


[image: image]






[image: image]


Adam Zwar is an actor, writer and voice artist. He is the co-creator of the Australian comedy series Squinters, Lowdown and Wilfred, created the Channel 10 comedy series Mr. Black and the factual series Agony Aunts, Agony Uncles, The Agony of Life, The Agony of Modern Manners and Agony. He also presented and produced the cricket documentaries Underarm: The Ball that Changed Cricket and Bodyline: The Ultimate Test, and hosts the podcast ‘10 Questions with Adam Zwar’.






[image: image]




Contents

About the Author

Title Page

Dedication

Preface

  1. 1980–81 Australian Summer and Underarm

  2. My First ODI and the 1987 World Cup

  3. The 1992 World Cup and Goodbye to Border

  4. Dean Jones and Australia A

  5. The 1996 World Cup

  6. The 1999 Tour of the West Indies

  7. The 1999 World Cup

  8. The 2001 Tour of India

  9. 2001 Ashes Tour of England

10. 2002–3 Ashes in Australia

11. 2005 Ashes Tour of England

12. 2006–7 Ashes in Australia

Epilogue

Acknowledgements

Sources

Copyright




‘It is the most shattering experience of a young man’s life when one morning he awakes and quite reasonably says to himself, “I will never play the Dane.”’ – Uncle Monty, Withnail and I

For Amanda. You helped shape this pile of words and saved me from myself. I’m forever grateful for your wisdom and patience. And your love of cricket!

For Dad. You taught me the power of a lean sentence and that words can be a force for good. By the way, it’s difficult for me to be out LBW if I’m that far forward.

For Mum. You taught me empathy and determination and encouraged me to lead a creative life. I’m so sorry you never got to meet Amanda. Or see anything I made that wasn’t a disaster.





‘Yorkshire 232 all out. Hutton ill.

No, I’m sorry – Hutton 111.’

– commentator John Snagge



Getting the cricket stats right for this book was always going to be a challenge. The reporting on individual games can sometimes differ from the scorecard, and one scorecard can differ from another. So I was careful to triple check. But more challenging than stats, are facts. Along the way, I discovered that Langer was hit in the arm from Steve Harmison’s second ball at Lord’s in the 2005 Ashes, not his first. It’s ‘Adelaide Oval’, not ‘The Adelaide Oval’. It’s The ‘Laws’ of Cricket, not The ‘Rules’ of Cricket. And a 70-year-old Bradman didn’t face Jeff Thomson in the nets at Adelaide Oval, but a 69-year-old Bradman did face him at the private house of former South Australian Cricket Association medical officer Donald Beard. I want to thank Fox Cricket statistician Lawrie Colliver for helping me out with those howlers. Writing the personal stuff was a completely different exercise as I purposely changed the names and physical descriptions of the non-public, non-family figures who crossed my path. Sometimes I turned characters into composites to add another layer of protection. So that’s it. Job done. As Rodney Dangerfield said, ‘I just finished my first book. Now I’m going to read another one.’

AZ, September 2021




Preface


‘I was twelve when I realised I’d never

play for Australia, which is obviously too

young to take on that kind of grief.’



It was somewhere in the middle of the joyously disgraceful summer of 1980–81 that Allan Border was flown to Cairns to run an elite coaching clinic for kids. I was eight and not one of the kids chosen to take part, but I’d heard about the clinic because some of my friends were friends of the ‘elite’. So I asked Dad if he could take me down to the Cairns Australian Football League ground to check it out, as I thought I’d be able to pick up some tips. But all I saw through the fence were a lot of kids batting in the nets and Border standing there with his arms folded. He wore dark glasses, which complemented his moustache, and, in my mind, was accompanied by an Ennio Morricone soundtrack wherever he went.

During the lunchbreak, Dad and I saw Border wandering around by himself. Dad encouraged me to ask him for an autograph, but I was too shy. So Dad and I approached ‘Mr Border’ together and Dad asked for an autograph on my behalf. Mr Border made the mistake of asking me how I was and I said I was fine. If I’d left it at that then the interaction would have been perfect. But I was an avid reader of the ‘Star Spot’ column in Australian Cricket magazine, so I started asking him pertinent questions, like what nickname did he prefer – Pugsley or AB, did he miss working as a clerk in the film archive department at BHP, and was his favourite drink still Tia Maria and milk. Except I pronounced it ‘Tyre Mariah and milk’. Oh, how Dad and Mr Border laughed, before Dad corrected me and Mr Border placed a hand on my shoulder and told me I was a ‘good kid’. That made my year – Allan Border thought I was a ‘good kid’.

After that, I went home and trained with even greater verve. I pestered Dad to give me throwdowns in the backyard when he should’ve been working. I joined coaching clinics run by former County cricketers trying to earn a buck while backpacking around North Queensland. And whenever Australia was playing, I was watching, hoping to uncover the secret that would make me great. When I played for my club side, I opened the batting with a kid called Jimmy Maher, a compact left-hander who saw the ball early and whose fluid movements made cricket look easy. Jimmy, who’d go on to captain Queensland and represent Australia in 26 One Day Internationals, never disparaged me, but did find it perplexing that I didn’t share his talents. While he’d bring up his century before lunch, I’d be lucky to be on 3, if I was still out there at all. Usually, I wasn’t. Usually, I was still in my pads, sulking under a tree.

It took a couple of seasons to realise I wouldn’t play for Australia. I think I just came to terms with the fact that I was better at consuming cricket than playing it. And I consumed it at a dangerously high level. I knew the nicknames of all the players, their favourite movies, drinks and meals, the last book they’d read, and whether or not they smoked. I knew the names of their wives as well. Rod Marsh was married to Ros. Greg Chappell was married to Judy. Kim Hughes was married to Jenny. And Greg Matthews was single. In fact, Greg Matthews’ player profile was so honest I knew it off by heart.

Pet hates? ‘Bad dudes.’

Fears? ‘Failure.’

Issue you’re concerned most about? ‘The nuclear arms race.’

If you weren’t a cricketer, what would you be doing now? ‘Struggling.’

I related to Matthews. Only one of us had played for Australia, but we had both been saved by the game.

I don’t know what mental state I’d be in if Australian cricket wasn’t there as a banister. Sometimes I’ve been able to walk without it, but most of the time, I’ve leaned on it heavily and with both hands. It didn’t matter how upset or depressed I was, or what horrible situation I’d got myself into, nothing soothed my soul quicker than Richie Benaud saying, ‘Welcome to another summer.’
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