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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.
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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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