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  Introduction




  Of course, it is always callous to compare sport with war, but the story of how the Barmy Army began has parallels – as absurd as it might sound – with the early

  days of the Cuban Revolution: a small, ragtag band of men lands in a largely hostile country, packs on backs, shorts and flip-flops instead of army fatigues, wielding bottles of Victoria Bitter

  rather than Molotov cocktails. And then the march begins . . .




  Across Australia they yomp, picking up like-minded Englishmen and women along the way – all in support of what must at times have looked like a doomed cause. In one respect it was: the

  cause being the England cricket team they so loved – but which was so very ordinary at cricket. But in another respect it was not doomed at all: while the Barmy Army – or, more

  correctly, the proto-Barmies – did not create the template of what the British sports fan should be, it built on the idea of the British sports fan as the patron saint of the lost cause. I

  must have heard it a thousand times in the researching of this book: ‘The Barmy Army supports the England cricket team whether it is winning or losing.’ Indeed, while the motto of the

  SAS is ‘Who Dares Wins’, the motto of the Barmy Army might be ‘Through Thick and Thin’: no cause is a lost cause for the Barmy Army.




  It was this baffling faith in a malfunctioning England cricket team that led the Australian media to dub these England fans the Barmy Army in the first place, during the Ashes series down under

  in 1994–95. Mike Atherton’s side was getting a shellacking on the field, but their fans kept on coming back for more and they kept on singing. The Aussie media loved them – the

  British press pack was not so sure. Scratch that – for the most part they hated them. According to the grey-haired hacks clad in shirtsleeves and ties, some of whom had been covering the game

  since the days of Dexter and Cowdrey, cricket was a spectacle to be supported in reflective and respectful silence. Test Match Special commentator Christopher Martin-Jenkins opined the Barmy

  Army ‘demeaned English cricket’. Ian Wooldridge, the Daily Mail’s veteran and venerable chief sportswriter, suggested they be gassed.




  As the Barmy Army swelled in numbers over the next few years, winning over people as far afield as the Caribbean and New Zealand along the way, the criticism from the British press grew louder.

  While there were those who appreciated this new brand of more vociferous cricket support – with its songs and chants and focus on partying and booze – others were unable to

  differentiate the Barmy Army from the English football hooligans whose speciality was smashing up cities and terrorising people across the globe. The only thing was, the Barmy Army did not smash up

  anything and people across the globe seemed to love them. Then, when it became clear the Barmy Army did not fit the stereotype that had been foisted upon it, critics started to complain it had

  become not ragtag enough. ‘An exercise, not just in forced jollity and willed high spirits, but in merchandising opportunism’ was how one cricket writer summed the Barmy Army up during

  the disastrous Ashes tour of 2006–07. ‘Corporate, publicity-hungry and, above all, really annoying.’




  The truth was, the Barmy Army had become so big by the mid-2000s, with 25,000 members as part of its subscription fanbase, a level of organisation had become a necessity. Not that the England

  players minded. For the most part, the Barmy Army’s heroes, if at times a little perplexed, have always been appreciative. Michael Vaughan, captain of England during the glorious Ashes series

  in 2005, when his side regained the Ashes for the first time in eighteen years, called the Barmy Army his ‘twelfth man’. And then, when the Barmy Army morphed from the ultimate

  underdogs supporters’ club to fans of perhaps the best Test side in the world during the victorious Ashes tour of 2010–11, the previously unthinkable happened and the British press

  followed suit. When Scyld Berry, Wisden editor and cricket writer very much of the old school, gave the Barmy Army his blessing, it was as if the Barmy Army had passed through the proverbial

  eye of the needle and become part of the cricket establishment.




  While the England and Wales Cricket Board (ECB) remained reluctant to cement links in any official form, the Barmy Army had become a synonym for any England support abroad. The revolution,

  finally, had come to pass.




  This book is the tale of how a handful of cricket tragics grew into arguably the most famous band of travelling supporters in the world. It is not a history as such, for that would not capture

  the spirit of the movement, but, rather, the stories of those who have been there, seen it, done it and bought the Barmy Army T-shirts. The main thread running through it is England’s Ashes

  series down under: Australia is very much the Barmy Army’s spiritual home and the Barmy Army remains very much a touring brand, with Test cricket its focus. But the book also makes stops in

  South Africa, the Caribbean, Pakistan, Sri Lanka, New Zealand and Bangladesh. India being such a vast country and such a vast subject, it was decided justice could not be done to it and that

  perhaps it deserved a book of its own, somewhere down the line.




  But most of all, this book is a tribute to a certain strain in the British character: one that revels in fun and humour, absurdism and irreverence – and, perhaps above all, adversity. Call

  it the Blitz spirit; call it singing when you are not necessarily winning; call it shrugging, smiling, cracking open a beer and partying on through when other fans, in the same situation, would be

  booing and hissing – or not there at all.
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  In the beginning . . . Australia 1994–95




  When the Australian media christened the Barmy Army on the 1994–95 Ashes tour, they can have had no idea just how barmy some of those England fans would end up. Sent half

  mad by booze, dope and the never-ending partying, by the publicity and attention. But more than that, sent half mad by an unquenchable loyalty to their team. It was this fierce loyalty that first

  attracted the attention of the Aussie press pack. Bored with writing about a one-sided series, in which a very good Australia side were lording it over a very ordinary England team, the Aussie

  journalists started sniffing about for subplots. And they could hardly miss the ramshackle band of England supporters, whose unswerving support for its team, in the face of much heartache on the

  field of play, was as baffling to the hosts as it was endearing.




  A frequent criticism of the Barmy Army in its modern form is that it is contrived, stage-managed and lacks spontaneity. But in the beginning it was organic, more of a spirit or energy than

  something you could bottle and label. And it was also necessary, a reaction to the rather unpolished barracking of the Australian fans, who were as boorish in victory as the England fans were

  sanguine in defeat. Paul ‘Leafy’ Burnham and Dave ‘The General’ Peacock, two of the three Barmy Army co-founders along with Gareth Evans, were there from the start and

  remember when the Barmy Army was not the Barmy Army at all, but a tight-knit, hedonistic gaggle of backpackers with a shared passion for all things sport, cricket in particular, and, above all, the

  England cricket team.




  ‘I had played for a cricket club in Bedford for many years, I loved cricket and loved watching it almost as much,’ says Peacock, a recruitment director from nPower. ‘My

  earliest memory was being taken to The Oval to watch Ian Botham take ten wickets against Australia. So it was always the dream to watch England in Australia. When I was offered redundancy I took

  six months off and then I travelled with two mates to America, Fiji, New Zealand and finally arrived in Australia in September of ’94. We went to see the Melbourne Cup, watched the rugby

  league Grand Final and a few days before the first Test got a bus up to Brisbane from Melbourne and checked in to the nearest backpackers’ to the Gabba. When we got there, there were several

  other young English lads, predominantly football fans, but who were all up for the cricket. We got straight on the beers and I could feel something brewing.’




  ‘That tour was a bit old-fashioned in that there were maybe six or seven domestic fixtures outside of the Tests, so there was lots of time for the British community to get to know each

  other,’ says Burnham, a former British Airways cargo agent who had decided to spend three months watching England, having inherited some money from his dad. ‘From hanging out in the

  same backpackers’ or the same bars, we were then all thrown together at the Test matches. There just happened to be a lot of like-minded people on that tour who had decided to go and watch

  the whole of the Ashes series, and as the tour progressed more and more of us got together and it grew into something big.’




  While the England fans were expectant, England’s players and management were singing from a different hymn sheet. Things had descended into chaos before a ball had even been bowled in the

  series. After mixed results in the warm-up matches, strike bowler Devon Malcolm went down with chickenpox, then there was a spat between the chairman of selectors Raymond Illingworth, throwing

  barbs from back in Blighty, and skipper Mike Atherton over the selection of veteran batsman Mike Gatting for the first Test in Brisbane. When Burnham bumped into a few of the England team after a

  defeat by New South Wales, it was evident that England were a beaten outfit before the Test series had even started.




  ‘We were in the bar of the team hotel in Newcastle,’ says Burnham. ‘Tufnell, “Goughie” [Darren Gough] and Martin McCague were lined up at the bar, with Mike

  Atherton sitting nice and quietly at the other end. Gough was rushing around like a blue-arsed fly trying to find out about his wife, who was expecting to give birth at any minute. Ray Illingworth,

  for whatever reason, wouldn’t let him use the hotel phone, so he was running round trying to get together some coins for the payphone, and going nuts because it kept on cutting out.

  Meanwhile, McCague was clearly feeling low because of all the abuse he’d been getting [McCague, who grew up in Australia, was famously dubbed ‘the rat who joined the sinking ship’

  by Sydney’s Daily Telegraph-Mirror] and Tufnell was raring up, saying he was going to bring over some of his Middlesex mates because of all the abuse he’d been getting. It was a

  real snapshot of the state of mind of that England team at the time – and, in hindsight, of how much more professional things are today.’




  The first delivery of that Ashes series followed the trend of the previous three and set the tone for the next few months – indeed, the next twelve years: England seamer Phil DeFreitas was

  the bowler, Australia opener Michael Slater the batsman, and the ball was smashed to the boundary for four. Things did not get much better for England on day one. Slater, feasting on some insipid

  England bowling, and his skipper Mark Taylor took Australia to 87 without loss at lunch. Up in the stands, the England fans were also under siege.




  ‘The Aussies got off to a flyer and after tea they were still piling on the runs and no one was really singing,’ says Peacock. ‘We started getting a bit of abuse, not very

  intelligent stuff – “England are shit”, “when are you going to give us a game”, kids’ stuff really. I’d been to all the football grounds in England

  following Chelsea, had a few songs up my sleeve and some of the other lads joined in.’




  ‘The songs and the banter were very much in retaliation for the way the Australian fans were supporting their team, which was in a very arrogant, cocky, over-patriotic way, more in line

  with English football supporters than the style the Barmy Army would pioneer,’ says Burnham. ‘There was a situation where I went to a game in Newcastle, New South Wales, and we were

  sitting on a Union flag. We went off to get some drinks, with two girls who were attending their first game of cricket, and when we came back we were told an Australian had pissed on the flag. The

  same day they had a blow-up doll with a banner on it saying “Phil Tufnell’s Wife”. Tufnell had some personal problems before he went on that tour, and that kind of abuse was out

  of order, over and beyond acceptable behaviour from a cricket crowd.’




  Tufnell and the Aussie fans had history. On the previous England tour down under, in 1990–91, the Middlesex spinner had become a figure of much fun for his substandard fielding, ramshackle

  appearance and regular bust-ups with the team’s hierarchy, leading to some infamous exchanges down on the boundary. Some of it was genuinely witty, including the time an Aussie fan shouted

  out: ‘Lend me your brain, “Tuffers”, I’m building an idiot.’ Some of it, however, was just downright nasty. As Tufnell recalls: ‘I remember someone asked me for

  my autograph and when I went over they slapped a minced beef and onion pie on my head. Which I thought wasn’t very nice. I can remember it dribbling down my face.’ According to Tufnell,

  even the umpires got in on the act. In Melbourne, Tufnell claims, as Australia were pressing towards victory on day five, he walked past the umpire and asked how many deliveries were left in the

  over. The response? ‘Count ’em yourself, you Pommie ****.’




  Fast bowler Angus Fraser admits that the abuse from Aussie fans could be so extreme that there were days when he felt like climbing over the hoardings and ‘doing an Eric Cantona’.

  ‘Standing in front of Bay Thirteen at the MCG or The Hill at the SCG was not a pleasant experience. You would get pelted with fruit, bottles, food or little balloons filled with urine that

  exploded on impact. You were also advised, understandably, not to accept a drink from anyone on the boundary edge. There was plenty of verbal abuse too. I wish I had a pound for every time an

  Aussie fan shouted at me: “Who’s shagging your wife while you’re here, mate?” or “I hear she cooks a good breakfast”.’ The barracking might have coarsened,

  but in truth little had changed since Harold Larwood’s day. ‘A cricket tour in Australia would be the most delightful period in one’s life, if one was deaf,’ said Larwood,

  hero and villain of the notorious Bodyline series of 1932–33. His captain, the imperious Douglas Jardine, was even more to the point: ‘All Australians are an uneducated and unruly

  mob.’




  Derbyshire quick Devon Malcolm, however, is keen to point out that some Australian fans had a softer side. ‘I remember in that series an Australian came up to me and gave me a little

  plaque of a British bulldog,’ recalls Malcolm. ‘He said to me “You got beaten, but you always gave one hundred per cent, and we appreciate that.” That meant a lot to me.

  I’ve still got it, on the dashboard of my truck. I never had a problem with the Australian fans. There would be the odd comment when you were fielding on the boundary, but what I found was

  that they liked hard cricket and they liked players who gave their all. I had a good rapport with them, I charged in ball after ball, gave a hundred per cent and I played with a smile on my face,

  even when things weren’t going too well. Which, on that tour, was a lot of the time.’




  Not surprisingly given his treatment at the hands of some sections of the Aussie support, Tufnell was thrilled to now have this raucous army of England supporters fighting his corner up in the

  stands. ‘England have always had good travelling support all round the world,’ says Tufnell, ‘but the first time I really became aware of this new phenomenon was during a one-day

  game in Sydney before Christmas, when The Hill was still there. I don’t know whether it was necessarily the Barmy Army but we had a fantastic game and fantastic support. There were rows of

  Union flags flying, people chanting and singing, and there was a sense it had become more unified. On previous tours there had been pockets of people, but in ’94–’95 it became a

  bit more under one banner.’




  The buccaneering Slater was out shortly before the close of play on day one, dismissed by the part-time seam of Graham Gooch for 176, and Australia were 329 for four at stumps. But while

  England’s players had melted on that first day, their hardcore fans had begun to glow in the Brisbane furnace – and not just their foreheads. Peacock explains: ‘A guy called Monty

  had been to the World Cup in 1992 and had done a song, “Ball and Chain”, which went:




  

    

      We came with backpacks, you with ball and chain, ball and chain.




      We came here with backpacks, you with ball and chain.’


    


  




  Hardly Noël Coward, but likely to wind up the Aussies all the same. ‘So we sparked that up, us and some lads in Nottingham Forest shirts, and we walked past the Aussie fans on the

  Brisbane Hill, dragging our feet as if we were in balls and chains. When we got back to the tea bar, the pocket of England fans, there were probably only about forty at this point, gave us a

  standing ovation.’




  ‘There’s a lot to be said for making fun of someone rather than getting verbally or physically aggressive,’ says Burnham, ‘because the only way they can really beat you

  is by coming back with something funnier or wittier. And the best thing is, the Aussies were incapable of doing so. By the end of the tour Dave was standing up and waving a twenty-dollar or

  fifty-dollar note at them and offering them as a prize to any Aussie who could come up with something original and funny. I don’t remember there being any winners. On that day the locals were

  throwing stuff at us, pouring beer over us, but we just kept giving more banter back, we were completely undeterred.’ And what did the Gabba’s locals eventually hit back with, besides

  lukewarm Tooheys? ‘They basically had two songs: “Aussie Aussie Aussie, Oi Oi Oi!” and “Pommies take it up the arse, do dah, do dah”.’ Com pared to the natives,

  the England fans sounded like quick-witted members of the Westminster Cathedral Choir.




  Shane Warne took eight for 71 in England’s second innings as the hosts ran out winners by 184 runs. But the contrast between Australia’s comprehensive victory and the effusiveness of

  the England fans had set a precedent: the Barmy Army now existed in embryonic form.




  ‘From “Ball and Chain”, other songs developed,’ says Peacock. ‘I quickly got the nickname “The General” and even at Brisbane during the early part of

  the tour, local journalists were asking how and why we were travelling, because they knew as early as that that this was a poor England team. And once we’d developed some sort of identity,

  everyone started to group up at the tea bar every day and a few more songs, mainly football ones, would start up.’




  As well as generic Aussie-baiting, that first Test saw the singling out of individual players, with fast bowler Craig McDermott given a shellacking. ‘He took six wickets in our first

  innings, but in the second innings he bowled loads of no-balls, so he was absolutely ripe for abuse and got a battering from the England contingent,’ says Peacock. ‘So pretty much all

  the facets of what would become the Barmy Army style of support were already in place in Brisbane – patriotic songs, songs about Australia, songs about specific players, drinking beer in the

  sun, meeting new people, and having a huge amount of fun.’




  There followed six warm-up matches before the second Test in Melbourne, plenty of time for ‘The General’, ‘Leafy’ and Co. to conscript more recruits and add to the

  repertoire. ‘From three at Brisbane, to the second Test in Melbourne there were about a hundred people singing songs,’ says Burnham. ‘Everywhere we went we wanted to sing songs.

  We were on holiday, we were in that mindset, and the more time we spent together the more old tunes were recycled. Gradually we brought in words more appropriate to the cricket, so that songs that

  had perhaps originated on the football terraces became part of the cricket atmosphere. We just had so much more time than at football, seven-odd hours of five days in a row, so songs would develop,

  we’d sing them in the pub in the evenings and then bring them along to the game the next day.’




  ‘Basically, England were crap,’ says Barmy Army veteran Ian Golden. ‘Every run on that tour was a celebration, every England century a victory, all we had was our sense of

  humour – something the Aussies were seriously lacking. We had a ditty on that tour:




  

    

      ‘We never win at home and we never win away,




      We lost last week and we’ll lose again today,




      We don’t give a fuck ’cos we’re all pissed up,




      England Cricket Club, OK.


    


  




  That pretty much summed up that tour.’




  Adds Peacock: ‘We parked ourselves very close to Bay Thirteen [the area in the Melbourne Cricket Ground where the rowdiest Aussie fans traditionally congregate] and as things started to go

  to shit in the Test match, we started singing West Coast Eagles songs because they had beaten Melbourne teams in recent Aussie Rules Grand Finals [the Eagles had become the first non-Victoria team

  to win the AFL premiership in 1992 and repeated the feat in 1994]. The MCG was the home of Aussie Rules, and we had the front to go in the middle of their bay with our songs and flags. I remember

  Sergeant Read, who was the copper in charge, making life quite difficult because, although there was no trouble whatsoever, we were a new phenomenon in Australia and the locals didn’t quite

  know what to make of us.’




  ‘The reason one man despises the Barmy Army is the very reason another embraces it,’ explains Scott Heinrich, editor of the Fox Sports website in Australia. ‘It is so

  completely different to what we are used to in Australia. Do a straw poll among fans in Australia and different people might describe the Barmy Army as annoying, distracting and arrogant –

  though probably well-meaning. When the Aussies saw the Barmy Army launching into “Who we are, where we come from” for the twenty-ninth time, most regarded it as an unwanted distraction,

  a vestige of what they saw as the terrace hooliganism that apparently marked British soccer in the 1980s.




  ‘That’s not to say Aussie crowds are well-behaved. Ask Muttiah Muralitharan, Harbhajan Singh or Monty Panesar [all of whom have been singled out for racist abuse down the years] for

  proof of that, but the idiotic few are the exception to the rule. And that unwritten Aussie rule is that you go to the game to watch the game. Sure you cheer, sure you talk about it with your pals,

  sure you have a beer, but you don’t hunt in packs, you don’t wear your team’s footy strip as a statement of identity and you don’t break into song every five minutes. And

  you most certainly don’t sing about yourself. Half a dozen tinnies, a Mexican wave and the odd rendition of “Oi, Oi Oi” is about as wild as most get. Australian sport lovers see

  themselves as voyeurs, not participants. Streakers aside, of course.’




  Alongside the Aussie-baiting standards (‘Captain Cook only stopped for a shit’ and ‘If you’ve all shagged an Aussie clap your hands’ are considered classics of the

  genre) sprang up songs tailored to individual players, with the rampant Warne inevitably bearing the brunt. In more recent Ashes series, Ricky Ponting would also come to recognise that a verbal

  coating from the Barmy Army was the ultimate mark of respect.




  ‘Warne has had more songs written about him than any other player, because he’s just so good,’ says Burnham. Adds Peacock: ‘Let’s just say he didn’t get the

  respect back then that he got at The Oval in his last Test in England, when we all sang “We wish you were English” to him. At the time he was a young, talented bowler who was taking

  loads of English wickets. But you know what? Most of the songs just weren’t that funny back then.’ The Melbourne Age recorded that on day four there were ‘maybe a hundred

  lads, bouncing and chanting to a conga rhythm, fists punching the air, hips swinging, singing: “Shane Warne’s got no wickets, Shane Warne’s got no wickets, la la la la . .

  .”’ On day five, Warne took a hat-trick, England were skittled for 92 and Australia triumphed by 295 runs.




  Adam Carroll, or ‘Streaky’ as he is known to his friends, sums up the feelings of most England fans when it comes to Warne, the bogeyman they could not help falling in love with.

  ‘Warne had the Indian sign over us,’ says Carroll. ‘He was pretty much at his peak then, he’d run through us in the second innings at Brisbane and you just knew that when he

  really wanted to turn it on, when his team really needed him, he was always going to be there. But he was a good bloke as well. He took a lot of stick from us, but he’d played cricket in

  England as a kid, got to know the English way and he knew it shouldn’t be taken personally.




  ‘So there were always mixed feelings when it came to “Warney”. He was a wonderful player and it’s great to be able to say “I saw Shane Warne play cricket and take a

  Test hat-trick”. But we were playing so poorly and there was also a resigned feeling among some: “Is this how it’s going to be for the whole tour?” I think most people had

  realised even at that early stage that, cricketing-wise, it was going to be a struggle.’ It wasn’t only the England fans who had realised this. Patrick Smith of the Sydney Morning

  Herald was scathing in his criticism of the tourists: ‘Wisden should count England wickets as half,’ he wrote. With England 2–0 down and with only three Tests to come,

  there were already signs that the Aussies’ minds were wandering.




  Resigned or not, with every on-field humiliation the proto-Barmies became more focused and galvanised in their support. As well as insane, barmy, according to some dictionary definitions, can

  also mean ‘full of yeast’. When Burnham, Peacock and Co. hit Sydney, things started frothing over. Recognising that the England fans had become a story in themselves, Peacock sought to

  brand the hardcore, getting two hundred T-shirts printed bearing the legend ‘We came here with backpacks, you with ball and chain’, replete with a Union flag and ‘Ashes tour

  1994–95’ on the back. ‘We were flogging them down O’Malleys, a backpackers-cum-pub, for twenty dollars a pop and we were selling thirty or forty of them a night,’ says

  Peacock. ‘I’d already spent most of my redundancy money, so it was just a way of keeping the finances ticking over.’ With hundreds of new recruits joining every day, Peacock was

  soon back in the black.




  ‘Sydney was ten times as big as Melbourne, and that’s when it really took off and we started getting media attention,’ says Burnham. ‘We were all able to get together on

  the Sydney Hill, which made us more noticeable. The smaller groups who had been making up their own songs were now able to join together and the singing and chanting was relentless. England played

  well, Darren Gough got his famous fifty before lunch [on day two], and then took six for 49 in Australia’s first innings. It was felt that Australia were fortunate to end up being saved by

  bad light, salvaging a draw.’




  England’s improved display in Sydney provided their fans with the opportunity to sing about their own players for once, with Yorkshire’s irrepressible paceman Gough the recipient of

  much love from the travelling faithful. Burnham says: ‘It wasn’t all anti-Australian, we also had songs to encourage the England players. One I remember, sung to the tune of “Lily

  the Pink”, is:




  

    

      ‘We’ll drink a drink a drink,




      To Goughie the King the King the King.




      He’s the saviour of our cricket team,




      He’s the greatest cricketer




      That the world has ever seen.


    


  




  Darren Gough was the first hero of the Barmy Army, and the Aussies also loved him, he’s probably the only England player they would have wanted in their team.’




  Tufnell, who had actually had a fair bit of success in the first two Tests, bagging nine Australia wickets, was a folk hero for the England fans. Variously described in the media as a larrikin,

  a rogue and a rascal, Tufnell made no attempt to alter their perception of him: he loved a drink, he loved a fag, and if he hadn’t been good enough to play for England, he probably would have

  been up in the stands singing and chanting with the Barmies.




  ‘The songs kept us going,’ says Tufnell. ‘You’d be standing there at four thirty in the afternoon and they’d be 300 for two or something and all of a sudden

  you’d hear “Everywhere we go”, and instead of standing there with your soul in your boots you’d be thinking, “Come on then, boys, keep going, keep going, they’re

  keeping it going, we’ve got to keep it going and try to get a couple out.” The MCG can be a bit of a lonely place when the Aussie batsmen are on top so it’s always nice to have a

  bit of your own stuff going on in the crowd, it was great to have them.’ And does Tufnell remember any songs specifically penned for him? ‘They did have one, something along the lines

  of: “Phil Tufnell’s having a party, bring some spliff and a bottle of Bacardi . . .”’




  Malcolm, who had taken only one wicket in Melbourne after replacing Martin McCague, agrees. ‘You’d be out in the field at the MCG, with eighty thousand people up in the stands, but

  it was lonely at times,’ he says. ‘There were times when we might have been forgiven for slipping into a little bit of a depression when things weren’t going too well, but the

  Barmy Army always kept us cheerful. All of a sudden you’d look up and see them cheering you on and that would keep you going.’




  While England’s performance at the Sydney Cricket Ground was laudable, the fact remained the tourists were staring down the barrel with two Tests to play. Even most of the English press

  had already given up hope. Martin Johnson, then of the Independent, wrote of the catalogue of woes afflicting Mike Atherton’s team, compiling two lists: Missing in Action (i.e. been

  ruled out of games) and Wounded But Fit for Duty. ‘List 1: Atherton (bad back), Stewart (broken finger, twice), Thorpe (groin, hamstring, dehydration), Crawley (calf), White (side muscle,

  tour over), DeFreitas (calf, hamstring, groin, you name it), Gough (hamstring, foot, tour over), Malcolm, Benjamin (both chickenpox), Udal (broken thumb), McCague (shin fractures, tour over). List

  2: Gatting (cut mouth), Hick (sciatica), Rhodes (finger), Tufnell (neck, hamstring).’ Johnson added: ‘England still stand a chance of becoming the only touring side in history to return

  with a totally different side to the one that set out, and have now consulted so many specialists that they could yet bankrupt the Test and County Cricket Board when they present their end-of-tour

  medical bill.’




  With the series pretty much done and dusted in most people’s eyes, sections of the press started truffling for stories from beyond the boundary. ‘The Aussie media had got a bit fed

  up with how easily England were getting beaten so we became a little subplot,’ explains Burnham. ‘They found out we’d all shelled out about five grand to be there and travel

  around, and they just couldn’t work out why all these people were spending all this money on such a poor England team. So they christened us the Barmy Army.’ Peacock remembers things a

  little differently. ‘We were already singing “Barmy Army”, along with “Everywhere we go”, which were both old football songs. Even at Melbourne we were all singing

  “Barmy Army” incessantly and jumping around, like we were on the football terraces back home, and the Aussie media picked up on it.’




  Football fans had indeed been belting out ‘Barmy Army’ all over English grounds for many years before the chant became a brand. There was even a short-lived band in the 1980s called

  The Barmy Army, who released one themed album, loosely based on football, called The English Disease. But Burnham is strictly correct in that it was the Aussie media who picked up on the

  chant and turned it into a label.




  It is doubtful the Daily Mail’s sportswriter Ian Wooldridge was au fait with the English dub scene, but he would have thought the title of the Barmy Army’s album highly

  appropriate. ‘Wooldridge didn’t like what he saw,’ says Peacock. ‘He saw a group of fans standing around in football tops singing songs and pointing. He wrote what turned

  out to be a fantastic article about us, suggesting that we should all be gassed. It was laughable, we were just having a brilliant time.




  Adds Adam Carroll: ‘The British press decided early on that we were football hooligans who happened to be following the cricket. But it was the other way round – we were cricketing

  people who happened to also support football in the winter. You don’t spend thousands of pounds to watch an entire tour if you don’t like Test cricket. We knew that noise at cricket

  matches was previously unheard of, to the extent that we were doing it, anyway. It wasn’t unprecedented, though, because of the bells and the whistles of the West Indian fans in England in

  the seventies and eighties, but it still wasn’t the done thing. Even some of us in the Barmy Army, while not exactly uncomfortable with it, were thinking “how is this going to go

  down?” But most of it was good-natured. I vividly remember an occasion at the SCG, when we were all sitting up on The Hill and this chap in a suit walked past pushing a baby in a pram. He

  came past two or three times and as he went past we’d all give it a big “Sssh” and start singing “Rock-a-bye Baby”.




  ‘So our reaction when we heard about Wooldridge’s article was: “Why are you saying that? We’re here, we’re supporting the team, the team are obviously trying to

  feed off it, what an awful thing to say.” Obviously if someone comes out and says “I don’t like what you do and I don’t think it’s right”, fair enough. But to

  say we should be gassed? Come on.’




  ‘To be honest, when the Barmy Army first started on that tour, the general impression was that these guys were bloody hooligans,’ says Malcolm. ‘But when you got up close to

  them you realised these were genuine bloody people, professional people, not hooligans at all. They were loud, yes, but they were just having a bloody good time.’




  However, England fast bowler Angus Fraser, who had not played in the first two Tests but who took a five-fer in Sydney, admits some members of the England team were more enamoured of this new

  style of cricket fandom than others. ‘I don’t think every player was inspired by that type of support,’ says the former Middlesex man. ‘I’m pretty sure

  “Athers” didn’t particularly warm to them because he had quite a serious cricket head on when he was captain. But others, like Alec Stewart, Graham Thorpe, Darren Gough and

  “Tuffers”, who would be out drinking with them a lot of the time, got into them. And maybe they had more of a football background. I don’t mean that snootily or anything, but they

  enjoyed having that football-type support, whereas others were a bit more cricket-minded in the way they felt the game should be watched and followed. Maybe they felt that the raucousness, dare I

  say it, wasn’t quite cricket. But each to their own, and the majority were extremely positive about the Barmy Army.’




  Fraser’s recall is correct; England skipper Michael Atherton was largely unmoved. ‘I can honestly say I didn’t give the Barmy Army a lot of thought,’ says Atherton.

  ‘I didn’t really think much of it, they were just supporters who had come to support the team. I never thought of the Barmy Army as any different or more special from the husband and

  wife who bought their tickets separately and sat in the ground watching the cricket quietly. The Barmy Army were a little bit more colourful and a little bit more humorous, but they were all the

  same to me. There may have been a keenness from some of the players to have songs written about them, but not from me. You play for your country, you play for your team-mates and you play for the

  people that support you. But I wouldn’t single out the Barmy Army, all the England fans demanded our gratitude.’




  However, Stewart, who did not feature in the final three Tests after suffering a broken finger, was indeed an enthusiastic convert. ‘I’d been aware of this new type of support back

  at the 1992 World Cup in New Zealand and Australia,’ says the Surrey legend and lifelong Chelsea fan. ‘It might not have been under the Barmy Army banner, but that’s when the

  songs and chants started. But it was in ’94–’95 that it got bigger and bigger and more organised. And what the Barmy Army weren’t was just a group of football fans up for a

  singsong. They were people who understood the game and had a passion for the game but at the same time enjoyed all hanging out together in the ground and creating a football-style atmosphere,

  within a friendly environment.




  ‘At the same time, the people you may call traditional cricket watchers offer just as much support but in a different style. Cricket is a traditional game but it’s also moved forward

  with the times, which is great. There’s room for every type of cricket fan, whether it’s the group of thirty lads in their twenties who want to drink beer and have a singsong or the

  retired couple who have decided to spend some well-earned money to support the team. Every single supporter is highly valued and appreciated by the team. But what I will say is this: when the boys

  were knackered, whether we were winning or losing, knowing the Barmy Army would continue to support us was a massive boost.’




  While Stewart’s assertion that there is room for every type of cricket fan was a reality in that Ashes series, the truth is that the old and the new made uneasy bedfellows. During the

  Melbourne Test, the members’ pavilion hosted members of English county teams, not all of whom were amused: this new breed professed to be fellow Brits, but as far as some of the old school

  were concerned, they might as well have been aliens in their midst. ‘They are not cricket fans,’ Roger Davidge, a sixty-four-year-old retiree from Northampton shire, was quoted as

  saying in the Melbourne Age. ‘This element follows British sport around the world. We’ve been banned from soccer in Europe. I make a point of sitting on the opposite end of the

  ground. The chanting. I don’t like the chanting.’




  Wooldridge’s piece had caused a diplomatic incident in Melbourne. On the first day of the Test, the Australian Cricket Board (ACB) was entertaining English dignitaries when the England

  fans started running through their full repertoire of ditties. The English dignitaries, apparently, were horrified. In his next column, Wooldridge wrote about an alleged conversation he had with

  Graham Halbish, then the chief executive of the ACB. On being asked if these uncouth England fans could be evicted under any law, Halbish allegedly replied: ‘I would love to see them gassed,

  but unfortunately that is not possible under Australian law.’ Wooldridge added: ‘This is a wholly politically incorrect remark and I support him. Our cricket may have been less than

  superlative on Monday but it was this small, banal bunch of louts in the crowd who really let our country down.’ Whether it was mischief-making on the late Wooldridge’s part we will

  never know, but Halbish strenuously denied ever making the now notorious ‘gassing’ remark in the first place.




  Whatever Wooldridge’s intentions were, his piece backfired spectacularly. ‘I [Peacock] wrote a letter that I intended to go to Wooldridge and gave it to Michael Herd of the

  Evening Standard. Obviously, it never made it to Wooldridge as Herd printed it in his own paper. The headline was: “TIES OR NO TIES, THE BARMY ARMY LOVE THEIR CRICKET”. So now

  all the other journalists started interviewing us in Sydney and we had a platform to show that we were not drunken louts, we were proper cricket fans just having the times of our lives. As for the

  Australian media, they couldn’t believe it: “This guy in England thinks the England fans should be gassed? These guys are great.” The Barmy Army became a phenomenon because of Ian

  Wooldridge.’




  Perusal of Australian newspapers at the time tends to back up Peacock, although there were dissenting voices. Bob Millington of the Melbourne Age described the Barmy Army thus: ‘You

  can always pick them out in the TV shots, poor sods: they are the blokes who have taken off their shirts to cop a good walloping of UV on their pasty torsos.’ But that appears to be as

  negative as the coverage got. For the most part the cuttings reveal a mixture of bafflement, curiosity and amusement, and a feeling that the Barmy Army were generally a positive thing for the

  series and the game. ‘The Poms might have been getting a caning at the wicket but on the terraces they’ve got what it takes,’ said the Melbourne Age. ‘The Poms have

  got variety: mass chants, question-and-answer routines and the bouncy, nonsensical repetition of “Barmy Army”, over and over, for up to fifteen minutes at a time. By way of response

  “Aussie Aussie Aussie, Oi Oi Oi” is pathetically lame.’ Peter Roebuck, former Somerset captain turned erudite Australian cricket writer, was an unexpected supporter: ‘Nor

  did the Barmy Army ever lose voice or hope,’ he wrote after the final day of the Sydney Test. ‘Their contribution was acknowledged by the players almost every time a wicket fell.

  Really, it has come to something. Australians all around were observing how loud the English are, and how much they drink. For a hundred years, it’s been the other way around.’




  ‘We were doing six or seven interviews a day with the Aussie media, we were even on the Aussie news,’ says Burnham. ‘They found us highly amusing: “We’re stuffing

  the Poms, let’s have a look at this lot singing all these songs about the Queen and Captain Cook.” We filled in space that the England team weren’t filling. It was something that

  was very British, that ability to laugh at ourselves, and something we should all be proud of. Meanwhile, the English press thought we were just a bunch of football fans, as you would do from a

  distance because of all the football shirts and the raucous nature of some of the songs. There was definitely a football feel to that first tour and there were a lot of football shirts and a lot of

  football chanting. And there was a rawness to it because we weren’t as fine-tuned as we are today.’




  ‘Perhaps the British press thought it was all a bit like football, because of the chants and the songs,’ says Tufnell. ‘I’m sure there are some people who would rather

  just sit in the sunshine, watch a bit of a cricket and have a snooze, but that’s up to them. Everything has its place. Lord’s has that sort of buzz, but I always preferred places with a

  bit more atmosphere, somewhere that was a bit more of a laugh, a bit more raucous.’




  Peacock admits many of the Barmy Army on that tour would fit the description of the ‘general sports fan’, many of whom would have been at the football World Cup in the United States

  instead, if England had qualified. ‘There was a typical England fan on that tour, mainly defined by what football team he supported,’ says Peacock. ‘We had Sean McGiff from Stoke

  City, who would always sing “Delilah”, we had two lads from Spalding who were Man City fans, there was also Mark “Chopper” Randell, who was a big Tottenham fan. A lot of us

  had come from the football terraces, but there was never the bad side of football fandom. There were some lads who, in a different environment, might have been getting involved in football-style

  support: not all of them, but some of them, were a little bit naughty. There was never any animosity, though, it was more a case of “this is the best thing I’ve ever done in my

  life”. There was no one squaring up to us in the pubs, the Aussies were all too bemused by us, singing our songs and having fun despite our team getting stuffed out of sight. We were loving

  it, it was just an unbelievable time.’




  Carroll argues that the support for the England team was unswerving precisely because most of the Barmy Army came from a football background. ‘I’ve been an Ipswich supporter all my

  life, and you don’t continue supporting a team like that if you only want good times,’ he says. ‘Most of the Barmy Army supported teams from lower down the leagues. When you

  support a team like Ipswich you want to win, of course you do, but first and foremost it’s about supporting the team through thick and thin. We got a lot of “Why are you still following

  them? They’re crap.” But it says a lot about the English character, that winning isn’t the be-all and end-all.’




  Burnham points out that while the Barmies made a point of keeping security and the police on side, there was a steady stream of Aussies being ejected from the SCG for behaviour deemed

  unacceptable. ‘A lot of the Aussies would retaliate by throwing missiles and getting aggressive,’ says Burnham. ‘But I think they [the Australian security and police] liked us. We

  were capable of having a drink and having good fun without aggression, we enjoyed their company, and that was a big factor in how things have evolved down the years.’




  On reflection, that the Barmies were not smashing grounds up is hardly surprising. As Burnham points out, the Barmies decked out in football shirts cannot have been that into their football

  because the Ashes would have taken out a great chunk of the season. Also, whereas football hooliganism had been largely a working-class pursuit, that 1994–95 Ashes tour coincided with cheaper

  air fares, increased spending power among the British middle classes and, subsequently, backpacking and gap years becoming the norm. All of a sudden Australia did not seem so far-flung, and

  certainly not for young professionals, many of them shift-workers, many between jobs and many with plenty of cash to burn. Burn ham, a public school-educated son of an engineer and teacher from

  Sunbury, who was thirty at the time, was no more a football hooligan than Ian Wooldridge. It is just that he liked a few too many beers and a singsong, interspersed with plenty of

  swordsmanship.




  ‘We almost became an 18–30 type operation,’ admits Peacock. ‘Once you were in town, Paul and I would be the ones organising which pub everyone would meet at, and that pub

  became the base from which the Barmy Army operated. Our status as minor celebrities meant that local girls often came to our parties. We felt we were like sailors coming into a port.’




  If Sydney was where the Barmy Army was born, it was in the small city of Bendigo, Victoria, where the officers and rank and file discovered exactly how big their baby had become in such a short

  space of time. ‘There was just so much cricket on that tour,’ explains Peacock. ‘There were State games, one-day games, games against Aussie “A”, games against Aussie

  students. We were travelling back and forth between New South Wales and Victoria so often that in the end Firefly, the bus company, were giving us free tickets.




  ‘On one particular occasion, England were playing Victoria in a friendly in between the third and fourth Tests. About fifteen of us all stayed in the same hostel and when we went to the

  game there was an unbelievable media presence, because our profile had been building so dramatically after the Sydney Test, the local paper did a three-page feature on us: “The Barmy Army

  comes to Bendigo”. We were presented to the crowd during lunch on one day, the bouncers at the nightclub would call us to the front of the queue, and we got drinks bought for us; it was just

  incredible to get that kind of welcome. After the game we were in the local pub and we were chatting to Aussie players Dean Jones and Paul Reiffel. They hadn’t been involved in that

  particular Test series, so they were as intrigued about us as the Aussie media had been. There was a lot of camaraderie between us and the opposition players as well.’




  ‘It was probably at this time that it became obvious the media coverage and local expectations were getting a little bit out of control,’ admits Dave Woodley, who was also there from

  the Barmy Army’s inception. ‘It seemed as if the whole of Bendigo was waiting for the Barmy Army to arrive. Most of the core touring party were staying at a pub in the town called the

  Brian Boru, and the landlord and regulars were doing a great job of making us feel welcome. Obviously, they knew they’d probably take more in three days than they normally would in three

  weeks.




  ‘During the games the local cricket club organised our own, specially roped-off Barmy Army VIP area from which to watch the game, and we ended up signing loads of autographs for the

  locals. They also arranged free entry and free lager from the beer tent. And if that wasn’t enough, Phil Tufnell was handing out cartons of fags among the crowd.




  ‘Towards the end of our stay, it was agreed that an Ashes pool contest would take place, a straight run of singles matches between Barmy Army members and regular punters. On the night of

  the competition the landlord produced a trophy to be awarded to the winners, made from the sawn-off ends of three pool cues and a cue ball, put together to look like a set of stumps being knocked

  over. I can’t remember the exact scores, but I’m pretty sure that was one Ashes contest that we won.’ Burnham puts the finishing touches to the story. ‘The agreement was

  that the losing team would have their flag burnt out the front of the bar while singing the other country’s national anthem, so it was that all the Aussies stood around a burning Aussie flag

  singing God Save the Queen.’




  While the Bendigo welcome was further proof that the Barmy Army had well and truly stamped itself on the public consciousness, the fourth Test in Adelaide was where it discovered its identity.

  ‘The first time we really became aware of them was in Adelaide in 1994–95,’ says BBC cricket correspondent and Test Match Special commentator Jonathan Agnew. ‘They

  found a separate area for them on the grass, sponsored by Mitsubishi, and they had suddenly developed into this rather ramshackle, but recognisable, body, by now identified by Barmy Army T-shirts.

  Pre-Barmy Army, England fans did their own thing. There have always been backpackers and travellers, but as far as organised tours were concerned they were all in that middle market until the Barmy

  Army came along and showed people there was an alternative way of supporting their team.’

OEBPS/html/docimages/cover_ader.jpg
EVERYWHERE
WE WENT

Ben Dirs

ENGLAND'S

31
SIMON &
SCHUSTER

London - New York - Sydney - Toronto - New Delhi

A CBS COMPANY





OEBPS/html/docimages/tp.jpg
EVERYWHERE
WE WENT

Ben Dirs

EncLanps

A

SIMON &
SCHUSTER

London - New York - Sydney - Toronto - New Delhi

A CBS COMPANY





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





