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Connor Shaw, a young boy whose
bravery has been an inspiration
to all who have met him.


CONTENTS

Cover

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Acknowledgements

Photographic Acknowledgements

Preface

1. First Among Equals

2. Doing It My Way

3. Test Captaincy

4. Now I am the England Test Captain

5. The South Africans, Smith and Success

6. Bangladeshi Boot Camp

7. Caribbean Cruise

8. In the Psychologist’s Chair

9. The Summer of Seven–Love

10. Meeting – and Beating – the Aussies

11. A Bloody Mess

12. All’s Well That Ends Well

13. The Art of Captaincy

14. Definitely a Personality

15. The Phoney War

16. One-Way Traffic

17. Electric Shocks

18. Living with the Best

19. Hello, Goodbye

20. False Start

21. The Greatest Test

22. So Near, and Yet …

23. Advantage England

24. Cometh the Hour

Player Profiles

Career Statistics

Index

Plates


ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

All the people – family, friends and colleagues – who have helped me in one way or another with this book are too many to mention. They know who they are and I say a big thank you to them.

In particular, I must mention my wife Nichola for not only giving me her love, friendship and our daughter Tallulah Grace, but also for her never-ending support when I have needed it most. The England cricket captain has not always been the easiest to live with but Nichola has never complained and keeps me in touch with reality.

My job as captain would be impossible without the assistance and backing of all the players, coaching staff, cricket board and backroom staff. Everybody connected with Team England, not least sponsors Vodafone, have played a huge part in what we have achieved over the last few years.

The team at International Sports Management, headed by Chubby Chandler and assisted by his cricket director Neil Fairbrother, the former England player, has ensured that I have been able to concentrate totally on the captaincy without worry about my off-field interests.

I am also indebted to the team at Hodder & Stoughton for giving me the chance to share my two years of captaincy, especially my indefatigable editor Roddy Bloomfield, whose enthusiasm for this project has known no bounds.

Finally, my thanks to sports writer and author Martin Hardy, who said he would never write another book after the last and now can’t wait for the next.


PHOTOGRAPHIC ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

The author and publisher would like to thank the following for permission to reproduce photographs:

Philip Brown, Winston Bynorth, Colorsport, Getty Images, PA/Empics, Reuters.


PREFACE

It was only in South Africa, towards the end of our ill-fated World Cup mission of 2003, that I first seriously started thinking about the prospect of leading England. I had previously, albeit briefly, fantasised about what it might feel like being first down the steps at Lord’s, Delhi or Sydney and as the rumours surrounding Nasser Hussain’s future as captain intensified, so did my interest in being his successor.

While our future in the World Cup and the fiasco about whether it was safe, or morally right, for us to play in Zimbabwe remained unresolved, I refused to give the captaincy a great deal of thought. I got on with my own job and stuck to the belief, as all fatalists do, that things eventually end up with those who deserve them. What will be, will be. But as our future was determined, my mind wandered more and more towards what would happen now. Michael Vaughan, captain of England. The more I thought about it, the more I was sure I wanted the job. I felt I was up to the task, and I was enthused by the prospect of making an impression on the game we gave to the world, maybe even leaving a rich legacy through which England would again become cricket’s dominant force. I knew I would feel comfortable calling the shots, but there was another driving force: I wanted to lead a team capable of winning the Ashes.

There had been rumours throughout the World Cup that Nasser was going to quit as captain at the end of it: definitely in one-dayers and possibly even at Test level. Indeed, he had indicated himself that he was likely to give it all up in one go, although the press speculated that there would be an overlap – a new one-day captain while Nasser continued to lead the Test side.

Many names got bandied around as possible successors and I knew that all those mentioned were capable of doing a good job. Adam Hollioake, a one-day specialist, Marcus Trescothick, considered Nasser’s deputy, the vastly experienced Mark Butcher, Kent’s captain David Fulton and myself were all mentioned. There were plenty of candidates and it would have been easy to make a case for any of them.

The conjecture grew after Zimbabwe’s crucial game against Pakistan in Bulawayo was washed out. That result meant we were on our way home, our interest in the World Cup coming to a soggy end in circumstances totally out of our control. Nasser, Ashley Giles, Paul Collingwood and myself were playing golf at the time, but kept in touch with matters in Bulawayo through telephone calls. I could tell from Nasser’s demeanour on the course, where he is extremely competitive and normally locked in to the matters in hand, that his mind was elsewhere. Ash and I were thrashing him and Colly, but that’s not what he was worried about, no matter the blow to his pocket. Nasser’s thoughts were fully explained shortly after we finished playing. Within a couple of hours, a meeting was called and he announced his resignation as one-day captain, while remaining in charge of the Test side.

The coach Duncan Fletcher said a few words on behalf of the players, thanking him for his efforts, Nasser did a press conference and then we flew home, leaving South Africa, Zimbabwe and a troubled winter behind us.

I’d just had the best winter of my career with the bat, with three centuries in an Ashes series in Australia. So there was a lot of local interest when I arrived home in Sheffield – where to this day I retain the same circle of friends I have enjoyed since before anybody knew me as a cricketer. Invariably, the question of the captaincy would crop up, and when asked, be it by friends, colleagues, journalists or England’s management, my only reply was that I would like to be considered. I never did an interview saying I wanted the job, but I did offer the thought that if my name was mentioned then I would consider it an honour. I kept my mouth shut and hoped that the selection panel would see something in me that warranted the offer of the job. I had made it clear during an early phone call from the chairman of selectors David Graveney that I was keen and now it was up to them to decide.

I’d never captained Yorkshire although I had led the England A team. Obviously, I didn’t have much experience. But all I wanted was for them to see something in me rather than my having to persuade them that I was the right man. That’s the way I have always looked at any position. I wanted them to want me. I felt I could help bring success to the national team.

I had enjoyed a great year so my confidence was high. I felt we had a side who were good players and good lads. We had an excellent coach and management team so it was a good position to go into. Not many changes were needed. I’d captained quite a lot of the players before on the A tour: Andrew Flintoff, Steve Harmison, Robert Key and Vikram Solanki. I wanted to test myself even though I knew it would be a tough job; I wanted the challenge; I wanted no regrets later in life or daydreams about what might have been … if only. I also spoke to friends and family, Neil Fairbrother, formerly of Lancashire and England and now director of cricket with my management company International Sports Management, Chubby Chandler, ISM’s chief executive, and a few of the players. They all said that it was an opportunity I would have to take if offered.

Finally, in early May, the announcement came. I remember going to Hillside Golf Club in Lancashire with Chubby and Fairbrother, the European Tour golfers David Howell and Mark Foster, and David O’Leary, soon to be appointed Aston Villa manager and a man I would later consult about player-management skills. We were to play a round and then go on to football’s Old Trafford to watch Manchester United in the Champions League.

I was on the patio waiting to tee off when my mobile phone rang and the screen announced that it was Duncan Fletcher. I remember him asking what I thought I would bring to the job, but my cards remained close to my chest. Again I just said that it was up to others to determine whether they thought I had the necessary qualities. I did want the job but I placed the onus firmly on them. Some would interpret that as a high-risk strategy and would have gone shouting that they wanted the job, but that’s one thing I don’t do.

Our golf party moved on to Old Trafford and as we entered the Theatre Of Dreams the selection panel was deciding whether I was about to realise one of mine. The following morning would reveal the answer. Graveney’s question was short and simple: ‘Do you want the job?’ I thought for a second before giving a shorter and simpler reply: ‘Yes.’ I don’t remember any of the conversation after that or even if I heard anything else. A new era of English one-day cricket was about to start, with me calling the shots.

The good luck messages flooded in and, as ever, it was nice to hear from David English, who does great work for schools’ cricket and charity and heads the Bunbury cricket team, extracting the urine in his inimitable fashion: ‘Hello Vaughny, it’s the loon here …’ Many people seemed genuinely delighted and I was determined not to let them down – although it would only be later that I fully realised what I had taken on.

For the two years leading up to Nasser’s abdication, Marcus had looked like the player who was going to take over. He had been the unofficial vice-captain and took over whenever Nasser was not on the field. A lot of people thought it was a natural progression and Trescothick had publicly said that he would welcome the opportunity to lead his country. But as soon as I got the job, he was the first to call and say, ‘Well done.’ He’s not the kind of person who holds grudges or says: ‘I’m not going to play with you.’ He wished me all the best and said he was looking forward to playing under my captaincy. Ask anybody who’s captained him and they’d all say the same, you can’t wish for a better person in your team. You know what you are getting – a world-class player and a world-class team man.

Meanwhile, the Surrey captain Hollioake had said that he thought he was past it and the job should go to me. It was what you’d expect from Adam because he’s never been one to push himself forward. I don’t think he really cared whether it went to me or Trescothick, as long as it went to somebody who would be in the team for the next few years.

There was always going to be the issue of the captaincy and my batting, whether or not the extra responsibility would affect my form. In one sense it was not such a big question because I didn’t have a lot of form to lose: I had not exactly sent the scoreboard into overdrive in the one-day arena. I just wanted the opportunity to take a new team forward. It was my chance to make a mark on the English one-day game.
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