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Phil Tufnell 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 I’m a Celebrity, Get Me Out of Here! in 2003, and enjoyed a long run in Strictly Come Dancing in 2009. Current broadcasting commitments include being team captain on A Question of Sport and regular features on The One Show. Since 2003 he has been a star turn on Test Match Special. In 2011. he was awarded an honorary doctorate from Middlesex University.

Justyn Barnes, who collaborated with Phil Tufnell on the writing of Tuffers’ Cricket Tales, is the editor and author of more than thirty 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 Tavare-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. He bonded with Phil over their shared interests in quirky human
behaviour, fine wines and homemade minced meat-based lunches.








A deliciously eccentric series of anecdotes, Tuffers’ Cricket Tales was a Sunday Times bestseller in hardback. Phil Tufnell, aka ‘Tuffers’, is the much-loved English cricketer from the 1990s who has now become one of this country’s favourite broadcasters. Not cast from the same mould as other players of his generation, Tufnell became a cult figure for his unorthodox approach to the game . . . and to life in general.  ‘Tuffers’ Cricket Tales’ is a collection of the great man’s favourite cricket stories that will amuse and inform in equal measure. Tufnell’s unmistakably distinctive voice, as heard to such good effect on ‘Test Match Special’, steers fans through dozens and dozens of terrifically entertaining and insightful anecdotes, garnered from his 25-year playing and broadcasting career. He introduces a cast of genuinely colourful characters found in dressing-rooms and commentary boxes from around the world, and in the process offers a uniquely warm and quirky homage to his sport.





 To all the captains I caused so much grief to during my playing career. And to my dad for his advice to ‘be yourself’ (although
 my former captains might not thank him for that).
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Welcome to my book of cricket tales.

 Those among you who know me as ‘that bloke off the telly’ who ate dung beetles in the jungle, foxtrotted around on Strictly and reports for The One Show, might be wondering what I’m doing writing a book about cricket. Well, I actually used to be a professional cricketer. I
 played for seventeen years, as a matter of fact, including eleven years for England off and on. Amazing, isn’t it?
 

 And if you care to read on, you’ll see that it really was a miracle, given that I quit cricket in favour of three years of
 anarchy in my teenage years and when I took up the game again, my early-career decision not to bother with batting (very dangerous
 business, you know), my delicate ‘hands of a pianist’ (© Mike Gatting), which made fielding rather taxing, and my allergy
 to training (try explaining that to an England coach – I did and he wasn’t very understanding), put me at a distinct disadvantage
 to most pros. Thank God I could bowl and was a fiercely competitive little sod . . . although, come to think of it, the latter
 attribute got me into a lot of trouble, too.
 

 Anyhow, all you non-cricketing folk, please don’t be put off by the term ‘cricket tales’ in the title because I use it in the loosest sense. While you will find many on-pitch anecdotes,
 I’m not going to bore on about the technical aspects of the game (although there was that season when I forgot how long my
 run-up was which was awfully upsetting . . .). No, this is largely a book about people. More specifically, it’s about my interaction
 with the glorious array of colourful/quirky/scary/certifiable characters I’ve encountered on my travels, some of whom just
 happened to be cricketers, umpires and coaches, plus spectators, randoms I bumped into on long nights out around the world,
 and, in more recent years, unique individuals I’ve met through my work behind the microphone.
 

 In part one I’ll be reliving some bizarre incidents from my playing career, and trying to explain what was going through my
 head at the time. I’m sure this will be of great interest to many of my former captains, teammates, club officials, opponents
 and umpires who witnessed me, for example, kick a batsman, stand throwing fruit at the crowd when I was supposed to be fielding,
 square up to an SAS man who could have snapped me in half like a twig, fall asleep during games, attempt to play Shane Warne
 with my arse, and go mental during a contract negotiation (sorry, Gus).
 

 The second part of the book covers my transformation from cricketer to ‘celebrity’, via a stint eating wichetty grubs in the
 Australian jungle, and a new career as a TV/radio presenter without the benefit of training. As with cricket, my time in broadcasting
 hasn’t been without mishaps – doing ‘Ring a Ring o’ Roses’ in front of ten million viewers, calling John Torode ‘a burger
 chef’ as I was dragged out of Masterchef HQ, and mistaking Jesus for a woman spring to mind – but I think I’m getting quite good at it now.
 

 To finish up, I shall return to my enduring passion, cricket, which I’m very fortunate to be able to indulge as a member of
 the BBC Test Match Special team. I’ll take you behind the scenes with Aggers and co. and talk cake, beards and other serious issues in modern cricket (actually, non-cricketing One Show viewers might want to give that last bit a miss, because once I get started on the Decision Review System, I warn you, I
 will be some time).
 

 From teenage rebel without a clue to unlikely international cricketer to unlikely TV presenter and unlikely TMS pundit. How the hell did that happen? Let’s find out.
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FIRST BAT

 It was a Gray-Nicolls, bought from Smith & Sons, a proper old specialist cricket shop down in Enfield run by the father of
 Mike Smith, Middlesex’s opening batsman at the time, who went on to become the club’s scorer.
 

 In my pre-teens, my dad and I used to spend all afternoon in Mr Smith’s shop. He had all the bats in racks, carefully ordered
 by brand, weight, length of handle. The place smelt of linseed oil and tobacco. Mike’s dad sat there smoking his pipe, knocking
 in bats with a cricket ball in a sock, talking cricket with my dad while I played around.
 

 I tried out most of the bats until I found one that fitted me, where the handle, weight and balance felt just right – the
 selection process was rather like internet dating. When I finally bought one, it was like taking home a new girlfriend.
 

 I scored loads of runs with that bat – yes, as a kid, I was a very good batsman – and was heartbroken when it eventually cracked
 beyond repair.
 
FIRST CIGARETTE

 Over by the swings at the park with my mates, when I was ten or eleven. A pack of Player’s No.6 – white box with green and
 dark blue stripes on it. I think we had either found them or persuaded someone to buy them from the local newsagent’s for
 us.
 

 FIRST GIRLFRIEND

 Joanne Hunter, when I was about thirteen. I’d had a couple of little kisses before, but this was my first real girlfriend.
 She was in my class at Southgate School and it was love. I still remember when I asked her out. There’d been whispers that
 I was going to do it, and after a geography class I finally plucked up the courage.
 

 ‘Yeah, I’ll think about it,’ she replied and I ran off blushing. Always been a smooth operator.

 FIRST NUDE MODELLING ASSIGNMENT

 Before the Second Ashes Test of 2009, a fifteen-metre-high image of me in the buff was projected onto the side of the hotel
 where the Aussies were staying. Thankfully, the picture wasn’t full-frontal – I was looking coyly over my shoulder and a tastefully
 placed pot of Marmite protected my modesty.
 

 FIRST PET

 A black cat called Trooper, named after a Shetland pony I fell in love with when I went riding during a holiday down in the
 New Forest. Not sure why I loved that pony so much because he nearly killed me.
 

 It was springtime, and the first proper run out of the year for the ponies. I was eight years old, being led slowly on this
 pony by an instructor. But when we emerged from the woods into the open heathland, Trooper saw a group of ponies grazing in the distance
 and bolted after them. He broke the leading rein and I was left clinging on as Trooper charged what must have been half a
 mile. He’d been locked up all winter and wanted to see his mates. When he finally screeched to a halt, I went flying over
 his head and landed in a heap.
 

 The lady leading the trek said later I’d done well to hold on all that time. My dad told me years later he thought I was dead
 when they saw me lying there motionless. But I survived and, er, the name Trooper lived on through my cat.
 

 FIRST CAR

 I used to get a lift with my dad to work at his silversmith’s factory in Angel, North London, but when I started playing for
 MCC Young Cricketers at seventeen I needed to be able to get to Lord’s. So my dad and I both chipped in some money and I bought
 a Cortina two-litre Ghia. Black vinyl roof. Fluffy dice. Beautiful it was.
 

 Never get a nice car as your first one, though. Like most teenagers who’ve just passed their test, I was a dangerous driver.
 I drove it into bollards, had a couple of nudges parking. Wrecked it.
 

 FIRST FOREIGN HOLIDAY

 Benidorm, with the boys, in my teens. We had a fight on the first night with a group of twentysomething, tattooed Yorkshire
 lads and spent the rest of the week on the run from them. Stayed in an awful hotel, danced, tried to chat up girls and got
 sick every night on Blue Curaçao. Brilliant.
 

FIRST COUNTY CHAMPIONSHIP WICKET

 Jack Richards of Surrey on a flat one at Uxbridge in July 1986 in my third first-class match. Some would say it was a short
 delivery. I say I did Jack in the flight. He tried to force the ball through the offside of the back foot, but it got a bit
 quick on him, caught the edge and flipped off our wicketkeeper Paul Downton’s gloves to Roland Butcher at first slip. Butch
 stuck out a mitt and took a great reaction catch, the likes of which I’d not seen before in Second XI cricket, let alone schoolboy
 or club games. Butch was one of the best slip fielders I’ve ever seen. That catch was the first realisation for me that I’d
 stepped up a level.
 

 FIRST TEST WICKET

 Greg Matthews – full toss, hit it straight down Eddie Hemmings’ neck at long on – at the SCG, in my second Test match in January
 1991. It should have been David Boon in my debut Test when I was denied a perfectly good wicket by a Pom-phobic umpire, but
 that’s a story for later.
 

 FIRST BALL FACED IN COUNTY CRICKET

 At New Road on 4 June 1986, Neal Radford bowling for Worcester. My attempt to ask the umpire for the guard of ‘Middle, please’
 came out as a high-pitched squeak, and my teammates told me later that they could see my helmet shaking on top of my head
 as Neal ran in to bowl. I was in a state of such panic I have no recollection of the delivery, except that it didn’t bowl
 me and long after the ball whistled past I remained stuck in the shot I had attempted. It took the kind words of David Smith,
 their tough opening bat who was fielding at short leg, to break my trance-like state: ‘Who is this ****ing muppet?’
 
FIRST COUNTY CHAMPIONSHIP CATCH

 Lancashire v Middlesex, Old Trafford, 7 June 1986: Clive Lloyd, caught Philip Tufnell, bowled Simon Hughes. The power-hitting
 West Indian captain smacked it in my direction at deep mid-off. I came running in, realising too late that the ball was really
 travelling. Not wanting to damage my delicate spinning fingers, I kind of took the ball into my gut, which was padded by two
 Middlesex jumpers, cradled the ball between my stomach and arms, and fell back as if I’d been shot. I’m not sure I even got
 a hand on it.
 

 FIRST SINGLE BOUGHT

 I’m ashamed to admit it, but I’m pretty sure it was ‘I’m The Leader of the Gang’ by glam-rocking paedophile Gary Glitter.




 PART ONE

 A LUNATIC WHO COULDN’T BAT
AND COULDN’T FIELD:
TALES FROM MY GLORIOUS CAREER




 
 
 CHAPTER 1
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 WINTER TALES

 
 When I was taken on by Middlesex in the spring of 1984 to work on the groundstaff and play Second XI cricket, I was earning
 £60 a week. In 1986 I graduated to the full-time staff and a grand-a-month salary. Not bad for a twenty-year-old at the time.
 But it was pro rata and in those days we only got six-month contracts.
 

 
 Nowadays, county players are paid enough not to have to work between seasons. In return they are expected to keep fit in the
 offseason and pre-season training starts earlier. It’s virtually a full-time job. For me, at the end of the season, it was
 bye-bye and see you again in six months. Although I tried to save up a bit of money to last me, this meant I had to find work
 to make a few quid during the winter.
 

 
 It was a horrible time really, because it was cold and miserable, and I still had no idea whether or not I would make it as
 a cricketer. And it’s very lucky that I did make it, because during those two or three winters of uncertainty, I didn’t bother
 putting anything in place for an alternative career. I wasn’t phoning up AXA and asking if I could come in and make the tea and learn how to sell life insurance.
 

 
 I just floated around doing a few bits and pieces. I did a bit of work for my dad at his silversmith’s in North London, until
 he decided to sell the business. He also got me some silversmithing work down at Hatton Garden with his mate.
 

 
 I had another sideline driving for the local minicab firm, using my Cortina or the family Volvo. I didn’t enjoy it too much
 and was easily distracted. I’d start the day, get two or three fares, and then see a couple of mates sitting outside The White
 Hart, pull up, and that would be the day gone.
 

 
 So I then turned my hand to a bit of building work. Two of my mates were builders, painters and decorators. I was responsible
 for knocking up the plaster. With plastering it’s very important to get the mix right, something I wasn’t very good at.
 

 
 On one job, me and my mate had to render the side of this big factory. A huge wall, so you do it in patches. I’m mixing, he’s
 up the ladder plastering away.
 

 
 I’m saying to myself: ‘What is it, three shovels of cement or four, two of sand? Yeah . . .’

 
 By the time I get to the next batch, I’ve forgotten what I did before, and it becomes a lottery.

 
 It’s only when the plaster dries and we step back and look that we see that every patch is a different colour. The wall looks
 like a bloody chessboard.
 

 
 ‘Phil, I’m not sure you’re cut out for this, mate . . .’

 
 Even if you overlooked my plaster-making inconsistency, the job wasn’t for me. Yes, I was working with my mates, we had a
 laugh, and I could nick myself a few quid to pay for my keep and a few drinks in the pub, but it was proper hard work. A lot
 of freezing cold early mornings, hands freezing to scaffold poles. I soon switched on to the fact I’d better put some effort
 into my cricket.
 

 
 
 Thankfully, in the winter of 1986 Middlesex brokered a deal for me to play for six months in Australia with Queensland University.
 That was great for me. Flying halfway round the world meant I really had to stand on my own two feet. I was given a few quid
 to live on – nothing massive, but enough to get by. I had to get my own food, cook, clean, get myself ready on time. Grow
 up, in other words, which I did to some extent.
 

 
 I found myself playing fiercely competitive First Grade cricket, which is just below Sheffield Shield cricket level. We had
 four or five cricketers in our side who’d played Shield cricket, lost a bit of form and come down to First Grade, so it was
 a very good standard. Proper cricket on flat pitches against big Aussie men. We won a one-day tournament and I returned to
 Blighty a much tougher cricketer.
 

 
 I came back more appreciative of the facilities in English cricket, too. My first match in Oz had been played on what turned
 out to be a rugby pitch in the middle of nowhere. And when we arrived there, I was somewhat surprised when everyone headed
 out to the middle with their cricket bags and started undressing. There was no pavilion, so it was the furthest point from
 the spectators and the nearest the players could get to privacy to get changed!
 

 
 TROUBLE AND STRIFE AND A STARTLED LAMB

 
 I met my first wife, Alison, while strolling around the back of the stands during the lunch break of a Test match at Lord’s.
 As a member of the groundstaff, I was on duty helping to operate scorebox number two, and I invited her up to assess my scoring
 skills (how could a girl refuse?).
 

 
 By the spring of 1986, we’re living together in Sidcup, South London, and Alison has brought a level of domesticity to my
 previously chaotic lifestyle. However, if there’s one thing pretty certain for a professional cricketer, it’s that during the season you are going to be busy at weekends, playing matches and
 the like – after all, it is what you’re being paid to do – and Alison cannot seem to grasp this concept.
 

 
 As the first weekend of the new season comes around, she informs me that we will be going shopping for a fridge on Saturday.
 No ifs or buts, it’s happening. There isn’t a Middlesex second-team match, but I’m expected for net practice at Lord’s in
 the morning with the first team, who are playing that day, followed by a match in the afternoon for my club, Southgate. Consequently,
 I’m in a bit of a pickle.
 

 
 I hatch a scheme. I’ll ring up the Southgate skipper, Micky Dunn, on Friday evening and tell him that I’ve come down with
 a virus and, unfortunately, will not be able to play. Then I’ll go in and do the Middlesex first-team net session, leave around
 half eleven when their match is under way pretending that I am heading for the Southgate match, but actually go and meet Alison
 and buy the bloody fridge.
 

 
 I call Micky. He accepts my story. Everything is going according to plan. The next day I roll up for training bright as a
 button. Don Bennett greets me:

 
 ‘Hello, Tuffers,’ he says. ‘Have you got a game for Southgate today?’

 
 ‘Oh yes, Don. Big match. Top of the table. Really up for it.’

 
 ‘Good luck, then. See you next week.’

 
 Working like a charm. Clever me.

 
 Once I’ve completed my net duties, I get changed, jump into my car and head for the North Gate. I’m about fifty yards away
 when I notice a familiar figure legging it towards the same exit. Bloody hell, it’s Don. I’ve been rumbled.
 

 
 In a state of panic, my only thought is escape. I kick the accelerator in a bid to make it through the gate before he can
 cut me off. But Don is more spritely than I thought for an old fella. With no thought for his personal safety, he throws himself across the bonnet shouting, ‘Stop the ****ing car! Stop the ****ing
 car!’ as I slam on the brakes and come to a skidding halt.

‘Right. Get out of that car. Now!’
 

 
 I’m shaking with fear. Don’s face is purple with rage and the effort of chasing me down.

 
 ‘Would you like to tell me exactly what the **** you think you are doing?’

 
 ‘Er, I’m off to play for Southgate,’ I bleat weakly.

 
 ‘Really? In that case, who was that ringing me up last night and impersonating Micky Dunn telling me that you’d cried off?
 Let’s start again: where the **** do you think you are going?’
 

 
 I stammer something about feeling ill yesterday, but now feeling a bit better, before revealing the ludicrous truth: ‘Er,
 well, Don, look, you see, my missus, well, she, er, she says, er, I’ve got to go with her to buy a fridge.’
 

 
 Don pauses to take in what this supposed wannabe first-team player is saying to him.

 
 ‘Look here, son. I don’t give a **** about your fridge. Park that car. You are coming with me.’

 
 With my car reparked, I’m then dragged forcibly by the ear back into the pavilion where Don informs me that I have now become
 Middlesex’s twelfth man for the day.
 

 
 ‘And if you ever lie to me again, you little bastard, your feet will not touch the floor.’

 
 When I arrive home eight hours later than agreed, Alison gives me my second bollocking of the day. However, during the course
 of the ear-bashing I think I make it clear that Saturdays are just not great for me to do domestic stuff. Wrong.
 

 
 A few months later, we’re discussing plans to get married. And, yep, you guessed it, Alison is dead set on a summer Saturday
 wedding: ‘I don’t give a toss what Middlesex think. They’re saying that I can’t get married on a Saturday? You ****ing what?
 Come on, Phil, we’re going down to the Middlesex office to sort this. Now.’
 

 
 Alison is a strong woman, both in mind and body, and there’s no stopping her.

 
 Tim Lamb, a former Oxford University boy, then Middlesex’s club secretary and the future chief executive of the ECB, doesn’t
 know what’s hit him when Alison barges into his office with me skulking in her slipstream.
 

 
 ‘What’s all this about I can’t get married on a Saturday?’ she demands, banging her fist on the table. She then leans across
 the desk, grabs the startled Lamb by his old-school tie, pulls him towards her and repeats the question.
 

 
 With his face turning purple from lack of oxygen, Tim is initially unable to offer anything more than a gurgle in response.
 It is only once I’ve wrestled my wife-to-be off him that he can patiently explain why a Saturday marriage during the season
 is rather inconvenient. He suggests the first Saturday after the season as an alternative. I cringe at the expected explosion,
 but amazingly, Alison agrees.
 

 
 So we get married on the Saturday endorsed by Tim Lamb and live happily ever after . . .

 
 DUMBEST AND DUMBER

 
 . . . Well, we didn’t get divorced for three whole years anyway. Which, looking back, was quite a long time given our immaturity,
 Alison’s total lack of respect for the requirements of being a cricketer and, I’m not proud to say, my extra-marital shenanigans.
 

 
 My big mate at Middlesex coming up was Jamie Sykes, a talented off-spinner and lower middle-order batsman, and also a bit
 of lunatic like me. Put us together and the potential for trouble was limitless.
 

 
 Jamie is an East London boy and one evening midway through the 1988 season, we set ourselves the target of drinking in every
 one of the pubs along the Mile End Road. It’s a very long road. After midnight, we finally give up the impossible dream, but we
 have met a couple of excitable young ladies during our plucky quest.
 

 
 Stupidly, thinking I’m not over the limit because we had pie and chips earlier to line the stomach, we all pile into my motor
 and start the journey home. Jamie claims to know the East End like the back of his hand, but, unfortunately, it becomes apparent
 that he doesn’t know jack about the part we’re in. Tired, emotional and totally confused, we end up doing lap after lap of
 the same area.
 

 
 At about 3 a.m. I’m at the wheel when I spot a police car coming towards us. I try to slow down and act naturally, but achieve
 nigh on an emergency stop instead. The occupants of the police car take a good look inside our almost stationary car and carry
 on. For a few seconds, I think we might have got away with it, then I look in my wing mirror and see the police car U-turning.
 

 
 Jamie then has the dumbest idea: ‘Put your foot down. We’re going to lose them!’

 
 Dumber, I do it.

 
 The combination of my driving skills and Jamie’s navigation – left, right . . . oh, it’s a dead end – means the car chase
 is concluded within approximately thirty seconds.
 

 
 Leaving the two girls screaming in the back seat, Jamie and I leap out of the car and start running, me pausing only to grab
 the keys from the ignition and throw them as far as I can (nope, me neither).
 

 
 Laughing hysterically in our pissed state, we find ourselves running from the law through an industrial estate, jumping over
 walls and gates as we go. It is only after a few minutes, halfway up an eight-foot wall, with a WPC and a posse of people
 in their civvies closing in on us, that Jamie has a revelation: ‘Hold on a minute. What am I running for? I was the passenger.’
 

 
 He drops down, holds up his hands and calls out: ‘Fair cop.’

 
 Too late to surrender myself, I’m still clinging (cat-like, you might say) to the top of the wall, as a WPC beats me around the ankles with a truncheon. I’m dragged down, pinned on the ground
 and cuffed. Out with the breathalyser and we’re under arrest.
 

 
 It turns out the plainclothes policemen were so quickly on the scene because there’s been a spate of warehouse robberies
 in the area, but they soon establish that we are idiots rather than professional criminals.
 

 
 We spend the rest of the night in a cell at Poplar nick in the company of two winos. At one stage, it seems likely I may be
 charged with carrying an offensive weapon and, understandably, they take some persuading that the cricket bat in the car boot
 is a tool of my trade (many of my Middlesex teammates might not have backed me on that one either).
 

 
 I’m released at 6.30 a.m. Time to go home. Except I can’t. It takes me three hours retracing my steps to find my car keys.

 
 When I finally slink in through the front door, an irate Alison has news for me. Her father, a policeman, has phoned. News
 does travel fast.
 

 
 I end up going to court and being banned for a year from driving. Thankfully, I hadn’t caused an accident with my stupidity.
 Lesson learned.
 

 
 For the next year, I regret it even more every time Mike Gatting drops me off on the North Circular after a match or training
 with my coffin to carry and two buses still to catch to get home.
 

 
 CAUGHT CATNAPPING

 
 In my youth, it was a delicate balance to maintain the standards expected of a professional cricketer alongside my hectic
 social life. Sometimes I got it very wrong.
 

 
 August 1988. We’re up in Headingley for a Championship match. Our skipper Mike Gatting has asked us to be out on the pitch for training at half past nine. After a late night, I run out at quarter to ten, hair everywhere, kit half on half off,
 and apologising profusely to Gatt.
 

 
 He goes to do the toss and when he gets back to the dressing room, he breaks the news that I’m not playing.

 
 ‘Oh, what do you mean, Gatt? Come on.’

 
 ‘Phil, I told you, if you turned up late this time, you weren’t going to play.’

 
 Gatt has a rule: if you turn up late once, you get a warning. Twice and you’re out of the side. And this is not my first offence.

 
 Although he’s right and my preparation hasn’t been ideal, I always want to play. I’m pushing for an England place now and
 I don’t want to miss out.
 

 
 Annoyed and admittedly a bit knackered, when the boys take the field I find a quiet corner in the dressing room and curl up
 for a nap.
 

 
 It’s pretty cold at Headingley, but I’m told later that the number of extra sweaters requested from the dressing room during
 that morning was more due to the boys trying to get me running around for a laugh. I’m totally oblivious to this, though,
 as I’m fast asleep through the entire session. Meanwhile, a disgruntled Don Bennett is forced to take on twelfth-man duties
 instead, fetching drinks and sweaters for fielders.
 

 
 At lunchtime, as I awaken from my slumbers, I’m confronted by Gatt.

 
 ‘What’re you doing? You’re supposed to be twelfth man. Why’s Don running out with jumpers?’

 
 I don’t have a very good answer to that one.

 
 ‘Right, that’s it,’ he says. ‘Disappear. I don’t want you here. It’s ridiculous.’ Gatt is furious.

 
 ‘Can I borrow one of the lads’ cars, then?’ (I didn’t bring mine up to Leeds.)

 
 ‘No! Get a ****ing train!’

 
 
 ‘How will I get to the station?’

 
 ‘Get a ****ing cab! This is a punishment, Philip. Get your own cab, your own train and give me a call in seven days’ time
 if you want to play, because at the moment it doesn’t seem like it.’
 

 
 Turning up late, falling asleep for an entire session and then asking the captain who’s sending me home in disgrace if I can
 borrow a car. Not my finest day and it earned me another bollocking and a fine from the club committee.
 

 
 At least one good thing came of it, though – after that, I would forever be known as ‘The Cat’.
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