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				In this hilarious follow-up to the Sunday Times bestseller Tuffers’ Cricket Tales, ex-England cricketer, TV personality and Test Match Special commentator Phil Tufnell offers his unique take on the whole Ashes experience.

				Drawing on incidents from his own colourful career and the reminiscences of great English and Aussie cricket characters, both past and present, Tuffers highlights all the elements that make for a truly memorable Ashes series, on and off the pitch.

				Heroic performances, personal ‘Cat-astrophes’, bonkers selections, cultural clashes between Poms and Ockers, slanderous sledges, dubious tactics, odd superstitions, touring high-jinx and nail-biting finishes are all on the agenda as he delves into the 131-year history of a unique sporting institution. Along the way, Tuffers, who played in five Ashes series without ever getting close to getting his hands on the famous urn, aims to discover the key to winning what is the ultimate prize for any English or Australian cricketer.

				Shot through with his love and knowledge of cricket, Tuffers’ Alternative Guide to the Ashes is written with the characteristic cheeky charm which made Phil Tufnell a firm favourite of England’s Barmy Army (and a target for good-natured abuse from fans Down Under).
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				Phil Tufnell, aka ‘Tuffers’, played 42 Test matches and 20 One-Day Internationals for England between 1990 and 1997. In a 17-year first class career, he took more than 1,000 wickets with his left-arm spin. Following retirement in 2002, Tufnell became a hugely popular TV personality. He was the winner of ITV1’s ‘I’m a Celebrity, Get Me Out of Here’ in 2003, and enjoyed a long run in BBC1’s ‘Strictly Come Dancing’ in 2009. Current broadcasting commitments include being team captain on BBC1’s ‘A Question of Sport’ and regular features on BBC1’s ‘The One Show’. He is currently a star turn on Radio 4’s iconic ‘Test Match Special’ show. In 2011, he was awarded an honorory doctorate from Middlesex University.

				Justyn Barnes, who collaborated with Phil Tufnell on the writing of this book, is the editor and author of more than 30 books, including The Reduced History of Cricket, Freddie Flintoff: England’s Hero and Four More Weeks: Diary of a Stand-in Captain with Mark Ramprakash. A Tavaré-esque 36 not out in 30 overs for London Schools Under-11s represented the height of his cricketing achievements and his strike rate deteriorated thereafter.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				To all the English and Aussie cricketers who’ve made Ashes history, from the legends to the leg ends.
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				Justyn Barnes – for your exceptionally hard work and for creating a fun atmosphere in which to produce this book.

				Neil Robinson, his assistants Zoe English, Linda Gordon, Andrew Trigg and all the team at the MCC Library, Lord’s – your kind cooperation and access given to your amazing archive of cricket books was invaluable.

				My Twitter followers – for contributing hundreds of brilliant (and bizarre) #tuffersashes tales that summed up just why the Ashes means so much to so many people.

				John English – for your sharp eye and editing skills.

				Benj Moorhead – for doing everything possible to ensure I’ve got my Ashes facts straight.

				Jonathan Taylor, Holly Harris and all at Headline – for backing ‘the difficult second book’ all the way.

				Mike Martin – for taking care of business.

				My Dawnie – for your love and support as always.
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				I inherited my passion for the Ashes from my dad, who used to bunk over the fence at Lord’s and The Oval as a boy to watch the matches. He occasionally talked to me about the West Indies and other teams, but it was really all about the Aussies for him. He would tell me, ‘I saw Don Bradman play’, ‘I saw Keith Miller’. Miller was his ultimate cricketing hero – a handsome fella, former fighter pilot and a daredevil cricketer who played like a man who’d cheated death and enjoyed himself whether he was playing or pulling an all-nighter.

				Growing up in the seventies, Australia just seemed to be the place to be for cricket. Cricket in England was still quite reserved and the game in Australia appeared to be more exciting. There was the World Series, day–night floodlit cricket, the coloured kits. Although Kerry Packer’s breakaway World Series ruined the Ashes – and Test cricket – for a while, his innovations did change the game and revive it as an entertainment.

				Playing in Australia was very sexy. It was like the Indian Premier League is these days. Everyone wanted to go there.

				That feeling only got stronger for me when I started making my way at Middlesex Cricket Club in the eighties. I remember our West Indian fast bowler, Wayne Daniel, telling me: ‘Tuffers, it’s the only place to go. Australia, that’s where it is. All the guurrls. Everything’s big, man.’

				All our senior pros who’d played for England – Mike Gatting, John Emburey, Paul Downton, Norman Cowans, etc. – said the same. Ask them the best ground they’ve ever played at?

				‘Sydney’ or ‘The MCG’.

				What’s the best country you’ve ever toured?

				‘Australia.’

				Every time.

				Lovely to get picked for India or Sri Lanka, but Australia was the ultimate.

				First, they said that’s where you made your reputation as a cricketer. Second, you had a brilliant time doing it.

				I was so lucky that my introduction to Test cricket was to go on an Ashes tour, and it exceeded my expectations. In many ways, I fitted in better in Australia than in England.

				I was never one for mixing with opposition players, but I fell in love with the Aussie people in general. I liked their upfront attitude. And they were cricket-mad, enjoyed a beer, having a party – I was thinking, ‘Crikey, this is the way to live.’

				England was all rather buttoned up and I felt a bit of an outsider. I was the oik who played at the poshest club in England. I think that’s how the Aussies saw me – they have always had a culture where they’ve needed a bit of fight to kick back against the establishment and when they see someone doing well in spite of being a bit rebellious, they’re like, ‘Good on ya.’

				The amount of people who came up to me and said, ‘Eh, Tuffers, you shoulda been an Aussie, mate. You’re one of us.’ Someone like Mike Atherton was a tough, nuggety cricketer in the mould of an Australian player, but their fans didn’t see that ‘larrikin’ side to him. There is a free-spirited side to me that the Aussie people seemed to relate to.

				Having said all that, as an English cricketer, there’s no country I wanted to beat more than Australia. The feeling was mutual for the Aussie boys. ‘As an Australian, it’s bred into us at an early age that we can accept defeat from anyone except England,’ said Merv Hughes.

				That all goes back to the history between the two countries, and the fact that Australia did not become a separate country from England until 1901, and it’s this ‘Empire v Colony’ tradition which helps to give the Ashes series a unique edge. There’s a huge amount of patriotic pride and passion involved and that can spill over.

				Take Ian Botham and Ian Chappell. Both great players and competitors and quite similar personalities in many ways, but they can’t be in the same room together. Their feud started with an altercation in a Melbourne bar back in 1977, the details of which depend on which side you listen to, but included 21-year-old Beefy pushing or punching Chappell off his bar stool. More than three decades later, in 2010, a chance crossing of paths in the car park of the Adelaide Oval cricket ground ended up with another dust-up between the two old warriors. Just goes to show the depth of feeling the Ashes rivalry can arouse.

				Generally, though, the battles are confined to hard-fought cricket contests. There was a short exchange between Colin Cowdrey and Jeff Thomson during the Perth Test in 1974 that sums up the competitive spirit of the Ashes for me.

				Forty-something Cowdrey had come out as a replacement for the injured John Edrich, a victim of Thomson’s harum-scarum bowling. But Cowdrey was a fine and brave player of fast bowling, moving into line against Thommo’s frighteningly quick deliveries.

				Thommo was a long-haired young tearaway. Cowdrey was the quintessential English gentleman-type cricketer as Thomson’s fellow bowler, Max Walker, recalled: ‘Colin arrived in Perth, about 43 degrees, pear-shaped man, wearing a pin-striped suit, three-piecer . . . the only thing missing was the bowler hat.’

				The contrast between the two men could not have been greater and yet at a drinks break, Cowdrey went up to Thomson, offered his hand and said: ‘How do you do, I’m Colin Cowdrey.’

				‘G’day, I’m Jeff Thomson.’

				The polite introductions done and drinks consumed, Thommo then resumed trying to knock Cowdrey’s block off. I say, pitch the odd one up, old boy!

				This is just one of hundreds of Ashes stories I’ve discovered during the making of this book. The project has been a huge eye-opener for me. Even though I played in five England–Australia Test series and now have the pleasure of commentating on the Ashes for BBC Test Match Special, I’ve realised I didn’t know very much at all about its rich 131-year history.

				By digging into my own Ashes memories and comparing to the anecdotes of other participants from both England and Australia, I’ve tried to give you an insight into every aspect of the ultimate cricket experience: squad selection, team tactics, odd rituals, outrageous antics, magic performances, red-faced cock-ups, turning points on the pitch, barmy nights off it, funny sledges, behind-the-scenes bust-ups . . . and everything else in between. Along the way, I’ll offer my own sideways slant on famous – and infamous – incidents and introduce you to some incredible characters and obscure Ashes tales you may never have heard before.

				For me, the Ashes has always been the most exciting sporting event in the world. What I’ve learnt on my time-travelling journey back and forth between eras has confirmed just why it is so special and will only increase my enjoyment of series to come. I hope this book does the same for you too.

				Phil Tufnell, March 2013
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				GO FOR THE BURN

				In the run-up to an Ashes series, one of the favourite pastimes of cricket fans, journalists, ex-players and pundits is speculating who will be picked for the squad. It’s a nerve-racking time for players in contention for a place, with their destiny resting in the hearts and minds of selectors. And there is a long and proud history of English and Aussie selectors making, to be polite, eccentric choices. I mean, I was informed that my selection for my first Ashes series might depend on losing the ponytail I was sporting at the time. Sounds ridiculous but, strangely enough, it was soon after Mike Gatting frogmarched me to the barber’s to get it chopped off during a Middlesex game that I received my Test call-up.

				One of my favourite selection stories occurred way back in 1890 when the Australia touring side included a Tasmanian fella called E. J. K. Burn. He was a half-decent batsman, but for some reason the selectors chose him as wicketkeeper for the 1890 series. It was only during the voyage to England that they discovered that he’d never kept wicket in his life. If I’d been in Burn’s shoes, with the prospect of an all-expenses paid trip to the other side of the world, I’d probably have kept my head down too until my contract was signed and the ship a long way out of port. I can just imagine their first practice session on the ship.

				‘Where’s your gloves, Burn?’

				‘Er . . .’

				Luckily for Australia, they also had John ‘Black Jack’ Blackham aboard. Black Jack had been regarded as the finest wicketkeeper in the world over the previous decade. He was known for keeping closer to the wicket than anyone else and unlike many at that time, rarely bothered with a long-stop fielder to pace bowlers to back him up.

				Even though he was knocking on a bit, 36 years old by 1890, he showed he’d lost none of his sharpness on the tour and luckily for Australia, Burn’s wicketkeeping services were not required.

				HOW MANY SELECTORS DO YOU NEED TO WIN THE ASHES?

				The England selectors were in vintage form for the 1950/51 series. After the team got battered by Bradman’s boys on his last tour in 1948, a selection committee was formed in 1949 to give them two years instead of the usual one to prepare for the return in Australia.

				The committee included no fewer than five MCC selectors and four Test selectors so there was plenty of manpower. Between them they managed to do the sum total of bugger all until a couple of months before the series, at which point they thought they better find themselves a skipper. So they asked Yorkshire captain Norman Yardley if he fancied the job and he told them he wasn’t available to tour. They then tried George Mann, who also said no because he was busy with his family’s brewery business.

				Does anyone want to captain England?

				In the end, they leapt on all-rounder Freddie Brown after he smashed a quickfire century for the Gentlemen v Players at Lord’s. Freddie had had a chance at captaining England before but without success, and he certainly wasn’t expecting the offer – he was actually booked to go on a slightly less prestigious cricket tour with a Northamptonshire engineering works team.

				Instead, aged 38, and despite modest averages with bat and ball in his previous nine Tests, he found himself not only on an England tour again for the first time in 18 years, but in charge.

				With Freddie added to the selection committee, there was a grand total of 11 selectors (the non-touring England captain of that season was also on board), a team in itself to choose the 17-man squad . . . and one of the 17 was Freddie. The Aussies had a mere three selectors in comparison. If nothing else we were going into the series beating Ozzie on sheer weight of selectors.

				But making decisions by massive committee proved to be, well, bizarre.

				Amazingly, Bill Edrich, England’s leading batsman on the previous Ashes tour and an ace slip fielder to boot, was omitted. Young Frank Lowson, who’d scored 2,000 runs during 1950 in only his second season for Yorkshire, was also left behind. His fielding was thought too weak, apparently. But a place was given to bowler John Warr, who in the words of the acclaimed author and journalist E. M. Wellings ‘had not begun to learn to field’.

				And ahead of Lowson, the selectors also went for three Cambridge University students.

				Jack Hobbs predicted: ‘We shall get a towsing in Australia.’ And a press critic said West Indies should be taking on Australia instead as he couldn’t see the point of sending another inadequate England side over to get stuffed again. Quite an achievement to choose a squad so weak that it made people think the Ashes contest should be completely scrapped.

				As it happened, led by big-hearted Freddie, England acquitted themselves reasonably well in the series despite being outclassed. They bowled bravely, but minus Edrich their batting line-up was fatally weakened. And the less said about the Cambridge Uni toffs the better. After losing the first four Tests, England did manage to win the final rubber, breaking Australia’s 25-match unbeaten run. The victory must have delighted England’s Selector XI. Maybe if we’d have had 55 selectors we would have whitewashed the Aussies?

				WHEN SYDNEY WENT TO SYDNEY

				One of the joys of the Ashes, though, is when what appears to be the oddest selection for a squad proves to be inspired. And none has looked much madder or proved more inspired than that of dynamite bowler Sydney Francis Barnes for the 1901/02 tour.

				S. F. Barnes wouldn’t even have been considered but for Lord Hawke – an England selector who was notorious for putting his adopted club, Yorkshire, before country – refusing to let premier Yorkshire bowlers Wilfred Rhodes and George Hirst go on the tour. Hawke claimed they were too tired, but the real reason was a ‘Battle of the Roses’ clash of egos between Hawke and the Lancashire and England captain Archie MacLaren.

				So Archie was bowler-lite and 28-year-old Barnes, who had little first-class experience, made the right impression at the right time. Making a rare appearance for Lancashire’s first XI against Leicestershire in August 1901, Barnes impressed, taking six wickets.

				‘That man is a fine bowler. I’m going to ask him to join my team to Australia,’ MacLaren reportedly told senior players afterwards.

				Barnes assumed it was a joke when Lancashire batsman Albert Ward asked him if MacLaren had said anything about going to Australia. When he received a telegram during a Lancashire League game a few days later inviting him to tour, Barnes still thought it was a dressing-room prank. It was only when his Burnley captain ordered him off the pitch to accept the offer that he knew it was for real.

				MacLaren was pilloried by the London press for selecting the untried Barnes to try and regain the Ashes – one paper suggested he be put in a lunatic asylum. But there was method in his supposed madness. Okay, Barnes had never even seen a Test match, but MacLaren, who’d toured Australia twice before (and averaged 40 with the bat) had a hunch that his style would be suited to the conditions and his unusual ability to bowl kind of medium-pace spinners would bamboozle the Aussies. He was right. Very right.

				Fittingly, Sydney took his first Ashes wicket in Sydney, a casual one-handed caught-and-bowled of Victor Trumper, one of the world’s best batsmen. He bowled a whopping 131.2 overs in the first two Tests, taking 19 wickets at just under 16 runs apiece, including three five-fers, before limping out of the Third Test. The score was 1–1. Without Sydney for the rest of the series, England went down 4–1.

				In the space of just two Tests, he’d established himself as a world-class bowler. He went on to become England’s most successful bowler in Australia of all time, taking a further 58 Test wickets on two further tours. And if it hadn’t been for Lord Hawke being a bit of an egotistical sod, it might never have happened for Sydney.

				DON’T LISTEN TO THE OPPO

				When the Aussies arrived in England for the 1989 series, they actually tried to encourage the selectors to pick Ian Botham by making public ‘Bring on Botham!’-type comments. Captain Allan Border said later it was because they wanted to beat an England side with him in it and also because they didn’t think he was still capable of performing to the superhuman standards of 1981 any more.

				Whether the Australians’ tub-thumping had any influence or not, Botham was brought in for the Third Test that summer with England already 2–0 down. And sure enough at the age of 33, while he had all the fighting spirit of old he wasn’t able to turn the tide. A miserable Ashes summer for Beefy was complete when he dislocated a finger trying to take a sharp chance in the slips in the Fifth Test, ruling him out of the final game at The Oval.

				HOW DO YOU SOLVE A PROBLEM LIKE PHILIPPE?

				As S. F. Barnes proved, just because you’re an excellent player doesn’t necessarily mean you are the easiest character to deal with. For instance, by all accounts, my predecessor for Middlesex and England, Philippe-Henri Edmonds, was a tricky bloke to manage. A very educated chap, Phil didn’t particularly like to be told what to do and, like Mrs Merton, enjoyed a heated debate – he was one of the few people I saw argue with Mike Brearley when he was captain at Middlesex. But he also happened to be the best left-arm spinner in the country for many years.

				When Bob Willis was Phil’s England skipper in the early eighties, he lost patience with him. Breaking point came when he asked Phil to keep things tight and instead he bowled a bouncer that flew straight over wickie’s head for four byes – quite an achievement for a spinner!

				Concluding that Phil was more trouble than he was worth, Bob didn’t pick him on the next tour of Oz in the winter of 1982/83, taking Eddie Hemmings, Vic Marks and Geoff Miller instead, which judged on pure playing ability was ridiculous. Bob later admitted he made a mistake: ‘He was probably a better bowler than the guys we took. Leaving him out was me being weak.’ Alec Stewart said a similar thing after omitting Andy Caddick and me from the 1998/99 series.

				When you are on those long tours, you do need good tourists, so I can understand why a captain may think I don’t need someone like this fella giving me grief for three or four months. But, equally, it’s dangerous to leave your best players at home.

				I think Gatt had the right attitude when it came to whether or not to select supposedly awkward players for an Ashes series, which was basically, bring them on and I’ll manage them. He didn’t hesitate to pick Phil Edmonds for the 1986/87 tour, and it worked out brilliantly. Having captained Phil at Middlesex, he’d discovered he didn’t have nearly as many arguments with him as Brearley did, mainly because in Gatt’s words, ‘I wasn’t as educated as Brears, so a lot of it went over my head. Phil could be an idiot, but on that tour he was tremendous.’

				IF YOU’RE NOT IN THE SQUAD, STAY CLOSE

				For those in contention to be selected for an Ashes tour, not making the final squad is a terrible disappointment. But it needn’t be the end of the road. In my day, if you didn’t make the cut, you’d always try to go and play some club cricket in Australia while the series was on because there was half a chance you’d get a call-up. Given an injury or two, the selectors might look around and go, ‘Oh, Chris Lewis is playing down the road. Ask him to come along – saves flying someone out.’

				On my second tour of Oz in 1994/95 just about everyone seemed to be getting injured. Our vice-captain Alec Stewart broke his index finger, recovered in time for the First Test in Brisbane, broke it again in the Second Test and missed the rest of the series. Shaun Udal broke a finger in the first match of the tour at Lilac Hill. Joey Benjamin and Devon Malcolm got chickenpox. Phil ‘Daffy’ DeFreitas did his groin getting out the shower. Darren Gough, Graeme Hick, Craig White and Martin McCague all got sent home. Neil Fairbrother was brought out as a replacement and got injured himself. Things got so ridiculous that our physio Dave Roberts was called up as an emergency fielder for a game in Bendigo – he promptly broke his index finger in fielding practice so he couldn’t do massages.

				Hilariously, the only players who were fit and available for every match were Goochy and Gatt, at 41 and 37 respectively, the oldest boys in the squad, wicketkeeper Steve ‘Bumpy’ Rhodes and me!

				This was the tour when chairman of selectors Ray Illingworth had announced we were going to ‘fight fire with fire’, choosing the inexperienced Benjamin and Northern Ireland-born, Aussie-bred fast bowler McCague (or ‘the rat who joined the sinking ship’ as a Sydney newspaper famously labelled him) and controversially leaving out Angus Fraser. Instead, we found ourselves fighting fire with a load of crocked bowlers, and Gus, who’d shrewdly chosen to play club cricket in Sydney, was fit and ready for the call. It came sooner than he can ever have imagined – he was drafted into the squad before the series even began when Dev went down with chickenpox 48 hours prior to the First Test. Then McCague had a shocker in the first innings, ate a dodgy oyster at an official reception and cried off the second innings with a stomach upset before a stress fracture in his back ended his tour. By the Third Test, with us getting smashed out of sight, Illingworth had to eat humble pie and put Gus into the starting eleven. He ended up playing in the last three matches, taking plenty of wickets and showing why he should have been in the squad in the first place.

				So, in conclusion, squad selection is not an exact science. And sometimes in the past, it’s not what you know, it’s who you know . . . and sometimes, even, where you choose to take your holidays.
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				LET’S GET PHYSICAL AT LILLESHALL

				Before central contracts, the training the England squad did as a unit before tours was pretty limited. I remember doing a bit of pre-Ashes training at the National Sports Centre in Lilleshall for a week or ten days, but it was basically just our physio Laurie Brown taking physical jerks (I’m talking about the exercises, not us players . . .).

				We all dragged our lazy arses to this place in the middle of Shropshire. You were given a cell of a room, got up at the crack of dawn for a breakfast of greasy egg and bacon or some muesli, then went out in the freezing cold for a run round the AstroTurf. Touch your toes, then go and have a net.

				The net sessions could last two-and-a-half hours. Just bowling on a slab of concrete.

				Everyone had new balls which would be pinging around. It was all right for the batters who could go in for 25 minutes and they were done, but there were no net bowlers, so we’d just have to bowl and bowl and then bowl a bit more. By the end, my arm was hanging off. Then maybe we’d have a swim because someone had decided swimming was really good for you.

				Occasionally, a sports psychologist or someone like that would come in to talk to us. And we’d all sit there sweating and knackered, not really listening because we’d been training for about six hours. There didn’t seem to be any real science to it, it was just a matter of getting it done.

				As you can tell, I loved it. But I much preferred the so-called ‘warm-weather training’ trips to Vale do Lobo in Portugal we did in pre-season with my club, Middlesex. There the main priority was a golfing break in the sunshine. The resort didn’t even have a cricket pitch.

				‘Why have we come here, Gatt?’

				‘Why do you think . . . shut up!’

				They put down 22 yards of concrete for us with a mat on it on a bit of old scrub at the back. We were trying to do fielding practice and balls were bouncing up all over the place, hitting us on the head.

				‘Oh, this is a bit dangerous . . . anyway, what time are we teeing off?’

				Highly professional.

				BOOT-CAMPING HELL

				I thought Lilleshall was bad, but thank God I retired before the trend for pre-Ashes boot camps kicked in.

				Going into the 2006/07 series, the Australians were desperate for revenge. They were confident – Brett Lee was signing souvenir cricket balls ‘Aust–Eng 2006/07 – 5–0’ long before the series started and coach John Buchanan was willing to do whatever it took to make sure the players were ready so that the defeat of 2005 in England would not be repeated. Not that the players were too happy that he was going to eat into their downtime by making them do a boot camp in the Outback (which in Australia, so I understand, is anywhere that is not a town) before they headed off to play in the Champions Trophy, the Ashes and then the World Cup. Pity there wasn’t a DVD of the camp, though: sadistic England fans would have enjoyed watching Ponting, Warne, McGrath and co. suffer as special forces-type commandos barked orders at them, called them by numbers instead of names, didn’t allow them to speak and deprived them of sleep, food and water. The players had to lug 20-litre jerry cans filled with water up a hill, drop to do 20 press-ups whenever they disobeyed instructions, abseil face-first down a cliff and hike 5 miles in the middle of the night after being woken up by the sound of explosions near their mosquito-ridden camp.

				The idea was to push the players (and the support staff who had to do it as well) to breaking point and the only way to get through it was to help each other out. Apparently, the Aussie cricketers did a lot better than the Brisbane Broncos rugby league team had the previous year and their teamwork showed when they destroyed Freddie Flintoff’s team in the series.

				Four years later, at the end of an extended international cricket summer, the England boys were looking forward to some time off with their families (or in the case of Stuart Broad and Graeme Swann, trips to Las Vegas). So they were not thrilled at the prospect of a pre-Ashes ‘bonding’ trip.

				Things were looking up when they arrived at Gatwick Airport early one morning, though, as it was revealed they were heading to Munich, raising hopes of going on a massive Oktoberfest bender. Instead, on landing in Germany, they were driven to a field in the middle of nowhere by members of the Australian police force for four days of hiking, log-carrying and sleep deprivation.

				Captain Andrew Strauss recalled day one where they trekked 25 miles and did about 1,000 press-ups. They weren’t allowed to speak. Worst of all, they had to walk and run carrying bricks in each hand for three hours, stopping only to do press-ups or shoulder presses with bricks. ‘It was the most painful thing I’ve ever done,’ he said.

				In Graeme Swann’s words: ‘It was easily the worst four days of my life . . . For someone like me who absolutely detests authority, being frogmarched around and told what to do was purgatory.’

				If anyone swore, the whole group had to drop and do 50 press-ups. With rules like that, if I’d been there, we would all have ended up with shoulders like Vitali Klitschko. Which would have been handy because the trip concluded with the boys pairing up for a boxing session during which big Chris Tremlett threw a body punch at Jimmy Anderson and cracked one of his ribs.

				Ideal preparation for a fast bowler – not. Or is that just me?

				It sounds like hell, but they did go on to retain the Ashes. And looking back, Andrew Strauss credited the trip with creating a close-knit squad that had no cliques. Aside from the physical pain, the upside was sitting round a bonfire at night talking to each other about their lives away from cricket – ‘It all makes you richer as a person and tighter as a group,’ claimed Strauss.

				Personally, I would suggest that if you really want to know Monty Panesar’s life story, a nice evening sitting round a log fire in a country pub would do the job just as well.

				LEST WE FORGET . . .

				I think I would have been more inspired by the trip the England squad made before the 2009 series. They travelled to Flanders, Belgium, to visit the First World War battlefields to commemorate the English cricketers who lost their lives there. During a special ceremony, Stuart Broad laid a tribute of a stone cricket ball next to the memorial for Colin Blythe, a left-arm spinner who made his debut in the 1901 Ashes series and went on to take exactly 100 wickets for England before the Great War.

				That evening, the team had dinner at a local restaurant in Ypres lubricated by a few bottles of wine. This led to many strong Belgian beers being sunk at the bar next door with squaddies from the local barracks till 4.30 in the morning.

				Consequently, quite a number of players were nursing monumental hangovers as they staggered aboard the coach a few hours later for their second visit to the battlefield. Freddie Flintoff didn’t make it, and the first sighting of him was on their return to the hotel after the sobering experience of exploring the trenches.

				As Graeme Swann recalled: ‘As we passed down the corridor, he opened his door and, stark naked, with an eye open above his mischievous grin, asked: “All right, lads? Have I missed owt?”’

				Fred had missed out. He later apologised to the team and was told off by the management, although a few of his hungover team-mates who had only just made the coach were grateful that he took all the flak.

				Back in 2001, the Aussie team went on a similar journey. On their way to England, they stopped off at the Anzac Cove in Turkey where the Australian and New Zealand army landed and were based during the Gallipoli campaign in 1915. The idea to go there had come from a conversation between Steve Waugh and the head of the Australian army the previous year, where they’d discussed the similarities between the military and what you need to build a great cricket team – discipline, camaraderie, planning, etc.

				Waugh and his team went to see where their countrymen fought trench warfare and suffered brutal conditions.

				‘I pondered the fate of those who died and those who froze in the trenches fighting for eight months,’ wrote Waugh in his 2001 tour diary. ‘I didn’t have much to complain about.’

				While they were there, the Aussie boys also recreated a famous cricket game that the Anzac soldiers staged to distract the local Turks while men were being evacuated onto ships. The whole experience had a big impact on them.

				‘To me the Anzac spirit means being together, fighting together and looking after your mates,’ said Waugh. ‘These are Australian values which I want the Australian team to always carry.’

				But for me, more than that, trips like these show that even though playing in the Ashes sometimes feels like going to war, it certainly isn’t. Seeing first-hand what war really is puts everything into perspective. Thanks to all those brave people who fought and died, we are able to have a game of bat and ball.

				‘TOP OF OFF STUMP’ AND OTHER TACTICAL MASTERPLANS

				At Lilleshall, before the Ashes, we did talk a little about tactics and the players we’d be up against in Australia, but those discussions mainly took place in the bar with the senior players. When it came to how to bowl at the opposition batters, the conclusion reached was usually the same: top of off stump.

				‘Okay, he likes to hook, he’s very strong through the offside, he’s quite good off his legs . . . how shall we bowl to him? Top of off stump?’

				‘Yeah, top of off stump.’

				‘He’s a little bit shorter, and strong on the cut shot. Where do you reckon?’

				‘Top of off stump?’

				‘Yeah, top of off stump . . . another round of beers?’

				We had no special tactics whatsoever. It was like, ‘You’re the batsman, you got yourself picked, go and make a hundred.’ As for the bowlers, most of your field placings were sorted out off the cuff on the pitch.

				‘Shall we put in another slip?’

				‘Oh, go on then.’

				‘Phil, do you want a short leg?’

				‘I don’t know – what do you reckon? Oh, go on then . . .’

				It makes me laugh nowadays when you hear them say, you’ve got to have a Plan A, B and C. We didn’t even have a Plan B, and Plan A was just to get our kit on and go out and play.

				Mind you, when Shane Warne arrived on the scene I do remember earwigging some comical discussions among our batters on the best way to play him. One would say: ‘You’ve got to play with the face of the bat closed, because then if it turns, you miss it.’

				‘No, I think you’ve got to open the face . . .’

				‘You’ve got to keep your head offside of the ball . . .’

				‘Clear your left leg . . .’

				So hang on, you’ve got to open the face, close the face, get your head to the offside and clear your left leg . . . it was like Twister.

				Before the 1994/95 series, the coach Keith Fletcher did analyse Warne extensively on video and discussed ways of combating his flipper with the batsmen. So what happened? First Test in Brisbane, opener Alec Stewart misread the flipper straight away and got bowled, Warne took 11 wickets and Australia went one up.

				Basically, no one had a clue how to play Warney.

				Of course, there have been some slightly more cunning plans hatched in advance of Ashes series. None more so or more infamous than Douglas Jardine’s ‘Leg Theory’ or ‘Bodyline’ tactics. However, according to members of Jardine’s team, far from being a masterplan the ideas were only sketchy in his head until the 1932/33 tour actually got underway. It was only when England had success experimenting with it in Oz that it became his main bowling strategy.

				Jardine’s greatest concern was how to curb the great Don Bradman, who had a superhuman ability to score quickly without playing a risky shot. It appears that Jardine first got the idea that Bradman was vulnerable to short-pitched bowling directed at the body from his double-century in the final Test of the 1930 series at The Oval. It was Bradman’s fourth century-plus innings (including two doubles and a triple) in his first-ever Ashes series in England – not a bad effort, and even I can understand why you might want to think of a Plan B when someone bursts onto the scene like that. But there was a short period when the pitch was damp during which Harold Larwood gave him trouble with fast rib-ticklers. England’s wicketkeeper that day, George Duckworth, mentioned Bradman’s discomfort to Jardine (who wasn’t playing in the series) and when Jardine saw film of the innings, he is said to have exclaimed: ‘I’ve got it . . . he’s yellow!’ He then started to think how they could exploit this chink in The Don’s armour.

				What I didn’t realise was that the leg-theory tactics he developed were not brand new. Former England skipper Pelham ‘Plum’ Warner had set the wheels in motion a couple of decades before, in the 1911/12 series Down Under. Faced with the problem of how to stop Australia’s ace attacking batsman, Victor Trumper, and the other gifted stroke-players in the Australia line-up, Plum got England’s quick bowlers to aim outside leg stump and bounce the ball up around the batsman’s torso. The bowling may not have carried the venom of Larwood in his prime, but the tactics succeeded in cramping the style of Trumper and co. and England stormed to a 4–1 success.

				After Bradman hit 334 at Leeds in 1930, it was Plum who suggested: ‘We must, if possible, evolve a new type of bowler and develop fresh ideas on strategy and tactics to curb his almost uncanny skill.’ It was fitting that Plum would be appointed manager of the England touring team in 1932/33.

				It’s not clear whether Jardine took personal advice from Plum at this stage though. He did speak to Percy Fender, the Surrey skipper, and Nottinghamshire captain Arthur Carr. Like Jardine, Carr was public-school educated (well, until Eton expelled him, that is) and he shared Jardine’s professional approach to cricket even though they were both amateurs. Carr thought it was high time England played cricket with the same tough approach as the Australians and was all for sticking it to them.

				In summer 1932, Jardine asked Carr to dinner in the Grill Room at the Piccadilly Hotel along with his fast bowlers Larwood and Bill Voce, who had both been selected for the tour. That was where Jardine, over brandy and cigars, first revealed his plan to bowl fast leg theory against Bradman to the people who would actually have to do it.

				Next, Jardine contacted Frank Foster, a former England fast bowler who had bowled Plum’s version of leg theory back in 1911/12, to find out what field placings he used.

				The weird thing was that after that, Jardine appeared to tell no one else. His vice-captain Bob Wyatt claims he didn’t hear anything about it until well after they arrived in Australia. And England’s other seam bowlers Gubby Allen and Bill Bowes swear that neither of them heard a word about it on the ship down to Australia.

				More on Bodyline later . . .

				A year before the 2005 series, England captain Michael Vaughan and coach Duncan Fletcher had worked out that they needed to match Australia’s average scoring rate of 3.7 an over, reasoning that if England only scored at three an over, they’d have to bat for 30 more overs than Oz just to get the same score. Against McGrath, Warne and Lee, that was not going to happen. They knew they needed to be aggressive.

				There was a big debate about whether to pick Graham Thorpe or Kevin Pietersen at number five for the Tests. Thorpey had all the experience, battling qualities and had got England out of many sticky situations over the years, but new boy KP had already shown his ability to demolish international attacks in one-dayers, averaging 150 against South Africa and also cracking a 91 against the Aussies. Vaughanie went for the bold option to fit in with his overall tactics.

				Before that same Ashes, Australian coach John Buchanan gave each player in their squad a booklet called ASHES 2005 (. . . AND BEYOND), which started with the following words:

				WE WILL CROSS OFF EACH SERIES AS WE MARCH TOWARDS WC2007. OUR AIM IS TO NOT ONLY WIN EACH SERIES BUT ALSO TO KNOW THAT INDIVIDUALLY AND AS A TEAM, WE ARE IMPROVING OUR TOTAL PERFORMANCE.

				THE VISION IS TO ARRIVE AT WC2007 THE BEST SKILLED TEAM THE WORLD HAS SEEN – TECHNICALLY, PHYSICALLY, MENTALLY, TACTICALLY & ‘TEAM, THE ASCENT CONTINUES WITH THE ASHES!!’

				Or not.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				CHAPTER 3

				[image: Chaptitles.pdf]

				

				NAME ON THE COFFIN

				I’ll never forget the excitement of going on my first Ashes tour in 1990. We met up at a hotel near Heathrow Airport the night before the flight Down Under and the England players, officials and media had virtually taken over the whole place.

				The night before and the morning of departure it was a hive of activity, full on. I could feel the buzz. Drinks and nibbles were laid on in the lounge. The representatives from the different bat manufacturers were there, talking to ‘their boys’. Of course, no company had recognised my unique batting talents by that point – I just had a couple of free pairs of Quasar boots – so I was sitting on my tod watching all of this.

				I saw the big names coming in – Ian Botham, Allan Lamb, David Gower, all my heroes right there in front of me.

				Bloody hell – this is real. This is it. I’m actually going halfway round the world with these fellas.

				There was a room where all the players went to collect their gear for the trip. Rails of blazers and trousers from Austin Reed in zip-up suit covers. Shirts and ties. Brogue shoes. Training gear, trainers, new sunglasses. Best of all, we were each given a personalised cricket bag – ‘Phil Tufnell England v Australia 1990/91’. I was so proud to get that. Previously, I used to womble into the Middlesex dressing room carting my anonymous Slazenger ‘coffin’ and I’d look enviously at our many England players – John Emburey, Paul Downton, Mike Gatting, Norman Cowans and co. – sitting with their lovely coffins in the England colours with the Three Lions. After my first Ashes series, the Slazenger bag would be out the window and I’d take my England coffin everywhere. When I walked into away county games, people would do a double take. It was a badge that said you’d arrived. Your New Zealand, Sri Lanka tour coffins ended up in the shed, but the Ashes coffin was special.

				Then you’d go back to the bar and get your gear and someone else would want you.

				Press people were everywhere and occasionally players would be pulled away to speak to them.

				‘Phil, we need you to do an interview.’

				The next thing I knew there were a dozen journalists poking Dictaphones under my nose – something I wasn’t used to at all. The nearest I’d got to that was a bloke at Middlesex interviewing me for the match programme and the odd little chat with a local journalist. They were asking me for my thoughts about the Ashes series ahead and I think I managed to string a few sentences together.

				I have to admit I was perhaps not as focused on the task in hand as I might have been, though. Sun, beaches, barbecues and crumpet . . . that was what was going through my mind, not whether the Sydney pitch would turn. The selectors usually pick a couple of young players to give them some experience and I fitted into that category. I wasn’t expecting to play too many games, and there weren’t any great expectations on me as there were on the established players. I felt like I was about to go on the best holiday ever, and my cricket heroes were coming along with me. Brilliant. I was thinking, ‘What a great 18–30 holiday this will be.’ Actually, that was pretty much the age range of the players and, as it turned out, I wasn’t far wrong in my prediction.

				‘You’re giving me smart clothes . . .’, ‘Oh, you’re giving me free drinks . . .’, ‘Everyone wants to come and talk to me . . .’. I was very, very proud to be representing my country, but I didn’t have any real concept of what that actually involved and I got a bit distracted by this new world opening up to me.

				In the evening I walked into the bar and there was Ian Botham and Allan Lamb sitting there having a drink. I sidled over nervously and said hello.

				They turned round and looked at me blankly. Then their eyes dropped down to the George and Dragon patch on my blazer . . .

				‘Oh, are you coming with us?’ said Botham.

				‘Yeah, ’fraid so. I’m Phil Tufnell.’

				‘Ah, pull up a chair and have a drink, then.’

				There was a bit of small talk with me mostly listening, nodding and laughing in the right places. Then, about ten minutes in, Lamby says: ‘So what exactly do you do, Phil?’

				‘I’m a left-arm spinner.’

				‘That’s handy, we could do with one of them. Another beer?’

				And that’s how it all began.

				At the airport the following day, people were clapping and shouting encouragement as we walked through check-in. Another new experience for me – it was the first time I’d been part of a team that stopped the traffic – and gave me a taste of how much the Ashes means to the English people. Just as it always has. When ‘Plum’ Warner led the England touring side in 1903/04, he’d expected a few friends to turn up to see the team off. Instead, when they gathered at London St Pancras station to start the long journey to Australia it was packed with well-wishers.

				‘I was simply amazed at the sight that greeted me,’ he wrote later. ‘Every class in the community was represented, from the Lord Chief Justice of England, President of the MCC, to “Master Bones, the butcher’s boy”, who on Saturday afternoon plays for the third Eleven of the Pinner Peripatetics!’

				At the airport in 1990, I was the butcher’s boy – well, the silversmith’s son anyway – but I wasn’t there just to wave the star players off, I was going with them.

				FROM THE RAJAH OF BHONG TO EEYORE

				The first challenge of an Ashes tour is the journey to get there. It’s a long enough flight, but back in the days before people flew to Oz, it would take anything between three and eight weeks to get there by boat.

				Mind you, that could have been fun. To get Down Under in 1946 to play the first Ashes series after the Second World War, the England team travelled on a Ministry of War troop ship, the Stirling Castle. The only other passengers aboard were 600 war brides. Seventeen cricketers; six hundred women; a month-long voyage. I can’t even begin to imagine how much trouble I might have got into in my younger, friskier days with such temptation so close to my cabin door. The journey back from that tour sounded all right too, with stops in places like Cairo and the Raffles Hotel in Singapore.

				So how did the players pass the weeks on the ocean wave? According to ‘Plum’ Warner, captain of the team which regained the Ashes in 1903/04, the lads spent most of their days aboard the Orontes reading or playing bridge, then after dinner there was usually a dance or concert. Plum himself won first prize in the fancy-dress ball, dolled up as ‘The Rajah of Bhong’.

				Fancy-dress parties were always popular, and extrovert wicketkeeper Godfrey Evans might just have been the most fancily dressed in Ashes cruising history. Aboard the Orsova in 1954, ‘Godders’ rocked up for the Ball dressed as South American samba-singing superstar Carmen Miranda, in clinging corset, floral dress, and with a wig and mountain of tropical fruits perched on his head. Admiring team-mate Frank ‘Typhoon’ Tyson recalled: ‘He rumba-ed into the saloon to the accompaniment of the ship’s orchestra, playing Aye, Aye, Aye, I Love You Very Much. How he kept his Covent Garden headgear balanced as he danced to the rhythm of the castanets, I shall never know!’

				On that cruise, dynamite young fast bowler Tyson kept himself in tip-top condition by doing laps round the decks before breakfast. No doubt, if I’d been on that ship I would have been joining Frank every morning. For breakfast.

				Young Richie Benaud heading to England for the first time in 1953 also saw the voyage as a chance to get fit. He worked out a daily regime with his mate Neil Harvey. They started gently with a late breakfast followed by an autograph-signing session (the players had to sign 15,000 sheets during the 21-day journey to give out around the country). Then they went up on deck to relax before a game of over-the-net tennis with circular quoits (‘This game resembled a combination of squash, tennis and badminton,’ he said). After lunch, another quiet hour on deck then two more hours of deck tennis, before a sea bath or shower, dinner, more relaxing on deck then bed.

				No cricket then, but all very civilised and, as Richie noted, it gave them three hours’ solid exercise per day.

				‘When we arrived in Tilbury on 13 April, I had never been fitter,’ he wrote.

				Back in 1903, ‘Plum’ Warner’s boys would practise cricket on deck for a couple of hours every afternoon. ‘Capital exercise with the thermometer standing at 90 degrees in the shade,’ reckoned Plum.

				The low roof where they played caused a few problems, though. Apparently, ‘if the bowler hit it delivering the ball’, it was declared a no-ball. I’m assuming that means the ball hitting the ceiling after it was released. If the bowlers were scraping their knuckles on the ceiling as they bowled, Plum would have been desperately short of bowlers by the time they landed in Oz.

				Sometimes passengers on the boat teamed up and challenged Plum’s boys to a game of deck cricket. And in what must be the biggest shock in the history of Ashes warm-up matches, a team of female passengers inflicted the first defeat of the tour, winning by three runs despite the handicap of wearing huge, billowy dresses and wide-brimmed hats!

				On such a long journey, you need people who are going to pitch in and try and keep team spirits high. Sydney Barnes, who I talked about in Chapter 1 (see pages 8–9) and who turned out to be one of England’s greatest-ever Ashes bowlers, was not one of those people. He was a scowling, brooding fella, and after spending a couple of weeks with him on Syd’s first cruise Down Under in 1901, captain Archie MacLaren was starting to regret his decision to select him.

				The oriental steamer Omrah carrying Archie and the boys started rocking and rolling when it hit stormy waters in the Bay of Biscay. When the ship’s captain warned of another storm ahead, the young lads who’d never travelled abroad by ship before were petrified, but Archie had some words of comfort. ‘If we go down,’ he said, ‘at least that bugger Barnes will go down with us!’

				In his diary of the 1897/98 tour, the legendary England batsman (and Indian Prince) Ranjitsinhji told a happier story of their voyage on the Ormuz from Tilbury Docks to the port in Albany, Australia, via Naples, Port Said and Colombo.

				During the journey, a sports committee was formed to arrange on-deck games for all the passengers. ‘Wainwright soon became an expert at deck billiards,’ reported Ranji. ‘Stoddart [the England captain] was undoubtedly champion at quoits, and Hirst and Briggs were both excellent performers at “bull board”.’ Bull board? No, me neither.

				The division between ‘gentlemen’ amateur cricketers and professional ‘players’ was very strong in Ranji’s day, and that was evident in the evenings when the downtrodden pros got together on deck and sang ‘plantation songs’ for the passengers.

				Between bull-boarding and singing, Stoddart’s team also fitted in some cricket. Ranji declared that deck cricket was ‘very good training for the muscles used in actual cricket. The ball comes straight and true, but occasionally comes back with the roll of the ship.’ Bit like bowling on the slope at Lord’s, then.

				By the time they began the last leg of their voyage from Colombo to Albany the monotony of life at sea was getting to the boys. To keep themselves entertained they started arranging cricket matches for the ladies on board. Some of the women proved to be handy in the field and ‘a Melbourne lady, married to a retired captain of the Dragoon Guards, developed into an excellent fast underhand bowler,’ according to Ranji. He added: ‘The members of our team assisted them greatly in carrying the details of the matches.’ Yes, I’m sure they did . . .
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