship with your supplier. You have to ensure you have the best equipment, and generally the manufacturers will be delighted to help you find what best suits you if they understand how grateful you are and how much it means to you.


Many years later, I moved to New Balance. My brother works for them sourcing materials. I was the first cricketer they had signed and the deal was about four times what I was paid by Gunn & Moore. I was sad to move – not least because I had to buy myself out of my contract – but you have a limited amount of time to make some money as a professional player and the New Balance offer was very attractive. It took a little while to get the bats right but, before long, we found a way.


Anyway, one Saturday morning I went to watch my dad play for Techs-Mutual third team. The fourth team were playing on the pitch right next to his and someone didn’t turn up. They had a hangover, if memory serves. So, with the choice of fielding a ten-man side or picking me, I was included for my first game in adult cricket. I was ten.


I came in to bat at number four just as my dad was going in to bat on the pitch next door. Our innings ran parallel for the next hour or so, with me making fifty and him finishing not out 99. I have a particularly fond memory of looking over at him: we were both leaning on our bats at the non-striker’s end in exactly the same way. He flashed me a big smile.


After I’d been batting for a while, a wicket fell and a new man joined me in the middle. He seemed about a thousand years old to me, so I took the opportunity to hand him some advice. ‘The spinner is turning the ball away from the bat; just try and rotate the strike and don’t try anything too aggressive,’ I said. It turned out the new batsman was Denys Hobson, who undoubtedly would have played at Test level had his career not coincided with South Africa’s exclusion from international cricket. He was only about forty. ‘Your son is a confident bugger,’ he told my dad after the game.


I was vaguely aware, even as a kid, that my mum was a bit different. We had a mums v. sons match at school and while all the other mums were pretty hopeless – they giggled when they were bowled by the first straight ball they received – my mum took it really seriously. I was used to being the best player in every game – I opened the batting and the bowling – but she smashed my bowling everywhere. I could hear the other kids laugh when she hit one ball over mid-wicket and into the swimming pool. It was embarrassing.


But I was also proud. How many other kids had mums who had played sport at international level? How many had mums who could give them advice and understood how much it hurt to fail and how important it was to succeed?


When we played against other schools, you’d hear other kids being told ‘Well done’ or ‘Never mind’ by their mums after the game. I’d get ‘You’re going to have to work on your running between the wickets,’ or ‘Your straight driving was much better today.’ Sport wasn’t about having fun or making friends; it was about winning. So when I had a cricket-themed birthday party as an eight-year-old, I wanted to bat through it. I treated it like a Test match. I couldn’t care less that other kids just wanted to run around, eat cake and have a laugh. I wanted to get my head down and show everyone what a good batsman I was. I didn’t want to make friends; I wanted to impress. I had the balance all wrong.


My mum was the one who would drive me to games or to training sessions. Thousands of miles; thousands of hours watching and waiting. How do you repay that? And she understood. If I was ever in trouble in school – and I remember one exam where I spent the time drawing the field placings I was going to set in the next game – or being treated unfairly at school, or if I reacted to a bad piece of umpiring on the hockey or cricket pitch, she would always have my back, she would always stick up for me – but if I was in the wrong she sure would let me know about it. Right from the beginning, she saw that cricket could be a career for me and right from the beginning, she guided me towards that goal. I suppose I became a mixture of both of my parents. I have my dad’s patience and my mum’s temper.


They were, in some ways, quite strict parents. They didn’t much like me going out in the evening and there were times we would clash because of that. One weekend when I was about sixteen, my mum and I argued when she wouldn’t let me out on Friday night. The following day, I failed in a game and when I arrived home she said, ‘You never get runs when we’ve argued.’ It was a phrase that stuck in mind and would come to have more significance many years later.


Knowing my parents were so invested in my career was a mixed blessing. In most ways, it was brilliant. It meant they took my cricket seriously, they encouraged me and they were always on my side. But there were times it felt like a burden, times when I felt painfully aware of how important my success was to them. As if the only way that the family would be happy was if I scored runs. I felt that if I failed the atmosphere would be tense and they would all be disappointed in me. The weight of that responsibility became counterproductive.


Let me be clear: my parents were wonderful. Hugely encouraging, utterly supportive and proud. They still are. There is no way I would have enjoyed the career – or the life – I have enjoyed without their support and their sacrifices. I owe them a great deal. But between us, we created something of a monster.


I don’t think that’s particularly unusual. There are lots of well-known examples of sports stars being groomed for success by driven parents: I’m thinking of Tiger Woods, the Williams sisters and Andre Agassi. The foundation of their success was the drive instilled by their parents: the pursuit of excellence; the identification of one skill that could, if fully developed, bring them vast success. But that demand to focus on one skill, on one aspect of life, can leave holes elsewhere. It can become a person’s greatest strength and their greatest weakness. I can identify with that.


When I reflect on the dressing rooms I’ve shared, most successful cricketers have been the same. Do you know how difficult it is to reach the top in international sport? And how difficult it is to stay there? You have to want it so badly, to work for it so hard, that you make many sacrifices in other areas of your life. You need to have parents who expose you to the game young, then ferry you to matches and training sessions, support you, push you and sweep you up when you’re broken. You have to be a bit of a mess to want it as badly as you need to if you’re going to make it. There are some exceptions, but they are few and far between.


I recall hurling the ball back at a hopeless bowler who had just delivered one into the side netting. It was my school U10 trial and I was furious because he was wasting my chance to impress. ‘Calm down,’ the teacher or coach said to me. ‘But this is my one chance,’ I said. ‘I’ve got to make it count.’ I was eight.


I was playing above my age group level from that time. I was always pushing for the next level. Never satisfied with what I had. I remember crying when I only made the Western Province U13 B side when I was eleven. It seemed like a disaster.


So grand were my ambitions that, when Brian Lara became the first man to score 500 in a first-class match, I remember thinking, ‘Ahh, damn it. I wanted to be the first guy to do that.’ I would have been thirteen by then.


I was fortunate that my half-brother, Kenny Jackson, was just breaking into the Western Province side as I was developing. Kenny is seventeen years older than me – he’s my mum’s son from her first marriage – and a very naturally talented ball player. He was rated South Africa’s number three table-tennis player and, once the country were readmitted into international competition, started to take his cricket more seriously. I would watch him net and go to the gym with him and learned a bit about what it took to be a professional player.


I also developed at every stage with Andrew Puttick. He was a good player who, for various reasons, has been unlucky to have only a brief international career, but he played a big role in my development – from every school team I played for, to the South Africa U15 and U19 sides, and Western Province. He understood about batting and how to win games and we spent many hours, for school and club, in the middle together. He opened, I came in number three and I made him run a lot of singles from the final ball of the over to make sure I kept the strike. We won a lot of games and I wouldn’t have been nearly as good without him.


Another guy I came up against at that stage was Kevin Pietersen. He was a very aggressive batsman and an even more aggressive off-spinner in those days. I blocked the first ball I received from him and he barked down the pitch, ‘C’mon, try and hit the ball, you useless ****.’


‘Toss it up and I will,’ I replied. The next ball he threw up a little higher and I smashed it back over his head for six. He was unimpressed.






Kevin Pietersen:


I knew about Trotty a while before we met. He had a big reputation in age group cricket in South Africa. He had achieved quite a lot already and he was clearly on the way to big things.


By contrast, I was a late developer. And a bowler. I think he whacked me a few times in those days. I’m not sure if I ever got him out.


We first came across one another when I was playing for Natal and he was at Western Province. We clashed a bit. We were both tough and hot-headed young men. Typical South African kids, I guess. And there was a lot of rivalry between those two teams.


There was probably a bit of uncertainty on both sides when we met again in 2009. We had come across each other in county cricket a few times, but never really mixed. But he had just enjoyed that brilliant debut at The Oval and, after I hobbled over to congratulate him – I had my leg in a cast at the time – we hit it off immediately. I congratulated him and recall we spoke about a load of interviews he had been asked to do. All that stuff was new to him and I think he wanted a bit of guidance.


I saw that as my role with him and Craig Kieswetter over the next few years. As a guy brought up in South Africa, I had already experienced what it was like to be a bit of an outsider in that dressing room and felt I could help them through some of the challenges they would face. It wasn’t that there was a split, exactly, but there were times you were made to feel like an outsider and I never thought that was healthy in a dressing room.


I think we understood each other. We had both developed through the same system. We both understood that, in South Africa, education was all well and good, but basically you went to school to play sport. That was what mattered. You played it tough, you took discipline seriously and you weren’t sly to your teammates. We became close and it helped that there were two of us in that environment that understood and supported one another.








I was ten when I was given a job selling match programmes inside Newlands cricket ground in Cape Town. It was all pretty unofficial, so I was still meant to buy a ticket to get into the ground, but then for every programme I sold for two rand, I could keep one rand.


It didn’t take me long to realise that, if I could get into the ground for free, I could make more money. So I devised a system where I would throw a handful of small stones at a bush on the other side of the fence. When the security guard looked to see what was going on, I would climb over the wall as quickly as I could. I wonder how many people have climbed over the wall of a ground on which they would later play Test cricket?


When England were there in 1995, I realised I could get away with selling the programmes for four rand. The only problem was, I had to make sure I got a fair distance away from my victims before they looked at the front cover and saw the real price. They were fun days and it helped me watch a lot of great cricket.


I had some great coaches as I was developing. Eddie Barlow was a hero of mine and instilled in me how important it was to toughen up, while Peter Kirsten helped me think in different ways. He was so talented that I think his advice was lost on some of the guys – they just couldn’t do what he did so naturally – but I enjoyed his support and continued to progress through the system.


Progress wasn’t seamless, though. When I was sixteen, a teammate from the club my dad and I played at, trying to be nice, said: ‘You’re going to get selected for the South Africa U19 side and make your dad so proud.’ It was a lovely thing to say, really, but it set me thinking: they’ve given up so much for me; they’re relying on me; I mustn’t let them down; I must be selected for that U19 side. So when I lost form it felt worse.


By that stage, I already had a big reputation. All my personal pride was built upon my cricketing success. This first taste of failure – four ducks and a 2 just weeks before the provincial schools tournament – left me not only embarrassed, but without my identity. It was torture. I wondered at the time whether I ought to start thinking about giving up and spending my weekends on the beach like normal people.


My dad relieved much of the pressure. When I plucked up the courage to tell him how I was feeling, he immediately said ‘Give it up if you want.’ He told me there was no pressure and that it was a game to be enjoyed. If I didn’t enjoy it then of course I could go and do other things.


The burden was lifted. Over the next few innings, I scored 66, 99, 38, 27 and 44 – all unbeaten – and, freed of worry and responsibility, just enjoyed the game without looking too far ahead. A month after I had thought about quitting the sport, I was selected for South Africa U19 for the first time.


It should have been a lesson to me. It should have taught me how quickly the game can change and how important it is not to look too far ahead or clutter your mind with too much thought. It should have taught me, too, that the parental pressure I felt was largely my own perception and that they simply wanted me to be happy. For a while it worked, too, but fifteen or so years later, I would have a similar conversation with my dad – this time by phone – as I told him I was leaving the Ashes tour. It was, I think, the worst moment of my life.


As my development continued, so the number of tours increased. At thirteen I went to Bloemfontein in the Western Province U15 squad, at fourteen I came to the UK (on my British passport) as part of the South Africa U15 side and by the time I was seventeen I was in the South Africa U19 team touring Pakistan. I always wanted to be involved, but homesickness was a recurring problem. It probably didn’t help that I was younger than most of the others.


It followed a pattern. I would start a tour fine but, as it wore on, I would pine for home and a release from the pressure of constant performance and scrutiny. So when the South Africa U19 side toured Pakistan – where we didn’t win a game – I started with a double hundred but, a month later, could hardly reach ten. If you look at the pattern of some of my England tours, notably to South Africa, they weren’t so different.


Homesickness played a part in my decision to move to England. My dad’s coaching career had taken off just as the shop business – squeezed by internet sales and an unhelpful exchange rate – had begun to decline, so when he was offered a job at St John’s School in Leatherhead, England, my parents decided to move. It seemed like a pretty natural decision to follow them soon afterwards. It wasn’t about money. It really never has been. And it wasn’t about racial quotas in South African cricket, either. I played every game for Western Province the season I left. I just followed my family.


I have mixed feelings about the quota system in South Africa. I can see the need to readjust the balance of power in the country and I agree that it is important to develop non-white role models to inspire kids from every demographic to play this great game. And, if I’m honest, I think it’s very rare that a really good white cricketer has been disadvantaged by the system. If they’re not good enough to force their way into one of the places available, it seems unlikely that they would push for South Africa selection anyway. There are some compelling reasons for the quotas at development level.


But I also see some very modest cricketers playing at professional level. I’ve seen specialist batsmen sustain a career despite averaging in the 20s. I’ve seen a guy – Omphile Ramela – pushed into cricket despite wanting to be a doctor because he had obvious leadership qualities that were deemed an asset to the sport. I’ve seen the standard of domestic cricket and, as a consequence, the nation’s international cricket, drop as guys are pushed into the first team before they are ready or when they are simply not up to it. That doesn’t do the cause any favours. It won’t inspire anyone.


Clearly the debate is more nuanced than that. I can see that sides might need to be obliged to dedicate first-team places to non-white players in order to force them to improve their development and talent identification processes. And I can see the failings in the system at present may be the short-term side effects of a sport seeking to correct decades of appallingly unfair policies.


But I’m not sure it’s the best way to do it. Personally I’d have quotas at every level up to but not including first-class teams. And I’d work at ways of identifying the most naturally talented young cricketers from disadvantaged socio-economic groups – especially in the townships – at a much earlier stage and helping them attend the best schools so they benefit from the facilities, coaching and talent of their school colleagues in their formative years. If players aren’t identified until they are sixteen or so, I fear it will usually be too late.


School had always been a stepping stone towards cricket for me. Early on, the teachers realised I was a sportsman and adjusted their expectations accordingly. While other kids would go home and do their homework, I would go home and knock in some bats. I was meant to take a book out of the library each week, so each week I would take a cricket book out and devour all the stories within it. I loved the books by former England captain Mike Brearley and still think I learned loads from them. I won a bursary to Stellenbosch University on the back of my cricket but, in my first-year sports psychology exam, I had to look at the board to see how the word ‘psychology’ was spelt. It wasn’t really for me. Besides, by then I had started to play professionally.


I had some incredible fortune in those early days. When I played for Western Province against Griqualand West, for example, their team contained Michael Powell, who was captain of Warwickshire. I had a pretty good game – I scored a fifty in each innings and got him out – and won the man of the match award, so when he realised I had a UK passport, he suggested I think about coming to England and taking a chance in county cricket. Then, when Warwickshire played Boland in a pre-season warmup game in March 2001, I made 69 not out – the highest score on either side – to help Boland to victory. It made sure they noticed me.


The first thing I did was get myself a deal as a club professional in Holland. I played for HBS in The Hague and, though the team didn’t fare so well, I did OK and finished fifth in the competition’s averages. The money wasn’t great, but it was a fun experience and it meant I wasn’t too far from England if and when a chance arose.


Looking back, it is amazing how often Warwickshire seemed to come up in my thoughts even in my early years. As a boy, I had kept an eye on the club’s fortunes as it had been where South African heroes Allan Donald and, a few years on, Shaun Pollock played. Later, former England batsman Bob Woolmer, who I had known most of my life from the cricket scene around Cape Town, went to coach there and suggested I should think about pursuing my career in England.


It was still a big move, though. As I look back now, a wiser, more cautious man, I am in awe of the confident young guy who negotiated his release from his Western Province contract and crossed the world without so much as having a trial organised. It seems so fearless, so bold. Or, more likely, it was just stupid.


I had some help, though. Neil Carter, an old friend from Cape Town, had become a feature of the Warwickshire team and made sure my trial game – against Somerset in Dorridge – was on a flat surface with short boundaries. I made 245, a record for a debutant in the Second XI Championship, and put on 398 with Trevor Penney. Apparently I smashed my bat in anger when I was out. I don’t remember it myself, but I do recall I was furious at missing out on a triple century.


I met Ian Bell for the first time on that trip, too. I had heard about him, of course, and we had played at the same U19 World Cup. He was only twenty-one but he had carried around this big reputation from his teenage years and there was a huge amount expected of him. I’d seen him bat in the 2002 Benson & Hedges Cup final, a game in which he played the match-winning innings, and knew he was something special.


I suppose I felt we had a bit in common. Both of us had been tipped for big things while still very young and both had struggled to deal with the pressure of that expectation at times. Anyway, I went out with a few of the Warwickshire youngsters the night before the trial game and Belly and I had a good chat about people we both knew and some of the places we had seen. When I mentioned I should get back to the Beechwood Hotel opposite Edgbaston where I was staying, he lent me £5 for a taxi. I’m pretty sure I’ve never paid him back.


It was the start of an enduring friendship. Belly was at the other end when I faced my first ball in Test cricket and he was there at the other end when we both scored centuries to ensure we drew the Nagpur Test and won the series in India in 2012. He was in the team for all but five of the 52 Tests I played and, at the time I write this, he is my county captain and doing an excellent job of it. He hasn’t changed too much: he’s still a bit shy and he still has a special place in his heart for Warwickshire. He may well be the best batsman the club has ever produced.


Belly and I both learned, over time, that it is one thing to possess the talent, it’s quite another to convert it into match-defining performances. But by the time I came into the side in 2009, he had developed into a man to be relied upon. His performance in the 2013 Ashes series – when he was named man of the series and went a huge way to ensuring we won – was simply magnificent.


Playing alongside him helped me raise my own game. I aspired to be as good as him and admired how he reacted to adversity and setbacks. When he was dropped at the start of 2009, he worked harder than ever before and came back a better, more hungry player. The century he made in Durban at the end of the year was a fantastic moment for him and seemed to confirm his development into a top-class player. I’ve no right to be, but I’m proud of how much he has achieved in the game. Only KP and Alastair Cook have scored more Test centuries for England; only Cook and Alec Stewart have played more Tests for England; nobody has scored more ODI runs for England. He has had an incredible career and, returning to my hotel the night before that trial game, I couldn’t help but wonder how strong this club was I was trying to break into if it had players as good as Belly vying for a first team place.


Still, I felt pretty confident. Bob Woolmer introduced me to Dennis Amiss, who was chief executive of Warwickshire at the time, with the words, ‘Dennis: meet Trotty. He’s going to play for England one day.’


There was no immediate offer of a contract, though. I went back to Holland, where I continued to play as a pro in club cricket, and it wasn’t until the end of the season that I was woken one morning by a phone call from Kenny:


‘Trott, get up. Your life has just changed.’ Warwickshire had offered me a two-year contract.
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BRISBANE, 2013


I felt I was being led out to face the firing squad by the time we reached Brisbane. I was a condemned man. Helpless, blindfolded and handcuffed. Mitchell Johnson was to be my executioner.


Certainly, that’s how it felt as I approached the second innings of that first Ashes Test. There was no hiding the problem any more. I hadn’t slept, I hadn’t eaten and I hadn’t been able to stop the throbbing in my head. The effort of constantly needing to justify my existence, of avoiding the slings and arrows thrown by commentators, by the crowd, by the opposition, by the millions on Twitter, it was starting to warp my thinking.


I admire Mitchell Johnson. He had been through some tough times, worked hard and deserved his success. He wasn’t as quick as Shaun Tait – he was the quickest I ever faced – and he wasn’t as good as Ryan Harris – who, alongside Dale Steyn, was the best I faced – but he was quick and skiddy and, by the end of 2013, he was bowling better than ever. He was fitter and stronger than he had been and his action, while still low, was just a little higher. It helped him produce steep bounce – bounce like nothing else I’d ever experienced – from a length that other people couldn’t replicate.


I’d faced him many times over the years. He was in the attack when I made a century on Test debut. He was in the attack when I made centuries in Brisbane and Melbourne during the Ashes tour of 2010–11. He had been part of the quickest attack I’d ever faced – Johnson, Brett Lee and Tait – when I’d scored 137 on a quick pitch in a One-Day International in Sydney early in 2011. And he had been part of the Australia team that we beat relatively comfortably at the Champions Trophy in England in 2013. He was sharp, for sure, but I had always felt pretty confident against him.


The bowler I faced in Brisbane was a different man. He looked the same, but he was more confident, more assured, more controlled. In between the Champions Trophy and the ODI series at the end of the Ashes, Johnson had gone home, worked on his fitness and his action and come back bowling better than ever. His wrist was behind the ball, which gave him more pace and more control. And he was stronger than I had ever seen him. One day, I’d like to shake him by the hand and say ‘Well bowled.’ I don’t bear him an ounce of resentment. Test cricket is meant to be hard and he was admirably ruthless.


The combination of his improvement and my decline left this an uneven contest.


How had I declined? I’d always moved a bit more than I should before the bowler delivered. At my best, though, I tended to go either forward or back fairly smoothly. Now, with the anxiety accentuating my movements, I was bobbing up and down and out towards off stump. There was nothing smooth about it. It was sharp and jerky. My head movement made it almost impossible to pick up the length of the ball and my body movements put me in no position to pick up the line. And, most of all, I had a headache. A head that throbbed and made it hard to think of anything else. I was a mess.


The first ball, bowled by Harris, is a bouncer. I jerk my head out of the way. I was expecting that. I’m expecting plenty of that.


The next one is fuller, on off stump. I play it out into the leg side. Later in the over, I whip one through mid-wicket for four. All the Australian fielders have their heads in their hands. I know, at my best, I hit the ball much straighter. But I’m falling over to the off side so much that I’m playing across my pad. It’s gone for four and I’m still thinking negatively.


During the warm-up period, I had been in the indoor nets with Graham Gooch and Andy Flower in Sydney. So low was my self-esteem at the time, I was concentrating much harder on trying to impress them than I was trying to improve my technique. I had such enormous respect for them both that, at a time when my confidence in my game was ebbing away, I craved their approval.


It didn’t come. Instead Andy walked down the nets and said, ‘Trotty, what the hell’s the matter?’ Then he mimicked – not in a mocking way, more in confusion and to demonstrate to me how out of position I was – what I was doing in the crease: bobbing; weaving; lurching. It was grotesque. I knew I was screwed. I looked at him blankly for a moment and broke down.


At the end of the over Shane Watson, who I can’t say I’ve ever warmed to, runs past. ‘Get ready for Mitch, he’s coming your way,’ he snarls.


‘Tell me something I don’t know,’ I mumble back at him.


I’ve played against Australia a lot. They are always like this when they’re in the game: cocky; loud; in your face. It’s when they’re losing they go quiet and sulky. I’ve seen them quiet and sulky a lot.


But there’s none of that today. They know they have something special in Johnson. And they know I’m struggling. They’re circled like hyenas round a dying zebra.


Breaking down was beginning to be a habit. The first time it happened was during the Oval Test that summer. We had already secured the Ashes and I had batted twice in the match, scoring 99 runs in the two innings. I should have been pretty relaxed.


Instead, I found myself unable to face leaving the hotel car park. As soon as I changed into the kit we wore to travel to the ground, a sense of dread crept over me. I couldn’t face the thought of going through it all again. All those people; all those cameras; all that expectation and scrutiny. I was so exhausted by the mental struggle that cricket had become, I simply couldn’t take it any more. Going into the Ashes averaging about ninety an innings, I had fallen further and further short of that mark as the series wore on. Everything I’d ever achieved was slipping away. I couldn’t bear it.


So I sat in the car instead. I saw all my teammates leave. I saw the clock tick round to the time when I knew I was late. I saw the sun cruelly continue to shine despite my begging it, imploring it to disappear behind a rain cloud. Just briefly I considered driving my car into the Thames or into a tree. That way I could get out of the ordeal that loomed in front of me. I’d have an excuse. I could go back to bed.


Eventually my wife, Abi, appeared at the door of the hotel. She had been taking our daughter, Lily, for a walk. They saw me sitting in the car with a blank look on my face and came over to see what was the matter. Abi’s words brought me back to reality and gave me the strength to drive to work. I knew something was wrong, though. I knew something had changed.


The next time I’d broken down was in Southampton ahead of the final ODI. I didn’t want to leave my hotel room. As long as I was there, in my casual clothes, I felt OK. I knew that, as soon as I changed into the kit we have to travel in, it would all become real again. In the previous couple of games I’d been given a real working over by Johnson and, while I survived to finish 28 not out at Edgbaston, he had struck me on the helmet and exposed what was becoming a weakness.


Struggling with the short ball isn’t the same as any other problem in cricket. If you are struggling on off stump, people talk about your technique. If you are struggling with the short ball, they talk about your courage. I felt I was being questioned as a man. I felt my dignity was being stripped away with every short ball I ducked or parried. It was degrading. It was agony.


I wasn’t actually scared of the ball or the bouncer. I was scared of failing. I was scared being made to look bad and letting everyone down.






Kevin Pietersen:


There is something about struggling against the short ball that undermines you like nothing else. It erodes your confidence in yourself as a man. And, with cricket as it is, the bush telegraph soon goes around and tells every team out there that this guy has a problem. It’s a cruel game in that way. Every weakness is exposed and exploited.


It destroyed Trotty. He had always taken such pride in being the guy who saw off the fast bowlers. He loved being our rock. You have to remember, he was a man who had grown up in the tough dressing rooms of South Africa. I think he defined himself by his ability to go out there when the ball was flying around and take control. But he just couldn’t do it any more.


It blew his foundations away from under him. He doubted himself and even seemed to be disgusted with himself. You could see he was questioning what sort of a man he was. He was a proud, strong man and all of a sudden he was sitting in the corner of the dressing room crying. It was horrible to watch. Horrible.


It wasn’t just the short ball, of course. But that’s what people noticed and that’s what people started to think and talk about. I think he felt embarrassed by that. He had other problems by then but it was the short ball that stuck out.


Ashley Giles:


I was a little bit surprised that sides hadn’t really come at him hard with the short ball before. Maybe they had, up to a point. But not in the concerted way that Australia started to during the 2013 Ashes. It’s usually the first thing that is tested in international cricket, but it was probably the case with Trotty that when he started he had the technique to cope with it. But by the time Australia arrived in 2013, he didn’t. They came at him hard and it planted seeds of doubt in a mind that was already a bit more prone to uncertainty than most.


Abi:


His language changed sometime during the summer of 2013. He had always been angry if he was struggling for runs, but this was something else. He was distant; he was despairing. By the time we reached Old Trafford for the third Test, he talked of feeling ‘humiliated’ and ‘degraded’ and ‘embarrassed’. He had lost sight of the fact that it didn’t really matter. Not in the grand scheme of things. It was cricket, not a bereavement.


He wasn’t even out of form. This was a few weeks after the Champions Trophy when he was one of the best batsmen. He kept making decent starts, but then getting out. It was all so unlike him. It started with the dismissal in the second innings at Trent Bridge, in the first Ashes Test. The umpire’s Decision Review System didn’t work properly and he was incorrectly given out. It just seemed that luck had turned against him. And it made him furious. Disproportionately furious and disgusted with himself.


KP was the first person from outside the family to notice there was a problem. He took me to one side at the Lowry Hotel, where we were staying, and said ‘Tell your husband to chill out.


‘Tell him I went two years without scoring a Test hundred,’ he said. ‘It will be OK, he just needs to stop beating himself up.’


Because of that, I went to the Durham Test to support him. I wouldn’t normally have gone. But I couldn’t reach him. Before then I had always known when to leave him to rant and rave, when to offer my support and when to give him a kick up the arse. But nothing seemed to make a difference any more. He was quite certain he couldn’t do it any more. Eventually that thinking became self-fulfilling.


Midway through the ODI series, he took a turn for the worse. Until then, it was Ryan Harris he spoke about as being the most dangerous bowler. But then Mitchell Johnson appeared on the scene again and targeted him with the short ball. Jonathan’s confidence was already in tatters, but now he felt his courage and masculinity were being questioned, too.
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