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About	the	Book

‘My	story,	without	the	spin.’

From	the	start	of	his	glittering	career	in	1992,	to	his	official	retirement	from	all
formats	of	the	game	in	2013,	Shane	Warne	has	long	desired	to	tell	his	incredible
story	without	compromise.	No	Spin	is	that	very	story.	It	will	offer	a	compelling
intimate	voice,	 true	 insight	and	a	pitch-side	seat	 to	one	of	cricket’s	 finest	eras,
making	this	one	of	the	ultimate	must-have	sports	autobiographies.

Shane	is	not	only	one	of	the	greatest	living	cricket	legends:	he	is	as	close	as	the
game	has	had	since	Botham	to	a	maverick	genius	on	 the	 field	and	a	 true	 rebel
spirit	 off	 it,	 who	 always	 gives	 audiences	 what	 they	 want.	 Despite	 being	 the
talismanic	 thorn	 in	 England’s	 side	 for	 nearly	 two	 decades	 of	 regular	 Ashes
defeats,	 he	 was	 also	 much	 loved	 in	 the	 UK	 where	 he	 played	 cricket	 for
Hampshire.	He’s	also	a	much-admired	figure	in	India	and	South	Africa.

Alongside	 his	 mesmerising	 genius	 as	 a	 bowler,	 Shane	 has	 often	 been	 a
controversial	figure,	and	in	this	book	he’s	talk	with	brutal	honesty	about	some	of
the	most	 challenging	 times	 in	 his	 life	 as	 a	 player.	Honest,	 thoughtful,	 fearless
and	loved	by	millions,	Shane	is	always	his	own	man	and	this	book	is	a	testament
to	his	brilliant	career.



About	the	Author

Shane	Warne,	born	13	September	1969,	is	widely	regarded	as	one	of	the	finest
bowlers	in	the	history	of	cricket.	Warne	played	his	first	Test	match	in	1992,	and
took	over	1000	 international	wickets	 (in	Tests	 and	One-Day	 Internationals).	A
useful	 lower-order	 batsman,	Warne	 also	 scored	 over	 3000	 Test	 runs.	 He	 also
played	Australian	domestic	 cricket	 for	 his	 home	 state	of	Victoria,	 and	English
domestic	cricket	for	Hampshire.	He	was	captain	of	Hampshire	for	three	seasons,
from	2005	to	2007.	He	also	captained	the	Rajasthan	Royals	to	victory	in	the	IPL
in	 2008.	 He	 officially	 retired	 from	 all	 formats	 in	 2013	 and	 currently
commentates	for	Sky	Sports.





For	Mum	and	Dad
And	for	Brooke,	Jackson	and	Summer



Author’s	Note

I	MET	SHANE	 in	1993	outside	my	girlfriend’s	house	in	London,	having	driven	at
the	speed	of	light	from	a	county	game	in	Nottingham,	nerves	on	edge,	to	ask	her
to	marry	me.	I	parked	in	the	road,	took	a	deep	breath,	and	climbed	out	of	the	car,
only	 to	see	 the	blond	 leg-spinner	who	had	bowled	 the	Gatting	ball	a	couple	of
weeks	earlier	emerge	from	her	front	door.	Okay,	I	thought,	this	boy	is	good!
Charm	was	written	 all	 over	 him.	He	 explained	 that	 a	mate	 of	 his	 knew	 her

sister	and	that	the	four	of	them	had	whacked	back	a	bottle	or	two	of	rosé	in	the
next-door	 pub,	 before	 attacking	 another	 on	 the	 tiny	 back	 patio	 of	 the	 girls’
terraced	 cottage.	 He	 said	 he	 was	 sorry	 to	 rush	 but	 he	 had	 a	 commitment	 for
which	he	was	already	late.	No	worries,	I	said,	and	that	was	that.	The	next	time	I
saw	him	was	on	telly,	knocking	over	England	again.	I	didn’t	propose	that	night,
the	adrenalin	had	disappeared	into	the	ether.	I	was	not	to	know	that	he	had	only
recently	popped	the	question	himself,	on	a	boat	in	the	Lake	District	somewhere,
a	question	that	received	an	enthusiastic	response.
Women	have	been	both	his	fun	and	his	folly.	Cricket,	of	course,	has	been	his

fulfilment.	He	is,	in	the	truest	sense,	a	great	cricketer.	He	has	touched	the	game
in	 all	 its	 genres	 and	 formats,	 and	 in	 myriad	 ways.	 Mainly,	 he	 has	 ridden
roughshod	over	any	opponent	who	has	stood	in	his	way.	Only	in	Test	matches	in
India	has	the	local	talent	held	sway,	though	there	were	mitigating	circumstances.
Richie	 Benaud	 called	 him	 not	 just	 the	 greatest	 leg-spinner	 of	 all	 time	 but	 the
greatest	bowler	he	had	seen,	full	stop.	Richie’s	judgement	will	do	for	me.
He	is	a	challenging	and	rewarding	personality,	and	about	as	strong	a	character

as	the	sport	has	seen.	He	is	a	loyal	friend	and,	thankfully,	after	more	than	a	year
on	the	project	of	this	book,	I	find	him	just	as	engaging	as	I	ever	did.	The	pace	of
his	 life	 can	 be	 overwhelming,	 for	 the	 dull	moments	 are	 few	 and	 far	 between;
with	Warney,	it’s	all	or	nothing.
The	book	is	written	mainly	in	his	vocabulary,	as	a	stream	of	consciousness.	I

could	 see	 no	 other	way,	 since	 it	 is	 Shane’s	 story	 not	mine.	After	 35	 hours	 of
recorded	conversation	there	were	expletives	to	delete	and,	necessarily	I	think,	a
few	worth	keeping.	Given	there	have	been	at	 least	12	books	written	about	him
by	 other	 people,	 it	 has	 been	 fun	 hearing	 his	 own	 version	 of	 a	 life	 less	 than
ordinary.



The	 songs	 at	 the	 heading	 of	 most	 chapters	 reflect	 his	 great	 love	 of
contemporary	music,	 as	well	 as	his	general	 sense	of	 a	good	 time.	The	choices
come	mostly	from	favourites	in	his	own	collection	and	they	attempt,	at	least	in
some	way,	to	reflect	the	chapter	of	his	life	to	come.	The	saying	goes	that	singing
makes	you	happy;	well,	he	sings	a	great	deal.
Whatever	 conclusions	 you	may	make,	most	 of	 all	 I	 hope	 that	 you	 hear	 his

voice,	for	it	continues	to	echo	with	the	game	he	so	loves.

Mark	Nicholas,	August	2018



Introduction

I	STARTED	OUT	in	the	Melbourne	suburbs	and	I	remain	happily	there	to	this	day.
Though	London	has	called	for	a	lot	of	the	time	over	the	past	few	years,	Brighton,
just	a	few	miles	out	of	Melbourne’s	city	centre,	is	my	patch.	I’ve	traded	houses
there	like	I	don’t	know	what	home	is,	but	I	do;	I	know	what’s	in	my	heart.
I’ve	only	ever	had	two	serious	relationships.	Yep,	two:	the	first	with	my	wife

of	10	years,	Simone,	and	the	second	–	much	more	recently	–	with	my	ex-fiancée,
Elizabeth	Hurley.	Believe	it	or	not,	I’d	take	the	quiet	life	over	the	red	carpet	any
day.	The	trouble	is	I	haven’t	often	portrayed	myself	as	anything	but	a	good-time
boy,	 hunting	 down	 something	 different	 every	week	 of	 the	 year.	 Kerry	 Packer
once	told	me,	‘Sell	 the	blue	Ferrari,	son,	and	lie	 low	for	a	while,’	so	I	did	as	I
was	told,	and	bought	a	silver	one.	Lying	low	hasn’t	been	my	thing.
I	have	lived	in	the	moment	and	ignored	the	consequences.	This	has	served	me

both	well	and	painfully,	depending	on	which	moment.	I’ve	tried	to	live	up	to	the
legend,	or	the	myth	in	my	view,	which	has	been	a	mistake	because	I’ve	let	life
off	the	field	become	as	public	as	life	on	it.	In	my	defence,	I’ve	never	pretended
to	be	someone	or	something	I’m	not.
I’m	a	little	older	now	and	often	wish	I	was	wiser.	I’m	sick	of	taking	up	space

in	tabloid	newspapers	and	plan	to	work	on	that	with	a	bit	more	conviction	than
previously	 in	my	 life.	Yes,	 I’ve	been	silly	at	 times	but,	equally,	 I	 like	 to	 think
I’ve	 done	 justice	 to	 my	 talent,	 openly	 shared	 it	 with	 the	 world	 and	 provided
plenty	of	entertainment.	Regrets?	A	few	but	not	as	many	as	you	might	 think.	I
can’t	change	anything	so	what’s	the	point	of	regret?	I’ve	tried	to	do	the	best	by
Brooke,	Jackson	and	Summer,	my	beautiful	kids,	but	the	space	in	those	tabloid
papers	has	at	times	embarrassed	and	hurt	them.	Right	there	is	a	regret.
Now	that’s	off	my	chest,	we	can	get	down	to	business.	Other	than	‘Would	you

sign	 this,	 please?’	 and	 ‘Can	 I	 have	 a	 selfie?’,	 the	 question	 I’m	 asked	most	 is
‘How	did	you	do	it?’	By	that	I	think	people	are	referring	to	the	Gatting	ball,	the
World	Cup	semi-final,	Amazing	Adelaide,	the	MCG	700th,	the	IPL	and	so	on.	I
might	 be	 wrong,	 of	 course,	 but	 probably	 not,	 so	 as	 my	 life	 unfolds	 over	 the
coming	 pages,	 I	 hope	 to	 answer	 the	 question.	 Yes,	 the	 search	 for	 fame,	 love,
admiration	and	lifestyle	are	in	the	make-up	somewhere.	Ultimately,	though,	it’s
about	 the	 leg-break,	 and	 the	 strategy,	 instinct	 and	 burning	 desire	 to	 win	 that
came	with	it.



The	 stories	 on	 the	 pages	 that	 follow	 are	 the	 result	 of	 many	 recorded
conversations	with	 a	 longtime	 friend,	Mark	Nicholas.	Mark’s	 job	 has	 been	 to
make	sense	of	it	all	–	his	magic	trick,	if	you	like	–	and	he’s	pulled	more	than	a
few	rabbits	out	of	the	hat.	Mine	is	more	mysterious	and	has	been	worth	a	bunch
of	wickets	and	a	few	trophies	along	the	way.	Best	of	all,	it	has	been	a	whole	lot
of	fun.	You	gotta	remember	football	was	my	thing,	not	cricket	…



1

Satisfaction

I	ANNOUNCED	MY	 retirement	 from	international	cricket	soon	after	midday	on	21
December	 2006,	 almost	 exactly	 15	 years	 after	 first	 appearing	 for	 Australia
against	India	at	the	Sydney	Cricket	Ground.	I	probably	wasn’t	ready	back	then	in
January	 1992,	 but	 now	 I	 knew	 for	 sure	 that	 the	 time	 was	 right	 to	 wave	 it
goodbye.	As	Ian	Chappell	said	to	me,	‘It’s	better	they	ask	“Why	are	you?”	than
“Why	don’t	you?”’	I	was	done,	physically	and	mentally,	and	had	the	feeling	that
I’d	run	out	of	arse	anyway.	You	can’t	play	at	that	level	without	it.	I	don’t	care
who	you	are!
The	timing	of	the	announcement	meant	that	I’d	play	a	final	Boxing	Day	Test

against	 England	 on	my	 home	 ground	 five	 days	 later,	 and	 then	 finish	with	 the
New	Year	Test	in	Sydney,	where	it	all	started.	Nice	symmetry.
The	build-up	 to	 that	Boxing	Day	Test	was	manic	–	understandably,	 I	guess.

By	the	time	Christmas	Day	came	I	was	cooked,	so	it	was	a	relief	to	have	a	few
hours	of	nothing	with	my	family	and	children.
I	had	a	few	chuckles	to	myself	about	how	my	life	in	the	game	had	panned	out.

I	mean,	going	 into	 the	occasion	I	valued	above	all	others	with	699	Test	match
wickets	under	my	belt,	 and	gunning	 for	number	700	at	 the	Melbourne	Cricket
Ground,	of	all	places	–	well,	it	doesn’t	get	any	better	than	that.	I	knew	there’d	be
sadness	 too,	 partly	 because	 I	 still	 loved	 playing	Test	match	 cricket	 and	 partly
because	I	was	saying	goodbye	(or	thought	I	was!)	to	the	mighty	’G.

I’d	set	the	phone	at	full	volume,	and	I	remember	how	the	suddenness	of	the	5	am
alarm	makes	for	that	feeling	of	shock	when	it	wakes	you	up	from	a	deep	sleep.
There	was	no	time	for	the	usual	snooze	buttons	and	then	the	last-minute	panic	to
get	ready:	I	had	to	move	right	then.	Urrgghh.
It	had	been	a	bad	night.	I’d	last	checked	the	time	at	3.30	am	and	then	fallen

into	the	kind	of	heavy	sleep	that	knocks	you	about	a	bit.	It	took	a	while	to	get	my
head	 round	where	 I	was	 and	what	 I	was	doing.	 I	 rolled	over,	 stiff	 and	 sore	 as



usual,	 lit	 the	 first	 cigarette	of	 the	day	and	checked	out	 texts	and	emails.	There
were	hundreds	of	’em.	Then	I	pulled	myself	 together	–	shower,	suit,	 tie,	R.	M.
Williams	black	suede	boots.	I	had	a	juice	and,	yep,	another	dart.
I	was	hosting	a	Boxing	Day	breakfast	event	for	the	Shane	Warne	Foundation,

the	charity	 I’d	started	 to	help	seriously	 ill	and	underprivileged	children.	Today
was	different	in	so	many	ways.	It	wasn’t	like	I	hadn’t	played	a	Boxing	Day	Test
before	–	I’d	played	nine	of	 them	–	but	 this	was	 the	 last	one,	which	 is	a	 totally
different	thing.	At	that	stage	the	foundation	had	raised	three	million	dollars	for
various	children’s	causes	and	this	brekkie	was	a	big	deal	for	us	as	we	looked	to
push	forward	to	even	greater	 things.	And	then,	of	course,	 there	was	the	Ashes,
which	gives	everything	an	extra	kick.
The	MCG	was	a	second	home	and	being	a	Victorian	playing	in	a	Boxing	Day

Test	 is	 extra	 special.	 The	 crowd	 is	 so	 passionate,	 so	 unconditionally	 on	 your
side,	 and	 that	 feeling	of	 being	wanted	 and	 loved	–	well,	 there’s	 no	pretending
you	don’t	like	that,	I	don’t	care	who	you	are.	So	to	play	my	last-ever	game	there
was	big,	really	big.
I	had	this	absolute	certainty	that	we’d	bowl	first.	Driving	to	the	Crown	Towers

ballroom	 for	 the	 brekkie,	 I	 began	 imagining	 the	moment	when	Ricky	 Ponting
would	throw	me	the	ball	in	front	of	nearly	90,000	people.	Bring	it	on.
My	 phone	was	 hot.	 There	were	 a	million	 tickets	 to	 sort	 out	 for	 friends	 and

family;	 a	 thousand	 people	 coming	 to	 the	 breakfast	 wanting	 value	 for	 money;
Michael	Clarke	and	Kevin	Pietersen,	the	star	guests,	to	check	on;	cars	for	them	(I
was	 so	grateful	 to	 them	 for	 giving	up	 their	 time	on	game	day);	 auction	 items;
last-minute	changes	to	the	seating	plan	–	just	so	much	stuff.	I	had	a	full-time	PA,
as	well	as	some	volunteers	working	on	the	event,	but	in	the	end	the	thing	came
down	to	me	and	I	wanted	to	get	it	right.	Then	there	was	the	Test	match	to	play.
During	breakfast,	I	made	a	speech	and	we	gave	out	significant	cheques	to	our

chosen	 charities,	 all	 of	 which	 made	 me	 feel	 great.	 Then	 I	 hung	 around	 for	 a
while,	 mingled	 with	 the	 happy	 faces	 in	 the	 crowd,	 did	 some	 photos	 and
signatures	with	the	Barmy	Army	and	shook	a	lot	of	hands.	Above	all,	I	wanted
to	thank	everyone	for	their	support.	I	left	about	8.30	am,	determined	to	be	at	the
ground	before	the	rest	of	the	guys.	I	was	first	there.
Victoria’s	Australian	players	are	recognised	with	photographs	on	the	dressing-

room	wall.	I	sat	under	mine,	the	furthest	away	from	everyone	else’s	lockers	so	I
could	smoke	in	my	own	little	corner.	Usually	I	sleep	well,	really	well,	and	I’m
hardly	ever	nervous.	 I	do	 remember	shitting	myself	 in	my	first	Test	match	but
was	generally	alright	after	that.	But	on	Boxing	Day	morning	2006,	I	felt	uneasy,
and	was	pleased	to	have	a	few	minutes	to	myself.



All	alone,	with	not	a	single	distraction,	I	looked	around	the	dressing-room	and
thought	about	17	years	of	first-class	cricket	whizzing	by	me.	I	had	arrived	as	a
kid	 and	would	 leave	 a	 little	 less	 of	 one.	 It	 hit	 me	 how	much	 I’d	miss	 it:	 the
changing-room	banter;	90,000	people	in	the	crowd;	the	heat	of	the	battle.	What
an	 amazing	 ride	 it	 had	 been.	 Proudly,	 emotionally,	 I	 smiled	 to	 myself	 and
thought,	‘Wow,	that	was	fun.’
I	thought	about	Allan	Border,	Merv	Hughes,	Mark	Taylor,	Mark	Waugh	–	all

the	 guys	 I	 started	 out	 with	 –	 and	 the	 great	 days	 of	 ‘Babsie’	 Boon’s	 hat-trick
catch	and	the	Richie	Richardson	flipper	in	the	seven-for	in	my	first	Boxing	Day
Test.	 I	 thought	 right	 back	 to	 ‘AB’	 and	 Jeff	Thomson’s	 last-wicket	 partnership
against	 the	Poms	 in	 1982/83,	with	 us	 kids	 in	 the	 stands	willing	 them	over	 the
line,	 but	 how	 Ian	 Botham	 had	 won	 the	 game	 at	 the	 last	 gasp	 –	 great	 Ashes
cricket,	inspiring	wonderful	memories.	Then	I	started	to	imagine	how	it	could	be
me	 today.	 I	kind	of	hoped	we	might	bat	so	 I	could	have	an	afternoon	nap	but,
deep	down,	I	just	knew	we’d	be	bowling.	Destiny	was	loud	that	day.
Then	the	guys	arrived	in	twos	and	threes	and	the	room	took	on	a	new	life.	All

the	Christmas	wishes	and	nervous	energy	wrapped	up	in	a	group	of	egos	thrown
together	 to	play	cricket	 for	Australia.	We	could	hardly	wait.	 It	was	 like	 it	was
bursting	out	 of	 us.	We’d	 regained	 the	Ashes	 in	Perth	 the	week	before,	 speedy
revenge	 for	 2005	 in	 England.	Now	we	 had	 our	 feet	 on	 the	 Poms’	 throats,	we
wanted	5–0.
Destiny	had	its	say.	We	lost	the	toss	and	we	would	bowl	first.
It	 had	 suddenly	 got	 very	 cold.	 Hard	 rain	 swept	 over	 the	 ’G	 and	 play	 was

delayed	 for	 half	 an	 hour.	 It	 had	 been	 so	 hot	 leading	 up	 to	 the	 game	 and	 the
change	caught	 everyone	off	 guard.	 In	 fact,	 everything	 felt	weird,	 almost	 eerie.
We	were	on	edge,	as	was	the	crowd,	all	of	us	keen	to	get	going.
When	the	rain	stopped	and	the	umpires	announced	the	start	time,	I	remember

everyone	wishing	me	 the	 best.	 ‘Good	 luck,	mate’,	 ‘Yeah	good	 luck,	Warney’,
‘Go	 well,	 King’,	 ‘Have	 a	 great	 day,	 mate’	 etc,	 and	 I	 was	 like,	 ‘Yep,	 thanks,
guys’.	To	be	honest,	 it	 felt	 terrific	 that	 the	players	were	 excited	 for	me	at	 this
moment	 –	 they	 understood	what	 it	meant	 to	me.	They	 also	 knew	 that	 a	 700th
wicket	would	create	history.
As	 the	minutes	 ticked	by	 to	 the	 start,	 I	 began	 thinking,	 ‘Geez,	 the	guy	who

writes	these	scripts,	he’s	good.	This	is	another	beauty!’	And	then	I	wondered	if
I’d	do	it	justice.	Suddenly	I	was	over-thinking	everything.	‘What	if	they’re	0/100
and	 smashing	me,	what	 then?’	 Little	 demons	 I	 had	 hardly	 ever	 known	 before
were	 now	my	 enemy.	 ‘Stop	 it,	mate!	 Just	 get	 out	 there	 and	 bowl	 and	 it’ll	 be
fine,’	I	thought,	as	I	had	my	last	dart.



So,	eventually	we	 ran	out	 there	 to	90,000	people	 screaming	and	yelling	and
again	 I	 thought,	 ‘Bring	 this	 on!’	 It	 was	 like	 someone	 had	 shut	 the	 negative-
energy	door	and	opened	the	positive	one.	White-line	fever,	I	suppose.	Ah	yes,	I
thought,	this	is	my	place	…

England	were	2/82	when	Ricky	Ponting	threw	me	the	ball.	Andrew	Strauss,	on
48,	and	Paul	Collingwood	on	11,	looked	set.	It’s	always	harder	to	come	on	when
batsmen	are	‘in’.	Their	feet	are	going,	usually	 their	 timing	is	right,	and	they’re
obviously	comfortable	and	 increasingly	confident.	 It’s	especially	difficult	 for	a
spinner,	so	the	trick	is	to	find	a	way	to	stay	on.	First	thing	for	me	was	to	peel	off
the	long-sleeve	jumper	that	most	of	us	were	wearing	and	to	somehow	warm	up
the	fingers	that	were	a	little	older	than	when	they’d	first	got	to	work	in	the	late
1980s.
As	I	mentioned,	I	was	unusually	nervous	before	the	toss	but	I	was	excited	too.

How	could	I	not	be:	my	last-ever	game	at	the	MCG,	friends,	family	and	my	three
children	watching	 their	dad	–	all	of	 it	 special.	All	 the	 talk	amongst	 family	and
friends	was	around	who	would	be	number	700	and	how	would	you	 like	 to	get
him	 out,	 etc,	 etc.	 I	 just	 thought,	 ‘I	 really	 don’t	 care.	 Just	 let	me	 get	 it	 sooner
rather	than	later!’
I	 started	okay,	 slowly	but	 surely	 finding	some	rhythm.	On	 the	 first	day	of	a

Test	match	there’s	rarely	much	spin	on	offer,	so	bowling	is	all	about	changes	of
pace,	angles	on	the	crease	and	deception.	I	sensed	Collingwood	and	Strauss	had
decided	not	to	let	me	settle.	I	remember	Collingwood	running	down	a	couple	of
times,	 but	 he	went	 a	 bit	 early	 so	 I	 had	 time	 to	 adjust.	 I	 think	 he	 got	me	 once
down	the	ground	but	I	didn’t	mind	that	because	I	was	starting	to	hit	my	straps.
I	was	encouraged	to	take	a	few	more	risks	by	slowing	the	ball	up	and	giving	it

more	of	a	rip.	 I	beat	 the	bat	a	couple	of	 times	and	could	feel	 in	my	bones	 that
both	batsmen	were	surprised	by	the	spin.	Usually,	the	response	to	this	is	to	turn
the	bat	into	a	broom,	and	sweep.	Strauss	timed	a	couple	of	sweeps	well,	so	at	the
end	 of	 the	 over	 I	 suggested	 to	 Ricky	 Ponting	 that	 we	 block	 his	 area	 behind
square	 on	 the	 leg-side	 and	 try	 to	 force	 him	 to	 drive	 off	 the	 front	 foot	 straight
down	 the	ground.	 ‘Punter’	 liked	 it.	We	moved	mid-wicket	 into	 square	 leg	and
put	in	a	45-degree	sweeper	behind	square	for	the	top	edge.	We	made	a	show	of
these	changes,	talking	loudly	to	each	other	from	distance	and	pretty	much	telling
Strauss	the	plan.
Whenever	I	walked	onto	the	cricket	field,	it	was	like	someone	had	shut	a	door

behind	me.	 I	 could	 block	 out	 everything	 else	 in	my	 life	 and	 focus	 directly	 on
what	 had	 to	 be	 done	 in	 that	 moment.	 I’m	 the	 first	 to	 admit	 that	 I	 have
weaknesses	 but	 getting	 into	 the	 ‘zone’	 was	 a	 definite	 strength.	 You	 hear



commentators	in	all	sports	say,	‘He	or	she	is	in	the	zone	today,’	but	exactly	what
is	 the	 zone?	 To	 me	 it’s	 the	 state	 of	 total	 concentration;	 a	 place	 of	 calm	 and
awareness	that	allows	you	to	control	and	direct	events	as	you	see	them.	It’s	also
the	ability	 to	switch	on	and	off,	 so	you	don’t	become	 tight	under	pressure	and
make	unnecessary	mistakes.	When	you	get	it	right,	you	feel	pretty	good.	In	fact,
you	feel	everything	happens	slowly	and	so	clearly.
The	morning	nerves	had	gone	soon	after	play	got	underway.	Now,	I	was	in	the

zone.	Throughout	my	career,	I	backed	myself	to	knock	anyone	over.	So	much	of
sport	is	in	the	mind	and	the	more	aggressive	you	think,	the	more	things	will	go
in	 your	 favour.	 Equally,	 the	 more	 defensive	 you	 think,	 the	 more	 they	 won’t.
Even	when	guys	 like	Lara	and	Tendulkar	were	smacking	me	around,	 I	wanted
the	 ball	 in	 my	 hand	 and	 the	 chance	 to	 get	 them	 out.	 I	 loved	 the	 tactical	 and
strategic	challenges,	and	the	contest.
This	was	one	of	them:	England	on	Boxing	Day	with	Strauss	and	Collingwood

building	 a	 partnership.	My	 idea	was	 to	 bowl	 slower,	 higher	 and	wider	 of	 off-
stump	and	to	keep	encouraging	Strauss	to	drive.	Away	I	went	with	the	plan.
I	 worked	 him	 wide	 of	 the	 crease,	 too	 wide	 to	 sweep,	 and	 could	 feel	 his

frustration	at	not	being	able	 to	 score.	For	 two	overs	 it	was	cat	 and	mouse	and
then,	instinctively,	I	knew	it	was	time	to	go	for	the	kill.
I	threw	up	a	top-spinning	leggie	and,	as	soon	as	it	left	my	hand,	it	felt	good.	I

spun	it	right	up,	high	into	the	cold	air,	which	suckered	Strauss	into	going	for	the
big	drive.	Then	it	dipped.
He	kind	of	got	stuck	on	the	crease,	playing	a	half-shot	aiming	to	drive	the	ball

through	mid-on.	He	missed.	The	ball	hit	the	top	of	middle	stump.
Seven	hundred.
You	little	ripper!
I	started	running.	I’ve	got	no	idea	why	–	I	just	did.	The	crowd	went	berserk	–

just	nuts.	In	23	years	in	the	game,	I’ve	never	heard	a	louder	roar.	(The	only	one
that	 comes	 close	 was	 also	 at	 the	MCG	when	Mitchell	 Starc	 bowled	 Brendon
McCullum	 in	 the	 first	 over	 of	 the	 2015	 World	 Cup	 final.)	 I’ll	 treasure	 that
moment	forever	more.
I	hadn’t	planned	what	I	was	going	to	do	–	you	can’t	really	because	the	game

situation	dictates	 the	celebration.	For	example,	 it	might	be	cruising	 time	 in	 the
middle	of	the	afternoon	and	it’s	‘Oh	yeah,	I	got	a	wicket’,	or	it	might	be	‘Hey,
we	badly	need	a	wicket’	and	then	you	go	off	a	bit.	So	I	don’t	know	why	I	started
running	 around,	 sort	 of	 demented.	 My	 team-mates	 were	 all	 over	 me,	 which
meant	a	lot	as	they	were	genuinely	happy	for	me,	which	I	see	as	a	sign	of	a	good
team	–	the	enjoyment	of	each	other’s	success.	The	guys	still	say	the	same	thing



over	a	beer	now,	‘Do	you	remember	Boxing	Day	when	 the	crowd	erupted	and
you	got	the	700?	How	bloody	loud	was	that!’
We	went	 through	 them	after	 that.	 I	 got	5/33	and	we	knocked	 them	over	 for

159	–	from	2/101!	It	was	an	emotional	and	hugely	special	moment	walking	off
with	nearly	90,000	people	standing,	cheering	and	chanting	your	name.
I	don’t	think	it	was	so	much	about	the	overall	achievement	of	700	wickets	–

though	 being	 the	 first	 to	 get	 there	 was	 pretty	 cool	 –	 it	 was	 more	 about	 that
precise	moment.	 It’s	hard	 to	explain	but	 the	only	way	I	can	 try	 is	 to	say	 that	 I
sensed	 everyone	 in	 Australia	 wanted	 me	 to	 take	 the	 700th	 that	 day	 –	 cricket
lovers	or	non-cricket	lovers	–	like	it	was	a	celebration	of	my	career	over	a	long
period.	Cricket	fans	had	stuck	with	me,	forgiven	me	and	still	supported	me,	and
at	that	unforgettable	moment	it	was	like	we	were	all	together,	along	with	family
and	friends,	in	the	city	I	love	most,	at	the	stadium	I	love	most.	The	700th	wicket
was	a	bonus;	 in	all	honesty	 it	could	have	been	 the	100th.	The	point	was	 that	 I
think	Australians	were	happy	to	share	it,	on	Boxing	Day	of	all	days.	I’ve	since
realised	that	it	brought	a	lot	of	joy	to	people	who’ve	lived	my	life	with	me	from
when	I	started	out	as	a	naive	22-year-old,	 through	all	 the	madness	and	a	bit	of
the	magic,	to	the	final	throw	of	the	dice	here	in	my	own	backyard.
Looking	back	I’ve	often	thought	my	life	has	been	a	bit	like	The	Truman	Show

–	after	all,	I	turned	from	boy	into	man	on	people’s	televisions.	As	a	kid	I	made
plenty	of	mistakes,	and	still	make	a	few	to	this	day,	but	I’ve	achieved	things	that
have	brought	smiles	and	happiness.	The	public	grew	up	with	me,	just	as	they	did
on	The	Truman	Show,	sort	of	living	and	breathing	it	all.	I	think	they	could	relate
to	me,	 as	 I’ve	 never	 pretended	 to	 be	 something	 I’m	 not.	 Australians	 love	 the
Australian	cricket	team	and	they	tune	in	for	the	next	instalment	with	the	players
whose	stories	they	share.	It’s	like	‘Hey,	Warney’s	about	to	bowl’,	and	they	come
in	from	the	backyard	to	have	a	look.	I’ve	tried	to	repay	their	enthusiasm	by	being
an	entertainer	with	a	sense	of	fun.	I	want	to	do	well	for	the	team,	for	my	country
and	for	everyone	who	watches	us.	And	I	like	to	entertain.	Perhaps	it’s	as	simple,
or	as	complicated,	as	that.
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Heroes

My	Mother

MUM	IS	ONE	of	the	funniest	people	I’ve	ever	met,	and	most	of	the	time	she’s	not
even	trying	to	be	funny	–	the	same	as	Mark	Waugh!	She’s	not	academic	but	she
is	 street	 smart.	What’s	more,	 she	 has	 the	 best	 shit	 detector	 I	 know.	 I	 promise
you,	she	could	meet	any	of	my	friends	and	when	they’ve	gone	she’ll	say,	‘Great
guy,	you	want	him	on	your	side,’	or	‘Lovely	person	but	watch	out	for	…’	I	don’t
know	what	 it	 is	but	she	just	picks	up	on	things	–	she	has	second,	 third,	fourth,
fifth	 and	 sixth	 senses.	 It’s	 weird,	 but	 extremely	 useful!	 She’s	 virtually	 never
wrong	either.	It’s	uncanny,	as	if	she’s	got	a	crystal	ball.	She’s	like	a	witch	but	a
good	one,	 a	 spiritual	one,	 if	 that	makes	any	 sense.	Probably	not,	 but	 I’d	go	 to
Mum	about	anyone.
When	 I	 was	 a	 kid,	 Mum	 went	 to	 work.	 She	 was	 hardly	 ever	 sick,	 never

complained	and	brought	us	up	great.	We	weren’t	lovey-dovey	in	our	house	but
we	 respected	and	 loved	each	other	deeply.	She	was	born	 right	after	 the	war	 in
1946	 in	 Germany.	 Her	 father	 was	 a	 Polish	 refugee	 who,	 when	 he	 was	 still	 a
teenager,	 ended	 up	 in	Germany	 on	 her	 grandparents’	 cabbage	 farm.	His	 name
was	Joey	and	he	worked	his	nuts	off	on	their	property	just	outside	Wesselburen.
It	was	there	he	met	Lotte.	They	were	married	and	had	their	first	child	–	my	mum,
Brigitte.	A	couple	of	years	back,	Mum	and	Dad	went	to	find	Wesselburen	and,
would	 you	 believe,	 they	 discovered	 that	 not	 only	 does	 it	 produce	 the	 most
cabbages	in	Europe,	it	also	has	a	cabbage	museum,	a	cabbage	festival	and	every
year	somebody	is	crowned	Miss	Cabbage	–	fact.	Hence,	Mum	says	she	was	born
under	a	cabbage.
It	wasn’t	long	before	my	grandfather	Joey,	my	grandmother	Lotte,	Mum	and

her	 sister,	 Regina,	 had	 enough	 of	 living	 as	 cabbage-farm	 refugees	 and	 did	 a
runner	all	the	way	to	Rome,	where	they	hoped	to	find	a	ship	to	America.	Instead,
they	had	 to	go	further	south	 to	Naples.	They	found	a	ship	 there	alright	but	 the
wrong	one,	and	they	all	ended	up	coming	to	Australia.	Apparently,	the	ships	to



the	States	were	full,	so	rather	than	wait	for	months	they	bought	into	Australia’s
land	 of	 opportunity.	 None	 of	 us	 are	 complaining	 –	 Australia	 has	 been	 a
wonderful	place	for	our	family	and	I’d	have	been	a	pretty	ordinary	baseballer.
Dad	 has	 a	 copy	 of	 the	 register	 list	 from	 the	 ship,	 the	 SS	Castel	 Bianco.	 It

shows	passengers	from	a	heap	of	Eastern	European	countries	that	left	Naples	on
29	November	1949	and	arrived	 in	Geelong	on	29	December,	and	 there	are	 the
names	of	the	family	that	reared	me:	Wladyslaw	Szczepiak	and	Lotte	Szczepiak,
Regina	Szczepiak	and	Brigitte	Szczepiak.
Wladyslaw	(aka	Joey)	got	a	job	in	a	lime	factory	in	Geelong	but	his	wife	and

children	were	taken	hundreds	of	kilometres	away	to	Bonegilla	Army	Camp,	out
Wagga	Wagga	way.	Joey	worked	for	six	months	or	so	without	seeing	them	and
pleaded	 for	 time	 off	 to	 go	 and	 find	 his	 family.	 They	 said,	 ‘If	 you	 leave	 here,
Joey,	you	don’t	have	a	job.’	So	he	quit.	Then	he	made	his	way	to	Bonegilla	and
brought	them	back	–	how	the	hell	he	found	them	I	don’t	know,	because	he	didn’t
speak	English.	Then	he	and	another	Polish	family	rented	a	garage	and	the	four
parents	 worked	 shifts	 –	 at	 the	 Ford	 factory	 mainly	 –	 so	 there	 was	 always
someone	home	for	the	kids.
Joey	was	a	tough	bastard.	Mum	didn’t	like	him	much,	but	he	worked	hard	–

real	 hard,	 they	 say	 –	 and	managed	 to	 save	 enough	money	 to	 build	 a	 house	 in
Geelong,	 fill	 it	with	brand	new	furniture	and	buy	a	new	Vauxhall	car.	He	was
sitting	pretty,	but	then	some	very	dodgy	Aussie,	knowing	Joey	loved	to	work	the
land,	 sold	him	a	 farm	 in	Apollo	Bay,	about	130	kilometres	away	on	 the	Great
Ocean	Road.	The	bloke	did	a	crook	deal	–	convincing	Joey	that	the	farm	was	a
phenomenal	business	opportunity	and	more	than	worth	the	value	of	the	house	in
Geelong.
Joey	did	the	deal	and,	much	to	the	dismay	of	the	rest	of	the	family,	they	left	a

home	they	liked	and	made	the	journey	to	Apollo	Bay.	The	farm	was	badly	run-
down	 –	 a	 really	 shitty	 place,	 apparently	 –	 but	 the	 land	 had	 a	 bit	 of	 potential.
Somehow,	 they	 scraped	 a	 living	 from	 it	 and	 soon	 enough	 had	 upgraded	 to	 a
dairy	 farm	 in	Skenes	Creek,	 a	 few	kilometres	 east	 of	Apollo	Bay,	which	 Joey
said	had	potential	to	be	something	big.	Unbelievable	courage	and	determination
in	that	man!
At	 13	 years	 of	 age,	Mum	got	 dragged	 out	 of	 school	 and	was	made	 to	 help

work	 the	 land,	clear	 the	 rocks,	pick	and	shovel	 stuff	and	 tear	down	 the	 thistle.
The	property	was	about	550	acres	–	 a	 lot	of	 it	 unusable	–	but	 Joey,	Lotte	 and
Mum	managed	 to	 clear	 around	 175	 acres	 of	 it.	 You	 have	 to	 hand	 it	 to	 them
because	in	the	years	since	then	the	land	has	become	really	valuable.
Mum	had	a	gift	as	a	runner.	For	sure	the	manual	work	had	developed	her,	both

physically	 and	 mentally.	 She	 trained	 quietly	 when	 the	 opportunity	 arose	 and



began	 to	 surprise	 people	 in	 competitive	 races,	 but	 her	 ambitions	 of	 Olympic
glory	–	a	dreamer,	like	her	son!	–	were	shattered	when	she	got	glandular	fever.
How	unlucky	 is	 that?	 It	knocked	her	about	 for	a	 long	 time	after.	She’d	missed
her	 moment	 and	 didn’t	 run	 competitively	 again.	 And	 she	 never,	 ever
complained.	Mum	is	as	tough	as	they	come	and	probably	the	most	honest	person
I	know.
She	left	the	farm	when	she	was	about	14	to	work	at	the	Apollo	Bay	Hotel,	and

a	couple	of	years	later,	having	made	a	success	of	the	dairy	farm,	Joey	bought	the
girls	a	house	in	Melbourne,	in	Moonee	Ponds,	for	them	to	go	to	school	and	work
there.
In	the	mid-1970s,	Joey	went	inland	to	Gerangamete,	about	35	kilometres	out

of	Colac.	The	beef	market	was	up,	 and	he	wanted	 to	get	out	of	dairy	and	 into
beef.	But	just	as	he	did,	world	beef	prices	collapsed	and	the	US	Government	put
a	 tariff	 on	Australian	 beef.	 There	wasn’t	money	 in	 beef	 anymore,	 so	 he	went
back	to	dairy!
By	this	 time,	Joey	was	easing	up	a	 little	on	the	hard	yards	and	decided	he’d

win	 Tattslotto,	 the	 local	 lottery.	 He	 got	 really	 passionate	 about	 it.	 Joey	 had	 a
book	and	he	used	to	write	down	every	single	Tattslotto	draw	number	because	he
thought	 he’d	 found	 a	 system.	 He	 claimed	 the	 third	 and	 fourth	 division	 prizes
plenty	of	times	–	they	were	never	huge	sums	of	money,	though.
Dad	reckons	Joey	was	a	difficult	bloke	with	a	bad	temper.	He	used	to	get	in

fits	of	rage.	For	instance,	he’d	knock	out	a	cow	if	it	crapped	on	him	while	he	was
milking	–	he	would	be	like	BANG!	He	was	strong	and	wide	but	only	about	five
feet	five	inches	tall.	A	tough	little	character,	like	a	tank.	We	knew	he	was	a	good
farmer,	because	he	was	on	the	front	of	one	of	the	country	magazines	in	Apollo
Bay	 for	 ploughing	 an	 unploughable	 field.	 It	 was	 like	 a	 moonscape	 and	 he
ploughed	it	like	he	was	on	a	mission.	It	was	dangerous	work.	The	plough	would
only	have	to	hit	a	rock	and	jump	out	and	there	was	no	way	you	wouldn’t	end	up
in	 the	creek,	which	my	dad	did	once.	Joey	got	 the	best	out	of	his	crops:	 that’s
what	he	knew.
Then,	out	of	nowhere,	in	the	early	1980s	a	massive	heart	attack	killed	him.	He

just	caved	in,	and	about	three	years	later	my	grandmother	passed,	both	of	them
in	their	mid-to-late	50s.	The	trauma	of	 their	 lives	probably	finally	got	 to	 them.
Like	a	lot	of	first-generation	immigrants,	they	worked	hard	and	died	young.
My	grandmother	was	a	big	 lady	and	nice.	 Jase	and	 I	never	 really	 spent	 that

much	 time	with	Nan	and	Pop	–	as	we	knew	 them	–	although	 I	 remember	Nan
best	for	the	white	chocolate	bars	she	gave	us	off	the	top	shelf	at	her	place.	We
must	have	been	seven	or	eight	back	then.



Nan	worked	as	hard	as	Joey,	if	not	harder	–	she	was	the	silent	type	who	just
got	 on	with	 it.	 It	 was	 terrible	 when	 she	 got	 cancer.	 The	 doctors	 operated	 but
didn’t	hold	out	any	hope	and	sent	her	home	with	three	months	to	live.	Mum	and
Dad	chased	around	and	found	this	guy	called	Milan	Brych	in	the	Cook	Islands,
who	 said	 he	 could	 bring	 cancer	 patients	 to	 remission.	 He	 used	 unorthodox
methods,	alternative	medicine	and	he	made	outrageous	claims	about	easing	the
pain	and	adding	precious	years	to	people’s	lives,	so	the	medical	profession	and
pharma	companies	hated	him.
I	think	Dad	said	he	was	jailed	in	three	different	countries,	under	suspicion	of

false	medical	practice.	But	Brych	never	said	he	could	cure	cancer,	only	delay	the
inevitable.	Twenty-five	per	 cent	of	his	 treatment	was	a	mixture	of	 apple	 seeds
and	other	concoctions,	75	per	cent	of	it	was	him	getting	people	to	believe	that	it
worked.	Brych	 needed	 all	 patients	 to	 bring	medical	 records	with	 them	but	 the
authorities	wouldn’t	release	Nan’s.	Dad	said,	‘You’ve	got	me	on	your	doorstop
until	you	give	me	those	documents.’	Eventually	they	sent	him	to	another	surgery
that	did	hand	them	over.	Mum	then	took	Nan	to	the	Cook	Islands,	Brych	treated
her	and,	 incredibly,	as	promised,	he	gave	her	 three	more	years	of	 life	 than	 the
doctors	 told	 her	 she	 had.	 She	 died	 at	 57.	 It	 was	 sad	 because	 she	 was	 such	 a
positive,	uncomplaining	person.
The	 immigrant	 families	were	hard	people,	 they	never	gave	 in.	 I	guess	 that’s

what	making	a	new	life	in	someone	else’s	country	does	to	you.	They	had	good
manners	 and	 kept	 a	 clean	 slate.	Mum	always	 shoved	 good	manners	 down	our
throat.	 She	 said	manners	were	 free,	 and	 she	 harped	 on	 about	 being	 clean	 and
tidy,	picking	stuff	off	the	floor	–	that	sort	of	thing.	She’s	round	at	my	place	most
days,	organising	washing,	cleaning	and	all	that.	She	loves	it.	I’ve	tried	to	follow
her	 example	 by	 instilling	 good	manners	 into	my	 own	 kids	 and	 thankfully	my
children	are	wonderfully	mannered.
We	 had	 so	many	 laughs,	 and	 we	 still	 do.	 She	 calls	 me	 and	my	 best	 mate,

Aaron	 Hamill,	 the	 former	 Aussie	 Rules	 football	 star,	 the	 two	 ‘Rockafellas’.
‘Where	are	you	Rockafellas	off	to	then?’	That	was	where	the	diuretic	pill	came
from.	‘Rockafella,	you’re	looking	heavy,	try	one	of	my	fluid	tablets.	Look	good,
feel	 good,	 Shane,’	 she	 said.	 ‘Yeah,’	 I	 thought,	 ‘give	 us	 one	 of	 them.’	Oh	my
God!	Little	did	I	know.	More	of	that	later.	What	I	will	say	now	is	that	nothing
hurt	 me	 more	 than	 the	 way	 the	 Cricket	 Australia	 lawyer,	 Andrew	 Thwaites,
bullied	her	in	the	courtroom	during	his	cross-examination.	Like	it	was	her	fault.
Mum	 and	Dad	would	welcome	 everyone	 to	 our	 home,	 it	was	 an	 open-door

policy.	 They	 also	 drove	me	 and	my	 brother	 Jason	 to	 and	 from	 all	 sports	 and
made	sure	we	were	smart	and	ready	for	each	day	of	our	lives.	Mum	worked	the
canteen	 at	 the	 sports	 club	–	 she	was	 always	giving	back	 to	 people.	Neither	 of



them	ever	 interfered,	 they	only	 encouraged.	Mum	 is	 a	very	 special	 person	–	 a
strong	parent	with	a	keen	eye	for	detail	and	an	amazing	ability	to	stand	up	for	me
when	things	get	tough.	I	guess	Mum	is	the	tough	one	who	just	gets	going.

My	Father

My	dad,	Keith,	is	my	other	hero.	A	bit	like	Mum,	he	has	a	tough	story	to	tell.	His
own	father,	Malcolm,	was	born	in	Condobolin,	a	town	with	a	strong	Indigenous
background	in	the	middle	of	New	South	Wales.	‘Mac’,	or	‘Boy’,	as	he	was	also
known,	was	brought	up	on	 the	hard	 side	of	 the	 track	by	my	great-grandfather,
Norman,	who	was	a	big	noise	in	the	town	and	ruled	with	an	iron	fist.	He	would
tie	Mac	and	his	brother	to	the	bed	and	whip	them	if	they	did	anything	wrong.	In
his	 late	 teens	 Mac	 fell	 in	 love	 with	 a	 local	 Catholic	 girl	 called	 Anne,	 but
Norman,	a	committed	Protestant,	wouldn’t	let	him	marry	her.	That	was	Australia
back	 then,	 like	 the	 Catholics	 Jack	 Fingleton	 and	 Bill	 O’Reilly	 against	 the
Protestant	Bradman	and	all	that	stuff	in	the	1930s.
Mac	got	nowhere	in	his	pleas	to	his	old	man,	so	he	left	home	to	join	the	Air

Force.	 One	 leave	 –	 and	 I’ve	 no	 idea	 when	 or	 where	 –	 he	 met,	 and	 quickly
married,	 Dorothy.	 They	 had	 four	 kids,	 one	 of	 which,	 of	 course,	 was	 Dad.
Jumping	years	ahead,	Dorothy	died	and	Mac	was	on	his	own	–	he	was	about	65
or	66	at	this	stage	–	forlorn	and	lonely.	One	ANZAC	Day,	with	nothing	else	to
do,	he	drove	back	to	Condobolin,	still	very	much	a	country	town,	and	the	news
got	out	that	‘Boy’	Warne	was	back	in	town.
‘Tell	 him	 to	 go	 round	 to	 Walter’s	 place,’	 they	 said.	 So	 Mac	 went	 round,

knocked	on	the	door,	and	there	was	this	grey-haired	old	lady,	Anne.	She	lived	in
Albury,	but	by	coincidence	was	in	Condobolin	visiting	friends	–	obviously,	one
of	them	was	this	Walter.	Seeing	Anne	again,	it	was	as	if	Grandpa	had	turned	the
clock	back	50	years.	He	saw	her	as	he’d	always	seen	her	and	she	saw	him	the
same	way.	They	struck	up	a	relationship	again.
Anne	had	had	a	terrible	life	–	an	abusive	husband	and	a	son	who	committed

suicide	–	but	now	she	 and	Grandpa	were	picking	up	where	 they	 left	 off	when
they	were	teenagers.	He	brought	her	down	to	meet	the	family.	She	was	a	lovely
lady,	Dad	says,	and	without	Norman	around	to	stop	them,	they	were	planning	to
get	married.
Six	months	later,	though,	Pa	died	and	poor	Anne	went	back	to	Albury	on	her

own.	It	was	incredibly	sad.	Dad	had	got	a	call	from	him	one	night,	but	when	Pa
heard	 the	 background	 noise	 of	 some	 folks	 having	 a	 good	 time	 at	 a	 social



occasion,	he	said	he’d	call	back	in	a	day	or	two	and	quickly	put	down	the	phone.
Three	days	later,	they	found	him	dead	beside	the	phone	in	a	chair.
He	 used	 to	 wear	 a	 mask	 that	 helped	 him	 breathe,	 and	 the	 enquiry	 into	 his

death	reckoned	he	must	have	been	trying	to	put	it	on	but	couldn’t,	so	he	rang	for
help,	didn’t	get	it	and	panicked.	He’d	been	dead	for	those	three	days	and	all	his
bits	and	pieces	–	the	mask	and	other	stuff	–	were	around	the	chair.	Dad	and	Pa
didn’t	get	on	that	great,	but	Dad	said	he	should	have	known	something	was	up
because	 Pa	 hardly	 ever	 rang.	 I	 was	 14	 when	 he	 passed.	 The	Warnes	 were	 a
complicated	family	in	those	days!
My	father	and	his	sister	were	born	in	Elsternwick,	near	Brighton	of	all	places,

where	I’ve	 lived	so	much	of	my	adult	 life.	When	Pa	returned	from	the	Second
World	War,	 houses	were	 scarce	 and	 the	 owner	 of	 the	 place	 he’d	 been	 renting
kicked	 him	 out.	 The	 four	 of	 them	 out	 on	 the	 street,	 no	 money	 and	 nowhere.
Thank	God	he	qualified	for	a	War	Service	loan	and	bought	a	house	in	Boronia,
up	near	Ferntree	Gully	at	the	foot	of	the	Dandenongs.
Dad	started	at	Ferntree	Gully	Tech	but	wanted	to	move	to	Ringwood	High	for

fifth	 and	 sixth	 form,	 to	 complete	his	 education.	The	problem	was	he	needed	a
uniform	and	the	old	man	couldn’t	afford	one.	Pa	owned	a	service	station	out	at
Coburg,	so	he	said,	‘Why	not	come	and	work	there	and	I’ll	pay	you.	That	way
you	can	save	up,	buy	a	uniform	and	go	to	Ringwood.’	So	he	did.
But	Pa	had	other	ideas.	A	bloke	called	Smedley,	a	customer	at	the	gas	station,

was	CEO	of	a	company	called	Motor	Credits,	a	car	dealership	finance	company.
Pa	fixed	a	job	for	Dad	with	him	–	just	an	errand	boy	to	start	with	–	and	told	Dad
to	forget	the	uniform	and	Ringwood	High	and	go	and	buy	a	suit	instead,	because
he	was	starting	with	Motor	Credits	on	Monday.	Dad	was	around	15	at	the	time.
He	 stayed	 two	years	 and	 then	went	 to	Payne’s	Bon	Marche,	 the	department

store,	to	work	in	the	accounting	department.	Dad	is	brilliant	with	numbers	–	he
looks	at	lists	of	figures	and	has	them	sorted	in	seconds.	He	ended	up	managing
that	store	but	had	enough	of	living	with	Pa	and	decided	to	make	a	clean	break.
He	headed	up	to	Queensland	where	he	picked	fruit,	cut	cane	and	worked	on	the
railways.	 But	 after	 a	 couple	 of	 years,	 his	 mother,	 Dorothy,	 rang	 to	 say	 the
council	had	half	closed	Sydney	Road	where	Pa	had	the	garage.	He	was	losing	a
lot	of	business	and	couldn’t	afford	to	hire	anyone.	Dad’s	soft	heart	got	the	better
of	him	and	back	he	went	to	help	out	his	old	man.
Well,	 how	 about	 this:	 award	 after	 award	 came	 their	way	 for	 being	 the	 best

service	 station	operators	 in	Melbourne:	you	know,	how	 they	 serviced	 the	cars,
looked	after	clients,	treated	customers	and	all	that.	Dad	got	really	good	at	it	until
one	evening	a	teenage	couple	pulled	in	and	told	him	to	clean	their	windscreen.
There	was	a	bit	of	drizzle	on	it,	that’s	all.



‘Err,	 okay,’	 said	Dad,	 and	when	 he’d	 finished	 he	 said,	 ‘Now	 can	 I	 fill	 you
up?’
They	said,	‘Nah,	we	just	wanted	our	windscreen	cleaned	because	we’re	going

to	the	drive-in,’	and	they	started	laughing.
Dad	said,	‘Are	you	really?’,	and	then	picked	up	a	handful	of	dirt	and	chucked

it	across	the	whole	windscreen	before	saying,	‘Now	piss	off.’
He	 turned	 around	 and	 there	was	 his	 old	man	 standing	 in	 the	 doorway	with

steam	coming	out	of	his	ears.	As	far	as	he	was	concerned	the	couple	could	have
been	 set	up	by	his	 rivals	 to	 catch	 them	out.	Dad	 left	 that	day,	 resigned	on	 the
spot,	never	to	return.
He	 then	 went	 into	 white	 goods	 at	 H.	 G.	 Palmer’s,	 but	 that	 didn’t	 suit	 him

much.	He	used	to	have	to	go	to	places	to	repossess	fridges,	amongst	other	things.
A	woman	might	come	to	the	door,	kids	hanging	off	her	skirt	who	hadn’t	eaten
for	a	day,	and	he’d	have	to	say,	‘You	haven’t	paid	for	your	fridge.’	She’d	reply,
‘I	 haven’t	 got	 the	 money,	 I’m	 sorry.’	 The	 kids	 looked	 hungry,	 she	 looked
desperate,	so	he’d	pay	their	monthly	bill	for	them	–	and	even	give	them	money
for	fish	and	chips.
It’s	no	surprise	he	wasn’t	 successful	at	 repossession	work	but	his	heart	won

many	a	day.	Not	least,	 the	day	when	he	met	Brigitte	Szczepiak.	Lotte	said	that
one	day	she	picked	up	Brigitte	after	work,	and	when	Mum	got	into	the	car	she
looked	across	the	road	and	said	to	old	Lotte,	‘You	see	that	man	over	there?	Well,
I	haven’t	met	him	yet	but	I’m	going	to	marry	him.’
She	was	right.	They	were	married	at	St	Paul’s	Church	in	Essendon	three	years

later,	on	Mum’s	21st	birthday.
It	took	a	bit	of	doing.	Dad	was	just	short	of	his	21st	birthday,	he	had	a	second-

hand	car	that	he	owed	600	bucks	on	and	not	another	dime	to	bless	himself	with.
Joey,	who	was	very	protective	of	Mum,	figured	Dad	must	have	had	it	easy	–	you
know,	a	milk	and	honey	 life	–	because	he’d	finished	up	at	H.	G.	Palmer’s	and
was	out	of	a	job,	but	seemed	to	have	successful	parents	who	carried	him	along.
Not	so,	of	course,	but	a	hard	one	for	Dad	to	explain.	‘So	what	ya	got	to	be	worth
my	daughter?’	he	asked.
Dad	 didn’t	 have	 the	 answer	 but	 told	 Joey	 he’d	 prove	 himself	 more	 than

worthy	of	his	daughter,	even	without	his	blessing.	Joey	kind	of	relented	but	then
said	 the	wedding	would	 have	 to	 take	 place	 in	 a	Catholic	 church.	Dad	 said	 no
way:	 ‘I’ll	 pay	 for	my	 own	wedding	 in	my	 own	 place	 and	 you’re	welcome	 to
come,	Joey.’
They	 always	 clashed,	 though	 as	 I	 remember	 it	 Joey	might	 have	 been	 tricky

and	liked	to	play	hard	ball,	but	he	wasn’t	unreasonable.	I	must	be	right	because
to	Dad’s	 amazement,	 Joey	 said,	 ‘Okay,	 I’ll	 give	 you	 a	 start.	 I’ll	 give	 you	 the



house	in	Moonee	Ponds	as	a	wedding	present.’	Incredibly,	Dad	told	him	to	stick
the	house	up	his	arse.	Dad!	Mum	almost	reneged	on	the	marriage!	So	Joey	was	a
generous	guy	after	all,	but	Dad	wanted	to	make	his	own	way	–	like	Joey	had,	I
suppose.	As	a	thank	you	for	his	offer,	Dad	did	Joey’s	books	for	him	for	nothing
and	saved	him	some	mighty	tax	bills.
Joey	was	good	to	me	and	Jason.	He	and	Mum’s	brother-in-law,	Uncle	Chris,

used	to	take	us	for	rides	on	their	farm	motorbikes	and	we’d	feed	the	calves	and
mess	around	in	the	hay	barn.	I	remember	us	kicking	a	football	around	with	him
and	even	setting	up	games	of	cricket.	We	did	that	in	Mornington	too,	in	the	park
opposite	Mac	and	Dorothy’s	place.	Sadly,	both	sets	of	grandparents	had	gone	by
the	time	I	was	15.	I	sometimes	wonder	what	they’d	think	of	the	way	things	have
turned	out.	I	don’t	suppose	a	living	out	of	cricket	was	on	their	radar.
After	 Keith	 and	 Brigitte	 got	 married,	 they	 rented	 a	 unit	 on	 St	 Kilda	 Road,

lived	the	high	life	for	six	months	and	then	suddenly	realised	they	weren’t	saving
a	penny.	While	Mum	was	pregnant	with	me,	they	went	to	live	with	Nan	and	Pa.
Dad	 knuckled	 down	with	 house	 re-blocking	 and	 pest	 control	 and	 then,	 on	 13
September	1969,	Shane	Keith	Warne	was	born	at	William	Angliss	Hospital	 in
Upper	 Ferntree	 Gully.	 Keith	 had	 promised	 Brigitte	 that	 they’d	 have	 a	 house
when	she	came	out	of	hospital,	so	he	flogged	his	car,	borrowed	a	load	from	the
bank,	 arranged	 a	 mortgage,	 and	 bought	 a	 $13,000	 home	 in	 Hampton.	 When
Mum	came	out	of	hospital	with	little	me,	she	went	straight	to	229	Thomas	Street.
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Growin’	Up

The	’Hood

OUR	FIRST	 FAMILY	Home	was	a	 small	Edwardian-style	weatherboard,	built	on	a
large	block	on	the	corner	of	Bronte	Court	and	Thomas	Street,	Hampton	–	a	leafy
middle-class	suburb	in	the	south-east	of	Melbourne.	I	used	my	little	feet	to	scoot
around	 the	 place,	 crashing	 my	 plastic	 motorbike	 into	 anything	 that	 came	 my
way.	 It	 took	a	while	 to	 learn	 to	steer.	 I	was	 just	14	months	when	I	gashed	my
forehead,	smashing	into	a	concrete	step	by	the	back	door,	but	that	had	nothing	on
the	busted	legs	a	couple	of	years	later.	Some	kid	at	nursery	jumped	off	a	mound
and	landed	on	my	legs	–	snap.
I	 was	 three-and-a-half	 years	 old	 and	 was	 in	 traction	 for	 a	 few	 days	 at	 the

Royal	Children’s	Hospital.	Mum	and	Dad	weren’t	allowed	to	sleep	over	in	those
days	and	I	pleaded	with	them	every	evening	not	to	leave,	often	screaming	in	fear
of	what	might	happen	next.	They	reckon	it	was	pretty	traumatic.	When	I	got	out
of	hospital	I	was	plastered	from	neck	to	knee.	It	was	a	spiral	fracture	and	nothing
was	supposed	 to	move	 for	months	during	 the	healing	period,	 so	 I	 lay	 flat	on	a
trolley	and	scooted	round	the	house	on	that	too.
Life	 wasn’t	 easy	 for	 my	 folks.	 Not	 having	 a	 specific	 professional

qualification,	Dad	 did	 all	 sorts	 of	work	 –	 cane	 cutting,	 house	 re-blocking	 and
office	 and	 sales	 jobs,	 as	 I’ve	 mentioned,	 including	 a	 spell	 at	 Pink	 Pages.	 He
landed	 a	 good	 one	 with	 Prudential	 Insurance	 and	 the	 two	 of	 them	 further
subsidised	family	costs	by	taking	on	after-hours	contract	cleaning.	Dad	washed
and	 polished	 the	 floors	 at	 the	 blood	 bank	 in	 the	 city	 and	 Mum	 looked	 after
offices	 in	nearby	Sandringham.	She	took	me	and	my	brother,	Jason	–	who	had
been	born,	like	me,	in	Ferntree	Gully,	21	months	after	his	elder	bro	–	with	her,
and	we	helped	by	emptying	bins	and	tidying	up.	At	least,	we	thought	we	did.	We
probably	just	got	in	the	way.
Don’t	 ask	me	 how	 it	 came	 about,	 but	Mum	 also	worked	 for	 Bob	Hawke’s

wife,	 Hazel,	 cleaning	 the	 house	 and	 helping	 out	 when	 Bob	 had	 meetings	 or



events	at	home	in	Royal	Avenue,	Sandringham.	We	used	to	have	a	hit	on	Bob’s
tennis	 court	 and,	 as	 we	 grew	 up,	 he	 used	 to	 come	 and	 play	 with	 us,	 often
introducing	us	to	visiting	heavies	–	politicians	and	celebrities	–	who	played	too.
We	loved	Bob,	still	do:	Australia’s	best-ever	Prime	Minister	in	my	opinion.
We	had	beautiful	neighbours	in	Thomas	Street.	The	mother	of	the	family	was

a	friendly	lady	called	Marge	Lucas,	who	used	to	keep	an	eye	out	for	me	on	my
bike	or	walking	home	from	school	and	leave	out	a	pint	of	silver-top	milk	in	the
old	bottles.	Sometimes	 she’d	make	me	a	Blue	Heaven	milkshake	 and,	 right	 to
this	day,	I	pass	shops	–	like	the	old-fashioned	fish-and-chip	places	–	and	nip	in
to	 see	 if	 they’ve	 got	 ’em.	 It’s	 like	 a	 sort	 of	 bubble-gum	 vanilla	 ice-cream	 –
amazing.	My	daughter	Brooke,	who	works	in	a	local	cafe,	surprises	me	with	one
sometimes.	Good	girl,	Brookie!
It	was	in	this	neighbourhood,	often	in	the	park	across	the	road,	that	I	was	an

AFL	 champion	 and	 an	 Aussie	 cricketer,	 a	 dreamer,	 a	 rock	 star	 and	 budding
petrol	head.	Dad	loved	cars;	Jase	and	I	used	to	help	him	clean	them	at	weekends.
He	had	a	Ford	GT	Phase	III	prototype	–	only	a	few	were	ever	made.	At	different
times,	 he	 also	 had	 a	 Corvette	 Stingray,	 a	 Holden	 Monaro	 GTS	 and	 a	 Brock
Group	 A	 and	 Group	 3	 Holden	 Commodore	 (named	 after	 the	 legendary
Australian	 driver	 Peter	 Brock).	 When	 I	 was	 about	 17,	 I	 remember	 saying	 to
myself	while	we	were	washing	the	Group	A	Commodore,	‘One	day	I’m	going	to
have	a	car	like	this.’	It	was	a	blue	Brock	Commodore	and	I’d	sit	in	the	driver’s
seat,	take	hold	of	the	steering	wheel	and	imagine	cruising	round	the	’hood.
By	now,	Dad	was	working	in	the	pest-control	business	and	he	was	away	a	lot,

but	when	he	was	home	I	badgered	him	to	play	ball	or	to	wash	the	car	together	–
stuff	 sons	and	 fathers	do.	Then	 I	 started	 to	 travel	 everywhere	with	him,	 in	 the
back	of	the	Ford	GT.
That	 Ford	 was	 something.	 It	 was	 a	 prototype	 that	 was	 put	 together	 at	 the

factory	in	Geelong	for	the	big	Phase	IIIs.	A	guy	called	Al	Turner,	I	think,	who
was	a	Ford	team	manager	at	the	time,	tested	it	down	Conrod	Straight	at	Bathurst.
It	did	an	astonishing	164	miles	per	hour	 (264	kilometres	per	hour)	 and	 then	 it
came	 up	 for	 sale	 after	 testing.	 Dad	 borrowed	 some	 money	 and	 bought	 it	 at
Preston	Ford	in	Essendon	–	how	they	got	hold	of	it,	I	don’t	know.	Anyway,	Dad
had	 it	 and	 I	 loved	 it.	 It	was	 just	 a	 brutal	 car	 and	magnificent.	He	wrote	 it	 off
eventually,	which	gave	the	insurance	company	a	shock.
I’ve	 had	 a	 few	 great	 cars	 myself:	 Ferrari	 355,	 Ferrari	 360,	 Lamborghini

Superleggera	 (probably	 the	 best	 I’ve	 ever	 had,	 an	 unbelievable	 car),
Lamborghini	Murcielago,	Mercedes,	BMW,	and	wait	for	it	–	yep,	a	blue	Brock
Commodore	 of	 my	 own.	 Boom!	 When	 I’m	 away,	 Dad	 takes	 the	 cars	 of	 the
moment	round	the	block,	or	further	–	‘to	make	sure	everything	is	okay’,	he	says.



‘Yeah,	Dad,	right,	just	make	sure	you	fill	’em	up	when	you’re	done!’	I	love	that
he	does	that.
I	 think	 I	 was	 seven	when	we	moved	 to	 Beach	 Road	 in	 Black	 Rock,	 a	 few

kilometres	from	Hampton.	The	day	we	arrived,	we	found	a	cat	that	had	been	hit
by	a	 car	 and	was	badly	beaten	–	battered,	 actually	–	but	 it	was	 still	 alive.	We
nursed	 it	 back	 to	 health	 and	 called	 it	 Rocky,	 because	 at	 that	 stage	 the	 Rocky
movies	were	out.	And	like	the	cat,	Rocky	didn’t	give	up.	I	loved	that	cat.	I	had
two	other	pets,	both	dogs	–	one	a	tiny	white	fluffy	poodle	that	I	was	too	young	to
remember	 much	 about	 and	 a	 terrier	 called	 Bronte,	 after	 our	 home	 at	 Bronte
Court.	Bronte	and	I	got	on	really	well	and	he	followed	me	to	school	most	days	–
me	on	my	bike,	him	jogging	along	behind.	Then,	one	day,	Bronte	was	hit	by	a
car	and	killed.	I	was	devastated	and	never	wanted	a	dog	again.	I	suppose	it	was
my	first	emotional	hit	and	I	didn’t	like	it	one	bit.
The	 best	 of	 the	 guys	 out	 on	 the	 street	 was	 David	 Beck.	 As	 kids,	 we	 were

inseparable	and	he	had	a	hot	sister	called	Sarah,	who	kept	us	all	interested.	Life
was	simple	then	–	you	know,	from	hide	and	seek	to	sport,	music,	cars	and	girls.
We	all	worshipped	 the	Fonz	from	the	TV	show	Happy	Days	and	 the	 top	footy
players	–	they	were	our	heroes.
Becky	saved	my	life	once.	We	lived	right	opposite	Half	Moon	Bay,	where	the

HMAS	Cerberus,	 which	was	 used	 as	 a	 guard	 ship	 and	munitions	 store	 in	 the
First	World	War,	had	been	sold	for	scrap	and	sunk	as	a	breakwater	off	the	bay	in
the	1920s.	Jase,	Becky	and	I	used	to	swim	out	there	and	in	and	out	of	the	hull.
One	day	a	group	of	us	were	diving	off	the	painted	railings	on	the	pier,	and	I	lost
my	footing	on	the	new	gloss	paint	Dad	had	warned	me	about.	As	if	you	listen	at
13!	So	 I	was	 trying	 to	dive	out	 and	over	 the	 jetty	but,	well,	 got	 it	wrong.	My
head	hit	the	edge	of	the	pier	and	it	knocked	me	out.
I	was	floating	face	down	when	Becky	saw	me,	went	for	the	leap,	made	it	and

turned	me	over.	Some	of	the	other	lads	helped	to	drag	me	out,	while	another	one
ran	to	the	house	and	called	Dad.	He	fixed	me	up.	I	ended	up	with	a	small	scar
near	my	eye,	that’s	all.	Lucky	boy.	Unfortunately,	I’ve	lost	contact	with	Becky.
Pity,	because	he	was	a	great	bloke	and	as	good	an	all-round	sportsman	as	 I’ve
ever	seen.
Anyway,	 here’s	 a	 story.	 Mum	 used	 to	 cook	 up	 a	 storm	 and	 we’d	 all	 eat

everything.	One	day,	Jason	was	diagnosed	with	a	nasty	 infected	ear.	Mum	had
read	 an	 old	wives’	 tale	 about	 treating	 ear	 infections	with	warm	 onion	 juice	 –
apparently,	 it	would	 reduce	swelling	and	 relieve	 the	pain.	So	she	heated	up	an
onion,	extracted	the	juice	and	syringed	a	few	drops	into	Jason’s	ear.	It	worked	–
eureka!	–	but	apparently	all	this	attention	on	Jason,	and	these	onions,	put	me	off
my	food,	so	much	so	that	one	night	I	refused	to	eat.	The	next	night	too,	and	the



next.	I	just	ran	out	of	interest	in	food	and	have	never	recovered	it.	Not	until	I	met
Elizabeth	 Hurley	 anyway,	 who	 improved	 my	 diet	 from	 nachos,	 pizza,	 cheese
toasties	 and	 spaghetti	 bolognese	 to	 the	 healthier	 stuff.	 I	 haven’t	 stuck	 with	 it
enough.	Blame	Mum	and	the	onions.
By	the	way,	I	must	explain	‘Harry’	as	well.	It	used	to	be	a	running	joke	in	my

family	and	 it	 started	out	with	Jason	and	me	calling	Dad	 ‘Harry’.	 I	don’t	know
why,	we	just	did.	I	 think	it	was	because	he	looked	like	Clint	Eastwood	–	Dirty
Harry.	Then	for	some	reason	Mum	became	Harry	as	well.	Then	they	both	started
calling	me	Harry.	So	I	called	Jase	Harry.	Imagine	what	that	was	like	round	the
house!	 Someone	 would	 shout	 ‘Harry’	 and	 everyone	 would	 answer.	 Nuts.	 But
funny.
I’d	started	school	 life	at	Sandringham	Primary	and	pretty	quickly	was	riding

my	bike	 to	 get	 there.	We	played	 a	 lot	 of	 football	 and	 cricket	 in	 the	 street	 and
tennis	behind	 the	Country	Women’s	Association	 flats,	which	were	a	couple	of
doors	up	from	us.	Dad	looked	after	the	maintenance	of	the	courts	and	in	return
we	got	to	use	them	for	free.
We	had	10	cents	a	week	pocket	money	and	could	supplement	it	with	20	cent

jobs	 like	washing	 the	 car,	 putting	 the	bins	 out,	 clearing	 the	 leaves,	 cutting	 the
edges	of	 the	 lawn	real	neat.	Then	I’d	buy	10	cents	worth	of	chips	 for	 the	bike
ride	 to	 school,	 stuff	 them	 in	my	backpack	and	get	 into	 them	at	 the	 first	 traffic
lights.	Actually,	a	10	cent	bag	of	 lollies	was	 the	best	value	–	a	banana	stick,	a
chocman,	spearmint	leaf,	strawberry	cream,	the	lot.	After	the	‘Oniongate’	scene
at	home,	I	didn’t	eat	much,	except	toast	with	vegemite,	and	pizza	maybe.	I	was
skinny	like	you	wouldn’t	believe,	until	I	went	to	England	in	1989	and	discovered
pints.
It	was	a	25-minute	bike	ride	from	our	place	to	school	and	you	picked	up	mates

along	the	way,	forming	a	gang.	The	girls	were	in	too:	Lisa	Tregenza,	who	I	had
the	hots	for;	Carmel	Finlay,	who	was	a	great	girl,	really	easy-going;	and	Pauline
Vaughan	and	Michelle	Scott,	who	I	had	crushes	on	at	different	stages	of	school
life.	In	my	head,	I	was	going	to	marry	Michelle.	I	haven’t	seen	or	heard	of	any	of
them	since!	Lisa	was	the	first	girl	to	make	me	nervous.	She	was	a	bit	older	than
the	rest	of	us	and	I’d	leave	home	early	in	the	hope	of	catching	some	time	with
her	 on	 our	 own	 before	 the	 other	 guys	 turned	 up.	 That	 didn’t	work	 out	much,
though!	I’ve	often	wondered	what	happened	to	Lisa,	and	especially	to	Michelle.
Jase	 and	 I	were	 right	 into	 ‘Little	Athletics’	 too:	 getting	 fit,	meeting	 a	 lot	 of

good	mates,	 learning	about	competition	and	setting	goals	for	 improvement.	On
Saturdays	 we	 were	 always	 at	 the	 East	 Sandringham	 Boys	 Club.	 There	 were
matches	for	the	Under	10s	in	both	footy	and	cricket	but	I	was	slow	on	the	take



for	cricket,	preferring	 tennis	back	then.	Dad,	Jason	and	I	played	a	 lot	of	 tennis
and	kicked	a	footy	all	day	long	–	park,	side	streets,	yard,	wherever.
We	were	all	about	sport	–	if	you	didn’t	play	you	were	on	the	outer.	We	did	the

drive-in	sometimes,	when	you’d	hook	up	your	car	radio	to	an	AM	station	with
the	speaker	on	and	watch	movies	with	Mum	and	Dad.	But	never	on	Fridays.	It
was	always	early	to	bed	on	Friday	to	be	good	for	Saturday	sport.

We	finally	caught	on	to	cricket	during	Kerry	Packer’s	unbelievable	World	Series
Cricket	era,	a	kind	of	fever	in	the	late	’70s.	I	went	with	Jase	to	the	first	game	out
at	Waverley.	WSC	came	out	of	nowhere	and	captured	our	 imagination	like	 the
sport	 hadn’t	 done	 before.	 It’s	 hard	 to	 exaggerate	 the	 impact	 it	 had	 on	 all	 of
Australia,	not	to	mention	the	rest	of	the	cricketing	world.	It	was	the	rock	and	roll
of	the	moment,	both	sexy	and	cool.	Previously	when	we	watched	a	Test	match,
there	were	 players	we	 didn’t	 know,	 all	 in	 the	 same	white	 gear,	with	 only	 one
camera	behind	the	bowler’s	arm	–	and	the	wicketkeeper’s	arse	every	second	over
–	filming	them	and	low-key	commentary	talking	about	it	all.	The	kids	of	the	day
couldn’t	 understand	 what	 was	 going	 on,	 and	 there	 was	 no-one	 to	 ignite	 their
interest,	so	they	didn’t	much	care	about	it.
The	second	year	of	World	Series	Cricket,	1978/79,	was	when	I	have	my	first

recollections	of	playing	 the	sport	 in	 the	backyard.	Jason’s	favourite	player	was
the	South	African	fast	bowler	Garth	Le	Roux,	so	Jase	bowled	for	the	World	XI
and	I	batted	for	Australia	–	the	Chappells	mainly	and	Rod	Marsh.	The	back	gate
was	the	wicket	and	we	played	these	elaborate	games	mimicking	all	those	guys.
We	 could	 all	 do	 a	 Viv	 Richards	 and	 a	 pretty	 good	 Chappelli,	 with	 his	 shirt
unbuttoned,	collar	up,	chewing	gum,	looking	like	he	was	at	war.
We’d	imitate	Dennis	Lillee	too,	with	his	shirt	unbuttoned	as	well,	all	the	way

down	 to	his	navel,	his	 appeals,	 the	way	he	wiped	 the	 sweat	 from	his	 forehead
with	 a	 flick	of	 his	 right	 forefinger;	Greg	Chappell,	 upright	 and	 elegant	 and	 so
determined;	David	Hookes,	so	exciting.	All	of	them	in	the	backyard	against	guys
like	Le	Roux,	Barry	Richards	and	Clive	Rice	–	the	South	Africans	we	missed.
Of	all	 the	players	 in	WSC,	 the	stand-out	was	Viv.	Even	 today,	he’s	 the	best

batsman	I’ve	ever	seen.	From	when	I	was	10,	Viv	stood	alongside	Peter	Knights
from	 Hawthorn	 footy	 club	 and	 Trevor	 Barker	 of	 St	 Kilda	 –	 they	 were	 both
spectacular,	 flamboyant	players	–	 as	 a	 sporting	god	 in	my	eyes.	 It	was	Trevor
who	christened	me	‘Hollywood’,	by	the	way.
I’ll	talk	later	on	in	the	book	about	Wisden’s	five	players	of	the	century,	but	my

men	of	that	century	were	Kerry	Packer,	Austin	Robertson,	John	Cornell,	Richie



Benaud,	Tony	Greig	and	Ian	Chappell	–	those	guys	changed	cricket	forever	and
made	 it	 better	 and	more	 lucrative	 for	 those	of	us	who	 followed.	 In	 fact,	 every
player	 since	 should	 say	 a	 huge	 thank	 you	 to	 them	 every	 day!	 To	 me	World
Series	Cricket	was	the	best	cricket	ever	played.	I’ve	watched	hours	of	it	on	film
and	 haven’t	 seen	 anything	 better.	 I	 really	 wish	 the	 stats	 from	 those	 matches
counted	in	the	career	averages	of	the	players.
Anyway,	 I	 played	 footy	 all	winter	 at	 East	 Sandy	 and	 then	Dad	 suggested	 I

start	playing	cricket	at	 the	club	in	summer	as	well.	But	even	though	I	was	into
the	WSC	thing,	I	still	hadn’t	found	the	passion	for	cricket	that	was	to	eventually
consume	my	life.	Living	over	 the	road	from	the	beach	and	with	all	my	friends
hanging	out	there,	I	was	like,	‘Damn,	I’m	standing	in	a	field	for	six	hours	–	I’d
rather	 be	 down	 the	 beach!’	 I	 was	 alright,	 though,	 a	 batsman	 mainly.	 I	 tried
wicketkeeping	and	fast	bowling,	anything	to	keep	interested.	I	was	about	10	or
11	when	I	started	to	bowl	a	few	leg-breaks	for	the	first	time.
It	wasn’t	 until	 I	was	 11,	 though,	 training	 in	 the	 nets,	 that	 I	 tried	mimicking

Kim	Pitt,	 who	was	 the	 club’s	 first-team	 spinner.	 It	 came	 out	 great	 and	 I	 kept
doing	it.	Everyone	at	the	club	paid	some	attention	then.	So	did	I,	as	I	could	spin
it,	albeit	inconsistently.

I	should	say	a	few	extra	words	about	Dad.	He	sacrificed	everything	for	me	and
Jason,	working	all	hours	to	put	a	roof	over	our	head.	He’s	a	popular	guy	and	a
smart	 guy	 but,	 as	 I’ve	 mentioned,	 he	 was	 brought	 up	 the	 hard	 way	 and,	 on
occasions,	 he	 wasn’t	 afraid	 to	 let	 us	 know.	 He’s	 spot	 on	 with	 all	 his	 advice,
although	unfortunately	 I	 don’t	 listen	 to	 it	 as	much	as	 I	 should.	Why?	Because
he’s	my	dad.	Duh!	If	he	was	my	financial	adviser,	I’d	probably	say,	‘Yeah	that’s
a	great	 idea,’	but	because	 it’s	my	dad,	 it’s	 like,	 ‘Yeah,	okay,	Dad,’	and	 I	miss
out.
One	Christmas	I	wanted	a	new	bike	but	money	was	tight	so	Dad	built	me	one

from	scratch	himself	–	it	was	a	super-cool	bike	too.	He	saved	money	on	that	so
he	could	buy	me	the	new	blue-coloured	footy	boots	that	all	the	guys	were	using.
How	thoughtful	is	that!
He	was	 strict,	 though.	 I	 remember	 a	 few	 times	 arguing	with	 him	 in	 the	 car

before	slamming	the	door	and	walking	off,	and	he’d	jump	out	and	grab	me	and
say,	‘Respect	the	car.	This	is	my	car	–	treat	it	with	respect	or	there’s	trouble.’	I
remember	Jase	came	home	drunk	one	night	when	he	was	16	or	17	and	threw	up
everywhere.	Dad	wasn’t	 happy.	He	 said,	 ‘You	 do	whatever	 you	want	 in	 your
house	but	this	is	the	family	home	–	you	don’t	vomit	in	the	family	home,’	and	he
made	him	get	down	on	his	hands	and	knees	and	clean	it	up	with	a	spoon	and	an
empty	milk	carton.	Jase	never	came	home	drunk	again	–	neither	did	I.



As	 I’ve	 said,	 it	wasn’t	 tender	 loving	 care	 in	 our	 house.	At	 times	 I	 resented
how	strict	 it	was	–	when	we	were	younger,	we	had	dinner	at	6	pm	and	bed	at
eight	(we	couldn’t	even	watch	Prisoner!)	–	which	is	why	I’m	more	lenient	with
my	own	kids.	I	sure	learnt	a	lot	from	Mum	and	Dad	but	definitely	didn’t	adopt
enough	 of	 what	 I	 learnt.	 For	 example,	 my	 grandfather	 on	 Dad’s	 side	 died	 of
emphysema	 but	Dad	 stayed	 a	 smoker	 for	 27	 years	 until,	 guess	what,	 his	 lung
collapsed.	I	was	16	when	he	finally	stopped	and	it	was	about	then	that	I	started
full	on.	Mum	was	really	disappointed:	‘I’ve	just	got	rid	of	a	bloke	who	smoked
for	27	years,	now	you	start,	Harry.	You’re	stupid.’
I’d	started	smoking	a	few	years	before	that,	though.	Jase	smoked	a	bit	too.	We

used	to	hide	cigarettes	under	the	fire	hydrant	in	the	street	around	the	corner	in	a
plastic	cover	–	Peter	Jackson	10-packs	that	cost	about	30	cents.	Mum	and	Dad
knew	where	 they	were,	of	course,	and	 the	next	 time	we	went	back	 it	was	 like,
‘Jesus,	 someone	 has	 taken	 our	 smokes	 again.’	We	 used	 to	 rub	 berries	 on	 our
hands	so	you	couldn’t	smell	it	but	they	knew.
When	Jase	and	 I	were	11	or	12,	Dad	 locked	us	 in	a	closet.	He	said,	 ‘If	you

guys	want	 to	 smoke,	 here’s	 a	 pack	 each.	You’re	 not	 coming	 out	 until	 you’ve
smoked	 the	 lot.’	 I	 was	 violently	 ill	 after	 a	 couple	 of	 smokes,	 coughing	 and
spluttering,	 shouting,	 ‘Dad,	 let	 me	 out!’	 But	 Jase	 stayed	 in	 there	 for	 hours,
smoked	the	lot	and	then	came	out	and	said,	‘Any	more,	Dad?	How	many	more
you	got?’	That	was	Jase.
Dad	was	 not	 a	 cricketer	 but	 he	 decided	 he	wanted	 to	 play	with	 his	 boys.	 I

reckon	I	was	about	16	by	then,	and	he’d	watch	us	in	matches	in	the	morning	and
then	come	and	field	in	the	arvo	when	we	were	playing	in	the	seniors.	He	was	no
cricketer	–	he	batted	at	11	and	didn’t	bowl	–	but	he	had	a	great	throw	and	caught
pretty	 well.	 Then	 after	 a	 Saturday	 afternoon	 game,	 he’d	 take	 us	 down	 to	 the
bottle	store	and	buy	us	a	beer.	At	least	we	thought	he	did.	It	was	alcohol-free	but
Jase	and	I	thought	we	were	such	dudes	having	a	beer	every	Saturday	with	Dad.	It
was	so	cool,	a	lovely	thing	for	him	to	do.
We	shared	a	lot,	as	boys	and	their	fathers	do	–	sport	and	music,	family	mates.

We	 all	 got	 on.	 During	 my	 playing	 career,	 if	 Dad	 was	 anywhere	 near	 the
dressing-room	 the	Vics	 guys	 and	Aussie	 guys	would	 always	 say,	 ‘Hey,	Keith,
come	on	in	for	a	beer,’	and	he’d	hang	out	there	with	Boon	and	Marsh,	AB,	Merv
and	Mark	Taylor.	They	all	loved	having	him	around.	He’s	a	good	talker,	a	kind
man	and	no	ego.



Year	on	year	 I	was	doing	great	 at	 footy,	 and	 at	 16	years	old,	 after	 kicking	16
goals	in	one	match	and	eight	in	the	next,	I	was	picked	in	a	representative	side	to
go	down	 to	Tasmania.	There	was	 this	guy,	Peter	Hudson,	who	was	one	of	 the
best	full-forwards	in	the	history	of	the	sport.	He’d	retired	by	now	and	owned	a
pub	in	Tassie.	He	watched	me	kick	those	goals	and	wanted	me	billeted	at	the	pub
but	they	wouldn’t	let	minors	in,	so	I	missed	out.	They	say	he	kept	an	eye	on	me
–	‘Who	is	this	kid:	he	must	be	a	talent’	–	but	unfortunately	I	never	met	him.	He
was	right	in	a	way,	but	not	how	he	expected!
I	was	 locked	 between	 football	 and	 tennis.	 The	 next	 summer,	 still	 16,	 up	 at

Tulip	Street	I	played	Section	1	men’s	tennis	and	had	daily	lessons,	but	I	was	still
playing	 cricket	 –	 and	 I	 was	 liking	 it	 more	 with	 each	 day.	 The	 tennis	 even
impacted	on	footy	training	and	I	remember	going	to	my	coach,	Les	Burkwood,
who	 said	 I	was	 a	 pussy	 for	 playing	 the	 sport.	 I	mean,	 in	 those	days	Borg	 and
McEnroe	 were	 cool	 –	 and	 I	 liked	 Jimmy	 Connors’	 passion	 too	 –	 but	 Aussie
Rules	was	king.
I	still	remember	Dad	saying,	‘If	you’re	not	playing	football,	you	have	to	tell

the	coach.’	I	was	terrified	of	the	bloke.	Les	told	me	I	was	taking	a	soft	option,
but	 anyway,	 that	was	 that	 and	 I	 had	 a	 year	 off	 footy	 –	 and	 cricket	 too	 –	 and
played	 tennis	 non-stop	 all	 year	 round.	 I	 was	 super	 fit	 and	 ranked	 three	 in
Victoria	in	my	age	group.
All	that	came	to	an	abrupt	end	at	the	start	of	the	next	summer.	I	was	in	Year	9

and	playing	for	Hampton	High,	when	I	was	chosen	for	a	combined	High	Schools
cricket	match	against	Mentone	Grammar.	I	got	six	wickets	and	made	a	quick	60.
Then	I	played	football	for	the	same	combined	High	Schools	team	–	again	against
Mentone	Grammar	–	and	kicked	10.	The	people	there	said,	‘Hang	on,	this	bloke
has	just	taken	six	wickets	and	made	60,	and	now	he’s	kicked	10	against	us	in	the
footy.	He’s	pretty	good	–	he	needs	to	be	at	our	school.’
They	approached	Dad	and	offered	me	a	scholarship,	which	was	pretty	cool	at

the	time.	Dad	wanted	Jason	there	too	but	couldn’t	afford	full	fees,	so	he	cleverly
negotiated	 a	 discount!	 So	 the	 tennis	 stopped,	 and	 from	 then	 on	 I	was	 focused
totally	on	the	football	and	cricket.
Out	of	nowhere,	there	we	were	at	Mentone	Grammar	and	suddenly	had	these

unbelievable	cricket	facilities	–	turf	pitches,	all	sorts.	I	had	two	wonderful	South
African	coaches	–	John	Mason,	who	had	something	wrong	with	his	leg	and	sat
on	 a	 shooting-stick	 running	 practice	 sessions,	 and	Barry	 Irons,	who	 had	 a	 big
moustache	and	really	knew	the	game.
I	 was	 a	 number	 four	 batsman	 and	 part-time	 leg-spinner.	 I	 just	 wasn’t

consistent	 enough,	 though,	 bowling	 a	 good	 one	 here	 and	 there,	 then	 two
shockers,	 and	 trying	a	 flipper	 that	was	 just	a	 fast	 seamer.	Anyway,	 in	my	 first



year,	 the	 summer	 of	 1985,	 I	 went	 on	 a	 trip	 down	 to	Gippsland,	 in	 south-east
Victoria,	 to	 a	 first	XI	 tournament.	Being	 just	 a	 new	kid	 I	wasn’t	 expecting	 to
play,	 but	 I	 was	 picked	 for	 the	 second	 game	 and	 broke	 the	 teeth	 of	 the
wicketkeeper	with	a	big	leg-break	that	fizzed	and	bounced	and	whacked	him	full
in	the	mouth,	messing	up	his	teeth.	People	were	thinking,	‘Who	is	this	bloke?!’	I
slogged	a	few	with	the	bat	too.	We	won	the	tournament	and	I	ended	up	captain
of	the	cricket	side	and	of	the	Associated	Grammar	Schools	team,	batting	at	four
and	 ripping	 out	 some	 liquorice-allsort	 leg-spinners,	 but	 breaking	 all	 sorts	 of
records.	That	was	really	the	start	of	the	cricket	thing.

School’s	Out

Of	course,	 it	wasn’t	 just	 sport	 at	Mentone	Grammar,	 and	 it	wasn’t	 all	 fun	and
games.	When	I	was	in	Year	12,	I	remember	one	teacher	smashing	me	across	the
face	with	a	text	book.	Those	old	Year	12	text	books	were	big.	I	got	up	and	was
looking	for	something	to	throw	at	him	and	saw	a	hard-backed	duster.	It	hit	him
straight	in	the	balls.	There	was	a	big	white	outline	of	the	duster	on	his	pants	and
everyone	in	the	class	was	laughing.
Predictably,	he	sent	me	to	the	principal,	Keith	Jones,	who	was	a	decent	bloke.

I	admitted	that	I	was	being	a	smart	arse	in	class,	disruptive	and	disinterested,	but
I	also	said	that	the	teacher	couldn’t	belt	me	across	the	face	and	get	away	with	it.
Jones	said	that	what	I’d	done	was	no	good	–	‘You	know	the	routine,	Warne,

pull	your	blazer	up,	pull	your	pants	down,	I’m	going	to	practise	my	golf	swing
on	you.’	Then,	not	for	the	first	time,	he	gave	me	six	of	the	best	–	six	smashings
on	the	arse	with	a	cane.	I	got	it	in	exactly	the	same	spot,	not	six	different	spots,
and	I	knew	about	it.
A	few	of	us	used	to	get	caned	a	bit	by	Jones	and	in	the	end	we	worked	out	a

plan.	Sometimes	we’d	wear	four	or	five	pairs	of	jocks	because	we	figured	that	if
we	got	sent	out	of	class	we	were	going	to	get	the	cane.	The	extra	padding	was
just	in	case	we	got	hammered.
I	 seemed	 to	get	 a	 lot	 of	 those	 smashings	–	more	 than	most.	They	 started	 in

Year	11	and	they	happened	about	once	a	fortnight;	a	combination	between	Jones
and	this	bloke	Sergeant	Evans,	who	took	a	real	disliking	to	me.
Our	 school	 had	 a	 cadet	 program,	 where	 kids	 would	 be	 kitted	 out	 in	 army

uniform	and	get	 taught	some	of	 the	basics	of	army	training	–	marching	and	all
that.	We	had	to	wear	the	khaki	green	stuff	–	big	black	boots,	belt,	etc	–	and	you
had	to	be	able	to	see	your	reflection	in	everything.	You	had	to	get	the	Brasso	and
shine	 up	 the	 buckle	 of	 the	 belt	 and	 polish	 up	 the	 leather	 as	well.	You	 had	 to



polish	 your	 shoes	 too	 and	 if	 anything	 wasn’t	 perfect,	 it	 was,	 ‘Right,	 into	 my
office.’	That	wasn’t	 the	only	 reason	Sergeant	Evans	didn’t	 like	me	 that	much,
though.	It	was	the	usual	stuff	–	my	lippy	backchat	and	unwillingness	to	conform,
as	well	as	smoking	on	the	bus	or	at	school.
He	used	to	sneak	onto	the	Cromer	Road	bus	that	went	from	my	place	in	Black

Rock,	 down	Beach	Road,	 left	 up	Balcombe,	 then	 down	Cromer,	 dropping	 the
girls	off	first	at	Mentone	Girls	Grammar	and	then	the	boys.	We	used	to	have	a
few	smokes	up	the	back	of	the	bus	and	he’d	appear	out	of	nowhere,	catching	us
out.	 He	 nailed	 me	 all	 the	 time	 –	 whether	 it	 was	 smoking	 or	 whatever.
‘WARNE!!!!’
I	hated	the	bloke	and	in	the	end	I	was	doing	this	stuff	on	purpose	just	to	piss

him	 off.	 One	 night,	 Mum	 saw	 the	 stripes	 on	 my	 bum	 –	 welts	 actually.	 She
reckoned	 I	was	 a	 bit	 of	 a	mongrel	 at	 the	 time	 and	 probably	 deserved	most	 of
what	I	was	getting,	but,	she	said	 to	 them,	do	you	have	 to	smash	him	that	bad?
There	was	 something	 about	 sportsmen	 and	 the	 army,	 I	 reckon,	 as	 if	 Sergeant
Evans	figured	we	had	a	sense	of	entitlement	–	us	blokes	with	a	bit	of	flair	and
personality,	 a	bit	 of	 spunk	–	 and	 that	 it	 needed	 taking	down	a	peg	or	 two.	He
might	have	had	a	point.
Everyone	liked	the	principal,	even	though	he	used	to	belt	us.	He	was	respected

for	running	a	fantastic	school.	There	was	another	wonderful	teacher	called	Tony
Drinan,	a	legend	–	everyone	loved	Tony.	Me	and	my	mates	from	school	used	to
bump	into	him	at	the	footy,	watching	St	Kilda	play	at	Moorabbin;	he	was	always
on	 the	 piss.	We’d	 shout	 ‘Tony!!’	 and	 he’d	 give	 us	 a	 thumbs	 up,	 hammering
down	those	beer	cans.	See,	he	loved	St	Kilda	–	he	was	passionate	about	the	club
–	and	he	sat	 there	 in	 the	outer	never	missing	a	minute.	Sometimes	he’d	say	 to
me,	‘What	have	you	done	to	upset	Sergeant	Evans	this	time,	mate?’	I’d	tell	him
and	he’d	say,	‘Hang	on	in	there,	keep	your	cool,	don’t	wind	him	up	anymore.’
And	then	we’d	go	back	to	talking	footy	while	he	knocked	back	the	beer.
I’m	writing	about	this	because	school	is	so	different	today.	In	the	mid-1980s,

that	kind	of	stuff	was	 the	norm	–	not	 just	at	our	school,	but	all	schools.	 If	you
went	 to	a	private	school,	you’d	get	 the	cane.	At	a	public	school,	 like	Hampton
High,	it	was	more	likely	the	ruler	across	the	hand.	That	hurt	too.
I	 think	it	bred	tougher	kids.	These	guys	now,	 they	get	 it	easy	and	they’re	so

spoilt.	 I’m	 the	 worst	 –	 I	 spoil	 my	 kids	 rotten	 but	 it’s	 on	 the	 back	 of	 school
discipline,	 which	 is	 soft.	 If	 they	 backchat	 a	 teacher,	 they	 get	 detention.	Who
cares	about	half	an	hour	detention?	I’m	not	advocating	25	beatings	a	year	but	I
think	 there’s	 a	 line	 somewhere	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	 two	extremes.	 I	 think	you
could	 have	 some	 old	 school	 standards	 within	 the	 new	 age	 values,	 like	 life
everything	is	about	a	balance.



So,	 as	you	can	probably	 tell,	 I	was	no	academic.	 I	 couldn’t	 concentrate	 and
hated	 geography	 and	 economics	 in	 particular,	 but	 I	 got	 by	 and	 have	 mainly
happy	memories	of	a	simple	school	life	that	will	be	a	part	of	me	forever.	I	would
never	say	that	school	shaped	me	–	Mum	and	Dad	did	that	–	but	I	think	it	made
me	 see	 that	 there	 were	 options	 in	 life	 and	 that	 they	 needed	 attention	 and
commitment	if	you	were	going	to	make	them	work	for	you.	Some	I	pulled	off,
others	I	didn’t.	I	guess	most	kids	are	the	same.

All	the	AFL	clubs	had	talent	scouts	and	obviously	St	Kilda	had	heard	about	this
kid	 at	 Mentone	 Grammar,	 which	 is	 just	 a	 few	 kilometres	 down	 the	 Nepean
Highway	from	the	Saints’	base	at	Moorabbin.	They	invited	me	to	train	with	their
Under	19s.	I	was	a	massive	Hawthorn	fan,	but	that	didn’t	matter.	In	Year	11	and
12,	 I	 played	 a	 few	games	 for	 the	Saints,	which	was	 pretty	 exciting,	 but	 I	was
only	allowed	to	turn	out	for	the	club	when	the	school	team	didn’t	have	a	match.
After	I	left	school,	I	played	a	full	season	for	the	Saints.	I	was	going	okay	and

in	 one	 game	 I	 kicked	 seven	 goals	 against	Hawthorn,	 in	 front	 of	 the	 legendary
Allan	 Jeans.	 Jeans	 was	 the	 Hawthorn	 seniors’	 coach,	 but	 back	 in	 1966	 he’d
coached	St	Kilda	to	their	one	and	only	premiership.	Although	I’d	been	a	Hawks
supporter,	now	that	I	was	playing	for	the	Saints,	and	getting	to	know	some	of	the
blokes	who	were	in	the	senior	team,	I	thought,	‘I	can’t	barrack	for	Hawthorn	any
more	–	I’ve	got	to	barrack	for	St	Kilda	now.’
I	have	to	tell	you	about	‘the	wall’.	We’d	been	taking	some	beatings,	and	our

Under	19s	coach,	Darryl	Nisbet,	 told	us,	 ‘From	now	on,	however	many	points
you	lose	by,	we’re	gonna	do	“the	wall”	that	many	times.’
It	went	like	this.	We	all	started	in	the	centre	of	the	ground	at	Moorabbin,	ran

out	to	the	outside	of	the	ground,	jumped	a	wire	fence,	and	then	ran	up	a	hill.	At
the	top	of	the	hill,	there	was	this	huge	wall	–	maybe	eight	or	10	feet	high.	You
had	 to	 grab	 the	 top	 of	 the	 wall,	 pull	 yourself	 up,	 then	 jump	 down	 onto	 the
ground.	Then	you	had	to	do	the	same	thing	again,	from	the	other	side	of	the	wall,
then	run	down	the	hill,	jump	the	wire	fence	again	and	run	back	out	to	the	centre.
That	was	‘one’.	When	we	got	hammered,	we	were	there	till	all	hours!
Another	night,	we	got	to	the	club,	ready	to	go,	and	Darryl	said,	‘Rightio,	guys,

no	training	tonight.	We’re	all	going	to	run	down	to	the	Moorabbin	pub	and	we’re
going	to	drink	six	pots	(that’s	about	three	pints)	and	run	straight	back.	We’ll	see
which	of	you	guys	 throws	up,	which	of	you	guys	 is	 tough,	which	of	you	guys
can	handle	it.’



So	we	ran	about	1.5	k’s	to	the	pub,	drank	the	beers	as	fast	as	we	could,	and
then	sprinted	back.	That	was	our	session.	Then	Darryl	said,	‘Rightio,	boys,	come
back	tomorrow	with	a	better	attitude.’
In	1988	I	trained	with	the	seniors	a	couple	of	times	a	week	for	three	months.	It

was	 fantastic,	 training	 alongside	 players	who’ve	 become	 greats	 of	 the	 game	 –
Trevor	Barker,	Nicky	Winmar	 and	Tony	Lockett,	who	 in	my	 opinion	was	 the
best	player	to	ever	play	the	game.
I	finished	the	year	as	leading	goal-kicker	in	the	Under	19s.	It	was	an	amazing

time	and	my	footy	dreams	were	shaping	up	pretty	well.

Jason

Jason	 is	 nearly	 two	 years	 younger	 than	 me	 and	 an	 outstanding	 all-round
sportsman	who	had	a	lot	of	bad	luck	with	injuries.	He	is	a	true	mate	and	I	love
him.	We	did	everything	together	growing	up.	Jase	could	bat	and	to	this	day	he
claims	I	never	got	him	out	in	the	nets.	I’m	beginning	to	think	it	might	be	true.	He
was	‘Mr	Puniverse’	until	he	had	his	growth	spurt	quite	late	–	17,	I	 think	–	and
whoosh,	he	was	suddenly	six	foot	three.	This	was	a	great	moment	in	our	house
because	Jase	could	really	play	football	and	this	was	the	boost	he	needed	to	make
the	most	of	his	ability.
He	played	in	the	seniors	for	St	Kilda	against	Hawthorn	in	a	pre-season	game

and,	by	half-time,	had	kicked	five	goals.	They	took	him	off	because	they	didn’t
want	anyone	else	drafting	him.	He	was	 told	he	was	making	 the	senior	 list,	but
then	the	club	negotiated	this	unbelievable	deal	where	they	got	three	players	they
wanted	for	the	following	season	and	only	had	to	trade	one.	Since	you	could	only
have	40	on	the	list,	though,	Jase	missed	out.	It	was	a	disgrace.
He	 went	 down	 to	 Sandringham	 in	 the	 VFA	 –	 the	 Victorian	 Football

Association	–	which	is	the	level	down	from	the	AFL.	It	killed	him	to	be	honest
and	 then	he	picked	up	glandular	 fever,	missed	most	of	 the	year	and	was	never
quite	the	same	again.	It’s	ridiculous	how	glandular	fever	hurt	both	him	and	Mum
when	they	were	on	the	brink	of	breaking	through.	He	tried	to	make	a	comeback,
but	 he	 shattered	 his	 leg	 during	 a	match	 at	 Sandringham	 and	 didn’t	 think	 he’d
ever	play	footy	again.
Jase	had	the	shits	with	everything	then	and	went	to	England	for	12	months	to

drive	trucks	with	his	mates.	When	he	came	home,	the	Brisbane	Bears	had	joined
the	AFL	and	he	was	recruited	for	South-port,	which,	to	put	it	in	context,	is	like
being	picked	for	St	Kilda	Cricket	Club	before	going	on	 to	play	for	Victoria.	 It
was	a	good	standard	of	club	footy	and	he	kicked	90-odd	goals	in	12	games.	But



he	was	in	pain.	The	medics	found	two	bulging	discs	in	his	back,	and	that	was	his
sporting	career	over.	Jase	gave	it	everything,	but	it	just	wasn’t	meant	to	be.
Over	the	years	I	haven’t	spoken	to	him	about	it	much	–	I	think	it	still	hurts.	I

know	how	proud	of	me	he	is,	but	I	reckon	he	might	resent	the	fact	that	I	got	all
the	lucky	breaks.	There’s	no	doubt	that,	without	injury,	he’d	have	played	in	the
AFL.	He	was	also	a	good	cricketer,	and	he	played	in	the	Under	17s	for	Victoria
when	I	was	nowhere	near	–	batting	at	five	and	bowling	off-spin.	I	was	a	better
footballer	than	him	as	a	kid,	but	after	the	growth	spurt	he	became	seriously	good.
We	kind	of	reversed	out.
Of	 course,	 Jase	 and	 I	 used	 to	 fight	 –	 like	 brothers	 do.	 I	 remember	 two

instances	vividly.	As	I’ve	said,	he	was	Mr	Puniverse,	the	little	weed	that	I	picked
up	and	threw	around.	I	always	used	to	say	to	him,	‘I’m	gonna	time	you	to	run	to
the	shop	and	back	–	I	bet	you	can’t	do	it	in	a	minute	and	a	half	each	way.’	He’d
be	 like,	 ‘Urrrgghh,	 okay.’	 As	 he	 got	 older	 and	 stronger,	 though,	 he’d	 say,
‘Bloody	 hell,	mate,	 you	 go	 to	 the	 shop,’	 and	 I’d	 tell	 him,	 ‘No,	mate,	 I’m	 the
older	brother,	you	go	to	the	shop,’	and	we’d	get	into	a	biffo.	One	day,	he	really
had	the	shits	and	trapped	and	twisted	my	left	arm	pretty	badly.	I	completely	lost
the	 plot	 and	went	 hard	 at	 him.	He	 just	 said,	 ‘Piss	 off,	mate,’	 and	 loaded	 up	 a
spear	gun,	 took	aim	from	five	metres	and	missed	me	by	a	foot.	It	hit	 the	fence
behind	me.	Thud!	 Jesus!	A	spear	gun	–	I’d	have	been	dead.	Then	I	knew	he’d
had	enough	of	me,	so	I	left	him	alone	for	a	while.	(Yes,	we	had	a	spear	gun	at
home	but	I’ve	no	idea	where	it	came	from.	I	promise	you	that’s	true.	If	you	ever
meet	Dad	or	Jason,	ask	them	about	it.)
The	second	time	I	remember	fighting	was	after	he	got	bigger,	when	he	started

doing	weights	and	became	massive.	I	mean	like	huge.	One	day	he	picked	me	up
and	 threw	me	 into	 the	pool	–	 and	 I	was	18	years	old!	 I	 climbed	out	 and	 said,
‘You	want	some	action,	baby	brother,	let’s	go.’	We	got	right	into	each	other.	He
pinned	me	down	with	his	legs,	had	his	hands	up,	and	I	said,	‘Yeah,	go	on	then,
you	haven’t	 got	 the	balls,’	 and	bang,	 he	 smacked	me	 in	 the	 face	 just	 as	Mum
walked	in	the	house.	She	kicked	up	hell,	saying,	‘You	guys	are	brothers	–	grow
up	and	sort	it	out,’	and	she	stormed	off.	There	was	blood	everywhere.	Jase	said
‘Leave	me	alone’	and	I	did	…	this	time	forever.
Yeah,	 I	 love	my	brother.	 It	might	not	 always	have	been	harmonious	but	we

did	everything	together	and	had	a	ball.	He	was	best	man	at	my	wedding.	There
was	 always	 friendly	 competition	 in	 the	 early	 days,	 but	 there’s	 only	 friendship
and	trust	now.	He	was	my	agent/manager	for	two	years,	then	ran	my	foundation
for	a	couple	more.	He	worked	 for	 IMG,	 the	 sports	management	company,	and
TWI,	 its	 television	 arm,	 for	 a	 while,	 drove	 trucks	 over	 here	 and	 over	 there,
worked	 in	 real	 estate,	 and	 nowadays	 designs	 and	 sells	 office	 space,	 which	 is



going	great.	He’s	been	married	to	Shay	for	18	years	and	they’ve	got	two	super
kids	 –	 Tyla	 and	 Sebastian.	 As	 I	 say,	 he’s	my	mate	 and	my	 bro	 and	 blood	 is
thicker	than	water.
That’s	it,	the	Warnes,	all	those	years	back.	Let’s	see	what	happened	next.



4

A	Head	Full	of	Dreams

Home	and	Away

IN	 THE	 EARLY	 part	 of	 1989	 I	 opened	 a	 letter	 from	 St	Kilda	 Football	 Club	 that
shattered	my	dreams.	The	long	and	short	of	it	was	‘Your	services	are	no	longer
required’.
Dad	 says	 that	my	 final	 ‘trial’	 went	 against	me.	 I’d	 been	 playing	 for	 the	 St

Kilda	Under	19s,	doing	okay,	and	I’d	been	on	stand-by	for	the	next	step	up	–	to
the	senior	division	–	for	six	weeks	in	a	row.	Then,	the	day	they	called,	I’d	been
sick	in	bed	all	week,	really	weak,	and	I	hadn’t	been	to	training.	Dad	remembers
that	I’d	climbed	out	of	bed	to	ring	Gary	Colling,	the	coach	of	the	Under	19s,	to
pull	out	of	the	match,	but	Gary	beat	me	to	it	and	said	I	was	needed	to	play	in	the
senior	reserves	match	the	next	day.	On	the	day	I	was	offered	my	big	chance,	I
was	 as	 sick	 as	 a	 dog.	 Strange	 how	 life	 turns	 out	 –	 sliding	 doors	 and	 all	 that.
Anyway,	instead	of	saying	I	was	too	crook	to	play,	I	said,	‘Wow,	yeah,	alright,
I’ll	be	there.’
It	was	a	disaster.	Playing	against	Carlton,	I	was	up	against	Milham	Hanna,	one

of	the	fastest	men	in	the	league	–	a	couple	of	years	later,	he’d	be	selected	in	the
All-Australian	team	–	and	I	had	nothing.	I	was	white	as	a	sheet.	The	people	who
matter	just	figured	I	wasn’t	up	to	it	and	dropped	me	back	down	to	the	Under	19s.
But	although	Dad	says	I	was	ill	and	should	never	have	played	in	that	match,

the	truth	is	that	I	wasn’t	good	enough	–	not	a	mile	off,	but	in	the	end	not	good
enough.	That’s	hard	 to	 take.	 It	went	deep,	 like	my	soul	had	been	 ripped	out.	 I
was	in	love	with	AFL	football	but	the	game	was	not	in	love	with	me.
What	 the	 hell	 was	 I	 going	 to	 do?	 I	 had	 passed	 Year	 12	 exams	 but	 wasn’t

qualified	for	anything	that	would	make	me	a	few	bucks.	I	had	sport	on	the	brain,
but	I	needed	some	money	and	didn’t	want	to	be	dependent	on	my	parents.	So	the
first	thing	was	to	get	a	job.	I	drove	trucks	for	Forty	Winks,	setting	up	new	beds
in	 people’s	 homes.	 I	 even	 delivered	waterbeds,	 though	 they	 never	 appealed	 to
me	–	honest!	From	 seven	o’clock	on	Friday	 evenings,	 through	 the	weekend,	 I



delivered	pizzas,	which	was	worth	an	extra	20	bucks	a	night.	The	only	problem
was	that	I	love	pizza,	so	when	I	knocked	off	at	midnight	I’d	smash	a	large	ham
and	pineapple	–	that	I	had	to	pay	for	myself	–	which	only	left	me	with	12	bucks
profit	on	the	night.
Then	 I	 found	 a	 job	 with	 one	 of	 Mum’s	 friends	 at	 Paterson’s	 jewellers,

handling	 signet	 rings,	 engagement	 rings,	wedding	 rings,	 necklaces,	 bracelets	 –
stuff	like	that	–	but	it	wasn’t	for	me.	The	more	I	searched	for	the	right	thing,	the
more	my	shattered	dream	kept	 reappearing.	 I	was	circling,	waiting,	wondering
about	the	next	thing	in	my	life	–	not	impatiently	but,	then	again,	not	too	patiently
either.	There	had	 to	be	something	beyond	footy	 that	was	better	 than	delivering
beds	and	pizzas.
It	was	late	in	the	summer	of	1989	–	February,	March	time	–	that	I	saw	the	first

sign	of	 it.	 I’d	 just	got	 into	 the	 first	XI	at	St	Kilda	Cricket	Club	and	 then,	very
soon	after,	into	the	Victorian	state	squad.	I’d	started	to	think	about	cricket	a	lot.
As	I’ve	said,	it	didn’t	have	a	place	in	my	heart	like	footy,	but	it	was	taking	over
my	head.	 I	asked	myself	questions.	Who	are	 the	great	players?	Which	of	 them
should	 I	emulate?	Who	should	 I	 listen	 to?	How	do	 I	 improve?	Where	does	all
that	start?
Later	that	March,	a	mate	of	mine,	Ricky	Gough,	said	he	was	heading	over	to

play	club	cricket	in	England	and	suggested	I	give	footy	a	miss	for	the	winter	and
go	over	with	him	 to	play	 the	 leagues	 in	 the	West	Country.	 I	 thought,	 ‘To	hell
with	it.	Why	not?’
So,	 in	 the	 late	English	spring	of	1989,	I	 joined	up	with	 the	Imperial	Club	 in

Bristol.	I	was	19	years	old	and	began	to	hang	out	with	a	bunch	of	great	guys	who
loved	 a	 beer	 and	 taught	 me	 how	 to	 drink	 a	 pint.	We’re	 talking	 truckloads	 of
them.	I	was	79	kilograms	on	the	scales	when	I	left	Oz	and	I	came	back	99	kilos.
I	learned	to	drink,	play	cricket	and,	well,	a	few	other	things	about	life	too!	Ricky
and	I	slept	in	the	cricket	pavilion	for	the	first	few	weeks	and	crashed	out	there.
A	season	 in	England	 introduces	you	 to	 the	game	 in	a	 really	 interesting	way.

There’s	 a	 lot	of	 cricket	–	 like	 three,	 four,	 sometimes	 even	 five	games	a	week,
many	 of	 them	 social	 and	 only	 one,	 the	 Saturday	 league	 game,	 seriously
competitive	 –	 which	 allows	 you	 to	 bowl	 so	 many	 overs	 in	 such	 different
conditions	 and	 circumstances.	You	 learn	 about	 yourself	 and	 your	 game.	 It’s	 a
terrific	experience.
We	went	 all	 over	 the	West	 Country:	Devon,	 Torquay,	 Exeter,	 Exmouth,	 St

Ives.	 I	 remember	 playing	 against	 the	 New	 Zealand	 Test	 batsman	 Mark
Greatbatch	 down	 there	 somewhere	 and	 he	 was	 equally	 amazed	 at	 how	 much
cricket	 there	 was	 if	 you	 went	 looking	 for	 it.	 The	 responsibility	 of	 being	 the
overseas	pro	was	good	 for	me:	batting	at	 three,	 four	or	 five,	depending	on	 the



make-up	 of	 the	 team	 each	 week,	 and	 bowling	 on	 soft	 pitches.	 I	 played	 as	 a
batting	all-rounder	and	was	surprised	at	how	driven	I	was:	(a)	to	learn	and	(b)	to
succeed.
It	wasn’t	anywhere	near	county	cricket	level	–	more	like	second	or	third	grade

in	Melbourne,	 to	be	honest	–	but	 it	was	competitive	enough	 for	me	 to	have	 to
pull	a	finger	out	or	be	the	Aussie	pro	who	made	a	goose	of	himself.	I	was	there
for	six	months	and	played	70	or	80	games.	In	Australia	it	would	take	you	four	or
five	years	to	play	that	many	games,	so	I	fast-tracked	my	learning	and	–	as	well
as	unravelling	how	to	drink	10	pints	and	jump	the	counter	at	Miss	Millie’s,	the
local	KFC-type	place	–	I	got	to	understand	my	craft	a	little	more.
I	 took	a	 lot	of	wickets,	made	plenty	of	 runs	and	began	 to	 think,	 ‘Right,	you

can	play	this	game.	You’d	better	start	paying	attention,	mate.’	I	also	picked	up
on	how	competitive	 I	was.	The	norm	 in	Australia	was	not	 the	norm	 in	Bristol
and	the	stand-out	difference	between	me	and	most	others	was	my	desire	to	win.
Not	 that	 I’d	 yet	 perfected	 the	 art	 of	 any	 sort	 of	 gamesmanship	 –	 like	 staring
down	an	opponent,	 intimidation,	 sledging,	 or	 creating	 the	 aura	 that	made	 each
ball	appear	to	have	the	potential	of	a	hand	grenade.	There	was	none	of	that	–	just
overs	and	concentration.	It	was	the	start	of	the	10,000	hours	theory,	 the	simple
principle	 that	 to	 become	world-class	 in	 your	 field,	 you	 have	 to	 put	 in	 10,000
hours	of	practice.	 If	you	 include	net	practice,	 I	must	have	bowled	2000	overs,
working	 on	 leg-breaks,	wrong	 ’uns	 and	 flippers.	 I	 kept	 knocking	 people	 over,
which	gave	me	confidence,	and	by	the	end	of	that	English	summer	those	dreams
of	mine	began	to	change.	Although	footy	still	held	its	place	in	my	heart,	I	was
beginning	to	properly	appreciate	cricket’s	appeal.
A	couple	of	years	 later,	 in	 early	1991,	 the	maverick	 character	Terry	 Jenner,

who	 had	 bowled	 leg-breaks	 for	Australia	 in	 the	 1970s	 –	 and	more	 of	 TJ	 in	 a
while	 –	 introduced	 me	 to	 Neil	 Hawke,	 the	 former	 Australian	 swing	 bowler.
Hawke	 teed	me	 up	with	Accrington	 in	 the	Lancashire	 League	 as	 the	 overseas
pro.	I	kind	of	wanted	to	go	back	to	Bristol	but	I	was	on	a	fiver	a	week	there	for
painting	 the	 fences.	At	Accrington	 I	was	 offered	 between	 £1500	 and	 £2000	 –
plus	car,	airfare	and	accommodation.	I	thought,	‘Wow,	I’ve	gotta	do	this.’	So	I
used	to	drive	miles	up	and	down	the	motorway	to	get	on	the	piss	with	the	boys	in
Bristol	 through	 the	 night	 and	 then,	 too	 often,	 arrive	 back	 at	 Accy	 the	 next
morning	worse	for	wear.
I	had	an	okay	house,	a	little	terraced	place	with	a	lounge	room	and	a	couple	of

bedrooms.	It	was	clean	and	close	to	the	cricket	club.	Fine.	The	ground	itself	was
good	and	the	locals	loved	the	cricket,	brought	their	kids	along	and	generally	got
behind	 their	 blokes.	 (I	 later	 discovered	 that	 a	 young	 Jimmy	 Anderson	 had
operated	the	scoreboard	when	we	played	at	Burnley;	a	talented	lad	from	the	first



day	they	saw	him,	apparently.)	I	hadn’t	realised	how	important	 this	Lancashire
League	cricket	was	–	it	was	more	important	than	Test	cricket	in	their	world.	The
supporters	got	there	really	early	and	I	remember	arriving	for	the	first	game	and
thinking,	‘Whoa,	look	at	this	lot!’	In	Bristol	a	few	blokes	came	along	for	a	beer
but	 in	Accy	 there	were	 loads	 of	 people	 setting	 up	 their	 barbecues	 and	 stuff	 –
there	were	people	everywhere.
Anyway,	 the	 first	game,	batting	at	 four,	 I	got	 run	out.	The	committee	called

me	in	and	said,	‘Listen,	the	pro	never	gets	run	out.	You	have	to	learn	to	turn	your
back	on	the	bloke	and	burn	him.’	I	argued	back,	saying	the	run	out	was	just	one
of	 those	 things	 and	 that	 I	wasn’t	 going	 to	 be	 burning	 anyone.	 ‘No	way,’	 they
said,	‘the	pro	doesn’t	get	run	out.’	End	of	story.	Oh,	okay.	I	was	thrown	by	this
and	didn’t	bowl	great.	The	opposition	hammered	me.	Not	a	great	start!
Anyway,	 in	 the	next	game	at	home	 to	Ramsbottom,	Rudi	Bryson,	 the	South

African	quick	–	and	he	was	quick	–	who	was	playing	as	their	pro	was	straining	at
the	leash	to	nail	me.	He	never	had	the	chance.	I	came	in	at	2/113,	nicely	placed
on	 a	 good	 deck,	 while	 Rudi	 was	 having	 a	 breather.	 But	 this	 bloke	 Stephen
‘Dasher’	Dearden	just	tore	in	and	knocked	my	off-stump	out	of	the	ground	first
ball.	 I	watched	 that	 stump	 cartwheel	 all	 the	way	 back	 to	 the	 keeper,	 and	 as	 I
walked	off	I	heard,	‘Go	home,	pro,	you’re	roobbish.’	I	didn’t	bowl	too	good	that
game	 either.	We	 got	 smashed	 and	 I	 started	 to	 think,	 ‘Jeeeesus,	 I	 should	 have
stuck	with	footy	this	winter.’
I	 woke	 up	 on	 Monday	 morning	 and	 gave	 myself	 a	 good	 hard	 look	 in	 the

mirror.	‘Grow	up,	stop	larking	about	and	have	a	crack.’	On	the	Tuesday,	I	turned
up	 at	 training	 on	 time,	 rolled	 up	my	 sleeves	 and	 got	 into	 it,	 bowling	 full-on,
fielding	 like	 I	meant	 it,	working	with	 the	 youngsters,	 and	 talking	 the	 game	 to
everyone	 at	 the	 club	who’d	 listen.	 I	managed	 to	 turn	 things	 around	 a	 bit	 and
finished	with	12	four-wicket	bags	–	eight	of	which	became	five-fers	–	out	of	a
total	of	73	wickets	that	summer,	and	made	329	runs	too.	So	I	did	alright.
We	weren’t	the	best	team.	Billy,	the	keeper,	couldn’t	pick	anything	I	bowled

except	 an	 orthodox	 leg-break,	 so	 we	 had	 all	 sorts	 of	 coded	 signals	 for	 each
different	ball.	It	never	worked	–	it	was	the	summer	of	four	byes!	No-one	could
pick	my	flipper:	no-one.	It	became	a	bit	of	a	laugh.	Most	of	them	were	as	bad	at
it	as	Daryll	Cullinan.
In	general,	though,	the	standard	of	cricket	was	good;	better	than	in	Bristol	and

equivalent	to	second	grade	in	Melbourne,	except	for	the	international	pro	in	each
team.	 The	 pros	 in	 Lancashire	 that	 year	 were	 Paul	 Reiffel,	 Chris	 Mack,	 Rod
Tucker,	Roger	Harper	and	some	lively	West	Indian	batters	and	quicks.	As	I	say,
it	was	funny	too.	Billy	the	Keeper	was	one	of	a	number	of	blokes	who	tried	hard
but	 weren’t	 turning	 pro	 anytime	 soon.	 There	was	 a	 guy	 called	 Ian	 Birtwistle,



who	ran	 in	almost	40	yards	and	bowled	so	slowly	 that	 I	had	him	covered	with
my	leg-breaks.	But	Birtwistle	lobbed	them	on	a	length	and	no-one	could	hit	them
anywhere.	It	was	hilarious	to	watch.
No,	we	weren’t	much	good	but	 the	responsibility	 improved	me,	as	 it	does	 if

you	 sign	 to	 play	 county	 cricket.	 The	 pressure	 to	 perform	 is	 something	we	 all
have	to	learn.	And	the	rules	were	simple:	if	you	didn’t	perform	they	bagged	you!
Or	worse,	they	didn’t	even	bother	to	talk	to	you.
I	was	still	drinking	beer	 then.	 It	wasn’t	until	Sri	Lanka	1992	 that	 I	woke	up

and	got	off	it.	At	Accy	we	had	collections	for	the	pro	if	he	scored	50	or	took	a
‘Michelle’,	a	five-fer.	They	usually	amounted	to	something	between	20	and	40
quid	 and	 I’d	 always	 say,	 ‘Let’s	 put	 it	 on	 the	 bar.’	 I	 was	 told	 that	 the	 pros
previous	to	me	had	kept	the	money	in	their	pockets	and	headed	back	to	their	digs
at	the	first	opportunity,	and	they	loved	that	I	hung	around	with	them	and	spent	it.
I	can’t	stress	enough	how	important	it	is	to	play	in	the	UK	if	the	chance	arises.

It	was	an	invaluable	experience	for	me.	I	batted	up	the	order,	bowled	every	over
from	one	end	and	learnt	a	great	deal	about	myself	and	the	game.
That	was	 the	Accrington	 season.	 I	made	 some	good	mates	up	 there,	but	not

quite	 the	 lifelong	friendships	 that	I’d	forged	in	Bristol.	That	didn’t	matter.	The
learning	curve	mattered,	and	I	was	thankful	to	the	club	for	the	opportunity.
I	watched	England	 on	 the	TV	 in	 the	 1989	Ashes	 series	when	Border’s	 side

crushed	 them.	 It	was	 a	 big	 surprise	 because	Botham,	Gower,	Gooch,	Gatting,
Lamb,	 Emburey	 and	 Edmonds	 had	 kind	 of	 dominated	 the	 earlier	 stuff	 I’d
watched	in	Australia	in	1986/87.	I	liked	watching	Robin	Smith	that	summer	–	all
the	Bristol	guys	used	to	talk	about	him	in	the	pub.	His	big	heart	came	over	loud
and	clear.	We	never	thought	England	were	soft;	I	mean,	they	weren’t	the	West
Indies	but	they	were	pretty	good.	And	the	more	I	watched,	the	more	I	started	to
analyse.	 How	 would	 I	 get	 Gooch	 out?	 Where	 would	 I	 bowl	 to	 Gatting	 and
Gower?	I	still	hadn’t	grasped	a	passion	for	the	game	of	cricket	but	I	now	had	a
genuine	interest	in	it	and	an	appetite	to	know	more.
Back	at	home,	in	the	summer	of	1989/90	–	between	my	two	stints	in	the	UK	–

St	Kilda	had	as	good	a	club	side	as	was	going	around	in	our	part	of	the	world.
Grade	 cricket	 was	 very	 strong	 and	 guys	 like	 Dean	 Jones,	 Fleming,	 Reiffel,
Hughes,	 O’Donnell	 –	 all	 Australian	 Test	 cricketers	 –	 appeared	 regularly.	We
also	had	guys	like	Andrew	Lynch	and	Ivan	Wingreen,	who	would	have	played
state	 cricket	 during	 a	weaker	period	 in	Victoria	 and	 a	 strong	 captain	 in	Shaun
Graf.
I	remember	a	game	against	Dandenong,	Rodney	Hogg’s	side,	when	I	did	well.

I’d	bowled	to	Hoggy,	who	at	the	time	had	a	column	in	the	Truth	newspaper.	He
wrote	that	there	was	this	kid	called	Warne	playing	for	St	Kilda,	who	would	end



up	taking	400	Test	wickets.	Everyone	laughed.	It	wasn’t	funny	for	Hoggy,	who
got	the	sack.	Ridiculous.	Anyway,	he	uses	the	gag	in	his	stand-up	routine	now,
admitting	 that	 the	 paper	 was	 right	 and	 he	 should	 have	 known	 better.	 As	 the
punchline	goes,	the	kid	didn’t	get	400	after	all,	he	got	700!
So,	 the	 standard	 of	 grade	 cricket	 was	 high	 and	 the	 intensity	 extreme.	 The

impact	on	youngsters	was	amazing	–	all	of	us	wide-eyed	kids	who	never	said	a
word,	we	just	listened	and	watched	in	awe.	I’ll	tell	you	something:	I	never	got	a
grade	 five-fer.	 I	made	a	couple	of	hundreds	but	never,	 ever	 took	a	 five-wicket
haul.	The	guys	could	play	and	we	weren’t	often	in	the	field	for	a	whole	day	so
I’d	bowl	about	15	overs,	not	many	more.	My	gift	had	always	been	 to	spin	 the
ball.	At	East	Sandy,	we’d	played	on	matting	and	that	really	exaggerated	the	turn
and	bounce,	so	we	all	 tried	 to	spin	 it	miles.	 I	was	skinny	back	 then	and	didn’t
have	 the	 strength	 to	keep	 repeating	 it,	 but	when	 I	did	 spin	 it,	 the	 thing	did	go
miles.	It	was	bloody	exciting	to	see	it	go	so	far.
Yeah,	I	guess	the	talent	was	there,	but	I	still	wasn’t	taking	it	seriously	enough.

I	expected	something	for	nothing	and	was	on	the	beer	way	too	much	and	larking
about	with	 the	game.	The	 fact	 is,	 I	was	 a	bogan.	 I	 still	 am	deep	down,	 really.
And,	 thanks	 to	 Dad,	 a	 bit	 of	 a	 petrol	 head	 too.	 I	 had	 this	 TC	 Cortina,	 a
beige/creamy	colour,	winding	sunroof,	big	mags,	 three	on	 the	 floor.	 I	 loved	 it,
and	loved	the	huge	stereo.	The	car	was	worth	about	$1500	and	the	stereo	almost
a	grand	of	that!	The	speakers	came	from	Strathfield	Car	Radios	and	were	fitted
with	extra	bass.	I	cranked	it	up,	super	loud	and	listened	to	Big	Pig,	Rod	Stewart,
The	Stones,	Kiss,	Fleetwood	Mac,	ELO,	Neil	Diamond	and	Bruce	Springsteen’s
Born	to	Run.	Oh,	and	Aussie	Crawl,	Mondo	Rock	and	Cold	Chisel.	I	was	killing
it	in	grade	cricket	and	training	with	the	state	side,	and	yet	I	knew	–	I	could	feel	–
that	the	senior	Victorian	players	were	feeling	me	out	and	knew	I	could	spin	the
ball	 but	 thought,	 ‘He’s	 out	 on	 the	 piss	 every	 night	 and	 not	 really	 taking	 this
seriously.	He	turns	up	on	time,	he’s	a	nice	fella	with	lots	of	ability,	but	hell,	what
do	we	do	with	him?!’
I	 was	 thinking	 and	 breathing	 the	 game	 but	 I	 couldn’t	 settle	 down	with	 the

game	–	I	 think	it	was	 the	passion	thing,	or	 lack	of	 it.	 I	was	still	on	 the	outside
looking	in,	not	quite	ready	to	be	inside	and	part	of	it	all.	Cricket	is	definitely	not
a	game	you	can	be	half-hearted	about,	as	the	guys	were	about	to	tell	me.

Before	I	got	into	the	state	side,	I	was	12th	man	against	New	South	Wales.	Bill
Lawry	was	the	team	manager	and	I	remember	sitting	down	after	a	day’s	play	and
a	guy	called	Gary	Watts,	who	had	his	 feet	up	on	 the	esky	with	 the	beers	 in	 it,



said,	‘Twelthy,	get	us	a	beer.’	I	was	like,	‘What?!	The	beers	are	under	your	feet,
mate.’	He	said,	‘I	want	a	beer,	youngster,	so	get	me	an	effing	beer.’	I	was	like,
‘Okay,	mate,	lift	your	feet	up.	I’ll	hold	onto	them	and	get	out	a	beer.’	So	I	did,
and	 then	he	said,	 ‘Open	 it	 for	me,	 son.’	So	 I	did	and	only	 just	 stopped	myself
from	chucking	the	whole	damn	thing	over	him.
The	12th	man	wasn’t	allowed	to	shower	either,	at	least	not	until	everyone	else

had.	It	was	pathetic,	but	back	then,	in	the	late	’80s	and	early	’90s,	that’s	how	it
was.	I	thought	it	was	a	joke	and	to	some	degree	it	put	me	off	playing.
I	didn’t	 think	 the	bullying	culture	was	 right	back	 then,	but	 I	don’t	 think	 the

culture	is	right	now	either.	It’s	all	too	easy	these	days,	young	blokes	walking	in
and	 thinking	 they’re	 part	 of	 the	 furniture.	They	make	 a	 couple	 of	 hundreds	 in
grade	cricket	and	get	picked	for	the	state	team.	Suddenly	they	expect	a	million-
dollar	contract,	and	an	Australian	cap.	That’s	bullshit.	The	opportunities	 in	 the
three	forms	of	the	game	in	the	modern	era	mean	a	lot	of	the	young	players	out
there	 don’t	 know	 how	 hard	 international	 cricket	 can	 be.	 Everyone	 –	 except
Bradman,	I	suppose,	although	even	he	was	dropped	after	his	first	Test	match	–
goes	through	a	form	slump	and	the	challenge	is	to	fight	back	from	that	and	earn
your	 place	 the	 second	 time,	 along	 with	 the	 respect	 that	 comes	 with	 that
fightback.	 I	believe	 in	all	 sports	 if	you	struggle	at	 the	start	of	your	career,	you
appreciate	the	success	and	how	hard	that	level	is.	If	it	comes	too	easy	at	the	start,
then	when	you	have	a	form	slump	you	have	nothing	to	fall	back	on.	That’s	when
you	see	so	many	sportspeople	in	all	sports	being	a	flash	in	the	pan.
The	 early	 Shield	 games	 I	 played	 were	 tougher	 cricket	 than	 a	 lot	 of	 Test

matches	 –	 Victoria	 vs	 New	 South	Wales	 back	 then	 was	 basically	 the	 Aussie
batters	 against	 the	Aussie	 bowlers.	 So	New	 South	Wales	was	Michael	 Slater,
Mark	Taylor,	Steve	Waugh,	Mark	Waugh,	Michael	Bevan,	Greg	Matthews,	Phil
Emery,	Geoff	Lawson,	Wayne	Holdsworth,	Adrian	Tucker	and	Glenn	McGrath.
We	 had	 Wayne	 Phillips,	 Matthew	 Elliott,	 Dean	 Jones,	 Jamie	 Siddons,	 Brad
Hodge,	 Simon	 O’Donnell,	 Tony	 Dodemaide,	 Darren	 Berry,	 me,	 Damien
Fleming,	Merv	Hughes	and	Paul	Reiffel.
It	was	unbelievable	cricket	and	we	were	at	each	other	 from	the	 first	ball	 till

the	 last.	 I	 used	 to	 say	 to	 Taylor,	 ‘Tubs,	 you	 can’t	 pick	 me,	 mate,	 and	 soon
enough,	I’m	knocking	you	over.’	And	he	would	bounce	back	with	‘No	chance,
I’m	going	to	smash	you,	Warne.’	Harmless	banter	but	fun.	I	got	along	really	well
with	Tubs	 and	we	were	 always	winding	 each	other	 up.	 I	 remember	 a	 game	 at
North	Sydney	Oval	when	I	said	to	him,	‘I	could	lob	up	an	off-break	and	get	you
out,	Tubby.’	Right	after	the	drinks	break,	I	did	lob	up	an	off-break	and	he	top-
edged	 it	 straight	 into	 the	 hands	 of	 short	 square-leg.	 ‘Yesss.	 Thanks,	 Tubby!’
Then	we	sat	in	the	rooms	with	a	beer	and	had	a	yarn.	We	talked	a	lot	of	cricket,



all	 of	 us.	 The	 more	 I	 listened,	 the	 more	 I	 learnt.	 Tubby	 is	 the	 best	 captain	 I
played	 under	 and	 one	 of	my	 closest	 friends	 in	 cricket.	He’s	 a	 ripping	 bloke	 –
honest	and	fair.	And	I	wish	he	was	running	Australian	cricket.

The	Academy

What	 is	 now	 called	 Australia’s	 Centre	 of	 Excellence	 used	 to	 be	 called	 the
Cricket	Academy.	I	much	preferred	‘Academy’	because	it’s	a	place	to	improve
and	develop	–	‘Centre	of	Excellence’	sounds	full	of	itself	and	arrogant.	The	old
Cricket	 Academy	 in	 Adelaide,	 set	 up	 by	 the	 Australian	 Institute	 of	 Sport	 in
conjunction	with	 the	ACB,	was	 fantastic.	 I	 don’t	 like	what	 they’ve	 done	 to	 it
now.
It	used	 to	be	a	12-month	program.	Over	 time	 it	got	 shortened	which	 is	 fine,

but	it	still	needs	an	element	of	time	to	improve	your	skills	and	to	be	under	expert
tutelage	to	make	sure	you’re	on	the	right	track	–	from	a	technical	point	of	view,
a	thinking	point	of	view	and	in	particular	a	mindset/strategy	point	of	view.
I	think	what	they’re	doing	now	is	trying	to	cram	too	much	into	a	short	space

of	time.	These	days,	they	have	a	bowling	week,	a	captain’s	week,	spin	bowling
week	etc,	but	 for	 some	people	 that	can	be	 information	overload	–	 it	 should	be
spread	out	over	a	period	of	time.
Cricket	 has	 evolved	 since	 I	 was	 at	 the	 Academy	 and	 there’s	 more	 sports

science	nowadays.	I’m	happy	to	move	with	the	times	with	all	the	technology	and
computers	–	anything	that	can	give	you	an	edge	or	an	advantage	is	going	to	help
you.	But	I	 think	it’s	gone	too	far	 in	 that	direction.	I	 think	the	Academy	should
concentrate	on	improving	your	basic	cricket	skills	–	fielding,	batting,	bowling	–
and	 help	 you	 to	 understand	 what’s	 going	 wrong	 in	 a	 game,	 so	 you	 can	 self-
improve	 during	 a	 game.	 There’s	 nothing	 worse	 than	 someone	 saying,	 ‘It	 just
wasn’t	my	day’	–	it’s	a	pet	hate	of	mine.	You	have	to	find	a	way	to	get	into	the
game,	and	that	comes	from	knowing	yourself	–	one	of	the	best	pieces	of	advice	I
got	early	from	Ian	Chappell.
Anyway,	as	I	understood	it,	in	those	days	the	state	selectors	nominated	players

of	their	own	and	the	Aussie	selectors	put	the	seal	on	the	final	intake.	That	year
there	was	me	and	a	guy	called	Stephen	Cottrell	from	Victoria;	Justin	Langer	and
Damien	Martyn	 from	Western	Australia;	David	Castle	 and	 Stuart	Oliver	 from
Tasmania;	Greg	Blewett,	who	was	local	to	Adelaide,	and	Scott	Moody	and	Daryl
Conroy	 from	Darwin.	We	were	 the	 second	 intake	 and	 I	 accepted	 the	offer	 not
really	 knowing	 what	 to	 expect	 but	 figuring	 it	 was	 sure	 better	 than	 delivering
pizza.



Jack	 Potter	 and	 Peter	 Spence	 were	 running	 the	 Academy	 then.	 I	 was
considered	 a	 surprise	 choice	 in	 that	 1990/91	draft.	 I	 remember	driving	 the	TC
Cortina	over	to	Adelaide	from	Melbourne.	I	was	immediately	struck	by	the	level
of	 investment	 in	 young	 talent	 the	 Institute	was	making.	We	were	 expected	 to
work	bloody	hard	at	our	game	and	accept	the	kind	of	discipline	and	commitment
that	might,	or	might	not,	help	us	to	get	to	the	top.
Jack	Potter	was	a	bloody	good	cricketer	and	coach;	Peter	Spence	was	more	an

early-day	 version	 of	 John	Buchanan.	 I’ve	 always	 bumped	 heads	with	 coaches
who	try	to	reinvent	the	wheel.	It’s	a	simple	game	–	don’t	over-complicate	it!	It’s
no	surprise	really	that	me	and	Spence	didn’t	get	along	so	well.
I’m	pretty	sure	the	guys	in	the	year	before	us	lived	in	a	building	that	we	used	a

lot	 for	 training	and	 lectures	and	stuff	 in	Henley.	Our	group	was	billeted	out	 to
the	Alberton	Hotel	in	Port	Adelaide,	which	was	run	by	a	good	bloke	called	Peter
‘Beans’	 O’Brien	 and	 his	 wife.	Me,	 billeted	 to	 a	 pub!	 So	 there	 we	 all	 were	 –
barely	out	of	our	teens	–	sent	across	to	Adelaide	to	improve	our	cricket,	and	we
were	living	upstairs	in	a	pub.	Not	promising.	Meanwhile,	back	at	base	in	Henley,
Jack	and	Peter	always	seemed	to	be	at	each	other’s	throats.	We	never	knew	why
but	we	could	see	they	didn’t	agree	on	much.	Suddenly	one	day	they	had	gone.
The	battle	between	 them	had	been	no	good	 for	us	and	 the	end	 result	of	 it	was
that	we	ended	up	at	nets	and	at	training	on	our	own.	Jack	was	a	cool	guy,	a	good
man,	great	on	cricket,	great	brain.	He	knew	a	bit	about	leg-spin	too.	I	missed	him
when	he	left	–	we	all	did.	He	gave	us	direction	and	confidence.
Back	at	the	pub,	Pete	poured	the	beers	and	his	wife	cooked	for	us.	We	played

a	lot	of	pool	–	Justin	Langer	still	owes	me	a	thousand	bucks.	I’m	unlikely	to	see
it	 now!	 My	 room	 was	 three	 metres	 by	 three	 with	 a	 stunning	 picture	 of	 Elle
Macpherson	on	the	wall.	(She’s	a	friend	now	and	pretty	much	as	hot	as	she	was
then	too.)
We	were	up	 each	morning	 at	 6	 am.	 I	 had	 a	dart	 or	 two	out	 of	 the	window,

shared	 communal	 showers	 with	 other	 paying	 guests	 of	 the	 pub,	 and	 allowed
myself	 about	 15	 minutes	 for	 anything	 on	 toast	 –	 egg,	 beans,	 vegemite	 or
sometimes	spaghetti	–	before	the	sprint	 into	Adelaide.	JL,	Steve	C	and	me,	the
three	 of	 us	with	 cars,	would	 race	 the	 35-minute	 drive	 down	 the	 Port	 Road	 to
Adelaide	Number	 2	Oval.	 JL	was	 a	 terrible	 driver	 but	 his	 family	 owned	 a	 car
yard,	and	over	the	year	he	had	three	or	four	cars	and	smashed	them	all.
I	got	along	great	with	JL	and	respected	him.	He	was	a	very,	very	hard	worker.

I	 saw	 a	 lot	 of	 people	 who	 had	 a	 lot	 more	 talent	 than	 Justin	 Langer	 but	 they
weren’t	 as	 successful	because	 they	didn’t	have	his	determination	or	discipline.
But	it’s	no	secret	that	I	didn’t	like	the	baggy-green	worship	rubbish	that	he	liked
so	much.	Steve	Waugh	brought	it	in	when	he	was	captain	and	tried	to	force	it	on



the	rest	of	us.	Steve,	JL,	Gilly,	Matthew	Hayden	–	they	loved	it	but,	to	be	honest,
they	 made	 me	 want	 to	 puke	 with	 it	 half	 the	 time.	 I	 mean,	 wearing	 it	 at
Wimbledon!	 Who	 wears	 a	 green	 cricket	 cap	 to	 Wimbledon?	 It	 was	 just
embarrassing!	Mark	Waugh	felt	 the	same.	I	don’t	need	a	baggy	green	to	prove
what	playing	for	Australia	means	to	me	or	to	the	people	who	watch	us.	A	sunhat
will	do.	The	proof	is	in	how	you	play	the	game.
But	 even	 that	 gushing	 about	 the	 baggy	 green	 didn’t	 get	 in	 the	 way	 of	 my

admiration	for	JL’s	attitude	to	cricket.	He	never	gave	up,	was	super	disciplined
and	worked	his	arse	off	to	become	a	very	good	Test	player.	He	and	Haydos	had
a	 great	 record	 together.	 Some	 verbal	 diarrhoea	with	 it	 –	 there	 often	was	with
Haydos	–	but	they	could	really	bat.
Blewy,	 in	 contrast	 to	 JL,	was	 a	 fluent	 and	 elegant	 player.	Maybe	 he	 didn’t

quite	 have	 the	 focus	 and	 discipline	 that	 JL	 had,	 but	 he	 had	 a	 beautiful	 drive,
hooked	and	pulled	the	short	stuff	easily,	bowled	nicely,	fielded	great.	He	was	a
bloody	good	player	who	should	have	played	more	for	Australia.
Marto	 was	 one	 of	 my	 best	 friends	 in	 cricket.	 We	 were	 at	 the	 Academy

together,	 made	 our	 first-class	 debuts	 at	 the	 same	 time	 and	 were	 the	 first	 two
young	 guys	 inducted	 into	 the	 old-school	 Aussie	 team	 –	 Border,	Marsh,	 Reid,
McDermott,	Hughes,	Jones,	all	those	guys.	I	was	22,	still	a	kid	in	so	many	ways.
Then	Marto	came	in	at	19	or	20	and	he	was	the	same.	But	what	a	talent	he	was	–
wow.	We	went	to	Sri	Lanka	together	in	1992	and	used	to	run	the	drinks	in	some
of	the	one-day	games.	It	was	like	school,	looking	up	to	the	big	guys.
Marto	could	really	play	–	he	was	in	a	different	class.	After	Mark	Waugh,	he

was	the	most	gifted	I’d	seen	up	close.	No-one	timed	the	ball	better	or	had	more
time	to	play.	It	was	like	everything	was	in	slow	motion	when	he	batted.	And	he
could	bowl	alright	too	–	he	had	that	happy	knack	of	getting	top	players	out.	And
he	fielded	naturally,	brilliantly.
Unfortunately	 as	 it	 turned	 out,	 I	 set	 him	 up	 with	 his	 first	 fiancée,	 Simone,

through	 an	 evening	 out	 with	me	 and	my	 own	 Simone.	 The	 four	 of	 us	met	 at
Bobby	McGee’s,	 a	 bar	 in	Melbourne.	We	 had	 a	 ball	 and	 he	 fell	 in	 love	 that
night,	proposed	soon	after	and	they	immediately	moved	in	together.	He	was	20,	I
think,	maybe	21!	A	year	later,	he	came	back	from	a	tour	and	she	locked	him	out
of	 his	 own	 house.	My	God,	 they	 used	 to	 go	 hard	 at	 each	 other.	 The	 lock-out
worked	in	his	favour,	actually.	It	was	like:	end	of	relationship!
For	 a	 long	 while	 I	 felt	 I	 owed	 Marto	 one,	 because	 that	 night	 in	 Bobby

McGee’s	 ended	 up	 causing	 him	 all	 sorts	 of	 grief.	 Thankfully	 he	 was	 later	 to
marry	 very	 happily	 and	 I’m	 pleased	 to	 say	 that	 Elizabeth	Hurley	 and	 I	 had	 a
hand	in	it.	He	was	staying	with	us	in	the	Cotswolds	in	England	and	kept	saying
to	 Elizabeth,	 ‘You	 must	 have	 a	 friend	 for	 me.	 Come	 on,	 all	 the	 women	 you



know!’	 So	 we	 set	 him	 up	 with	 Lucy,	 a	 lovely	 Aussie	 girl	 who	was	 living	 in
England	and	working	on	a	part-time	basis	for	Elizabeth	in	PR.	Two	months	later
he	called	to	say	they	were	engaged!
‘I’m	getting	married	to	Lucy.’
‘Marto,’	I	said,	‘not	again.	Please,	mate!	I	can’t	go	through	it	all	again.’
‘No,	no,	this	is	it,	the	real	deal,’	he	insisted.
I	 thought,	 ‘Oh	my	God.’	 I	mean,	Lucy	 is	 a	great	 chick,	 but	 come	on,	 guys,

you’ve	 only	 just	 got	 it	 together.	 He’s	 very	 impulsive,	 that	 Damien	 Martyn.
Anyway,	they’re	still	together	six	years	on	and	I’ve	never	seen	him	so	happy,	so
I	suppose	Elizabeth	and	I	can	say	we	set	it	right!
Back	to	his	cricket	for	a	minute.	I’ve	talked	about	the	talent	but	not	yet	about

his	instinct	for	the	game,	which	was	a	reason	he	was	the	second	youngest-ever
Western	Australia	captain,	just	past	his	23rd	birthday.	He	was	a	good	choice	for
his	tactical	nous	but	it	was	too	early	otherwise.	There	was	still	an	arrogance	in
him	that	needed	ironing	out.	I’d	argue	that	he	was	picked	for	Australia	too	soon
as	well.	Some	guys,	for	whatever	reason,	just	aren’t	quite	ready.
Mind	you,	he	was	unfairly	binned	after	we	lost	to	South	Africa	at	the	SCG	in

January	1994.	It	was	a	small	run	chase,	just	117,	and	the	senior	batsmen	got	out
playing	big	shots.	We	lost	by	five.	Marto	hung	in	there	tough	with	the	tail	–	59
balls	 across	 an	 hour	 and	 45	minutes	 for	 six	 runs	 –	 and	 then,	with	 only	 a	 few
needed,	he	drove	a	length	ball	into	the	hands	of	cover.	The	press	made	him	the
scapegoat	 and	 the	 selectors	 dropped	 him	 for	 –	 wait	 for	 it	 –	 six	 years!	 Some
experienced	 guys	 played	 rubbish	 shots	 and	 stayed	 in	 the	 team.	 Also,	 South
Africa	were	outstanding.	When	you	lose,	you	always	know	you	could	have	done
better,	but	remember,	the	opposition	is	trying	just	as	hard	as	you	are!	Marto	took
it	to	the	wire	and	got	the	bullet.	That	was	very	harsh;	in	fact,	just	straight	unfair.
Maybe	that	arrogance	in	him	rubbed	too	many	people	up	the	wrong	way.
In	hindsight,	I	think	being	dropped	was	the	best	thing	for	him.	He	came	back	a

wonderful	 player.	 Geez,	 he	 was	 good.	 Mark	Waugh	 was	 the	 better	 all-round
batsman	but	Marto	was	his	equal	as	an	artist.
Martyn,	Blewett,	Langer	–	three	ways	to	skin	a	cat.	Each	of	them	a	lesson	to

others,	especially	youngsters,	but	in	very	different	ways.	The	message	is	that	it
takes	all	sorts	and	it	don’t	come	easy.	You	have	to	treat	the	game	well	to	get	the
most	from	your	 talent.	Ask	JL	–	he’s	proof	of	 the	right	way.	Treat	 it	badly,	or
lightly,	and	it	bites	you	hard.	Cricket	offers	no	hiding	place.
I	was	about	to	find	that	out	for	myself.
One	of	the	replacements	for	Potter	and	Spence	was	Andrew	Sincock,	who	was

still	 blow-drying	 his	 hair	 long	 after	 Ian	 Chappell	 said	 about	 him,	 ‘No	 quick
bowler	of	mine	who	blow-dries	his	hair	gets	the	new	ball,’	so	Chappelli	opened



up	 in	 a	 Shield	 game	with	 off-spinner	Ashley	Mallett	 instead	 –	 love	 that!	 The
other	was	Barry	Causby,	a	bank	teller	who’d	played	a	bit	of	first-class	cricket	for
South	Australia	in	the	Chappell	days	too.	Neither	of	them	were	Jack	Potter,	not
close.	It	was	chaos	and,	increasingly,	a	waste	of	time	in	my	view.	As	much	as	I
hadn’t	liked	Peter	Spence,	he	was	strong	on	discipline	and	I	trained	my	arse	off
under	 him.	 Peter	 cared	 about	 us	 and	 about	 the	 game	–	 I’ll	 give	 him	 that.	 Just
because	you	don’t	 agree	with	a	person,	you	must	 respect	 the	position	–	unless
the	guy	is	a	total	imbecile	–	especially	if	he’s	good	at	what	he	does.	And	Jack?
Well,	Jack	just	knew	the	game	and	understood	us	youngsters	who	were	trying	to
make	it	big.	Without	Jack	and	Peter,	trouble	loomed.	We	had	no	direction.
We	went	to	Darwin	for	some	games.	It	was	stinking	hot	and	Blewy	was	with

me	in	the	pool.	There	were	a	couple	of	girls	up	on	a	balcony	and,	as	boys	do,	we
tried	to	get	their	attention	by	yelling	up,	‘Hey,	girls,	check	this	out!’	and	I	started
flashing	brown	eyes	out	of	the	pool.	‘Come	on,	girls,	jump	in	the	pool	with	us!’
Stupid,	really,	but	harmless	fun	in	my	view.	Anyway,	they	did	invite	us	to	their
room	but	it	never	went	any	further.	We	had	a	drink,	a	laugh	and	then	left.	End	of
story,	or	so	I	thought.
Next	day,	we	got	called	into	a	meeting	saying	that	a	couple	of	guys	had	been

out	of	order	yesterday	and	the	incident	had	been	reported.
I	was	thinking,	‘Geez,	what’s	happened	–	who’s	done	something?’
‘We’re	 talking	 about	 the	 pool	 yesterday,’	 said	 Sincock,	 before	 asking	 the

culprits	to	own	up.
‘No	 problem,’	 I	 said,	 ‘that’s	 me,’	 and	 I	 told	 them	 exactly	 what	 happened.

Then	we	went	to	a	private	room	for	a	chat.
‘We	 think	you’re	 a	 liability,’	 one	 of	 them	 said,	 ‘and	we’ve	decided	 to	 send

you	back	to	Adelaide.’
‘Okay,	that’s	a	bit	harsh	but	I’ll	take	it	on	the	chin,	guys.	When	do	I	leave?’
‘Now.	By	bus.’
‘Whaaat?	Are	you	for	real?’
They	were.	I	caught	the	bus	from	Darwin	to	Adelaide	that	afternoon	and,	let

me	tell	you,	the	scenery	ain’t	that	great.	It’s	red	dirt	and	red	rock,	one	road,	all
the	way	 for	about	3000	kilometres.	Every	hour	or	 two	 the	bus	would	stop	and
little	old	 ladies	or	groups	of	foreign	 tourists	would	buy	souvenirs	–	 tea	 towels,
mugs	and	spoons	–	from	old	dry	towns	that	none	of	them	would	ever	see	again.
My	hair	was	big	and	blond,	a	spiky	mullet	–	the	Rod	Stewart	type	of	thing.	I’d
changed	out	of	my	Academy	 tracksuit	 into	 an	 acid-wash	 t-shirt	 and	 acid-wash
flared	jeans	with	a	high	waist.	Alongside	these	people	I	was	a	freak.	I	travelled
through	the	middle	of	Australia,	across	desert	mainly,	squashed	up	against	a	bus



window,	thinking,	‘What	am	I	doing	here?’	By	the	time	we	pulled	in	to	Adelaide
I	was	pretty	much	done	with	the	Academy	and	not	so	far	from	done	with	cricket.
Picture	 it.	My	mates	were	 in	Darwin	playing	and	practising	–	 I	was	back	 in

Adelaide.	 I’d	 been	 reprimanded	 and	 told	 to	 go	 to	 the	 swimming	 pool	 every
morning	at	6	am,	 then	to	 the	gym	for	cardio,	followed	by	weights,	and	then	to
long	afternoon	sessions	bowling	at	the	South	Australian	state	squad.
I	was	living	in	a	pub,	at	19,	on	my	own.	There	was	temptation	around	me	and

demons	 in	my	head.	As	 I	 swam	along	doing	 lengths,	 the	 chlorine	 invaded	my
throat	and	stung	my	eyes.	 In	a	stuffy	gym,	I	was	half-hearted	–	no-one	around
me,	 no	 motivation.	 ‘What	 am	 I	 doing	 here?’	 I	 kept	 asking	 myself.	 I	 did	 the
wrong	 thing,	 yes,	 and	 I	was	 being	 punished,	 but	 how	was	 this	 improving	my
cricket?	I	was	thinking,	‘I	may	as	well	be	back	in	Melbourne.’	I	sat	 tight	for	a
few	days,	festering	in	the	pub,	playing	pool,	having	a	few	beers,	not	much	else.
Inside,	I	was	burning.
When	 the	 other	 guys	 got	 back	 from	 Darwin,	 Rob	 de	 Castella	 –	 one	 of

Australia’s	great	athletes	who	was	now	running	the	Australian	Institute	of	Sport
–	came	to	see	me.
‘Shane,’	 he	 said,	 like	 a	 head	 teacher,	 ‘I	 am	 very	 disappointed	 in	 what

happened	up	at	Darwin.	I	need	to	get	to	the	bottom	of	it.’
‘Okay,’	I	replied,	‘here	it	is.	I	flashed	a	brown	eye	to	these	girls	in	the	pool,

said	 some	 stupid	 things	 and	 they	 invited	 us	 up	 to	 their	 room	 where	 nothing
happened	and	we	left.	Then	they	reported	it.’
‘Yeah,	 I	 heard	 that,	 but	 I’m	 going	 to	 get	 to	 the	 bottom	 of	 what	 exactly

happened.’
‘That’s	exactly	what	happened.’
‘No,	no,	Shane,	there’s	more	to	it	than	that.’
‘No,	there	isn’t.	I	can	make	stuff	up,	if	you	like.	What	do	you	want	to	hear?

Why	won’t	you	accept	what	I’m	telling	you,	which	is	the	truth?	Ask	anyone	who
was	there,	ask	the	girls,	anyone	–	that	is	what	happened.’
‘Right,	well,	I’ll	be	in	touch.’
‘Okay,	lovely	to	meet	you.	Thanks	for	coming	along,	Rob.’
This	charade	went	on	for	another	week	and	then,	suddenly,	Marto	got	pulled

out	of	the	Academy	to	play	for	Western	Australia.	The	combination	of	Marto’s
promotion	and	my	demotion,	because	 that’s	what	 it	was	 in	effect,	 really	got	 to
me.	I	thought,	‘Hmm,	my	best	mate	has	gone,	I’m	being	treated	like	a	schoolkid
–	I	think	I’ll	go	too.’
I	rang	Jim	Higgs,	who	was	a	Victorian	selector,	and	he	assured	me	that	I	had	a

good	chance	of	getting	 in	 the	 state	 side	 soon.	That	was	 the	clincher.	 I	wrote	a
letter	 to	 Brendan	 Flynn,	 the	 guy	who	 ran	 the	 administration	 of	 the	Academy,



thanking	him	for	the	opportunity	and	saying	how	sorry	I	was	that	things	hadn’t
worked	as	we	both	hoped.	But	I	accepted	this	opportunity	to	improve	my	cricket.
I	told	him	I	was	heading	home	to	Melbourne	with	a	view	to	getting	into	the	state
team.	Then	I	left.	He	didn’t	argue,	and	I	didn’t	have	any	regrets.	So	when	people
say	I	was	kicked	out	of	the	Academy,	it’s	a	lie.	I	decided	to	leave	for	myself.
When	 I	was	 chosen	 to	 play	my	 first	 Test	 against	 India	 the	 next	 season,	 the

Academy	changed	 their	 tune.	They	 tried	 to	claim	me	as	one	of	 theirs,	 saying	I
was	the	first	Academy-trained	player	to	be	picked	for	Australia.	It	was	only	half
true.	They	even	hung	a	picture	of	me	on	the	wall	there	–	classic!	The	same	guys
who	were	treating	me	like	a	kid	put	me	up	on	their	pedestal.	Move	on,	Warney,	I
thought,	move	on.

I’m	often	asked	how	I	got	together	with	Terry	Jenner.	Well,	the	cricket	world	is
pretty	 small	 and	 the	 game	 looks	 after	 its	 own.	 TJ	 had	 been	 in	 prison	 for
embezzlement	of	funds,	and	now	that	he’d	served	his	time,	he	needed	something
to	get	his	teeth	into.	He	was	told	there	was	a	kid	at	the	Academy	he	should	go
and	have	a	look	at.
I’d	been	having	a	rough	time,	but	my	rough	time	had	nothing	on	his	and	we

instantly	hit	it	off,	like	peas	from	the	same	pod.	I	had	some	private	sessions	with
him	that	fascinated	me	–	he	knew	the	art	of	leg-spin	like	no-one	else.	I’d	begun
talking	cricket	to	someone	who	understood	me.
Without	Terry,	 I	wouldn’t	have	been	 the	cricketer	 that	 I	became.	He	helped

me	through	life	stuff	as	well	as	cricket.	I	owe	him	a	lot.	He	gave	me	belief	and
direction	after	arriving	in	my	life	at	exactly	the	right	moment	for	us	both.	I’ll	talk
about	TJ	at	length	in	a	minute,	but	first,	what	else	did	I	learn	at	the	Academy?
For	 some	 reason,	 I	was	obsessed	with	 the	 flipper.	 Jack	Potter	 taught	me	his

version	and	Jim	Higgs,	Bob	Paulsen,	Richie	Benaud,	David	Emerson	and	TJ	all
had	their	methods,	which	shows	how	hard	it	is.	I	remember	the	first	time	I	tried
it	was	at	the	Junction	Oval	nets	at	St	Kilda,	and	it	hit	the	top-right	hand	corner
on	the	full.	It	went	way	over	the	batsman’s	head	and	pinged	back	to	him	off	the
pole.	I	thought,	‘Wow,	I’m	not	bowling	that	again,	that’s	just	toooo	hard.’	But	of
course	I	was	fascinated	and	couldn’t	let	go.	I	kept	at	it	every	day,	more	obsessed
than	before.	I’d	go	off	on	my	own,	or	with	my	brother,	up	to	the	Tulip	Street	nets
on	the	malthoid	surface	–	a	concrete	base	with	black-painted	rubber	on	it	–	and
bowl	leg-breaks,	wrong	’uns	and	then	hundreds	of	flippers.
I	experimented	with	all	the	versions	but	settled	on	Jack’s	with	a	modification

of	my	own,	positioning	the	ball	between	third	finger	and	thumb	and	squeezing	it



out	of	the	front	of	my	hand.	I	started	to	land	it	pretty	well	and	celebrated	like	a
lunatic	in	a	grade	game	when	I	got	the	Aussie	Test	batsman	Julien	Wiener	–	we
called	him	 ‘Schnitzel’	–	with	 a	beauty.	 It	was	my	 first	wicket	with	 the	 flipper
actually	–	so	I	was	very	happy!	A	similar	ball	knocked	over	Alec	Stewart	at	the
Gabba	four	years	later.	From	such	moments	…
(Speaking	 of	 nicknames,	 Aussies	 come	 up	 with	 some	 very	 good	 ones.

Schnitzel	was	one,	but	my	favourite	is	‘Ferfuck’	for	David	Saker.	You’ll	work	it
out.)

Learning	at	Last

Academy	 resignation	 accepted,	 I	 went	 back	 to	 Melbourne	 and	 within	 a	 few
weeks	was	making	my	first-class	debut	at	the	Junction	Oval	for	Victoria	against
Western	Australia.	Guess	what,	Marto	was	 in	 the	WA	 side.	 Simon	O’Donnell
was	Victorian	captain	and	Les	Stillman	coach,	and	they	took	me	out	for	dinner	at
the	Marine	Hotel.	I	ordered	two	white	rolls	and	a	bowl	of	hot	chips.	O’Donnell
said,	 ‘Are	you	 serious?’	 I	 said	yep,	before	 stuffing	 the	chips	between	 the	 rolls
and	adding	loads	of	sauce,	salt	and	vinegar.
O’Donnell,	or	‘Scuba’	as	he	was	called,	was	great	with	me.	Patient,	thoughtful

and	firm.	I	respect	him	for	the	role	he	played	in	me	staying	with	the	Vics	when	I
was	approached	by	New	South	Wales	around	that	time.	He	was	straight	with	me,
no	bullshit,	and	he	made	me	truly	believe	in	my	skills	and	spirit,	while	always
looking	to	help	me	get	the	best	out	of	them.	Mind	you,	he	grassed	a	simple	catch
when	Graeme	Wood	got	a	leading	edge	to	a	decent	leg-break	in	one	of	my	first
overs	 on	 debut	 and	 just	 threw	 it	 back,	 saying,	 ‘Well	 bowled,	mate,	 bad	 luck.’
‘Oh	okay,’	I	 thought.	‘No	worries.	I’ve	only	been	working	on	that	moment	for
two	years.	Thanks,	Scube!’	Pretty	 laidback	guy,	 the	Scube.	Woody	went	on	 to
smash	 us	 all	 over	 the	 park.	 In	 the	 end,	 it	 was	 big	 Tom	Moody	 who	 had	 the
dubious	honour	of	being	my	first	wicket	in	first-class	cricket.
(Dennis	Lillee	was	 the	 team	manager	 for	Western	Australia	 at	 the	 time.	 I’d

never	met	Lillee	–	who	 is	such	an	absolute	 legend.	At	 tea	on	 the	second	day	I
asked	Marto	if	I	could	meet	him,	but	Marto	said	he	slept	from	tea	to	stumps	so
he’d	be	right	for	the	night	ahead.	‘He	drinks	hard,’	said	Marto,	‘has	fun	with	the
guys	and	tells	incredible	stories,	so	we	give	him	one	session	off	a	day.’	And	little
starstruck	me	thought,	‘Yes,	he	is	a	legend!’)
In	 August	 1990	 I	 was	 picked	 to	 go	 to	 the	West	 Indies	 with	 the	 Australian

Young	Cricketers,	which	was	a	great	experience	if	no	great	success	story.	Then,



in	September	1991,	I	was	chosen	to	go	to	Zimbabwe	on	an	Australia	B	tour	that
Mark	Taylor	captained.
Zimbabwe	was	a	great	 country,	 ruined	by	 its	president,	Robert	Mugabe,	but

thankfully	 it’s	making	 a	 comeback	now	 that	 he’s	 out	 of	 the	way.	The	Zimbos
could	play	alright.	They	were	hugely	competitive	blokes	and	magnificent	hosts
after	hours.	We	took	a	strong	team	and	all	of	us	made	good	mates	over	there.
I	kept	nailing	their	big-hitting	all-rounder,	Iain	Butchart,	with	the	flipper.	He

was	as	hopeless	at	reading	it	as	Daryll	Cullinan.	He	kind	of	smiled	at	me	in	his
stance	before	I	came	in,	then	I	let	it	go	and	knocked	him	over.	Simple!	We	called
it	the	‘Butchy	ball’	for	a	while	but	it	didn’t	stick.
Tubby	 was	 a	 top-class	 captain	 and	 it	 was	 obvious	 that	 he’d	 lead	 Australia

soon	enough.	I	picked	up	7/49	in	 the	second	first-class	game,	 the	first	 time	I’d
done	anything	on	the	international	stage.	It	gave	me	a	huge	sense	of	satisfaction.
The	 pitches	 in	 both	 Bulawayo	 and	 Harare	 suited	 me	 well	 and	 I	 certainly	 got
more	 from	 that	 trip	 than	 from	 the	West	 Indies	 a	 year	 earlier.	Although	one	or
two	 of	 the	 guys	 had	 already	 played	 Test	 cricket,	 that	 Zimbabwe	 trip	 saw	 the
foundation	 of	 the	 new	Australian	 team	 –	 Taylor,	 Steve	Waugh,	 Tom	Moody,
Michael	 Bevan,	 Paul	 Reiffel	 and	 me.	 Our	 liaison	 officer	 was	 a	 guy	 called
Russell	 Tiffin.	 I	 drank	 ‘soapies’	with	 him	most	 nights	 –	 cane,	 lime,	 soda	 and
Robinson’s	lemon	barley	to	wash	it	down	real	quick.	He	was	a	great	bloke	who
later	became	an	international	umpire,	and	whenever	I	hit	a	batsman	on	the	pads
and	it	was	anything	like	close,	I	was	up,	and	Russell,	more	often	than	not,	raised
that	 finger	 of	 his.	 I	 reckon	 those	 happy	 nights	 at	 the	Harare	 Sports	 Club	 had
given	me	a	better	than	even	chance!
John	 Benaud,	 Richie’s	 brother,	 was	 the	 manager	 of	 the	 tour,	 an	 absolute

beauty	of	a	guy.	We	heard	that	he	came	up	with	the	word	‘sledging’,	as	applied
to	cricket,	in	a	Shield	game	in	the	early	1970s	when	he	was	having	a	real	go	at	a
player	he	disliked	in	the	opposition.	They	came	off	at	the	lunch	break	and	one	of
his	 team-mates	 said,	 ‘Hey,	 JB,	 did	 you	 get	 out	 of	 bed	 the	 wrong	 side	 this
morning,	 mate?	 You’re	 about	 as	 subtle	 as	 a	 sledgehammer.’	 Hence	 the	 word
sledging.	 He	 was	 pretty	 shy	 when	 we	 asked	 him	 about	 it,	 so	 we	 were	 never
certain	how	true	it	was.	Ripper	bloke,	JB.
After	the	Zimbabwe	tour,	my	confidence	started	to	grow.	The	bad	experience

of	 the	 Academy	 could	 be	 weighed	 against	 a	 better	 than	 average	 start	 to	 state
cricket	and	backing	from	the	Aussie	selectors.	The	incentives	were	clear.	Keep
at	it,	keep	believing	in	yourself	and	all	things	are	possible.	I	noticed	that	cricket
was	beginning	to	match	footy	in	those	dreams	of	mine.
One	 thing	 I’d	 picked	 up	 during	 the	 days	 of	World	 Series	 Cricket	was	 how

exciting	the	game	could	be	for	anyone	with	 the	personality	 to	break	the	mould



and	give	the	crowd	something	for	their	buck.	My	own	playing	experiences	had
allowed	 me	 to	 sense	 the	 hidden	 elements	 of	 cricket,	 subtleties	 that	 don’t
immediately	come	over	on	television.	I	loved	the	intense	competition	that	made
up	 the	 conflict	 between	 bat	 and	 ball	 and	 the	 showmanship	 that	 came	with	 it.
That’s	what	started	to	do	it	for	me	–	the	head-to-heads,	the	one-on-ones.	We	all
need	our	boat	rocked	and	this	question	about	who	out-thinks	and	outlasts	who	is
the	crux	of	the	game	and	the	bit	that	most	interests	me.
Though	 I	was	 angry	 at	 the	way	 I’d	 been	 treated	 at	 the	Academy,	 I’d	 learnt

enough	to	realise	 that	I	could	make	more	of	my	talent.	In	a	way,	 that	 long	bus
journey	from	Darwin	gave	me	time	to	work	out	what	I	really	wanted.	Hell,	I	was
playing	state	cricket	a	few	weeks	later,	so	no-one	could	say	I	gave	up:	far	from
it,	 I	got	stuck	 in.	My	dreams	were	changing.	My	appetite	 for	cricket	 increased
and	my	ambition	went	up	–	not	one	level	but	about	five.
I’d	been	in	the	state	squad	for	a	couple	of	years,	been	to	the	Academy,	toured

the	West	 Indies	 and	Zimbabwe,	won	 the	 flag	 in	grade	 cricket	 and	played	 four
Shield	 games.	 I’d	 done	 okay,	 showing	 glimpses	 of	what	 I	 could	 do	 –	 but	 not
better	than	that,	to	be	honest.
Then	the	lightning	bolt.
It	 was	 Christmas	 1991.	 I	 was	 at	 the	 Boxing	Day	 Test	 with	my	mate	 Dean

Waugh	 –	 watching	 his	 brother	 Mark	 –	 and	 bumped	 into	 Ian	 McDonald,	 the
Australian	team	manager.	He	saw	the	three	pies	under	my	right	arm	and	the	beer
under	my	left	and	said,	‘Go	easy,	mate,	you	might	be	playing	in	Sydney.’	Yeah,
right,	Macca,	nice	one.	What	happened	the	next	morning	shocked	the	life	out	of
me.	Macca	called	and	said	the	selectors	had	picked	me	in	the	squad	for	the	New
Year	Test	against	India.	Oh	my	God!
Yes,	that	was	the	ambition.	But	not	yet!	Not	nearly.

Straya

Imagine	 it	 for	 a	moment.	The	kid	with	 the	 football	 dream,	 the	bogan	 at	 heart,
told	he	was	going	to	play	cricket	for	Australia.	Not	much	floors	me,	but	that	call
did.	I	felt	like	I	was	out	of	my	league.	Talk	about	daunting.	I	didn’t	know	many
of	my	team-mates	–	I	mean,	I’d	been	copying	most	of	them	in	the	backyard	the
week	 before.	 You	 know,	 doing	 impressions	 and	 commentating	 their
performances.	Now	I	was	shaking	their	hand	and	changing	alongside	them.	I	felt
awkward,	disorientated,	exposed.
Ravi	 Shastri	 smashed	 me	 all	 over	 the	 park;	 it	 was	 sort	 of	 embarrassing.	 I

didn’t	bowl	long	hops	or	full	 tosses,	not	many	anyway.	I	bowled	mainly	pretty



good	balls,	 but	got	hammered	everywhere.	At	 that	 stage	 I	didn’t	 really	have	a
plan	–	I	 just	bowled	and	waited	for	 the	batsman	to	make	a	mistake.	The	art	of
spin	bowling	is	the	real	key	–	more	on	that	later.
I	dropped	Ravi	–	a	caught	and	bowled	chance	when	he	had	66	–	which	might

have	made	a	huge	difference.	Instead,	he	got	a	double	hundred.	It	went	from	bad
to	worse,	as	Sachin	got	140-odd	as	well.	He	was	about	12	years	old,	looked	eight
and	smashed	me.
My	figures	were	1/150.	I	felt	stupid	and	wanted	a	hole	to	disappear	into,	but

that’s	the	thing	about	Test	cricket	–	there	is	no	hole.	You’re	stuck	with	it	for	up
to	five	days	and	every	bastard	is	watching	and	has	something	to	say.	We	had	to
fight	 to	save	 the	game	and	no-one	does	 that	better	 than	Allan	Border.	 I	was	 in
with	 him	 at	 the	 end,	 facing	 seven	 balls	 to	 survive,	 so	 at	 least	 I	 contributed	 to
something.	 I	 was	 really	 struck	 by	 Border’s	 authority	 and	 determination.	 He
seemed	 to	 embody	much	 of	what	Australia	 stands	 for	 and,	 immediately,	 I	 felt
comfortable	 around	 him.	 AB	 was	 a	 great	 leader,	 as	 I	 was	 to	 find	 out	 soon
enough.
I	 played	 the	 next	 Test	 in	 Adelaide	 too,	 another	 horror,	 and	 yet	 I	 had

immediately	 liked	 the	 taste	of	Test	match	cricket	 and	 seen	 the	attraction	of	 its
unique	and	very	special	appeal.	In	short,	my	imagination	had	been	fired.	‘Dream,
baby,	dream,’	as	the	song	goes.
There	was	definitely	something	in	the	air	and	I	wanted	to	know	more	about	it.

I	needed	a	kindred	spirit,	someone	like-minded	to	guide	my	journey.	So	I	found
a	teacher,	and	he	helped	to	change	my	life.	As	I	said,	I	had	a	taste	and	now	I	was
hungry	for	knowledge.



5

Something	in	the	Air

TJ’s	Place	–	March	1992

I	STOPPED	OFF	at	some	Adelaide	drive-through	bottle	store	and	bought	a	slab	of
beer,	having	driven	fast	from	Melbourne,	on	a	whim,	and	been	done	by	the	cops
for	speeding	in	a	small	town	called	Keith,	220	kilometres	short	of	Adelaide.	I’d
traded	in	the	TC	Cortina	for	a	Nissan	Vector	with	a	few	bucks	from	my	various
jobs	and	an	early	contract	with	the	Australian	Cricket	Board	worth	three	grand.
There	was	no	plan	for	a	new	car	but	I’d	been	on	the	Nepean	Highway	driving

home	one	afternoon	and	on	 the	corner	of	 the	big	 junction	near	Brighton	was	a
showroom	with	this	gleaming	Pulsar	Vector,	white	with	white	wheels.	It	was	up
on	a	shiny	steel	rack	and	looked	very	cool.	I	wanted	that	car!	I	got	1200	bucks
for	 the	Cortina	 and	Dad	 lent	me	 a	grand.	The	 rest	was	me.	 I	 bought	 a	mobile
phone,	the	big	brick	that	somehow	fitted	in	the	car	in	those	days,	hooked	it	all	up
and	took	off	for	Adelaide,	music	on	loud	and	calling	all	my	mates.	The	long	road
to	South	Australia	flew	by,	until	that	flashing	light	in	the	mirror,	the	inquisition,
the	fine	and	the	demerit	points.
I	knew	the	address	and,	mid-afternoon	on	a	hot	 late-summer	day,	 I	knocked

on	Terry	Jenner’s	door.	He	looked	pretty	shocked.	I	told	him	that	the	idea	of	a
life	in	football	had	truly	passed	me	by	and	that	cricket	was	now	the	dream.	The
taste	of	Test	cricket,	the	thrill	of	state	cricket	and	the	challenge	of	finding	a	new
path	 forward	 in	my	 life	 had	 got	 hold	 of	me.	 ‘I	 want	 to	 learn.	 The	 passion	 is
bubbling	and	I’ll	do	whatever	it	takes.’
TJ	gave	it	to	me.	He	just	ripped	into	me	like	you	wouldn’t	believe.	‘What	the

hell?’	he	said.	‘You’re	overweight	–	fat,	actually.	You’ve	got	no	discipline	and
you	 think	you’re	better	 than	you	are.	You	didn’t	deserve	 to	play	 for	Australia.
Some	guys	used	 to	dominate	Shield	cricket	and	never	got	picked.	Others	–	me
for	 one	–	would	get	 a	 game	here	 and	 there,	 and	get	 binned.	You’ve	got	 some
amazing	talent,	but	I	question	your	commitment.	You	got	a	game	for	Australia
because	there’s	no-one	else	out	there	right	now.	You’re	a	lucky	boy	alright,	but



you’re	 not	 that	 good.	 Not	 yet,	 anyway,	 although	 you	 could	 be.	 So	 let’s	 get
serious.	Put	the	beers	back	in	the	car,	all	two	dozen	of	them,	and	tomorrow	take
’em	 back	 to	 the	 bottle	 store.	 While	 you	 work	 with	 me,	 there	 are	 no	 beers.
Actually,	put	them	in	my	fridge	for	another	time.’
And	that	was	the	point	when	I	thought,	‘Right,	no-one	has	ever	spoken	to	me

like	that	before.	I’m	in.’	Mind	you,	Simon	O’Donnell	had	come	close.	Initially,
in	the	summer	of	1991/92	I	hadn’t	secured	a	regular	place	in	the	Victorian	state
side	and	 received	an	offer	 from	New	South	Wales	via	Steve	Waugh,	who	was
keen	for	me	to	join	the	Blues.	I	thought	about	it	very	seriously	but	was	put	in	my
place,	first	by	Darren	‘Chuck’	Berry	who	walked	me	round	the	Albert	Ground	–
where	the	Victorian	team	trained	–	and	told	me	to	get	my	act	together,	and	then
Scuba,	who	went	a	stage	further.	In	short,	he	had	me	up	against	a	wall	and	called
me	a	weak	bastard	for	not	backing	myself	in	Victoria.	He	said,	‘You	can	piss	off
to	 NSW	 if	 you	 like,	 but	 you’re	 going	 for	 the	 wrong	 reasons,	 and,	 mark	 my
words,	mate,	you’ll	regret	it.’	Mum	and	Dad	helped	convince	me	to	stay	too,	so
that	was	that.	Four	people	I	rated	highly	all	making	it	clear!
So,	I	backed	myself	to	be	better	than	the	others	in	Victoria	–	better	than	blokes

like	Peter	McIntyre	and	Paul	Jackson.	‘Toughen	up,’	I	thought,	‘and	get	into	this
Victorian	cricket	team.’	Which	I	did,	but	that	was	no	longer	my	limit:	I	suddenly
wanted	more	in	a	way	I	had	never,	ever	felt	before.	This	was	more	than	my	goal,
or	an	ambition	now,	it	was	even	more	than	a	desire	–	it	had	become	a	form	of
desperation	and	I	was	determined	to	do	whatever	it	took	to	make	it	and	not	fail.
The	 thing	was	 that	 I	 didn’t	 know	how	 to	manage	 it.	 Thankfully,	Terry	 Jenner
did.	Bring	on	the	instigator.
‘Okay,	mate,	can	we	start	tomorrow?’	I	asked	him.
He	said,	‘No	way,	Shane	–	we	start	now,	here.	Let’s	talk.’
That’s	what	we	did	until	midnight	–	about	everything	that	had	happened	to	me

so	 far,	 from	 club	 cricket	 and	 the	 Academy	 to	 playing	 for	 Australia,	 and
everything	we	needed	to	do	going	forward.	About	the	history	of	the	game,	about
the	greats	and	their	achievements,	about	pitches	and	places	and	umpires	and	the
laws	and	captaincy	and	fielding	positions.	Then	we	crashed	out	and	slept	till	the
sun	came	up	and	my	new	life	started.
I	climbed	off	the	couch	and,	for	the	first	time	since	I’d	started	smoking	full-on

when	I	was	16,	 I	didn’t	 light	a	cigarette	 that	morning.	Then	I	went	 for	a	 long,
hard	run.	Well,	sort	of.	It	didn’t	turn	out	that	long	or	that	far.	Geez,	I	was	unfit.
When	I	got	back	TJ	was	awake	and	he	said,	‘Oh,	right,	you’ve	been	for	a	run	–
that’s	progress	already.’
Then	we	sat	down	and	he	listed	a	bunch	of	former	players,	most	I	hadn’t	heard

of	and	the	rest	I	didn’t	know	much	about.	He	asked	me	a	heap	of	questions	about



them.	I	was	clueless.	So	TJ	made	me	watch	old	footage	of	a	lot	of	the	greats	–
people	 like	Arthur	Mailey	 and	Clarrie	Grimmett.	He	 said,	 ‘Test	 cricket	 didn’t
start	 in	1991/92	when	you	got	 a	game,	mate,	we’ve	got	120	years	 to	 catch	up
on.’
I’d	driven	from	Melbourne	to	Terry	Jenner’s	house	in	Adelaide	with	the	idea

of	surprising	him	and	spending	a	couple	of	days	picking	his	brains.	I	stayed	for
six	weeks.	The	gist	of	our	first	conversations	and	practical	experiments	was	this.
‘Shane,	you	bowl	nicely	and	rip	your	leg-spinners,	you	bowl	your	wrong	’uns

and	 your	 straight	 ones	 and	 you’ve	 got	 an	 unbelievable	 flipper.	 You	 can	 also
catch	well	and	bat	 too.	You’ve	got	 the	 toys,	mate,	but	you	don’t	know	how	to
use	them.	In	other	words,	you	don’t	know	how	to	get	people	out.’
I	said,	‘What	do	you	mean?’
‘You	need	to	learn	what,	when	and	why.’
‘I	don’t	understand.’
‘What	you	are	bowling,	when	you	are	bowling	it	and	why	you	are	bowling	it.’
‘Yes,	I	sort	of	get	that.’
‘You	 don’t	 just	 bowl	 a	 wrong	 ’un	 because	 you	 haven’t	 bowled	 one	 for	 10

balls,	and	you	don’t	bowl	a	wrong	’un	because	a	new	batsman	comes	in	and	you
want	 to	make	 him	 look	 a	 fool.	You	 don’t	 bowl	 a	 flipper	 because	 you	 haven’t
bowled	 one	 for	 two	 overs.	 For	 a	 flipper	 to	 really	 work,	 you	 have	 to	 plan	 its
disguise,	and	to	do	that	you	have	to	set	up	the	batsman	with	a	faster	leg-break.
The	idea	is	to	push	the	batsman	back	and	then	strike,	for	LBW	or	bowled.	You
want	 them	 looking	 to	 cut	 or	 pull.	 In	 other	 words	 you	 want	 them	 back	 in	 the
crease	and	it	takes	time,	patience	and	strategy	to	push	them	back.	Big	leg-break,
small	leg-break,	any	of	the	varieties	–	think	tactics	and	strategy.’
There	 was	 more,	 much	 more.	 ‘At	 the	 moment,	 there	 are	 a	 few	 things	 you

haven’t	got.	Like	you	haven’t	really	got	a	top-spinner,	which	is	an	over-spinner
that	 people	mistake	 for	 a	wrong	 ’un.	You	haven’t	 got	 a	 high-bouncing	 leggie.
You	haven’t	got	the	mastery	of	side-spin	and	over-spin	yet.	You’ve	got	a	great
natural	leggie,	although	it	needs	to	be	more	consistent;	you	have	a	decent	wrong
’un	and	an	outstanding	flipper,	but	you	need	that	over-spinner	and	a	slider,	and
you	need	to	conquer	the	various	types	of	delivery	and	levels	of	spin.	Above	all,
you’ll	need	to	learn	patience	in	order	to	execute	these	plans.’
I	was	salivating	now,	with	a	ball	in	my	hand,	ripping	it	from	one	hand	to	the

other.	‘How,	how,	how,	TJ?’	I	was	thinking.	‘I	wanna	know!’	I	realised	we	had
lots	to	do.	I	asked	Terry	to	tell	me	a	bit	more	about	what,	when	and	why.
‘I’ll	repeat	the	earlier	question,’	he	said.	‘Ask	yourself	what	you’re	bowling,

when	you’re	going	to	bowl	it	and	why.’



‘Okay,’	I	said,	‘let’s	start	with	a	“what”.	Let’s	say	I’m	trying	to	nick	them	off,
caught	keeper	or	slip.’
‘Right,’	he	said,	‘are	you	bowling	wide	of	 the	crease	or	 tight	 to	 the	stumps?

How	are	you	setting	 the	guy	up?	How	does	he	grip	 the	bat?	Where	 is	he	most
likely	to	attack	you?’
‘I	don’t	know,’	I	admitted.
‘Good,	that’s	a	start	–	you	don’t	think	you	know	it	all.	So	let’s	go	to	work	on

why	you	bowl	certain	deliveries,	when	you’re	going	to	bowl	them	and	how	we
can	 disguise	 them.	 And	 let’s	 work	 out	 an	 over-spinner.	 That’s	 a	 month	 of
education	and	then	years	of	practice.	Okay	with	you?’
‘Yep.	Cool,’	I	said.
First	up,	 I	 figured	I	better	get	 fitter,	 so	 I	got	up	and	ran	every	morning,	 like

Forrest	Gump.	Just	ran	and	ran.	I	never	once	had	a	fag	before	I	went	on	a	run.
And	I	completely	gave	up	alcohol.	When	I	first	knocked	on	Terry’s	door,	I	was
93	kilograms;	a	month	later	I	was	less	than	85.	I	went	to	Merv	Hughes’	wedding
during	that	time,	drank	water	and	left	earlyish.
Two	days	later	I	was	back.	Terry	taught	me	how	to	bowl	close	to	the	stumps

and	wide	 of	 the	 crease;	 how	 to	 bowl	 one	middle	 and	 leg,	 then	middle	 stump,
then	 off-stump;	 how	 to	 bowl	 outside	 off-stump,	 straight	 and	 sucker	wide	 too;
how	to	drag	them	across	the	crease	and	how	to	get	them	stuck	where	they	were
on	 the	crease.	How	to	 repeat	 the	 leg-break,	ball	after	ball,	 from	these	different
angles,	and	how	and	when	to	use	the	wrong	’un,	or	googly	as	it’s	usually	known
overseas.	I	then	thought	about	what	to	put	in	my	armoury	regarding	what	worked
for	me.	That’s	 the	thing	with	advice.	Listen	to	it	all,	and	work	out	for	yourself
whether	it’s	good	for	you	or	not.
I	actually	 learnt	how	 to	bowl	different	wrong	 ’uns	–	Richie	Benaud	showed

me	one	with	an	orange	in	an	airport	lounge.	It	was	a	beauty.	My	wrong	’un	was
good	until	1998	when	I	did	my	shoulder.	I	never	really	got	it	back	so	good	after
that.
Above	all,	 I	worked	on	a	plan.	You	have	 to	have	a	plan	 for	every	batsman,

Terry	 insisted,	 to	 quickly	 work	 out	 where	 his	 strengths	 and	 weaknesses	 are.
There	was	no	real	technology	for	analysis	in	those	days,	so	you	had	to	watch	and
listen	 and	 use	 your	 brain.	 After	 computers	 came	 in,	 I	 still	 liked	 instinct	 and
working	out	the	mental	state	of	a	player.	No	computer	can	tell	you	that.
One	day,	Terry	blindfolded	me	and	I	bowled	without	the	distraction	of	a	target

but	in	search	of	rhythm	and	feel.	Then,	straight	after	removing	the	blindfold,	I’d
bowl	at	a	target	–	a	handkerchief,	say	–	and	expect	to	hit	it	more	often	than	not.
Man,	I	was	in	the	zone:	so,	so	focused.	I’ve	never	been	that	focused	in	my	life.

I	was	committed	to	learning,	I	was	disciplined,	I	hardly	smoked,	I	slept	great	and



was	overwhelmed	by	determination.	Getting	seriously	fit	felt	fantastic.	I	wanted
to	 be	 the	 best	 I	 could	 ever	 imagine	 being	 and	 never	 again	wanted	 to	 hear	 the
words	that	had	haunted	me:	‘You’re	not	good	enough.’
We	spent	a	 lot	of	 time	back	at	 the	Academy,	where	Rod	Marsh	was	now	in

charge.	A	year	on,	it	was	a	totally	different	place.	Rod	was	terrific,	giving	me	a
lot	of	his	time	even	though	he	had	other	responsibilities.	He	allowed	me	all	the
Academy	facilities	and	all	the	time	in	the	world.	Terry	and	I	bowled	for	three	to
four	hours	 a	day,	maybe	more.	The	 routine	was	 run,	 eat,	morning	net	 session,
train,	lunch,	and	back	for	an	afternoon	session	every	day.	I	was	completing	the
beep	test	at	13.5,	pool	sessions,	weights,	the	lot.	I	trained	my	arse	off.	I’ve	never
trained	harder	before	or	since	and	climbed	on	the	scales	one	day	to	read	79	kilos.
Awesome!
Soon	after,	I	was	picked	to	tour	Sri	Lanka	in	August	with	the	Australian	team.

We	had	precious	little	time	to	get	it	right.	Terry	said,	‘They’ve	basically	gifted
you	this	tour	–	you	don’t	deserve	it	yet.’	And	then	he	added,	‘But	when	you	get
there,	Allan	Border	and	the	guys	are	going	to	go,	“Wow,	this	guy	is	really	up	for
it.”’
I	said,	‘TJ,	I’m	not	going	to	fail	at	cricket.	I	failed	at	footy	and	had	to	read	a

letter	that	left	me	completely	shattered.	I’ve	delivered	beds	and	pizzas	and	didn’t
like	it	much.	I’m	going	to	make	this	happen,	I	promise	you.’

The	Sri	Lankan	Miracle	–	August	1992

Sri	Lanka	was	exciting	for	me.	It	was	the	chance	to	prove	to	myself	and	to	others
how	far	I’d	come.	From	when	the	guys	had	last	seen	me	in	early	January,	when	I
was	 99	 kilograms	 and	 generally	 down	 in	 the	 dumps,	 to	 Sri	 Lanka	 in	 August
when	 I	was	 79	 kilos	 and	 ripping	 them,	 I’d	 become	 a	 very	 different	 cricketer.
Better	than	that,	I’d	begun	to	understand	what	I	was	doing.
Sri	Lanka	is	a	beautiful	country	but,	at	the	time,	was	torn	apart	by	civil	war.

This	was	their	first	home	Test	series	since	a	horrific	bomb	blast	in	Colombo	in
1987.	Security	was	tight,	but	 to	be	honest	I	hardly	noticed.	I	was	 like	a	kid	on
Christmas	Eve	–	so	excited.	 I	bowled	for	hours	 in	 the	nets	on	days	so	hot	and
humid	that	Tony	Dodemaide,	a	surprise	selection	ahead	of	Merv	Hughes,	lost	5
kilograms	in	a	morning	session.	Sweat	soaked	through	his	socks	and	poured	out
of	a	hole	he’d	cut	in	his	boots	to	relieve	pressure	on	an	injured	big	toe.
I	bowled	for	hours	 to	AB	because	he	was	one	guy	who	always	 treated	a	net

like	 a	 game.	 ‘What’s	 your	 field?’	 he’d	 say,	 and	 off	 we’d	 go.	 These	 sessions
became	mini-Tests	 between	us.	He	was	 like,	 ‘You’re	 not	 getting	me	out,’	 and



I’m	not	 sure	 I	 ever	did.	The	 trick	at	 a	net	 session	or	practice	 is	 to	 recreate,	 as
near	as	possible,	the	intensity	of	a	match	and	work	daily	on	an	improvement	in
your	game,	however	small.	It	isn’t	easy,	but	if	your	team	can	do	that	more	often
than	 not,	 that’s	 when	 the	 magic	 happens	 –	 along	 with	 laughter	 and	 fun
afterwards.	 I	 did	 exactly	 that	 and	 showed	 AB	 that	 I	 was	 bowling	 well.
Occasionally	the	ball	slipped	out	of	my	hand	because	of	the	sweat	pouring	down
my	 forearms	 and	 AB	 suggested	 gripping	 it	 with	 the	 seam	 up,	 like	 a	 quick
bowler,	to	get	some	purchase.	He	figured	if	I	didn’t	know	what	would	happen	to
it,	well,	the	same	might	apply	to	the	batsman.	I	tried.	It	didn’t	work.
So	we	 got	 to	 the	 first	 Test	 match	 and	 I	 was	 picked.	 Though	Australia	 had

beaten	Sri	Lanka	 in	a	Test	 in	Kandy	 in	1983,	 it	was	 the	only	game	we’d	won
anywhere	in	Asia	since	1969	–	Bill	Lawry’s	successful	tour	of	India.	It	was	an
intense	match	in	many	ways.	We	didn’t	get	enough	first	up	–	256,	thanks	to	Ian
Healy,	who	dragged	us	back	into	it.	Then	Romesh	Kaluwitharana	smashed	132
not	out	on	debut.	They	all	hammered	us,	making	8/547	declared.	We	responded
well	 in	 the	second	innings	with	well	over	400	and	left	 them	181	to	win.	Not	a
difficult	target,	but	not	dead	easy	either.
You	 have	 to	 start	 well	 in	 a	 low	 chase.	 They	 did.	 0/76;	 2/127,	 and	 then

Aravinda	de	Silva	ran	down	to	smack	Craig	McDermott	over	his	head.	It	was	a
high	ball,	really	high.	AB	sprinted	back,	whipped	his	sunnies	and	hat	off,	dived
horizontally	 and	 took	 this	 unbelievable	 running	 catch.	 3/127	–	Aravinda	gone.
Now	 they	 needed	 54	 with	 seven	 wickets	 in	 the	 shed.	 Asanka	 Gurusinha	 was
playing	 really	well	 in	a	heated	contest	with	Greg	Matthews,	who	was	bowling
beautifully.
At	the	other	end,	I	bowled	a	rubbish	over	and	went	for	nine.	Aarrgghh!
In	 the	 first	 innings,	 Arjuna	 Ranatunga	 had	 got	 into	 me,	 while	 making	 a

typically	 resilient	 hundred.	 Arjuna	 had	 a	 habit	 of	 doing	 my	 head	 in.	 He	 was
cocky	and	confrontational	and	we	never	saw	eye	to	eye	–	can’t	imagine	why!
I’d	finished	 that	 innings	with	0/107	 in	22	overs.	 ‘Help	me,	Lord,’	 I	 thought,

‘0/107	is	no	better	than	Sydney	or	Adelaide	against	India.’	So,	at	tea,	during	the
second	 innings,	 I	 retreated	 into	myself.	 ‘Jesus,	 I’ve	done	all	 this	work,	 trained
my	 arse	 off	 and	 I’m	 still	 getting	 hammered.	 Maybe	 cricket	 isn’t	 my	 go.’	 It
sounds	 stupid,	 I	 know,	 but	 the	 game	 gets	 to	 you	 pretty	 quick.	 I	 was	 totally
disheartened.
Allan	Border	sensed	something,	saw	me	on	the	balcony	having	a	smoke,	and

came	and	sat	next	to	me.	‘Mate,	you’re	bowling	bloody	well,’	he	said.	‘You’ve
done	the	hard	yards	so	keep	believing,	stay	patient	–	trust	me,	it	will	happen.’	I
was	 like,	 ‘Yeah,	 thanks,	AB.’	I	couldn’t	help	but	wonder	 if	he	was	 just	saying



that.	 I	 doubted	he	 truly	believed	what	he	was	 telling	me.	One	 thing,	 though,	 I
respected	him	for	trying	and	at	least	I	knew	he	cared.
Anyway,	‘Mo’	Matthews	chipped	away	and	the	Sri	Lankans	were	six	down,

still	 needing	 34	 to	 win,	 when	 my	 cricket	 career	 took	 a	 dramatic	 turn.	 AB
signalled	down	to	fine	leg	and	shouted,	‘Next	over,	Warney!’
‘Oh	no,	no,	no,	no,	you	can’t	be	serious,’	I	thought.	‘This	could	be	done	and

dusted	in	a	couple	of	overs,	AB.	You	can’t	do	this	to	me,	not	now,	not	with	so
much	at	 stake.	 I	 could	cost	us	 the	match.’	But	 I	kept	my	outward	emotions	 in
check	and	began	 to	convince	myself	 that,	actually,	now	was	as	good	a	 time	as
any.
I	 bowled	 a	 maiden	 –	 I’d	 never	 concentrated	 so	 hard	 in	 my	 life.	 I	 thought,

‘We’re	 still	 in	 this.	 We	 haven’t	 lost	 yet.	 No	 way.’	 Then	Mo	 took	 his	 fourth
wicket,	an	LBW	that	we	were	long	overdue.	Seven	down,	34	to	win.
What	 you	 don’t	 fully	 appreciate,	 until	 you’ve	 played	 a	 bit,	 is	 that	 your

opponents	are	under	severe	pressure	too.	Aravinda	had	played	a	shocking	shot	–
the	 one	 caught	 by	AB	 –	 having	 played	 the	 same	 shot	 an	 over	 before	 and	 got
away	with	 it	 by	 an	 inch	 or	 two	 –	 a	 finger-tipper,	 again	 to	AB.	Yes,	 the	 guys
waiting	in	the	rooms	to	bat	are	nervous,	or	worse,	and	when	they	see	their	star
players	make	mistakes,	 they	 begin	 to	 imagine	 hand-grenades	 themselves.	You
learn	to	trade	on	that	and	to	back	yourself	to	handle	the	pressure	better	than	the
other	bloke.	And	you	can	only	 think	 like	 that	once	you’ve	done	 it	a	 few	times
when	the	game	is	there	to	be	won.	It’s	amazing	that	when	you	reach	that	point,
the	opposition	starts	to	think	you’ll	do	it	when	the	game	is	in	the	balance.	That’s
how	you	create	an	aura	out	on	the	ground	and	off	the	pitch	too	–	it’s	an	inner-
confidence.	 It’s	 also	 that	 something	 that	 some	 players	 have	 that	 you	 can’t	 put
your	finger	on.	But	back	then	…
Mo,	 who	 was	 always	 supportive	 and	 good	 to	 me,	 was	 shouting,	 ‘C’mon,

Suicide’	(his	nickname	for	me,	after	the	INXS	song,	‘Suicide	Blonde’).	AB	was,
like,	possessed	–	you	almost	didn’t	dare	let	him	down	–	and	it	was	in	situations
like	this	that	he	demanded	courage	and	concentration.
Oh	 Jeeeesus	 …	 I	 was	 nervous,	 but	 I	 just	 tried	 to	 stay	 focused.	 Then,	 a

breakthrough.	 Mark	 Waugh	 took	 a	 catch	 off	 me	 to	 dismiss	 Pramodya
Wickramasinghe.	My	second	Test	wicket.	Yes!	Dean	Jones	came	up	to	me	and
said,	 ‘Well	 done,	 mate,	 your	 average	 just	 came	 down	 to	 160.’	 I	 think	 it	 was
meant	to	be	a	joke,	at	least	I	hope	it	was.	Good	one,	Deano.
The	match	 was	 so	 tight	 now.	 The	 wicket	 gave	 us	 the	 scent	 of	 victory	 and

that’s	 the	point	when	 it	got	even	more	 intense	out	 there.	 I	was	 thinking,	 ‘Holy
shit!’	 Honestly,	 I	 could	 hardly	 talk.	 I	 was	 elsewhere,	 gasping.	 Then	 ‘Junior’



caught	another	–	Don	Anurasiri.	Sri	Lanka	were	nine	down	and	imploding.	End
of	over.
Next	 one,	 Mo	 went	 for	 two	 boundaries	 –	 strong	 sweeps	 by	 the	 Guru.

Seventeen	 to	win.	One	ball	of	Mo’s	over	 left	and	 the	Guru	wanted	 to	steal	 the
strike,	but	Ranjith	Madurasinghe	turned	him	down	at	the	non-striker’s	end.
Me	 to	 bowl.	 Madurasinghe	 looked	 terrified	 and	 couldn’t	 help	 himself:	 he

wound	up,	mishitting	the	leg-break	high	but	nowhere.	Mo	circled	underneath	it
and	hung	on.	Australia	win!	By	16.	The	guys	go	crazy.	Me	too.
I’d	 taken	 3/11	 –	 the	 last	 three	 –	 without	 conceding	 a	 run.	 There	 was	 joy

everywhere,	not	 least	on	AB’s	 face.	 In	 the	dressing-room,	 led	by	David	Boon,
we	belted	out	‘Underneath	the	Southern	Cross’,	our	victory	song.	We	were	later
to	 hear	 that	 next	 door,	 in	 the	 Sri	 Lanka	 room,	 it	 was	 like	 someone	 had	 died.
‘Kalu’	was	quoted	as	saying	he	 felt	 stabbed	 in	 the	chest	with	a	knife	over	and
over	again.	In	our	dressing-room,	AB	called	it	‘The	greatest	heist	since	the	Great
Train	Robbery’.	Sri	Lanka	had	lost	eight	wickets	for	37.	If	it	had	been	on	TV	in
Australia	it	would	be	remembered	as	one	of	the	great	Test	matches.
That	 team	was	Mark	Taylor,	Tom	Moody,	David	Boon,	Mark	Waugh,	Dean

Jones,	 Allan	 Border,	 Greg	 Matthews,	 Ian	 Healy,	 Shane	 Warne,	 Craig
McDermott	 and	Mike	Whitney.	 I	 contributed	 to	 the	win	 and	 sensed	 the	 relief.
It’s	hard	 to	explain	exactly	how	good	 it	was	 to	 feel	 I	belonged;	or	 if	not	quite
belonged,	that	I	didn’t	let	anyone	down.
I’m	indebted	to	AB	for	having	the	confidence	to	throw	me	the	ball.	I’ll	never

forget	that.	It	was	also	great	captaincy	and	leadership.	God	I	love	that	man.	He
did	so	much	 for	me	over	 the	years,	and	he	was	a	great	 leader	 for	 sure,	who	 is
nowadays	 regarded	as	 the	grandad	of	Australian	cricket.	All	of	us	who	played
under	him	listened	and	learnt.	He	toughened	us	up	and	set	us	on	a	straight	road.
The	part	AB	has	played	in	our	game	has	been	truly	exceptional.
I	missed	the	second	Test	match	with	a	weird	foot	thing	called	Plantar	fasciitis.

It	was	unbelievably	painful	–	I	couldn’t	walk.	I	played	the	third	Test	but	most	of
it	was	a	washout.	So	that	was	the	series	over.
I	felt	pretty	good	about	my	game	right	then	and	started	the	1992/93	summer	in

Australia	smashing	it	in	Shield	cricket	with	both	bat	and	ball.	However,	I	wasn’t
picked	for	 the	first	Test	against	West	 Indies	 in	Brisbane.	We	should	have	won
the	game	but	couldn’t	bowl	 them	out	on	 the	 last	day.	At	 the	press	conference,
Allan	Border	said	we’d	have	won	if	Shane	Warne	had	played.	So,	after	making
69	 with	 the	 bat	 and	 taking	 six-for	 against	 WA	 at	 the	 Junction	 I	 got	 picked
Boxing	Day!



Boxing	Day	for	the	First	Time	–	December	1992

In	the	Boxing	Day	Test,	I	took	1/65	in	the	first	innings.	That	got	people	talking:
‘This	 Warne	 isn’t	 much	 good.’	 Remember	 Australians	 had	 only	 seen	 me	 in
Sydney	and	Adelaide	against	India	previously.	Sri	Lanka	hadn’t	been	televised.
The	 frustration	 that	 my	 home	 town	 wasn’t	 seeing	 the	 best	 of	 me	 turned	 into
motivation.	I	came	out	second	innings	and	took	7/52	–	against	Haynes,	Hooper,
Lara,	Richardson;	all	 those	guys	 in	 the	 team	that	was	still	 rated	number	one	 in
the	world.	I	knocked	them	over	with	my	flipper	–	the	one	to	Richie	Richardson
was	about	the	best	I	ever	bowled.	Everything	clicked,	 it	felt	 like	magic.	Richie
had	 come	 down	 to	 a	wrong	 ’un	 and	 said	 afterwards,	 ‘Hey,	man,	was	 that	 the
wrong	one?!’	I	said,	‘Yeah,	watch	out	for	it,	Richie,’	and	then	knocked	him	over
with	the	flipper	next	ball!	Merv	took	the	last	catch	and	the	party	began.
When	 I’d	 finished	my	 days	with	 TJ	 and	Rod	Marsh	 in	Adelaide,	 I’d	 given

them	both	 a	 bottle	 of	 red	wine	 to	 thank	 them	 for	 their	 help.	They	 said	 they’d
open	them	at	an	appropriate	time,	like	after	Warne	took	some	wickets!	Rod	rang
the	MCG	dressing-room	after	that	victory	and	said	he	was	at	home	drinking	the
red	 I’d	 given	 him.	 It	was	wonderful	 of	 him	 to	 call.	 I	 called	 TJ	 to	 see	 if	 he’d
opened	one	too.	‘Still	not	 the	time,	mate,’	he	said,	‘but	great	 job,	well	done.’	I
said	‘Okay,	no	worries.’
I	remember	Greg	Matthews	running	out	to	get	my	dad	to	celebrate	with	us	in

the	rooms	and	I	got	a	fun	picture	of	him	and	me	having	a	beer	with	Merv,	who
threw	most	of	 it	all	over	us.	 Ian	 ‘Molly’	Meldrum	came	 in	 too.	He’d	been	 the
host	of	the	TV	music	show	Countdown	and	was	a	legend	in	Australia	–	as	big	as
Michael	Parkinson	 in	England.	He	 loved	his	 sport.	 ‘Mate,	 that	was	one	of	 the
best	days,’	he	said.	‘I’ve	never	seen	a	leg-spinner	bowl	like	that,	and	against	the
West	Indies	–	can	you	believe	it?	It	was	unreal.	Love	ya,	Warney.’
Boony	 sang	 the	 team	 song	 with	 unbelievable	 passion	 and	 we	 all	 just	 went

berserk.	 It	was	an	awesome	night.	 I	woke	up	 the	next	day	 thinking,	 ‘If	 I	bowl
like	that,	I’m	good	enough.	Yes,	I’m	ready	to	go	and	watch	me	fucking	go.’
That	was	my	 first	 night	 back	 on	 the	 beer	 proper.	 I’d	worked	 so	 hard	 –	 I’d

drunk	 water	 at	 Merv’s	 wedding,	 trained,	 practised,	 starved	 myself.	 So	 I	 got
flying	drunk	and	was	nothing	more	than	a	statistic	the	next	day.	But	from	then
on	–	certainly	for	the	rest	of	that	series	–	I	was	okay	with	it	and	took	things	easy.
The	booze	didn’t	matter,	the	performances	did.
We	drew	in	Sydney	over	the	New	Year,	the	match	that	Brian	Lara	played	his

great	innings	of	277.	I’ve	said	it	before	and	I’ll	say	it	again:	if	we	hadn’t	run	him
out,	we’d	have	never	got	him	out.	Our	500	played	their	600	–	a	batting	deck!	He



tells	a	good	story	about	naming	his	daughter	Sydney	after	that	innings.	Then	he
pauses	and	adds,	‘Lucky	I	didn’t	make	277	in	Lahore!’
All	 of	 this	meant	we	were	 one	 up	 going	 into	Adelaide	 in	 late	 January.	 It’s

perhaps	the	biggest	disappointment	of	my	cricket	life	that	we	lost	that	incredible
Test	 match	 by	 one	 run.	 2006	 against	 England	 became	 known	 as	 ‘Amazing
Adelaide’,	but	1993	came	close	to	claiming	that	title.	We	were	the	ones	chasing
this	 time,	 just	186	to	win.	It	was	our	dressing-room’s	 turn	 to	be	so	nervous,	 to
feel	that	pressure	I	talked	about,	and	we	could	barely	watch	as	Curtly	Ambrose,
Courtney	Walsh	and	Ian	Bishop	got	stuck	into	us.	What	a	match	it	was!	In	the
end	those	great	fast	bowlers	were	just	too	good.
I	only	bowled	eight	overs	in	the	whole	game;	Tim	May	bowled	22	and	took

seven	 wickets.	 ‘Maysey’	 was	 a	 ripper	 –	 top	 bloke,	 top	 bowler.	 We	 loved
operating	 together	 –	 he	 was	 my	 favourite	 spinner	 to	 bowl	 with	 –	 and	 we
certainly	complemented	each	other.	I’d	bet	our	record	re	wickets	taken	and	Test
matches	won	is	as	good	as	anyone’s.
He	came	within	a	whisker	of	getting	us	over	 the	 line	with	 the	bat,	 finishing

unbeaten	on	42	when	Craig	McDermott	was	caught	at	 the	wicket	off	Courtney
Walsh.	The	margin	was	one	 run!	That’s	 all,	 one.	So	near,	 so	 far.	Some	game,
this	Test	cricket.	We	all	remember	the	television	footage	of	our	viewing	gallery
when	McDermott	was	 given	 out.	 Border	 and	 his	 boys	were	 not	 happy.	 Just	 a
scratch	 on	 the	 glove	 of	 a	 steepling	 ball	 at	 ‘Billy’s	 head.	 Cruel.	 But	 it	 was
brilliant	by	Walsh,	who	was	a	hugely	respected	cricketer.	And	a	brave	and	great
decision	by	the	umpire	Darrell	Hair.
We	went	to	Perth	with	the	series	to	play	for,	and	Curtly	Ambrose	took	7/1	on

a	minefield.	From	0/24	with	the	new	nut,	he	finished	with	7/25	–	the	most	lethal
spell	of	fast	bowling	I’ve	ever	seen.	The	game	was	over	in	two	days	basically.
The	 pitch	was	 green	 and	 rock	 hard;	 good-length	 balls	 flew	 past	 and	 over	 our
heads.	They’d	 replaced	Kenny	Benjamin	with	Anderson	Cummins	–	 so	 it	was
Ambrose,	Bishop,	Walsh	 and	 this	 guy	Cummins,	who	was	 no	 slouch.	 I	mean,
please.	We	 had	…	 no	 chance,	 as	 the	 scores	 prove.	We	 lost	 the	 match	 by	 an
innings	and	the	series	2–1.	The	legend	of	the	modern-day	West	Indians	lived	on.
By	now,	I	really	felt	I	belonged.	After	the	West	Indies	tour,	we	went	straight

to	New	Zealand,	where	I	 took	17	wickets	 in	three	matches	at	an	average	of	15
each.	 It	 had	 been	 an	 extraordinary	 year.	 From	 setting	 off	 to	 TJ’s	 place	 in
Adelaide	 to	 the	 final	 Test	 of	 the	 1992/93	 summer	 in	 Auckland,	 my	 life	 had
changed	beyond	all	recognition.	There	had	been	something	in	the	air	alright.
By	this	point,	some	important	and	influential	people	had	placed	a	lot	of	faith

in	me.	First	up	was	TJ,	for	 the	detailed	 technical	stuff,	 the	mental	side	and	the
tactics	–	plus	his	unwavering	belief	that	I	had	it	in	me	to	be	something	special.



TJ	treated	me	like	a	son	and	I	responded	like	we	were	family.	Nothing	was	left
uncovered.
Rod	Marsh	was	 a	 big	 influence	 too,	 and	because	Rod,	TJ	 and	 Ian	Chappell

were	great	mates,	 the	four	of	us	spent	a	lot	of	 time	together.	Rod	was	good	on
discipline	and	cricket	common-sense.	He	helped	me	think	clearly.
Chappelli	has	 this	amazing	cricket	brain	and	I	 reckon	he	must	be	one	of	 the

two	 or	 three	 greatest	 captains	 of	 all	 time.	 Who	 are	 the	 candidates?	 Douglas
Jardine,	of	course,	for	what	he	achieved	against	Bradman	and	having	the	courage
to	change	the	game’s	parameters;	Sir	Frank	Worrell,	definitely,	for	the	image	he
gave	cricket	and	the	flair	with	which	his	team	played	the	game;	Richie	Benaud,
for	imagination,	flair	and	style,	and	…	Ian	Chappell,	in	my	view.
I’ve	 listened	 to	him	 talking	cricket	 for	a	 long	 time	now	and	he	makes	more

sense	 than	anyone.	He	 taught	me	so	much	about	 the	 tactical	 side	of	 the	game,
about	strategy,	about	getting	the	best	out	of	players	and	about	loyalty	to	them	–
the	aspects	of	 the	 job	that	matter	most.	He	sees	 inside	 the	game	and	inside	 the
minds	of	all	of	us	who	play	it,	even	from	150	metres	away	in	 the	commentary
box,	and	he	continues	to	push	for	the	things	that	matter	most	–	attacking	cricket
and	good	pitches	that	give	an	equal	chance	to	batsman	and	bowler.	I’ve	spoken
to	a	 lot	of	 former	 captains	over	 these	past	30	years	 and	 I’ve	 learnt	more	 from
Chappelli	than	anyone.
I	remember	having	breakfast	with	him	around	the	time	I	was	at	the	Academy

and	thinking,	‘Wow,	this	guy	is	good.’	One	particular	thing	he	said	has	always
stuck	with	me:	 ‘Know	 yourself.’	When	 people	 ask	me	 about	 their	 own	 game
these	days,	I	add	to	that,	‘Never	pretend	to	be	something	you’re	not.	Be	straight
up	and	you’ll	be	respected	for	it.’
Chappelli	introduced	me	to	Bill	O’Reilly	in	a	bar	in	Perth.	I	had	a	couple	of

minutes	with	him,	in	passing.	He	had	a	hat	on	–	I	particularly	remember	that	–
and	he	said	it	was	nice	to	meet	me	and	that	I	should	keep	up	the	good	work.	We
didn’t	talk	for	long,	but	he	was	full	of	encouragement.	Next	day	I	read	an	article
by	him	saying	he’d	watched	a	young	leg-spinner	who	was	going	to	have	a	huge
future.	Stick	with	him,	 the	article	 said,	because	 it	was	 fantastic	 to	 see	 leg-spin
back	in	the	game.	Chappelli	says	he	was	a	brilliant	observer	of	the	game.	I	have
to	agree!
There	have	been	a	few	other	important	influences.	Dad,	of	course,	who	always

encouraged	me	and	was	there	every	day;	Shaun	Graf,	who	did	a	lot	for	me	at	St
Kilda	and	 for	 the	Vics;	and	Simon	O’Donnell,	who	shoved	me	up	against	 that
wall.	Good	job,	Scuba!	Then	there	are	Jack	Potter,	Jimmy	Higgs,	Bob	Paulsen	–
all	good	leggies	–	and	Laurie	Sawle,	 the	chairman	of	selectors	who	backed	me
without	much	to	go	on.



Growing	up,	I	followed	Abdul	Qadir.	I	played	and	trained	with	Peter	Sleep.	I
watched	Bob	Holland	take	five	wickets	at	Lord’s.	I	remember	Kerry	O’Keeffe’s
hop	and	I	can	picture	Jim	Higgs,	who	had	a	big	drag,	with	a	nice	wrong	’un	and
a	big-spinning	leggie.	There	was	no-one,	though,	that	I	specifically	emulated	or
copied.	For	sure,	me	and	Jason	would	impersonate	Qadir	in	the	backyard,	at	the
top	 of	 his	mark,	 giving	 it	 the	 arm	 twirls	 and	 then	 the	 leap	 and	 bound.	Magic
bowler,	that	guy,	but	I	didn’t	copy	his	approach	or	action.	In	fact,	I	tried	to	slow
my	whole	process	down:	 to	measure	 it	 and	 time	 it,	 to	 create	drama,	precision,
power	and	aggression.
We	were	all	captivated	by	Richie	Benaud	presenting	the	cricket	on	television

and	with	TJ	I’d	watched	film	of	him	bowling.	He	passed	on	to	me	what	O’Reilly
had	told	him:	learn	to	land	six	leg-breaks	perfectly.	It’ll	take	you	three	years	to
do	it,	Richie	said.	Apparently,	he	later	said	that	I	did	it	in	two,	which	was	why	I
was	better	than	the	other	guys.	I	don’t	know	if	that’s	true	or	not,	but	let’s	say	it
is.	Thanks,	Rich.
After	my	first	 finger	operation	 in	1996,	 I	 lost	 the	 feel	 for	 the	 leg-break,	and

though	TJ	was	sure	it	was	coming	out	right	I	knew	I	had	more	to	do	than	we	first
realised.	The	feeling	of	 the	ball	coming	out	of	 the	hand	–	the	use	of	 the	fourth
finger	 on	 the	 right	 hand,	 next	 to	 the	 little	 finger	 –	 that’s	 the	 key	 to	 the	whole
thing.	I	used	to	spin	off	that	knuckle,	fizzing	the	ball	in	a	way	that	alarmed	most
batsmen.	To	be	honest,	I	didn’t	get	 that	back	for	a	while,	and	I	got	by	through
experience	and	a	bit	of	bluff	and	bling.
Richie	had	commentated	on	the	last	game	of	the	summer	before	we	left	for	the

World	Cup	on	the	subcontinent	and	he’d	rung	Austin	Robertson	–	my	manager
at	the	time	–	to	tell	‘Ocker’	that	he’d	seen	something	in	my	action	that	he	wanted
to	talk	to	me	about.	Ock	gave	me	a	number	to	call	Richie	in	France.
I’d	been	lucky	enough	to	go	out	to	dinner	with	Richie	and	his	wife,	Daphne,	a

couple	of	times,	so	we	got	to	know	each	other	well	enough.	Remember,	Richie
was	like	the	messiah,	the	conscience	for	all	things	cricket,	and	we	loved	him.	If
he	wanted	a	chat	it	was	cool	by	me.
That	 night,	 I	 dialled	 the	 number	 and	 a	 familiar	 voice	 said	 ‘Hello,	 Benaud

residence.’
‘Oh,	g’day,	Richie,	it’s	Shane	Warne	here,	mate.	Ock	said	to	ring	you.’
The	voice	said,	‘No,	this	isn’t	Richie	but	I’ll	get	him	for	you.’
I	said	‘Really?	Okay,	thanks.’
And	it	was	like	three,	two,	one	–	‘Hello,	who’s	calling?’
‘It’s	Shane	Warne,	Richie.	Ock	said	to	call.’
‘Oh,	g’day,	Shane	…’



It	was	like	Richie	had	pretended	to	be	the	butler!	Anyway,	he	couldn’t	help	re
the	finger	injury	–	he	just	said	bowl	as	many	balls	as	you	can	and	the	feel	will
come.	Then	he	 talked	about	 the	gather,	 just	before	 the	final	delivery	stride.	He
said,	 ‘You	 haven’t	 got	 a	 full	 arc	 on	 your	 gather.	 You’re	 sort	 of	 going	 from
shoulder	 height,	which	 limits	 the	 arc	 and	 puts	 pressure	 on	 the	 follow-through.
Get	a	fuller	arc	going	again,	like	you	used	to.	It’ll	give	you	better	shape	on	the
ball,	allowing	you	to	bowl	it	“up”	more.’
It	 made	 great	 sense.	 I	 said,	 ‘Thanks	 very	 much,	 Richie,	 I	 really	 appreciate

your	input.’
He	said,	‘Anytime,’	and	added,	‘I	won’t	come	and	trouble	you,	Shane,	but	if

you	ever	have	a	question,	don’t	be	afraid	to	ask.’	Then	it	was	‘Goodbye	and	go
well’	 and	 the	 phone	 hung	 up.	 Brilliant.	 I	 wondered	 if	 the	 butler	 then	 served
breakfast	to	Daphne.
Richie	was	spot	on.	The	advice	worked	well	and	I	soon	got	a	rhythm	going.

The	best	way	 I	can	explain	 it	 is	 to	 say	 that	 it’s	 like	a	golfer	not	making	a	 full
shoulder	turn	and	take-away	of	the	club.	Once	I	got	a	full	arc,	everything	slotted
into	place.
I	 bowled	 a	 lot	 in	 the	 nets,	 got	 my	 feel	 back	 soon	 enough	 and	 had	 a	 good

World	Cup,	especially	in	the	semi-final	against	the	West	Indies.	We	were	gone
for	all	money	until	 I	knocked	over	 two	or	 three	guys	in	 the	middle-order	–	 the
flipper	was	coming	out	great	–	and	we	were	back	in	the	game.	Damien	Fleming
came	on	at	 the	end	and	bowled	superbly	under	pressure.	West	Indies	had	been
2/165	chasing	208	and	bombed	–	all	out	202.	We	won	by	 five.	A	place	 in	 the
final	was	ours	(not	that	we	made	much	of	it).
Again,	thanks,	Rich.	What	a	man!



6

The	Rising

No-One	Teaches	You	This	Bit

I	 WAS	 A	 Boy	 from	 Bayside	 in	 Melbourne,	 who’d	 had	 a	 simple	 upbringing.
Summer	was	 the	beach,	 tennis	 and	a	bit	 of	 cricket	now	and	again;	winter	was
footy.	Warne	 family	 holidays	 were	 mainly	 in	 September	 when	 we’d	 drive	 to
Surfers	 Paradise	 in	 Queensland.	 There	 was	 a	 place	 there	 that	 had	 these	 cool,
thrill-a-minute	water-slides.	We	were	either	on	 the	slides	or	hanging	out	at	 the
beach	 for	 a	week	 or	 two	 a	 year,	 and	 then	we	 drove	 home.	 Jase	 and	me	 led	 a
pretty	sheltered	life,	and	by	the	time	of	my	18th	birthday	I’d	been	down	the	pub
a	bit	with	mates	and	chased	a	few	girls,	but	I’ll	bet	I	wouldn’t	have	been	to	more
than	half-a-dozen	parties.
I’ve	 talked	 about	my	dreams	–	 the	AFL	one	 shot	 down	 and	 the	 cricket	 one

brought	 to	 life.	 Almost	 from	 nowhere	 I’d	 gone	 from	 working	 in	 factories,
driving	 trucks,	 flogging	pizzas	 and	delivering	beds	 to	 travelling	 the	world	 and
playing	 international	 cricket.	 It	 had	 been	 a	 pretty	 amazing	 journey;	 little	 did	 I
know	what	was	to	come.
Old	Trafford	 in	England	 in	1993	changed	everything.	 I	bowled	 the	best	ball

that	anyone	had	ever	seen	–	or	so	they	told	me.	‘The	Ball	of	the	Century’,	they
said,	 as	 if	 it	 was	 an	 all-time	 classic	 song,	 y’know,	 ‘Honky	 Tonk	Women’	 or
‘Bohemian	 Rhapsody’.	 There	 were	 photographers	 and	 newsos	 everywhere,
following	me	close	–	too	close	–	and	I	was	thinking,	‘Hey,	whoa,	what’s	going
on?’	 I	had	no	 idea	about	 this	 stuff	and	 it	was	massive.	 I	was	23	years	old	and
wherever	I	went	it	suddenly	felt	like	there	was	a	kid	with	zinc	cream	on	his	nose,
trying	to	bowl	leg-spin.	A	cult	had	appeared	from	nothing	in	the	UK	and	I	was	it.
No-one	teaches	you	this	bit.	There	is	no	school	–	you	just	have	to	trust	your

gut,	be	yourself	and	get	a	bit	lucky.	There	are	plenty	of	sharks	out	there,	in	it	for
themselves.	The	trick	I	quickly	learnt	was	to	surround	myself	with	good	people.
I	didn’t	see	myself	as	this	new	global	superstar	who’d	bowled	a	miracle	delivery
that	had	everyone	out	of	their	seats,	but	the	families	and	kids	in	the	streets	–	or	at



hotels,	 restaurants,	 bars	 and,	 of	 course,	 at	 cricket	 grounds	 –	 well,	 they	 did.	 I
didn’t	 want	 all	 the	 other	 stuff	 and	 I	 sure	 didn’t	 see	 it	 coming.	 It’s	 been	 an
ongoing	problem	of	mine.	I	don’t	see	the	big-shot	sportsman,	I	see	the	guy	from
Bayside,	cruising	with	his	mates,	happy	with	a	pizza	and	a	beer.
Everywhere	I	went,	there’d	be	someone	who	wanted	a	piece	of	me.	Though	it

was	flattering	at	first,	it	soon	became	hard	to	deal	with.	I’d	be	out	with	mates	and
people	would	come	up	and	say	hi,	then	pause,	just	standing	there,	launching	into
a	bunch	of	questions	about	cricket.	I	got	it,	and	tried	to	stay	polite,	but	I	wanted
to	relax	not	engage.	Occasionally,	I’d	get	ratty	so	they’d	turn	on	me	–	‘Big	head’
or	 ‘Rude	 bastard’.	 I	 felt	 on	 show,	 exposed	 and,	 at	 times,	 threatened.	 I	 was
beginning	 to	 see	 how	 fame	was	 double-edged.	There	were	 even	 articles	 about
the	clothes	I	wore.	‘Warne	was	seen	out,’	didn’t	matter	where,	‘dressed	in	ripped
denim	jeans.’	Really?	Who	cares?
At	home	in	Melbourne,	Mum	and	Dad’s	house	was	the	escape.	In	England,	it

was	my	hotel	 room	or	 ‘Help,	guys,	 stick	with	me	 tonight!’	 to	my	 team-mates.
This	took	some	digesting.	I’d	wanted	sporting	success	but	never	considered	the
implications	 and	 responsibilities	 that	 came	 with	 it.	 People	 stop	 you	 for	 an
autograph	 or	 photo	 and	 they’re	 meeting	 the	 headline,	 not	 the	 person.	 It’s
confusing	and	potentially	derailing.
During	the	two	or	three	years	that	followed,	I	was	on	a	roller-coaster.	I	 took

200	 wickets	 in	 that	 time	 and	 broke	 a	 bunch	 of	 records.	 The	 Australian	 team
pretty	much	smashed	everyone	and	life	was	good.
I	was	 in	glossy	mags	 and	meeting	 rock	 stars.	Guys	 like	 the	Rolling	Stones’

tour	manager	would	say,	‘Hey,	Shane,	I’m	a	big	fan	–	love	you,	mate.’	I’d	hang
out	 backstage,	 before	 watching	 the	 show	 from	 the	 mixing	 desk,	 posing	 for	 a
million	pics	 and	 signing	 another	million	 autographs.	 It	was	nuts	 and,	 though	 I
didn’t	pick	up	on	it	immediately,	I	was	starting	to	feel	as	if	I	was	in	a	pressure
cooker	that	was	increasingly	close	to	exploding.	I	felt	I	was	getting	away	from
who	I	was.
It	was	 like	 it	wasn’t	me,	 like	 I	was	 two	different	people	–	Shane	Warne	 the

cricketer	and	Shane	Warne	the	person.	A	lot	of	people	spend	their	life	trying	to
be	in	the	newspaper	or	magazines.	I’ve	spent	most	of	my	life	trying	not	to	be	in
them.	It	might	sound	ridiculous,	but	that’s	the	way	I	see	it.
Anyway,	let’s	do	that	ball	first.

The	Gatting	Ball



1993	Ashes.	I	remember	sitting	on	the	plane	to	England	next	to	Merv.	I	said	I’d
watched	a	 lot	of	 the	 ’89	series	when	 the	Aussies,	as	underdogs,	hammered	 the
Poms.	He	said,	‘Mate,	these	are	great	tours:	no	flights,	you	travel	round	the	place
in	 a	 bus	 together	 drinking	 free	 beer	 from	 XXXX,	 the	 sponsors.	 The	 county
games	are	no	sweat	and	the	Test	matches	have	rest	days	on	Sunday!	Best	of	all,
England	are	crap.’	He	said	it	was	the	best	tour,	full	stop.
I	thought	that	sounded	pretty	good.	We	landed	in	England	and	basically	went

straight	to	Lord’s,	did	a	press	conference,	had	a	jog,	and	over	the	next	few	days
got	rid	of	the	cobwebs	–	bat,	bowl,	catch,	throw,	and	then	repeat	it.	The	facilities
were	great	and	before	we	knew	it	we	were	off	–	three	one-day	warm-ups	before
the	first	county	game	at	Worcestershire.
New	Road,	Worcester	 is	 a	 beautiful	 ground	but	with	 very	 short	 boundaries.

On	the	outfield	before	the	start	of	play,	Allan	Border	pulled	me	aside	and	said,
‘Mate,	 these	 guys	 over	 here	 haven’t	 seen	 much	 of	 you,	 so	 there’s	 a	 surprise
element	we	can	exploit.	I	want	you	to	bowl	leg-breaks	and	nothing	else	–	no	top-
spinners,	no	flippers,	no	wrong	’uns,	just	leggies.’
AB	added	that	Graeme	Hick	–	who	played	for	Worcestershire	–	had	the	ability

to	play	a	major	part	in	the	Test	series.	‘Now	is	not	the	moment	to	show	him	your
box	of	tricks.	Switch	over	and	round	the	wicket	a	bit	if	you	want	–	not	too	much
–	and	 just	bowl	 leggies	 to	him,	nothing	else	 for	now.	Keep	 the	magic	up	your
sleeve.’
In	the	second	innings,	Hick	made	187.	He	hit	me	for	eight	sixes.	There	were

so	 many	 times	 I	 wanted	 to	 bowl	 a	 flipper	 or	 a	 wrong	 ’un,	 to	 show	 him
something,	but,	well,	AB	was	the	boss.	Geez,	Hicky	played	well.	I	was	bowling
the	 leg-breaks	 properly,	 trying	 to	 fizz	 them,	 but	 he	 just	 kept	 smashing	 me.
(Warne	23-6-122-1	in	that	innings!)
To	be	honest,	I’d	thought	the	leg-break	might	have	been	good	enough	for	the

Poms	anyway,	but	now	I	was	thinking	this	bloke	Hick	wasn’t	a	bad	player,	and	I
already	knew	about	guys	like	Gooch	and	Gatting,	so	a	few	doubts	suddenly	crept
in.
I	was	very	low	key	through	the	other	county	matches	–	actually	quite	down	in

the	dumps	‘These	are	only	county	games,	Warney,	she’ll	be	right	on	the	night,’
said	the	other	bowlers,	but	it	sounded	hollow.	I	felt	vulnerable.
By	 the	 time	 we	 got	 to	 Old	 Trafford	 for	 the	 first	 Test,	 I	 was	 like	 a	 caged

animal,	 ripping	 them	 in	 the	nets	–	 leggies,	wrong	 ’uns,	 flippers	–	and	bowling
for	hours	on	end	just	to	get	back	on	track	mentally	as	much	as	anything.	As	the
hours	 and	 minutes	 ticked	 by	 to	 the	 Test,	 I	 started	 to	 overthink	 it.	 I	 was
wondering	if	they’d	pick	Tim	May	instead	of	me	because	I’d	been	smashed	by
Hick	at	Worcester.



But	AB	came	up	to	me	the	day	before	the	Test	and	said,	‘Mate,	you’re	going
great.	They’re	coming	out	well	–	you’re	fizzing	them.’
I	said,	‘Yeah,	I	feel	good.’
‘Great,’	 AB	 replied,	 ‘because	 we’re	 unleashing	 you	 tomorrow	 and	 we	 are

going	to	hammer	them.’
‘Phew,	okay,	I’m	ready	to	go,	mate,’	I	told	him.	‘I’m	ready.’
I	 really	 needed	 that.	 I	 was	 learning	 that	 confidence	 was	 at	 the	 heart	 of

performance	and	that	you	couldn’t	take	it	for	granted.	I	had	a	spring	in	my	step.
When	AB	walked	out	to	toss	the	coin,	it	was	like,	‘How	awesome	is	this!	The

huge	crowd	and	the	legend	of	the	Ashes	–	love	it!’	Yes,	I	was	nervous	but	part	of
that	was	just	wanting	to	get	on	with	 it,	 to	burst	out	of	 the	blocks	and	rip	some
massive	leggies	and	show	Hick	and	company	there	was	more	than	a	leg-break	in
this	bag	of	tricks.
England	won	the	toss,	put	us	in	and	bowled	us	out	on	a	damp	pitch	for	289.

Mark	Taylor	made	a	fantastic	hundred	(he	got	124)	and	then	it	was	our	turn	to
bowl.
Craig	McDermott	was	having	a	horror	 tour,	he’d	hardly	 taken	a	wicket,	and

Mike	Atherton	and	Gooch	got	off	to	a	great	start	–	0/70.	Just	before	one	of	the
breaks,	Merv	knocked	over	Atherton,	which	opened	 the	door.	Gatting	came	 in
and	started	well.	Then	AB	signalled	for	me	to	bowl,	saying	he	didn’t	want	Gatt
to	settle.
I	was	fighting	off	those	demons	in	my	head.	‘To	hell	with	it,’	I	thought.	‘Get	a

grip,	go	for	it,	fizz	these	things	out	like	you’ve	never	fizzed	them	before.’	Peter
Such	had	taken	six	for	England	in	the	first	innings	so	we	knew	there	was	plenty
of	spin	in	the	pitch.	All	I	had	to	do	was	make	use	of	it.
I	clearly	remember	standing	at	the	top	of	my	mark	and	taking	in	deep	breaths.

It	 was	 chilly,	 which	 seemed	 to	 add	 to	 my	 nerves,	 and	 I	 kind	 of	 shivered	 in
anticipation	of	this	first	Ashes	moment.	Gatt	was	on	strike	with	Goochie	at	the
non-striker’s	end.
Goochie	just	stared	at	me	the	whole	time,	watching	everything	I	did,	trying	to

unsettle	me.	I	was	almost	too	pumped	now,	so	I	turned	away	from	him	and	tried
to	rein	back	the	emotion	and	find	that	–	how	can	I	say	–	fired-up	sense	of	calm
that	 served	 me	 best.	 It	 sounds	 daft,	 I	 know,	 but	 it’s	 a	 state	 that	 is	 in	 there
somewhere,	 a	 perfect	 state	 of	 concentration.	 I	 can	 only	 find	 it	 if	 I	 blank	 out
everything	else.	 It’s	hard	when	you’re	 that	nervous,	 so	 I	 took	 the	deep	breaths
and	slowed	everything	down,	which	settled	the	shivering.
Then	the	perfect	state	kicked	in,	like	I	was	in	a	trance.
‘Right,	 mate,	 just	 rip	 this	 leg-break	 and	 send	 the	 England	 dressing-room	 a

message	that	I	can	spin	it	big!’



I	sensed	the	crowd’s	excitement.	More	deep	breaths.
Then	something	 inside	me	said,	 ‘You	gotta	go.	Come	on,	go,	mate,	pull	 the

trigger,	let’s	rip	this.’
I	 remember	 letting	go	of	 the	ball	and	it	 felt	great.	 It	couldn’t	have	come	out

any	better.
Now,	of	course,	what	it	does	after	that	I	can	never	be	sure.	A	lot	depends	on

how	the	batsman	wants	to	play	the	ball	and	his	thought	process/mindset.
It	happens	in	half	a	second	but	seems	to	take	forever.	It	floats	and	swerves	and

dips.	I	like	it,	really	like	it.
It	pitches	outside	leg-stump	and	spins.	Boy,	does	it	spin!	I	like	it	more.
Gatt	plays	half-forward,	down	the	line	of	leg-stump,	and	misses.
The	ball	hits	the	top	of	off.
Momentarily	the	world	stood	still.	Everyone,	it	seemed,	was	frozen	in	shock.
Gatt	looked	at	the	pitch	in	suspicion,	like	it	had	conned	him.	Then	he	turned

for	the	pavilion	with	a	bemused	look	and	a	shake	of	the	head.
We	all	went	berserk.	I	was	thinking,	‘You	beauty	–	what	a	cherry!’	Not	a	bad

way	to	start.
It	was	the	first	time	that	those	huge	Citroen	replay	screens	(I	even	remember

the	 sponsor!)	were	 at	Test	 grounds	 and	we	 all	 looked	up	 together.	Heals	 said,
‘Mate,	 that	 is	 as	 good	 a	 ball	 as	 you	 will	 ever	 bowl.	 That	 is	 an	 unbelievable
delivery.’
In	the	change-rooms	at	the	close	of	play,	the	BBC	were	televising	a	wrap	of

the	day	and	we	sat	there	watching.	Heals	was	still	all	over	it:	‘Hey,	boys,	have	a
look	at	this,	watch	this	…’	They	replayed	it	10	times	from	every	different	angle
and	 it	 wasn’t	 until	 then	 that	 we	 realised	 –	 I	 realised	 –	 that	 it	 was	 out	 there,
something	way	beyond	even	my	expectation.	As	time	went	on,	I	figured	that	to
have	done	that	with	my	first	ball,	with	the	nerves	and	the	cold	–	well,	I’d	call	it	a
fluke.	I	guess	it	was	meant	to	be.	I	never,	ever	did	it	again	in	my	career.
(On	reflection,	I	did	take	a	wicket	with	the	first	ball	of	a	spell	one	other	time	–

Marcus	Trescothick,	Trent	Bridge	2005,	caught	at	bat-pad.	I	strongly	felt	Punter
should	have	opened	the	bowling	with	me	that	day.	It	was	the	fourth	innings	of
the	pivotal	fourth	Test.	England	had	made	us	follow	on	and	then	left	themselves
just	129	to	win.	Trescothick	got	off	 to	a	flyer	against	 the	new	nut	but	I	should
have	been	landing	into	the	rough	outside	his	off-stump	straight	away.)
Back	 to	 the	 middle,	 where	 we	 were	 buzzing	 in	 a	 way	 that	 doesn’t	 happen

often.	It	was	like	 the	ante	had	been	upped.	We	dispersed	and	got	ready	for	 the
next	bloke.
Robin	Smith	came	out.	I	spun	a	couple	past	his	outside	edge	before	he	played

a	 beautiful	 drive	 down	 the	 ground	 for	 four	 off	 the	 last	 ball	 of	 the	 over.	 No



worries.	I	was	feeling	real	good,	I’d	got	a	wicket	with	my	first	ball	in	England,
broken	 the	 partnership,	 and	 was	 champing	 for	 Merv	 to	 bowl	 his	 half-dozen
quickly	so	I	could	have	another	go.
Next	over,	Smith	was	still	on	strike	and	I	thought,	‘If	he	fancies	driving	me,

I’ll	get	it	full	around	leg-stump,	the	Gatting	line,	and	might	nick	him	off.’
I	 did.	 I	 bowled	 another	 one,	 first	 ball,	 bang,	 he	 tried	 to	 drive,	 nicked	 it	 to

Tubby,	gone,	out!	Almost	as	good	as	the	Gatting	ball.	This	time	it	was	Smith	on
his	bike.
I	had	2/4	from	seven	balls	and	I	just	kept	going.	It	was	overcast,	cold,	and	as

good	 as	 I	 ever	 bowled	 in	 a	 Test	 match.	 I	 loved	 the	 pitch	 because	 the	 ball
gathered	pace	and	 turned	quickly.	Merv	knocked	Hick	over	 for	34	and	22	and
then,	in	the	next	Test	match,	took	it	upon	himself	to	barrage	him	–	verbally	and
physically.	After	a	couple	of	games,	Hick	was	dropped;	Gatting	too.	Gooch	lost
the	captaincy.	It	turned	square	again	in	the	fifth	Test	at	Edgbaston,	where	me	and
Maysey	picked	up	five	each.	The	pitches	played	into	our	hands.	We	swarmed	all
over	the	Poms.
Captaincy	is	everything.	Get	it	right	and	you	release	your	players;	get	it	wrong

and	 you	 shackle	 them.	 AB	 released	 me	 in	 Sri	 Lanka	 and	 then	 in	 England	 in
1993.	The	rest	became	a	little	piece	of	cricketing	history.

‘Simmo’	and	the	Work	Ethic

I’ve	 talked	a	 lot	about	Allan	Border	but	not	much	about	Bob	Simpson	and	 the
role	 he	 played	 in	 my	 development.	 Simmo	 formed	 an	 outstanding	 opening
partnership	for	Australia	with	Bill	Lawry	in	the	1960s,	was	the	best	slip	fielder
anyone	 around	 back	 then	 had	 seen,	 bailed	 out	 the	 ACB	 during	World	 Series
Cricket	 by	 coming	 out	 of	 retirement	 to	 play	 his	 first	 Test	 in	 a	 decade,	 and
became	the	Australian	coach	in	1986.	That’s	a	good	CV.	In	my	view,	he	was	the
best	coach	Australia	ever	had	and	I	had	too.
I	was	always	a	hard	worker	when	it	came	to	cricket	training.	The	failed	footy

audition	inspired	that.	In	hindsight,	I	didn’t	 train	hard	enough	at	footy.	I	was	a
good	mark	and	had	a	good	kick,	but	my	fitness	wasn’t	great.	 I	was	 just	 lazy.	I
relied	on	my	talent	in	the	junior	age	groups,	but	after	the	switch	to	play	at	senior
level	I	just	didn’t	work	hard	enough	to	be	stronger,	fitter	and	improve.	That’s	the
key	 to	 any	player	 in	 any	 sport	 –	you	must	 improve	 as	your	 career	 goes	on!	 It
means	you	care.	When	I	latched	onto	cricket,	I	put	in	the	hard	yards.	I	listened,
watched	and	learnt.	I’m	perceptive	when	it	comes	to	sport	and	those	who	play	it,



and	I	learn	quickly.	I	can	fast-track.	I	accept	I	have	plenty	of	weaknesses	but	this
isn’t	one	of	them.	I	wasn’t	going	to	fail	twice.
Ian	 Chappell	 told	 me	 to	 watch	 captains,	 so	 I	 never	 took	my	 eye	 off	 Allan

Border	 or,	 later,	 Mark	 Taylor.	 Chappelli	 said,	 ‘Always	 put	 yourself	 in	 the
captain’s	shoes	and	think	what	you	would	do	next.’	I	was	bowling	for	hours	and
hours	in	the	nets	to	different	players	and	in	different	conditions.	The	more	games
I	played,	the	more	experience	I	was	getting	and	the	more	I	was	getting	a	feel	for
captaincy.	 Once	 your	 place	 is	 secure,	 you	 play	with	 a	 greater	 freedom.	 It’s	 a
great	feeling	that	you	know	you’re	going	to	play	the	next	game.	You	are	more
prepared	to	take	a	risk	or	experiment,	try	the	impossible	–	in	real	terms	you	lose
the	fear	of	failure.	We	sometimes	forget	what	it’s	like	–	and	how	hard	it	is	–	for
younger	players	playing	for	their	spot.	I	soon	learnt	how	the	game	worked	and
how	 I	 could	 influence	 it.	 I	 took	 on	 board	 Terry	 Jenner’s	 stuff	 about	 how	 a
batsman	 walks	 to	 the	 crease,	 how	 he	 grips	 his	 bat,	 how	 he	 takes	 guard	 and
studies	 the	field	–	those	detailed	things	that	you	start	 to	build	a	kind	of	mental
dossier	 from.	 Is	 this	 bloke	 really	 so	 confident?	 Or	 is	 it	 bravado?	 I	 wanted	 to
know	 what	 he	 had	 deep	 down	 and	 whether	 it	 was	 enough	 to	 cope	 with	 the
moment	and	with	me.
I	found	these	intricacies	really	made	me	tick.	I	absorbed	the	way	they	affected

the	battle,	which	I	loved,	and	felt	how	the	challenges	pumped	electricity	through
my	veins.	I	tried	to	change	the	tempo	of	matches,	accelerating	momentum	or,	at
times,	 slowing	 it	 right	 down.	 And	 I	 always	 looked	 to	 do	 the	 very	 thing	 the
opposition	didn’t	want	me	to	do.
Simmo	pushed	me	even	harder	than	I	was	pushing	myself.	Bowl,	bowl,	bowl;

bat,	 bat,	 bat	 –	 hour	 upon	 hour.	 Then	 with	 Tubby,	 AB	 and	 ‘Junior’	 –	 Mark
Waugh	–	he’d	make	us	 catch,	 catch,	 catch,	 and	 then	catch,	 catch,	 catch	again.
It’s	 like	 anything:	 once	 you	 see	 the	 improvement,	 you	want	more.	 The	worst
thing	is	to	put	in	the	hours	and	not	see	any	improvement	–	like	if	you	go	to	the
gym,	sweat	your	balls	off,	and	at	 the	end	of	 it	your	muscles	look	the	same.	So
what	happens?	You	don’t	go	to	the	gym	no	more!
But	 I	was	showing	results.	 I	was	getting	better,	and	better	still.	 I	was	 taking

plenty	of	wickets,	making	a	few	useful	runs	and	holding	on	to	catches.	(Here’s	a
couple	 of	 stats	 for	 the	 people	 who	 are	 into	 them.	 I	 have	 the	 most	 Test	 runs
without	a	hundred	and	there	are	only	two	players	ever,	of	which	I’m	one,	to	take
300	or	more	wickets,	make	3000	or	more	runs	and	have	100	catches	or	more	–
the	 other	 is	 Ian	 Botham.)	 I	 ensured	 my	 fitness	 stayed	 good,	 my	 physio	 was
disciplined	and	my	shoulders	and	arm	stayed	strong.	I	was	doing	cricket-specific
training,	getting	massages	most	days	and	even	eating	healthier.	 I	was	enjoying
success.	Remember,	a	 few	years	earlier	 I’d	been	 told	 I	wasn’t	good	enough	so



my	whole	drive	was	‘Yes,	I	am	good	enough	and	I’ll	prove	it	to	myself	and	to
the	world.’	I	was	like	a	steam	train,	nothing	was	going	to	stop	me.
I’ve	departed	a	bit	from	Simmo	here	and	I’ll	be	back	to	him	in	just	a	minute.

First,	 I	want	 to	 give	 you	 an	 example	 of	 the	 fever	 that	 had	 overtaken	me.	The
early	problems	any	leg-spinner	faces	are	accuracy	and	consistency:	it’s	complex
and	it’s	hard	work.	That’s	why	so	many	kids	have	a	crack	and	give	it	up;	 that,
and	the	coaches	and	captains	who	don’t	get	it.	I	came	to	it	relatively	late	which
might	have	helped,	actually.	I	knew	a	bit	more	and	figured,	‘Right,	I’ve	got	to	be
more	 accurate	 than	 anyone,	 ever.’	 Hard	 graft	 can	 achieve	 that,	 which	 means
hours,	days,	months.
In	the	nets	I	put	an	old	ball,	or	a	handkerchief,	on	the	spot	where	a	good	leg-

break	should	pitch	and	then	I	bowled	at	it	until	I	hit	it	more	often	than	not.	Most
sessions	 I	would	 tell	myself	 I	had	 to	hit	 the	ball	x	 times	before	 I	can	go!	That
was	as	much	a	mental	 thing,	 as	well	 as	 improving	my	skill.	That’s	not	easy,	 I
promise	 you.	 After	 a	 while,	 I	 hit	 it	 lots.	 So	 then	 I	 moved	 the	 ball,	 or	 the
handkerchief,	a	fraction	left	or	right	or	fuller	or	shorter	and	started	again.	Then
I’d	position	it	for	a	left-hander	and	do	the	same.	And	that	was	just	the	leg-break.
There	was	the	slider,	the	wrong	’un	and	the	flipper	too.	The	process	could	take
40	minutes	or	four	hours.	If	I	achieved	my	target	in	40	minutes,	I’d	go	home.	If
not,	I’d	keep	going	until	I	did.	I	was	mainly	on	my	own,	often	bowling	two	to
three	hundred	balls	per	session,	but	I	never	left	a	session	beaten.
Back	to	Simmo,	and	once	I	got	 into	 the	Australian	side,	he	helped	me	out	–

fielding	balls	and	making	suggestions.	He	respected	my	work	ethic	and	began	to
relate	his	own	experience	to	the	match	situations	I’d	be	facing.
It	 was	 Simmo	 who	 taught	 me	 that	 bowling	 round	 the	 wicket	 could	 be	 a

weapon	to	both	left	and	right-handers.	I	was	12th	man	for	a	Test	in	Perth	and	he
asked	if	I’d	ever	thought	of	bowling	round	the	wicket.	I	said	it	was	bloody	hard
around	 there,	because	of	 the	 lines,	 angles	and	body	 shape	at	delivery.	Nah,	he
said,	 it	was	 easy,	 and	 that	 I’d	 take	 a	 heap	of	wickets	 from	 round	 there	 once	 I
understood	the	basics.
I	said,	‘Why	go	through	all	that?	I’m	doing	okay	from	over	the	wicket,	aren’t

I?’
‘You	have	 to	 change	 the	 angles	 to	 right-handers,’	 he	 said,	 ‘especially	when

it’s	not	 turning	much.	And,	of	course,	 it’s	perfect	against	 left-handers	once	 the
pitch	starts	to	deteriorate.’
I	thought	about	it	a	bit	and	then	said	that	if	someone	bowled	round	the	wicket

to	me,	I’d	smash	them	miles.
He	said,	‘Oh,	is	that	right?’



Anyway,	the	day	went	on	and	at	the	close	of	play,	I	fixed	all	the	drinks	for	the
guys.	Out	of	nowhere,	Bob	said,	 ‘Shane,	put	your	pads	on,	we’re	going	 to	 the
nets	and	I’m	going	to	bowl	at	you	from	round	the	wicket.’
Simmo	was	pretty	good	by	 the	way.	He	knocked	me	over	 about	 five	 times,

easy,	so	then	I	got	curious.	‘Tell	me	more,’	I	said.	We	talked	about	the	angles,
not	just	to	attack	the	batsmen,	but	more	importantly	the	angles	that	I	needed	to
align	myself	at	delivery:	so,	my	approach	to	the	crease,	shoulder	position	and	hip
drive.
I	did	okay.	 I	 asked	TJ	about	 it,	 and	he	 said,	 ‘Yeah,	 it	 could	be	good	but	be

careful	of	getting	too	round-arm	in	delivery	or	of	just	“putting	it	there”.	You’ve
still	got	to	bowl	it.’
I	was	really	curious	now	and	started	to	practise	it	a	lot.	The	rough	outside	the

right-hander’s	 off-stump	 came	 into	 play	 big	 time	 and	 the	 options	 gave	 me
opportunities	I’d	never	considered.	I	could	play	tricks	with	batsmen’s	minds.	If
you’re	batting	and	you	see	a	ball	explode	out	of	the	rough	–	even	if	you’re	just
kicking	it	away	–	it	stays	in	your	head.	I	thought,	‘I	can	work	with	this	–	thanks,
Bob.’	 Not	 that	 it’s	 as	 easy	 as	 it	 might	 sound	 to	 get	 right.	 Murali	 never	 felt
comfortable	bowling	round	the	wicket;	quite	a	few	spinners	I	know	didn’t.
Bob	Simpson	was	so	good	because	he	challenged	us	to	get	better	every	day.

During	 the	1993	Ashes	 tour,	we	dropped	a	 few	catches	 in	 the	slips	 in	an	early
county	 game.	 Practice	 had	 got	 a	 bit	 lazy,	 I	 reckon.	 Me,	 Mark	 Taylor,	 Mark
Waugh	and	AB	were	just	sort	of	catching,	without	concentrating	on	a	result	from
the	session.	Junior	was	trying	to	take	them	one	handed	and	that	sort	of	stuff,	like
only	 he	 could.	 Simmo	was	 real	 angry.	 ‘Right,	 you	 blokes	 aren’t	 catching	 too
well	and	you’re	not	taking	it	seriously	either,	so	you’re	going	to	nick	some	to	me
and	I’m	going	to	show	you	how	to	do	it.’	He	threw	his	bat	down	and	came	into
the	slips.
‘You’ve	got	to	get	your	weight	right.	Go	on,	throw	full	on	and	nick	it	to	me,’

he	said.	He	caught	everything,	every	one,	anywhere,	and	we	went,	‘Wow.’	We’d
heard	about	him	but	we	hadn’t	seen	it	for	ourselves.	He	reinforced	some	tips	like
the	weight	on	the	inside	of	the	feet.	Then	he	explained	how	the	head	and	body
should	move	with	the	line	of	the	ball	and	how	opening	up	the	left	or	right	foot	a
touch	allowed	that	to	happen.	‘In	turn,’	he	said,	‘this	will	allow	you	to	ride	the
pace	of	the	ball	and	give	with	your	hands,	keeping	them	soft.	Too	many	people
just	 reach	 to	 the	 line	of	 the	ball	and	 their	hands	snatch	at	 it,	or	 they	stay	static
with	 hard	 hands	 and	 expect	 hand/eye	 instinct	 to	 take	 over.	 If	 you	 get	 the
footwork	right	and	go	with	this	flowing	motion	it	becomes	a	whole	lot	easier.’
Brilliant.	We	listened	and	we	learnt.



So	Bob	could	catch	in	the	slips	and	bowl	leg-spin	pretty	well.	He	could	bat,	of
course,	was	 brilliant	 on	 the	 philosophies	 of	 building	 an	 innings,	 combating	 an
opponent	 and	 even	 more	 brilliant	 on	 running	 between	 the	 wickets.	 His
knowledge	of	 the	game	was	not	only	very	good	but	very	simply	explained	and
easy	to	understand.	He	could	show	us	stuff,	not	lecture	us	like	a	school	teacher,
and	he	improved	our	thinking	and	our	skills.	It	was	proper	cricket	coaching,	and
for	us	young	kids,	he	was	a	game-changer.	We’d	talk	about	the	game	for	hours
with	him;	we	were	very	lucky	to	have	Simmo.
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Unguarded	Moment

John

WHEN	 I	 ARRIVED	 in	 Sri	 Lanka	 for	 the	 Singer	 series	 one-day	 tournament	 in
September	1994,	 I	was	 just	10	days	or	 so	 short	of	my	25th	birthday.	All-up,	 I
was	earning	about	$25,000	a	year	from	Cricket	Australia	–	a	figure	made	up	of
the	retainer	contract	fee	and	match	payments.	The	bigger	bucks	started	to	roll	in
that	 following	 Ashes	 summer	 at	 home,	 from	 the	 exciting	 sponsorship	 deals	 I
signed	with	Nike	and	Just	Jeans.
I	love	a	punt.	It	never	mattered	whether	I	had	money	or	not,	 it	was	the	buzz

that	 got	 me.	 A	 couple	 of	 hundred	 metres	 from	 the	 hotel	 in	 Colombo	 was	 a
casino,	and	I	love	a	casino	–	blackjack,	roulette,	poker,	I	love	them	all.	Best	of
all,	like	in	most	casinos,	if	you	gamble	you	get	free	drinks.	On	the	first	night,	I
lost	five	grand.	Ouch,	that	hurt.	So	I	needed	a	drink.
I	was	pretty	shitty	about	my	loss	when	I	went	over	to	join	Mark	Waugh	and	a

Sri	 Lankan	mate	 of	 his	 at	 the	 bar	 –	 at	 least	 I’ve	 always	 assumed	 he	 was	 Sri
Lankan.	He	was	from	the	subcontinent,	 that	much	I	know.	The	guy	 introduced
himself	as	John.	I	said,	‘G’day,	John,	how	are	ya?’	He	said,	‘Good,	mate,	good.’
It	was	a	five	or	10	minute	conversation,	nothing	more	than	general	chat	–	how’s
the	cricket,	are	you	looking	forward	to	the	tour,	blah	blah	blah.
At	the	end	of	the	conversation,	he	said,	‘I	see	you	like	a	punt	on	the	roulette.’
‘Yep,	I	love	it,’	I	told	him,	‘but	I	lost	all	my	money.’
‘Oh,	right,’	he	said.	‘Well,	look,	I’ve	won	a	lot	of	money	on	Australia	winning

games	of	 cricket	over	 the	years.	Here’s	 a	 five-grand	chip	 to	 cover	you	 for	 the
money	you	lost	tonight.’
I	said,	‘Mate,	I’ve	got	my	own	money.	I’m	fine,	thanks.’
He	said,	‘No	worries,’	and	that	was	that.	I	went	back	to	the	hotel.
You	have	 to	 remember	 that	back	 then	 there	was	no	 talk	of	bookies	or	 spot-

fixing	and	match-fixing.	It	wasn’t	on	the	game’s	radar,	not	at	all	–	no	whispers,
nothing.	As	 a	 youngster,	 I	wouldn’t	 have	 known	 a	 thing.	Actually	 none	 of	 us



would,	 I	 reckon.	This	was	24	years	 ago!	There	was	no	clue	of	what	we	know
now.
The	next	day	we	finished	training	and	went	back	to	the	hotel.	The	phone	rang

in	my	room	–	there	were	no	mobiles	then	–	and	a	bloke	asked	for	Shane.
‘Yes,’	I	said,	‘this	is	Shane.’
‘Hello,	it’s	John,	I	met	you	last	night	with	Mark.	I	just	wanted	to	come	by,	say

g’day	and	have	some	lunch.’
I	said,	‘Yeah,	sure,	I’m	not	doing	anything.	Any	friend	of	Mark’s	is	a	friend	of

mine.’
So	we	had	a	sandwich	in	the	hotel	lobby	and	he	said	he’d	been	thinking	about

last	night.	I	remember	his	words	pretty	clearly.
‘Five	thousand	dollars	is	a	lot	of	money.	I	want	to	give	you	back	the	$5000.

No	strings	attached,	no	nothing	–	here	is	five	grand,	please	take	it.	I	love	the	way
you	play	your	cricket	and	I’m	a	wealthy	man.’
I	 thought,	 ‘Hmmm.’	 I	 said,	 ‘Mate,	 it’s	 very	 generous	 of	 you.	 I	 repeat,	 any

friend	of	Mark’s	is	a	friend	of	mine,	but	I	don’t	need	it,	so	no	problem	and	thank
you,	I’m	fine.’
He	 said,	 ‘I	 insist,	 take	 it,	 no	 strings	 attached,	 from	a	 friend	 to	 a	 friend.’	He

kept	arguing	the	case,	in	the	end	persuasively.
I	took	it.
Then	I	went	down	the	casino	that	night	and	lost	it	again.	I	thought,	‘Shit,	lost

another	five	grand.’
So	we	did	the	tour	and	I	never	heard	from	or	spoke	to	John	again.
Anyway,	 having	missed	 the	 start	 of	 the	 series	 against	 the	West	 Indies	 that

summer	I	got	back	into	the	side	for	the	Boxing	Day	Test.	We	were	staying	at	the
Hilton	just	across	 the	park	from	the	MCG	and	on	Christmas	morning	the	hotel
phone	rang.
‘Hello.’
‘Merry	Christmas,	mate.’
‘Who’s	this?’
‘John.’
‘John	who?’
‘I	met	you	in	Sri	Lanka	with	Mark.’
‘Oh	right,	how	are	you,	mate,	what	are	you	doing?’
‘I’m	 great,	 thanks.	 I	 thought	 I	 would	 just	 ring	 you	 to	 wish	 you	 a	 merry

Christmas	and	congratulate	you	on	getting	back	into	the	side.’
I	thought,	‘How	nice	is	that?’
‘Yeah,	yeah,	and	I’m	looking	forward	to	the	Test	match	against	West	Indies,’

he	added.



‘Yeah,	should	be	a	cracker,’	I	replied.	‘I’m	looking	forward	to	it	too.	It’s	great
being	back	in	the	side	–	I’m	feeling	in	good	form.’
We	had	a	general	chat	about	cricket.	There	were	no	alarm	bells	when	he	asked

how	the	weather	was	in	Melbourne.	I	said,	‘Fine,	bit	overcast	but	should	be	fine,
good	forecast	for	the	five	days,	pitch	looks	good.’	I	kind	of	chatted	as	you	would
to	a	journo	if	doing	an	interview	–	dry	pitch,	might	spin	towards	the	end	of	the
match,	should	be	good	for	me,	blah	blah	blah.
‘Yeah	cool,	 thanks,’	he	said.	 ‘I	am	catching	up	with	Junior	soon,	so	I	might

see	you	around.’
‘Sure,	mate,	look	forward	to	it.	Have	a	good	Christmas	and	all	the	best	for	the

new	year.’
That	was	that.
Until	six	months	later.
We	were	in	New	Zealand	for	a	one-day	competition	to	mark	the	centenary	of

the	New	Zealand	Cricket	Council	when	the	 tour	manager,	 Ian	McDonald,	 took
me	 aside.	 He	 asked	 if	 I	 knew	 anything	 about	 players	 taking	 money	 from
outsiders	 for	 providing	 information	 on	 teams,	 pitches	 and	 weather.	 I	 didn’t,
simple	 as	 that.	What	 I	 could	 tell	 him,	 however,	 was	 that	 I’d	 been	 given	 five
grand	by	a	mate	of	Mark	Waugh’s	in	Colombo	back	in	September,	in	lieu	of	the
five	grand	I’d	lost	at	the	roulette	table.	Macca	listened	to	the	story,	and	the	more
of	 it	he	heard,	 the	 trickier	his	position	became.	In	a	knowing	way,	he	said	 that
John	was	the	same	guy	who	had	a	business	deal	with	Mark	to	provide	this	sort	of
information.	I	remember	a	bit	of	a	sinking	feeling,	like,	what	had	I	got	into?
We	were	on	the	way	to	the	West	Indies	a	few	weeks	later	and	stopped	off	in

London	 for	 a	 night	 or	 two	 to	 break	 up	 the	 journey.	 Bob	 Simpson	 and	 Jack
Edwards,	 a	 St	Kilda	 guy	 and	 the	 new	 team	manager,	 pulled	me	 in	 and	 asked
about	my	dealings	with	a	Sri	Lankan	bookmaker.	 I	 said	 I	didn’t	know	any	Sri
Lankan	bookmakers.
Jack	said,	‘Mark	Waugh	reckons	he	introduced	you	in	Sri	Lanka.’
I	said,	‘Oh,	John,	Junior’s	mate.	Yeah,	I’ve	spoken	to	him	a	couple	of	times.’
As	I	was	telling	Jack	that	John	had	given	me	five	grand	in	the	casino,	his	face

changed	colour.	‘He	did	what?!’
Jack	said,	‘The	bloke	is	a	dodgy	bookmaker	who	bets	on	cricket.’
I	said,	‘Okay,	that’s	not	good	news	but	I	didn’t	know	that	when	I	spoke	with

him.’	As	 far	 as	 I	was	 concerned	he	was	 a	mate	of	 Junior’s	who	gave	me	 five
grand	after	I’d	lost	five	grand	one	night.	‘I’ve	spoken	to	him	a	couple	of	times
on	the	phone	and	that’s	it.	I’ve	had	no	other	dealings	with	him	at	all.’
Jack	was	in	a	state,	saying,	‘This	is	trouble,	real	trouble.’



I	said,	‘What	do	you	mean?	I	haven’t	done	anything	wrong	here.	If	someone
wants	to	give	me	five	grand	because	I	lost	five	grand	in	the	casino,	I’ll	take	the
five	grand.	If	he	gives	me	20	grand,	I’ll	take	20	if	I	choose	to.’
Jack	and	Bob	said,	‘No	way,	mate.	This	bloke	is	a	bookmaker	who	bets	on	the

cricket	and	Junior	told	us	he	has	a	business	deal	with	him.’
‘Well,	I	didn’t,’	I	told	them.	‘I	had	some	general	chats	about	cricket	with	him,

like	I	would	with	any	journo	at	any	time.’
They	just	said	again,	‘Oh	no,	mate,	this	is	bad.’
So	 this	 time	 I	 started	 shitting	myself,	 thinking,	 ‘What	 have	 I	 done?	 I	 didn’t

know	the	guy	bets	on	cricket.’
I’d	 figured	 he	 was	 a	 gambler	 and	 he	 told	 me	 he	 won	 lots	 of	 money	 on

Australian	 cricket,	 but	 I	 didn’t	 know	 anything	 about	 that	world.	 I	was	 24,	 for
Christ’s	 sake!	Arghhhh!	This	was	 not	 funny.	 I	 didn’t	 understand	but	 equally	 I
began	to	wonder	how	I	could	have	been	so	naive.
Jack	 said	 the	 board	 had	 decided	 to	 fine	 us	 both	 –	 me	 $8000	 and	 Junior

$10,000	–	which	left	a	very	bad	taste.	He	said	it	was	as	a	warning	signal	to	us
and	that	the	fines	wouldn’t	be	made	public.	Then	everything	went	quiet,	as	if	it
was	understood	that	our	fault	was	naivety	and	nothing	worse,	and,	thankfully,	it
seemed	as	if	the	ACB	had	decided	to	move	on.
But	let’s	go	back	a	step,	because	when	I	was	called	in	to	Jack’s	room	I	also

told	him	about	something	else.

Salim	Malik

We	were	playing	Pakistan	in	Karachi,	the	opening	Test	of	the	1994	tour.	It	was
Mark	Taylor’s	first	as	captain	and	the	pitch	was	a	road.	When	play	finished	on
the	 fourth	 day,	 Pakistan	were	 3/155,	 needing	 314	 to	win.	 I	was	 rooming	with
Tim	May	and	that	evening	the	phone	rang.
‘Hello,	Shane,	it’s	Salim	Malik.’	The	Pakistan	captain,	by	the	way.
‘G’day,	mate,	how	are	you?’
‘Not	bad,	not	bad.	Look,	please,	can	I	have	a	chat?’
‘Sure,	what’s	up?’
‘No,	can	you	come	to	my	room,	please?’
‘Um,	what	for?	Just	talk,	mate,	I’m	sitting	here	with	Maysey.’
‘No,	no,	this	is	very	important	–	you	have	got	to	come	to	my	room.’
I	thought,	‘This	sounds	serious.	I	hope	all’s	okay	–	maybe	I	should	go,	maybe

I	shouldn’t.’	What	does	he	want,	I	wondered.



I	hung	up	the	phone	and	Maysey	asked	who	it	was.	‘The	Rat,’	I	said.	It	was
his	nickname	because	we	thought	he	looked	like	a	rat,	not	because	he	was	a	rat.
Not	at	that	stage,	anyway.
I	went	to	his	room.	He	was	dressed	in	a	kurtha,	the	white	robe	style	clothing

the	locals	wear.
‘Thanks	for	coming	up.’
‘Sure,	mate,	how	can	I	help?	You	sounded	very	serious	on	the	phone.’
‘We	can’t	lose	tomorrow.’
‘Er,	well,	I’m	sure	you’re	going	to	try	and	win	and	we’re	going	to	try	and	win

too.	Should	be	a	good	game.’
‘No,	no,	you	don’t	understand.	We	can’t	lose	tomorrow.’
‘What	do	you	mean	you	can’t	lose?’
‘We	 can’t	 lose	 tomorrow.	 It	 would	 be	 devastation	 for	 Pakistan	 and	 for	 the

players.	People	will	have	their	houses	burnt	down.’
‘Well	 that’s	 unfortunate,	 mate,’	 I	 told	 him,	 ‘but	 I’m	 here	 to	 win.	We’re	 in

good	shape,	the	wicket	is	turning,	I	think	I’m	going	to	bowl	alright	tomorrow,	so
your	hands	are	pretty	full	and	I	think	we’ll	probably	win.’
‘Listen	to	what	I’m	saying	to	you,’	Malik	said.	‘We	cannot	lose	tomorrow	and

it’s	down	to	you.’
I	wondered	what	 exactly	he	was	getting	 at.	 ‘Right,	 so	what	 is	 it	 that	 you’re

saying	to	me?’
Then	he	dropped	the	bomb.
‘I	am	prepared	to	give	you	and	Tim	May	$US200,000	each	to	bowl	wide	of

off-stump	tomorrow.	It	can	be	delivered	to	your	room	in	half	an	hour.’
‘Whaat?	Sorry?	Mate,	please,	you	have	to	be	kidding.’
‘We	can’t	lose	tomorrow,	please	just	make	it	a	draw.	Bowl	wide	of	off-stump

all	day,	we	let	the	ball	go	and	it’s	a	draw.’
I	was	thinking,	‘Fuck,	$US200,000	each,’	and	at	first	I	was	kind	of	laughing,

but	then	I	began	to	realise	he	was	serious.	Man,	he	had	this	look	in	him.
‘Yes,	I’m	serious.	Cash,	in	half	an	hour,	in	your	room.’
I	said,	 ‘Jesus	Christ,	mate,	 I	don’t	know	what	 to	say	other	 than	no,	and	 that

we’re	going	to	beat	you	tomorrow.’
‘So	you	don’t	want	the	money.’
‘Of	 course	 I	want	 $200,000	but	 not	 from	you.	We’re	going	 to	win	 the	Test

match	and	so	I’ve	gotta	say	no.’
‘Don’t	 rush.	 There’s	 no	 hurry.	 Think	 about	 it	 and	 let	 me	 know	 before

tomorrow	morning.’
‘There’s	 nothing	 to	 think	 about.	We’re	 going	 to	win	 tomorrow.	Good	 luck.

See	ya.’



I	 ran	 down	 the	 corridor,	 heart	 racing	 and	 thinking,	 ‘What	 the	 hell	 just
happened	there?’	I	stopped	outside	the	door	of	my	room.	‘Come	on,	Shane,	be
clear.	You’ve	just	been	offered	$200,000	to	bowl	wide	of	off-stump.	Yes,	that	is
what	happened.’
I	went	in	and	said	to	Maysey,	‘You’ll	never	guess	what	the	Rat	wanted.’
‘Tell	me.’
‘He	 offered	 you	 and	me	 $US200,000	 each,	 cash	 in	 here	 in	 half	 an	 hour,	 to

bowl	some	shit	wide	of	off-stump	tomorrow.’
Maysey	 laughed.	 ‘I	don’t	need	200K	 to	bowl	 shit!’	Pause.	He	 looked	at	me

again.	For	a	moment	there	was	silence.	Then	he	said,	‘You	serious?’
‘Yep.’
‘Shit.’
We	 started	 laughing,	 nervous	 laughing.	 Jeeesus,	 is	 he	 serious?	What	 are	we

going	to	do?	We	quickly	agreed	the	first	thing	was	to	tell	Mark	Taylor	and	Bob
Simpson	 what	 had	 just	 happened.	 So	 I	 called	 their	 rooms	 and	 arranged	 a
meeting.	We	 told	 them	 the	 story.	 It	 was	 Tubby’s	 first	 Test	 match	 as	 captain,
remember,	which	obviously	he	was	pretty	keen	to	win.	Also,	he’d	already	got	a
pair,	so	he	hadn’t	had	a	great	match	personally.	To	sum	up,	he	had	a	lot	on	his
mind.	Then	his	 two	key	bowlers	 for	 the	conditions	 turn	up	and	 tell	him	Salim
Malik	has	offered	them	$US200,000	each	to	bowl	shit	the	next	day.
You	should	have	seen	their	faces!	It	was	like,	‘Wow,	what’s	that	about?	Two

hundred	 thousand	 dollars?	 Where	 does	 he	 get	 that	 from?’	 I	 can’t	 emphasise
enough	how	hard	it	was	to	comprehend.	It	was	that	new	to	us.	We	took	a	deep
breath	 and	 then	 sort	 of	 all	 had	 a	 bit	 of	 a	 laugh	 about	 it,	 but	 it	 was	 another
nervous	laugh	because	we	instinctively	realised	how	dangerous	it	was.
In	 1994,	 as	 I’ve	mentioned,	 the	match-fixing	 stuff	 just	wasn’t	 on	 the	 radar.

No-one	 had	 ever	 thought	 a	 match	 was	 fixed,	 no-one	 had	 ever	 heard	 of	 spot-
fixing	or	spread-betting	–	nothing.	Honestly,	we	had	a	nervous	giggle	about	 it,
resolved	to	brush	it	aside	and	win	the	match	the	next	day.	Then	we	went	for	a
beer.
Bob	 Simpson	 wrote	 a	 report	 of	 our	 conversation	 and	 gave	 it	 to	 the	 match

referee,	John	Reid,	the	former	New	Zealand	player.	‘Holy	shit,’	John	said,	‘this
is	 big.	Leave	 it	with	me.’	We	 assume	 that	 John	 reported	 it	 to	 the	 ICC	but	we
didn’t	hear.
The	Test	had	got	to	the	last	day	with	all	results	possible	and	no	clear	favourite.

The	way	things	turned	out	was	incredible:	this	would	be	one	of	the	most	famous
Test	matches	of	all	time.
I’d	taken	one	of	three	wickets	to	fall	on	the	fourth	afternoon	and	I	then	took

four	more	on	 the	 final	day.	 It	had	begun	with	Pakistan	 requiring	a	 further	159



with	those	seven	wickets	in	hand.	There	was	plenty	of	spin	in	the	pitch	and	my
confidence	was	high.	I	bowled	almost	unchanged.	We	chipped	away	all	day,	as
did	they	with	the	bat.	It	was	seriously	good	Test	cricket	that	became	increasingly
tense	with	both	teams	in	the	hunt.
When	the	ninth	wicket	fell,	56	runs	were	still	needed	and	we	felt	sure	we	had

it	covered.	Big	Jo	Angel	was	playing	his	second	Test	–	the	first	had	been	a	while
back,	 by	 the	 way	 –	 and	 was	 running	 in	 with	 tremendous	 heart	 and	 belief.
Inzamam-ul-Haq	was	still	there,	looking	to	farm	the	strike	with	Mushtaq	Ahmed
–	‘Mushy’	–	at	the	other	end.	The	target	was	creeping	down,	so	too	the	overs	in
the	final	hour,	when	Jo	ripped	a	perfect	 reversed	 in-swinger	 into	Inzy’s	pads	–
smack	dead	LBW,	thanks	very	much,	game	over.
Except	 that	one	of	 the	umpires	gave	 it	not	out.	We	were	 like,	 ‘What,	you’re

kidding,	aren’t	you?!	That’s	just	out,	stuck	on	the	crease.	Just	plum,	out.’
Geez,	 things	 were	 at	 fever	 pitch	 now.	 Both	 teams	 on	 the	 edge	 and	 the

atmosphere	electric	out	there.
‘Right,’	we	thought,	‘we’re	going	to	have	to	take	more	than	one	wicket	here.

Come	on,	boys.’	We	then	had	more	appeals	turned	down	for	catches	and	LBWs
but,	 to	 be	 fair,	 nothing	 conclusively	 out.	 Inzy	 nicked	 and	 nudged	 and,	 in
between,	hit	some	really	good	shots.	Mushy	mainly	blocked,	played	and	missed,
but	then	suddenly	slogged	the	odd	one	for	four.	There	was	a	point	–	with	about
20	needed	–	when	Inzy	stepped	up	a	gear,	taking	us	on	more	aggressively,	like
he	suddenly	felt	the	pressure	might	get	to	Mushy.
It	got	down	to	three	to	win,	that	single	wicket	still	in	hand,	and	I	was	bowling.

Imagine	 the	 scene.	 The	 night	 before	 I’d	 been	 offered	 $200,000	 to	 throw	 the
game.	We	had	 a	 report	 to	 the	 ICC	hanging	 around	and	 the	opposing	 captain’s
offer	of	money	was	its	subject.	It	was	bound	to	be	hugely	controversial.	It	was
Tub’s	first	Test	as	captain	and	he’d	got	a	pair.	Pakistan	needed	three	to	win,	nine
wickets	down.	Some	drama.
I	was	at	the	top	of	my	mark.	Tub	came	over	and	said,	‘Right,	mate,	how	are

we	getting	Inzy	out?’
I	said,	‘Driving	or	trying	to	whip	it	through	mid-wicket.	Do	you	like	this	plan,

Tubs?	I’ll	bowl	a	big	spinning	leg-break	at	the	stumps	–	let’s	leave	a	big	gap	leg-
side.	If	Inzy	nails	it,	fair	enough;	if	not,	let’s	hope	he	nicks	it	or	falls	out	of	his
crease	–	stumped.’
‘Okay,	like	it,’	said	Tub.	‘Let’s	do	that.’
So	 we	 had	 a	 bat-pad	 fielder	 on	 the	 on-side,	 a	 sweeper	 at	 straight-ish	 mid-

wicket	on	the	boundary	and	a	man	at	45	behind	square	for	the	top-edged	sweep.
We	 had	 just	 three	men	 on	 the	 leg-side	 –	 no	mid-on	 or	mid-wicket,	 no-one	 in
front	of	square	except	the	sweeper.	Well,	I	said	I	liked	a	gamble!	My	plan	was	to



bowl	wide	of	the	crease	and	a	fraction	wide	of	leg-stump.	We	had	two	slips,	bat-
pad	offside,	short	cover,	mid-off	and	point	just	behind	square.
Standing	 there,	 spinning	 the	 ball	 from	 hand	 to	 hand,	 I	 thought,	 ‘Come	 on,

after	everything	they	don’t	deserve	this.	I’m	going	to	rip	this	leg-break	to	Inzy,
rip	it.’
And	rip	it,	I	did.	It	came	out	perfect.	Inzy	took	a	step	or	two	down	the	pitch

and	tried	to	whip	it	 through	mid-wicket,	overbalancing	as	 it	missed	his	outside
edge.	He	was	out	of	his	ground.
Heals	missed	it	too.	It	went	through	his	legs	for	four	byes.
We	stood	there,	rooted	to	the	spot.	The	shock	delayed	our	reaction.	The	game

was	over,	 the	Test	was	lost.	It	 took	a	moment	to	sink	in.	Pakistan	had	won	the
bloody	Test.	From	nowhere,	 it	 felt	 like,	 from	nowhere.	We	had	’em.	But	we’d
lost.
At	 the	presentation	ceremony	 I	was	announced	as	man	of	 the	match.	So	 I’d

got	wickets,	 runs	 and	 then	 a	gong.	But	 I	 –	we	–	had	 taken	 a	beating,	 in	more
ways	than	one.
On	the	way	to	the	podium	I	passed	Salim	Malik.	‘You	should	have	taken	the

cash,	shouldn’t	you?’	he	said.
I	 was	 ropeable.	 I	 should	 have	 turned	 round	 and	 knocked	 him	 out,	 but

somehow	 resisted.	 I	 will	 never,	 ever	 forget	 that	 moment	 or	 that	 feeling.	 The
massive	contradictions	everywhere	and	Salim	Malik’s	taunt.
Yes,	that	was	a	pretty	famous	Test	match	and,	later,	Salim	Malik	got	rubbed

out.	 So	 it	 became	 even	 more	 famous.	 To	 my	 knowledge	 at	 least,	 the	 can	 of
worms	that	is	match-fixing	was	opened	there,	in	Karachi	in	1994.	Eventually,	he
was	banned,	 initially	 for	 life.	 In	 the	Pakistan	courtroom	that	convicted	him,	he
called	me	a	liar,	saying	it	never	happened,	that	the	meeting	never	took	place.	In
my	absence,	he	told	them	I	was	making	it	all	up.	He	had	tried	the	same	thing	on
Mark	Waugh,	as	it	turned	out.	Junior	went	to	Pakistan	to	give	his	testimony	and
the	Rat	called	him	a	liar	too.	Basically,	we	dobbed	on	Salim	Malik	and	got	him
rubbed	out	for	life.	Good	thing.

‘Match-fixers’

Out	of	the	blue,	in	1998	I	got	called	into	Graham	Halbish’s	office	–	Graham	was
then	CEO	of	the	ACB.	It	was	nearly	four	years	after	the	incident	with	‘John’	and
I	don’t	know	why	it	came	to	light	at	this	particular	point,	but	he	said	the	board
were	under	pressure	to	now	make	public	the	fines	Junior	and	I	had	received	in
1995.	They	still	accepted	I	was	pretty	innocent	in	the	whole	thing,	but	said	they



had	to	be	seen	to	have	done	something.	I	guess	match-fixing	was	increasingly	an
issue	 for	 the	game	and,	 given	 that	 people	were	understanding	better	what	was
involved,	 they	 didn’t	 want	 to	 hide	 anything	 that	 had	 happened	 previously,
however	innocent	it	may	have	been	at	the	time.
It	was	 just	 after	 that	meeting	 that	 the	papers	broke	 the	 story	–	a	 sensational

story	 too	 –	 that	 Shane	 Warne	 and	 Mark	 Waugh	 had	 been	 fined	 for	 selling
information	about	Test	matches	to	a	bookmaker.	The	Herald	Sun	put	the	two	of
us	on	the	front	page	with	the	heading	‘Match-Fixers’.	The	press	conference	was
a	nightmare	and	Junior	was	booed	onto	the	field	in	Adelaide.
We	immediately	went	down	the	legal	route	to	sue	the	Herald	Sun	but	ended

up	 doing	 a	 deal	 to	write	 for	 them	 instead.	 John	Hartigan	was	 the	 big	 boss	 at
News	Limited	and	a	huge	Australian	media	figure.	The	day	before	the	court	case
he	rang	to	say,	‘You	don’t	want	to	do	this	and	we	don’t	want	to	do	this,	so	let’s
find	a	deal	that	hires	you	as	a	News	Limited	columnist.’	And	that	was	that.
I	copped	the	punishment,	learning	my	lesson	the	hard	way.	The	facts	are	that	I

took	$5000	off	a	stranger	who	was	a	mate	of	Mark	Waugh’s.	I	didn’t	know	he
was	a	bookmaker.	I’ll	always	say	we	got	a	rough	deal	but	I	accept	I	was	naive.
Looking	back,	what	stranger	gives	you	five	grand	unless	there’s	something	in	it
for	him?
I	 trust	 people,	 I	 always	 have.	 Call	 it	 a	 character	 flaw	 if	 you	 like,	 but	 I’ll

always	 say	g’day	 to	people,	 I’ll	 accept	most	 interview	requests	and	chat	about
cricket	to	pretty	much	anyone.
There	were	no	mobiles	back	then.	On	tour	we	watched	telly	in	the	hotel	room

or	played	table	 tennis,	billiards	and	darts.	 If	not,	we	just	hung	out	by	 the	pool,
talking	cricket.	We’d	chat	about	the	game,	the	opposition,	about	where	to	bowl
to	 them	 and	 all	 that	 stuff.	 Plenty	 of	 people	 were	 on	 the	 fringe	 of	 those
conversations	and	plenty	of	others	wanted	to	be.	John	was	a	nice	enough	guy.	I
only	met	him	twice,	for	a	maximum	30	minutes	in	total.	I	liked	him,	no	problem.
So	when	he	 rang	me	on	Christmas	Day,	 I	was	happy	enough	 to	chat	 to	him.	 I
doubt	the	conversation	lasted	10	minutes.
I	was	hurt	that	the	ACB	didn’t	stand	up	for	us	more	than	they	did	but,	equally,

I	understand	that	I	did	the	wrong	thing.	I	never	knew	why	the	board	held	it	back
for	so	long	–	for	four	years	after	I	first	told	them.	My	guess	is	that	some	journo
got	a	sniff	of	it	and	though	the	board	wanted	to	keep	it	under	wraps	they	couldn’t
do	so	any	longer.	It	would	have	been	better	if	they’d	come	clean	at	the	time.
There	was	no	code	of	conduct	back	 then	and	no	anti-corruption	units	and/or

advice	 to	 the	 players	 of	 the	 dangers	 around	 them.	 I	 never,	 ever	 thought	 about
fixing	games,	bowling	rubbish	on	purpose	or	whatever.	When	people	called	us
match-fixers	 and	 said	 we’d	 sold	 out	 on	 Australian	 cricket,	 it	 was	 hard.	 But	 I



understand	 how	 big	 it	was	 and	 I’m	 glad	 that	 people	 saw	 the	 facts	 in	 the	 end.
Salim	Malik	was	banned,	that’s	what	matters.

Hansie

I	had	no	idea	that	Hansie	Cronje	was	fixing	games	and	was	totally	blown	away
when	 it	 all	 came	out.	 I	 actually	 felt	 sorry	 for	him.	He	was	 such	 a	 competitive
player.	 I	 really	 enjoyed	 and	 respected	him	and	would	never	 have	 imagined	he
was	involved,	even	among	the	rumours	that	were	rife	in	cricket	in	the	late	1990s
and	 into	 the	 new	 millennium.	 Big	 names	 and	 unknowns	 –	 it	 didn’t	 seem	 to
matter,	 suddenly	match-fixing	was	 the	 talk	of	 the	game.	Unfortunately,	Hansie
got	 involved	 in	 something	 he	 probably	 started	 relatively	 innocently	 and	 then
became	 addicted	 to.	 For	 sure,	 he	 got	 in	 too	 far.	 From	 the	 point	 of	 view	of	 an
outsider	looking	in,	he	got	trapped	and	later	deeply	regretted	doing	what	he	did,
particularly	coercing	guys	like	Herschelle	Gibbs	and	Henry	Williams.	That	was
almost	the	worst	part	of	it.
There	was	no	 sympathy	 for	Hansie	but	 there	wasn’t	 any	great	hatred	either.

We	liked	Hansie	and	respected	him.	When	he	died	in	the	plane	crash,	it	was	so
so	 sad.	The	whole	 thing	made	 us	 second	 guess	 everyone	 and	 everything.	You
start	 thinking	 back	 to	 games	 and	 go,	 ‘Well	 hang	 on,	 I	 remember	 some	 bloke
couldn’t	hit	it	off	the	square,’	and	you	ask	yourself,	‘Was	he	trying?’	We	never
once	thought	Hansie	wasn’t	trying.

IPL

I	was	captain/coach	of	the	Rajasthan	Royals	in	the	IPL	for	four	years.	Everyone
in	our	side	was	100	per	cent	committed	and	honest	in	their	effort	for	us,	but	there
were	whispers,	even	before	the	tournament	began	in	2008,	of	some	big	names	on
the	 take.	 The	 anti-corruption	 people	 gave	 us	 lectures,	 and	 were	 pretty
conspicuous	wherever	we	went,	but	I	wanted	to	be	sure	our	guys	were	clean,	so	I
came	up	with	a	plan.
Darren	 Berry	 was	 assistant	 coach	 and	 Jeremy	 Snape	 was	 performance

director/psychologist.	In	a	meeting	with	them,	I	said	I	wanted	to	nip	any	idea	of
corruption	 in	 the	bud.	My	plan	was	 to	 tell	 the	players	 that	my	own	phone	had
been	tapped	and	that	I’d	been	called	in	to	see	IPL	Chairman	and	Commissioner
Lalit	Modi	and	the	IPL	heavies	because	an	investigation	had	been	launched	into
a	conversation	that	had	taken	place	on	it.	They	said,	‘Great	idea.’



We	had	a	training	camp	organised	in	the	build-up	to	the	first	game.	Each	day
we	practised	and	talked.	We	planned	set	plays	for	the	first	and	last	ball	of	overs,
for	 example;	 trained	 the	minds	 of	 go-to	 bowlers	 in	 certain	 pressure	 situations;
decided	on,	and	then	drilled,	specific	fielding	positions	for	everyone;	divided	the
20	overs	into	three	sections	of	six	and	one	of	two	and	established	each	person’s
role	 in	 those	 periods.	We	 worked	 in	 private	 groups	 where	 the	 players	 would
represent	their	own	views	and	then	offer	views	on	others.	Then	we	arrived	at	a
collective	agreement	on	team	style	of	play.	The	three	of	us	in	management	sold
the	vision,	the	players	bought	into	it.
After	 one	 intense	 group	 session,	 I	 called	 everyone	 in	 and	 dramatically

changed	the	subject.	I	said,	‘Guys,	something	very	serious	has	happened	to	me
overnight.	I	want	you	to	know	that	I	had	a	cricket	conversation	with	a	friend	in
Australia	 a	 couple	 of	 days	 ago	 and	 that	 I’ve	 been	hauled	 into	 the	 IPL	offices,
where	I	was	told	my	phone	had	been	tapped	during	the	conversation	and	that	I’m
now	under	 suspicion.	 In	other	words,	 the	conversation	 I	had	was	 recorded	and
I’m	being	investigated.
‘Don’t	worry,	 it’s	all	good.	 I’ve	done	nothing	wrong	but	Lalit	Modi	and	his

offsiders	are	on	the	case.	It’s	a	warning	and	a	lesson	to	us	all.	If	any	of	you	try	to
fix	games,	throw	games	and	the	like,	you	will	be	banned.	You	may	never	get	an
opportunity	like	the	IPL	again	so	I	 leave	it	 to	you	as	to	how	you	handle	it,	but
while	you’re	with	the	Royals	and	under	my	captaincy,	there	is	zero	tolerance	for
any	form	of	fixing.	Be	warned	that	your	mobiles	and	your	hotel-room	phones	are
being	tapped.	I’m	in	trouble	right	now	but	I’m	going	to	be	fine.	You	won’t	be	if
you	put	a	foot	out	of	line.’
Well,	you	could	have	heard	a	pin	drop.	Graeme	Smith,	Shane	Watson,	Dimi

Mascarenhas,	Kamran	Akmal,	Younis	Khan,	Sohail	Tanvir	and	all	the	Indians	in
our	squad	of	20	–	silence.	Job	done.
Hopefully	one	day	the	bad	guys	will	be	weeded	out.	It’s	almost	impossible	to

police	the	game	and	the	only	way	is	for	the	players	to	come	clean	on	everything
they	 know,	 which	 is	 a	 tough	 thing	 for	 anyone	 to	 do.	 Match-fixing	 is	 like	 a
cancer.	Terrible.	Cricket	is	too	great	a	game	to	be	destroyed	by	a	greedy	few.



8

Changes

I	FIRST	MET	Simone	when	she	was	working	as	a	promo	model	for	Foster’s	at	the
Vics	annual	golf	day	in	1992.	We	kind	of	caught	each	other’s	eye	–	she	was	such
a	beautiful	girl.	I	thought,	‘This	is	a	really	cool	chick,	sexy	and	funny.’	She	gave
me	 her	 number	 and	 I	 lost	 it.	 I	 put	 it	 in	my	 cigarette	 packet	 and	 never	 saw	 it
again.	I	tried	to	track	her	down	over	the	next	week	or	two	but	with	no	luck.
A	 few	months	 later	 I	was	 at	 a	St	Kilda	Football	Club	 function	and	 she	was

working	there	too.
‘Oh	my	God,	I’m	so	sorry,’	I	said	to	her.	‘I	lost	your	number.’
‘Yeah,	whatever,’	she	said.
‘No	I’m	serious.	I	put	it	in	a	cigarette	packet	and	threw	it	out	when	I	finished

them.’
‘No	way,’	 she	 said,	 and	wouldn’t	 give	me	 her	 number.	 I	 gave	 her	mine,	 of

course,	but	heard	nothing.	Not	at	first.
Then,	 out	 of	 nowhere	 a	 couple	 of	 months	 later,	 she	 called	 to	 say	 merry

Christmas.	She	didn’t	know	much	about	me,	so	I	 told	her	 I	was	playing	 in	 the
Boxing	Day	Test	for	Australia	and	asked	her	to	meet	me	for	a	drink	after	play	on
the	first	day.
‘I	don’t	know,’	she	said.	‘I	don’t	think	it’s	for	me.’
I	said,	‘I’ll	bring	a	mate,	you	bring	a	mate,’	and	after	a	bit	of	persuasion	she

agreed.	 So,	 as	 I	 mentioned	 in	 an	 earlier	 chapter,	 myself	 and	 Damien	Martyn
went	out	 to	Bobby	McGee’s	with	Simone	and	her	 friend	…	Simone.	Yep,	 she
was	 also	 called	 Simone	 –	 bizarre,	 but	 true.	 Even	more	 bizarre,	 Simone	 2	 and
Marto	hit	it	off	and	a	few	months	later	were	engaged.
Anyway,	 I	kept	 in	 touch	with	Simone	1	 this	 time	and	we	began	 to	hang	out

more	 and	 more.	 I	 talked	 her	 into	 coming	 to	 Perth	 for	 the	 Test	 against	 West
Indies.	 That	 was	 the	 match	 in	 which	 Curtly	 Ambrose	 took	 7/1	 and	 we	 got
hammered.	She	wasn’t	impressed.	Next	thing,	I	was	back	in	Melbourne	having
dinner	with	her	parents,	Bryan	and	Coral,	and	things	just	developed.



She	came	 to	England	 in	1993	and	hung	out	with	Sue	Hughes,	Merv’s	wife.
They	 stayed	 at	 bed	 and	 breakfasts	 –	 nothing	 flash,	 because,	 back	 then,	 we
weren’t	allowed	wives	or	girlfriends	in	the	hotel	at	all,	not	even	in	the	bar.	We
paid	for	 their	 flights	and	hotels	and	were	expected	 to	sneak	over	 to	 their	 joint!
Simone	 and	 Sue	went	 to	 Santorini	 in	Greece	 for	 some	mid-tour	 sunshine	 and
loved	it	there,	so	we	really	didn’t	see	much	of	them.	The	players	shared	rooms	in
those	days	–	in	my	case	mainly	with	Merv	and	Mark	Waugh,	or	sometimes	with
Boony.	Me	and	Boony	smoked	a	lot	of	cigarettes	together,	we	were	like	Cheech
and	Chong.	It	was	hardly	a	place	for	your	girl.
By	 the	way,	 half	 the	 side	 either	 smoked	 regularly	 or	 had	 the	 odd	 dart.	We

were	 sponsored	by	Benson	&	Hedges,	 remember.	Boony,	Geoff	Marsh,	Bruce
Reid,	Greg	Matthews,	AB	when	he	was	having	a	drink,	me	and	the	physio	Errol
Alcott	were	smokers.	Mark	Taylor,	Mark	Waugh,	Dean	Jones,	Ian	Healy,	Craig
McDermott	and	Merv	all	used	to	give	us	a	hard	time.	Six	smokers	in	the	rooms.
It	was	partly	the	culture	at	the	time	and	partly	the	sponsors	making	the	fags	so
available	 –	 the	 dressing-rooms	 stank	 of	 cigarettes!	 So	 much	 of	 life	 was	 so
different	back	then.	On	the	smoking	front,	everyone	just	lit	up	–	in	restaurants,
trains,	 cars	 and	 planes.	 I	 used	 to	 bag	 a	 non-smoking	 seat	 on	 flights	 and	 then
hibernate	in	the	back	corner	of	the	plane	with	my	fags.
I	 remember	one	funny	moment.	 India	were	 touring,	and	on	a	flight	 to	Perth,

Venkatapathy	 Raju,	 the	 left-arm	 spinner,	 snuck	 into	 the	 back	 with	 us,	 chain-
smoked	and	got	 completely	pissed	on	 two	cans	of	Swan	Light.	 I	 think	he	was
more	 terrified	 of	 his	 captain,	 Mohammad	 Azharuddin,	 finding	 out	 about	 the
darts	than	the	beers,	so	we	gave	him	a	bunch	of	mints	and	told	him	to	crash	out
for	an	hour.	I’m	not	sure	it	worked,	to	be	honest.	He	was	sheepish	for	days.
For	all	 the	rules	about	wives	and	girlfriends	at	 the	hotel,	Simone	and	I	were

seeing	more	of	each	other	than	most.	A	few	days	after	the	Gatting	ball	in	early
June,	we	took	some	time	off	together	in	the	Lake	District.	On	the	second	day	we
hired	a	rowing	boat	but	I	just	couldn’t	get	the	rhythm	of	rowing	the	damn	thing
and	we	kept	going	round	in	circles.	The	longer	it	went	on,	the	funnier	it	got.
The	 truth	 was,	 though	 Simone	 didn’t	 know	 it,	 I	 was	 nervous.	 I	 really	 felt

something	 strong	with	 her	 and,	 right	 then,	 out	 on	 the	water,	 after	 the	Gatting
ball,	 a	win	 in	 the	 first	Test	on	my	 first	 tour	of	England,	 the	man-of-the-match
award,	and	all	the	excitement	and	attention	that	was	around	us	…	I	proposed.	I
didn’t	go	there	to	propose	but,	I	dunno,	everything	was	so	cool	in	our	world	and
I	just	came	out	with	it.
‘We’re	getting	along	really	well	–	so	what	do	you	reckon?’
‘What	do	you	mean,	“reckon”?’
‘I	mean,	what	do	you	reckon	…	like,	how	about	we	go	for	it?’



‘What	do	you	mean,	“go	for	it”?’	(Perhaps	she	was	thinking,	‘Shane,	you	can
start	by	rowing	in	a	straight	line.’)
I	said,	‘Well,	let’s	get	married.	What	do	you	think?	Do	you	want	to	spend	the

rest	of	your	life	with	me?’
And	without	missing	a	beat,	she	said,	‘Yes.’
‘Great!	That’s	amazing.	Let’s	do	it	then	…	we’ll	have	so	much	fun	together.

Awesome.’
Simple	as	that.	It	wasn’t	the	most	romantic	proposal	ever,	but,	gee,	it	was	sure

a	romantic	place.	Except	for	the	boat	still	going	around	in	circles.
Our	next	game	was	in	Bristol	and	I	asked	Mum	and	Dad	down	to	meet	some

of	the	great	people	I’d	played	with	and	met	during	my	time	in	club	cricket	there
–	Mike	Gerrish,	or	‘Biggsy’	as	everyone	knew	him,	and	Merv,	Maureen	and	Pat,
who	all	ran	the	George	pub.	I	told	everyone	not	to	say	a	word	because	I	still	had
to	 call	 Simone’s	 dad.	A	bunch	 of	 us	were	 in	Biggsy’s	 car	 and	Mum	and	Dad
pulled	up	alongside	us.	I	couldn’t	help	myself	and	just	blurted	out,	‘Hey,	guess
what,	I	got	engaged,’	and	they	were	like	‘Whaaat?!’	And	we	just	kept	driving	to
the	pub.
Once	 there	 I	 rang	her	dad,	Bryan,	 from	a	call	box,	 shoving	 the	coins	 in	and

getting	a	shitty	line.	I	asked	for	his	permission	and	he	answered	‘Go	for	it!’	He
never	complained,	and	was	delighted.
Mum	and	Dad	 really	 liked	Simone	but	weren’t	 sure	 if	 I	was	doing	 the	 right

thing	at	that	stage	of	my	life	–	just	23	and	with	so	much	suddenly	going	on.	She
was	my	first	proper	girlfriend.	I	had	kissed	at	15	and	gone	a	step	or	two	further
over	 the	next	couple	of	years.	But	not	until	 I	was	17	did	I	…	well,	you	know.
Then	 I	had	 the	crush	on	Michelle	Scott	at	 school	and	 later	Pauline	Vaughan	–
when	I	was	touring	Europe	with	mates	straight	out	of	school	–	the	girls	I	talked
about	in	Chapter	3.	I	liked	Melissa	Judd	too	but	her	dad	didn’t	approve	of	me!
Only	in	England	in	1989	did	I	start	to	get	it	together	with	girls.
Anyway,	the	point	is	that	Simone	was	my	first	full-time	proper	girlfriend	and

I	loved	being	with	her.	It	was	a	 time	of	‘firsts’.	 In	February	1994	I	bought	my
first	house	in	Tuxen	Court	in	East	Brighton	for	$240,000	–	I	put	down	50K	and
borrowed	the	rest.	Simone	moved	in	and	we	did	it	up	together,	put	in	a	pool	–	all
the	 gear	 –	 and	 then	 it	 became	 the	 regular	 spot	 for	 the	 Australian	 team’s
Christmas	Eve	parties.
I	started	earning	$3000	a	year	from	my	Cricket	Board	contract,	which	shot	up

to	10K	after	the	Ashes	tour	in	’93.	There	were	match	payments	on	top	of	that	for
both	Test	and	one-day	cricket	–	$1500	and	$500	respectively,	I	think.	In	Shield
cricket,	 I	 got	 a	 couple	 of	 hundred	 bucks	 per	match	 and	 an	 extra	 50	 if	 I	wore
Kookaburra	protective	gear.	The	Australian	Cricket	Board	 contract	went	up	 to



30K	a	year	or	so	later,	but	we	were	hardly	turning	into	millionaires.	The	game-
changer	was	sponsorship.
My	managers	Austin	‘Ocker’	Robertson	and	John	Cornell	were	really	big	 in

those	days.	They’d	both	played	a	major	part	in	the	establishment	of	World	Series
Cricket	with	Kerry	Packer,	 and	 John	 teamed	up	with	Paul	Hogan	 to	make	 the
Crocodile	Dundee	movies.
With	 John	 by	 his	 and	 my	 side,	 Ocker	 did	 a	 huge	 deal	 with	 Nike	 –	 $1.25

million	over	five	years.	It	was	unheard	of	at	the	time.	Then	Just	Jeans	came	in	at
250K	a	year	for	three	years.	Suddenly	I	could	pay	off	the	house.
The	deals	came	on	the	back	of	the	fact	that	I	was	getting	a	lot	of	air	time.	On

one	Valentine’s	Day,	a	newspaper	ran	a	poll	asking	parents	–	mums	actually	–
who	they	would	most	like	their	daughter	to	come	home	with	as	a	Valentine	date.
I	won!	I	was	on	TV	shows,	doing	ads	for	various	products,	and	my	face	led	the
Nike	campaign	in	Oz,	which	was	huge.	I	won	a	couple	of	cars	too	–	international
player	of	the	summer	for	both	Test	and	one-day	cricket	against	South	Africa	and
New	Zealand.	 I	drove	 these	 two	Toyotas	round	 the	Adelaide	Oval.	 It	was	mad
back	 then.	Oh,	and	 I	was	voted	Australian	sportsperson	of	 the	year	 in	1994.	 It
was	like	someone	had	their	finger	on	the	fast-forward	button.

Nike

As	part	of	the	arrangement	with	Nike,	I	did	some	TV	commercials	for	them,	and
got	 to	 hang	 out	 in	 Portland,	Oregon	with	Nike	 founder	 Phil	Knight,	 the	 great
American	 NFL	 and	 Major	 League	 Baseball	 player	 Bo	 Jackson	 and	 Michael
Jordan.	Nike	had	me	designing	a	new	 range	of	 footwear	 for	 the	global	 cricket
market	and	sold	it	as	the	best	cricket	shoe	ever	made.	The	batting	one	was	called
Air	Century;	 then	 there	was	Air	Oval,	Air	Flipper	 and	 the	Max	 trainer	–	 ‘The
Nike	Collection	 by	 Shane	Warne’.	 I	 don’t	mind	 admitting	 that	 this	 felt	 pretty
cool!
Guys	like	Brian	Lara	were	on	the	phone	saying,	‘Send	me	those	shoes,’	and

once	 the	 best	 players	 started	wearing	 them,	 they	 flew	 out	 of	 the	 door.	Knight
would	 stand	 up	 at	 events	 and	 introduce	 me	 as	 this	 amazing	 cricketer	 from
‘Orrstralia’,	and	everyone	was	gushing.	In	 the	States,	 in	 the	UK	and	at	home	I
was	invited	to	everything	–	concerts,	Grand	Prix,	exhibitions.

Just	Jeans



I	 also	 did	 the	 catwalk	with	Helena	Christensen	 and	Claudia	 Schiffer	 at	 a	 Just
Jeans	show	in	Melbourne.	I	walked	out	with	Helena	and	said,	‘How	cool	is	this!’
and	she	went	‘Ssshhhh!’	Oh,	okay.	I	kept	going	to	the	end	of	the	catwalk,	spun
round	with	my	best	‘blue	steel’	look	in	an	effort	not	to	giggle,	and	headed	back
to	where	we’d	come	from	and	through	to	backstage.
The	next	thing	I	knew,	she	had	all	her	clothes	off,	tits	out.	I	thought,	‘Oh	shit.’

Then	she	had	the	next	outfit	on	before	I’d	barely	had	time	to	blink,	never	mind
have	a	look.	At	which	point	she	turned	to	me	and	said,	’Listen,	you	do	not	talk
when	 we	 walk	 out	 there,	 you	 just	 walk,	 stare	 straight	 ahead	 at	 whoever	 or
whatever	 you	want,	 get	 to	 the	 end,	 turn	 around,	walk	 back	 and	 do	 it	 all	 over
again.	Just	concentrate	on	what	you’re	doing.’	Oh,	right.
That	was	about	it	with	her	and	I	can’t	say	I	had	much	of	a	chat	with	Claudia

either.	Helena	was	dating	Michael	Hutchence	of	INXS	at	the	time.	I	met	Michael
in	Perth	after	one	of	their	concerts.	We	had	a	beer	backstage	and	I	told	him	the
story.	He	had	a	 laugh	about	 it	 and	 then	called	Helena	over.	 I	 didn’t	know	she
was	there!	Anyway,	she	had	a	giggle	about	it	too	and	said,	‘Sorry,	but	I	do	that
stuff	every	day	–	must	have	got	out	of	bed	the	wrong	side	that	morning!’	I’ve	got
a	big	picture	in	my	house	of	Helena	and	me	walking	down	the	catwalk.
I	was	in	good	shape	through	most	of	the	’90s	–	certainly	from	1992	with	TJ	up

to	 1998	 when	 my	 shoulder	 went.	 After	 the	 operation	 –	 a	 SLAP	 lesion	 that
surgeons	usually	perform	on	javelin	throwers	–	I	had	it	in	a	sling	for	six	weeks,
so	I	didn’t	train	at	all	and	ate	rubbish	food.	Then	there	was	the	second	spinning-
finger	op,	wire	and	all	that,	and	I	was	down	on	myself	for	a	while.	I	got	heavy,
back	 up	 to	 95	 kilograms,	 and	 lost	 motivation	 for	 training	 and	 other	 stuff.
Operations	and	rehabilitation	are	a	hidden	side	of	sporting	life.	The	surgery	can
be	frightening	and	the	trauma	sucks	oxygen	out	of	you.
So,	yeah,	1998	to	2001	I	was	overweight.	Then	I	was	fit	again	from	2002	till

2006/07.	 I	 think	 the	 idea	 that	 I	 was	 always	 a	 fat	 bastard	 comes	 from	 first
impressions.	Those	first	two	Tests	against	India,	before	I	went	and	hung	out	with
TJ	in	Adelaide,	yep,	I	wasn’t	in	very	good	shape.	But	after	that,	well,	I	wouldn’t
have	been	in	blue	jeans	on	the	catwalk	with	Helena	if	I	was	still	a	fat	bastard.
The	 funny	 thing	 is	 that,	 as	 I’ve	 mentioned,	 I’ve	 never	 been	 into	 food	 and

never	will	 be.	 I	 reckon	 sitting	 in	 a	 restaurant	 is	 a	waste	 of	 time,	 the	 same	 as
cooking.	 I’d	 rather	 have	 a	 pizza	 on	 the	 couch	 than,	 say,	 go	 out	 to	 a	 fancy
restaurant	and	discuss	the	quality	of	the	meat.	I	hate	those	flash	restaurants	with
tiny	portions	that	already	tell	you	to	head	for	the	McDonald’s	drive-through	on
the	way	home,	as	you’re	still	hungry.	Food	gets	in	the	way	of	a	good	time.	Eat,
go,	party.	I’m	all	about	atmosphere	and	vibe.	And	music.



As	I	see	it,	a	steak	is	a	steak:	what’s	the	big	deal?	Spaghetti	bolognese	is	about
as	 far	 as	 it	 goes	 with	 me,	 unless	 we	 have	 people	 round	 and	 then	 I’ll	 do	 a
barbecue	chicken,	burgers	or	sausages.	I’ll	eat	if	I’m	hungry,	and	I	won’t	if	I’m
not.	 I	 like	hot	chips,	pasta,	pizza,	white-bread	cheese	sandwiches	and	apples	–
everything	else	 I	 can	 take	or	 leave,	mainly	 leave.	 I	do	 like	 ribs	and	 roast	pork
too.	But	if	there’s	an	opposite	to	a	foodie,	I’m	it.
I’m	not	a	heavy	daily	drinker	either,	by	the	way.	I	used	to	do	a	lot	of	beers	but

gave	 that	 up	when	 I	was	 getting	 fit	 with	 TJ.	 Now	 I	 like	 a	 glass	 of	wine,	 red
mainly	–	I	did	a	wine	course	a	few	years	back	actually	–	and	if	I’m	out	at	night
I’ll	 drink	 vodka	 and	Red	Bull.	But	 that’s	more	 a	 binge	 thing.	 I	 can	 go	weeks
without	a	drink,	I	don’t	even	think	about	it,	and	then	when	I	hit	the	clubs	I	might
be	on	the	vodka	till	four	in	the	morning.	And,	by	the	way,	I’m	no	slouch.	I	can
drink	most	people	under	the	table.
I	 just	put	on	weight,	 that’s	all.	Blame	the	diet,	or	 lack	of	 it.	When	I	want	 to

lose	weight,	I	can	do	that	too.	I’m	one	thing	or	the	other,	nothing	in	the	middle.	I
did	like	one	cold	beer	after	a	bowling	day.

11,660	Balls	Already

We’d	drawn	1–1	with	South	Africa	over	 three	Tests	at	home	either	side	of	 the
1993/94	Christmas	 and	New	Year	 period,	 then	 headed	 to	 South	Africa	 in	 late
February	for	the	second	leg	of	three	more	Tests,	along	with	eight	one-dayers.
I	hadn’t	had	a	proper	break	 from	 the	game	since	starting	out	 in	Test	cricket

and,	frankly,	I	was	a	bit	of	a	wreck	by	the	end	of	the	1993/94	home	season.	I’d
bowled	8843	balls	(1473.5	overs)	in	first-class	cricket	in	32	matches	in	the	1993
calendar	 year	 alone	 –	 the	most	 of	 any	 bowler	 in	 a	 calendar	 year	 since	Bishan
Bedi	in	1976	and	not	beaten	by	anyone	since!	(The	most	ever	was	another	leg-
break	bowler,	Tich	Freeman	of	Kent,	who	bowled	2378.2	overs	in	1928.	Bet	he
was	tired.)
In	 fact,	 from	Boxing	Day	1992	 to	 the	end	of	 the	South	Africa	 tour	 in	April

1994,	I	played	40	first-class	matches	for	Australia	and	Victoria	–	the	most	of	any
player	 in	 the	 world.	 I	 bowled	 11,660	 balls	 (1943.2	 overs)	 –	 many	more	 than
anyone	else	–	taking	191	wickets	(the	most	again)	at	22.21	–	4143	more	balls	in
that	period	than	Tim	May,	who	was	second	on	the	list.	In	that	period	I	played	22
Tests,	 five	 Sheffield	 Shield	matches,	 another	 first-class	 game	 in	New	Zealand
prior	 to	 the	 series	 there,	 10	 first-class	 games	 in	 England	 against	 counties	 and
universities,	 and	 two	 first-class	 games	 against	 South	 African	 provincial	 sides.
And	I	got	engaged.	See	what	I	mean,	exhausted!	Something	had	to	give.



When	we	 arrived	 in	South	Africa,	AB	gave	me	 the	 first	 two	weeks	 off.	He
said,	 ‘Miss	 the	warm-up	games	and	 just	come	 to	 the	nets	 if	you	fancy	a	bowl,
bat,	catch,	or	whatever.	Otherwise	have	daily	physio,	do	some	light	training	and
take	it	easy	–	we	want	you	to	be	right	for	the	first	Test.’
The	 long	 and	 short	 of	 those	 instructions	 was	 that	 I	 had	 two	 free	 weeks	 in

Joburg.	 There	was	 temptation	 everywhere,	 in	 its	many	 faces.	 I	 was	 out	 every
night,	back	just	before	sun	up,	crashing	out	in	the	change-room.	Warne	was	on
fire	…
But	 this	was	extremely	bad	preparation	for	a	Test	series	against	a	good	side

and,	deep	down,	I	knew	it.	I’d	lost	focus	on	the	disciplines	that	had	brought	me	a
great	couple	of	years.	Things	had	spiralled,	almost	out	of	control.
With	 the	 recent	 series	 in	 Australia,	 this	 was	 the	 return	 leg	 in	 what	 was

effectively	a	six-match	showdown.	We	were	 the	first	Aussie	 touring	side	since
1969/70	and	thousands	of	people	met	us	at	 the	airport	and	interest	followed	us
wherever	we	went.	We	even	met	Nelson	Mandela	and	South	African	President
FW	 de	 Klerk.	 They	 were	 hazy,	 crazy	 days	 and	 cricket	 was	 king.	 Part	 of	 the
excitement	came	from	South	Africa’s	 return	 to	 the	 international	 stage	after	 the
apartheid	 years,	 and	 part	 of	 it	 the	 quality	 of	 the	 teams	 and	 players	 around	 the
world	at	that	time.	Every	series	had	real	edge.
The	 first	 Test	was	 at	 the	Wanderers,	 a	 ground	where	Hansie	Cronje’s	 guys

fancied	themselves	and	where	the	crowd	got	very	aggressive,	driving	their	boys
on.	The	Wanderers	wasn’t	called	the	Bull	Ring	for	nothing.	The	whole	situation
felt	very	hostile.	During	Australia’s	 last	Test	series	 in	South	Africa,	under	Bill
Lawry’s	captaincy,	they’d	smashed	us	4–0,	and	it	was	pretty	obvious	the	locals
had	missed	the	smell	of	Aussie	blood.
The	two	first	innings	were	almost	dead	even	–	251	played	248	in	their	favour.

I’d	been	off	the	pace	in	general,	and	my	bowling	had	been	ordinary,	so	I	could
see	 why	 AB	 didn’t	 bring	 me	 on	 immediately	 in	 the	 second	 innings.	 After	 a
while,	though,	I	was	ticking	because	we	weren’t	looking	like	taking	a	pole	and
the	crowd	were	getting	into	us.	Hansie	Cronje	and	Andrew	Hudson	developed	a
second-wicket	partnership,	and	the	longer	it	continued	the	more	I	was	tearing	at
the	leash	to	bowl.
Then,	out	of	the	blue,	after	43	overs,	AB	said,	‘Come	on,	Warney,	we	need	a

wicket.’
I	remember	saying	to	myself,	‘Why	didn’t	you	bowl	me	earlier	then!’
In	my	first	over	I	bowled	Hudson	round	his	legs,	sweeping.	I’ve	got	no	idea

how	or	why	but	I	completely	lost	the	plot.	I	look	at	the	footage	now	and	think,
‘That’s	not	me,	is	it?	Is	that	me?’



I	can	see	a	kind	of	rage	in	my	eyes	and	anger	in	my	body	language.	In	short,	I
told	him	 to	 fuck	off	and	 then	 I	chased	him,	still	 shouting,	 louder	and	 louder.	 I
had	 a	 goatee,	which	 is	 kind	 of	 a	mean	 look	 anyway,	 and	 I	 had	 this	 irrational
anger	 pouring	 out	 of	 me.	 Looking	 back,	 it	 was	 definitely	 the	 build-up	 of
everything	over	the	previous	18	months,	not	just	that	moment.	I	snapped	and	I’m
not	proud	of	it.
After	 the	 day’s	 play,	 I	went	 to	 Jonty	Rhodes,	who	 I	 knew	 pretty	well,	 and

asked	if	I	could	have	a	word	with	Hudson	because	I	wanted	to	apologise	to	him.
‘Come	on	in,	mate,’	he	said,	‘we’re	all	having	a	laugh	about	it.’	I	went	into	the
dressing-room	 and	 they	were	 all	 giggling.	 I	 said,	 ‘Look,	 it	 wasn’t	 funny,	 I’m
sorry,’	and	Andrew	was	like,	‘Hey,	no	problem.’	We	shook	hands	and	all	had	a
beer	and	that	was	that.	(Oh,	for	the	good	old	days	when	we	could	have	a	laugh,
share	 a	 beer,	 break	 down	 barriers	 and	 form	 lifelong	 friendships	 with	 the
opposition.)
That	wasn’t	 the	end	of	 it,	 though.	The	 ICC	fined	me,	 the	Australian	Cricket

Board	fined	me	my	match	fee,	there	was	talk	of	a	ban	–	all	sorts.	Apparently,	the
radio	 journalist	Tim	Lane	had	walked	onto	the	middle	of	 the	MCG	back	home
and	 done	 a	 piece	 saying	 he	 was	 embarrassed	 to	 be	 an	 Australian.	 It	 was	 an
unbelievable	overreaction.	Allan	Border	was	steaming.
Merv	was	 fined	 too.	 He’d	walked	 up	 the	 player’s	 race	 –	which	 has	 a	 cage

around	 it	at	 the	Wanderers	–	after	playing	a	 rubbish	shot	and	being	dismissed,
and	 some	 idiot	 shouted	 abuse,	 so	 Merv	 threatened	 him	 with	 his	 bat.	 To	 be
honest,	 it	didn’t	 look	great	and	Merv	 later	 said	he	 regretted	 it.	 I	 said,	 ‘Really?
That	doesn’t	sound	like	you,	mate.’	He	said,	‘No,	no,	mate,	my	regret	was	that	I
should’ve	 smacked	 the	 prick	 in	 the	 head.	 At	 least	 the	 fine	 would	 have	 been
worth	it.’
I’ve	never	 experienced	a	 crowd	 like	 that	one	 in	1994:	 everywhere	we	went,

the	streets,	the	hotels,	the	ground,	the	Joburg	people	were	so	hostile.	By	the	time
you	walked	down	 that	 race	 and	on	 to	 the	Bull	Ring,	 you	were	 ready	 to	go	10
rounds	with	Rocky.	They	were	throwing	things	at	us,	smashing	stuff	around	us,
grabbing	our	hats	 through	 the	wire	of	 the	cage	as	we	walked	on	and	off,	bad-
mouthing	us,	so	when	it	came	time	to	bat	and	bowl	we	were	raring.	In	a	way,	I
love	that	passion	and,	anyway,	I	can	hardly	complain	because	the	Aussie	crowds
can	be	OTT	too.
I	 love	 South	 Africa.	 I’ve	 been	 back	 a	 million	 times	 since	 and	 have	 many

friends	 there.	 But	 I	 never	 fully	 understood	 the	 reaction	 to	 us	 in	 1994.	Maybe
we’d	got	too	cocky	and	the	crowds	picked	up	on	that.	Or	maybe,	we	hadn’t	been
back	for	so	long	that	the	chance	to	get	one	over	us	was	a	nationwide	thing,	not
just	a	cricket	thing.	We	were	the	best	team	in	the	world	and	what	was	clear	was



that	 anyone	and	everyone	wanted	 to	knock	us	off	our	perch.	 I	 guess	 it	was	 as
simple	as	that.
We	ended	up	drawing	 the	 series	1–1.	 It	was	 the	 same	 result	 as	 their	 tour	 to

Australia	 and	 an	 accurate	 reflection	 of	 the	 contest	 between	 us.	 In	 general,	 the
South	Africans	were	a	very	good	side	–	tough	and	smart.	Kepler	Wessels	was	a
tough	 leader	and	South	Africa	had	some	good	variety	 in	 their	attack.	The	one-
day	 series	was	 a	 ripper	 as	well:	 it	 finished	4–4	after	we	won	 the	unbelievably
tense	final	game	by	one	run.
Incidentally,	the	Daryll	Cullinan	thing	really	caught	on	in	Australia.	Everyone

played	 up	 to	 it,	 including	 the	 crowds.	 I	 just	 kept	 knocking	 him	 over	 and	 the
harder	he	tried	to	give	it	back	to	me,	the	worse	it	got	for	him.	The	press	heard
that	he	was	seeing	a	sports	psychologist	to	learn	how	to	cope	with	me.	The	next
time	he	 took	guard,	 I	 asked	him	what	 colour	 the	 couch	was	 and	knocked	him
over	again.
I	 always	 thought	Daryll	 should	have	 come	 in	with	 a	beer	 after	 a	day’s	play

and	said	‘I	missed	another	straight	one,	hey,	Warney’	or	‘I	didn’t	pick	it	again!’
Then	we’d	have	laughed	about	it	and	I	might	not	have	been	quite	so	killer	in	my
desire	to	knock	him	over	every	time!
Anyway,	after	 that	crazy	start	of	mine,	 it	 turned	out	a	great	 tour.	The	South

African	players	 themselves	 and	 the	people	who	 looked	after	us	were	 fantastic.
Hotels,	security,	officials	–	everyone	was	great,	so	welcoming,	and	we	made	a
lot	of	good	friends	 that	 remain	 to	 this	day.	Sure,	 the	crowds	got	 to	us	and,	no,
I’m	not	on	Daryll’s	Christmas	card	list.	But	South	Africa	1994	was	fun.

We’re	Going	to	the	Como,	But	First,	We’re	…	Going
To	Get	Married

It	finally	happened	on	1	September	1995,	in	a	beautiful	Melbourne	park,	the	one
on	 the	 left	 as	 you	 drive	 down	Williams	 Road	 in	 South	 Yarra.	 No	 church	 or
chapel,	just	the	park	and	a	marquee	for	the	after	party,	along	with	the	Victorian
cricket	chaplain	for	the	vows,	of	course.
While	we	were	waiting	for	Simone	to	rock	up,	AB	came	up	to	me	and	said,

’You	okay,	mate,	you	don’t	 look	great.	You	sure	you	want	 to	go	 through	with
this?	You	can	still	pull	out,	you	know.’
I	said,	‘Simone’s	a	wonderful	girl,	mate	–	let’s	get	it	done.’
It	 felt	 great	 on	 the	 surface	 but	 deep	 down	 I’d	 begun	 to	 feel	 I	 shouldn’t	 be

doing	this.	Or	maybe	I	should.	Or	shouldn’t?	Perhaps	it’s	the	way	everyone	feels



in	the	days	before	they	get	married,	I	thought.	Who	knows?	It	was	nothing	to	do
with	Simone.	She	looked	so	beautiful	on	the	day,	and	in	the	year	and	a	bit	since
we’d	got	engaged	she’d	easily	become	my	best	friend.	We	were	good	together,
she	understood	me	and	me	her.	But	I	could	feel	my	life	changing	at	frightening
speed	and	I	just	wasn’t	sure	it	was	the	right	time.
Shaun	Graf,	my	Victorian	mentor	 and	 team-mate,	was	MC	 in	 the	marquee.

We	had	200	people	and	Simone	did	a	great	job,	decking	it	out	magnificently	and
making	 sure	 the	 detail	was	 spot	 on.	 Everyone	 got	 plastered.	We	 stayed	 at	 the
Como	Hotel	–	a	fantastic	place.	My	brother	was	best	man,	with	the	groomsmen
being	Merv	Hughes	and	a	good	mate	from	my	Academy	days,	Stephen	Cottrell.
Simone	had	her	sister,	Lisa,	and	best	friend,	Sharon,	and	her	cousin	Tanya.
A	 guy	 called	Tuffy,	who	 used	 to	 play	 guitar	 in	 a	Hawaiian	 shirt	 at	 a	 place

called	 City	 Rowers	 in	 Brisbane,	 did	 the	 entertainment	 –	 he	 was	 better	 than
brilliant,	playing	all	the	great	covers,	many	of	them	with	Steve	Waugh	and	Mark
Taylor	on	stage.	 ‘Tugga’	 loved	‘Khe	Sanh’	and	Tubby	 loved	‘Bow	River’,	 the
two	Cold	Chisel	classics.	We	all	had	such	a	happy	night.	I	remember	thinking	it
had	been	the	best	day	of	my	life.	What	was	all	the	worry	about?!
On	a	slightly	different	subject,	I	can	hear	the	question,	‘Steve	Waugh	was	at

your	 wedding?’	Well,	 he	 was.	 I	 was	 close	 with	 Tugga	 back	 then.	We	 toured
Zimbabwe	together	in	1991	and	he	asked	me	to	come	and	play	club	cricket	with
him	at	Bankstown	–	he	even	spoke	to	the	club	about	getting	me	a	job	behind	the
bar.	We	hung	out	a	lot	in	those	days	and	I	did	consider	going	to	play	in	Sydney
to	 try	 to	 get	 into	 the	 New	 South	Wales	 team	 but,	 as	 I’ve	 mentioned,	 Simon
O’Donnell	set	me	straight	on	that	one!	Tugga	wasn’t	 in	the	Test	side	when	we
got	to	know	each	other	well;	he’d	been	left	out	for	a	while	but	came	back	against
West	Indies	in	1992/93,	batting	at	number	three.	Then	he	settled	into	the	middle
order,	which	suited	him	best.
He	became	a	completely	different	person	when	he	 took	over	 as	 captain.	All

that	 worship	 of	 the	 baggy	 green	 –	 some	 of	 the	 guys	 went	 with	 it,	 like	 Lang,
Haydos	 and	Gilly,	 but	 it	 wasn’t	 for	me.	 I	 think	 he	 turned	 into	 a	more	 selfish
player	when	he	 had	his	 second	 run	 in	 the	Test	 team,	which	 changed	him.	My
philosophies	 on	 the	 game	 were	 more	 aligned	 with	 Tubby	 than	 with	 Steve;
though,	in	fairness,	Steve	was	a	successful	cricketer	–	if	in	a	very	different	way
to	AB	and	Tubs,	whose	style	and	direction	I	much	preferred.	It’s	no	secret	that
Tugga	and	I	don’t	see	eye	to	eye	these	days.

Simone



Simone	 and	 I	 have	 three	 amazing	 children.	We	 spent	 13	 great	 years	 together,
created	a	beautiful	home	in	Middle	Crescent,	and	even	though	we	went	through
a	few	dramas,	we	look	back	now	and	can	have	a	laugh.
My	 relationship	with	 her	 is	 fantastic.	We	 have	 brought	 up	Brooke,	 Jackson

and	Summer	together.	We	think	differently	about	parenthood	–	I’m	a	lot	stricter
in	many	ways	–	which	has	been	a	good	thing	for	them	as	they’ve	seen	different
points	of	view.	She	understands	me,	I	understand	her	and	we	get	along	fine	and
are	friends.
There’s	 a	 perception	 out	 there	 that	 every	 relationship	 is	 driven	 by	 the	 same

rules	–	society’s	white	picket	fence,	if	you	like.	Mum,	Dad,	wife	and	kids,	good
job,	solid	home	–	and	above	all	loyalty	to	your	partner.	But	reality	isn’t	like	that.
Simone	and	I	made	our	marriage	work.	The	intimate	details	of	how	are	not	for
the	public	domain.	Do	people	 really	 think	we’d	 still	be	 such	good	 friends	 if	 it
was	all	as	bad	as	people	make	out?
As	I’ve	said,	my	life	was	going	nuts.	I	think	maybe	we	were	more	sister	and

brother	–	we	loved	going	to	the	movies,	playing	pool,	seeing	concerts,	hanging
out	at	the	pub,	but	perhaps	we	didn’t	have	that	emotional	lock-in.	My	respect	for
her	remains	to	this	day.
In	the	early	years	together	we	were	really	happy,	enjoyed	creating	homes	and

sharing	day-to-day	life	with	friends	and	family	–	all	the	normal	stuff	that	young
couples	do	as	they	grow	together.	The	trouble	with	cricket	is	that	it	invades	your
space,	occupying	everything	from	conversation	to	consistency	in	a	relationship.
Friends	 looking	 to	 catch	 up	 start	 by	 wanting	 to	 know	 the	 gossip	 about	 the

cricket,	 so	 the	blokes	hang	out	 at	one	end	of	 the	 room	and	 the	girls	 the	other.
When	that’s	done	and	you’re	back	at	home	together	the	next	morning,	planning	a
movie	or	night	out	or	something,	more	often	 than	not	you’re	planning	 it	while
packing	a	bag	or	suitcase.	International	cricketers	are	always	on	the	move.	The
amount	of	time	away	is	ridiculous,	months	on	end,	and	it’s	unfair	on	wives	and
children.	Then,	when	you	come	back	from	four	months	in	England	or	12	weeks
in	Pakistan,	you	have	 to	get	 to	know	your	partner	again.	Dressing-room	habits
die	hard:	in-jokes,	language,	untidiness	and	all	that	stuff	that	is	natural	on	tour.	It
spills	 over	 into	 home	 life	 and	 creates	 an	 edgy	 environment	 that	 needs	 ironing
out.	I	was	lucky	that	Simone	understood	this	and	the	sacrifices	that	came	with	it.
Success	at	the	highest	level	comes	with	a	price	but	she	always	supported	me,	no
matter	what	–	which	I’m	thankful	for.
Sport	 is,	or	was,	 a	man’s	world	and	 that	has	 the	potential	 to	overrun	 family

life	in	a	way	that	a	sportsman	might	not	realise	because	everything	–	the	whole
rhythm	of	how	families	live	their	life	together	–	revolves	around	him,	or	me	in



this	 case.	 It’s	 a	 huge	 sacrifice	 your	 partner	makes	 so	 that	 everything	 revolves
around	the	sport.	This	might	not	always	be	a	conscious	thing,	but	it	is	a	fact.
We	bought	a	house	out	near	Portsea	on	the	Mornington	Peninsula,	at	Arthur’s

Seat,	 with	 great	 views	 across	 the	 countryside	 and	 down	 to	 the	 bay.	 We	 had
happy	 holidays	 there	 when	 we	 weren’t	 travelling	 abroad:	 tennis	 court,	 pool,
barbecues	–	the	kids	loved	it.	At	Christmas,	our	parents,	Jase	and	his	family	and
Simone	and	all	her	family	would	come	and	join	us	there	for	one	great	big	family
party.	Most	years	Simone	would	do	the	whole	turkey	thing	and,	as	Dad	or	Bryan
carved,	I’d	be	pulling	my	lunch	out	of	 the	pizza	oven	I’d	installed	on	the	back
deck.	There	was	lots	of	laughter	at	our	place	but,	of	course,	we	were	interrupted
by	 the	 incidents,	or	 ‘scandals’,	 that	 the	media	 turned	 into	 long-running	 shows.
That	was	the	test	–	the	tough	times	when	everything	was	so	public.
The	worst	of	these	was	probably	in	2000	when	I	was	having	my	first	stint	at

Hampshire	and	the	Daily	Mirror	in	the	UK	got	hold	of	a	series	of	drunken	texts
I’d	sent	to	a	girl	I	met	at	a	club	in	Leicester,	Donna	Wright.	I’d	spoken	to	her	for
about	 half	 an	 hour	 –	 that’s	 all,	 half	 an	 hour	 –	 but	 we	 swapped	 numbers.	 It
became	a	binge-drinking	night	–	vodka/Red	Bull	–	and	I	 sent	 the	 texts	when	I
got	back	 to	my	room.	They	were	pretty	full-on.	She	sent	plenty	 too.	A	million
jokes	have	come	from	them	but	they	weren’t	funny,	and	neither	was	the	situation
I	created.	The	whole	thing	was	just	plain	dumb	of	me.
In	England,	the	story	soon	blew	over,	but	in	Australia,	oh	my	God,	it	had	legs,

arms,	fingers	and	toes.	It	was	everywhere	–	talkback	radio,	TV,	newspapers	and
magazines.	 I	ended	up	being	 interviewed	by	Mike	Munro	on	A	Current	Affair,
apologising	for	the	texts.	That	was	stupid	of	me	too,	publicly	apologising	for	a
private	matter.
I	said	something	like	‘I	didn’t	think	it	would	become	public.	Now	that	it	has,

it’s	 a	 mistake.	 If	 it	 hadn’t	 become	 public,	 it	 wouldn’t	 be	 a	 mistake.’	 That
comment	 just	 made	 things	 worse	 and,	 in	 hindsight,	 I	 accept	 that	 I	 explained
myself	 badly.	 I	 should	 have	 just	 admitted	 to	 a	mistake	 and	 accepted	 it.	 From
there	it	seemed	like	all	Australia	was	on	my	case.	I	wanted	to	say,	‘What	it’s	got
to	 do	with	 anyone	 else	 except	Simone	 and	me?’,	 but	 by	 now,	 nothing	 I	 could
have	said	would	have	helped.
After	 a	 few	more	girls	had	come	out	 and	exaggerated	a	consensual	night	of

fun,	Simone	asked	a	clever	question	–	are	there	any	more	that	could	come	out?	I
thought	about	 it	and	said,	 ‘I	don’t	 think	so.’	That	was	humiliating	 for	Simone,
for	 sure.	 I	was	certainly	 testing	her	 loyalty,	along	with	 the	 things	we	still	held
valuable	between	us.	In	the	years	 that	followed,	 the	pressure	became	more	and
more	intense	for	both	of	us.	We	just	grew	apart.



The	split	came	in	early	2005.	We	decided	to	sell	the	house	in	Middle	Crescent
–	the	house	I	still	 love	the	most	and	was	to	buy	back	for	a	high	price	10	years
later	–	and	I	agreed	to	buy	a	new	one	for	Simone	just	down	the	road.	Meantime,
Dad	 was	 on	 the	 lookout	 for	 me	 while	 I	 was	 playing	 in	 the	 Ashes	 series	 in
England	and	 found	something	pretty	good	 in	Park	Street,	 less	 than	100	metres
from	Simone.
The	divorce	time	was	difficult.	She	was	hurt	and	angry,	and	the	way	the	press

focused	on	it	seemed	to	magnify	every	tiny	detail.	Why	did	she	ever	marry	him?
Should	have	left	him	years	ago.	That	stuff.
She’d	 put	 up	 with	 everything	 previously	 and	 now	 still	 stayed	 by	 my	 side,

because	 she	 knew	 we	 had	 something	 going	 together	 that	 the	 outside	 world
couldn’t	see.	Sadly,	we	were	on	a	different	wavelength;	I	was	lost	in	cricket	and
all	that	it	brings.
At	 the	 time,	 as	 news	 of	 the	 split	 and	 the	 inevitable	 divorce	 got	 out,	 I	 felt

deeply	 sorry	 for	 the	 children.	 They	 were	 too	 young	 to	 fully	 understand	 but	 I
knew	I’d	let	them	down.
In	private	 I	was	as	upset	 as	 I	 ever	 remember	being	about	 anything.	 In	hotel

rooms	on	tour,	I’d	look	at	photos	of	them	and	wonder	how	the	hell	I	had	got	it	so
wrong	 and	 how	 it	would	 all	work	 out.	Michael	Clarke	 spent	 hours	with	me	 –
sometimes	 over	 a	 pizza	 in	 the	 room,	 other	 times	 in	 the	 corner	 of	 a	 bar	 –	 just
keeping	me	going.	Thanks,	Pup	–	it	meant	the	world	to	me.
I	hadn’t	seen	 it	getting	worse,	however,	but	 it	did.	Simone,	Brooke,	Jackson

and	Summer	flew	to	London	together	for	the	start	of	the	Ashes	in	July	2005,	and
on	 the	 day	 of	 their	 arrival	 a	 graphic	 story	 broke	 in	 the	 British	 tabloids	 about
another	 girl.	 It	 was	 horrendous	 and	 there	was	 no	way	 back.	After	 three	 days,
they	flew	home.	That	was	basically	that.	Did	I	feel	sorry	for	Simone?	Of	course,
yes,	 it	was	 another	 humiliation	 for	 her.	As	 I	 say,	 I	was	 embarrassed,	 and	 also
distraught	to	see	the	kids	in	such	a	mess.	Look,	there	was	anger	on	my	side	too.
Certain	things	had	broken	down	in	the	marriage	that	weren’t	all	my	fault.	But	in
the	end,	the	blame	lay	at	my	door	and	I	take	full	responsibility.
The	 truth	 is	 that	we	shouldn’t	have	married	so	young.	She	might	well	agree

with	that	–	I	don’t	know.	I	accept	that	I	let	down	the	people	closest	to	me.	The
road	back	to	a	harmonious	and	meaningful	relationship	was	all	but	 impossible.
But	in	the	end	we	have	three	amazing	children	who	came	from	our	relationship.
Simone	soon	started	 finding	 fame	of	her	own	–	Dancing	with	 the	Stars,	TV

commercials,	a	slot	on	Channel	Seven	at	the	spring	racing	carnival,	columns	in
magazines.	 I	didn’t	believe	she	should	have	used	me	as	 the	weekly	subject	 for
her	columns	but,	 in	general,	I	was	happy	for	her	that	some	identity	of	her	own
had	won	through.



As	time	went	on,	the	anger	subsided	and	we	began	to	rebuild	our	friendship.
Neither	of	us	found	anyone	else	and	we	started	to	see	more	of	each	other	again
through	 the	kids.	We	were	alternating	Christmases	and	 in	2009,	 I	 think	 it	was,
we	said,	‘This	is	ridiculous.	How	about	we	move	back	in	together	and	make	all
this	stuff	so	much	easier	and	so	much	better	for	Brooke,	Jackson	and	Summer?’
So	we	had	a	crack,	just	to	see	how	it	would	work	out.	The	answer	was	not	so

well.	Our	reasons	for	getting	back	together	were	admirable,	as	we	tried	for	 the
kids,	but	they	could	sense	that	their	mum	and	dad	weren’t	happy.	It	soon	became
obvious	 enough	 to	 us	 all	 that	 the	 basics	 of	 a	 strong	 relationship	 had	 broken
down.
The	fact	is,	we’d	grown	too	far	apart.	A	lot	has	happened	to	us	since	1992	but

the	bottom	line,	and	the	truth,	 is	 that	we	changed.	The	other	truth	is	 that	I	hurt
my	 family	 and	 that	 is	 something	 I	 have	 to	 live	with.	 I	 hold	my	 hands	 up	 and
hope	Brooke,	Jackson	and	Summer	can	forgive	me.	I	know	those	memories	still
hurt	my	children,	but	the	wonderful	relationship	we	have	now	is	enough	to	heal.
The	Ashes	of	2005	was	a	strange	time	for	me.	On	the	one	hand	there	was	the

divorce	and	all	 the	angst	 that	 creates;	on	 the	other	was	 the	business	of	 a	good
England	team	staring	us	in	the	face	and	saying,	‘What	have	you	got?’	I’m	lucky
in	that	I’ve	always	been	a	good	sleeper	and	the	only	thing	that	mattered,	cricket
wise,	in	this	period,	was	to	arrive	at	the	ground	fresh	and	relaxed.	I	didn’t	go	out
much	that	series	anyway,	to	be	honest;	the	paparazzi	were	hunting	me	down.	So
I	hung	out	in	my	room	with	the	guys,	Pup	mainly,	and	bunkered	down.
I	was	 also	 able	 to	 throw	myself	 into	 the	Test	matches	with	 complete	 focus.

When	I	cross	the	white	line,	everything	is	left	behind.	I	love	what	I	do	and	am
good	 at	 it,	 so	 I	 had	 something	 important	 and	 consuming	 to	 fall	 back	 on.	My
attitude	was,	you’ve	let	down	the	people	you	love;	you’d	better	not	let	down	the
game	you	love	too.	Most	of	the	time,	fame	is	not	that	much	fun,	anyway;	it	had
sure	contributed	 to	 the	breakdown	of	my	marriage.	The	 fame	 thing	came	from
bowling	a	decent	leg-break	but	was	not	the	reason	behind	it.	Maybe	the	Ashes	of
2005	underlines	that	better	than	any	other	cricket	I	played.

Birth

Until	 you	 have	 children,	 I	 don’t	 think	 you	 can	 understand	what	 being	 in	 love
with	someone	really	means.	When	I	first	saw	Brooke,	I	thought,	‘Wow,	that’s	it,
that’s	love!’	The	connection	was	intense	and	now	Simone	and	I	were	‘Mum	and
Dad’	ourselves.	I	used	to	see	people	with	kids	and	think,	‘What	are	they	doing
with	their	lives?’	In	that	moment,	I	got	it.



On	27	 June	 1997	we	were	 playing	 in	Oxford	 against	 the	Universities	when
Simone	 went	 into	 labour.	 The	 game	 was	 washed	 out	 and	 me	 and	 Tubs	 were
smoking	cigars	over	a	beer	in	the	pavilion	in	anticipation	of	the	birth	of	my	first
child.	Then	Simone’s	sister,	Lisa,	 rang	with	a	sense	of	panic	 in	her	voice.	She
said	Simone	had	been	 rushed	 to	hospital	 for	 an	emergency	C-section	and	 then
said,	‘I’ve	gotta	go	–	I’ll	phone	you	back.’	Oh	my	God!
After	the	14-week	scan,	we’d	wanted	to	know	if	we	were	going	to	have	a	girl

or	boy.	Simone	was	up	 for	a	pink	 room,	me	for	blue.	 It	was	 to	be	pink.	 I	was
disappointed	 as	 hell	 but	 now,	 nervously	 sitting	 in	 that	 little	Oxford	pavilion,	 I
was	praying	for	a	100	per	cent	healthy	child	–	that’s	all,	nothing	more.	I	guess
everyone	does.	As	far	as	Shane	Warne,	Oxford	University	1997,	was	concerned,
a	 healthy,	 happy	 little	 girl	 had	 suddenly	 become	 a	 damn	 cool	 idea.	Then	Lisa
rang	back.	Great	news,	all	good,	Simone	well,	baby	healthy.	I	said,	‘Thank	God.’
Yes!
Then	 I	 said,	 ‘Boy	 or	 girl?’	Can	 you	 believe	 that?	How	weird.	 It	 shows	 the

state	 I	 was	 in.	 Lisa	 said,	 ‘Are	 you	 serious?	 Your	 first	 child	 is	 a	 girl,	 Shane,
you’ve	even	chosen	 the	name	for	her!’	We’d	decided	on	 the	name	–	Brooke	–
straight	 away,	 easy.	 I	 asked	Lisa	 to	 send	 some	pictures	 super	 quick,	 like	 right
then!	What	a	day.
At	 the	 lunch	 break,	 first	 day	 of	 the	 Old	 Trafford	 Test,	 there	 was	 a	 parcel

sitting	at	my	spot	in	the	changing-room	and	I	thought,	‘What’s	this?’	I	lit	a	dart,
opened	 the	 parcel,	 and	 there	 were	 photographs	 of	 my	 first	 daughter.	 I	 was
shocked.	Oh	my	God,	 that	 can’t	 be	my	 child,	what	 is	 that?!	 So	 I	 didn’t	 show
anyone	–	I	hid	them	in	my	bag.
After	 play,	 I	 caught	 up	with	Mum	 and	Dad.	 They	 said,	 ‘Have	 you	 got	 any

pictures?’	I	said,	‘No,	haven’t	got	any	yet.’	I	was	just	too	embarrassed	to	show
them	 the	 photos	 –	 she	 looked	 like	 a	 smashed	 tomato.	That	 can’t	 be	my	 child,
surely.	The	next	day,	I’d	got	over	the	shock	and	did	show	Mum	and	Dad.	They
said,	‘Jesus,	what	a	mess.’	Normally	everyone	says	how	beautiful	your	baby	is,
but	 mine	 …	 mine	 did	 not	 look	 beautiful	 at	 all.	 (Later,	 Lisa	 explained	 the
photographs	were	taken	before	Brooke	was	even	bathed	and	cleaned.	Silly	me!)
After	 the	 Test	 match	 I	 begged	 not	 to	 play	 in	 the	 two	 tour	 games	 against

counties	and	 to	 fly	home	 instead.	 I	 just	had	 to	 see	my	child.	The	management
were	 cool,	 so	 I	 flew	 back	 via	 Hong	 Kong	 with	 Gilly,	 who	 was	 injured	 and
heading	home.	He	was	so	upset	at	missing	out	on	the	 tour	 that	I	spent	half	 the
flight	counselling	him.	And	there	was	me,	trying	to	get	some	sleep	to	be	ready	to
see	my	newborn	child.
I	landed,	jumped	in	a	cab,	sped	home	and	Simone	came	to	the	door	–	glowing.

She	 took	me	 to	 the	cot	and	 there,	wrapped	 in	blankets,	was	our	baby	girl.	She



was	 so	 beautiful.	 What	 were	 those	 pictures	 about?!	 I	 was	 blown	 away	 by
Brooke,	and	I	couldn’t	take	my	eyes	off	her.	I	just	cuddled	her,	held	her,	and	fell
asleep	on	the	couch	with	her	on	my	chest.	It	was	tough	to	leave	two	days	later
but	 I	 did	 so	 knowing	 that	 something	 unique	 and	 awesomely	 special	 had
happened	to	my	life.
Jackson	was	born	two	years	later	–	20	May	1999.	We	were	playing	an	early

World	Cup	game	in	Cardiff	against	New	Zealand	and	lost.	I	hung	a	banner	over
the	change-room	balcony	saying,	‘Welcome	to	the	world,	Jackson	–	lots	of	love
Shane,	Simone	and	Brooke,’	but	some	officials	came	and	told	me	to	take	it	down
because	it	was	hanging	over	a	sponsor’s	board.	I	was	so	angry	they	did	that.
We	were	all	in	a	filthy	mood.	The	Kiwis	beat	us	pretty	easy	and	a	bit	of	siege

mentality	 had	 set	 in	 early,	 so	we	got	 on	 the	 piss	 that	 night,	 like	we’d	 lost	 the
World	Cup	and	the	Ashes	on	the	same	day.	Actually,	my	mood	changed	fast	and
the	 night	 out	 became	 a	 celebration	 for	me	 –	 having	 a	 son	was	 like,	 you	 little
beauty!	By	the	way,	I	didn’t	dare	have	any	pictures	sent(!)	and	there	was	no	gap
in	the	schedule	to	fly	home.	I	was	fine	about	it.	I	had	a	great	vibe	about	Jacko.	I
think	it	was	a	boy	thing.
Then,	on	12	October	2001,	Summer	was	born	and,	finally,	I	was	there	at	the

birth.	My	respect	for	women	went	through	the	roof	that	day.	Us	guys	think	we’re
tough!	 Geez,	 I	 saw	 Simone	 go	 through	 real	 pain.	 It	 was	 an	 unbelievable
experience	to	witness	that.	Being	a	mother	might	be	the	hardest	job	in	the	world,
but	if	it’s	not,	giving	birth	is.
I	 immediately	 had	 a	 new	 respect	 for	 my	 parents	 when	 we	 had	 Brooke.	 I

realised	that	I	would	never,	ever	stop	caring.	My	kids	have	been	no	trouble	and
put	up	with	a	 lot	of	 crap.	 I	 so	admire	 them	 for	 that.	We	now	have	 three	well-
respected,	well-rounded	people	as	our	children.	Sure,	social	media	has	placed	the
spotlight	on	them.	There’s	no	hiding	place.
And	yes,	I’ve	been	embarrassed	by	some	of	the	stuff	they	have	seen	and	read.

Often	enough,	they	pull	me	in	and	say,	‘Dad,	you	can’t	be	serious!’	Kids	can	be
pretty	 cruel	 at	 school	 and	mine	 copped	 a	 lot	 for	 a	while.	 I	 know	 they	 always
stuck	up	for	me,	which	was	amazing.	These	days	they’re	the	first	 to	admit	that
there	 are	upsides	 to	 the	 lifestyle	 they	have	known;	 like	 their	 friends	 can	come
over	to	hang	out	with	Chris	Martin,	who	is	a	great	mate,	or	hang	out	backstage
with	Ed	Sheeran	–	pretty	cool.
As	kids,	you	always	see	your	dad	as	this	old	guy,	so	when	they	see	me	caught

on	 camera	 kissing	 a	 younger	 girl,	 Brooke	 is	 like,	 ‘Oh	 no,	 Dad,	 what	 are	 you
thinking	about?	She’s	my	age,	isn’t	she?’
‘No,	she’s	not	your	age,	Brooke,	she’s	not	20.’
‘Dad,	she’s	26.’



But	we	talk	about	it	–	that’s	the	good	thing	with	us	four.	In	fact,	we’re	always
in	communication	with	each	other.	That’s	the	key	to	any	issue	–	communication.
If	they	ask,	‘Dad,	what	the	hell	happened	last	night?’,	I’ll	tell	them.
‘I	met	this	girl,	we	got	along	great,	we	went	out	for	dinner,	had	a	few	drinks	or

whatever.’
‘Yeah,	we	don’t	need	to	know	the	rest!’
Their	message	 is:	 you’re	 a	 single	 guy,	 go	 for	 it,	 but	 pleeese,	 hang	 out	with

someone	your	own	age.	Good	advice.
I	call	them	most	days	and	text	every	morning	and	night	without	fail,	no	matter

where	I	am	in	the	world.	If	they	want	to	call	me,	they	will;	if	they	don’t,	fine,	but
we’re	still	in	touch	at	least	twice	daily.	In	fact,	we’re	all	on	a	group	text	message
and,	 as	 time	 has	 gone	 on,	 we’ve	 become	mates	 every	 bit	 as	much	 as	 family.
Mind	 you,	 they	 still	 grumble,	 as	 they	 always	 have,	 that	 I’m	 stricter	 than
necessary.
To	sum	up,	I	think	I’d	say	my	actions	have	affected	them	in	different	ways.	At

times,	 I’ve	disappointed	 them,	which	has	 led	 to	 anger	 and	confusion.	At	other
times,	I’ve	made	them	proud.	They	understand	me,	as	their	comments	at	the	end
of	the	book	illustrate	very	well.	They	know	I’m	there	for	them	and	these	days	I
know	they’re	there	for	me	too.	Brooke,	Jackson	and	Summer	are	my	life	and	my
number-one	priority.	It’s	as	simple	as	that.	I	love	them	up	to	the	sky	and	back.

Postscript

There	is	hardly	any	point	in	me	denying	that	I	love	sex,	but	I	also	love	working
out	a	woman	–	finding	out	what	makes	her	tick	and	then	what	makes	her	happy.
I	 can	 think	of	nothing	better	 than	being	 in	a	 strong	 relationship	and	caring	 for
each	other.
I	 love	 crashing	 out	 on	 the	 couch	 and	watching	 a	movie	 together	way	more

than	hitting	 the	 town.	Being	single,	 I	miss	 that	almost	more	 than	anything	else
right	now.	Like	I	miss	the	days	when	the	kids	were	growing	up	and	we	did	the
family	 things	 –	 Marco	 Polo	 in	 the	 pool,	 walking	 down	 the	 beach	 collecting
shells,	 throwing	 a	 tennis	 ball	 around,	 movies,	 even	 Monopoly.	 Gee,	 I	 love
Monopoly.
They	sure	were	better	days	than	the	week-on,	week-off	arrangements	that	had

to	 be	 made	 after	 the	 marriage	 break-up.	 The	 kids	 hated	 that	 –	 it	 made	 them
grumpy	and	 insecure	–	so	we	changed	first	 to	a	couple	of	weeks	at	each	place
and	ended	up	with	a	month	at	Simone’s	and	 two	weeks	at	mine.	Over	 time,	 it
worked	itself	out.	These	days	things	are	more	relaxed	about	who	goes	where,	but



the	principle	is	now	that	the	kids	spend	equal	time	with	both	of	us	–	at	least	until
they	too	have	kids	and,	hopefully,	begin	to	feel	 the	respect	for	Simone	and	me
that	we	felt	for	our	parents.
I	admit	I	 love	a	lot	of	what	being	single	brings:	 the	freedom	to	do	what	you

want,	with	who	you	want,	when	you	want.	But	 for	me,	 it’s	 a	 no-brainer	–	 the
first	 preference	 is	 to	 have	 a	 great	 relationship.	 Second	 option,	 single.	 Bad
relationship,	no	thanks.
I	see	mates	who	are	in	bad	relationships,	always	on	the	phone	fighting	battles,

justifying	 where	 and	 why,	 with	 no	 trust	 with	 each	 other	 about	 anything.	 I
couldn’t	live	like	that.	Believe	me,	I’ve	tried.	The	other	thing	I	know	is	that	you
have	to	accept	people	for	 the	way	they	are.	 If	you	don’t	and	you	can’t	 tolerate
something,	however	small,	it	will	become	a	slow	torture	until	something	gives.
The	 key	 to	 any	 relationship	 is	 what	 works	 for	 the	 both	 of	 you.	 Not	 what

society	dictates.	Set	the	rules	out	and	don’t	break	them.	Respect	and	honesty	are
the	key,	along	with	expressing	yourself	to	each	other.
I	think	I	got	it	pretty	right	with	Elizabeth	and	I	think	she	would	say	the	same.

But	that	story	comes	later	and,	for	a	few	happy	years,	it	really	did	feel	like	a	bit
of	magic.



9

Adventure	of	a	Lifetime	(Aka	The	Art	of	Leg-
Spin)

In	the	Beginning

THE	FIRST	THING	I	look	for	in	young	spinners	–	off-spin,	left-arm	orthodox,	wrist-
spin	–	is	how	much	they	spin	the	ball.	Same	as	a	fast	bowler,	I	want	to	see	them
bowl	fast;	swing	bowlers,	let’s	see	them	swing	it;	seamers,	hit	that	seam!	If	he	or
she	is	not	trying	to	spin	the	ball	then	I	give	them	another	title:	slow	bowler.
Ashley	Giles	 could	 spin	 one	 occasionally,	 but	was	more	 of	 a	 slow	 accurate

bowler,	and	he	played	his	role	beautifully.	I	called	him	‘Ashley	Hit-Me-Miles’,
because	I	 liked	 to	hit	him	miles.	 In	 the	2006	‘Amazing	Adelaide’	match,	 I	 ran
down	 first	 ball	 after	 the	 drinks	 break	 and	 donged	 him	 over	 mid-on.	 He	 said,
‘You	just	don’t	rate	me,	do	you?’	I	went,	‘Nah!’	(That’s	banter	by	the	way,	not
sledging.	They’re	two	different	things.)	In	fairness,	‘Gilo’	was	a	good	cricketer	–
a	man	who	made	the	most	of	his	talents	–	but	the	point	about	spinning	the	ball	is
still	valid.
Anyway,	obvious	as	it	sounds,	the	first	thing	I	look	for	is	spin.	Then	I	look	to

see	 if	 spinners	 are	 trying	 to	 take	 wickets.	 It	 doesn’t	 matter	 what	 form	 of	 the
game	–	Test	matches	down	to	T20	–	it’s	the	same	aim:	to	take	wickets.	I	look	at
the	fields	they	set	and	work	out	if	they	have	a	plan.	Then	it’s	the	bowling	action
itself,	and	whether	there	are	any	technical	flaws	that	are	stopping	them	spinning
the	 ball.	 I	 don’t	 care	 so	 much	 about	 a	 textbook	 action,	 I’m	 looking	 for	 the
position	and	angle	of	release,	the	drive	of	the	hips	and	body,	and	the	revolutions
on	 the	ball.	 If	 the	ball	doesn’t	 spin,	 then	 they	have	 to	 fix	 their	 action.	Simple.
After	that,	it’s	rhythm.	You’ve	got	no	chance	without	rhythm.
Let’s	 move	 on	 to	 the	 grip.	 One	 of	 the	 biggest	 keys	 to	 spinning	 the	 ball	 is

where	you	put	 it	 in	your	hand.	Too	far	back	 in	 the	hand	and	you	can’t	get	 the
leverage	to	release	your	fingers	and	wrist	to	spin	the	ball.	I’ve	heard	coaches	tell
guys	to	grip	the	ball	tight	with	their	fingers	spread	wide.	Wrong!	In	fact,	in	my



view	 that’s	 the	 worst	 advice	 you	 can	 give,	 because	 it	 immediately	 makes	 a
bowler	feel	tense;	so	the	trick	is	to	grip	it	loose	and	relax.	The	fingers	should	be
set	at	a	width	that	feels	comfortable.	Younger	kids,	with	their	smaller	hands,	can
go	 a	 little	 wider	 to	 get	 more	 purchase,	 but	 a	 loose	 grip	 and	 a	 wicket-taking
mindset	are	the	places	to	start	from.	That’s	basically	it.	Well,	sort	of.

The	Magic

The	 art	 of	 leg-spin	 is	 creating	 something	 that	 is	 not	 really	 there.	 It	 is	 a	magic
trick,	surrounded	by	mystery,	aura	and	fear.	What	is	coming	and	how	will	it	get
there?	At	what	 speed,	 trajectory	 and	with	what	 sound,	because	when	correctly
released,	the	ball	fizzes	like	electricity	on	a	wire!	How	much	flight,	swerve,	dip
and	spin	and	which	way?	Where	will	it	land	and	what	will	happen?	There	is	no
bowler	 in	 the	 history	 of	 the	 game	 that	 a	 decent	 batsman	 couldn’t	 pick	 if	 he
watched	the	hand,	so	a	leg-spinner	must	distract	and	unsettle	that	batsman.	Every
leg-spinner	 gives	 the	 batsman	 a	 clue;	 some	 just	 disguise	 it	 better	 than	 others.
Leg-spinners	 cannot	 create	 physical	 fear,	 in	 the	way	 fast	 bowlers	 can,	 so	 they
look	to	confuse	and	deceive.	The	intimidation	factor	in	spin	bowling	comes	from
a	batsman’s	ignorance	and	consequent	fear	of	embarrassment.
Few	batsmen,	if	any,	truly	know	what	I	do.	To	maintain	that	mystery	I	look	to

develop	 an	 atmosphere	 of	 uncertainty	 and,	 if	 possible,	 go	 further	 and	 bring
chaos.	It	all	begins	with	being	in	control,	with	winning	the	psychological	battle.
When	 I	 say	 I	 create	 things	 that	 aren’t	 there,	 I’m	 actually	 working	 with	 little
things	–	subtleties	 like	moving	a	fielder	from	one	position	to	another	and	back
again	 for	no	good	 reason	other	 than	 to	 show	 the	batsman	 I’m	 in	charge	of	 the
pace	of	the	game.	As	an	example,	I	might	move	mid-wicket	straighter	but	then
decide	 he’s	 too	 straight,	 so	 I	 move	 him	 squarer	 again.	 In	 the	 end	 he	 hasn’t
moved	at	all	but	I’ve	held	up	the	game	and	taken	charge	of	the	moment.	Then,
from	the	point	at	which	I’m	at	the	top	of	my	mark,	nothing	can	happen	until	I	let
go	of	the	ball.	The	umpire	can	tell	me	to	start	10	times	if	he	wants	but	it	doesn’t
start	until	I	let	go	of	the	ball.
In	summary,	I’m	looking	to	create	an	environment	where	I’m	boss.	I	might	be

all	over	the	batsman	for	any	number	of	unrelated	reasons,	simply	because	I	want
to	get	into	his	head.	Often	I	just	stare	at	him	for	no	reason	other	than	to	see	if	I
can	 spark	 a	 reaction.	Sometimes	 I’ll	 hold	up	play	by	going	 to	 talk	 to	my	own
captain	or	wicket-keeper	about	nothing.	Nothing!	But	then,	as	I	walk	back	to	my
mark,	 I’ll	 suggest	 things	 to	 the	 batsman	 that	 he’ll	 think	 are	 the	 result	 of	 that



conversation.	Then	I’ll	follow	up	by	tinkering	with	the	field	or	switching	to	bowl
round	the	wicket,	or	pretending	to	sneakily	move	a	fielder	so	he	doesn’t	see.
It	never	takes	me	much	longer	than	an	over	or	two	to	work	a	guy	out.	Does	he

like	to	play	quick	or	slow?	Is	he	fidgety	or	calm?	Can	I	change	that?	I’ll	look	for
mannerisms	 –	 things	 like	 the	 way	 he	 walks	 to	 the	 middle,	 the	 way	 he	 takes
guard,	studies	the	field,	grips	his	bat,	calls	for	a	single	or	two.	Is	he	picking	me
from	the	hand,	through	the	air,	or	off	the	pitch?	Is	he	picking	me	at	all?
I’m	out	 to	 understand	his	 vibe.	What,	 for	 example,	 is	 his	 default	 position	 –

attack	or	defence?	Is	he	happier	forward	or	back?	To	beat	a	batsman,	I	have	to
get	 under	 his	 skin	 and	 into	 his	 head.	 Every	 cricketer	 has	 an	 insecurity
somewhere,	the	challenge	is	to	find	it	and	expose	it.	There	are	weak	blokes	who
have	the	talent	to	bat	but	just	fall	at	your	feet,	and	strong	guys	who	don’t	have
the	talent	but	fight	you	all	the	way.	The	art	of	leg-spin	is	not	just	bowling	a	leg-
break;	the	art	of	leg-spin	is	to	examine,	deceive	and	outwit.	That	is	the	whole	art.
And	within	it	is	the	magic.

The	Set-Up

For	me,	the	biggest	thrill	is	the	deception.	Over	a	beer	before	Edgbaston	in	1993,
Allan	Border	asked	me	how	I	 thought	we	could	get	Graham	Gooch	out.	There
was	something	in	my	subconscious	that	hadn’t	really	dawned	on	me	until	I	was
asked	the	question.	I	said	that	now	I	thought	about	it,	I’d	noticed	how	Goochie
just	put	his	foot	down	the	pitch	rather	than	towards	the	ball.	I	reckoned	I	could
get	one	around	his	pads	if	I	went	straight,	straight,	straight	for	a	while	and	then
suddenly	bowled	one	really	wide	of	leg-stump	from	around	the	wicket.
The	Gatting	ball	 is	 a	 rare	 thing	because	usually	 it	 takes	 time	 to	nail	 a	 good

player,	 especially	 if	he’s	 already	 settled	when	you	 first	 come	on	 to	bowl.	You
kind	of	have	to	stalk	him	and	then	set	him	up.	If	a	guy	is	a	good	sweeper,	your
line	has	to	be	outside	off-stump,	spinning	away,	with	six	fielders	on	the	offside,
and	your	length	has	to	be	fullish	so	he	feels	compelled	to	cover	drive	instead.	By
starving	 him	 of	 an	 easy	 ball	 to	 sweep,	 you	 challenge	 him	 to	 fetch	 it	 from
dangerously	wide	of	his	go-to	zone,	and	then,	when	you	sense	the	frustration	is
eating	 away	 at	 him,	 you	 bowl	 faster	 and	 straighter,	 saying,	 ‘There’s	 the	 line
you’re	looking	for,	mate,	go	for	it.’	I’ve	hit	the	stumps	and	the	pads	more	than	a
few	times	with	a	straightforward	plan	like	that.
For	someone	who	 likes	 to	use	his	 feet,	you	bowl	quicker	and	flatter	 to	keep

him	at	home,	keep	him	in	the	crease,	and	when	you	sense	he’s	getting	itchy,	you
bowl	faster,	faster,	faster,	faster,	and	then	you	slow	one	up	and	generally	wider	–



away	 from	his	 eye-line	 so	he	has	 to	 reach	 for	 it.	Never	 in	 the	 same	place	you
bowled	your	faster	one,	otherwise	there’s	no	deception.	When	you	change	your
pace	 like	 that	 the	 ball	must	 land	 in	 a	 slightly	 different	 spot	 from	 the	 previous
ones,	which	makes	it	harder	to	detect.
For	the	players	who	drive	well,	use	their	feet	quickly	and	cut	effectively	either

side	of	point	–	Mark	Waugh,	say	–	you	bowl	a	more	leg-stump	line,	forcing	him
to	work	 against	 the	 spin.	You	have	 to	 be	 accurate,	 otherwise	 you	 simply	 start
again.	 I	mean,	 you	might	 go	middle	 and	 leg,	middle	 and	 leg,	middle	 and	 leg.
Then	you	 think,	 ‘Right,	now	 it’s	 time	 to	bowl	one	higher	and	wider,’	 and	you
drop	it	halfway	down	the	deck	and	he	smashes	you	for	four!	Time	to	start	again
–	just	don’t	bowl	another	one	there,	you	muppet.
Then	there	are	basic,	obvious	things	to	look	out	for	–	like,	when	you	drop	one

short	the	batsman	knows	the	next	one	is	likely	to	be	fuller,	and	that’s	generally
when	they	run	at	you.	It’s	the	same	if	you	overpitch	one;	he	knows	you’re	going
to	bowl	faster	the	next	ball	so	he	camps	back	a	bit.	You	have	to	read	those	and
react.	Concentration	is	paramount.	Miss	a	moment	and	you	miss	the	trick.
Another	 thing	 to	 consider	 is	 the	 pitch.	 To	 get	 maximum	 spin,	 you	 have	 to

bowl	with	different	paces	 and	 trajectories	on	different	pitches.	Some	days	you
might	have	to	bowl	a	fraction	quicker	into	the	pitch,	some	days	you	have	to	bowl
slower	and	higher.	On	fast	pitches	I	use	more	over-spin,	on	slow	pitches	mainly
more	 side-spin.	 It’s	 a	 misconception	 that	 the	 slower	 the	 pitch,	 the	 faster	 you
bowl;	in	fact,	I	often	bowled	slower	on	slow	pitches	to	take	the	pace	off	the	ball.
I	 used	 to	 get	 frustrated	 by	 Adelaide,	 a	 batting	 paradise,	 until	 I	 learnt	 that	 I
needed	more	over-spin	and	could	attack	the	stumps	more.	I	had	kind	of	always
gone	with	the	idea	that	you	get	them	driving	by	lobbing	it	up	there	around	and
outside	 off-stump	 at	 the	 Adelaide	 Oval,	 but	 it	 never	 worked	 real	 well	 so	 I
pressed	harder	to	suffocate	them	and	hurry	the	defensive	shots	into	mistakes.

The	Sting

Let’s	 get	 back	 to	Goochie,	 a	 top-class	 player,	 and	 the	 best	 English	 batsman	 I
bowled	 to.	 He	 was	 also	 hugely	 respected	 by	 Allan	 Border	 after	 his	 years	 in
county	cricket	with	Essex.	We	needed	a	good	plan	and	I	thought	we	had	one.	AB
agreed.	‘Let’s	go	with	it,’	he	said.
We	 didn’t	 change	 the	 field	 at	 all	 because	 we	 didn’t	 want	 to	 give	 anything

away.	We	left	the	leg-side	mainly	open:	a	man	at	45	degrees	for	the	sweep	shot,
another	back	 just	behind	square	on	 the	boundary	and	a	mid-on.	Sometimes	I’d
have	a	mid-wicket	or	short-leg	too,	but	very	rarely	anymore.	If	you	pack	the	leg-



side	when	bowling	 round	 the	wicket,	 you	 send	out	 a	 negative	 signal.	 If	 a	 leg-
spinner	has	more	 fielders	on	 the	offside	when	bowling	 round	 the	wicket,	he	 is
attacking.
I	pretty	much	always	bowled	with	that	man	saving	a	single	behind	square	at

45	degrees	because	he	was	both	an	attacking	catcher	and	a	pressure	builder	when
saving	inside	or	under-edges.	Then,	of	course,	if	I	wanted	to	throw	one	out	there
to	 either	 bowl	 them	 round	 their	 legs	 or	 simply	drag	 them	outside	 leg-stump,	 I
needed	 that	 fielder	 to	keep	 them	on	strike.	 I	always	positioned	him	really	fine.
Most	people	would	have	him	a	lot	wider,	but	I	positioned	him	in	my	eye-line	as	I
was	running	in,	like	my	safety	net.	With	the	revs	and	bounce	I	got,	I	hated	it	if
that	 fielder	was	beaten	on	his	 right-hand	side.	You	should	never	get	beaten	on
the	right-hand	side,	never	–	not	even	from	an	under-edge,	not	if	the	fielder	starts
deep	enough	and	knows	what	he’s	doing.	It	has	to	be	a	good	fielder	there	and	if
it	goes	to	his	left	there’s	a	deep	fielder	for	protection	behind	him	too.	Angles	in
the	field	are	crucial	and	underrated.
Goochie	had	40-odd,	 so	he	was	 seeing	 it	well.	We	 set	 the	plan,	 denied	him

runs	by	bowling	straight	from	round	the	wicket	for	a	while	and	then	slipped	in
the	 big	 wide	 one.	 Bingo!	 It	 spun	 a	 mile!	 If	 you	 watch	 the	 highlights	 of	 that
dismissal,	 he	 just	 puts	 his	 foot	 straight	 down	 the	 pitch.	 Then	 you’ll	 see	 me
pointing	at	AB,	like	‘I	told	you!’,	and	we	gave	each	other	a	high	five	that	it	came
off.
Most	of	the	best	plans	are	hatched	out	of	hours,	so	to	speak,	not	at	those	silly

team	meetings.	A	plan	can	come	from	anywhere	at	any	time	and	the	more	you	sit
around	 and	 talk	 the	 game	 with	 good	 cricket	 minds,	 the	 more	 amazing	 things
happen.	In	a	formal	environment	they	don’t	happen,	which	is	why	I	never	liked
team	meetings	because	all	you	did	was	talk	around	in	circles.	They	were	a	waste
of	time,	because	it	was	the	same	plan	all	the	time:	build	pressure	and	hit	the	top
of	off-stump,	with	the	occasional	bouncer.	Yeah,	we	get	that.	Now	let’s	go	and
chill.
Back	to	the	sting.
Gooch	wasn’t	the	only	one,	not	by	any	means.	Here’s	another	favourite.
At	 the	 Basin	 Reserve	 in	Wellington,	 there	 was	 a	 great	 battle	 with	 Andrew

Jones,	 who	 had	 this	 hugely	 competitive	 spirit.	 I	 dropped	 a	 top-spinner	 short,
long-hop	 length,	 and	 he	 smacked	 it	 for	 four,	 swaggering	 round	 the	 crease
afterwards	 like	 he	 was	 Viv	 Richards.	 I	 kind	 of	 smiled	 at	 the	 umpire,	 Steve
Dunne,	and	quietly	said,	 ‘He	thinks	he	can	pick	me	now.’	After	 that,	 I	bowled
three	or	four	orthodox	leg-breaks	in	a	row	and	then	whispered	to	Steve,	‘Watch
closely,	I’ll	be	shouting	real	loud.’	I	slipped	Jones	the	flipper	and	as	he	went	for
the	pull	shot	again,	I	could	see	the	horror	on	his	face.	It	hit	him	below	the	knee



roll	in	front	of	all	three.	It	was	as	good	as	the	Alec	Stewart	one	but	didn’t	have
the	Ashes	hype	with	 it.	Steve	didn’t	smile	much	but	 I	always	 thought	his	eyes
were	laughing	when	he	gave	that	one	out.

The	Box	of	Tricks

The	leg-break	is	key:	you	have	to	have	a	good,	accurate	leg-break.	Then	there	is
the	top	spinner,	the	wrong	’un,	the	flipper	and	the	straight	one.	The	straight	one
had	a	few	different	names	–	the	slider	and	the	zooter	amongst	them.	The	flipper
was	different	because	it	comes	from	the	front	of	the	hand	and	is	a	faster	delivery
with	back-spin	on	it,	where	a	slider	or	zooter	comes	out	of	the	side	of	the	hand,
like	 a	 leg-break,	 but	 goes	 straight	 on.	 And	 then	 I	 had	 what	 I	 called	 a	 back-
spinner,	which	is	the	one	I	bowled	by	rolling	my	wrist	so	that	it	points	to	the	sky
before	I	flick	the	fingers	up	and	out.
It’s	 the	same	grip	 for	every	delivery,	 two	fingers	down,	 two	fingers	up.	The

ball	 sits	 in	 the	 space	 between	 the	 fingers	 and	 the	 palm	 of	 the	 hand	 and	 there
should	always	be	a	gap	between	the	palm	and	the	ball;	if	there	isn’t,	the	ball	is
too	deep	in	the	hand.	The	thumb	rests	on	the	ball,	sort	of	like	a	rudder,	and	the
third	finger	does	all	the	work.
For	a	leg-break,	the	back	of	the	hand	is	at	45	degrees	to	the	ground	and	facing

in	towards	me.	It	 is	almost	 the	side	of	 the	hand	that	 is	pointing	to	 the	batsman
and	 the	 third	 finger	 flicks	out	 and	 towards	 the	 target.	For	 the	 top-spinner,	 you
change	your	wrist	position	to	come	over	the	top,	revealing	more	of	the	back	of
the	hand	to	the	batsman	in	a	vertical	position,	and	though	you	use	the	third	finger
to	spin	it	up,	it’s	actually	the	wrist	that	does	most	of	the	work.	The	wrong	’un	is
just	the	reverse	to	the	leg-break,	out	of	the	back	of	the	hand	rather	than	the	side.
For	the	flipper	you	click	your	fingers.	First,	though,	you	put	the	ball	in	the	front
of	the	hand	and	squeeze	it	out	between	second	finger	and	thumb,	then	click!	It’s
bloody	hard	to	control	and	tough	on	the	fingers	and	wrists.	(Years	ago	in	LA,	Bo
Jackson	asked	me	 to	show	him	all	 the	variations.	He	 loved	 the	flipper:	 ‘That’s
amazing.	How	do	you	do	that,	man?!’)
The	 key	 to	 variation	 is	 not	 to	 change	 the	 pace	 of	 the	 mechanics.	 The

temptation	when	 trying	 to	 bowl	 a	 faster	 leg-break,	 say,	 is	 to	 use	 a	 faster	 arm;
slower	leg-break,	slower	arm.	But	there	are	ways	you	can	do	it	by	keeping	your
arm	moving	at	the	same	pace.	For	example,	by	using	a	full	rotation	of	the	arc	of
the	arm	and	releasing	at	a	fractionally	higher	position	at	the	top	of	that	arc.	The
rotation	is	at	the	usual	pace	but	the	longer	arc	changes	the	pace	of	the	ball.	When
I	bowl	a	quicker	one,	I	release	it	with	a	slightly	lower	arm	–	a	little	more	round-



arm	in	effect	–	so,	even	though	it	will	travel	faster,	it’s	actually	delivered	by	an
arm	 travelling	 at	 roughly	 the	 same	 pace.	 The	 slower	 ball	 is	 the	 opposite	 and
delivered	with	slightly	higher	arm.
The	trick	is	to	make	sure	you	‘bowl’	the	variations,	not	just	‘put’	them	there.

My	flipper	was	always	the	same	pace.	I	would	use	the	strength	in	my	fingers	to
make	 the	 ball	 come	out	 faster	 and	 flatter,	which	was	 fine	 until	 they	 started	 to
show	wear	and	tear.	The	flipper	looked	like	a	long-hop	but	skidded	through	real
quick.	When	 the	 flipper	was	 on,	 it	was	 some	ball.	Ask	Alec	Stewart,	Andrew
Jones	and	Richie	Richardson.

Revolutions

The	perception	that	the	wind	is	the	main	reason	for	drift	and/or	dip	is	horseshit.
It	 is	 all	 about	 angles	 and	 revolutions.	 Yes,	 if	 a	 right-arm	 leg-spinner	 bowls	 a
stock	ball	on	a	breezy	day	and	the	wind	is	left	to	right,	then,	of	course,	it	might
drift	in	to	the	batsman.	In	that	example,	the	angles	matter	most,	both	at	the	point
of	delivery	and	on	the	seam	as	it	rotates.	Get	those	right	and	there	will	be	some
natural	movement	of	the	ball.
But	 that’s	 not	 how	 you	 get	 the	 drift,	 dip	 and	 late	 curve	 that	 plays	 with	 a

batsman’s	mind.	If	he’s	half	good,	he	can	work	out	the	wind.	He’s	got	to	be	very
good	to	predict	revolutions.	The	only	way	that	you	get	curve	and	dip	is	from	the
amount	of	revs	you	put	on	the	ball.	There	is	a	big	difference	between	drift	from
the	wind	and	curve	from	the	revs	on	the	ball.	The	curve	happens	later,	 for	one
thing.	It	doesn’t	matter	where	the	wind	is	–	sideways,	up	your	backside	or	full	in
your	face.	If	a	leggie	puts	revs	on	the	ball,	the	ball	will	dip	in;	if	an	off-spinner
puts	 revs	 on	 the	 ball,	 it	 will	 drift	 away.	 The	 wind	 can	 exaggerate	 that	 but
bowling	against	it	won’t	stop	it	happening.
It	 isn’t	where	 the	ball	pitches	but	how	 it	gets	 there	 that’s	most	 important.	 If

there	are	no	revs	on	the	ball	and	it’s	just	released	out	of	your	hand	rolling	over
on	 its	 axis,	 you	 can	 pitch	 in	 one	 spot	 all	 day	 long	 but	 it	 won’t	 do	 anything.
However,	 if	you	spin	 the	ball	hard,	with	 revs	on	 it,	and	 it	curves	and	dips	and
lands	in	the	same	spot	time	after	time,	it	becomes	a	threat.	So,	as	I	say,	it’s	about
how	it	gets	there	more	than	where	it	pitches	–	anyone	half	good	can	pitch	it.	The
things	that	make	the	difference	are	the	side-spin	and	the	over-spin	that	create	the
swerve	and	dip;	and	 the	position	on	 the	crease	 from	where	 the	ball	 is	 released
which	then	creates	the	angles	that	challenge	the	batsman.
Energy	on	 the	ball	 is	a	combination	of	everything	working	 together	 through

the	combination	of	 shoulder,	arm,	wrist	and	 fingers	and	how	quickly	my	body



works	 into	sync	 to	drive	 the	ball	 forward	and	especially	my	hips.	This	doesn’t
mean	a	 fast	arm	but	a	 fast,	call	 it	 snap-like,	 release	–	 the	same	as	a	batsman’s
hand	speed	at	the	point	of	his	strike	on	the	ball.	Everything	has	to	be	right,	not
least	the	alignment	of	your	feet	and	hips	that	allows	you	to	bowl	over	your	front
leg.	Good	 balance	 is	 essential.	Any	 bowler	 off	 balance	will	 get	 a	 soft,	 rolling
release	of	the	ball	because	only	the	arm	is	propelling	it.
These	 mechanics	 really	 matter.	 At	 the	 moment	 of	 delivery,	 my	 feet	 were

roughly	 shoulder	 width	 apart	 and,	 as	 my	 right	 arm	 gathered,	 so	 the	 left	 arm
gathered	too,	acting	as	the	sight	for	the	target	and	the	pulley	for	the	action.	This
way	I	could	 look	over	my	left	shoulder	 to	 take	aim.	The	actual	delivery	of	 the
ball	begins	with	the	left	arm,	or	front	arm,	pulling	hard	downwards,	and	the	right
arm	working	 in	 tandem	with	 it	 as	 the	 body	weight	 is	 then	 transferred	 forward
and	over	the	front	 leg.	It	 is	 then	about	how	fast	you	can	flick	out	 the	ball	with
your	 fingers	 and	wrist,	while	 using	 every	muscle	 in	 your	 shoulders,	 back	 and
right	hip	 to	drive	directly	 at	 the	 target.	 If	 you	can’t	drive	your	hips,	you	can’t
have	bowled	over	your	front	leg.	Alignment	is	crucial	because	everything	has	to
work	together	and	move	straight	at	the	target.
There	 have	 been	 front-on	 leg-spinners,	 of	 course	 –	 Abdul	 Qadir	 to	 some

degree	and	Mushtaq	Ahmed	–	but	 they	didn’t	get	 the	 same	curve	or	 spin.	The
Gatting	ball	was	the	perfect	leg-break	because	everything	was	aligned,	including
the	stars!
Ideally,	the	seam	rotates	at	45	degrees	–	a	little	less	for	over-spin	and	a	little

more	for	greater	side-spin.	At	45	degrees,	with	max	revs,	the	curve	and	the	dip
become	as	much	a	threat	as	the	spin.	Though	the	ball	to	Gatt	spun	a	lot,	it	was
the	curve	 into	him	and	 the	 last	 split-second	dip	on	 the	ball	 that	 confused	him.
Then	it	ripped.	Goodnight,	Gatt.
There	 are	 variations	on	 this.	 I	 scrambled	 the	 seam	occasionally	 and	 I	 rarely

bowled	the	same	ball	 from	the	same	place	on	the	crease.	For	example,	I	might
repeat	a	delivery	–	a	leg-break,	say	–	20	times	consecutively,	but	from	different
angles	on	the	crease,	which	creates	the	illusion	that	it’s	a	different	ball.	Only	if
everything	was	in	my	favour	–	like,	there	were	footmarks	everywhere	on	a	pitch
that	was	 ragging	and	bouncing	–	would	I	bowl	 leg-break	after	 leg-break	at	 the
same	 spot	 and	 pretty	much	 always	 from	 the	 same	 position	 on	 the	 crease.	 Just
occasionally	 I’d	 switch	 to	 go	wide,	 or	 even	 super	 close	 to	 the	 stumps,	 but	 in
general	I’d	aim	at	consistency	of	release	and	target.
Stay	 with	 me	 here,	 because	 this	 is	 important	 regarding	 field	 positions	 and

mindset.	When	I	attacked	with	the	ball,	and	by	that	I	mean	used	more	variations
–	which	in	turn	meant	the	possibility	of	some	bad	balls	–	I	would	defend	more
with	the	field.	When	conditions	were	in	my	favour,	I	wouldn’t	worry	about	the



variations	but	instead	aim	at	leg-break	after	leg-break	that	gave	nothing	away	to
the	 batsman.	 I	 could	 then	 afford	 to	 attack	 more	 with	 the	 field	 placements.
Understanding	 this	 strategy	 in	 detail	makes	 a	 huge	 difference	 to	 the	way	 you
think	–	not	just	as	a	bowler,	but	as	a	cricketer	in	general.
For	all	that,	wherever	I	bowled	the	ball	from	on	the	crease	and	wherever	the

seam	was	 in	 the	air,	 the	one	 thing	 that	could	win	me	 the	moment	–	 the	game-
breaker	–	was	the	amount	of	revolutions	on	that	ball.

The	Process

There	are	some	givens.	On	a	flat	pitch,	start	at	middle	and	off-stump	with	five
fielders	on	the	offside.	The	easiest	process	for	any	young	captain	is:	you’ve	got
nine	fielders,	so	put	four	and	four	on	each	side	and	then	you	have	one	extra.	Put
him	on	the	side	to	where	the	ball	is	spinning.
The	 more	 it	 turns,	 you’re	 starting	 mainly	 on	 leg-stump	 but	 with	 plenty	 of

sliders	or	toppies	so	the	batsman	doesn’t	get	in	the	rhythm	of	kicking	you	away,
unless	 you	want	 him	 to.	 There	 is	 a	 valuable	 point	 there	 actually.	 The	 bowler
should	be	dictating	what	shot	is	played.	He	should	ask	himself,	what	do	I	want
the	batsman	to	do?	If	I	can	get	him	playing	my	way,	I’m	winning.
Every	pitch	is	different	so	you	have	to	quickly	work	out	what	your	stock	ball

is	 going	 to	 be	 and	 at	what	 pace.	 This	 depends	 on	 the	 pace	 and	 bounce	 in	 the
surface.	The	slower	it	is,	the	fuller	you	need	to	be,	otherwise	they’ll	play	off	the
back	foot	too	easily;	the	quicker	and/or	bouncier	it	is,	the	shorter	you	can	be	but
with	more	over-spin.	This	gives	them	less	time	to	adjust	and	why	they	nick	off
or	get	LBW.	On	 slower	pitches,	 you	get	 them	caught	 in	 the	 ring	 and	off	 your
own	bowling	as	they	drive	too	early	or	too	hard	or	maybe	shut	the	face	of	the	bat
too	soon.	And	they	chop	on	as	well,	trying	to	hit	too	square.
In	general,	 I	preferred	 less	spin	and	more	bounce,	 like	 the	Gabba,	because	 I

felt	bounce	was	the	harder	adjustment	to	make.	I	could	bowl	my	leg-breaks,	top-
spinners	 and	 the	 odd	 slider,	wearing	guys	 down	 and	bringing	 bat/pad	 and	 slip
into	 play.	 I	 didn’t	 like	 slower	 pitches	 so	much,	 even	 though	 it	was	 harder	 for
batsmen	 to	 score.	 I	 didn’t	 mind	 getting	 hit	 as	 long	 as	 that	 opened	 up	 the
possibility	of	taking	wickets.
It	was	interesting	when	the	speed	gun	came	into	the	game.	The	majority	of	the

time,	I	bowled	somewhere	between	78	and	83	kilometres	per	hour	and	I	bowled
‘up’	at	all	those	speeds	never	down,	which	doesn’t	mean	you	can’t	bowl	flat	by
the	way,	just	that	you	have	to	release	up	and	out;	otherwise	no	drift.	The	flipper



was	 different,	 often	 over	 100	 kilometres	 per	 hour	 and	 with	 lower	 trajectory,
which	is	why	it	looked	like	a	short	ball.
I	always	want	to	bowl	into	the	wind,	because	the	ball	holds	up	in	the	wind	–	I

couldn’t	care	less	about	being	hit	downwind	–	and	I	always	liked	to	have	the	sun
behind	me.	It’s	a	lot	harder	for	the	batsman	to	pick	up	the	hand,	and	therefore	to
read	you,	with	the	sun	behind	your	arm	than	it	is	when	the	sun	is	behind	him	–
try	it.

The	Teachers

Richie	Benaud	taught	me	something	interesting	that	I’ve	passed	on	to	a	lot	of	the
young	kids	who	tell	me	they	struggle	to	take	wickets	regularly.	‘Hey,	Warney,	I
bowled	15	overs	the	other	day	and	only	got	one	wicket,’	they	say.	I	ask	them	if
they	 think	 I	was	 any	good	 and	 they	 say,	 ‘Yeah,	 you’re	 the	 best!’	Nice.	Okay,
how	many	balls	do	you	reckon	it	took	me	to	get	a	wicket?	‘Oh	I	don’t	know,	you
probably	got	one	every	two	or	three	overs.’	No,	I	got	one	every	nine	to	10	overs
–	every	57.4	balls	to	be	exact.	Murali	and	all	the	other	guys	are	around	the	same,
nine	 to	 10	 overs	 to	 get	 a	 wicket.	 The	 message	 is	 that	 patience	 is	 very,	 very
important	to	spinners.
Richie	 had	 given	 me	 a	 list	 of	 the	 strike	 rates	 of	 the	 top	 five	 spinners	 in

Australia	–	surprisingly	high	–	then	he	emphasised	how	important	patience	was.
So	I	say	to	the	kids,	‘Look	at	how	many	deliveries	it	takes	for	a	spinner	to	take	a
wicket.	 Patience,	 accuracy,	 perseverance	 and	 guts	 matter	 more	 than	 anything
else,	except	spinning	the	ball.	Spinning	the	ball	is	number	one.’
I’ve	 talked	 a	 lot	 about	Terry	 Jenner	 in	 previous	 chapters.	He	 taught	me	 the

most	 about	 leg-spin.	 I	 was	 also	 lucky	 to	 have	 guys	 like	 Jimmy	 Higgs	 who
backed	me	from	an	early	age	when	he	was	a	selector	 in	Victoria	and	who	was
brilliant	when	he	came	and	bowled	in	the	nets.	Bob	Paulsen	and	Jack	Potter	were
real	good	too.
TJ	gave	me	a	lot	of	tough	love	and	he	was	the	first	person	who’d	challenge	me

on	things.	But	he	never	tried	to	change	my	action,	grip	or	approach	to	the	crease.
He	let	me	be	me	and	then	showed	me	what	I	could	do	with	my	ability.	He	used
to	 love	 to	 say,	 ‘Don’t	 say	 can’t,	 Shane,	 let’s	 just	 try.’	 He	 drummed	 in	 the
importance	 of	 practice	 and	 accuracy,	 making	me	 bowl	 each	 of	 the	 four	 main
deliveries	for	hours,	first	at	off-stump,	then	middle,	 then	leg.	He	taught	me	the
importance	of	an	over-spinner	too,	convincing	me	that	batsmen	would	mistake	it
for	 the	wrong	’un.	And	he	continually	emphasised	the	 three	questions	of	what,
when	and	why.



Not	 that	 I	 was	 a	 complete	 dummy.	 In	 fact,	 as	 I’ve	 often	 said,	 I	 love	 the
strategy	of	the	game	and	the	tactics	of	a	team	or	player	in	all	sports.	Even	though
I	wasn’t	good	enough	for	Aussie	Rules	at	the	top	level,	for	example,	I	still	read
the	play	well	and	more	often	than	not	was	in	the	right	place	at	the	right	time.	In
golf,	I	generally	take	the	right	option,	especially	when	I’ve	hit	it	into	trouble.	In
tennis,	 I	 understand	 the	 serve/volley	 game,	 I	 get	 the	 angles	 in	 both	 attack	 and
defence	and	know	how	a	change	of	pace	in	a	rally	can	change	the	momentum.	I
might	not	play	these	things	right	but	I	know	what’s	required.	I’m	sure	that’s	why
captaincy	brought	out	 the	best	 in	me	–	I	was	ahead	of	 the	game	and	could	see
things	before	they	happened.	Now	I	try	and	call	it	from	the	commentary	box	as	if
I’m	still	out	there	playing.
We	all	need	a	mentor.	TJ	taught	me	how	important	patience	and	a	plan	were	–

what	to	bowl,	when	to	bowl	it	and	why	–	and	he	gave	me	confidence.	We	had	a
strong	 bond,	 which	 had	 come	 instantly	 and	 effortlessly.	 He	 was	 a	 very	 good
man,	a	true	friend	and	a	reliable	offsider	who	knew	a	whole	lot	about	the	game.
Ian	Healy	called	him	 the	spin	doctor	because	wherever	 I	was	 in	 the	world,	 I’d
call	TJ	and	he’d	chat	for	as	long	as	need	be.	Sometimes	I’d	say,	‘Ah	mate,	you
wouldn’t	believe	 it,	blah	blah	blah,’	 and	 I’d	get	 all	 this	 stuff	off	my	chest.	He
wouldn’t	say	a	word	for	half	an	hour	and	then	I’d	say,	‘Thanks,	mate,	that	feels
better,’	and	hang	up!
He	came	over	to	Lord’s	before	the	first	Test	in	2005.	I	wasn’t	happy	with	my

bowling	at	all	and	had	other	stuff	–	marriage	and	family	issues	mainly	–	flying
around	 in	my	head.	We	spent	 two	days	on	 the	Nursery	ground,	six	hours	each
day.	The	night	before	the	game	we	didn’t	leave	the	nets	till	6	pm,	when	I	finally
felt	right.	I	had	one	of	my	best	series	ever	and	though	we	lost	to	England,	I	was
proud	to	do	myself	justice	under	difficult	circumstances.	Thanks,	TJ.

Spin	Up!

It	was	TJ	who	came	up	with	the	phrase	‘spin	up’.	Initially,	when	I	got	tired	he
noticed	how	my	arm	dropped	 too	 low	 to	get	 any	over-spin.	 I	don’t	know	how
low	but	around	45	degrees	at	a	guess,	so	in	order	to	make	the	adjustment	he	got
me	to	think	high.	At	first	it	felt	like	I	was	bowling	up	by	my	ear,	even	past	the
perpendicular,	which	is	no	good.	But	I	wasn’t.	In	fact,	looking	at	videos,	it	was
close	to	where	it	should	be.	Then	he	added	‘spin	up’	because	if	you	fire	it	up	and
out	you	get	the	revs	on	it	that	will	make	it	drop	when	it	gets	to	the	other	end.	If
not,	 it’s	 a	 full	 toss	–	believe	me!	So	 think	high	and	 spin	up	became	a	bit	of	 a



mantra,	whether	 tired	or	not,	and	 it	helped	to	get	my	weight	over	my	front	 leg
and	drive	the	right	hip.
I	reckon,	more	than	anything,	that	this	was	what	made	me	effective	late	in	the

day.	 However	 tired,	 I	 could	 find	 another	 gear	 and	 sometimes	 with	 the	 ‘think
high,	 spin	 up’	 focus,	 I	 bowled	 better	 than	when	 fresh.	 I	 certainly	 got	 a	 lot	 of
wickets	towards	the	end	of	a	day’s	play.

The	Passion

I’m	very	passionate	about	spin	bowling	and	in	particular	about	leg-spin.	I	love	to
promote	it	and	inspire	others.	I’ve	worked	with	many	of	the	best	and	we	bounce
off	each	other	–	Anil	Kumble	and	Mushtaq	Ahmed	are	great	examples.	I	helped
Mushy	develop	a	flipper	and	then	in	the	1995	Sydney	Test	he	took	nine	wickets
in	 the	 match	 against	 us	 –	 oops.	 In	 the	 dressing-room	 our	 guys	 were	 saying,
‘Mushy’s	got	a	flipper	–	he	never	had	one	before!’
Anil	was	 a	 great	 competitor	 in	 all	 conditions	 and	 at	 his	most	 dangerous	 on

uneven	surfaces.	There’s	a	lot	of	knowledge	out	there	and	most	of	the	guys	have
come	to	seek	me	out	over	the	years,	just	to	chat	and	share	the	experiences	we’ve
been	 through	and	 the	challenges	we	 face.	 I	 think	 they	know	about	my	passion
and	care	 for	 leg-spin	and	 that	maybe	 I’ve	 looked	 into	 the	art	of	 it	deeper	 than
most.	 It’s	my	 science	 and	my	gift,	which	 is	why	 I	 never	 treat	 it	 lightly.	 I	 still
chew	the	fat	with	the	brotherhood	of	spin	and	always	will.
The	 world	 of	 spin	 isn’t	 only	 about	 wrist-spin.	 I	 call	 off-spin	 Darth	 Vader

because	it’s	the	dark	side	of	spin.	It’s	easy	to	bowl	and	easy	to	hit.	Anyone	can
be	 an	 off-spinner	 but	 not	 necessarily	 a	 good	 one.	 That’s	 harder.	 Off-spin	 is
limited	 and	 predictable,	 so	 to	 step	 outside	 the	 box	 and	make	 it	 effective	 takes
some	doing.	The	stand-outs	in	my	time	have	been	Tim	May,	who	had	a	beautiful
curve	towards	slip	before	that	terrific	off-break	of	his;	Graeme	Swann,	who	spun
it	hard	at	many	different	paces	to	suit	all	pitches	and	make	life	a	nightmare	for
left-handers;	 and	Murali,	 of	 course.	Murali	was	 something	else.	Eight	hundred
wickets	is	just	incredible.	One	of	the	hardest	bowlers	to	face	in	history.	Genius.
I’m	going	to	talk	about	Murali	later.
As	a	general	rule,	finger	spinners	need	to	find	a	way	to	beat	 the	bat	on	both

sides.	Arm	ball,	drifter,	high	bounce	or	over-spin,	doosra	–	whatever	it	may	be,
deception	is	their	trick,	almost	as	much	as	it	is	mine.
Leg-spin	is	bloody	hard.	It	takes	a	big	heart	and	a	strong	character;	it	needs	a

lot	 of	 love	 and	 good	 captaincy.	 I’ve	 seen	 so	many	 guys	messed	 about	 by	 shit
captaincy.	To	me	the	best	things	in	cricket	are	a	fast	bowler	steaming	in	trying	to



knock	the	batsman’s	head	off	and	him	taking	it	on,	and	a	leg-spinner	challenging
an	aggressive	stroke-maker,	especially	one	who	uses	his	feet.	But	if	the	captain
doesn’t	get	the	fields	right,	well,	the	younger	blokes	have	got	no	chance.
There	are	a	lot	of	leggies	out	there	right	now	–	Mitchell	Swepson	and	Adam

Zampa	in	Oz,	Mason	Crane,	Adil	Rashid	and	Matt	Parkinson	in	the	UK,	Imran
Tahir	 in	South	Africa,	Yasir	Shah	and	Shadab	Khan	 in	Pakistan,	Rashid	Khan
from	Afghanistan	is	a	wonderful	talent,	Samuel	Badree	for	West	Indies,	and,	as
ever,	 a	 fair	 few	 in	 India,	 including	 Kuldeep	 Yadav,	 who	 is	 a	 very	 exciting
prospect.	The	first	question	is:	are	they	up	for	the	fight?	The	second	is:	do	they
know	enough	about	what	they	do?	It’s	complicated	and	doesn’t	come	easy.	Then
you	wonder	if	their	captains	know	anything	about	spin.
T20	 cricket	 is	 great	 for	wrist-spin;	 50	 overs	 too,	 because	 the	 batsmen	don’t

have	 any	 option	 other	 than	 to	 chase	 the	 game,	 so	 you	 already	 know	 their
mindset.	Get	the	field	right,	land	it	right	and	a	leggie	will	take	wickets.	Finding	a
way	to	take	wickets	in	Test	cricket	is	another	challenge	altogether	and	can	be	a
long	and	often	disheartening	journey.	In	my	first	Test,	as	I’ve	mentioned,	I	took
1/150	 and	 got	 smashed	 by	 Ravi	 Shastri.	 In	 Crane’s	 first	 Test	 last	 summer	 in
Australia,	he	took	1/193.	That’s	a	pounding	but	he	bowled	okay	to	be	honest	and
showed	a	lot	of	courage	just	 to	keep	going.	I	really	rate	Yasir	Shah,	he’s	got	a
great	 leg-break.	 I	 hope	he	 recovers	 his	 best	 form	but	 bad	 captaincy	holds	 him
back,	along	with	his	own	lack	of	patience.	The	key	for	Yasir	is	to	still	have	fun.
That	big	smile	tells	us	all	we	need	to	know	about	his	attitude,	which	is	so	much
of	the	battle.	He’s	got	plenty	of	courage	too	and	never	gives	up.
Spinning	 the	 ball	 is	 supposed	 to	 be	 fun	 and	 people	 are	 always	 interested	 in

how	it’s	done.	Everyone	who	likes	cricket	has	a	go	at	leg-spin	at	some	time	or
another	and	they	pretty	much	always	find	it	difficult.	You	see	guys	landing	the
thing	 in	 the	next-door	net.	That’s	 because	 it	 is	 hard!	 I’m	proud	 that	 I’ve	done
well	and	prouder	 still	 that	 I’ve	 inspired.	A	 family	came	up	 to	me	 recently	and
said	 their	 son	 had	 learnt	 how	 to	 bowl	 leggies	 by	watching	me	 on	YouTube	 –
highlights	 of	 matches,	 packages	 of	 great	 deliveries	 (even	 I	 watch	 those
sometimes!),	masterclasses	with	different	TV	channels,	clinics	etc.	How	good	is
that?	He	learnt	off	YouTube!

History	Lesson

I’ve	mentioned	 that	TJ	 always	 said,	 ‘Test	 cricket	didn’t	 start	 in	1991/92	when
you	arrived,	mate,	a	bit	happened	before	then.’	However,	because	I	grew	up	with



Aussie	Rules,	 I	never	got	 into	 the	cricket	history	 stuff.	Not	until	World	Series
Cricket	anyway.
I’ve	had	a	look	at	the	old	leg-spinners	on	YouTube,	though	–	Arthur	Mailey,

Clarrie	Grimmett,	Bill	O’Reilly,	and	Richie,	of	course.	Mailey	didn’t	use	his	left
arm	much	 –	 it’s	 probably	why	 he	wasn’t	 very	 accurate.	He	whipped	 his	 right
arm	over	aggressively,	though	surprisingly	low	–	about	45	degrees	at	a	guess.	He
drove	his	right	hip	more	than	most,	which	helped	him	out,	and	he’s	famous	for
10/66	and	all	that	–	the	day	he	got	all	10	against	Gloucestershire	and	the	phrase
then	became	the	title	of	his	autobiography.
I	 like	 the	Grimmett	 story	 that	 he	 had	 a	 habit	 of	 clicking	 the	 fingers	 on	 his

bowling	 hand	 real	 loud	 when	 he	 bowled	 a	 flipper	 and	 that,	 after	 a	 time,	 the
batsman	 worked	 out	 when	 it	 was	 coming.	 So	 Grimmett	 started	 to	 click	 the
fingers	on	his	non-bowling	hand	when	he	bowled	the	leg-break	too,	and	then	the
batsmen	 were	 all	 over	 the	 place!	 He	 was	 a	 New	 Zealander	 but	 he	 moved	 to
Australia	 and	ended	up	with	216	wickets	 in	 the	days	when	not	 so	many	Tests
were	played.	He	was	very	accurate,	they	reckon,	almost	mean	about	giving	runs
away.	They	called	him	the	‘miser’	to	Mailey’s	‘millionaire’.	Apparently,	he	was
the	first	to	develop	a	slider.	Ah	ha,	and	I	thought	I	was!
People	reckon	Bill	O’Reilly	was	the	toughest	competitor	and	if	Bradman	says

he’s	the	best	bowler	he	saw,	that’s	good	enough	for	me.	They	say	he	bowled	it
quick,	nearer	medium	pace,	and	snarled	his	way	through	many	a	day.	I	love	that.
He	and	Grimmett	bowled	together	for	Australia	for	a	while	–	the	‘Fox’	and	the
‘Tiger’,	as	they	were	known.	I	just	wish	some	of	those	guys	had	seen	me	in	the
mid-1990s.	 It	would	be	nice	 if	 they’d	known	 the	 leg-spin	story	was	still	being
written.
I	 don’t	 know	 enough	 about	 them,	 truth	 be	 told.	 I	 know	 a	 lot	 more	 about

Richie,	who	was	 the	 first	 to	bowl	round	 the	wicket	 into	 the	 rough	and	make	 it
respectable,	or	accepted.	It	wasn’t	the	done	thing	to	bowl	it	out	there	in	the	old
days,	 but	 at	 lunch	 on	 the	 last	 day	 of	 a	Test	 at	Old	Trafford	 in	 1961,	England
were	cruising.	Ray	Lindwall	was	covering	the	tour	for	a	news	outlet	and	Richie
asked	 what	 he	 thought	 about	 him	 going	 round	 the	 wicket	 and	 aiming	 into
footmarks.	 Give	 it	 a	 go,	 said	 Ray,	 but	 you’d	 better	 be	 good	 at	 it,	 otherwise
they’ll	be	all	over	you:	the	press,	he	meant	by	that.	Well,	the	great	man	knocked
England	 over,	 took	 six	 in	 no	 time	 from	 round	 the	 wicket,	 and	 the	 vision	 on
YouTube	is	great	–	Simmo	takes	an	unbelievable	catch.	Richie	was	pretty	cool,
shirt	unbuttoned	and	leaping	about	the	place	when	wickets	fell.	There’s	been	no-
one	better	for	the	game	than	Richie,	and	in	so	many	different	ways.



The	Rough

As	I’ve	mentioned,	it	was	when	I	was	12th	man	against	India	in	1992	that	Bob
Simpson	got	me	interested	in	bowling	round	the	wicket.	It	was	a	game-changer
for	me.
It	took	a	lot	of	practice	and	a	lot	of	strength	from	round	there	–	much	harder	to

adapt	than	it	looks	–	but	I	soon	noticed	how	it	helped	my	rhythm	because	if	you
don’t	complete	your	action	you	bowl	rubbish.	You	have	to	have	a	strong	action
from	 that	 angle	 of	 delivery	 just	 to	make	 sure	 you	 get	 the	 ball	 up	 there	 on	 the
right	line,	and	it	takes	a	lot	out	of	you.
I	see	too	many	spinners	just	‘putting’	the	ball	into	the	rough,	not	‘bowling’	it

there.	They	expect	the	rough	to	do	the	work,	but	this	means	they	don’t	get	many
revs	on	the	ball	so	not	much	happens.	Revs	will	bring	irregular	bounce,	which	is
just	as	important	as	the	spin.	Mainly,	this	is	because	they’re	terrified	of	bowling
a	 bad	 ball.	 However,	 the	 ball	 won’t	 do	 much	 unless	 it’s	 fizzed	 in	 there	 with
energy	 and	 effort.	 I	 don’t	 mean	 faster,	 I	 just	 mean	 a	 lot	 of	 revolutions	 at
whatever	pace	 is	 required	 for	 the	 surface	you’re	playing	on.	As	 I	keep	saying,
it’s	all	about	the	revolutions!
To	the	right-handers	I	used	to	line	up	the	pads	and	just	try	to	bowl	it	outside

their	pads	and	spin	it	as	hard	as	I	could	into	that	rough.	Some	of	the	deliveries	I
bowled	to	 left-handers	 that	stand	out	were	Andrew	Strauss	at	Edgbaston	in	05,
Shivnarine	Chanderpaul	 in	Sydney	 in	06	and	Kevin	Pietersen	 in	Adelaide	 first
ball	later	that	year.	These	dismissals	create	that	aura	I	was	talking	about	earlier
and	create	fear	in	the	dressing-room.
Sometimes	on	dead	pitches,	 I’d	bowl	a	heap	of	big-spinning	 leg-breaks	way

out	wide	into	the	rough.	Some	spun	and	bounced,	others	skidded	along	the	deck.
They	were	all	still	missing	leg-stump	by	miles	but	I	did	it	to	play	with	batsmen’s
minds.	 It	was	a	nightmare	for	 the	keeper,	especially	as	 there	was	no	chance	of
taking	a	wicket,	but	it	built	a	picture	of	what	might	come	and	that	was	the	plan.
Remember,	always	have	a	plan!

People,	Places

I	backed	myself	against	anyone	but,	in	the	cases	of	Sachin	Tendulkar	and	Brian
Lara,	 there	was	more	of	a	game	of	cat	and	mouse	 to	play	 in	 the	search	for	 the
high	ground.	In	general,	I	set	out	to	tell	the	opponent	my	story	and	to	make	sure
he	 felt	 a	 very	 small	 part	 of	 it.	 I	 never	 rushed;	 in	 fact,	 my	 measured	 walk-in



became	a	part	of	the	overall	impression	of	authority	that	I	was	trying	to	create.
But	Sachin	and	Brian	weren’t	bothered	by	any	of	that	–	they	had	their	own	story
to	tell.
Sachin	was	the	best	judge	of	length	I	played	against	–	he	was	unbelievable	in

India	on	the	’98	tour	–	and	very	quick	on	his	feet.	He	got	down	the	pitch	easily
and	could	sweep	well	too,	so	the	margins	for	error	from	my	point	of	view	were
very	small.	Brian	hit	the	gaps	with	uncanny	accuracy,	even	when	the	ball	pitched
in	the	rough	outside	his	off-stump,	and	because	he	played	so	late	he	could	score
off	balls	others	did	well	to	defend.	He	had	a	fantastic	eye,	a	smart	batting	brain
and	really	natural	flair.
I	know	I’ve	always	said	that	Sachin	was	the	best	batsman	during	my	time	but,

the	longer	I’ve	thought	about	it,	the	harder	it	has	become	to	separate	them.	They
were	the	best	two,	for	sure.	Sachin	was	the	better	technician	but	Brian	the	more
destructive	 shot-maker	 so,	 if	 I	 had	 to	 send	 someone	 out	 to	 bat	 for	 my	 life	 it
would	be	Tendulkar;	if	I	needed	someone	to	chase	400	on	the	last	day,	it	would
be	Lara.
Brian	 played	 the	 best	 two	 innings	 against	 us	 –	 277	 run	 out	 in	 Sydney	 in

1992/93	 and	 153	 not	 out	 in	 Barbados	 in	 1999,	 which	 won	 the	 game
singlehandedly.	He	made	213	in	Jamaica	the	game	before,	which	wasn’t	so	dusty
either	by	 the	way.	Sachin’s	unbeaten	155	 in	Chennai	 in	1998	 is	 the	next	best.
There	was	no	bowling	to	either	of	them	on	those	particular	days.
I	 remember	 getting	 Sachin	 caught	 at	 slip	 fifth	 ball	 in	 the	 first	 innings	 in

Chennai.	 In	 the	 second	 innings	Mark	Taylor	brought	me	on	as	 soon	as	Sachin
came	in	and	I	quickly	switched	to	bowl	round	the	wicket	and	into	the	rough.	He
slogged	 the	 third	ball	 into	 the	 stands	 at	mid-wicket	 for	 six	 and	 just	 carried	on
from	 there,	 like	 a	man	possessed.	After	 a	 few	overs	of	 this,	Tub	asked	what	 I
thought.	‘I	think	we’re	fucked,’	I	replied.
There’s	no-one	else	close	to	them.	Mark	Waugh	was	probably	the	best	of	the

Aussies	–	quick	on	his	feet	and	he	manipulated	the	field	really	well.	Others	who
got	 me	 on	 occasions	 were	 Kevin	 Pietersen,	 brilliant	 on	 his	 day,	 and	 VVS
Laxman	–	a	fantastic	player.	Goochie	was	very	good,	but	easier	to	control	than
KP	or	VVS.	The	one	player	I	wished	I	had	bowled	at	was	Viv	Richards.	All	the
guys	who	played	against	him	say	he	was	different	class,	and	 in	 the	days	when
Jason	and	 I	played	 in	 the	backyard,	Viv	was	always	 taking	on	Lillee,	hooking
him	off	his	eyebrows.
I	guess	that,	back	then,	I	was	subconsciously	acting	out	the	next	phase	of	my

life.	I	always	loved	the	competition	and	the	big	stage.	For	me,	it’s	all	about	the
contest.	Of	course,	some	places	turn	you	on	more	than	others.	The	Gabba	might
not	be	the	greatest	ground	in	the	world,	but	I	had	a	lot	of	success	there	because	I



enjoyed	the	extra	bounce	in	the	pitch	–	68	wickets	in	just	11	Tests!	I’d	always	go
for	bounce	over	spin,	but	when	you	had	both	together,	like	at	the	Gabba,	watch
out.
My	favourite	place	is	the	Melbourne	Cricket	Ground.	It’s	a	no-brainer.	Ninety

thousand	people	on	Boxing	Day	–	I	mean,	you	can’t	get	better	 than	that.	 It’s	a
happy	time	at	Christmas	and,	being	a	Victorian,	I	get	a	fantastic	reception	each
time	 I	walk	out	 there.	The	MCG	 is	 a	 coliseum	and	we	are	 the	gladiators.	The
noise	when	I	took	my	700th	wicket,	wow!	It’s	a	hard	act	to	replace!
The	MCG	has	been	so	much	a	part	of	my	life.	As	I’ve	mentioned,	as	a	kid	I

saw	the	climax	of	the	1982/83	Ashes	Test	when	AB	and	Thommo	nearly	pulled
off	 the	miracle.	Later,	 I	played	footy	 there,	which	was	awesome.	 I’ve	seen	 the
changes	 to	 the	 ground,	 the	 pitches	move,	 the	 drop-ins	 arrive,	 two	World	 Cup
finals	and	so	much	more.	The	biggest	crowds,	the	greatest	showpiece	–	that’s	the
’G.
The	Sydney	Cricket	Ground	and	the	Adelaide	Oval	are	different,	Lord’s	too.

The	spectators	sit	a	lot	closer	to	you	than	at	the	’G,	so	it’s	more	intimate.	These
beautiful	 older	 grounds,	 theatres	 of	 cricket,	make	 the	 game	 feel	 special.	 Then
there	 are	 the	 personal	 favourites	 because	 of	 success	 –	 Old	 Trafford	 and
Edgbaston	were	atmospheric	and	 lively,	Kensington	Oval	 in	Barbados	as	well.
Both	Colombo	and	Galle	in	Sri	Lanka	were	great	places	to	play.	Cape	Town	is
stunning	and	a	special	venue	for	me	as	I	played	my	100th	Test	match	there	–	and
I	bowled	a	million	overs	in	the	game	by	the	way,	so	it’s	got	a	place	in	my	heart
somewhere.
The	Indian	grounds	have	a	sense	of	excitement	about	them;	I	suppose	because

you	know	the	whole	country	is	watching	just	about	every	ball.	Eden	Gardens	is	a
great	stadium	–	110,000	manic	people.	But	I	didn’t	like	playing	there.	Three	for
364	in	two	Tests!	No	thanks.

And	Finally	…

Spin	is	hard	and	spin	is	fun.	The	great	news	is	that	leg-spin	bowling	is	back	in
fashion,	especially	in	the	short	form	of	the	game.	I	like	to	think	that	I’ve	played
my	part	in	that	–	helping	to	make	it	modern	and	sexy	and	worth	the	effort.	I’m
proud	that	whenever	the	PA	system	at	a	ground	said,	‘Coming	on	to	bowl	at	the
Members	End	is	…	Shane	Warne,’	the	spectators	would	be	excited	enough	to	get
back	to	their	seats	in	expectation	of	something,	anything,	being	about	to	happen.
That’s	the	magic.



To	sum	up,	leg-spin	is	no	half-hearted	journey.	You	have	to	love	to	bowl	leg-
spin.	 I’ve	 been	 lucky	 to	 spin	 the	 ball	 further	 than	 most	 and	 to	 maintain
consistency	and	accuracy.	My	personality	has	won	a	few	battles	and	I’ve	stayed
strong	when	 the	chips	have	been	down.	 I	believed	we	could	win	every	cricket
match	I	played	in	and	I	have	never,	ever	given	up.	If,	after	St	Kilda	sent	me	that
letter	saying	thanks	but	no	thanks,	someone	had	said,	‘No	worries,	Warney,	give
it	 a	decade	or	 so	 and	you’ll	 be	voted	one	of	 the	 five	greatest	 cricketers	of	 the
20th	 century,’	 I’d	 have	 laughed	 at	 them.	 I	 suppose	 it’s	 proof	 that	 anything	 is
possible.	As	a	mate	of	mine	once	pointed	out	about	the	challenges	we	all	face,
‘If	you	think	you	can	or	you	think	you	can’t,	you’re	probably	right.’
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I’m	Still	Standing

Surgery

I’VE	 TALKED	 BRIEFLY	 about	 the	 mental	 demands	 of	 bowling	 so	 much	 over	 a
relatively	short	period.	The	many	thousands	of	balls	and	overs	listed	as	examples
in	the	previous	chapter	don’t	take	into	account	the	many	thousands	more	bowled
in	practice.	Believe	me,	 they	 take	 it	out	of	you	 too,	particularly	 if	you	practise
with	intensity.	I	reckon	I	was	at	my	best	from	1993	to	just	before	the	1998	tour
of	India,	when	my	shoulder	finally	gave	in	so	I	needed	surgery.	It	was	five	great
years	when	I	felt	I	was	under	total	control	of	what	I	was	doing	and	my	body	was
injury-free.	 The	 1993	 Ashes	 tour	 to	 England	 and	 the	 home	 series	 in	 1994/95
brought	some	of	my	happiest	memories.	A	fantastic	team	came	together	to	blow
England	away.	The	Gatting	ball	and	a	few	others,	8/71	at	the	Gabba	–	my	career-
best	figures	–	and	the	hat-trick	in	Melbourne	are	all	personal	moments	to	savour
long	into	old	age,	but	the	quality	of	the	cricket	played	by	that	team	under	AB	is
the	memory	that	will	never	die.
For	all	the	mental	effort,	only	a	very	few	people	knew	the	physical	toll	on	me.

From	being	a	skinny	kid,	I	developed	into	a	guy	with	powerful	shoulders	and	a
strong	upper	body.	Leg-spin	may	not	look	much	but	it	requires	real	strength	to
get	the	revs	required	to	drift,	dip	and	spin	the	ball	properly;	along	with	the	ability
to	keep	at	it	day	and	night.
I	bowled	really	well	at	home	against	Pakistan	and	Sri	Lanka	in	1995/96	and

then	again	in	the	World	Cup.	(The	story	of	the	semi-final,	when	we	nicked	past
the	West	Indies	in	a	thriller,	is	a	whole	lot	happier	than	the	one	in	the	final,	when
Sri	Lanka	caught	us	off-guard	and	off-colour.)	I	was	having	a	serious	issue	with
my	 spinning	 finger	 around	 that	 time	 and	 though	 cortisone	 injections	 held	 the
worst	pain	in	check,	the	veins	were	starting	to	swell	through	the	knuckle.	There
were	 other	 niggles	 too,	 the	 usual	 stuff	 –	 fractures,	 pulls,	 sprains	 –	 but	 I	 could
kind	of	deal	with	 those	on	an	ongoing	maintenance	basis,	 especially	under	 the
guidance	of	Errol	Alcott	as	he	was	the	best	physio	on	the	planet.



In	 May	 1996	 I	 had	 surgery	 on	 the	 finger	 and	 immediately	 found	 myself
surprisingly	insecure.	What	I’d	started	to	take	for	granted	suddenly	wasn’t	there.
A	 period	 of	 rehab	 meant	 no	 bowling	 and	 then,	 when	 I	 did	 bowl,	 it	 felt
completely	different.	 In	 fact,	 I	wondered	 if	 I’d	 ever	 be	 the	 same	bowler	 again
and	 various	 gremlins	 niggled	 away	 in	 the	 back	 of	 my	 mind.	My	 aim	 was	 to
recover	that	‘feel’,	which	is	not	as	easy	as	it	might	sound.
There’s	 always	 a	 moment	 when	 you	 think,	 ‘Enough	 of	 bowling	 with	 the

attitude	 of	 “This	 is	 going	 to	 hurt”,’	 so	 you	 protect	 it	 and	 not	 bowl	 flat	 out.
Sometimes	it’s	a	game	situation	or	a	batsman	that’s	getting	on	top	and	you	say,
‘I’m	 going	 to	 rip	 this	 and	 send	 a	 message	 to	 the	 opposition.’	 This	 particular
moment	 of	mine	 came	 in	 the	 1996/97	 home	 series	 against	West	 Indies	 at	 the
SCG	when	I	bowled	Shivnarine	Chanderpaul	with	a	beauty	that	spat	back	from
way	outside	the	left-hander’s	off-stump.	We’d	desperately	needed	a	wicket	and,
as	so	often	in	my	career,	the	situation	of	the	game	brought	out	the	best	in	me.	It
pitched	in	the	rough	outside	the	line	of	Ian	Healy’s	left	pad,	spun	more	than	the
Gatting	 ball,	 and	 probably	would	 have	 hit	 leg	 had	 it	 not	 ricocheted	 off	 Shiv’s
pad	 and	 onto	 the	 middle	 stump.	 Gee,	 I	 enjoyed	 that	 ball.	 It	 was	 right	 on	 the
stroke	of	 lunch	 too	–	 a	killer	 for	 dressing-room	morale	on	one	 side	of	 the	old
pavilion	and	a	huge	boost	for	us	blokes	on	the	other	side.
Given	 the	 finger	 op	 and	 the	 uncertain	 phases	 of	 recovery,	 it	 rates	 right	 up

there	with	 the	best	 I’ve	bowled.	 I	was	 relieved	as	much	as	anything	and	 those
insecurities	disappeared	instantly.	The	feeling	was	different,	but	the	feeling	was
back.
I’ve	 always	 said	 you	 need	 courage	 to	 bowl	 leg-spin	 –	 both	 mental	 and

physical.	My	shoulder	was	the	next	problem	and,	annoyingly,	it	reached	a	point
of	 real	 concern	prior	 to	 the	1998	 tour	of	 India	when	Tendulkar	vs	Warne	was
being	 billed	 as	 the	 heavyweight	 fight	 of	 the	 decade.	 We	 hadn’t	 played	 Test
cricket	against	each	other	since	my	debut	at	Sydney	in	the	season	of	91/92,	and,
in	 the	years	 since,	both	of	us	had	had	 tremendous	 success	and	 the	extravagant
publicity	that	came	with	it.
From	the	start	of	that	1998	series,	Sachin,	who	had	prepared	well,	played	out

of	his	skin.	Increasingly,	as	the	shoulder	issues	bit	harder	by	the	day,	I	didn’t	feel
comfortable	 in	mine.	 I	 was	 a	whole	 lot	 better	 bowler	 than	when	Ravi	 Shastri
hammered	me	at	the	SCG	but	the	trouble	was	proving	it.	The	competitive	juices
still	 ran	fast	and	‘Hooter’	–	Errol	Alcott	–	worked	long	hours	with	me	to	keep
them	 going,	 but	 the	 truth	was	 that	 the	 shoulder	was	 on	 the	 brink.	 It	 needed	 a
cleanout	at	best,	a	structural	rethink	more	likely.
We	 had	 a	 pretty	 ordinary	 attack.	McGrath	was	 injured,	 Jason	Gillespie	 too,

and	Paul	Reiffel	only	played	the	first	Test	before	breaking	down.	The	bulk	of	the



quick	 bowling	 came	 from	Michael	 Kasprowicz.	 Paul	Wilson	 and	 Adam	Dale
were	in	the	squad	but,	no	disrespect,	were	both	a	fraction	short	of	Test	class	in
those	 conditions;	 then	 we	 had	 the	 Waugh	 brothers,	 Greg	 Blewett	 and	 Gavin
Robertson,	who	was	the	other	spinner.	Hey,	this	was	Tendulkar	and	co!	We	were
kind	of	clinging	on	every	day.	As	the	series	went	on,	I	struggled	to	get	my	arm
high	 enough	 to	 release	 the	 ball	 from	 anywhere	 near	 the	 right	 position.	 The
headaches	were	unbelievable,	I	struggled	with	sleep	and	was	hardly	able	to	train
–	 in	short,	 I	was	struggling	and	 in	pain.	We	 lost	 the	 first	 two	of	a	 three-match
series	and	though	a	good	bounce	back	in	the	third	Test	helped	save	face,	I	knew
my	own	career	was	soon	to	be	on	hold.
After	Sharjah,	where	Sachin	smacked	us	again	and	won	every	award	on	earth,

the	first	 thing	I	did	on	return	 to	Australia	was	 to	go	and	see	Greg	Hoy,	who’d
done	the	operation	on	my	finger.	The	MRI	scan	wasn’t	good.	‘Listen,	you	might
be	lucky,’	he	told	me.	‘Another	few	months	and,	who	knows,	it	might	have	been
too	 late,	but	 right	now	 I	 reckon	 I	 can	 fix	 it	with	a	SLAP	 lesion	–	a	 rebuild	of
your	 shoulder.	 Javelin	 throwers	 have	 it	 done	 but	 I	 have	 to	 say	 there’s	 no
guarantee.	Your	 shoulder	 is	hanging	by	a	 thread,	mate.	 I	don’t	know	how	you
put	up	with	the	pain.’
I	went	under	the	knife	straight	away.	I	was	then	in	a	sling	for	six	weeks,	and

wasn’t	 allowed	 to	move	 the	 shoulder.	 It	 had	 to	 repair	 naturally	 because	 it’s	 a
ball-and-socket	joint	 that	needs	to	move	freely,	but	all	 the	tendons	were	frayed
and	 dysfunctional.	 I	 had	 a	 multi-directional	 shoulder	 that	 rolled	 all	 over	 the
place,	and	the	rubbing	of	tissue,	tendons	and	joints	had	been	causing	the	pain.
They	shaved	my	bicep,	shaved	the	 tendons	down	and	put	four	screws	in	my

shoulder	 to	 hold	 it	 steady.	 After	 that	 it	 was	 rehab	 –	 twice	 a	 day,	 10	 separate
exercises	with	therabands,	which	provide	varying	degrees	of	resistance	to	work
the	shoulder	without	impact	or	invasion.	Quickly,	I’d	ramped	up	to	five	times	a
day,	 along	with	 physio	 from	 a	 brilliant	 girl	 called	Lyn	Watson.	 For	 all	 this,	 I
didn’t	play	cricket	for	nearly	six	months.
While	 I	 think	of	 it,	 I	put	Russell	Crowe,	who	damaged	his	 shoulder	 filming

Gladiator,	onto	Greg.	 I	was	driving	back	 from	 the	airport	one	day	and	 the	car
phone	rang.
‘G’day,	Shane,	it’s	Russell	Crowe	here.’
I	said,	‘Yeah,	right,’	and	put	down	the	phone.
The	phone	rang	again.	‘Shane,	it’s	Russell	Crowe	again.	Sorry	to	interrupt,	but

I	got	your	number	from	a	mate	of	mine	who	you	know.	I’ve	got	an	issue	with	my
shoulder	…’
I	said,	‘Mate,	don’t	be	a	dick!’	and	hung	up.
Five	minutes	later,	the	phone	rang	again.	‘Yes,	who	is	this?!’



‘Er	 hi,	 Shane,	 this	 is	 Lourene,	 Russell	 Crowe’s	 fitness	 trainer.	 I	 know	 you
probably	 get	 prank	 calls	 all	 the	 time,	 but	 this	 is	 very	 serious	 for	 Russell.	 His
shoulder	 is	 in	 trouble.	We’re	 staying	 at	 the	 Park	Hyatt	 in	Melbourne	 under	 a
code	name	of	Mr	Jones.	Please	call	if	you	have	a	moment.’
I	rang	the	Park	Hyatt	and	reception	answered.	‘Can	you	put	me	through	to	Mr

Jones,	please?’	‘Yes,	sure.’	It	started	to	ring	and	I	quickly	put	the	phone	down.
‘Shit,	this	might	be	true!’	So	I	thought,	‘Okay,	I’ll	go	and	meet	Russell	Crowe,
that’s	pretty	cool.’	I	drove	home,	had	a	shower,	put	the	kids	to	bed,	rang	Lourene
back	and	said	I	was	on	my	way.
Russell	was	great.	We	had	a	laugh	about	the	phone	calls,	had	a	chat,	and	I	told

him	 my	 Greg	 Hoy	 story.	 Russell	 and	 I	 have	 hung	 out	 ever	 since	 and	 I	 also
became	 good	 friends	with	 Lourene,	 who	 is	 now	 a	 personal	 trainer	 and	works
with	me	when	we’re	both	in	town.
I	put	Greg	onto	Pat	Rafter	too,	as	well	as	Daniel	Kowalski,	the	swimmer,	who

had	won	Olympic	medals.	Greg	is	a	fantastic	surgeon	and	through	him	I	made	a
bunch	of	mates,	all	with	the	shared	ground	of	shoulder	operations!
Back	to	my	rehab.	After	 the	 long	hours	of	working	on	recovery	you	kind	of

think,	‘Let’s	go.’	It’s	also	a	mental	 test	as	the	exercises	are	bloody	boring.	But
your	 body	 has	 changed	 and	 so	 too	 the	 feel	 in	 the	 mechanics	 of	 the	 bowling
action.	The	 shoulder	was	 so	much	 tighter,	which	was	predictable	–	 there	were
screws	in	it!	I’d	done	all	the	exercises,	worked	my	upper	body,	and	my	chest	and
shoulders	were	massive.	But	it	all	felt	stiff,	solid	even;	it	just	didn’t	feel	supple
or	loose.	In	fact,	it	felt	like	someone	else’s	shoulder	was	attached	to	my	arm.	It
took	a	long	time.	Not	till	midway	through	the	World	Cup	in	England	in	1999	did
it	feel	100	per	cent.
I	played,	but	didn’t	bowl,	in	a	pre-season	friendly	between	the	Vics	and	Tassie

in	early	October,	before	a	few	games	for	St	Kilda	and	then	four	Shield	matches
for	Victoria.	I	was	back	in	the	Australian	side	at	the	SCG	for	the	last	Ashes	Test
of	England’s	1998/99	tour	and	got	Mark	Butcher	with	my	fourth	ball.	Next	thing
I	knew,	 I	was	pulling	on	 the	yellow	shirt	 as	 captain	of	 the	Australian	one-day
side.	More	of	that	in	a	minute.

Revolution

My	 body	 wasn’t	 the	 only	 thing	 in	 need	 of	 rehab	 through	 these	 strange	 and
suddenly	very	different	‘middle’	years	of	my	life	as	a	cricketer.	Our	fee	for	the
1996	World	Cup	was	around	the	60K	mark	with	another	40K	if	we	won	it.



Around	 that	 time,	 Pepsi	 had	 approached	 me	 to	 film	 a	 TV	 commercial	 for
$US150,000	but	the	Australian	Cricket	Board	refused	to	let	me	do	it,	because	we
were	sponsored	by	Coca-Cola.	The	early	days	of	ambush	marketing	in	cricket!
Though	 I	 could	 see	 the	 argument	 about	 a	 rival	 product,	 the	 board’s	 general
attitude	to	our	commercial	status	opened	my	eyes	to	its	inflexibility	and,	worse,
its	abuse	of	 the	players	who	were	being	paid	peanuts	 in	 relation	 to	 the	 income
generated	for	 the	game	through	their	performances.	Five	of	us	–	Steve	Waugh,
Greg	 Matthews,	 Tim	 May,	 Tony	 Dodemaide	 and	 me	 –	 set	 about	 forming	 a
players	association	 to	 fight	 for	better	 returns,	not	 just	 in	 international	cricket	–
state	cricket	too.
Maysey	 approached	 James	Erskine,	who	 is	 now	my	manager	 but	 back	 then

had	 just	 left	 International	Management	Group	 (IMG)	 to	 set	 up	 his	 own	 thing,
with	a	mentor	of	mine	and	very	dear	friend	who	has	now	unfortunately	passed
away,	David	Coe.	We	were	the	best	team	in	the	world,	made	up	of	many	of	the
best	cricketers	and	personalities	in	the	game.	James	said	he	wasn’t	interested	in
golf	 days	 and	 dinners	 –	 or	 chook	 raffles,	 as	 he	 called	 them	 –	 but	 instead
suggested	that	 the	time	was	right	 to	take	on	the	board	in	a	fight	for	better	pay.
The	players	were	 getting	 around	13	per	 cent	 of	 the	 pie,	which	was	 the	 lowest
percentage	of	all	 the	major	 sports	 in	Australia	–	and	 James	argued	 that	25	per
cent	should	be	the	number.	He	said	that	Sports	&	Entertainment	Ltd	(SEL),	his
new	company,	would	help	us	do	it.	Well,	that	got	the	boys	buzzing!
Basically,	we	were	split	into	three	groups.	There	were	those	who	were	new	to

the	scene	–	some	of	whom	hadn’t	played	for	Australia	yet,	like	Adam	Gilchrist
and	Mike	Hussey	–	whose	dream	was	the	baggy	green,	and	though	they	saw	the
argument	 they	didn’t	want	 to	 jeopardise	 their	 chances	going	 forward	 and	 rock
the	boat.	Then	there	were	the	sure-fire	certainties	with	guaranteed	places:	blokes
like	Tugga,	 Junior,	 ‘Pidge’	 (Glenn	McGrath),	Taylor,	Slater	and	me.	The	 third
group	were	coming	to	the	end	of	 their	 time	as	players,	and	although	they	were
fully	 in	 favour	of	action	were	reluctant	 to	press	 too	hard	 in	case	 their	next	 life
after	cricket	was	jeopardised	by	their	part	in	a	revolution.
Five	of	us	–	Tubs,	Tugga,	Maysey,	Heals	and	me	–	met	James	in	Canterbury

before	the	end	of	the	1997	Ashes	tour	and	came	up	with	a	plan	for	a	collective
bargaining	agreement	to	take	to	the	board	that	would	be	signed	by	120	players
back	home.	It	 took	some	doing.	Each	of	us	 involved	 in	 that	early	planning	got
back	 to	 Australia	 and	 then	 visited	 the	 states	 to	 convince	 the	 players	 we	 had
something	good	for	all,	not	 just	an	elite	 few.	 I	went	 to	Tassie,	Tugga	 to	Perth,
Dodders	to	the	Vics	and	so	on.	It	was	pretty	exciting.
Then,	at	another	specially	convened	meeting	a	couple	of	months	later	in	Perth,

Tubby	 told	 us	 of	 an	 offer	 privately	 made	 to	 him	 by	 Denis	 Rogers,	 the	 ACB



Chairman.	It	dealt	with	some	of	our	requests	but	fell	short	of	the	overall	position
we	 were	 looking	 for.	 The	 vote	 was	 11–1	 against	 the	 offer,	 with	 Tubby
understandably	 feeling	 inclined	 to	 work	 with	 it	 given	 his	 conversations	 with
Rogers.	 The	main	 point	 of	 difference	 was	 Rogers’	 refusal	 to	 agree	 to	 James’
proposal	of	a	minimum	$60	million	a	year	deal	for	the	players	or,	best	of	all,	a
guaranteed	20	per	cent	revenue	share.
James	is	a	smart	guy.	He	set	up	a	sideshow	to	distract	the	board,	in	the	form	of

a	bid	for	the	TV	rights	at	a	price	of	$320	million	that	shook	Kerry	Packer	more
than	a	bit.	The	ACB	Chief	Executive,	Malcolm	Speed,	almost	shaking	with	fury
by	now,	came	out	with	a	statement	 that	he	could	get	comfortably	more	for	 the
rights	from	one	of	the	major	networks	and	it	actually	led	to	a	really	great	deal	for
cricket	with	Channel	Nine.	At	the	time,	Kerry	was	furious,	thinking	that	(a)	the
players’	threat	of	strike	action	was	damaging	his	product	and	might	even	take	it
off	air,	and	(b)	the	rights	price	just	went	up!	I	was	also	a	very	close	friend	of	the
Packers	so	was	in	a	difficult	position.
I	 had	 dinner	with	 James	 Packer	 to	 explain	 there	was	more	 to	 this	 than	 just

money.	‘Yes,	13	per	cent	is	bullshit,’	I	said,	‘20	per	cent	is	fair	–	but	it’s	only	a
part	 of	 the	 story.’	He	was	 amazed	 to	 hear	we	 all	 still	 had	 to	 share	 rooms,	 fly
economy,	weren’t	offered	a	cent	for	our	wives’	travel	or	accommodation,	were
on	pathetic	expenses,	and	that	much	the	same	story	existed	in	domestic	cricket
too.	 I	 said	 that	we	needed	a	 say	 in	 the	Sheffield	Shield,	 the	other	 formats,	 the
amount	 of	 cricket	 played,	 the	 conditions	 and	 playing	 regulations.	 Actually,	 I
think	the	key	thing,	and	the	message	we	wanted	the	Packers	to	understand,	was
that	 we	 wanted	 a	 partnership	 with	 the	 ACB,	 instead	 of	 being	 their	 bullied
employees.
Once	 the	 news	went	 public,	we	 copped	 it	 from	 the	 fans,	who	 said	we	were

greedy,	and	from	the	board,	who	fought	dirty.	Every	time	we	went	to	a	meeting
with	board	members,	 they	seemed	a	step	ahead,	 like	 there	was	a	mole	 in	 there
somewhere.	We	never	found	out	who	for	sure,	and,	anyway,	it’s	long	gone	now
and	things	have	worked	out	well.
At	much	the	same	time	as	I	was	with	James	Packer,	James	Erskine	was	telling

Kerry	 to	calm	down,	assuring	him	he	had	no	 interest	 in	TV	rights	and	 that	 the
players	were	not	of	a	mind	to	strike,	unless	there	was	a	complete	refusal	from	the
board	 to	 respond	 to	any	of	our	 suggestions.	As	 it	 turned	out	 in	 the	end,	Kerry
paid	a	higher	price	for	the	rights	but	accepted	that	the	players	deserved	more.	He
had	 to.	 It	 wasn’t	 such	 a	 different	 situation	 from	 his	 reasons	 for	World	 Series
Cricket	20	years	earlier!
(By	the	way,	Cricket	Australia	owe	so	much	to	the	Packer	family	and	to	the

Nine	Network	in	general.	The	fact	that	the	rights	have	now	gone	elsewhere	tells



us	 a	 great	 deal	 about	 how	 both	 television	 and	 the	 commercial	 side	 of	 cricket
administration	 have	 changed,	 not	 necessarily	 for	 the	 better.	 The	 partnership
between	Nine	and	CA	lasted	40	years	and	did	 the	game	proud.	Fox	and	Seven
have	 big	 shoes	 to	 fill;	 I’m	 looking	 forward	 to	 my	 part	 in	 the	 new	 age	 of
television	 coverage	with	 Fox	 Sports.	 I’m	 interested	 to	 see	 how	 some	 guys	 go
commentating	on	 six	hours	of	 slow	Test	 cricket,	 as	Big	Bash	 is	 action-packed
and	very	easy	to	commentate	on.)
Anyway,	after	Speed’s	reaction	to	James’	rights	offer,	we	had	all	but	won	the

fight.	Speed	could	hardly	 say	 there	was	comfortably	more	out	 there	 than	$320
million	and	then	deny	the	players	a	decent	chunk	of	it!	We	agreed	a	20	per	cent
revenue	share	deal	that	increased	to	25	per	cent	in	the	updated	Memorandum	of
Understanding	 four	 years	 later.	 The	 principles	 of	 that	 Memorandum	 of
Understanding	 existed	 in	 its	mainly	 original	 format	 for	 20	 years,	 until	 slightly
altered	arrangements	were	negotiated	under	acrimonious	circumstances	in	2017.
I	 strongly	 believe	 in	 the	 value	 and	 power	 of	 the	 Australian	 Cricketers’

Association.	It	 is	more	than	a	voice,	 it’s	a	 true	union	that	defends	the	rights	of
the	players	and	works	to	improve	them.	In	turn,	Cricket	Australia	have	to	work
more	 closely	with	 the	ACA	 to	 develop	 a	 partnership	 that	will	make	 sure	 they
avoid	the	ridiculously	bitter	negotiations	that	gave	the	game	such	a	bad	name	in
2017.	The	 ‘them	and	us’	 attitude	 is	wrong	 and,	whatever	CA	 say,	 it	 does	 still
exist	all	these	years	on.	Fix	it,	guys.	The	ACA	does	great	work	on	behalf	of	the
current	players,	as	well	as	those	who	have	moved	on	and	found	life	after	a	career
in	the	game	so	difficult.	I’m	very	proud	of	my	role	that	I	played	all	those	years
ago	and	my	advice	is	simple	–	cricket	should	be	a	partnership	with	everyone	in	it
together.

Sell	the	Ferrari,	Son

From	around	the	age	of	10	my	dream	was	to	own	a	Ferrari,	a	midnight	blue	355
Ferrari.	So,	with	a	few	bucks	coming	in	I	drove	down	to	Dutton’s	and	asked	if
they	had	one.
‘Warney,’	he	said,	‘I’ve	never	seen	a	midnight	blue	355	Ferrari	–	red,	black,

white,	yellow,	but	no	blue,	mate,	sorry.	I’ll	keep	a	look	out.’
‘Okay,’	 I	 said,	 ‘low	 kilometres,	 tan	 or	 white	 interior,	 and	 I’ll	 write	 you	 a

cheque	the	minute	you	find	one.’
Two	years	later,	 in	the	middle	of	the	players’	dispute	with	the	board,	I	get	a

phone	call.	‘Shane,	I’ve	found	a	midnight	blue	355	Ferrari	exactly	the	way	you



want	it	–	2000	kilometres	on	the	clock,	as	good	as	brand	new.	The	wife	of	the
owner	wanted	yellow	so	he	traded	it	in.’	Oh,	hmmm.	Righto,	I’ll	call	the	bank.
So	there	we	are,	fighting	for	better	pay	and	preparing	to	strike,	when	I	get	a

Ferrari	delivered.	It’s	now	the	days	before	the	1998	Boxing	Day	Test	match	and
I’m	 telling	 everyone	what	 I’ve	given	myself	 for	Christmas.	 I’m	pretty	keen	 to
show	the	boys	so	I	drive	it	in	to	the	’G	on	Boxing	Day	morning	with	my	foot	to
the	floor.	Next	day,	front	page	of	the	papers,	‘Players	Need	More	Money’,	with	a
pic	 of	me	 climbing	 out	 of	 a	midnight	 blue	 Ferrari.	 Oops!	Warne	 came	 in	 for
some	stick.
Fair	call,	 though	 in	my	defence,	comfortably	 the	main	source	of	my	 income

was	 sponsorship.	 I	was	 probably	making	 close	 to	 1.5	million	 bucks	 a	 year,	 of
which	cricket	was	around	150K.	So	the	Ferrari	didn’t	come	from	cricket	money.
Not	that	I	said	that	in	public	…
A	few	months	later,	I	was	having	a	fun	dinner	at	Crown	Casino	in	Melbourne

with	Austin	Robertson,	John	Cornell,	Lloyd	Williams	–	a	very	dear	 friend	and
mentor	of	mine	who	owned	and	built	Crown	casino	–	and	both	James	and	Kerry
Packer.	Kerry	 said,	 ‘What’s	with	 the	blue	Ferrari,	 son?	 It’s	not	doing	you	any
favours.	 Be	 like	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 Aussies	 out	 there	 and	 get	 yourself	 a	 Holden.
Everyone	loves	you	because	you’re	a	champion	who’s	still	a	knockabout	kind	of
guy,	but	they’ll	soon	think	you’re	too	big	for	your	boots	if	you	tear	around	town
in	a	blue	Ferrari.	Buy	a	Holden,	even	a	Ford.’
I	said,	‘Cool,	I	get	it.	Will	do,	Kerry.’
So	I	traded	in	the	blue	355,	bought	a	Holden	VK	Commodore	…	and	a	new

silver	360	Ferrari.
Next	summer,	Kerry	calls.	‘Did	you	sell	that	Ferrari,	son?’
‘Yep,	and	bought	a	Commodore.	It’s	awesome.’
‘Good	boy,	well	done.’	I	heard	that	eventually	he	found	out	the	full	story.	And

smiled.	Great	bloke,	Kerry,	he	taught	me	so	much	and	was	such	a	loyal	man.	I
miss	him	to	this	day.

Yellow

I	 always	 enjoyed	 captaincy.	 The	 game	 was	 in	 my	 blood	 in	 a	 way	 I	 hadn’t
realised	until	I’d	grown	up	a	little.	I	felt	I	had	an	instinct	for	it.	I	love	the	strategy
and	tactics;	the	detail,	those	little	things	that	change	the	bigger	picture.	At	times,
I	feel	I	can	sense	the	overall	pattern	of	a	match	even	before	most	of	it	happens.
That’s	probably	why	I	like	commentary	so	much	and	tournament	poker.



When	the	selectors	appointed	me	captain	of	the	one-day	team	for	the	home	tri-
series	 with	 England	 and	 Sri	 Lanka	 in	 early	 1999,	 I	 was	 pretty	 happy.	 Mark
Taylor	 had	 retired	 after	 another	 convincing	 win	 in	 the	 Ashes	 series,	 Steve
Waugh	was	taking	over	from	him,	and	I’d	been	made	vice-captain.	But	Steve	got
injured	just	before	the	one-day	series	began,	so	I	became	captain.
We	played	12	games	and	won	nine,	including	the	last	seven	on	the	bounce	to

win	the	tournament.	I	captained	aggressively	and	people	said,	‘Wow,	Warney’s
good	at	 this	–	 imaginative	and	unorthodox.’	 I	 love	 the	challenge	of	getting	 the
best	out	of	the	players,	encouraging	everyone	to	think	smart	but	in	a	relaxed	and
enjoyable	 environment.	 The	 guys	 responded	with	 a	 lot	 of	 enthusiasm	 and	 the
crowds	got	behind	us.	Fifty-over	day/night	cricket	was	 the	buzz	back	 then	and
we	had	a	lot	of	fun	during	the	series.	That’s	the	idea,	isn’t	it?!
The	chapters	about	my	time	at	Hampshire	and	then	with	the	Rajasthan	Royals

in	the	IPL	explain	best	how	I	see	cricket	captaincy	and	give	examples	of	putting
my	 principles	 into	 practice.	 They	 were	 two	 of	 the	 best	 and	 most	 rewarding
periods	of	my	career.

Dropped

West	Indies	1999.	We’re	2–1	down	after	three	Tests.	Won	the	first	easy,	lost	the
next	 couple	 to	Brian	Lara;	 two	 incredible	 innings.	 I	 know	he	 rates	 the	 first	 of
them,	the	double	hundred	in	Jamaica,	as	the	best	because	of	the	pressure	he	was
under.	 West	 Indies	 cricket	 was	 struggling,	 Brian	 was	 getting	 stabbed	 for	 his
captaincy,	 the	press	and	public	were	on	 the	players’	 case,	 and	 then	we	go	and
win	the	first	Test	in	Trinidad	by	a	mile,	bowling	them	out	for	51	in	the	second
dig.	Whoa!	 That’s	 heavy	 duty.	 Just	 about	 everyone	 wanted	 Brian’s	 head	 and
they	were	probably	only	a	game	away	from	getting	it.
His	 response	 was	 to	 make	 that	 double	 century	 in	 Jamaica	 and	 then	 a

wonderful	 153	 not	 out	 in	 the	 fourth-innings	 run	 chase	 in	 Barbados.	 I	 never
thought	anyone	could	bat	better	than	he	did	at	Sydney	in	1992	when	we	saw	him
for	 the	 first	 time	 and	 he	 made	 277.	 Given	 everything,	 though,	 I	 reckon	 his
innings	in	Jamaica	and	Barbados	in	1999	are	the	best	two	I’ve	seen.	It’s	a	tight
call	with	Sachin	in	India	the	previous	year,	but	because	of	that	pressure	and	the
fact	that	he	didn’t	have	a	great	side	around	him,	I’d	probably	give	Brian	the	nod.
Anyway,	we	were	2–1	down.	I	was	vice-captain	and	bowling	pretty	ordinary

and	Tugga	opened	the	selection	meeting	between	the	two	of	us	and	Geoff	Marsh,
the	 coach,	 by	 saying,	 ‘Warney,	 I	 don’t	 think	 you	 should	 play	 this	 next	 Test.’
(Remember	the	selectors	on	tour	were	the	captain,	vice-captain	and	coach.)



Silence.
‘Er,	right,’	I	said.	‘Why?’
‘I	don’t	think	you’re	bowling	very	well,	mate.’
‘Yes	…	fair	call,’	I	admitted.	‘My	shoulder	is	taking	longer	than	I	thought	but

it’s	close	now.	The	feel	is	slowly	coming	back	and	then	the	rhythm	will	come,
mate.	I’m	not	worried.	The	situation	we’re	in	is	exactly	when	I	perform	my	best.
History	proves	that,	so	I’m	looking	forward	to	the	match	and	I’m	confident	it’ll
work	itself	out.’
‘No,	mate,	I’m	not	so	sure.	I	really	don’t	think	it’s	right	that	you	play.	What

do	you	think,	Swampy?’
‘I	think	Warney	should	play,	mate,’	said	Geoff.
‘Well,	I’m	captain	and	I	don’t	agree,’	said	Steve.
Silence.
‘Swampy’	 suggested	we	 ask	Allan	Border,	who	was	 in	Antigua	with	 a	 tour

group.	So	we	found	him	and	got	him	in	that	evening.	All	the	boys	were	waiting
for	a	team	meeting	to	begin.	There	was	a	sideshow	to	this.	Geoff	was	AB’s	vice-
captain	and	when	 the	selectors	dropped	him,	AB	refused	 to	board	 the	plane	 to
Perth	for	the	Test	against	India	until	he	was	reinstated.	So	Swampy	figured	AB’s
loyalty	would	win	out.
Steve	related	our	previous	conversations	to	AB.
‘Jesus	Christ,	I	back	Warney	every	time,’	AB	said.	‘The	situation	is	made	for

him.	Anyway,	we	owe	him.	Think	of	what	he’s	done	for	Australian	cricket.	We
need	to	show	faith.’
I	thought,	‘That	should	do	it.’
Then	 Steve	 said,	 ‘No,	 I	 appreciate	 your	 thoughts,	 AB,	 but	 Warney’s	 not

playing.	I’m	going	with	my	gut	here.	Sorry,	guys.’
Disappointed	 is	 not	 a	 strong	 enough	 word.	 When	 the	 crunch	 came	 Tugga

didn’t	support	me,	and	I	felt	so	totally	let	down	by	someone	who	I	had	supported
big	time	and	was	also	a	good	friend.
At	 the	 team	meeting,	 he	 said,	 ‘This	 is	 the	 hardest	 thing	 I’ve	 had	 to	 do	 as	 a

captain	 but	 Warney’s	 not	 playing	 –	 plus	 these	 changes	 too.	 It’s	 Blewett	 for
Elliott,	Dale	for	Gillespie	and	Miller	for	Warne.’	There	was	complete	silence.
(Diversion.	 Just	 before	 the	 tour	 of	 the	 West	 Indies,	 I	 signed	 a	 deal	 with

Nicorette	to	give	up	smoking	for	the	first	time	in	my	life.	They	said,	‘Listen,	85
per	 cent	 of	 people	 take	 at	 least	 three	 attempts	 to	 pack	 it	 in,	 so	 if	 you	 have	 a
cigarette	let	us	know	because	there	are	steps	in	place	to	help	you.’
At	the	time	I	would	still	have	the	occasional	one,	the	plan	being	to	slowly	stop

with	 the	help	of	Nicorette.	That	night	 I	 got	dropped,	 I	went	out	with	Brendon
Julian	 and	 Damien	Martyn.	 Geez,	 I	 had	 the	 shits	 and	 felt	 embarrassed.	 I	 got



plastered,	we	all	did,	and	Marto	lit	up	a	fag.	I	said,	‘Give	me	one	of	those	things,
mate.’	And	at	the	very	second	I	lit	up,	a	flash	went	off	and	some	bloke	shouted,
‘I’m	going	to	sell	this!’
I	 thought	 nothing	 of	 it	 –	 whatever,	 mate,	 just	 fuck	 off!	 –	 continued	 to	 get

hammered,	smoked	a	few	more,	and	the	next	morning	I	woke	up	thinking	–	not
for	the	first	time	in	my	life	–	‘You	idiot!’	I	rang	Jase,	who	was	my	manager	in
those	days,	and	said,	‘You	better	call	Nicorette.’
They	got	back	 to	me	straight	away.	 ‘No	worries,’	 they	said.	 ‘We	told	you	 it

would	 take	at	 least	 three	attempts.	We	knew	this	would	happen,	we	 just	didn’t
know	when.’	So	 they	put	out	some	great	PR	stuff	and	made	 it	clear	 they	were
backing	me.	Phew.)
Anyway,	 I	 smoked	 in	 the	 toilet	 through	most	of	 the	match,	 so	no-one	could

see	 me.	 Errol	 Alcott	 and	 a	 few	 of	 the	 guys	 joined	 me	 in	 the	 dunny	 too.	 I
conducted	 myself	 badly,	 to	 be	 honest.	 I	 wasn’t	 that	 supportive	 of	 the	 team,
which	I	regret.
Looking	 back,	 this	 was	 probably	 a	 combination	 of	 the	 shoulder	 issue	 still

eating	 away	at	me	 and	 the	pure	 anger	bubbling	 inside	 at	Steve’s	 lack	of	 trust.
During	 the	 first	 three	Tests,	at	various	 times	some	of	 the	bowlers	came	 to	me,
grumbling	about	Tugga’s	captaincy	and	field	placements	and	stuff.	I	said	I	was
backing	him	to	the	hilt	and	if	they	had	a	problem	with	the	captain	they	should	go
see	him	direct.	Perhaps	because	of	this,	I	was	deeply	disappointed	that	he	didn’t
back	me	in	return.
I	 understand	he	had	 a	 job	 to	do.	He	wanted	 to	win	 the	game	and,	yes,	 they

went	on	to	win	it	and	draw	the	series,	but	who’s	to	say	they	wouldn’t	have	won
it	with	me	in	the	team?	Steve	will	always	say	the	result	justifies	the	decision,	but
I	 don’t	 think	 it’s	 as	 simple	 as	 that.	 I	 lost	 a	 bit	 of	 respect	 for	 him	 after	 that.	 I
believe	he	should	have	backed	me	–	as	I	always	believe	the	art	of	captaincy	is	to
support	your	players	and	back	them	every	time.	This	gains	the	respect	from	the
players	and	makes	them	play	for	you.	He	didn’t,	it’s	history,	but	I	never	found	it
easy	with	him	after	that.
We	won	in	Antigua	by	176	runs.	Brian	got	yet	another	hundred	out	of	West

Indies’	 first	 innings	 222	 but	 it	 wasn’t	 enough	 to	 save	 them	 this	 time.	What	 a
performance	 by	 him	 all	 tour.	 The	 wickets	 were	 shared	 around	 in	 both	 West
Indies	innings	–	Colin	Miller	got	three	in	the	match,	Stuart	MacGill	five.	It	was	a
great	series	that	finished	2–2	and	kept	Brian	in	the	job.
I’ll	say	one	thing	for	being	dropped.	It	made	me	realise	how	much	I	loved	the

game	and	how	much	I	missed	not	being	out	there	on	the	park	with	the	guys.	It
gave	me	focus,	but	a	part	of	me	wanted	to	throw	the	towel	in.



Magilla

Stuart	MacGill	and	I	always	got	along	well.	His	folks	and	my	folks	catch	up	all
the	time.	They	have	mutual	friends	and	enjoy	hanging	out	together	much	as	they
did	when	we	were	playing	together	for	Australia.
He	had	a	great	attitude,	and	was	more	a	snarling	fast	bowler	than	thoughtful

spinner.	He	was	kind	of	furious,	come	to	think	of	it.	Off	the	field	he	was	great
company	 but	 he	 had	 a	 rage	 and	 you	 needed	 to	 dodge	 it.	 Just	 occasionally	 he
could	be	like	a	light	switch	–	one	minute	fantastic,	the	next	a	bit	ugly.	When	the
switch	 flipped,	 some	 of	 the	 guys	 –	 Andy	 Bichel	 and	 Matthew	 Hayden	 in
particular	–	used	to	tell	him	to	pull	his	head	in	or	risk	getting	it	knocked	off.
He	could	really	rip	those	side-spinning	leggies	of	his,	and	in	an	aggressive	sort

of	way.	When	 ‘Magilla’	was	 on	 top	 he	was	 pretty	 hard	 to	 peg	 back.	 Sure,	 he
bowled	 bad	 balls	 –	 two,	 sometimes	 three	 an	 over	 –	 but	 the	 good	 ones	 were
ridiculous	when	he	was	on.	He	was	a	wicket-taker,	simple	as	that.	Two	hundred
and	eight	wickets	in	44	Tests	with	12	five-wicket	hauls	speaks	for	itself.	He	took
12	against	England	 in	my	comeback	match	at	 the	SCG	 in	 the	1999	New	Year
Test.	Brilliant	 performance.	Then	he	got	 on	 it	with	 Ian	Botham	 that	 night	 and
wonders	 to	 this	 day	how	he	 survived.	He’s	 no	 slouch	himself	 by	 the	way	 and
these	days	is	right	into	wine	–	a	special	subject	for	him.
Other	than	when	I	wasn’t	around,	he	mainly	got	picked	when	the	pitch	was	a

big	turner	and	we	decided	to	play	two	spinners,	so	most	of	his	career	he	played
in	conditions	that	suited	–	lucky	bastard!	The	argument	that	his	record	ended	up
better	than	it	would	have	if	he’d	played	on	the	flat	decks,	or	the	green	seamers,
when	conditions	didn’t	suit	him,	might	have	something	to	it,	but	it’s	pretty	unfair
on	him.	You	can	only	do	what	you’re	asked	to	do	and	he	did	that	very	well.
Steve	stuck	with	him	for	the	Antigua	match	because	he	had	a	decent	run	while

I	was	out	injured	but,	in	truth,	he	didn’t	bowl	much	better	than	me	in	the	defeats
in	 Jamaica	 and	Barbados.	 I	 never	 thought	 two	 leg-spinners	was	 a	good	 idea.	 I
preferred	someone	who	spun	it	the	other	way,	so	an	off-spinner	like	Maysey	or
‘Funky’	Miller	was	always	my	choice	during	those	years.	Two	leg-spinners	will
almost	 certainly	want	 the	 same	end	and,	 anyway,	batsmen	get	used	 to	 the	ball
turning	one	way	and,	I	believe,	it	negates	both	of	them.
Magilla	doesn’t	have	a	problem	with	 that.	He	always	 said	 that	he	played	as

much	as	he	did	because	of	me.	He	 says,	 ‘Warney	opened	 the	door	 to	 leg-spin
and	the	rest	of	us	just	tried	to	walk	in.’



World	Cup	1999

Soon	 enough	 we	 were	 in	 England	 for	 the	 1999	World	 Cup.	We	 lost	 to	 New
Zealand	and	Pakistan	almost	 immediately	and	 the	pundits	wrote	us	off.	Trevor
Hohns,	the	chairman	of	selectors,	rang	me	to	say	that	if	Steve	doesn’t	get	a	score
or	we	don’t	make	the	next	stage	of	the	tournament,	we’re	leaving	him	out	of	the
side	 and	making	 you	 captain.	 That	was	 fine,	 but	 right	 there	 and	 then	 our	 full
attention	needed	to	be	directed	towards	getting	back	on	track	in	a	tournament	we
were	fast	disappearing	from.	In	effect,	we	had	to	win	six	games	in	a	row	to	make
the	final	and	one	more	to	win	the	World	Cup	at	Lord’s.	There	was	no	room	for
another	mistake:	one	more	loss	and	we	were	gone.
Next	up	was	South	Africa	at	Headingley.	This	was	the	game	when	Herschelle

Gibbs	famously	dropped	Steve	–	and,	by	the	way,	it’s	a	load	of	crap	that	he	said
to	Herschelle,	‘You’ve	just	dropped	the	World	Cup.’	It’s	totally	made	up.
Sorry,	 let’s	go	back	a	step.	At	 the	end	of	 the	 team	meeting	the	night	before,

Swampy	 asked	 if	 anyone	 had	 anything	 else	 to	 offer.	 I	 said,	 ‘One	 thing.	 If
Herschelle	Gibbs	 catches	 you,	 stand	 your	 ground,	 because	 he	 never	 holds	 the
ball	 long	 enough	 before	 he	 throws	 it	 in	 the	 air	 in	 celebration.’	 And	 everyone
said,	‘Yeah	right,	whatever.’	I	said,	‘No	seriously,	remember	I	said	that	because
he’ll	catch	someone	tomorrow	and	throw	it	up	 too	quick.	 I	 reckon	the	umpires
are	watching	for	it,	but,	if	not,	we	should	point	it	out.’	And	guess	what.	Some	of
the	guys	have	told	that	story	in	their	own	books,	saying	they	couldn’t	believe	I
came	up	with	 it.	Maybe	 it	 saved	Steve’s	one-day	career.	 It	certainly	saved	our
World	Cup.
To	Steve’s	credit,	he	made	a	fantastic	hundred	–	after	Herschelle	had	missed

him	on	56.	The	win	gave	us	confidence	and	we	marched	through	the	remainder
of	 the	 Super	 Six	 group	 and	 the	 quarter-final.	 All	 of	 which	 meant	 we	 played
South	Africa	again	in	the	semi	at	Edgbaston.	What	a	game!	Best	one-day	match
ever.
We	 got	 knocked	 over	 for	 213,	 Shaun	 Pollock	 nipping	 the	 ball	 around	 in

typical	 fashion.	 Steve	 hung	 on	 in	 there,	 putting	 on	 a	 crucial	 90	with	Michael
Bevan.	I’ve	watched	this	game	twice	through	on	video,	from	first	to	last.	It’s	a
great	plot	line	and	a	lesson	to	any	cricketer	that	each	and	every	ball	is	priceless.
We	were	slow	out	of	the	blocks,	South	Africa	0/43,	and	when	Steve	threw	me

the	ball,	obviously	the	situation	was	dire.	A	hint	of	irony	in	that	–	as	he	needed
me!
I	 thought,	 ‘Stuff	 the	shoulder,	 stuff	everything,	 let’s	give	 them	a	 rip	and	get

the	boys	back	into	the	game	–	and	make	them	believe	we	can	win	this.’



It	went	like	this:	I	bowled	Herschelle	Gibbs	with	a	Gatting	ball;	then	I	ripped
one	 through	 Gary	 Kirsten	 before	 knocking	 over	 Hansie	 Cronje.	 Eight	 overs,
3/12,	that’s	as	good	as	I	can	do.	We	were	back	in	the	game	and	I	could	sense	I
was	dragging	 the	boys	with	me,	 to	believe	 that	a	place	 in	 the	World	Cup	final
was	still	on.
I	came	back	in	the	43rd	over,	when	Kallis	was	threatening	to	win	the	game.	I

was	 in	 the	 groove	 immediately	 and	 remember	 thinking	 that	 this	was	 the	most
tense	I’d	known	a	cricket	match	–	both	sides	on	edge,	each	run	precious,	each
wicket	gold.	After	Jonty’s	dismissal,	Shaun	Pollock	began	by	prodding	around
nervously,	which,	for	a	short	while,	played	into	our	hands.	Then,	out	of	nowhere,
at	the	start	of	my	last	over,	he	smashed	me	for	six	and	four	off	consecutive	balls,
followed	by	a	single.
‘Make	Jacques	wait,’	 I	 thought.	 ‘Draw	it	out.	Slow	down,	mate,	slow	down.

Dot	ball.	Slow	down,	Shane,	mate,	slow	down.	Make	him	wait	again.’
I	let	it	go	higher,	slower,	a	touch	wider,	and	he	drove	hard,	sliced	to	Steve	at

cover.	Out!	Warne	4/29.	Not	a	bad	effort,	that.
With	39	runs	to	win	and	four	wickets	in	hand,	Lance	Klusener	walked	to	the

wicket.	 Player	 of	 the	 tournament.	 We	 managed	 to	 get	 Pollock,	 Boucher	 and
Elworthy	out,	 but	 in	what	 seemed	 like	 a	 flash	Klusener	 had	31	 from	16	balls,
with	 four	 fours	 and	 a	 six.	 Shiiit!	 The	 last	 two	 of	 those	 boundaries	 came	 off
Damien	Fleming	in	the	final	over	of	the	match,	which	had	started	with	nine	still
required,	and	now	…	one	run	needed	off	four	balls.	There	was	only	one	winner,
surely.
Klusener	 swung	hard	at	 the	 third	ball	of	 the	over,	which	dribbled	 to	Darren

Lehmann	 at	 mid-on.	 Allan	 Donald	 just	 ran,	 kind	 of	 crazy.	 ‘Boof’	 threw	 and
missed.	 It	would	have	been	out	 if	 he’d	hit.	Chance	gone	now.	Or	had	 it?	Had
Donald	 learned	 his	 lesson?	 Pressure	 is	 the	weirdest	 thing;	 smart	men	 lose	 the
plot.	The	player	of	the	tournament	was	on	strike,	unbeaten	on	31,	and	now,	with
three	balls	remaining,	required	a	single,	solitary	run	for	a	place	in	the	World	Cup
final.	A	place	where	South	Africa	had	never	been	before.	And,	almost	certainly,
that	was	the	problem.
Once	you’ve	reached	a	certain	level,	the	hardest	thing	is	getting	over	the	line.

It’s	what	 separates	 the	 great	 from	 the	 very	 good	 –	 think	 Tiger	Woods,	 Roger
Federer	and	Rafa	Nadal.	The	South	Africans	were	good,	but	against	us,	well,	we
felt	 they	 just	wanted	 it	 too	 badly.	Add	 in	 the	 fact	 that	 after	 years	 of	 isolation
because	of	apartheid,	they	were	desperate	to	win	the	World	Cup	and	you	begin
to	 understand	 what	 Klusener	 and	 Donald	 were	 going	 through	 mentally.	 The
whole	of	South	Africa	was	watching:	they	could	not	not	win.	One	run	from	three
balls	–	no	way	you	don’t	get	that.	Except	they	didn’t.	They	did	not	win.	I	think



Klusener	–	or	‘Zulu’	as	they	called	him,	Natal’s	Zulu	warrior	–	would	have	got
four	or	six	to	win	in	one	hit.	But	one	run,	nine	down,	I	reckon	he	was	thinking,
‘Don’t	blow	this,	not	now.’	Four	or	six	to	win	would	have	meant	less	pressure	–
after	all,	fours	and	sixes	were	his	game.	But	one	–	just	a	single,	damn	it	–	was
suddenly,	weirdly,	very	difficult.
I	don’t	remember	Klusener	and	Donald	talking,	even	after	that	mix-up.	It	was

like	fear	had	set	in.	The	one	thing	we	knew	was	that	a	tie	worked	nicely	for	us,
very	nicely.	We’d	go	through	to	the	final	courtesy	of	our	win	at	Headingley	in
the	Super	Six	stage	of	the	tournament	against	them.
We	had	a	kind	of	ring	field	saving	one,	with	a	few	guys	dotted	here	and	there

for	the	ball	off	the	pad,	or	dropped	down	soft.	We	couldn’t	cover	for	the	big	hit.
Zulu	was	 a	 power	 leg-side	 hitter	 but	 the	 two	 boundaries	 he	 pummelled	 at	 the
start	of	the	over	were	through	the	off-side,	so	who	knew	where	the	ball	would	go
if	he	connected?	So	we	crowded	him	and	I	clearly	remember	how	nervous	I	was
and	how	I	was	thinking,	‘Wow,	this	is	awesome.	C’mon,	Flemo.’
The	 sense	 of	 chaos	 settled	 and	 Flem	 ran	 in	 to	 bowl	 a	 great	 ball,	 very	 full,

pretty	much	a	yorker	and	wide	of	off-stump.	Credit	to	Flem	here.	He’d	bowled
the	final	over	of	the	’96	semi-final	at	Chandigarh	against	West	Indies	too.	You
need	big	kahunas	to	do	that	job	–	twice!	He	had	them.
Klusener	went	hard	at	it	but	it	was	so	well	executed	by	Flem	that	he	couldn’t

get	 under	 it.	The	ball	 dribbled	 to	 Junior	 at	mid-off,	who,	 seeing	 that	Klusener
had	 charged	 down	 the	 pitch	 for	 the	 single,	 backhanded	 it	 at	 the	 stumps	 at	 the
non-striker’s	 end.	 He	 missed.	 By	 now	 Donald	 realised	 that	 Klusener	 was
committed	 to	 the	 run	 and	 set	 off	 himself,	 but	 sensing	 it	 was	 hopeless,	 turned
back	and	dropped	his	bat.	It	was	mayhem.	Both	batsmen	were	alongside	Flem,
stranded.	Our	guys	were	screaming	and	shouting	at	Flem	but	he	had	it	covered.
Cool	as	you	like,	he	picked	the	ball	up	and	rolled	it	underarm	down	the	pitch	to
Gilly	who	did	the	rest.	We	went	nuts.	The	crowd	went	from	confused	to	ecstatic
to	suicidal,	depending	on	who	they	were	barracking	for.
The	freeze-frame	of	that	moment	is	a	great	picture.	At	least	for	Australians,	it

is.	 In	 a	 way	 I	 felt	 for	 the	 South	 Africans	 as	 they	 were	 the	 best	 team	 in	 the
tournament.
In	 the	 final,	 we	 just	 blew	 Pakistan	 away.	 I	 never	 understood	 why	 Wasim

chose	 to	 bat	when	 he	won	 the	 toss,	 other	 than	 the	 fact	 that	 they	won	 a	 lot	 of
games	defending	with	that	brilliant	bowling	attack	of	theirs.	But	it	was	a	damp,
misty	 morning	 at	 Lord’s	 –	 a	 nice	 bowling	 morning.	 We	 knocked	 them	 over
cheaply	and	made	the	133	we	needed	to	win	by	mid-afternoon.	As	I	mentioned
in	an	earlier	chapter,	the	party	began	right	there	and	never	really	stopped.	I	was



man	of	 the	match	 in	both	 the	semi-final	and	 the	final.	The	shoulder	and	finger
were	fine.	And	I	felt	back	on	top	of	the	world.

When	September	Came

In	late	August	1999,	we	went	to	Sri	Lanka	for	a	triangular	one-day	tournament
with	India.	Continuing	our	World	Cup	form,	we	were	unbeaten	in	five	matches
up	 to	 the	 final	 and	 then	 got	 bowled	 out	 for	 202	 by	 Sri	 Lanka	 in	 the	 one	 that
mattered	most,	and	lost	it	easy.
Next	up,	in	early	September,	was	the	first	Test	in	Kandy,	and	not	just	any	old

first	 Test	 –	 the	 first	 since	 I’d	 been	 dropped	 in	 Antigua.	 Funky	 kept	 his	 spot,
while	Magilla	was	 left	out.	 I	 took	5/52	 in	 the	first	 innings	but	we	batted	badly
both	times	round	and	went	under.	There	was	a	Sri	Lankan	bogey	on	us	for	a	time
back	then	–	in	more	ways	than	one.
In	 the	 first	 innings,	 Steve	 Waugh	 and	 Jason	 Gillespie	 had	 this	 massive

collision	running	for	a	catch	in	the	outer.	It	was	really	nasty	and	no	one	knew	the
extent	of	the	injuries.
This	 is	where	 it	 got	 really	 interesting.	We	were	 one	 down	 in	 a	 three-match

series	and	at	 the	selection	meeting	for	 the	second	Test,	Steve,	who	was	up	and
about	now,	said	he	should	play.
‘I’m	 not	 sure	 you’re	 right,’	 I	 told	 him.	 ‘You’ve	 just	 had	 this	 dangerous

collision	–	take	it	easy,	mate.’
‘No	way,’	he	said,	‘I’ll	field	in	a	helmet.’
I	said,	‘You	can’t	field	in	a	helmet.’	Geoff	Marsh	said	the	same.
I	admit	 there	was	an	element	of	bitterness	in	my	attitude	to	Steve	after	what

happened	in	Antigua.	Equally,	it’s	my	honest	belief	that	you	can’t	field	a	whole
Test	match	 in	 a	 helmet,	 even	 in	 the	 gully.	As	 the	 conversation	went	 on	 I	 got
more	 and	 more	 facetious	 about	 it.	 I’d	 even	 say	 I	 was	 being	 a	 dickhead	 and
looking	 for	 a	bit	 of	 revenge.	He	hadn’t	 backed	me	and	now	 I	wasn’t	 going	 to
back	him.
I	have	to	emphasise	that	my	attitude	had	nothing	to	do	with	me	wanting	to	be

captain.	It	was	all	about	him	not	playing.	Someone	else	could	have	captained,	I
wouldn’t	 have	 given	 a	 shit.	 Steve	Waugh	 was	 the	 most	 selfish	 player	 I	 ever
played	with	 and	was	 only	worried	 about	 averaging	 50.	 It	was	 about	 a	 lack	 of
loyalty.	Pretty	childish,	I	know,	but	that’s	the	way	it	was.
It	wasn’t	that	he	dropped	me.	I	have	no	issue	about	being	dropped	if	I’m	not

performing;	if	you	don’t	perform,	out	you	go.	But	there	was	more	to	it	than	my
performances	–	I	think	it	was	jealousy.	He	started	to	niggle	away,	telling	me	to



look	at	my	diet	and	spend	more	time	on	deciding	what	sort	of	person	I	wanted	to
be	in	my	life,	how	to	conduct	myself	–	that	sort	of	stuff.	I	said,	‘Mate	–	worry
about	yourself.’
Anyway,	the	meeting	got	pretty	tense	and	eventually	Steve	said,	‘Fine,	I	won’t

field	in	a	helmet	but	I	am	playing.’
Geoff	said,	‘Okay,	I’m	good	with	that,’	so	I	lost	the	vote	2–1.
Steven	and	I	got	on	with	playing,	no	problem.	I’ve	always	said	you	don’t	have

to	have	your	best	mates	with	you	on	the	field,	but	that	when	you	cross	the	white
line	to	represent	Australia,	you	play	as	if	every	one	of	those	10	guys	is	your	best
friend	and	–	here	is	the	key	–	you	support	them	to	the	hilt.	It’s	how	a	team	has	to
work,	otherwise	the	negative	energy	seeps	in	and	breaks	that	unwritten	bond.
But	that	moment	was	really	it	for	me.	Our	friendship	had	been	on	the	edge	for

a	while.	After	the	West	Indies	and	Sri	Lanka	it	was	pretty	much	done.
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Mixed	Emotions

A	Famous	Five

TO	CELEBRATE	THE	turn	of	the	21st	century,	Wisden	picked	the	five	cricketers	of
the	20th	century.	I	knew	nothing	about	it	until	one	day	in	early	2000	I	got	a	call
saying	 I	 was	 voted	 number	 four.	 The	 five	 were	 Sir	 Jack	 Hobbs,	 Sir	 Donald
Bradman,	Sir	Garfield	Sobers,	Sir	Viv	Richards	and	Shane	Warne.	Spot	the	odd
one	out!	I	don’t	suppose	a	knighthood	is	coming	my	way	anytime	soon,	but	I	can
hope!	 But	 that’s	 fine	 –	 just	 to	 be	 recognised	 and	 talked	 about	 alongside	 the
greats	 in	 the	 history	 of	 the	 game	 was	 mind-blowing.	 (Many	 years	 later,	 the
Mayor	of	Melbourne	appointed	me	‘King	of	Moomba’	–	see	Chapter	18.	So,	you
know,	I	had	my	moment	too!)
The	Wisden	 people	 asked	 100	 former	 players,	 expert	 observers,	writers	 and

commentators	from	all	over	the	world	to	vote.	Each	of	them	chose	a	top	five	and
the	most	polled	got	the	nod.	What	an	honour.	I	was	very	surprised	–	I	couldn’t
believe	 it,	 to	 be	 honest	 –	 and	 felt	 a	 huge	 surge	 of	 pride	 in	 myself,	 and	 of
gratitude	to	all	the	people	who	had	helped	me	along	the	way.
It	also	made	me	think	back	to	all	the	wonderful	cricketers	over	so	many	years

and	 across	 so	many	 countries	 and	 continents	 –	 from	Victor	 Trumper	 to	 Greg
Chappell	and	Allan	Border	in	Australia,	for	example;	from	Wally	Hammond	and
Len	Hutton	 to	 Ian	Botham	 in	England;	 from	Vinoo	Mankad	 to	Virat	Kohli	 in
India.	 I	was	 the	only	 current	player,	which	made	 it	 all	 the	more	 amazing.	Viv
Richards	started	in	1974	and	finished	at	international	level	in	1991,	just	before	I
started.	Viv	Richards	 and	 Shane	Warne,	 the	 only	 youngsters	 in	 a	 short	 list	 of
names	that	covered	100	years	of	Test	match	cricket!	The	more	I	thought	about	it
and	the	more	often	I	said	those	words	to	myself,	the	prouder	I	became.
I	 began	 to	wonder	who	 I	would	 have	 chosen.	 Bradman,	 of	 course;	 and	my

favourite	player	of	all,	Viv	Richards.
I	didn’t	really	know	about	Jack	Hobbs	but	I	then	read	about	him	and	saw	that

he	made	197	first-class	hundreds	–	100	of	them	after	the	age	of	40!	I’d	have	had



Dennis	Lillee	in	my	five,	and	in	fact,	the	next	day,	when	I	saw	the	full	published
list	of	all	the	players	who	received	votes,	I	saw	that	Dennis	was	sixth.	Others	in
contention	 for	me	would	 have	 been	 Tendulkar,	 Lara	 and	Wasim	Akram,	who
combined	serious	pace	with	the	most	skill	of	any	bowler	I	came	up	against.	Any
cricket	 match	 was	 alive	 when	 Wasim	 was	 on	 the	 field.	 He	 was	 a	 ferocious
competitor	and	one	of	only	a	very	few	cricketers	able	to	break	out	and	change	a
game	with	both	 the	new	ball	and	old,	and	with	 the	bat.	Great	bloke	 too.	 I	 saw
Malcolm	Marshall	but	didn’t	play	against	him.	No	doubt	he	was	a	great	bowler.
Most	good	 judges	have	him	up	 there	with	Lillee.	Sir	Richard	Hadlee	 too	–	he
pretty	much	carried	the	New	Zealand	attack	on	his	own.
In	the	end	I	think	I’d	choose	Wasim	to	make	up	the	numbers.	So	my	five,	if

I’d	been	asked	to	vote,	would	have	been	Bradman,	Sobers,	Lillee,	Viv	Richards
and	Wasim	Akram.
I	 asked	 about	 the	 criteria	 for	 selection.	 Broad	 appeal	 and	 match-winning

ability,	they	said,	which	I	suppose	meant	more	than	just	the	statistics.	And	as	I
always	say	to	young	players,	people	won’t	remember	your	stats	–	it’s	all	about
the	way	you	play	the	game.	Wisden	says	that	the	27	votes	for	me	came	from	a
wide	selection	of	the	voters	and	across	the	generations.	One	comment	made	me
particularly	 proud.	 An	 English	 journalist	 called	 Crawford	 White,	 the	 former
cricket	 correspondent	 of	 the	Daily	 Express,	 who	 had	 apparently	 been	 around
long	 enough	 to	 have	 watched	 both	 Bill	 O’Reilly	 and	 me,	 said	 that	 ‘O’Reilly
didn’t	rip	 the	ball	 through	like	Warne	does	…	And	I	don’t	 think	he	caught	 the
imagination	 quite	 as	 much	 as	 this	 lad.’	 Given	 everything	 I’d	 heard	 about
O’Reilly,	 that	was	very	 flattering.	Elsewhere,	 I	 read	 stuff	 like	 ‘Warne	brought
leg-spin	back	after	it	seemed	to	have	died’	and	‘Warne	brought	a	new	audience
to	the	game	every	bit	as	much	because	of	his	ear	stud,	hairstyles,	modern	clothes
and	rock	’n’	roll	attitude	as	because	of	his	bowling.’	I	liked	that	too.
There	was	no	event	to	mark	Wisden’s	announcement	of	the	Five	Cricketers	of

the	Century,	just	10	posters	that	we	each	signed.	Obviously	not	Jack	Hobbs	but
they	 managed	 to	 get	 Bradman	 to	 sign	 before	 he	 died	 in	 2001	 –	 so	 that’s	 a
treasured	possession.
For	what	 it’s	worth,	 the	 top	 15,	 down	 to	Bill	O’Reilly,	with	 the	 amount	 of

votes	 they	 received	 beside	 their	 names,	 were:	 Bradman	 (100),	 Sobers	 (90),
Hobbs	(30),	Warne	(27),	Viv	Richards	(25),	Lillee	and	Worrell	(19),	Hammond
(18),	Compton	(14),	Hadlee	and	Imran	Khan	(13),	Gavaskar	(12),	S.	F.	Barnes
and	Hutton	(11),	O’Reilly	(10).	The	highest-placed	current	player	after	that	was
Sachin,	who	was	17th.
It’s	pretty	cool	for	us	both	to	be	up	with	those	guys!



In	my	thinking,	the	best	of	the	best	have	to	be	so	good	that	no-one	argues	their
status;	so	different	that	they	challenge	the	way	the	game	is	played,	its	tactics	or
its	 laws;	 so	 skilful	 that	 they	 almost	 single-handedly	 win	 matches	 for	 their
country;	so	confident	that	they	drag	others	with	them;	and	so	exciting	to	watch
that	their	X-factor	brings	in	the	crowds.
Bradman	 had	 all	 of	 those	 attributes	 and	 he	 received	 100	 votes	 out	 of	 100.

Think	about	it.	He	finished	up	with	a	record	nearly	twice	as	good	as	anyone	else;
Bodyline	‘restricted’	him	to	an	average	of	56.5	over	the	four	matches	out	of	five
that	he	played	in	the	series,	a	phenomenal	performance	by	anyone	else	(the	next
best	 Aussie	 was	 Stan	 McCabe	 with	 42.7);	 he	 won	 countless	 matches	 for	 the
teams	 he	 played	 in;	 and	 when	 you	 watch	 the	 old	 black-and-white	 film	 the
crowds	are	packed	in	to	watch	him.	Think	of	the	shock	around	the	ground	when
he	got	out,	particularly	in	his	last	innings,	and	the	disappointment	that	came	with
it.	And	then	remember	that	more	than	60	years	later	he	was	still	the	most	sought-
after	personality	in	the	game	and	the	cricketer	whose	signature	was	most	wanted.
I	met	Bradman	in	1998.	Sachin	and	I	were	asked	to	go	and	see	him	on	his	90th

birthday.	We	were	told	we	were	his	two	favourite	current	players,	an	incredible
compliment,	so	we	went	to	his	home	in	Adelaide	and	talked	for	three	hours.	His
son	John	was	there	too.
Sachin	 asked	 him	 about	 preparation	 and	 he	 said	 that	 when	 he	 moved	 to

Adelaide	he	worked	as	a	stockbroker	first	thing	in	the	morning	and	then	walked
down	to	the	ground	to	play	Sheffield	Shield	cricket!	Otherwise	he	had	nets	but
no	 other	 specific	methods	 of	 preparation.	No	 sports	 science	 in	 those	 days,	 no
video	tape	or	digital	replays,	just	blood	and	sweat.
I	asked	him	about	the	modern	game	and,	surprisingly,	he	thought	the	game	in

general	hadn’t	changed	a	great	deal	–	except	for	the	standard	of	fielding,	ground
fielding	that	is,	which	he	thought	was	fantastic,	as	against	slips	catching,	which
he	said	was	about	the	same	or	a	little	lower	than	it	was.	He	would	have	liked	to
have	 played	 one-day	 cricket	 –	 right	 up	 his	 street,	 he	 said.	 He	 talked	 about
O’Reilly	being	the	best	bowler	he	had	seen	and	Harold	Larwood	the	fastest,	but
he	didn’t	talk	about	Bodyline	at	all.	He	said	O’Reilly	spun	it	hard	and	was	very
aggressive	and	that	there	were	similarities	between	us.	He	liked	watching	me,	he
said,	 and	 enjoyed	 seeing	 batsmen	 intimidated	 by	 a	 spinner.	He	 told	Sachin	 he
reminded	him	of	himself	as	a	young	man,	that	they	batted	in	a	similar	way.	Nice
things	to	say.
We	were	nervous,	 just	 two	kids	really.	We	had	dressed	in	very	similar	suits,

shirts	and	ties,	and	a	nice	picture	was	taken	of	the	three	of	us,	at	Don	Bradman’s
house,	a	normal	suburban	home	in	Adelaide.	I’ll	never	forget	it.



I’ve	heard	so	many	stories	about	Garry	Sobers	–	how	good	his	eye	was;	how
hard	 he	 hit	 the	 ball;	 how	 late	 he	 swung	 it	 in	 at	 pace;	 how	 he	 could	 bowl
chinamen	 and	 left-arm	 orthodox;	 how	 his	 outrageous	 fielding	 close	 to	 the	 bat
shocked	everyone.	He	sounds	like	Superman.	Ian	Chappell	told	me	a	story	about
the	 last	 ball	 of	 a	 day	 in	 a	 Shield	 game	 when	 Sobers	 was	 playing	 for	 South
Australia	and	fielding	at	bat-pad	to	either	Terry	Jenner	or	Ashley	Mallett,	I	don’t
remember.	Sobers	pre-empted	the	batsman’s	defensive	shot	and,	diving	forward,
caught	the	ball	before	it	hit	the	ground.	‘Chaps’	said	everyone	just	stood	there	in
disbelief.
Sir	Garry	got	90	votes	out	of	100,	by	the	way.
Viv	was	my	first	hero	and	the	greatest	cricketer	in	my	eyes.	He	had	everything

I	liked	–	the	swagger,	the	intimidation	factor,	the	aggression	–	and	he	delivered
when	his	team	most	needed	him.	We	used	to	go	and	see	him	at	the	’G.	Some	of
his	shot-making	was	 just	 insane,	outrageous!	He	was	pulled	 in	as	a	mentor	 for
the	Melbourne	Stars	and	I	loved	spending	time	with	him.	One	day,	after	a	long
dressing-room	 debate	 about	 team	 spirit	 and	 the	 need	 to	 work	 harder	 for	 each
other	in	general,	we	asked	him	if	the	West	Indies	team	of	the	1980s,	arguably	the
greatest	team	ever,	got	along	okay	or	if	they	ever	bitched	and	fought.
He	said,	‘Man,	we	never	got	along	that	well.	Yes,	there	were	friendships	when

we	walked	on	the	field	and	we	were	all	together	in	the	heat	of	battle	but,	off	the
field,	a	lot	of	the	times	this	guy	didn’t	like	that	guy	and	that	guy	didn’t	like	this
guy	and	so	on.	I	had	a	couple	of	the	fellas	I	didn’t	appreciate	so	much	–	not	my
cup	of	 tea,	 that	sort	of	 thing.	But	 it	never	affected	our	cricket.	We	played	hard
and	to	win.	We	took	no	prisoners	and,	in	that,	we	were	always	together.’
It’s	an	interesting	subject	and	comes	back	to	where	I	finished	the	last	chapter.

The	Australian	team	I	started	in	got	along	fine,	but	 the	new	guys	who	came	in
during	the	late	1990s,	well,	they	were	different	and	I	didn’t	get	along	with	all	of
them.	That’s	not	to	say	that	when	we	were	out	on	the	field,	we	were	anything	but
in	 it	 together.	We	never	spoke	publicly	about	differences	–	Viv	said	 that	 too	–
and	anytime	any	of	us	were	asked	about	a	 team-mate	in	a	press	conference	we
always	said	good	things.	At	least,	that	was	the	principle	with	which	we	operated
in	our	 team	environment,	 that	 every	message	put	out	 there	was	 to	be	positive.
Once	you	crossed	the	white	line,	you’d	die	for	your	team-mates.
The	great	teams	in	history	are	considered	to	be	the	Invincibles	under	Bradman

in	1948,	West	 Indies	under	Clive	Lloyd	and	Viv	Richards,	 and	Australia	 from
the	mid-1990s	 to	early	2000s,	 first	under	Mark	Taylor	and	 then	Steve	Waugh.
Perhaps	the	friction	amongst	the	various	personalities	and	very	strong	characters
in	 the	 best	 teams	 led	 to	 a	 greater	 intensity	 in	 the	way	 those	 teams	played	 and
prepared	as	well	as	trained.



Two	More	Men	at	the	Turn	of	the	Century

I’ve	 already	 explained	why	 Tendulkar	 and	 Lara	were	 in	 a	 class	 of	 their	 own.
Wasim	 Akram	 too.	 I	 should	 also	 mention	 Jacques	 Kallis,	 whose	 record	 is
absolutely	 outstanding.	 Over	 13,000	 Test	 runs,	 which	 is	 the	 same	 as	 Ricky
Ponting,	as	well	as	292	wickets	at	32.6;	200	catches.	I	remember	Jacques’	near-
perfect	innings	to	save	the	1997	Boxing	Day	Test	with	an	unbeaten	hundred	–	it
was	his	first	of	many.	Occasionally	he	would	throw	off	the	shackles	–	not	often
enough	in	my	view	–	and	parade	his	wonderful	array	of	strokes,	but	in	general
I’d	say	it	was	the	excellence	of	his	technique	that	shone	through	in	long	innings
played	 to	 set	 up	 South	Africa’s	 bowlers.	 He	was	 just	 a	magnificent	 all-round
cricketer	with	the	biggest	heart	and	a	strong	mind;	surely	one	of	the	greatest	of
all	time	and,	among	modern	players,	easily	the	stand-out	all-rounder.
South	 Africans	 claim	 he	 was	 better	 than	 Sobers.	 I	 think	 that’s	 because	 the

figures	stand	up.	Comparing	is	almost	impossible	but	from	what	I’ve	heard	from
the	 guys	 who	 saw	 both,	 Sir	 Garry	 had	 everyone	 covered	 for	 talent,	 flair	 and
game-changing	genius.
I	 want	 to	 talk	 about	Muttiah	Muralitharan	 too.	 The	 things	Murali	 could	 do

with	 the	 ball	 were	 unbelievable.	 Once	 you	 combine	 a	 big	 spinning	 off-break
with	a	hard	spun	doosra	and	you	do	so	accurately	and	with	 lots	of	 revs	on	 the
ball	over	a	consistent	period	of	 time,	well,	you’ve	got	 the	game	in	your	hands.
Murali	 put	 batsmen	 under	 so	 much	 pressure	 through	 accuracy,	 patience,
perseverance	and	the	likelihood	that	eventually	he’d	make	something	happen.
Unfortunately,	there	is	divided	opinion	over	his	action.	The	law	changed	to	a

15-degree	 elbow-flex	 allowance	 because	 of	 Murali.	 Once	 they	 started	 testing
him,	they	tested	others	too	and	found	that	more	bowlers	had	a	significant	degree
of	flex	than	was	imagined.	The	biggest	problem	for	Murali,	or	for	his	action,	was
the	 doosra.	 It’s	 hard	 to	 bowl	 it	with	 a	 straight	 arm	 and	 virtually	 impossible	 if
you’re	really	spinning	 it	and	getting	 it	out	 there	at	a	good	pace.	 I	 think	Murali
was	measured	 at	 14	degrees,	 so	you	 could	 argue	 that	 the	 laws	 changed	 for	 no
other	 reason	 than	 to	 allow	 him	 to	 bowl.	 That’s	 fine.	 I	 have	 no	 problem	with
cricket	 evolving,	 but	 I	 do	 feel	 for	 guys	 like	 Ian	 Meckiff	 who	 got	 called	 for
throwing	 and	were	 drummed	 out	 of	 the	 game.	 They	would	 have	 been	 able	 to
play	today.
My	view	is	that	if	a	bowler’s	action	is	suspect	and	analysis	confirms	that	it’s	a

‘throw’,	the	bowler	shouldn’t	be	allowed	to	play	the	game.	But	now	that	the	law
has	changed,	young	kids,	especially	 in	 the	subcontinent,	will	grow	up	bowling
with	a	15-degree	flex	and	think	it’s	normal.	My	concern	is	that	youngsters	will,



understandably,	want	to	emulate	their	hero,	but	will	pay	for	it	in	the	long	term.
And	 I	 worry	 that	 the	 game	 changes	 to	 the	 point	 at	 which	 the	 past	 becomes
irrelevant	and	every	spinner	has	to	be	pulled	up	and	analysed.
In	summary,	I	respect	Murali	and	his	achievements.	What	he	did	with	the	ball

was	 insane	and	very	special.	We’re	good	mates	and	when	that	 terrible	 tsunami
hit	Sri	Lanka	in	2004,	I	went	over	to	help	his	initiatives,	taking	stuff	for	children
–	 simple	 things	 like	 colouring	 books,	 toys	 and	 cricket	 equipment.	 It	 was	 a
pleasure	to	be	able	to	help	in	a	small	way.
The	Warne/Muralitharan	Trophy	for	the	Test	series	between	Australia	and	Sri

Lanka	is	something	we	both	have	great	pride	in.
At	 first	 it	 seemed	surprising	 that	neither	 Jacques	nor	Murali	 received	a	vote

from	the	Wisden	judges	–	not	one	–	especially	as	there	were	11	South	Africans
and	 three	Sri	Lankans	on	 the	panel.	Probably	 it	was	because	 so	much	of	 their
careers	 ran	 into	 the	 21st	 century.	 The	 bottom	 line	 is	 that	 they	were	 both	 very
great	cricketers.

The	Other	Side	of	the	Coin

For	 all	 the	 happiness	 at	 being	 chosen	 in	 that	 great	 list,	 the	 turn	 of	 the	 21st
century	was	a	period	of	sadness	and	frustration	in	my	life	too.	Some	of	the	blame
lies	with	me,	some	with	Lady	Luck	and	some	with	a	few	others!
In	 the	 ‘Changes’	 chapter	 I	 addressed	 the	 mess	 I	 got	 into	 over	 texts	 and

messages	 swapped	 with	 a	 girl	 I	 met	 in	 a	 nightclub.	 The	 biggest	 shock	 came
when	Cricket	Australia	sacked	me	from	the	vice-captaincy.	After	the	disruption
to	our	 family	 life,	 this	was	another	blow	that	hurt	badly.	 I’ll	always	argue	 that
those	texts	and	messages	had	nothing	to	do	with	cricket.
From	what	I	heard	CA	were	fearful	of	what	might	happen	next.
The	previous	summer,	I’d	been	wrongly	accused	of	sledging	one	of	our	own

players,	 Scott	 Muller,	 during	 Channel	 Nine’s	 coverage	 of	 the	 Hobart	 Test
against	 Pakistan.	An	 effects	microphone	 had	 picked	 up	 someone	 saying	 about
Scott,	‘He	can’t	bowl	and	he	can’t	throw,’	and	for	some	reason	fingers	pointed	at
me.
A	cameraman	at	Channel	Nine,	Joe	Previtera,	admitted	to	having	said	it,	but

that	didn’t	end	the	story.	It	even	came	up	in	Federal	Parliament,	where	a	Labor
MP,	Mark	Latham,	called	 the	camera	guy	 ‘Joe	 the	Patsy’.	 It	was	 ridiculous.	 It
was	proven	that	it	wasn’t	me,	because	the	TV	footage	had	me	standing	halfway
down	the	pitch	with	my	arms	folded,	not	saying	anything.	And	an	independent



ABC	Radio	stump	mike,	which	would	have	picked	up	anything,	didn’t	pick	up	a
thing	–	apart	from	something	in	Urdu,	the	Pakistani	language.
Unfortunately,	Scott	didn’t	believe	the	evidence,	and	spoke	out	in	the	media.	I

was	disappointed	that	he	didn’t	believe	me	–	that	he	believed	the	hype.
Then	 in	March,	 in	New	Zealand,	 I	 lost	my	 cool	with	 a	 couple	 of	 teenagers

who	were	taking	photographs	of	me	smoking.	At	this	time	in	my	life,	it	seemed
like	everything	was	my	fault!	You	could	say	much	of	it	was,	but	I’d	argue	I	was
an	easy	target.
Anyway,	 Malcolm	 Speed,	 the	 CEO	 of	 Cricket	 Australia,	 rang	 me	 and

delivered	the	news.

Gilly

Adam	 Gilchrist	 was	 made	 vice-captain	 in	 my	 place,	 and	 he	 took	 over	 the
following	 season	 in	Australia,	 after	 only	 12	months	 of	 playing	 Test	 cricket.	 I
guess	 he	was	 the	 clean	 image	 they	were	 looking	 for.	 I	 thought	Ricky	Ponting
was	 the	 next	 cab	 off	 the	 rank,	 but	 he	 had	 one	 or	 two	 off-field	 black	 marks
against	his	name	too,	so	Gilly	got	the	job.	He	hadn’t	been	in	the	side	long	and
was	 still	 establishing	 his	 place	 at	 the	 table	 after	 ‘Heals’	 had	 surprisingly	 been
dropped	at	the	start	of	the	previous	summer.
In	general,	over	the	years	the	Australian	selectors	have	been	quick	to	move	if

a	 player	 who	 has	 been	 around	 a	 while	 is	 on	 the	 downward	 spiral	 and	 a
replacement	 is	ready	to	go.	I	 think	it’s	been	one	of	 the	strengths	of	our	cricket
and	why	Australian	teams	have	a	good	blend	of	experience	and	youth.	There	was
a	period	after	Pidge,	the	Waugh	brothers,	Marto,	Gilly,	Haydos,	Lang	and	me	all
retired	that	it	didn’t	happen	quite	so	much,	but	it	looks	like	they’re	back	on	track
with	Trevor	Hohns	as	the	chairman	again.	A	very	good	side	was	shaping	up	until
the	Cape	Town	ball-tampering	controversy.	Usually,	as	one	door	closes,	another
opens.	How	Australian	cricket	reacts	now	is	the	true	test	of	the	system.
Gilly	 quickly	 became	 an	 important	 part	 of	 the	 team.	 His	 batting	 was	 so

dynamic	and	although	he	wasn’t	 the	best	keeper	going	around	–	Darren	Berry,
Phil	 Emery	 and	Wade	 Seccombe	were	 better	 glovemen	 –	 his	 package	 in	 both
Test	 and	 one-day	 cricket	 gave	 us	 a	 new	 dimension	 in	 our	 cricket,	 along	with
Brett	Lee’s	pace.	I	think	we	could	have	played	two	spinners	a	lot	more	than	we
did	actually.	He	gave	us	such	flexibility	and	I	never	understood	why	we	didn’t
use	 it	 better.	 It’s	 no	 secret	 that	 his	 keeping	 wasn’t	 in	 the	 same	 class	 as	 his
batting,	 where	 5/200	 could	 become	 5/350	 before	 anyone	 could	 blink.	 It	 just
happened	 so	 quickly	 and,	 of	 course,	 it	 completely	 demoralised	 teams	 who



thought	 they	 were	 getting	 back	 in	 the	 game	 against	 us.	 He	 was	 good	 for	 us
tailenders	 too,	 because	 being	 thrashed	 by	Gilly	 at	 one	 end	meant	 the	 bowlers
tried	 too	 hard	 against	 us	 at	 the	 other	 end,	 and	 we	 cashed	 in.	 Without	 Adam
Gilchrist,	we	wouldn’t	have	made	anywhere	near	the	runs	we	did.
For	all	his	brilliance	as	a	cricketer,	he	sure	pissed	me	off	a	couple	of	times.	In

the	 build-up	 to	 the	 start	 of	 the	 summer	 in	Australia	 against	 Pakistan/India,	 he
asked	if	he	could	see	me	in	my	room.	He	looked	a	bit	sheepish	when	he	came	in
and	I	thought,	‘What’s	this	about?’	He	said	something	like,	‘Mate,	I	know	I’ve
only	 been	 in	 the	 side	 for	 a	 year	 or	 so	 and	 just	 taken	 over	 from	 you	 as	 vice-
captain,	but	if	you	ever	need	some	advice	or	support	over	anything,	let	me	know.
I’m	here	to	help	any	of	the	guys,	and	that	includes	you.’
Was	 he	 serious?	 After	 laughing,	 I	 said,	 ‘Sure,	 Gilly,	 thanks.	 You	 do	 your

thing,	mate,	and	I’ll	do	mine.’	Worry	about	catching	them	behind	the	stumps,	I
thought.	 In	 the	end,	 it	was	 just	kind	of	cheeky	of	him,	 I	 suppose.	My	guess	 is
that	as	the	new	vice-captain	he’d	probably	been	encouraged	to	have	a	chat	with
the	guys	who’d	been	around	a	while.
The	 second	 time	was	when	 he	 publicly	 nailed	Mum	 and	me	 in	 the	 diuretic

incident	prior	to	the	2003	World	Cup,	blaming	her	for	misleading	me.	He	rang	to
apologise,	which	 to	his	credit	 took	balls.	But	 the	 fact	 is	 there	was	no	need	 for
him	to	comment,	and	our	family	felt	very	let	down.	I’ve	already	explained	how	a
team	can	work	perfectly	well	without	everyone	being	best	buddies,	but	 that,	 in
public,	you	have	to	support	each	other.	He	broke	that	code	and,	 in	my	view,	 it
was	wrong	to	go	public	and	nail	my	mum.
For	all	that,	I	never	lost	respect	for	him	as	a	cricketer.	The	impact	he	had	on

our	 team	and	on	 the	game,	not	 just	 in	Australia	but	 all	 around	 the	world,	was
exceptional.	 After	 Gilly,	 everyone	 wanted	 a	 keeper	 who	 could	 counterattack
with	the	bat	from	number	seven.	There	were	some	good	imitations,	but	the	truth
was	 that	 no-one	 quite	 had	 his	 talent!	 In	 the	 modern	 game,	 people	 want	 a
batsman/keeper	and	not	a	keeper/batsman	anymore.

Surgery	Again

26	October	2000.	Victoria	were	playing	New	South	Wales	at	Punt	Road	Oval.
Mark	Waugh	slogged	at	Colin	Miller	but	toe-ended	the	ball,	which	went	straight
up	in	the	air.	‘Chuck’	Berry	was	keeping	and	I	was	at	slip.	I	shouted	for	it.	It	was
a	ball	that	barely	lobbed	five	metres	high,	but	was	spinning	away	from	me	and	I
misjudged	it.	It	hit	the	top	of	my	fingers,	bounced	out,	and	I	only	just	caught	it
second	 time	 around,	 before	 throwing	 it	 to	 the	 umpire	 in	 disgust	 with	 myself.



Dumb-arse,	 I	 thought,	and	 then	I	 looked	down	to	see	my	spinning	finger	at	an
angle.	There	was	no	pain,	not	 even	 throbbing	–	 it	was	 just	 fucked.	 I	went	off,
thinking	it	must	be	dislocated	or	something.	I	figured	the	physio	would	just	click
it	straight	back	in.	If	only	it	had	been	that	simple.
The	X-rays	revealed	a	lot	of	damage	and	within	three	days	I	was	back	at	the

hospital	with	Greg	Hoy.	He	put	two	screws	in	a	fractured	dislocation	of	my	right
ring	finger,	the	same	one	that	had	been	fixed	up	in	1996.	It	was	immobilised	for
three	weeks	and	I	thought	I’d	be	out	for	four	to	six	months.
I	 remember	 screaming	 inside	 myself.	 What	 was	 going	 on	 during	 this

unpredictably	 weird	 year	 of	 my	 life?!	 I’d	 gone	 from	 the	 highest	 imaginable
honour	to	 that	bloody	hospital	again,	and	somewhere	in	the	middle	I’d	lost	 the
vice-captaincy	 of	 Australia.	 The	 answer,	 of	 course,	 was	 a	 roller-coaster	 that
asked	me	a	lot	of	questions	about	myself.	I	didn’t	know	it	at	the	time	but	I	had	to
find	some	answers.	They	don’t	always	come	along	immediately,	and	there	were
some	rough	times	still	to	come.
The	 finger	 healed	 well,	 faster	 than	 even	 Greg	 predicted,	 and	 I	 was	 able	 to

bowl	a	few	gentle	overs	for	St	Kilda	in	two	matches	just	before	Christmas.	Then
I	played	for	the	Vics	on	2	January	and	in	the	Carlton	one-day	series	against	West
Indies	and	Zimbabwe	that	began	on	11	January.	Six	weeks	from	woe	to	go	and
only	another	three	and	a	bit	before	being	back	in	Australian	colours.	Awesome!
Up	to	a	point.
What	 wasn’t	 so	 awesome	was	 that	 I’d	 let	 the	 injuries	 drag	me	 down,	 both

mentally	and	physically.	I’d	lost	interest	in	training	and	put	on	weight.	I’d	only
played	 17	 of	 Australia’s	 30	 Tests	 between	 1998	 and	 2001.	 It	 showed	 in
everything	I	was	doing.
Yes,	it	was	great	to	have	come	back	so	quickly,	but	there	was	a	price	to	pay.

Among	some	good	spells,	my	bowling	was	only	average.	Remember,	in	India	in
1998	I’d	had	the	shoulder	issues.	Now	I	had	the	finger	problem	–	shaved	tendons
in	’96,	two	screws	in	late	2000	–	and,	guess	what,	I’d	lost	the	‘feel’	again.	But
India	was	 the	great	challenge,	 the	one	I	couldn’t	 resist	and	wanted	 to	put	 right
after	’98.

Kolkata	2001

I	 love	 India’s	 passion	 for	 cricket.	Over	 the	 years	 I’ve	 come	 to	 understand	 the
people	 and	 their	 culture.	 In	 fact,	 my	 time	 as	 captain	 of	 the	 Rajasthan	 Royals
taught	me	some	of	the	things	that	make	India	tick.	It	can	be	a	frustrating	country,
often	annoying,	with	the	stampede	that	follows	cricketers	–	autographs,	photos,



people	 closing	 in	 around	 you	 on	 the	 streets,	 people	 looking	 for	 interaction	 in
hotel	 lobbies.	But	 I’ve	 learnt	 to	 control	my	 responses	and	appreciate	 that	 their
admiration	for	cricketers	and	what	they	achieve	is	very	flattering.	These	days,	I
can	feel	the	love!
I’ve	 made	 good	 friends	 in	 Jaipur,	 Delhi	 and	 Mumbai.	 It’s	 a	 fast-changing

country,	mostly	 for	 the	 better,	 and	 the	 changes	 are	 easy	 to	 see	whenever	 I	 go
back.	 It	 is	 more	 comfortable	 for	 visitors	 than	 when	 I	 first	 went	 and,	 though
occasionally	I	still	think,	‘Get	me	out	of	the	chaos!’,	most	of	the	time	I	can	see
the	beauty	of	India	 in	 the	smiling	faces	and	positive	outlook	of	 the	people	 that
make	it	so	rewarding.	Their	passion	for	cricket	is	unmatched	and	particularly	for
the	heroes	–	Tendulkar,	Ganguly,	Dravid,	Laxman,	Kumble,	 in	my	time;	Kohli
and	others	today	–	who	are	worshipped	almost	as	if	they’re	gods.
Indians	 are	 thoughtful	 and	 kind	 by	 nature.	 However,	 in	 the	 time	 I’ve	 been

playing	 there,	 they’ve	 thrown	 off	 the	 submissive	 side	 that	 other	 nations	 took
advantage	 of	 and	 become	 so	 much	 more	 confident	 in	 themselves.	 They	 are
punchier	now,	more	likely	to	 look	you	in	 the	eye	and	take	you	on.	Maybe	that
began	 to	 come	 out	 in	 their	 cricket	 on	 our	 2001	 tour.	 It	 was	 as	 if	 they	 were
saying,	 ‘We	 won’t	 be	 pushed	 around	 anymore.’	 In	 fact,	 Sourav	 Ganguly,	 the
captain,	operated	like	a	dictator	and	this	rubbed	off	on	the	players,	the	media	and
the	fans,	who	were	more	aggressive	than	we’d	seen	previously.
Of	course,	our	2001	tour	will	always	be	remembered	for	one	thing	–	India’s

great	win	in	the	second	Test,	only	the	third	time	in	history	a	team	has	lost	after
enforcing	the	follow-on.	It	was	some	match,	one	I’ll	always	believe	we	should
have	won.
Glenn	McGrath	 used	 to	 say	we’d	win	 every	Test	match	we	 played	 because

we’re	 the	better	 team.	Not	many	cricketers	 think	 like	 that,	mainly	because	 it’s
human	 nature	 to	 have	 insecurities	 about	 performance.	 The	more	 you	 play	 and
win,	however,	 the	more	confident	you	become.	We	went	 to	West	Indies	 in	’95
thinking	we’d	beat	them	at	last.	And	we	did.	We	went	to	India	in	’98	convinced
we	could	win	over	there.	Wrong!
I	wasn’t	so	sure	 in	2001,	 in	fact	 the	tour	made	me	nervous	for	some	reason.

India	was	 referred	 to	 as	 the	 ‘final	 frontier’	 because	 it	 had	been	31	years	 since
Bill	Lawry’s	 side	 last	won	a	 series	 for	Australia	over	 there.	They	had	a	 lot	 of
very	good	players	and	an	increasingly	feisty	new	captain	in	Ganguly.
Well,	 first	 Test	 we	 hammered	 them:	 10-wicket	 margin,	 no	 problem.	 Pidge

must	be	right!	I	bowled	fine,	picking	up	4/40	in	the	first	innings	and	getting	a	bit
of	feel	back	in	my	finger.	Why	had	I	been	nervous?	I	guess	it	was	an	indication
of	how	much	an	injury	to	a	crucial	part	of	the	mechanics	of	a	bowler’s	action	can
lead	to	the	insecurities	I	mentioned.



We	were	very	confident	heading	into	the	second	Test	in	Kolkata.	We	won	the
toss,	batted	first	and	made	445.	Then	we	blew	them	away	for	171	–	Pidge	at	his
best	with	4/18.	He	really	was	right!	There	was	no	way	back	from	that.	No	way.
Except	there	was.
My	view	is	that	Steve	Waugh	had	become	obsessed	with	our	record	winning

run	of	16	consecutive	Tests,	and	forgot	that	patience	goes	a	long	way	in	winning
cricket	matches.	Instead	of	applying	common	sense	to	the	decision	of	whether	to
enforce	the	follow-on,	he	went	with	arrogance.
After	we	 took	 the	seventh	 first-innings	wicket,	we	all	came	 in	 to	 the	huddle

and	Steve	 asked	 us	 how	we	were.	Kasper,	 playing	 in	 his	 third	 or	 fourth	Test,
said,	‘Yeah,	I’m	ready	to	go,	let’s	do	it.’	But	then	any	young	player	would	say
that	in	front	of	the	captain.	Jason	‘Dizzy’	Gillespie	was	like,	‘Yeah,	I’m	not	bad
–	a	bit	weary	but	ready	to	go.’	Then	we	got	another	wicket	and	went	back	in	the
huddle	 again.	 Steve	 asked	 McGrath	 how	 he	 was	 feeling.	 ‘Tired,	 but	 always
ready	to	bowl	if	needed’	came	the	reply.	After	the	ninth	wicket,	Steve	asked	me.
‘I’m	pretty	knackered,	actually.	I’ve	bowled	30	overs	and	I’m	tired	too.	It’s	like
40	degrees.	Let’s	rest	up	and	bat	again.’
There	was	 some	mumbling.	 I	 can’t	 remember	 exactly	 what	 was	 said,	 but	 I

pushed	hard	for	us	to	put	our	feet	up	and	the	general	view	swung	back	towards
‘Yeah,	 on	 balance,	 let’s	 bat	 again	 then.’	 I	 got	 the	 last	 wicket.	 VVS	 Laxman,
trying	to	sweep,	hit	it	straight	up	in	the	air	–	out!	A	lead	of	274.	Time	to	chill.
There	was	so	much	time	left	in	the	game,	we	were	all	but	certainties	to	crush	the
Indians’	 spirit	 in	 the	 third	 innings	of	 the	match	and	 then	bowl	 them	out	 in	 the
fourth.	As	I	say,	it	was	common	sense.	But	Steve	failed	to	see	it	and	decided	to
bowl	again.
We	 started	 well	 enough;	 three	 out	 for	 115,	 including	 Tendulkar.	 Then

Ganguly	played	 fluently	before	he	edged	McGrath	 to	Gilchrist.	At	 this	point	–
4/215	 and	 Australia	 59	 in	 front	 –	 Dravid	 joined	 Laxman,	 who’d	 come	 in	 at
number	 three	 in	 the	 second	 innings	 after	 batting	 with	 more	 freedom	 and
confidence	than	the	others	in	the	first	dig.
Two	 days	 and	 two	 nights	 passed	 with	 no	 change	 to	 the	 wickets	 column.

Laxman	and	Dravid	were	ever-present	as	the	score	spiralled	out	of	control.
There	 have	been	plenty	 of	 good	 innings	 against	 us	 but	 that	 one	 by	Laxman

was	right	up	there	with	anything	by	Tendulkar	or	Lara	at	their	best	–	in	the	top
three	 or	 four	 I’ve	 seen.	He	 handled	 the	 short	 ball	 comfortably	 and	 played	 his
strokes	late	and	with	no	fear.
As	 an	 example,	 when	 I	 bowled	 around	 the	 wicket	 into	 the	 footmarks	 he’d

whip	it	through	mid-wicket.	I’d	think,	‘He	can’t	keep	doing	that,’	and	I’d	land	it
there	again,	exactly	the	same	ball,	and	he’d	run	around	it	and	smash	it	inside-out



over	cover.	He	played	brilliantly	against	the	spin	and	equally	brilliantly	with	it	–
just	good	shot	after	good	shot.	I	tried	everything:	over	the	wicket	and	round	the
wicket;	slow	and	high;	fast	and	flat;	sliders,	flippers	and	wrong	’uns.	On	the	day,
or	days,	I	wasn’t	good	enough.
In	 the	 slips,	 Gilly	 and	 me	 went	 through	 our	 favourite	 movies	 and	 TV

programs,	 best	 songs	 and,	 of	 course,	 picked	 cricket	 teams	 –	 best	 ever,	 best	 to
watch	ever,	ugliest,	most	dangerous	etc.	 Imagine	me	staggering	off	 to	slip	and
saying,	 ‘Right,	 I’ve	got	Gilligan’s	 Island,	David	Bowie’s	“Heroes”	and	all	 the
James	Bond	movies.	What	have	you	got?!’
We	were	out	there	for	178	overs,	spread	over	12½	hours	and	three	days,	in	40-

degree	heat.	When	India	finally	declared	on	the	last	morning	at	7/657,	we	were
all	 but	 on	 our	 hands	 and	 knees	 and	 begging	 for	 mercy.	 VVS	 made	 281	 and
Rahul,	 who	 I	 otherwise	 had	 a	 good	 record	 against	 over	 the	 years,	 180.	 Their
partnership	of	376	was	outstanding.
Ganguly	set	us	383.	No	chance.	We	had	 to	bat	out	75	overs	–	not	easy,	not

impossible.	 I	 remember	 being	 painfully	 tired.	 Coming	 off	 shoulder	 and	 finger
injuries,	 being	 unfit,	 and	 losing	 the	 vice-captaincy	 and	 all	 the	 stuff	 that	 came
with	it,	I	was	physically	and	mentally	exhausted.	Sitting	there	watching	us	bat,	I
began	 falling	 asleep.	 I’d	 bowled	 54	 overs	 in	 the	 game	 –	 not	 massive	 but	 it
always	feels	more	when	you’re	on	the	end	of	a	pounding.	Out	of	nowhere	came
a	loud	roar:	shit,	someone	out.	Then	another.	Next	minute	I	had	 the	pads	on.	 I
was	still	half	nodding	off	and	going,	‘Geez,	I	need	to	switch	on	here,’	so	I	got
up,	walked	around	a	bit,	splashed	my	face	and,	boom,	I	was	in.
Sachin	 was	 bowling	 these	 massive	 wrong	 ’uns	 that	 not	 many	 people	 were

picking;	fizzing	it	and	turning	it	miles.	I	saw	the	seventh	ball	I	faced	better	than
the	 previous	 six,	 picked	 it	 as	 the	wrong	 ’un	 and	went	 to	 pull	 it	 through	mid-
wicket.	Oh	my	God,	embarrassing,	missed	it	by	miles,	and	as	the	ball	smashed
into	my	pads,	they	all	appealed	like	wild	dogs	–	ooooh	no	…	ohhh	yes!	Out,	got
’im!	The	crowd	went	nuts.	Warne,	LBW	Tendulkar.
‘Christ,’	 I	 thought,	 ‘we’re	gone	here,	gone.’	And	we	were.	We	 lost	 the	Test

easy.	Harbhajan	got	six,	Sachin	three.	Some	of	the	LBWs	were	a	bit	dodgy,	but
that’s	the	way	the	game	goes	when	you	boss	it.	I	should	know!	We	were	a	mess.
Completely	outplayed.	Harbhajan	had	13	in	the	match,	including	a	first	innings
hat-trick.	Not	bad	for	a	20-year-old	starting	out!	India	were	awesome.
Hindsight	is	a	great	thing	because	it	gives	you	a	new	perspective.	Kolkata	was

good	 for	 cricket.	 VVS	 played	 an	 innings	 that	 brought	 a	 lot	 of	 joy	 to	 a	 lot	 of
people.	Rahul	too.	The	world	took	notice	and	the	fact	that	the	follow-on	cost	a
dominant	Australian	team	so	dearly	attracted	a	lot	of	interest	and	analysis.	Our
long	unbeaten	 run	was	 finally	over	and	a	great	performance	had	ended	 it.	Fair



enough.	Very	 few	 sides	 have	 enforced	 the	 follow-on	 since:	 once	 bitten,	 twice
shy.	In	my	view	it	still	has	a	place,	but	without	rest	days	and	with	the	scheduling
of	 back-to-back	Tests	making	most	 series	 so	 draining,	 it’s	 understandable	 that
captains	 have	 become	 increasingly	 reluctant.	 Michael	 Vaughan	 enforced	 it	 at
Trent	Bridge	in	2005.	It	nearly	cost	him	too!	I’ve	never	been	a	great	fan	because
I	like	to	be	bowling	in	the	fourth	innings,	but	I	see	both	arguments.
The	 day	 after	 Kolkata	 something	 very	 disappointing	 happened.	 John

Buchanan,	the	Australian	coach,	came	out	in	the	press	with	a	statement	saying	I
wasn’t	 fit	 enough	 to	 play	 international	 cricket.	 I	 heard	 about	 it	 and	 thought,
‘Muppet!’	Yes,	agreed,	I	was	out	of	condition,	but	if	Steve	hadn’t	enforced	the
follow-on,	we	would	have	all	come	out	fresh	and	probably	knocked	them	over	in
50	 to	 60	 overs.	 Steve	 made	 the	 wrong	 decision	 and	 the	 coach	 made	 me	 the
scapegoat?	Please.
I	 don’t	 know	 if	 Buchanan	 was	 looking	 to	 fire	 me	 up	 or	 something,	 but	 it

showed	how	 little	he	knew	me.	 If	he’d	come	 to	me	 in	private,	we	would	have
thrashed	 it	 out.	 I	 didn’t	 necessarily	 disagree	with	 the	 issue	 of	my	weight,	 but
why	try	and	humiliate	me?	I	didn’t	understand.
Needless	 to	 say,	 his	 comments	 had	 the	 reverse	 effect.	 I	 was	 furious	 and

immediately	went	 to	see	 the	captain	 to	 tell	him	to	pass	on	 to	 the	coach	that	he
was	not,	under	any	circumstance,	to	speak	to	me	again	unless	he	discovered	the
balls	to	make	his	point	straight	to	my	face,	which	I	wanted	to	do,	but	I	wanted	to
see	what	the	captain	would	do!
‘Buck	can’t	know	me	very	well,’	I	said,	‘because	if	he	wanted	to	pump	me	up

for	the	next	Test,	he’d	have	gone	about	this	very	differently.’	I	added	that	if	he
had	a	problem	with	any	player,	he’d	do	well	 to	 talk	 to	 them	direct,	not	via	 the
media.	Steve	agreed	and	said	he’d	speak	to	him.
If	Buchanan	had	come	to	me	in	private,	made	his	point,	and	offered	solutions

for	working	through	it	together,	I	might	have	even	listened.
The	 third	 Test,	 at	 Chennai,	 was	 the	 decider	 and	 it	 lived	 up	 to	 its	 billing.

Harbhajan	 took	14	 this	 time	and	he	was	at	 the	crease	when	 India	got	over	 the
line	by	two	wickets	in	a	thriller.	The	old	cliché	ran	true:	cricket	was	the	winner.	I
had	a	disappointing	match.	For	the	first	time	I	could	remember,	the	fight,	never
mind	the	magic,	was	missing	from	deep	in	my	heart.	I	was	tired	and	felt	let	down
by	the	management	of	the	team.	Instantly,	I	blamed	Buchanan.	But	as	the	days
passed,	I	thought,	‘Mate,	you	have	to	get	yourself	sorted.’	In	the	end,	there	was
no-one	else	to	blame.
My	 record	 in	 India	 is	 not	 as	 good	 as	 it	 should	 be.	 There	 are	 a	 couple	 of

reasons.	From	1993	to	’98,	when	I	was	at	my	best,	we	didn’t	tour	there.	In	1998



we	had	a	pretty	ordinary	bowling	attack	and,	with	my	shoulder	about	to	fall	off,	I
wasn’t	able	to	carry	the	workload.
In	 2001,	 as	 I’ve	 mentioned,	 I’d	 just	 come	 off	 a	 finger	 operation	 and	 was

struggling	 for	 the	 feel	 that	 is	 the	 difference	 between	 average	 and	 good.	 My
fitness	levels	were	poor,	my	state	of	mind	a	bit	low.	In	short,	I	twice	agreed	to
tour	 India	when	 a	 long	way	 below	my	 best.	 I’m	 proud	 that	 I	 didn’t	 shirk	 the
challenge	and	gave	it	all	I	had,	as	you	can’t	pick	and	choose	what	tours	you	want
to	 go	 on.	 But,	 if	 I	 had	 my	 time	 again	 …	 well,	 I	 don’t	 know,	 but	 maybe	 I
wouldn’t	have	gone,	especially	 in	2001.	The	trouble	 is,	 that’s	not	my	style.	To
opt	out	is	not	me.
For	 the	 2004	 tour	 I	 was	 back,	 fit	 again	 –	 super-fit,	 actually	 –	 and	 bowling

well.	 ‘Bring	on	 these	 Indians,’	 I	 thought,	 ‘bring	 them	on.’	The	first	Test,	 I	got
Laxman	out	both	innings.	It	was	hardly	revenge	but	certainly	satisfying.	I	 took
14	wickets	in	the	first	three	Tests	and	we	had	the	series	sewn	up	by	the	time	we
got	to	Mumbai	for	the	last	one.
None	of	us	will	ever	forget	our	first	view	of	that	wicket.	It	was	a	minefield!

The	day	before	the	game,	I	was	in	the	nets	having	a	long	hit	because	I	figured
every	run	would	be	crucial	 in	 the	conditions.	 I	had	a	brand	new	pair	of	gloves
with	 extra	 chunky,	 newly	 designed	 protection	 around	 the	 thumb	 that	 was
unusually	 uncomfortable.	 I	 thought	 of	 borrowing	 someone	 else’s	 gloves	 but,
instead,	 just	 pulled	 out	 the	 hard	 rubber	 cup-like	 protection	 that	 slots	 over	 the
thumb.	Unbelievably,	a	16-year-old	net	bowler,	a	spinner	for	goodness	sake,	hit
me	on	the	thumb	and	broke	it.	Nooo!	Not	again!
I	was	like,	‘You	have	got	to	be	kidding!	I	only	need	to	turn	my	arm	over	on

this	pitch	and	we’ll	walk	 it	 in.	 I’ll	get	 six,	 seven,	10	even,	wickets	 in	 the	Test
match.’	We’d	already	won	the	series	and	I	was	thinking	that	20-plus	wickets	in	a
series	in	India	would	shut	up	the	critics.	Instead,	I	was	on	a	flight	home.	Michael
Clarke	took	6/9	with	his	left-arm	orthodox	on	the	worst	wicket	you’ve	ever	seen
in	your	entire	life.	We	were	bowled	out	for	90-odd	in	the	last	innings	and	lost	by
a	whisker.	I	like	to	think	we	would	have	got	over	the	line	if	I’d	been	there.
In	general,	the	Indians	are	terrific	players	of	spin,	because	they’re	brought	up

on	dry	pitches	and	have	played	against	good	spinners	since	they	first	picked	up	a
bat.	 They	 see	 the	 ball	 early	 and	 play	 it	 late,	 using	 their	 wrists	 to	 skilfully
manoeuvre	 the	 ball	 and	 keep	 scoring,	 which	 is	 the	 secret.	 Dravid,	 Tendulkar,
Ganguly	 and	Laxman	–	 batting	 in	 India	 –	make	up	 the	 best	middle-order	 I’ve
bowled	 to.	 Sachin,	 of	 course,	 was	 amazing	 anywhere,	 but	 I	 wouldn’t	 say	 the
others	were	quite	so	exceptional	outside	India,	though	still	pretty	good.	Throw	in
Sehwag	and	it’s	a	good	side.	I	love	the	fact	they	are	such	heroes,	who	bring	hope



to	 people’s	 struggles	 and	 joy	 to	 their	 lives.	 It’s	 almost	 like	 India	 loves	 the
cricketers	more	than	the	cricket	match	itself.
As	the	team	has	been	shedding	its	old	submissive	ways,	so	too	has	the	Board

of	Control	for	Cricket	in	India.	The	IPL	has	played	its	part	in	making	the	BCCI
confident,	 outspoken	 and,	 for	 that	 matter,	 often	 confrontational.	 I’d	 even	 say
there	was	an	arrogance	that	has	helped	change	the	way	India	thinks	about	itself
and	 its	 place	 in	 the	 global	 game.	 That’s	 fine	 but	 with	 it	 comes	 a	 bit	 of
responsibility.	Go	 for	 it,	 guys,	 help	 lead	 our	 great	 game	 into	 the	 future	while
keeping	your	eye	on	the	things	from	the	past	that	really	still	do	matter	–	like	Test
cricket.

One	More	Thing

I	don’t	like	curry.	Jason	Gillespie	wasn’t	so	keen	either.	In	fact,	back	in	the	day
me	 and	Dizzy	 only	 ate	 omelettes,	 fries	 or	 garlic	 naan,	 and	 drank	milkshakes.
Now	when	 I’m	 in	 India	 I	 live	 off	 chicken,	 either	 tandoori	 or	 tikka.	 In	 1998	 I
called	room	service	and	ordered	a	toasted	cheese	sandwich.	It	arrived	with	ham,
cheese,	tomato	and	onions.	I	sent	it	back.	Then	it	arrived	without	the	tomatoes,
but	with	the	onions	and	ham.	I	sent	it	back.	Then	it	came	without	tomatoes	and
onions,	but	with	ham.	I	asked,	 ‘What	part	of	a	 toasted	cheese	sandwich	comes
with	any	of	tomatoes,	onions	or	ham?’The	waiter	didn’t	get	it	really,	so	I	said,	‘I
tell	you	what,	mate,	 I’ll	have	a	plate	of	French	 fries.’	 In	2001,	 I	 took	my	own
toaster	 and	 processed	 cheese	 and	 got	 the	waiters	 to	 bring	 up	white	 bread	 and
butter.
Love	India!
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No	Surrender

King	of	Pain

TEARS	WERE	STREAMING	down	my	face.	Errol	Alcott	moved	my	arm,	rotating	it	as
if	 he	 was	 separating	 it	 from	 my	 shoulder.	 Describing	 the	 pain	 is	 almost
impossible,	other	 than	 to	say	 that	none	of	 the	other	 injuries	 that	 led	 to	surgery
had	come	close	to	this.	We	had	five	weeks	till	the	deadline	for	the	2003	World
Cup	in	South	Africa.	Five	weeks,	that’s	all.
I’d	 started	 the	 summer	 of	 2002/03	 in	 great	 shape.	 I	 had	 confidence	 and	 a

better	sense	of	how	to	move	forward	in	the	coming	years,	both	in	my	home	life
and	with	cricket.	It	was	an	Ashes	summer	too,	so	the	juices	were	flowing.
The	Ashes	 proved	 to	 be	 an	 anti-climax.	We	wrapped	 up	 the	 series	 in	 Perth

after	just	11	days	of	play	across	three	Tests.	Nasser	Hussain	sent	us	in	to	bat	at
the	Gabba	and	never	looked	forward.	We	blitzed	the	Poms,	with	the	gulf	in	class
between	 the	 sides	 never	more	 obvious	 than	 over	 this	 pretty	 shocking	 three	 or
four-year	period	for	English	cricket.	Only	Michael	Vaughan	could	hold	his	head
high	as	the	margins	of	victory	told	the	story:	Gabba	–	384	runs;	Adelaide	Oval	–
an	innings	and	51;	WACA	–	an	innings	and	48.	We	were	good,	very	good.
After	 the	Perth	Test,	 the	 schedule	 reverted	 to	 the	 old	 format	 of	 the	 one-day

triangular	tournament	–	or	VB	Series	in	this	case	–	that	began	midway	through
the	Ashes	series.	It	was	an	exciting	build-up	to	Christmas	and	kept	cricket	in	the
headlines.	On	15	December,	we	played	England	 at	 the	MCG	and	 I	 bowled	 an
uneventful	 straight	ball	 that	Craig	White	drove	back	 just	 to	 the	 leg-side	of	 the
stumps	behind	me.	Throwing	myself	hard	right	to	stop	the	thing,	I	landed	badly
and	dislocated	my	right	shoulder.
A	 dislocation	 hurts	 like	 hell	 anyway,	 but	 a	 dislocation	 with	 four	 screws

already	bolted	in	to	keep	the	joint	tight	and	stable	is	another	thing	altogether.	I
was	in	absolute,	utter	bloody	agony.
They	carried	me	off	and	when	I	got	to	the	dressing-room	there	were	that	many

people	in	there	–	doctors,	physios,	staff	and	all	sorts	wanting	to	know	what	had



happened.	 (I’ve	 just	 looked	 at	 the	 dive	 again	 on	YouTube,	 it’s	 so	 innocuous.
Maybe	that’s	why	I	was	immediately	so	grumpy,	or	maybe	I	sensed	danger,	like
long-term	damage.)
It	was	Groundhog	Day	at	the	hospital	with	Greg	Hoy.	He	did	what	he	had	to

do	–	where	would	I	be	without	that	guy?!	–	operated,	strapped	me	up,	put	me	in
a	sling	and	said,	‘Hold	tight,	you’ll	be	fine.’	I’d	resigned	myself	to	missing	the
World	Cup,	however	Greg	wasn’t	so	sure.
‘Usually,’	 he	 said,	 ‘this	 would	 be	 two	 to	 three	 months	 at	 best,	 but	 you’ve

beaten	the	odds	before	and	I	think	this	can	heal	quicker	than	that.	It’s	certainly	a
possibility,	anyway.	Commit	your	mind	to	making	it	and	you	just	might.’
Errol	Alcott	was	 even	more	 convinced.	 ‘No	way	 you’re	missing	 the	World

Cup,’	he	said.	‘I’ll	get	you	back,	fit,	strong,	ready.	It’ll	hurt,	mate	–	pain-barrier
stuff	 –	 but	 I’m	 going	 to	 push	 you	 all	 the	 way	 through	 this	 and	 on	 to	 South
Africa.	You’re	going	to	be	right.’
Great	fella,	Hooter,	and	a	genius	physio.	I	was	up	for	it.	He	gave	me	48	hours

for	 the	 inflammation	 to	 settle	 and	 away	 we	 went,	 hardcore	 physio	 work,	 day
upon	day.	That’s	when	the	tears	were	streaming	down	my	face.
I	was	back	with	the	team	for	both	the	Melbourne	and	Sydney	Tests,	working

with	Hooter	 in	 the	changing-rooms	and	 then	 in	 the	gym	with	all	 the	 theraband
stuff.	 The	 aim	was	 to	 create	mobility	 and	 strength	 in	 the	 shoulder,	while	 also
working	on	chest,	lats	and	the	muscles	that	support	it.	It	was	full	on	24/7	rehab
but	less	mentally	draining	than	some	I’d	been	through,	because	the	goal	was	so
close,	like	I	could	touch	it.
I	remember	the	evening	at	the	SCG	when	we	stopped	work	on	the	table	to	go

out	onto	the	balcony	for	the	last	over	of	the	day.	It	got	to	the	last	ball	with	Steve
Waugh	facing	Richard	Dawson	and	needing	four	for	a	hundred.	The	excitement
as	Dawson	paused	at	the	end	of	his	mark	was	incredible.	The	place	went	off,	we
stood	 and	 applauded,	 and	 then	 went	 back	 to	 the	 table	 for	 more	 shoulder
manipulation.	And	pain.
I	said	Groundhog	Day	for	a	reason.	In	1996	it	was	the	finger	and	finding	that

feel	 again.	 In	 ’98	 it	was	 the	 first	 shoulder	 op.	 Then	 in	 2001	 the	 finger	 again.
Now,	in	2002	a	shoulder	dislocation	tested	me	once	more.	It’s	a	difficult	test	in	a
way	people	might	not	understand.	‘Feel’	in	the	fingers	is	one	thing	–	for	a	start,
the	 ball	 feels	 like	 it’s	 in	 someone	 else’s	 hand	 –	 but	 the	 shoulder	 is	 another:
different	 but	 kind	 of	 similar	 too.	At	 first,	 the	 shoulder	 also	 feels	 as	 if	 it’s	 not
mine.	It’s	tight	and	refuses	to	rotate	in	the	way	it	has	done	all	my	life.	In	fact,	it
hardly	 relates	 to	 my	 upper	 body	 at	 all,	 which	 is	 pretty	 scary.	 ‘Will	 I	 be	 the
bowler	I	was?’	I	was	asking	myself	once	again.



Then	there’s	the	pain	threshold.	How	long	will	 this	take	and	how	much	do	I
have	to	go	through?	Is	it	worth	it?	If	I’m	not	the	bowler	I	was,	do	I	want	to	play?
I	need	patience	and	time.	But	I	don’t	have	either.
You	 can	 throw	 confidence	 into	 this	mix	 as	well.	 Standing	 on	my	mark	 and

looking	down	 the	pitch	at	 the	batsman,	 in	most	cases	over	 the	years	 I’ve	been
able	to	sense	his	uncertainty,	maybe	even	his	fear.	This	gave	me	an	immediate
advantage,	 a	 headstart	 if	 you	 like,	 in	 the	 race	 to	 win	 the	 ground	 we	 were
competing	on.	He	knew	I	had	a	box	of	tricks	and	I	knew	that	he	knew	and	would
therefore	be	distracted	by	unravelling	it.	But	right	now,	on	the	back	of	another
op,	 I	 didn’t	 know	 if	 these	 advantages	would	 still	 exist.	 In	 fact,	 I	 figured	most
batsmen	would	think,	‘You’re	not	what	you	were,	matey,	I	can	take	you	down.’
This	 is	 how	 damaging	 an	 injury	 can	 be	 and	 how	 the	 mind	 plays	 tricks.	 In
summary,	I	was	worried	that	my	psychological	advantage	was	threatened.
The	 longer	 I	 thought	 about	 these	 things	 that	 confronted	me	 –	 and	 over	 that

five-week	period	of	 rehab,	 training	 and	net	 practice	 I	 didn’t	 think	 about	much
else	–	 the	clearer	 the	answers	became.	I	did	want	 to	play	on;	 in	fact,	 I	became
almost	manic	about	it.	I	realised	I	had	to	stay	brave	and	mentally	strong	–	and	I
figured	I	had	to	trust	myself.	Yes,	I’d	lost	some	feel	and	confidence	but	no-one
else	 need	 ever	 know.	 Come	 the	 first	 competitive	 ball	 I	 bowled,	 I’d	 be	 in	 the
batsman’s	face,	big	time,	reminding	him	who	was	the	boss.
I	really	had	to	work	at	 it	 in	 the	nets	but	 it	was	a	hard	juggling	act	because	I

could	only	bowl	for	so	long	before	the	shoulder,	and	the	finger	by	the	way,	got
too	sore.	The	flipper	suffered	and	the	wrong	’un	too.	I	could	deal	with	the	pain
but	coping	with	the	fear	of	pushing	it	too	hard	and	the	shoulder	or	finger	going
again	was	harder.	Therefore	 I	 couldn’t	get	 the	miles	under	my	belt	 to	 find	 the
rhythm	and	groove	 that	 is	 the	key	 to	performance.	 I’d	bowl	one	good	ball,	but
then	 four	 shit	 ones.	 I	 persevered,	 though,	 searching	 for	 consistency	 and	 in	 the
hope	of	a	few	miracle	balls	that	would	send	out	messages,	both	to	opponents	and
to	my	own	brain.
I	first	bowled	a	ball	on	3	January,	just	19	days	after	the	dive	and	dislocation.

That	day,	I	bowled	seven	painful	overs	in	the	SCG	nets.	A	month	later,	I	was	on
the	plane	to	South	Africa,	ready	for	the	World	Cup.	I’m	very	proud	of	that	and
have	 Greg	 and	 Hooter	 to	 thank,	 along	 with	 my	 parents	 and	 grandparents	 for
giving	me	 some	 sort	 of	 willpower	 and	 determination	 that	 helped	me	 beat	 the
odds	time	and	time	again.	By	the	time	we	landed	in	South	Africa,	I	was	super-fit,
fresh	and	bowling	 just	 fine.	 I	 kept	my	 secrets	 to	myself.	As	 far	 as	 anyone	out
there	knew,	I	was	the	Shane	Warne	of	old.



The	Diuretic

The	 day	 before	 our	 defence	 of	 the	 World	 Cup	 began	 at	 the	 Wanderers	 in
Johannesburg,	 I	got	a	phone	call	 from	a	guy	who	said	he	was	from	ASADA	–
Australian	Sports	Anti-Drug	Authority	–	telling	me	that	I’d	tested	positive	to	my
‘A’	 sample.	 Yeah,	 whatever,	 mate,	 are	 you	 stitching	me	 up?	 I’ve	 never	 done
drugs	in	my	life,	so	piss	off.
He	rang	back,	repeating	that	I	had	tested	positive	and	that	the	‘B’	sample	test

would	follow	in	a	week	or	so.	He	warned	of	a	hearing,	if	that	test	was	positive
too.
I’d	guess	I	had	around	15	random	tests	during	my	career	which	all	came	back

the	same	by	the	way	and	never	been	positive.	I	hate	drugs.	I’ll	happily	admit	to	a
couple	of	 joints	 in	my	 life,	 both	years	back,	one	at	 a	mate’s	wedding	and	one
while	surfing	down	at	Sandy	Point	when	I	was	16.	I	 told	the	ASADA	guy	that
I’d	thrown	people	out	of	parties	for	doing	drugs;	that	I	just	didn’t	do	them	under
any	 circumstance;	 that	 I’d	 seen	 what	 they	 had	 done	 to	 some	 of	 my	 friends
growing	up;	that	I	was	an	anti-drug	person	and	that	he	was	bullshitting	me.	Then
I	hung	the	phone	up.
My	 heart	 was	 racing.	What	 could	 this	 be	 about?	 I	 called	 Hooter	 and	 said,

‘Mate,	 some	 bloke	 saying	 he	 was	 from	 ASADA	 just	 accused	 me	 of	 taking
drugs.’
‘What	are	you	talking	about?’	said	Hooter.
‘I	don’t	know	what	they’re	on	about,	if	it’s	a	prank	or	whatever,’	I	told	him.
‘Give	me	10	minutes,’	said	Hooter.
When	he	called	back,	he	told	me	he’d	been	instructed	to	search	my	room	and

my	 possessions.	 He	 arrived	 and	 we	 went	 through	 everything.	 What	 the	 fuck
could	I	have	possibly	taken?	Nurofen	Plus,	Panadol	and	Voltaren	were	all	there,
but	there	was	no	problem	with	any	of	them.
‘Have	 you	 taken	 anything	 else?’	 asked	Hooter.	 ‘Has	 anyone	 given	 you	 any

other	tablet?’
At	first	I	said	nah,	but	then,	suddenly,	it	came	to	me.	Mum	had	given	me	what

she	called	a	 fluid	pill.	 It	was	 something	 she	 took	 to	help	with	water	 retention.
She	gave	me	one	because	she	said	I	had	a	few	extra	chins.
‘Sure,	what	does	it	do?’	I	asked.
She	said,	‘It	gets	rid	of	water	in	your	body.’
So	I	took	it	and	pissed	a	lot	of	water	and	that	was	that	–	I	didn’t	think	another

thing	of	it.



I	rang	Mum,	with	Hooter	listening	in.	We	were	all	in	a	panic.	She	said	it	was	a
Moduretic,	which	Hooter	quickly	looked	up	on	Google.
‘It’s	a	form	of	diuretic,’	he	told	us,	‘used	to	mask	other	stuff,	such	as	steroids.’
I	said,	‘What	the	hell,	it	just	made	me	piss.’
‘Yeah,’	he	said,	‘it	does	that	too	but	it’s	a	masking	agent.’
‘Well,	I’m	not	trying	to	mask	stuff,’	I	told	him.
He	said,	‘No,	I	know,	but	that’s	why	it	is	on	the	banned	list.’
The	‘B’	sample	came	back	a	few	days	later,	positive.	It	meant	a	hearing,	back

home	in	Australia	in	front	of	the	anti-doping	policy	committee.	From	this	point,
everything	went	mental.	Cricket	Australia	 informed	 the	world	 that	 I	was	being
sent	 home	 from	 the	 World	 Cup	 and	 that	 there	 would	 be	 a	 hearing.	 I	 was
shattered.
‘This	 is	 unbelievable,’	 I	 kept	 saying	 to	myself.	 ‘I	 cannot	 be	 sent	 home	 for

taking	one	of	these	tablets	–	this	is	horseshit.’	I	was	ropeable,	just	so,	so	angry
that	(a)	I	was	in	this	mess,	and	(b)	I	might	be	thought	of	as	a	cheat.
Ricky	Ponting	wanted	me	to	speak	to	the	team,	so	at	six	o’clock	that	evening,

distraught	and	emotional,	I	explained	to	the	guys	how	frustrated	I	was	by	what
had	happened	and	how	terrible	I	felt	letting	everyone	down.	They	were	fine	with
me,	and	supportive.	I	said	that	I’d	never	done	drugs	and	I	felt	sure	 they	would
know	I	was	telling	them	the	truth.	I	explained	how	stupid	I’d	been	not	to	check
before	I	took	it.	Then	I	apologised	and	left	it	at	that.	You	could	have	heard	a	pin
drop.
Ricky	broke	the	silence	and	told	everyone	to	go	and	get	some	food	and	come

back	 at	 9	 pm	 to	 talk	 about	 the	 game	 we	 had	 to	 win	 the	 next	 day.	 The	 next
morning	 I	did	a	press	conference	explaining	what	had	happened	and	admitting
my	mistake.	I	did	all	I	could	to	protect	Mum	by	being	open	about	her	getting	the
diuretic	from	a	pharmacy	(not	from	the	black	market!)	and	me	taking	the	tablet
innocently.
A	 few	days	 later,	Adam	Gilchrist	wrote	 in	 a	 newspaper	 that	 he	 thought	my

mum	and	I	had	deceived	people.	Thanks,	Gilly,	that	was	a	help.	Even	to	this	day,
people	out	there	think	I	was	blaming	Mum,	which	is	rubbish,	total	rubbish.	I	was
obliged	to	say	where	the	pill	had	come	from,	which	I	did	–	but	at	no	stage	did	I
ever	blame	my	mum.
I	was	deeply	upset	 that	people	 immediately	associated	me	with	drugs	–	 like

I’d	done	cocaine	–	because	 it	was	so	far	 from	the	 truth.	As	kids,	we	were	 into
sport,	sport	and	more	sport,	and	never	came	across	drugs.	Only	in	my	late	teens
did	I	see	the	damage	that	drugs	could	do.	Around	me,	some	guys	I	knew	got	into
a	real	mess;	one	of	them,	a	close	mate	of	mine,	needed	financial	help	to	escape
the	vicious	circle,	which	I	gave	him.



Back	 then,	 I	 could	 see	 how	 the	 threat	 of	 drug	 addiction	might	 affect	me.	 I
have	 an	 element,	 a	 gene	 perhaps,	 of	 an	 addictive	 personality	 that	 needs
monitoring.	For	example,	 if	 I	diet,	 I	don’t	eat.	Bang.	If	 I	commit	 to	 training	in
the	 gym,	 I	 go	 twice,	 maybe	 three	 times	 a	 day.	 If	 I	 go	 out	 on	 the	 piss,	 I	 get
hammered.	 If	 I	 play	 golf,	 I	 play	 every	 day	 of	 the	week.	 If	 I’m	 at	 the	 roulette
table,	I	go	with	everything	I’ve	got	at	the	time.
All	 those	examples	 reflect	 the	way	 I	don’t	do	 things	by	halves	but,	 equally,

they	are	conscious	decisions	and	very	rarely	get	out	of	hand.	So	I	know	if	I	ever
tried	the	drug	thing	and	I	liked	it	or	had	fun	with	it,	I	wouldn’t	be	able	to	stop.
That’s	why	I’ve	never	been	tempted.	And	anyway,	I’ve	never	felt	like	I	needed
that	sort	of	buzz.	I’m	happy	with	10	vodka/Red	Bulls	and	a	few	shots	to	get	my
buzz	on	the	occasions	I	have	a	big	night	out.	Otherwise,	bowling	under	pressure
works	 just	 fine	 for	me.	 I	 loved	 that	more	 than	anything	and	would	never	have
jeopardised	it.
Anyway,	we	finished	the	presser,	hopped	on	a	flight	with	the	Cricket	Australia

guy,	Michael	Brown,	and	I	was	about	to	chill	when	he	said,	‘Geez,	at	least	we’ve
got	24	hours	 to	sort	 things	out,	mate,	 to	be	 ready	for	 the	next	hurdle	when	we
land	in	Oz.’
I	 said,	 ‘Mate,	 without	 trying	 to	 be	 funny,	 I’m	 pretty	 pissed	 off	 right	 now

because	I’m	being	portrayed	as	a	drug	cheat,	so	I’m	not	much	up	for	a	chat.	But
I’m	innocent	and	my	conscience	is	clear.	I	sleep	well	on	planes,	so	I’m	planning
to	crash	out.’
‘Oh,	okay,’	he	said,	‘have	a	good	nap	and	we	can	chat	after.’
I	said,	‘There	will	be	no	after.	Once	I’m	out,	I’m	like	a	12-month-old	baby	in

the	back	seat	of	a	car	–	I’m	out.’
‘Yeah,	right,	mate,	talk	later.’
Michael	had	to	wake	me	up	in	Perth	when	we	changed	planes	and	then	again

in	Melbourne	when	we	 arrived.	 Not	 a	 word	 passed	 our	 lips.	 He	 still	 tells	 the
story	 and	 points	 out	 that	 I	 can’t	 have	 been	 all	 that	worried	 about	 being	 found
guilty.	So	I	slept.
When	we	landed	at	Melbourne	airport,	 it	was	pandemonium,	and	then	every

bit	 as	 bad	 back	 at	 home,	 where	 journos	 and	 paps	 were	 camping	 outside	 the
house.	 I	met	with	Cricket	Australia	 first	and	 then	 tried	 to	explain	 things	 to	 the
journos.	 There	 was	 a	 lot	 to	 get	 through.	 Back	 in	 Johannesburg,	 Andrew
Symonds,	who’d	 replaced	me	 in	 the	 team,	made	 a	 great	 hundred	 and	we	 beat
Pakistan	in	our	opening	game.	I	heard	later	that	the	guys	packed	down	together
and	resolved	to	keep	their	focus	on	winning	the	trophy,	and	not	be	distracted	by
what	was	going	on	with	me.	Good	decision.	They	 stayed	unbeaten	 throughout
the	 tournament,	 smashing	 India	 in	 the	 final,	 with	 Ricky	 making	 a	 brilliant



hundred.	A	great	effort	that	made	a	lot	of	people,	particularly	me	I	have	to	say,
feel	very	proud.
For	the	hearing	at	the	CA	offices	in	Melbourne,	I	needed	legal	representation

and	 that	was	when	 I	had	a	phone	call	 from	Kerry	Packer,	who	 I’d	 first	met	 in
1993	with	our	mutual	great	mate,	Lloyd	Williams.	He	became	one	of	my	closest
friends	and	a	valuable	mentor	during	the	years	that	fame	first	came	my	way.	He
still	is.
‘Tell	me	the	truth,	son,’	said	Kerry.	So	I	told	him	exactly	what	happened.	He

was	 relieved	 there	 were	 no	 drugs	 involved	 and	 said,	 ‘If	 I	 find	 out	 anything
different	…’
‘Kerry,’	I	said,	 ‘there	 is	no	reason	I’d	 lie	 to	you	and	on	my	children’s	 lives,

I’m	telling	you	the	truth.’
‘Great,	 I	 figured	 it	 was	 bullshit,’	 he	 replied,	 and	 then	 said	 about	 the	 nicest

thing	anyone	has	ever	said	to	me.	‘I	love	what	you	have	achieved,	you’re	one	of
our	greatest	sportsmen,	and	you	need	to	be	represented	properly	at	this	hearing.
I’ll	provide	you	with	my	legal	team	down	in	Melbourne.	I’m	not	asking	you,	I’m
telling	 you.	 These	 people	 will	 get	 you	 the	 best	 possible	 result.	 Mates	 stick
together,	son.	Good	luck	with	it.’
I	was	blown	away.	Kerry	fixed	the	best	representation	out	there	and	saved	me

a	lot	of	money.	Going	forward	I	felt	that,	even	under	the	pressure	of	the	hearing,
the	chance	would	be	there	to	make	my	side	of	the	story	clear.	Kerry’s	team	were
quick	to	find	loop-holes	in	the	case	against	me	and	seemed	hugely	confident	of
getting	me	off.
The	hearing	was	chaired	by	the	Queensland	appeal	court	judge,	Justice	Glenn

Williams.	In	the	room	were	Andrew	Thwaites,	the	CA	lawyer;	Peter	Taylor,	the
off-spinner	whose	place	I’d	taken	in	the	team	in	the	early	’90s,	representing	CA;
the	sports	doctor,	Susan	White,	other	ASADA	reps	and	my,	or	Kerry’s,	legals.	It
was	a	room	of	dark	suits	and	ties	and	serious	faces.
Thwaites	 grilled	 my	 mum	 in	 an	 unforgivable	 way.	 Obviously,	 there	 was	 a

necessary	 line	 of	 questioning	but	 there	was	 no	need	 for	 it	 to	 be	 an	 aggressive
one,	so	full	of	suggestion	and	accusation.	She	was	lost	in	the	whole	process	and
the	more	she	stumbled	or	asked	for	questions	to	be	repeated,	the	more	he	went
after	 her	 in	 that	 bullying	 way.	 Sitting	 there	 watching	 and	 listening	 to	 this,	 I
became	 more	 and	 more	 angry,	 wanting	 to	 literally	 take	 matters	 into	 my	 own
hands.	Thinking	 about	 it	 now	makes	me	madder	 still.	One	 day	 the	 karma	 bus
will	get	him.
Kerry’s	 lawyers	 were	 quite	 taken	 aback	 by	 the	 way	Mum	was	 treated	 and

began	to	think	that	the	whole	motivation	of	the	hearing	was	to	hang	me,	not	to



establish	 the	 truth.	ASADA	didn’t	 seem	 interested	 in	 the	 real	 facts	 at	 all,	 only
that	an	example	was	to	be	made	of	a	high-profile	player.
When	 the	 scientific	 documentation	 came	 up,	 every	 test	 I’d	 taken	 over	 the

years	showed	the	same	pattern.	Nothing.	Until	the	one	taken	three	weeks	before
the	2003	World	Cup,	which	had	the	anomaly.	Thankfully,	 the	small	amount	of
the	diuretic	found	in	my	system	showed	up	as	too	weak	to	mask	anything,	least
of	all	steroids.	Ironically,	the	very	same	Moduretic	is	now	off	the	banned	list	for
exactly	 that	 reason	 –	 it	 does	 nothing	 except	 help	with	 fluid-retention	 issues.	 I
could	have	10	of	those	tablets	now	if	I	wanted	and	they	wouldn’t	show	up	in	any
cricket	drug	testing.
My	legal	team	warned	that	if	found	guilty	I	could	receive	a	two-year	ban	but

that,	on	the	positive	side,	the	drug	had	no	performance-enhancing	property,	so	I
should	get	off,	no	problem.	But	Justice	Williams	saw	it	differently.	As	he	said	to
reporters	outside	the	CA	offices	in	Melbourne,	‘The	committee	found	the	charge
proved	and	imposed	on	player	Shane	Keith	Warne	[a	ban]	for	the	period	of	12
months	dated	from	February	10th	2003.’
I	 was	 furious	 and	 responded	 immediately.	 ‘I	 am	 absolutely	 devastated	 and

very	upset.	 I	will	 appeal.	 I	 feel	 I	 am	 the	 victim	of	 anti-doping	hysteria.	 I	 also
want	 to	 repeat	 that	 I	 have	 never	 taken	 any	 performance-enhancing	 drugs	 and
never	will.’
It	was	a	weird	decision	and	sentence.	What	was	the	reasoning?	Did	they	think

there	was	more	 to	 it?	So	now	 I’d	had	 two	 serious	 shoulder	 injuries,	 two	 ring-
finger	ops,	been	dropped	from	the	Test	team,	sacked	from	the	one-day	captaincy,
rubbed	out	of	the	game	for	a	year.	What	the	hell	would	be	next?!
I	was	 all	 over	 the	place	 and	 felt	 this	 terrible	 sense	of	 injustice.	Simone	was

terrific	and	stood	by	me	throughout,	but	there	was	no	escaping	the	fact	that	I	was
at	one	of	my	lowest	points.	I	was	stuffing	things	up	for	myself	and	for	everybody
around	me	that	I	cared	about.	So	then	I	got	angry	again,	this	time	with	myself.
Why	 hadn’t	 I	 checked	 out	 the	 ICC	 book	 of	 rules?	 I	 might	 not	 have	 taken
anything	 performance-enhancing,	 but	 I	 should	 bloody	 well	 have	 checked	 out
whether	or	not	that	tablet	was	legal.	Stupid,	but	innocent.
I	had	the	right	to	appeal	and	my	first	reaction	was	to	do	so.	But	I	changed	my

mind.	The	lawyers	explained	that	if	we	lost,	I’d	get	the	full	two	years.	They	said
I’d	been	nailed	for	the	mistake	of	not	checking	out	the	tablet	and	then	of	failing
the	 drug	 test.	 They	made	 the	 point	 that	my	 profile	 allowed	 both	ASADA	 and
Cricket	 Australia	 to	 make	 an	 example	 of	 me.	 What	 with	 Dick	 Pound,	 the
President	 of	 the	 World	 Anti-Doping	 Agency,	 weighing	 in,	 saying	 it	 was	 a
disgrace	for	Australian	sport	and	that	he	couldn’t	see	 the	reason	not	 to	ban	me



for	the	full	two	years,	my	lawyers	figured	that,	in	the	end,	I	was	better	off	taking
the	hit	for	a	year	than	taking	them	on.
My	 last	words	on	 the	subject	were:	 ‘Although	I	 find	 this	penalty	very	harsh

and	I	am	extremely	disappointed	that	this	has	happened,	I	have	decided	that	I	no
longer	want	to	put	my	family	under	even	more	stress.	Enough	is	enough.’

Remission

Simone	 and	 I	 took	 the	 kids	 to	 Spain.	 We	 were	 being	 hounded	 at	 home	 in
Australia	and	it	was	affecting	our	life	with	the	kids,	young	as	they	were.	We	had
a	good	time	together	in	Spain;	in	fact,	most	of	that	year	was	good	because,	for
once,	family	took	precedence	over	cricket.
When	 we	 got	 back	 to	 Australia	 after	 our	 holiday,	 there	 were	 two	 things	 I

wanted	 to	do	–	 learn	how	to	drive	properly	and	get	my	golf	handicap	down	as
low	 as	 possible.	 I	 enrolled	 in	 all	 the	 advanced	 driving	 courses	 with	 BMW.	 I
wanted	a	CAMS	(Confederation	of	Australian	Motor	Sport)	 licence	 that	would
allow	me	to	race	on	the	track	and	enter	pretty	much	anything,	even	the	Bathurst
1000.
I	wanted	to	get	my	golf	handicap	down	to	single	figures	as	well,	so	I	played

with	Lloyd	Williams	at	his	club,	the	Capital,	27	days	in	a	row.	It	was	just	Lloyd
and	me,	6	or	7	am	hit-off,	done	by	10-ish,	breakfast	and	away.	I	got	it	down	to
6.7,	the	best	it	has	been.
It	was	the	first	year	I’d	played	in	the	Dunhill	Links	Championship	in	Scotland,

the	best	pro-am	golf	event	on	the	planet	and	the	most	fun	week	of	the	year,	every
year.	It’s	a	four-day	event	where	you	live	and	breathe	the	life	of	a	professional
golfer.	What	 a	 privilege	 it	 is	 to	 be	 asked	 to	 play	 and,	 that	 year,	 for	 obvious
reasons	 I	 particularly	 appreciated	 the	 invitation	 from	 Johann	Rupert,	 the	 great
South	African	who	sponsors	the	tournament	and	puts	his	unique	stamp	on	it	time
after	 time.	 Johann	 has	 been	 a	 tremendous	 friend	 and	 supporter	 of	 mine	 ever
since.	 At	 the	 time	 I	 was	 black-banned	 everywhere,	 so	 this	 was	 a	 gesture	 I’ll
never	forget.
I	didn’t	touch	a	cricket	ball	for	six	months.	The	ban	meant	I	couldn’t	train	at

any	facility	in	Australia	or	the	government	would	withdraw	their	funding	for	it.
So	I	couldn’t	practise	at	the	MCG,	at	any	club	or	at	any	indoor	nets	–	nowhere.
A	 mate	 of	 mine	 owned	 an	 indoor	 cricket	 centre	 in	 ‘Woop	Woop’	 –	 in	 other
words,	 miles	 out	 of	 town	 –	 and	 he	 agreed	 to	 open	 it	 up	 for	me	 at	 six	 in	 the
mornings.	 I	 drove	 in	 the	 dark	 and	 would	 bowl	 for	 an	 hour	 at	 a	 handkerchief
before	he	ushered	me	away,	 locked	up	 the	building,	and	came	back	at	eight	 to



open	it	up	formally	for	the	day’s	business.	On	a	couple	of	occasions	I	bowled	at
the	actor	Glenn	Robbins,	a	great	mate	of	mine,	but	then	someone	found	out	what
was	going	on	and	we	had	to	bin	the	whole	exercise.
I	 thought,	 ‘Right,	 I’m	 not	 allowed	 to	 bowl	 but	 no-one	 can	 stop	 me	 from

getting	fit.’	I	hired	Russell	Crowe’s	fitness	trainer,	Lourene	–	who	I	mentioned
earlier	–	 for	a	six-week	period,	which	became	eight	weeks	while	 I	became	 the
fittest	 I’ve	 been	 in	my	 life.	 I	 trained	my	 arse	 off,	 didn’t	 drink,	 fed	 off	 protein
shakes	and	went	for	it.	I	did	yoga	too,	stretched	and	worked	on	core	strength.	I’d
never	felt	better.
I’ve	kind	of	done	that	most	of	my	life,	lurched	in	and	out	of	fitness.	Most	of

the	 time	 I	 just	 can’t	 be	 bothered	 but	 then,	 when	 the	 bug	 gets	 me,	 I	 just	 tear
myself	apart	and	start	again.	I	can	drop	from	90	to	80	kilos	in	next	to	no	time.
Basically,	 it’s	cereal	–	Special	K	–	plus	fruit	and	water	for	 the	first	10	days,

then	 protein	 shakes.	 I	 love	 fruit	 –	 watermelon,	 grapes,	 apples,	 bananas	 –	 and
within	 a	 couple	 of	 weeks	 I’ve	 stripped	 4–5	 kilos.	 After	 that	 I’ll	 eat	 in
moderation,	maybe	some	bacon	with	 the	morning	protein	shake	and	 then	pasta
for	lunch,	but	I	never	eat	in	the	evening.	Oh,	and	I	cut	out	all	the	junk.	No	fries,
no	chips,	no	pizza,	no	lollies.	The	cigarettes	stay.
Anyway,	the	day	the	ban	ended,	Victoria	were	training	at	Junction	Oval	so	I

went	up	to	roll	my	arm	over.	The	guys	saw	me	and	were	saying,	‘Wow,	you’re
looking	 good,	Warney.’	And	 I	was	 like,	 ‘Yeah,	 I	 should	 get	 rubbed	 out	more
often!’
A	few	days	later	I	played	for	the	Vics’	second	XI	against	Queensland	and	got

the	shock	of	my	life.	Gym	fitness	is	one	thing,	cricket	fitness	is	another.	A	year
out	of	 the	game	and	 then	a	day	 in	 the	 field	–	geez,	 that	hurt;	 just	 everywhere.
Shoulder,	legs,	groins,	back,	hips,	lats,	wrists,	fingers	…	holy	malloly!	So	I	had
to	get	some	miles	in	very,	very	quickly.
I	played	one	Shield	game	and	two	one-dayers	before	the	selectors	picked	me

to	tour	Sri	Lanka	10	days	later.	As	we	got	there,	I	said,	‘Whoever	wants	to	bat,
I’m	 bowling.	And	 if	 you	want	 to	 have	 another	 bat	 after	 the	 session,	 I’ll	 bowl
again.’	I	didn’t	play	in	the	five-match	one-day	series	that	kicked	off	the	tour,	but
when	Ricky	said	I	was	in	for	the	first	Test,	I	felt	a	huge	amount	of	pride.	I	knew
I	was	 ready,	 and	 hungrier	 than	 I’d	 been	 since	 those	Terry	 Jenner	 days.	 Stuart
MacGill	had	done	well	in	my	absence	and	picking	the	two	of	us	together	was	a
great	thing	for	the	art	we	loved	most.	The	art	of	leg-spin.
The	date	was	8	March	2004,	barely	more	than	a	year	since	the	humiliation	of

the	positive	 tests,	 removal	 from	 the	World	Cup,	 the	hearing	back	at	home	and
the	ban.



It	 was,	 how	 should	 I	 say,	 tricky	 to	 integrate	 back	 into	 the	 side.	Maybe	 the
word	is	awkward.	The	guys	had	lived	in	each	other’s	pockets	for	the	best	part	of
12	 months,	 and	 won	 a	 World	 Cup,	 remember,	 without	 me	 around.	 Then,
suddenly,	I	was	back,	like	I	was	someone	new,	and	we	both	had	to	get	the	feel
for	 each	 other	 again.	 I’d	 played	 for	 13	 seasons	 and	 over	 100	Tests	 before	 the
ban,	so	I	was	actually	more	senior	than	any	of	them,	but	it	didn’t	feel	like	that.
For	 a	 few	 days,	 to	 be	 honest	 it	was	 pretty	weird,	 but	 to	 everyone’s	 credit	 the
guys	were	 great	 and	 that	welcome	 back	was	 something	 I	won’t	 forget.	 I	 even
joined	in	the	sprinting	sessions.	That	caught	’em	off	guard!
In	 hindsight,	 this	 was	 probably	 the	 most	 focused	 I	 had	 been	 in	 my	 whole

career.	It	was,	like,	you	blokes	in	your	dark	suits	and	ties	that	judged	me	at	the
hearing	but	don’t	know	me,	you’re	not	going	to	stop	me	doing	the	thing	I	love
most.	You	want	to	try	and	rub	me	out?	Well,	I	ain’t	going	anywhere.
It	had	taken	a	while	for	me	to	get	to	that	point.	At	the	start	of	the	ban	I	was

sulky	and	weighed	down	by	the	questions	that	nagged	away:	why	me,	why	this?
But	time	was	the	healer.	I	eased	off	a	bit,	had	a	great	time	with	the	family,	loved
playing	golf	with	Lloyd,	driving	the	race	cars	and	looking	at	life	from	a	different
perspective.	I	guess	that’s	a	problem	with	professional	sport,	the	bubble	you	live
in	 and	 the	 danger	 of	 a	 siege	mentality.	My	mindset	was	 so	much	 better	 from
having	allowed	it	to	relax.	Test	cricket	and	the	lifestyle	that	came	with	it	had	a
high	tariff	in	many	ways	and	the	downtime	taught	me	a	bit	about	myself.
From	the	moment	I	started	training	hard,	late	in	2003,	and	then	bowling	again

in	early	February	2004,	I	felt	comfortable	with	where	I	was	at.	I	had	unfinished
business	on	the	cricket	field,	strongly	believing	I	still	had	a	contribution	to	make
to	Australian	cricket.	To	be	honest,	I’d	missed	the	game	terribly	and	resolved	to
show	people	what	they’d	been	missing	too.	When	I	walked	out	onto	the	field	in
Galle,	I	felt	10	foot	tall	and	there	was	no	way	I	was	going	to	let	anybody	down.
Least	of	all	myself.
I	took	10	wickets	in	that	Test	match	–	which	included	my	500th	–	10	more	in

the	second	and	six	in	the	third.	It	was	the	best	tour	I	ever	had.	The	Sri	Lankans
were	 super	 players	 of	 spin	 –	 Jayawardene,	 Sangakkara,	Atapattu,	Tillakaratne,
Jayasuriya,	Dilshan	 –	 and	 they	 prepared	 big	 turning	wickets	 in	 the	 belief	 that
Murali	would	 outbowl	 us.	We	were	 behind	 on	 every	 first	 innings	 but	we	 still
won	3–0.	I	flew	Mum	and	Dad	over	for	that	first	Test	and	was	able	to	share	the
occasion	and	result	with	them.	I	thought	back	to	1992	and	the	Test	match	in	Sri
Lanka	 that	 changed	 my	 life,	 and	 reflected	 on	 the	 fact	 that,	 once	 again,	 this
country	 had	 been	 good	 to	me.	 I	 was	 back,	 the	memories	 of	 a	 nightmare	 year
pretty	much	erased,	and	the	fun	of	cricket	stretching	out	in	front	of	me.



Footnote

Nine	months	 later,	 the	 tsunami	hit	Sri	Lanka	and	tore	 the	 island	and	its	people
apart.	 I	 rang	Murali	 and	 said,	 ‘I	want	 to	come	over	and	help.’	He	was	excited
and	asked	how	quickly	I	could	get	there.	Within	a	week	or	so	was	the	answer.	I
rang	TNT,	 the	courier-service	people,	and	I	said,	 ‘Right,	 I’ve	got	Gray-Nicolls
and	County	willing	 to	 fly	 out	 cricket	 kit.	And	 I’ve	 got	 toys,	 colouring	 books,
pens,	pencils,	and	lots	of	other	stuff	too.’They	said,	‘Sure,	let’s	do	it.’
It	was	flown	to	Galle,	where	I	met	Murali,	and	we	handed	it	out	 to	children

who	had	been	through	hell.	There	was	a	guy	there	called	Kasheel,	who’d	been
teaching	 the	kids	how	to	use	computers	and	 to	speak	English,	but	 their	village
had	 been	 destroyed	 by	 the	waves.	The	 joy	 and	 gratitude	 on	 his	 face	when	we
arrived	was	 unbelievable.	Then	 there	was	 the	 truly	 horrific	 scene	 of	 a	 train	 in
Galle	that	had	been	hit	by	the	tsunami	and	was	lying	wrecked	by	the	side	of	the
track.	Many	people	had	died,	including	the	parents	of	a	family	of	four.	When	the
two	 children	 came	 forward	 for	 their	 gifts	 and	 smiled	 to	 say	 thank	 you,	 I	 just
teared	 up.	Their	 courage	 and	 hope,	 after	 such	 heartache,	was	 one	 of	 the	more
incredible	 things	 I’ve	experienced	 in	my	 life.	Sri	Lanka	 is	 a	beautiful	 country,
made	even	more	beautiful	by	its	people.	They	have	a	special	place	in	my	heart.
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Fields	of	Blue	and	Gold

Hampshire	…	or	Lancashire?

THERE	WAS	ALWAYS	something	about	county	cricket	 that	I	 liked.	When	I	played
the	 leagues	 in	Bristol	 in	1989	and	Lancashire	 in	1991,	 I	used	 to	go	and	watch
with	a	few	mates	and	think,	‘Yeah,	I’d	like	a	go	at	this.’The	standard	was	better
than	first	grade	in	Melbourne	but	not	as	good	as	the	Sheffield	Shield	at	that	time.
I	 liked	 the	 traditional	 aspects	 of	 it,	 the	 pretty	 grounds	 full	 of	 people	 happy	 to
spend	a	day	enjoying	the	game.
After	the	’93	Ashes	tour	and	the	Gatting	ball,	a	lot	of	counties	hit	me	up	to	see

if	 I	was	 interested	 in	playing	county	cricket.	Sussex	offered	£75,000	–	a	 lot	 in
those	days	–	but	Kerry	Packer	talked	me	out	of	it,	saying	it	was	more	important	I
stayed	fresh	for	Australia	–	and	he	did	this	as	a	friend,	not	for	ratings!	That	was
really	the	start	of	my	great	friendship	with	Kerry.
I	didn’t	 think	much	of	 it	 for	 the	next	 few	years	because	we	played	so	much

international	cricket,	and	then	injuries	hit	me	–	surgery,	rehab,	training.	A	lot	of
mental	 energy	was	 used	up,	 so	 I	 didn’t	want	 to	waste	 any	of	 it	 on	 the	 county
circuit,	but	save	everything	for	Victoria	and	Australia.
At	 the	 start	 of	 the	 1999	 World	 Cup	 in	 England,	 we	 had	 a	 function	 at

Buckingham	Palace	and	the	Hampshire	chairman	was	there	–	a	big	bloke	with	a
beard,	Brian	Ford.
He	said,	‘I	hear	you	want	to	play	county	cricket.’
‘Really?’
‘Well,	that’s	what	I	heard,’	he	said.
‘Righto,’	 I	 told	him.	 ‘Yep,	 I	 spoke	 to	Sussex	a	 few	years	back	but	 it	 didn’t

work	out.	I’m	up	for	another	look	at	it.’
And	he	came	straight	out	with	‘Come	and	play	for	Hampshire	then.’
‘Er,	okay,	mate,	best	if	you	speak	to	my	agent.’
Brian	later	said	it	was	a	nightmare	because	I	had	two	agents	and	they	saw	the

world	very	differently.



Anyway,	I	didn’t	hear	from	Hampshire	for	a	few	weeks.	Meantime,	we	were
playing	West	 Indies	 at	 Old	 Trafford	 and	 I	 was	 approached	 by	 the	 Lancashire
chairman,	 Jack	 Simmons,	 to	 play	 for	 the	 Red	 Rose	 county.	 Jack	 was	 a	 good
bloke,	a	much	liked	character	in	Australia	where	he’d	once	captained	Tasmania
to	some	success,	and	he	didn’t	have	much	selling	to	do	given	my	success	story	at
Old	 Trafford!	 We	 basically	 did	 a	 deal	 there	 and	 then:	 £100,000	 plus	 all
expenses.
I	 said,	 ‘Look,	mate,	 it	 sounds	 good,	 but	 I	won’t	 fully	 commit	 for	 a	month,

maybe	two,	and	certainly	not	until	 the	end	of	 the	World	Cup	when	my	head	is
clearer.	At	 this	stage,	your	offer	 is	great,	 I’d	 love	to	play	at	a	big	Test	ground,
I’ve	got	some	great	memories	at	Old	Trafford,	I’ve	got	mates	in	the	leagues,	and
I	like	the	way	Lancashire	play	their	cricket.’
I	 never	 fully	 committed	 but,	 in	 principle,	 I	was	 definitely	 going	 to	 play	 for

Lancashire.	Then,	on	 the	morning	of	 the	 final	at	Lord’s	against	Pakistan,	we’d
just	finished	our	warm-ups	when	Robin	Smith,	who	was	doing	some	radio	work
that	 day,	 came	 over	 and	 spoke	 to	 me.	 ‘Do	 you	 want	 to	 come	 and	 play	 for
Hampshire?’	he	asked.

Judge	and	Jack

The	first	thing	to	say	here	is	that	I’ve	never	come	across	a	better	bloke	in	cricket
than	 Robin	 Smith.	 I	 first	 met	 the	 ‘Judge’,	 as	 the	 world	 knows	 him,	 in	 the
1990/91	season	in	Adelaide	when	I	was	bowling	to	the	Poms	in	the	nets	and	kept
knocking	over	John	Morris,	a	bloke	who	didn’t	last	long	in	Test	cricket,	but	who
is	a	good	and	funny	man.	 In	 the	end	 they	moved	me	out	of	 that	net	because	 it
was	getting	embarrassing,	so	I	went	next	door	and	bowled	to	the	Judge.
Anyway,	our	Academy	team	–	guys	like	Blewett,	Martyn,	Langer	and	Cottrell

–	played	 two	games	against	England	and	I	got	 the	Judge	out	 for	30-odd	 in	 the
second	 of	 them.	 Afterwards,	 Allan	 Lamb	 came	 up	 to	 me	 and	 said,	 ‘We	 hear
you’re	 the	 guy	 to	 show	 us	 round	 town	 tonight.’	 So	 off	 we	 went	 –	 Lamby,
Judgey,	me	and	a	few	others	in	tow.	We	had	a	great	night	and	we’ve	stayed	good
mates	ever	since.
I	 reckon	 England	 binned	 Robin	 too	 early,	 but	 perhaps	 the	 reputation	 for

having	a	good	time	became	a	kind	of	noose	around	his	neck.	He	was	a	helluva
player,	a	magnificent	striker	of	the	ball	with	a	huge	heart.	He	had	the	respect	of
the	 Australian	 dressing-room,	 which	 wasn’t	 given	 out	 easily.	 People	 said	 I
finished	his	career,	because	of	the	way	I	got	him	out	a	few	times.	That’s	bullshit.
Robin’s	record	against	spin	is	better	than	most	people	think	–	particularly	against



India	and	Sri	Lanka.	In	the	early	days	he	used	to	smack	it	out	of	the	park,	but	as
he	got	older	he	attacked	spin	less.	Age	definitely	changes	the	way	batsmen	think
and	most	 go	 into	 a	 shell	 –	 reactions	 slow	 up	 and	 the	 carefree	 instincts	 of	 the
early	years	are	affected	by	knowing	 too	much.	Fine	player,	 though,	 the	 Judge,
and	 a	 great	 bloke.	He	 had	 the	 fiercest	 cut	 shot	 I’ve	 ever	 seen,	 and	 I’ve	 never
heard	a	bad	word	said	about	him.
So	 there	were	 the	 two	of	us,	 as	 the	drizzle	began	at	Lord’s	 and	delayed	 the

start	 of	 the	 final.	 ‘Hampshire	 are	 a	 small	 county	 with	 a	 very	 talented	 cricket
side,’	he	said,	‘but	we	lack	leadership.	We	like	to	party	a	bit	too	much,	and	we
don’t	take	our	cricket	too	seriously,	which	may	or	may	not	be	a	good	thing.	We
should	be	better	 than	we	are	and	I	 think	you’re	the	man	to	help	us,	and	impart
your	knowledge	along	with	your	winning	mindset	to	the	group.’
It	was	a	pretty	 smart	 approach	by	 Judgey.	 I	 like	a	party	 too	and	 the	 idea	of

trying	to	bring	success	to	a	club	that	hadn’t	had	any	of	late	was	very	appealing.
‘Leave	 it	with	me,	 Judge,’	 I	 said,	 and,	heading	back	 to	 the	dressing-room,	 I

was	thinking	that	I	sort	of	liked	the	Hampshire	idea	but	I’d	partly	given	my	word
to	Lancashire.	Hmmm	…
That	afternoon,	Australia	won	the	World	Cup.	We	outplayed	Pakistan	in	every

department	of	the	game,	which	was	a	fantastic	end	to	a	campaign	that	didn’t	start
so	well.	The	celebrations	in	the	rooms	summed	up	why	we	play	in	the	first	place
and	 they	went	 long	 and	 hard	 from	mid-afternoon	 to	 around	 10	 pm,	when	 the
officials	moved	us	on.	But	not	until	we’d	sung	our	team	song	out	in	the	middle
on	the	hallowed	turf	of	Lord’s.
When	we	got	back	to	the	Royal	Garden	Hotel,	a	little	guy	came	over	from	the

far	corner	of	the	lobby	in	a	hat,	suit	and	cufflinks	that	each	had	the	initials	MPC
on	them.
He	said,	‘Excuse	me,	can	I	have	five	minutes	of	your	time?’
‘No,	mate,’	I	told	him.	‘We’ve	just	won	the	World	Cup	and	I’m	hanging	with

the	team.’
He	said,	‘Well,	if	you	do	find	five	minutes,	I’ll	be	waiting	here.’
I	went	up	to	my	room,	had	a	shower,	got	changed,	made	a	couple	of	calls	and

headed	down	to	the	bar	to	meet	the	guys.	The	little	bloke	was	still	there.
‘Whenever	you	have	five	minutes,’	he	told	me	again.	‘I’ll	wait	here	all	night	if

need	be.’
I	had	a	couple	with	the	guys	in	the	bar	and	came	out	for	a	smoke.	He	was	still

there.	 I	 said,	 ‘I	 tell	 you	 what,	 I’ll	 finish	 my	 smoke	 and	 then	 give	 you	 five
minutes.’
I	 did	 and	 then	 he	 gave	me	 this	 spiel	 –	 he	 said	 he	was	Michael	 Cohen	 and

asked	me	who	managed	me	 in	England.	 I	 said	 I	 had	 a	 real	 good	bloke	 in	Oz,



Austin	Robertson,	but,	no,	I	didn’t	have	anyone	in	England.	He	said	there	was	a
lot	he	could	do	for	me	in	the	UK,	so	I	suggested	he	ring	Ocker	and	headed	back
to	the	bar.
I	rang	Ock	myself	the	next	day	and	he	said	Michael	Cohen	had	already	called

him.	‘He’s	tenacious,	you	gotta	give	him	that,’	said	Ock,	‘and	he	sure	knows	the
English	market	better	than	us.’
‘Good	point,	Ock,’	I	said.	‘Tell	him	we	want	to	play	county	cricket	next	year.

See	if	he	can	package	up	the	best	deal	on	the	planet,	with	other	gigs	surrounding
the	 cricket	 to	make	 the	most	 of	my	 time	 there.	No	 commission,	 first	 year	 for
free.	That	way	we	find	out	if	he’s	serious.’
Three	months	later	we	were	playing	a	short	Test	series	in	Sri	Lanka,	and	MPC

–	 that’s	 Michael,	 the	 little	 bloke!	 –	 called	 with	 an	 offer	 of	 £150,000	 from
Hampshire,	 plus	 car,	 house	 and	 flights.	 Then	 there	 was	 a	 radio	 deal:	 me	 and
Jamie	 Theakston,	 very	 much	 the	 young	 radio	 and	 TV	 guy	 of	 the	 moment,
hosting	our	own	Sunday	show	–	six	shows	at	£5000	a	pop;	an	agreement	with
The	 Times	 for	 10	 columns	 at	 12K	 each,	 and	 a	 £200,000	 book	 deal	 to	 tell	my
story	so	far	with	Hodder	&	Stoughton.	£500,000	in	one	phone	call!
I	 rang	Ocker	and	 said,	 ‘You’d	better	pull	your	 socks	up,	mate,	 this	Michael

Cohen	is	pretty	damn	good!’	I	said	he	could	split	his	commission	with	Michael	if
he	liked,	but	it	was	up	to	him.	The	next	thing	I	did	was	to	ring	Lancashire	and
tell	them	I	was	signing	with	Hampshire.	I	explained	my	decision	–	it	was	partly
the	financial	offer,	partly	me	being	a	mate	of	Robin	Smith,	and	partly	the	chance
to	turn	a	smaller	club	around.	Apologies,	Lancs,	it’s	the	way	it	had	to	be.
Nearly	20	years	on	and	MPC	still	manages	me	in	the	UK.	He’s	a	really	good

guy,	he’s	done	an	excellent	job,	and	I’ve	become	firm	friends	with	him	and	his
family.
Australia	 played	 a	 one-day	 game	 against	 South	 Africa	 at	 the	Wanderers	 in

Johannesburg	 on	 16	 April	 2000.	 Three	 days	 later,	 I	 made	 my	 debut	 for
Hampshire.	 I	drove	 to	Chelmsford	 in	Essex	with	 the	 Judge	 the	evening	before
the	 match,	 having	 crammed	 in	 some	 media	 stuff,	 met	 with	 sponsors	 and
committee	men,	moved	into	a	new	house	and	opened	a	bank	account,	all	in	less
than	48	hours.	Judge	had	plenty	of	cold	beers	in	an	esky	on	the	back	seat	so	we
got	stuck	in.	I	thought,	‘Right,	I	get	the	party	thing.’
I	hadn’t	met	many	of	 the	Hampshire	guys	and	 I	 remember	walking	 into	 the

dressing-room	for	the	first	time	the	next	morning	and	thinking	that	some	of	these
blokes	looked	past	their	sell-by	date.	I	was	30,	turning	31	later	that	year,	and	you
know	how	some	people	look	older	than	they	are	and	others	look	younger	–	well,
I	sat	next	to	Judge,	pointed	to	Peter	Hartley	and,	assuming	he	was	the	manager,
asked	him	to	introduce	us.



Judge	just	laughed.	‘He’s	our	opening	bowler!’
I	said,	‘Whaat?	He	can’t	be	our	opening	bowler,	he’s	got	to	be	50.’
‘Turned	40	yesterday,’	replied	Robin.
‘What	pace	does	he	bowl?’	I	asked.
‘Mid-80s.’
‘Come	 on,	 mate,	 there’s	 no	 way	 he’ll	 bowl	 mid-80s,’	 I	 said,	 and	 at	 that

moment	Peter	–	or	‘Jack’,	as	the	boys	called	him	–	sucked	deep	on	a	gasper	and
came	over	to	shake	my	hand.	An	hour	and	a	half	later,	I	was	standing	at	slip	and
Jack	 bounded	 in,	 let	 go	 of	 one	 that	 flew	with	 a	 beautiful	 outswing	 shape	 and
slapped	into	the	keeper’s	gloves	nice	and	hard.	Jesus!	Tidy,	that!
We	won	by	five	wickets	and	Jack	could	bowl.	He	played	the	game	hard	and

fair	and	we	became	good	mates	and	driving	buddies,	both	of	us	smoking	like	a
chimney.

Captaincy

It	 wasn’t	 long,	 though,	 before	 the	 alarm	 bells	 started	 ringing.	 In	 the	 nets,	 the
boys	were	really	casual	and	would	just	get	out,	like	it	didn’t	matter.	Then	they’d
get	 their	phone	out	and	mess	about	on	 it	 for	ages	–	girlfriends,	business	 ideas,
music,	games.
I	was	like,	‘What	the	hell	is	going	on	here	–	are	we	serious	or	what?’
Judge	 wasn’t	 worried.	 He	 just	 kept	 saying,	 ‘They’re	 out	 now,	 it	 doesn’t

matter.’
But	it	did	matter.	There	was	no	focus	and	certainly	not	on	winning.	As	you’ve

heard,	 I	 love	 Judge	 to	 bits	 but	 I	 didn’t	 agree	 and	 I	 snapped	 one	 day	when	 he
offered	 an	 opposing	 batsman,	 who	 was	 going	 well	 against	 us,	 the	 chance	 to
change	 his	 gloves	 and	 have	 a	 drink.	Offered	 him!	Oh	my	God,	 this	 is	 not	my
cricket,	not	at	all.
I	hate	going	soft	and	I	hate	losing	even	more.	The	guys	would	come	out	of	the

shower,	 ramp	up	 the	product	 in	 their	 hair	 and	 say,	 ‘Where	 are	we	going	 for	 a
beer?’	I	didn’t	say	much	to	start	with,	but	by	halfway	through	the	season	it	was
getting	to	me	and	I	snapped	a	few	more	times.
I	 talked	 a	 lot	 about	 it	 to	 John	 Stephenson	 –	 good	 cricketer	 was	 ‘Stan’,	 I

enjoyed	playing	with	him	–	because	he	and	I	always	shared	an	‘oily’	(cigarette)
and	a	beer	or	two	next	to	each	other	in	the	change-rooms,	long	after	the	others
had	gone.	He	was	in	my	camp	but	had	found	it	hard	to	change	the	culture	in	the
two	years	he	was	captain.	Look,	it	was	fun	because	they	were	such	a	great	group
of	guys,	but	 they	weren’t	 taking	 their	 lives	 as	professional	 cricketers	 seriously



enough	and	I	began	to	see	the	extent	of	the	challenge	ahead	if	I	was	to	honestly
consider	coming	back.
At	the	end	of	the	year	the	new	chairman,	Rod	Bransgrove,	asked	me	to	write

down	everything	that	I	thought	needed	to	change	at	the	club.	I	wasn’t	sure	it	was
my	place	 to	do	so,	but	he	 insisted,	 saying	we	all	want	you	back:	 the	members
who	loved	the	way	you	just	kept	bowling	and	smiling,	signing	autographs	every
day	for	the	kids;	the	players,	and	most	of	all	me,	he	said,	and	we	won’t	get	you
back	unless	it’s	on	your	terms.	True.
‘Okay,	here	goes,’	I	told	him.	‘Get	rid	of	all	the	deadwood,	the	guys	who’ve

been	at	the	club	for	four	or	five	years	and	only	played	a	handful	of	games.	The
talent	is	here	–	blokes	like	Derek	Kenway	and	Jason	Laney	–	but	the	culture	has
to	change.	There’s	a	 time	and	a	place	to	drink	and	that’s	when	you	celebrate	a
victory.	Sure,	have	a	few	during	the	game,	but	if	you	do	then	you	better	turn	up
and	perform.
‘Sport	is	performance	based	–	you	perform,	you	keep	your	spot.	There	have	to

be	 stricter	 dressing-room	 rules	 and	 everybody	 should	 sit	 out	 on	 the	 balcony,
watching	 where	 blokes	 field,	 who’s	 the	 left-arm	 thrower,	 right-arm	 thrower,
who’s	 looking	 tired	 and	 easy	 to	 attack,	who’s	 alive	 and	 dangerous.	 Study	 the
game,	guys!	What	about	the	pitch,	the	boundaries,	the	angles,	the	tactics?	Where
does	gully	field,	how	fine	is	backward	point,	and	why?
‘These	guys	need	to	start	looking	closely	at	cricket,	getting	inside	cricket,	and

they	have	to	start	to	openly	support	their	mates	when	they’re	out	in	the	fight.	I
don’t	want	blokes	on	the	phone	in	the	dressing-room	talking	to	a	stockbroker,	I
want	 blokes	 who	 are	 committed	 to	 bringing	 success	 to	 the	 club,	 strong
characters,	 good	 people	 with	 a	 work	 ethic.	 Trust	 and	 belief	 have	 to	 replace
jealousy	 and	 laziness.	 Cricket	 is	 bloody	 hard,	 and	 sponsored	 cars,	 free
everything,	long-term	contracts	shouldn’t	come	easy.’	But,	back	then,	they	did.
Rod	listened	and	didn’t	argue.	Then	I	wrote	it	down	for	him	too.
2001	was	an	Ashes	year	so	I	didn’t	play	county	cricket.	2001/02	was	a	tough

time	 for	 many	 reasons,	 so	 I	 needed	 some	 time	 away	 from	 the	 game	 in	 the
Australian	winter.	2003	I	was	rubbed	out	because	of	the	diuretic.	But,	and	this	is
what	I	loved,	Hampshire	never	gave	up	on	me,	and	in	2004	I	signed	a	four-year
deal	 to	 be	 captain.	 It	was	 for	 less	money	 because	 the	 club	were	 under	 severe
pressure	 financially,	 but	 that	 was	 no	 problem	 –	 I	 wanted	 to	 do	 this.	 So,	 that
summer	 I	 got	 there	 early	 to	 spend	 time	 with	 the	 guys,	 talking	 about	 my
philosophies	on	the	game	and	what	it	takes	to	win.	John	Crawley	had	joined	the
club	 from	Lancashire	 and	 played	 really	well.	We	had	 some	good	 players,	 and
some	not	so	good,	but	we	began	to	move	as	one	in	the	right	direction.



My	message	was	simple	enough.	‘We’re	playing	to	win,’	I	told	them,	‘and	if
that	means	 losing	occasionally,	 then	 so	be	 it.	 I	want	you	guys	 to	 learn	how	 to
win,	and	how	to	bat,	bowl	and	field	under	pressure.’
Hampshire	 had	 won	 just	 four	 games	 in	 the	 previous	 two	 seasons.	 It	 was	 a

pretty	poor	effort,	given	the	talent	was	there	to	compete	and	get	promotion	to	the
first	division.
‘I	guarantee	you	we’ll	win	more	 than	 four	games	 this	year	alone.	We	might

lose	a	few	too,	but	we’ll	win	more	than	we	lose.	This	cricket	journey	is	not	about
averages	–	I	don’t	give	a	rat’s	arse	about	averages.	I	care	about	how	you	play	the
game,	and	that	you	love	playing	it.
‘Yes,	it’s	cool	when	you	make	a	big	hundred	in	a	run	chase,	but	it’s	also	cool

if	you	make	40	when	we	desperately	need	it.	It’s	great	if	you	take	five-fer,	but
also	pretty	awesome	if	you	keep	it	tight	when	we’re	under	the	cosh.	I	care	about
how	you	treat	your	team-mates	and	how	you	look	to	improve	yourself.	Cricket	is
what	we’ve	chosen	to	do,	so	let’s	do	it	properly.’
I	 also	 wanted	 the	 other	 counties	 to	 hate	 us;	 to	 be	 so	 intimidated	 that	 they

dreaded	playing	us.	Equally,	I	wanted	the	team	to	be	respected	as	well,	so	I	made
sure	we	thanked	the	ladies	who	made	the	lunches,	cleaned	the	change-rooms	etc.
Manners	are	free.
In	2004,	we	nearly	won	the	second	division	title,	but	had	to	settle	for	second

behind	 Nottinghamshire,	 which	 at	 least	 meant	 promotion.	 The	 bowlers	 ticked
over	fine,	although	the	 truth	was	 that	we	were	one	gun	batsman	short	of	being
really	good.

KP

We	were	on	the	bus	to	Notts	and	all	the	boys	were	saying,	‘Warney,	please,	get
the	big-head	out.’
‘Who’s	the	big-head?’	I	asked	them.
Kevin	Pietersen,	they	said,	a	cocky,	strutting	South	African,	the	most	arrogant

prick	you’ve	ever	seen.
I’d	never	heard	of	Kevin	Pietersen,	never	mind	seen	him	play.	But	I	 figured

that	this	guy	must	be	good	because	no-one	likes	him.
Next	day,	I	knocked	over	Russell	Warren	and	in	he	came.	I	thought	this	will

be	 interesting.	 I	was	 standing	at	 the	 top	of	my	mark	and	everyone	went	quiet.
Were	these	blokes	scared	of	this	bloke	or	what?	Weird.
Anyway,	I	was	about	to	bowl	when	he	pulled	away.	I	thought,	‘Fair	enough,

he	must	be	having	another	look	at	the	field.’



I	went	back	to	the	top	of	my	mark,	made	him	wait	a	bit,	then	came	in	to	bowl
and	 he	 pulled	 away	 again.	 So	 I	 said	 to	 him,	 ‘Mate,	 I	 haven’t	 heard	 one	 thing
about	you	that’s	any	good.	Everyone	on	this	field	hates	you.	Even	the	non-striker
told	me	he	 thinks	you’re	a	prick,	 so	 I	don’t	know	what’s	wrong	with	you,	but
you	must	be	a	fuckwit.	I	was	going	to	give	you	the	benefit	of	the	doubt,	but	now
I’m	not	sure,	so	if	we	could	get	on	with	the	game,	we’ll	find	out	if	you’re	any
good	and,	either	way,	you’re	still	a	fuckwit.’
Two	balls	later,	bat-pad,	leg-side	–	bang,	bang	–	catch,	out.	I	said,	‘Now	fuck

off.’
All	the	boys	were	screaming,	‘Yes,	that’s	it,	fuck	off.	Give	it	to	him,	Warney!’
I	thought,	‘They	really	don’t	like	this	bloke.’
That	was	my	first	impression	of	Kevin	Pietersen	–	not	good.

At	the	end	of	2004,	I	got	a	call	from	Ian	Botham,	who	was	managing	KP	at	the
time	 (go	 figure!).	 He	 said,	 ‘KP	 would	 like	 to	 talk	 to	 you	 about	 playing	 for
Hampshire.	I’ve	told	him	if	you	want	to	learn	how	to	play	the	game	properly	and
to	take	that	talent	of	yours	into	Test	cricket,	there	is	no-one	out	there	who	knows
more	about	it	than	Warney.	So	the	question	is,	are	you	interested	and,	if	so,	can	I
pass	your	number	on	to	him?’
‘Yeah,	sure,’	I	said.
So	KP	rang	me	and	said	he	 loved	what	we	were	doing	and	 that	we	were	an

exciting	team.	He	said	he	wanted	to	leave	Notts	and	come	to	us	because	Beefy
reckoned	 this	 was	 where	 he’d	 learn	 fastest,	 alongside	 me	 and	 under	 my
captaincy.
I	 said,	 ‘I’m	very	 flattered,	mate,	 but	we’ve	 started	 something	 here	which	 is

pretty	good,	and	we’re	all	in	it	together.	What	I	hear	about	you	is	that	you’re	not
a	team	man.	Now,	I	don’t	give	a	fuck	what	other	people	say.	I	want	to	make	up
my	own	mind,	so	I’m	happy	to	meet	you,	with	a	couple	of	Hampshire	officials.
In	the	end,	they’ll	make	the	call.’
KP	 turned	 up	 in	 a	 singlet	 and	 shorts,	 while	 me,	 Rod	 Bransgrove	 and	 Tim

Tremlett,	the	Hampshire	director	of	cricket,	were	in	pants	and	a	jacket.	He	swore
like	 a	 trooper	 and	 bagged	 the	 guys	 at	 Notts.	 Basically,	 he’d	 fallen	 out	 with
everyone	there	and	was	desperate	for	a	change.
KP	was	getting	heaps	of	runs	everywhere	and	I	liked	his	individual	style	–	the

stance,	the	intent	and	the	desire	to	succeed.	There	was	something	about	him,	for
sure.



I	said,	‘Look,	with	me,	you	start	with	a	clean	slate.	I’ll	only	treat	you	based	on
how	you	 conduct	 yourself	 in	 the	group.	We	all	 play	 for	 each	other	 here	 and	 I
think	you’ll	fit	in	beautifully.	In	fact,	you’re	just	the	cricketer	we	need	to	take	us
to	the	next	level.	We’d	love	to	have	you.’
Well,	 that	 stopped	 everyone	 in	 their	 tracks.	We	 did	 the	 deal	 soon	 after	 and

Kev	was	with	us	for	the	2005	season.
He	lived	with	me	for	a	time,	like	Michael	Clarke	had	done	when	he	played	the

2004	 season.	A	 few	 good	Aussies	 started	 to	 come	 to	Hampshire	 –	 apart	 from
‘Pup’,	there	was	Shane	Watson,	Simon	Katich	and	Stuart	Clark	back	then.
Pup	stood	next	to	me	at	slip	and	wanted	to	learn	about	the	game.	I	said,	‘Ask

me	about	everything,	every	move	I	make,’	and	he	was	like	a	sponge.	We	hung
out	all	the	time,	became	great	mates	and	talked	cricket	like	you	couldn’t	believe.
The	next	year	 the	same	sort	of	 thing	happened	with	Pietersen	–	me	passing	on
everything	I’d	learnt.	I	liked	the	way	the	two	of	them	played	the	game	and	I	was
happy	to	have	them	under	my	wing.	It	was	great	to	watch	them	succeed	the	way
they	did.
The	 sad	 thing	was	 that	KP	 didn’t	 stay	 longer.	Once	 he	was	 in	 the	 England

side,	 he	was	 spending	 all	 his	 time	 in	London	 and,	 of	 course,	 playing	 less	 and
less.	 Sometimes	 he	would	 helicopter	 in	 and	 out	 for	 a	 game,	which	was	 crazy
really.	I	think	we	played	our	part	in	his	progress,	refining	him,	teaching	him,	and
the	club	were	very	supportive,	even	though	we	saw	so	little	of	him.	I	know	KP
really	appreciated	everything	that	Hampshire	did	for	him.
KP	was	 a	 sensational	 player,	 similar	 to	Adam	Gilchrist	 in	 the	way	 the	 ball

came	off	the	bat,	the	sound	it	made	and	the	fact	that	the	game	could	change	in	an
hour	when	they	were	at	the	wicket.	Guys	like	Sachin	Tendulkar,	Ricky	Ponting,
Jacques	 Kallis	 and	 Kumar	 Sangakkara	 were	 great	 players	 but	 orthodox,
dependable.	Then	there	was	Brian	Lara,	Gilly,	KP	–	the	ones	with	X-factor,	the
matchwinners	who	play	 some	 shit	 shots,	make	 a	 few	noughts,	 and	 then	win	 a
game	out	of	nowhere.	KP	was	so	destructive.	Some	of	 the	shots	he	played	off
McGrath	and	me,	I’ve	never	seen	anyone	play	those	sorts	of	shots.	What	about
when	he	smashed	McGrath	over	mid-off	and	into	the	pavilion	at	Lord’s!
As	I’ve	mentioned,	I	think	in	my	time	the	best	two	were	Lara	and	Tendulkar;

after	 them,	 daylight.	 Then	 there	 were	 Gooch,	 Ponting,	 Kallis,	 Pietersen,
Sangakkara	–	 they’re	all	 in	 the	next	best.	Dravid	and	Laxman	weren’t	bad,	by
the	way.	But	of	all	of	them,	KP	was	the	most	different,	and	I	like	different.
I	 don’t	 have	 a	 bad	 word	 to	 say	 about	 him	 in	 the	 dressing-room	 because	 I

understood	him	and	he	understood	me.	The	trick	with	KP	was	to	make	him	feel
important	and	part	of	 the	decision	making	process	and	ask	for	his	opinion.	So,



for	example,	we’d	walk	out	to	look	at	the	wicket	on	day	one	and	I’d	say,	‘KP,
what	do	you	think?	Shall	we	bat,	shall	we	bowl?’Then	we’d	talk	it	through.
Some	of	the	time,	I	already	knew	what	I	was	going	to	do;	other	times	he	had

good	 ideas.	 I	wanted	him	to	feel	 involved.	 It	was	an	ego	 thing	 to	some	degree
and	if	KP	felt	important	and	wanted,	he	delivered	to	the	team	and	with	the	bat.
‘What	 do	 you	 think	 the	 team	 should	 be,	 mate?’	 ‘Who	 should	 be	 12th	 man?’
‘What	do	you	think	about	the	batting	order?’	‘Who	do	you	like	following	you	at
five?’	‘What	do	you	reckon?’
Any	 team	 leader,	 whether	 they	 like	 KP	 or	 not,	 should	 still	 pay	 him	 that

respect.	Being	 a	 captain	 or	 a	 leader	 is	 about	 understanding	 the	 person,	 and	 in
KP’s	case	he	is	so	important	to	the	team,	he	deserves	the	respect.	Make	him	feel
important	 and	 you’ll	 never	 have	 to	 pull	 him	 up.	 That	was	 England’s	mistake.
Instead	of	pumping	him	up,	they	began	to	diminish	him.	It’s	the	tall	poppy	thing
and	no	good	with	Kev.	In	the	end,	he’s	a	bit	insecure	and	wants	to	be	loved.	(I
can	 think	 of	 a	 few	 who	 are	 like	 that!)	 He’s	 a	 decent	 fella	 underneath	 all	 the
bullshit,	 but	 England,	 being	 England,	 couldn’t	 see	 that	 because	 he	 didn’t
conform.	The	English	hierarchy	and	the	Pietersen	bling	–	car	crash!
Listen,	he	played	his	part	 in	the	relationship	falling	apart	 two	years	before	it

needed	 to.	 You	 can’t	 do	 some	 of	 the	 things	 that	 KP	 did.	 He	 thought	 he	 was
irreplaceable,	but	no-one	is.	So,	for	me,	‘Textgate’	in	that	South	Africa	series	in
2012,	 and	 all	 those	 kinds	 of	 things	 that	 went	 on,	 were	 a	 sign	 of	 England	 not
showing	him	enough	 love	and	KP	 reacting	 like	 the	wronged	party	 in	a	broken
marriage.	Not	that	it’s	an	excuse	for	what	he	did	–	texting	a	couple	of	the	South
African	 players	with	 his	 uncomplimentary	 views	 on	 the	 England	management
team	 –	 because	 he	was	 out	 of	 order,	 but	 it’s	 a	 reason,	 and	 I	 believe	 England
brought	 some	 of	 it	 upon	 themselves.	We	 know	 some	 of	 the	 other	 senior	 guys
didn’t	like	him	and	an	atmosphere	was	created	that	couldn’t	possibly	work	in	a
dressing-room.
As	for	us	at	Hampshire,	we	had	no	problem;	and	I	never	had	any	issue	with

him	as	a	captain	either.	Over	the	years,	I	think	KP	has	been	a	bit	misunderstood
because	he	is	different,	but	my	view	is	that	that	difference	is	worth	the	effort.	I
can	see	he	hasn’t	always	helped	himself	but,	when	a	guy	has	got	a	talent	like	he
has,	you	have	to	work	with	it.	You	just	have	to.

Hampshire	vs	Nottinghamshire	2005

We	were	promoted	with	Notts	 in	2004,	and	both	sides	started	 the	2005	season
well.	We	met	at	Trent	Bridge	in	the	sixth	championship	game	and	were	up	near



the	 top	 of	 the	 table.	 Our	 guys	 had	 good	 energy	 going	 and	 other	 teams	 had
become	kind	of	wary	of	our	attitude	and	confidence.	KP	was	so	pumped	for	this
game,	like,	‘I’m	going	to	smack	these	blokes	from	Trent	Bridge	to	Timbuktu	–
blah	blah	blah.’	The	tension	between	him	and	them,	and	therefore	us	and	them,
was	pretty	obvious	even	in	the	warm-ups.
John	 Crawley	 used	 to	 make	 a	 heap	 of	 runs	 against	 Notts	 –	 he	 got	 a	 triple

hundred	 in	 2004	 and	was	 to	 get	 another	 in	 the	 game	 at	 our	 home	ground,	 the
Rose	Bowl,	later	in	2005	–	so	they	were	nervous	of	him	alone.	Mind	you,	Notts
were	 getting	 it	 together	 under	 Stephen	 Fleming’s	 smart	 captaincy.	 This
definitely	felt	like	the	match-up	of	the	season	so	far.
I	said	to	the	guys,	‘This	is	a	great	test	of	everything	that	we	now	stand	for.	It’s

a	flat	pitch	at	Trent	Bridge,	we	have	to	play	attacking	cricket	and	be	prepared	to
take	risks	to	win.’
Everyone	was	so	up	for	it.	Then	it	rained,	and	rained.	We	didn’t	start	till	after

lunch	on	 the	 second	day	and	were	bowled	 for	277	 the	next	morning.	Kev	was
LBW	second	ball	for	nought:	the	Notts	boys	went	off	on	one.	They	were	5/225
at	the	close.	Three	days	gone,	the	match	going	nowhere.
I	 thought,	 ‘This	 is	 no	 good.	 If	we’re	 to	 be	 anything	 as	 a	 team,	 it	 has	 to	 be

now.’
Remember	I’d	told	the	guys	we	were	going	to	try	and	win	every	game,	and	if

we	 lose	so	be	 it.	This	was	a	great	 test.	There	had	 to	be	some	manipulation	for
this	match	to	work,	and	a	gamble.
I’m	very	good	friends	with	Flem,	so	I	was	thinking	we	might	be	able	to	fix	up

something	when	we	had	dinner	that	night	at	an	Italian	joint	he’d	booked.	First,
though,	I	 talked	to	our	guys,	saying,	‘Righty-ho,	full	day’s	play	tomorrow	plus
the	extra	overs	we	have	to	make	up.	Maybe	104	overs	in	the	day.	Let’s	say	we
smash	a	quick	250	and	set	them	a	target.	How	many,	in	how	long?’
They	ummed	and	ahed	and	ended	up	suggesting	330	in	80	overs	–	cautious.

Not	gamblers,	these	blokes.	I	got	them	down,	reluctantly,	to	300	in	75.	At	least,
that’s	what	they	thought	it	was	going	to	be!
In	the	restaurant	I	asked	Flem	what	he	was	thinking.	He	said,	‘Well,	let’s	get	a

game	in	–	neither	of	us	want	a	boring	draw.’
I	said,	‘Exactly	what	are	you	thinking?’
‘You	tell	me,’	he	said.
I	said,	‘Well,	what	do	you	have	in	mind?’
It	was	like	we	were	dipping	our	toes	in	the	water.	I	knew	what	I	had	in	mind,

but	 I	 didn’t	want	 to	 look	 like	 I	was	 asking	 for	 too	much.	Let’s	 think	 about	 it
overnight,	we	decided,	and	have	a	chat	tomorrow	morning	at	the	ground.



The	following	morning	I	said,	‘Flem,	let’s	not	haggle	–	here’s	a	plan.	You	lob
it	up	for	25	overs,	we	then	score	real	quick,	and	we’ll	set	you	275	off	65	overs.’
Flem	said,	‘Sorry,	are	you	serious?	That	sounds	more	than	fair!’
‘Serious.	Now	I	want	a	dart,	so	you	happy?’
‘Yeah,	let’s	do	it,’	he	said.
I	told	the	boys	and	they	were	like,	‘That’s	a	bit	light,	skipper!’
I	 said,	 ‘I	 know,	 but	 he	wouldn’t	 budge.	 It’s	 better	 than	 a	 dead	 day,	 guys.	 I

tried	for	300	but	I	just	couldn’t	get	there	–	sorry.’	Let’s	just	call	that	a	necessary
white	lie!
Notts	spent	the	first	part	of	the	fourth	morning	bowling	some	filth,	while	we

pasted	4/220	in	28.3	overs.	The	chase	was	on:	275	in	65	on	a	flat	deck.
I’m	telling	this	story	in	detail	because	I	believe	it	sealed	the	deal	for	a	newly

committed	 and	 talented	 Hampshire	 team.	 From	 this	 match	 on,	 I	 felt	 the	 guys
bought	 in	 to	 everything	 I’d	 been	 trying	 to	 apply	 to	 the	 team.	 They	 began	 to
approach	matches	in	all	competitions	with	exactly	the	right	attitude,	preparation
and	level	of	genuine	confidence	in	themselves.
It	wasn’t	that	nobody	could	beat	us,	more	that	we	just	didn’t	think	they	would,

and	that	belief	carried	us	through	the	season	and	almost	–	bloody	well	almost	–
to	 the	 championship	 title.	 It	 was	 chalk	 and	 cheese	 from	 the	 dressing-room	 in
2000.
Anyway,	back	to	the	match,	which	was	going	pear-shaped.	Stephen	Fleming

got	a	hundred	and	they	were	3/227	with	only	48	to	win,	seven	wickets	in	hand
and	12	overs	 to	get	 them.	 I	was	 thinking,	 ‘I’ve	 fucked	 this	up,’	and	out	of	 the
corner	 of	 my	 eye	 I	 could	 sort	 of	 see	 Flem	 going,	 ‘Ha,	 ha	 ha.’	 At	 this	 point,
Shaun	Udal	–	‘Shaggy’	–	had	him	caught	at	deep	mid-off	for	105.	Four	down,	48
to	win.
Now	I	needed	a	 three	or	 four-over	burst	 from	Chris	Tremlett	–	nasty,	 short,

fast	–	that	would	send	a	message	to	the	new	batsmen	and	the	dressing-room	that
we	weren’t	giving	up.
I	turned	to	Chris	–	‘Goober’,	we	called	him	–	who	was	walking	in	from	deep

backward	 square-leg	 looking	 uninspired,	 like	 the	 responsibility	 was	 too
frightening.	I	gave	him	a	terrible	spray.	It	was	harsh	and	unfair	really,	but	with	a
few	cold,	hard	facts	in	there	too.
I	 said,	 ‘Goob,	what	 the	hell	 have	you	ever	done	 for	Hampshire?	You’re	 six

foot	35	and	built	like	a	brick	shithouse.	In	the	nets,	no-one	gets	close	to	you	–	in
fact,	they	shit	themselves	–	but	out	here	you’re	a	pussycat.	I	don’t	want	you	to	be
someone	you’re	not.	You	don’t	have	to	sledge	or	anything	like	that	–	just	bowl
hard,	fast	and	hit	them	in	the	head.’
Goober	said	okay.



Right:	three	slips,	gully,	leg-gully,	bat-pad,	third-man	for	the	upper-cut,	cover,
long-leg.	I	remember	it	like	it	was	yesterday.	Give	it	to	’em,	Goober!	He	bowled
like	the	wind	and	real	nasty,	took	a	hat-trick	–	Mark	Ealham,	Graeme	Swann	and
Greg	Smith	–	 and	 ended	up	with	 five.	At	 the	other	 end,	 I	 knocked	over	Chris
Read	and	later	Ryan	Sidebottom,	the	last	wicket,	with	a	nice	little	slider	that	hit
off	peg	to	win	the	match	by	14.
We	went	nuts!	I’d	never	seen	anything	like	it	from	the	guys.	It	was	one	of	the

great	wins	of	my	life	in	cricket.

I	played	11	championship	games	 that	year	 either	 side	of	 the	Ashes,	which	 ran
later	than	usual,	into	the	second	week	of	September.	We	missed	out	on	the	title
by	2.5	points.	I	got	back	to	play	two	games	and	we	won	them	both	–	first	against
Glamorgan,	 then	 the	 return	Notts	match	 in	which	 ‘Creepy’	Crawley	made	 his
second	triple	hundred	against	them.	We	beat	’em	twice	but	finished	behind	them
in	the	table	by	a	whisker.	Jeeeesus!
At	the	time	I	was	angry	about	the	penultimate	Notts	game	at	Canterbury,	the

one	before	they	came	across	to	the	Rose	Bowl.	Kent	were	third,	19	points	behind
Notts	 and	 about	 16	 behind	 us.	 Desperate	 to	 win,	 their	 captain,	 David	 Fulton,
agreed	 to	 chase	420	 in	 80	overs	 in	 the	 last	 innings	 and	Kent	were	 rolled	over
pretty	easily.	It	was	a	ridiculous	agreement	but,	of	course,	Flem	had	Fulton	over
a	barrel.	I’ve	often	wondered	what	I	would	have	done,	because	what	happened	at
the	time	didn’t	seem	right,	or	fair,	to	me.	Maybe	we	would	also	have	agreed	to
chase	almost	anything	for	a	win,	however	small	the	chance,	but	I	think	I	would
have	negotiated	 a	 lower	 chase	or,	 if	 that	 fell	 on	deaf	 ears,	 decided	 to	 take	my
chances	with	 the	 final	 round	 of	matches.	 I’ll	 always	 be	 proud	 of	 that	 English
summer	–	the	Ashes,	of	course,	but	the	achievements	with	Hampshire	too.
We	 won	 the	 Cheltenham	 and	 Gloucester	 Trophy,	 though	 the	 Aussie

management	 wouldn’t	 let	 me	 play	 in	 the	 final	 at	 Lord’s	 for	 fear	 of	 injury
midway	through	the	Test	series.	Shaggy	captained	the	team	and	we	played	great.
I	went	on	to	play	two	more	successful	years	and	I	like	to	think	that	from	where
the	 club	 was	 when	 I	 took	 over	 in	 2004	 to	 my	 final	 season	 in	 2007,	 things
changed	for	the	better.	And	in	that	time	we	won	more	first-class	games	than	any
other	county.

Reflections



KP,	Googa,	Dimma,	Shaggy	and	another	team-mate,	Michael	Carberry,	all	said
publicly	 that	I	was	 the	best	captain	 they	ever	played	under!	But	not	all	players
will	love	your	style.	A	guy	like	James	Bruce	could	really	bowl,	but	he’d	rub	me
up	the	wrong	way.	He	was	a	posh	kid	from	Eton	school	who	did	a	nice	turn	in
sarcasm,	and	I	found	myself	nailing	him	more	often	than	maybe	I	should	have.
Anything	I	ever	said	to	Brucey	was	to	get	the	best	out	of	him,	but	he	just	saw	me
as	having	a	go	at	him.	Not	true.	I	was	looking	to	fire	him	up	more	–	he	was	too
passive	 for	 a	 quick	 bowler	 –	 and	 to	 add	 a	 bit	 of	 discipline	 to	 his	 cricket	 by
pushing	him	to	stick	to	plans	instead	of	veering	off	in	his	own	direction.	I’m	sure
if	you	asked	him	–	and	maybe	one	or	 two	others	–	he’d	say	I	was	 too	hard	on
him.	Hmm	…	 thinking	back	now,	 I	 probably	 should	 have	put	my	 arm	around
Brucey	a	bit	more.
In	 general,	 though,	 I	 challenged	 the	 players	 like	 that	 because	 average	 isn’t

good	enough.	Bring	more	to	the	table,	mate.	Be	a	gun	fielder	as	well:	practise,
hit	 the	 stumps	 more	 than	 the	 others;	 catch	 everywhere	 not	 just	 where	 you’re
comfortable;	be	the	best	point	fieldsman,	gully,	slip,	bat-pad,	anywhere	you	like,
but	improve.	Be	the	best	cricketer	you	can	be.	Otherwise,	why	play?
So,	yes,	 I	would	give	 them	a	kick	up	 the	backside	and	 if	 they	didn’t	 like	 it,

well,	 leave,	 mate,	 go	 somewhere	 else.	 I’m	 not	 into	 mollycoddling	 people.	 I
didn’t	want	anyone	at	 the	club	who	was	 just	playing	 for	a	contract	–	 I	wanted
people	to	push	themselves	and	become	the	best	player	they	could	be.
Honestly,	I	 think	I	earnt	 the	respect	of	 the	players	and	of	 the	supporters	too.

They	came	to	see	that	I	absolutely	loved	Hampshire	cricket.	No	doubt,	 there	is
something	special	about	that	club.	I	have	only	ever	been	a	one-club	player	–	St
Kilda,	 where	 I’m	 a	 life	 member,	 Victoria,	 the	 Rajasthan	 Royals,	 Melbourne
Stars	and	Hampshire.	That’s	the	lot.
I	have	to	say	that	I’ve	never	felt	more	liked	and	valued	than	I	did	during	those

eight	 years	 involved	with	Hampshire,	 and	 especially	 the	 last	 four	 as	 captain.	 I
sensed	people	were	grateful	for	the	time	and	effort	I	put	in.	I’m	very	thankful	to
them	too.	The	county	was	my	second	home	for	a	long	while	and	I	loved	every
second.	 I	 loved	 living	 at	 Ocean	 Village	 in	 the	 house	 I	 bought	 from	Matt	 Le
Tissier	–	 the	brilliant	Southampton	and	England	 footballer	–	 and	 loved	 life	on
the	road	with	the	other	players	too.
Throughout	 that	 four-year	 period	 of	my	 captaincy,	 the	 standard	 of	 the	 first

division	 of	 county	 cricket	was	 high.	 In	 fact,	 I’d	 say	 that	 the	 top	 four	 teams	 –
Notts,	Sussex,	Lancashire	and	us	–	would	have	gone	well	in	the	Sheffield	Shield
at	 that	 time.	Victoria	vs	New	South	Wales	matches	are	 the	 toughest	 first-class
cricket	I	have	played,	but	2004	and	2005	in	England	was	pretty	good.	I’m	proud
to	have	played	my	part	in	that.



Thanks	…

…	 Go	 to	 that	 sensational	 man	 Wilfrid	 Weld,	 President	 and	 then	 Patron	 of
Hampshire,	who	so	sadly	passed	away	a	couple	of	years	ago;	 to	Tim	Tremlett,
‘Trooper’,	a	former	player	who	became	director	of	cricket	and	the	best	of	blokes
with	a	sneaky	good	sense	of	humour;	and	to	Rod	Bransgrove,	the	chairman,	for
his	vision,	support	and	friendship.	If	you	go	down	to	the	Ageas	Bowl	now	–	as
the	Rose	Bowl	 is	 known	 these	 days	 –	 you’ll	 find	 the	most	 beautiful	 place	 for
cricket	with	the	best	facilities	anywhere.	It’s	Rod’s	baby	and	just	amazing.	Geez,
the	more	I	think	about	it	the	more	fun	I	remember	it	being.	Perhaps,	best	of	all,
the	brand	of	cricket	we	played	brought	a	lot	of	pleasure	to	a	lot	of	people.	There
is	not	much	more	rewarding	than	that.
When	Wilfrid	 stood	down	as	President	 in	2002,	he	was	 succeeded	by	Colin

Ingleby-Mackenzie,	 the	 captain	 when	 the	 club	 won	 the	 championship	 for	 the
first	time	in	1961.	A	great	bloke,	very	funny,	but	a	loose	cannon	on	his	day.	At
the	AGM	when	 I	 took	 over	 as	 captain,	 he	 stood	 up	 to	make	 the	 big	welcome
speech	and	in	that	slightly	mad,	incredibly	enthusiastic	voice	of	his	said,	‘Well,
we	 are	 very,	 very	 lucky	 to	 have	 one	 of	 the	 great	men	 and	 one	 of	 the	 greatest
cricketers	of	all	 time	as	our	new	captain.	What’s	more	he’s	been	voted	one	of
Wisden’s	Five	Greatest	Cricketers	of	the	Century	so	nothing	is	beyond	him.	For
goodness	sake,	we’ve	seen	him	give	us	Poms	a	monumental	thrashing	for	years,
but	 the	great	 thing	now	 is	 that	we	can	call	him	one	of	us,	 a	Hampshire	player
through	 and	 through,	 and	 a	 terrific	 captain	 –	 just	 the	 best!	 It’s	 going	 to	 be	 an
exciting	ride	for	us	all.’
Then	 he	 paused,	 and	 said,	 ‘And	 for	 all	 the	women	 out	 there,	 lock	 up	 your

daughters	because	Warne’s	in	town!’
He	did,	honestly.	And	there	were	500	people	there	who	knew	I	was	married.

Worse,	Simone	was	sitting	next	to	me.	‘Did	he	really	just	say	that?	Is	this	bloke
for	real?!’	she	asked.
I	said,	‘Yes,	oh	yes,	great	bloke	Ingleby,	just	taking	the	mickey.’
Everyone’s	gone,	‘Oh,	no!’You	could	feel	the	room	cringing,	but	he	got	away

with	it.	He	would	–	he	was	Ingleby.
I	 invited	 him	 into	 the	 dressing-room	 all	 the	 time.	 ‘Come	 on,	 tell	 us	 a	 few

stories,	Pres,’	 I’d	 say,	 and,	 sure	enough,	 the	President	could	 tell	 a	 story!	 ‘Play
started	at	11.30	in	those	days	and	as	we	headed	to	the	bar	after	stumps	had	been
pulled	for	the	day,	I	used	to	tell	the	lads	it	was	crucial	to	be	in	by	11	o’clock,	to
be	 sure	 you	 get	 a	 good	 half	 hour’s	 sleep	 before	 the	 start	 of	 play	 the	 next
morning!’



He	had	us	 in	stitches	every	time.	I	know	the	stories	are	old	hat	now,	but	we
didn’t	know	them	and	loved	hearing	them	and	feeling	his	huge	optimism	rubbing
off	on	us.	What	a	special	guy.
I	mention	Ingleby	because	the	two	of	us	have	had	stands	named	after	us	at	the

Ageas	Bowl.	 It’s	 such	 a	great	 honour.	 I’m	very,	 very	proud	of	 that.	He	was	 a
legend	of	the	club	and	to	be	alongside	him	is	really	something.	I	think	it	shows
we	did	some	good	things	in	those	years,	some	of	the	happiest	of	my	cricket	life.

The	Future,	Briefly

I	can’t	pretend	I’ve	made	a	detailed	study	on	another	way	forward	for	first-class
cricket	 in	 England,	 but	 I’ve	 always	 had	 strong	 views,	 and	 after	 playing	 for
Hampshire	I	 feel	qualified	 to	put	 them	forward.	A	 lot	of	people	 think	 the	 two-
division	format	works	well	and	that	the	new	T20	league	will	shore	up	the	other
comps	 that	 struggle	 to	make	 ends	meet.	 I	 know	many	 counties	wouldn’t	 exist
without	the	money	they	get	each	year	from	the	ECB,	which,	in	the	end,	is	money
from	television	rights.
I	 always	 felt	 there	 were	 too	 many	 teams,	 too	 many	 players	 and	 too	 many

games,	 which	 dilutes	 the	 standard.	 There	 are	 plenty	 of	 talented	 players	 in
England	but	a	whole	bunch	of	them	just	cruise,	earning	a	living	without	pulling	a
finger	out.	It’s	a	nice	life	and	difficult	to	leave	behind	once	it’s	over.	That’s	why
a	lot	of	guys	struggle	in	their	next	life.	The	system	has	allowed	them	to	drift	and
the	price	is	higher	than	people	understand.	If	they	were	told	at	the	start	that	they
weren’t	 good	 enough,	 they’d	 go	 off	 and	 find	 another	 way	 to	 make	 a	 living,
instead	of	wasting	five,	maybe	10,	of	the	best	years	of	their	lives.
County	cricket	should	be	a	representation	of	international	cricket,	and	to	make

the	 competition	 tougher	 they	 need	 to	 get	 rid	 of	 the	 deadwood.	Twelve	 county
teams	 playing	 each	 other	 once	 in	 four-day	 cricket	 seems	 about	 right	 to	 me;
maybe	 with	 a	 final,	 as	 in	 the	 Sheffield	 Shield,	 to	 give	 the	 county	 season	 a
climax.	Though	a	part	of	me	thinks	 that	 the	 team	which	has	worked	hardest	 to
win	the	league	should	keep	the	trophy.	I	leave	that	choice	to	the	marketeers!
Then	 a	 50-over	 knockout,	 replicating	 global	 tournaments,	 and	 one	 big,	 all

singing	 and	 dancing	 T20	 super	 league	 –	 definitely	 not	 The	 Hundred	 that	 has
been	proposed.	Cricket	 does	 not	 need	 another	 format.	 It’s	 arguably	overkill	 to
have	three	different	types	of	the	game	as	it	is.
Each	club	would	employ	a	maximum	of	25	players	and	run	a	second	XI	that

competes	on	a	 similar	basis.	This	means	a	 few	counties	would	have	 to	merge,
providing	greater	strength	anyway.	I	know	I’m	a	bit	one-eyed	about	the	standard



of	 first-class	 cricket	 in	 Australia,	 but	 not	 many	 people	 would	 deny	 that	 the
Sheffield	Shield	has	been	the	strongest	first-class	competition	for	100	years,	and
that	nowadays	the	Big	Bash	is	pushing	the	IPL	to	be	the	best	T20	comp	in	the
world.	England	could	do	worse	than	follow	those	models.
I	think	loyalty	to	the	club	that	raised	you	is	really	important.	At	the	moment

people	are	swapping	counties	like	kids	used	to	swap	football	cards.	If	you’re	any
good,	you	want	to	be	in	first	division	so	you’re	not	going	to	stay	with	a	club	that
struggles	in	the	second	division.	If	there	was	one	division,	the	loyalty	would	be
easier	to	demand.	I	also	believe	that	international	players	have	to	play	first-class
cricket	for	their	counties	more	than	they	do.	And,	by	the	way,	that	doesn’t	 just
apply	to	county	cricket	–	it’s	a	global	thing.	There’s	not	enough	respect	for	the
roots	that	made	you	what	you	are	in	the	first	place.
People	say	there’s	so	much	more	cricket	these	days.	That’s	rubbish.	I’d	argue

there’s	less.	For	instance,	take	an	Ashes	series.	We	used	to	arrive	in	early	May
and	 leave	 in	 September.	 Before	 a	 series	 there	 were	 at	 least	 three	 three-day
county	 games	 and	 then	 between	 Test	 matches	 plenty	 more.	 In	 1993	 I	 bet	 I
bowled	more	balls	than	just	about	anybody	out	there.
The	challenge	for	the	guys	these	days	is	the	different	forms	of	cricket,	which

are	hard	to	adjust	to	and	hard	on	your	body.	Twenty20	cricket	alone	is	a	massive
physical	 challenge	 –	 four	 pressure	 overs,	 sometimes	 in	 one-over	 spells,	 and
throwing	yourself	about	in	the	field.	I’ve	heard	people	say,	‘It’s	only	four	overs,’
but,	believe	me,	those	24	balls	take	it	out	of	you.	So	T20	needs	its	own	window,
like	the	IPL.	Obviously	that	has	to	happen	when	it’s	most	commercially	viable,
because	 the	current	T20	Blast	–	never	mind	 the	new	super	 league	or	whatever
they	end	up	calling	it	–	 is	a	key	element	of	county	income	outside	of	 the	ECB
handout,	 and	what	 all	 the	boards	need	 to	 remember	 about	 20/20	 is	 that	 less	 is
more.
There	would	be	no	problem	finding	 that	window	if	 there	were	only	12	fully

professional	county	teams.	Fewer	players	means	a	stronger	 tournament.	End	of
story.
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Ashes	to	Ashes

I	DIDN’T	GROW	up	salivating	about	the	Ashes.	As	I’ve	mentioned,	the	first	Ashes
experience	that	made	an	impression	on	me	was	when	my	brother	Jason	and	I	saw
AB	and	Thommo’s	last-wicket	stand	at	the	MCG	in	1982/83.	I	was	in	my	early
teens	by	then.	Ian	Botham	was	a	huge	figure	at	the	time,	a	Pom	we	loved	to	hate.
He	played	 the	game	a	bit	more	 like	an	Aussie	–	attacking	and	 in	your	 face.	 If
anyone	 was	 taking	 that	 final	 wicket,	 it	 was	 a	 relief	 that	 it	 was	 a	 bloke	 who
played	like	one	of	us.	Having	said	that,	we	went	home	with	a	kind	of	hangdog
expression.	Losing	hurt,	even	then.
The	Ashes	really	got	a	grip	of	me	in	1989	in	England,	when	AB’s	team	won

4–0	against	 the	odds.	 I	was	watching	plenty	of	county	cricket	and	kept	an	eye
out	 for	 the	blokes	who	could	play	–	Gooch,	Gatting,	Gower,	Lamb	and	Robin
Smith,	already	a	favourite	of	mine,	were	the	best.	England	had	won	the	previous
two	series,	home	and	away,	so	this	was	a	turn-up	and	great	for	a	young	Aussie
playing	the	Bristol	league.	It	meant	the	Poms	couldn’t	gang	up	on	me	in	the	pub!
Did	I	think	I’d	be	a	part	of	it	one	day?	No	way.	I	still	had	footy	ringing	round	my
head,	but	 I	suppose	 just	 through	being	 in	England	as	a	club	pro,	my	ambitions
were	changing.
By	the	time	I	came	back	to	play	in	the	Lancashire	League	in	1991,	I’d	already

made	my	debut	in	first-class	cricket	and	was	all	over	it.	In	fact,	I	was	so	driven
to	succeed	that	I	could	already	see	how	far	I	had	to	go	and	that	I	wouldn’t	get
there	without	a	 real	 lifestyle	commitment	 to	 the	game.	 It	was	another	seven	or
eight	months	before	Terry	Jenner	explained	exactly	what	that	meant.
By	 the	 English	 summer	 of	 1993,	 when	 I	 was	 picked	 for	 my	 first	 tour	 of

England,	I	couldn’t	get	going	fast	enough.	The	Ashes	had	its	grip	on	me	and	that
flight	to	the	UK,	sitting	next	to	Merv	and	listening	to	his	stories,	had	me	pulling
on	the	leash!	It	was	a	great	series	for	me,	not	least	because	of	that	moment	that
changed	my	life;	and	it	was	an	even	greater	series	for	the	Australian	team	as	we
gathered	 more	 experience	 and	 belief	 in	 the	 quest	 to	 beat	West	 Indies	 and	 be
acknowledged	as	the	best	cricket	team	in	the	world.



I	strongly	believe	there	is	a	kind	of	magic	in	the	Gatting	ball,	something	that
leaves	the	audience	at	first	shocked,	and	then	amazed.	This	applies	to	the	person
who	made	it	happen	too	–	I	was	pretty	overwhelmed	myself.	I	think	that	when	a
sportsman	does	 something	out	 of	 the	ordinary	–	 something	 so	 spectacular	 that
those	 watching	 couldn’t	 imagine	 doing	 themselves,	 especially	 on	 that	 kind	 of
stage	–	 the	audience	 is	 taken	 to	another	place.	Peter	Such	got	6/67	 in	our	 first
innings,	a	good	effort	against	a	good	side,	and	I	took	eight	in	the	match,	but	that
one	single	delivery	to	Gatt	is	the	piece	of	cricket	that	everyone	remembers.	I	was
there,	they	say,	or	I	saw	it	live.	It	must	have	been	a	big	audience	then!
In	the	series	back	at	home	in	1994/95,	I	bowled	about	as	well	as	I	can,	with	a

career-best	8/71	at	the	Gabba	and	the	hat-trick	at	the	MCG.	I	still	love	listening
to	Greigy’s	call	when	Devon	Malcolm	prods	forward	and	Babsie	takes	off	to	his
right.	‘Oh,	he’s	got	’im,	has	’ee	caught	him,	yes	he	has,	he’s	caught	it	at	short-
leg,	he’s	gone,	he’s	got	’im,	it’s	a	hat-trick,	that’s	the	hat-trick	for	Shane	Warne,
a	great	moment	in	his	career,	what	a	catch	by	David	Boon	…!’	Love	it!
I	 remember	 how	 clammy	 my	 hands	 were	 before	 that	 ball,	 how	 everything

went	by	in	a	flash	and	suddenly	I	was	running	at	Babs.	I	was	relieved.	I	mean,
I’ll	never	get	a	better	chance	–	no	disrespect,	Dev!	–	so	I	was	relieved	to	get	it.	I
caught	a	few	in	my	time	at	slip	but	when	I	dropped	Damien	Fleming’s	hat-trick
ball	 against	 India	 in	 1999,	 I	 felt	 sick.	 Flem	 says	 he’s	 spent	 every	 day	 since
thinking	about	 it.	 I	say	no-one	deserves	 two	hat-tricks.	He’d	got	one	on	debut,
and	only	two	other	blokes	have	ever	done	that.	So	don’t	be	greedy,	Flem.
The	more	you	play	Ashes	cricket,	the	more	you	feel	the	history.	At	first,	it’s	a

bit	of	a	blur,	with	the	event	seeming	even	bigger	than	the	game	itself,	especially
in	the	first	match	of	a	series.	After	a	while,	you	begin	to	understand	the	legacy
left	by	 the	past	players	and	matches	and	where	 the	heated	 rivalry	comes	 from.
It’s	a	part	of	national	 identity.	This	was	shown	really	well	 in	 the	documentary
Cricket	 Australia	 released	 on	 Channel	 Nine	 last	 year	 called	 Forged	 in	 Fire.
Former	 players	 from	 both	 countries	 talked	 passionately	 about	 the	 reasons	 it
means	so	much	to	them,	like	it’s	a	human	drama	as	well	as	a	sporting	one.	That
old	 thing	 of	 the	 toffee-nosed	 English	 and	 the	 convict	 Aussies	 will	 never	 go
away.	It’s	something	we	play	on	but	actually	I	think	we	truly	respect	each	other.
We	like	their	humour,	they	like	our	never-say-die	attitude	to	life.
The	 Ashes	 is	 bigger	 than	 ever	 now,	 and	 getting	 bigger	 still.	 Social	 media,

extensive	TV	coverage	and	the	desperation	of	 the	two	cricket	boards	to	milk	it
dry	have	seen	to	that.	Most	players	would	agree	that	an	Ashes	series	can	define
their	 career.	 Think	 Andrew	 Flintoff,	 for	 example,	 in	 2005	 and	 2009.	 His
performances	over	those	two	English	summers	turned	him	into	a	superstar,	even
though	his	overall	Test	record	never	reached	that	Ashes	level.



If	 I	was	honest,	 I’d	say	 that	beating	 the	Poms	lost	a	bit	of	 its	gloss	after	 the
eight	consecutive	huge	series	margins	between	1989	and	2002/03.	The	result	had
become	predictable:	we	knew	we’d	win,	they	knew	we’d	win.	It	wasn’t	as	if	we
weren’t	proud	of	what	we	achieved	but,	other	than	the	odd	game	here	and	there,
England	 just	 froze	 against	 us	 and	 everyone	 realised	 what	 was	 coming.	 This
really	 came	home	when	Channel	Nine	 decided	 not	 to	 bid	 for	 the	 rights	 to	 the
coverage	of	the	tour	to	England	in	2005.	SBS	got	it	and,	had	the	series	followed
the	pattern	of	the	previous	15	years,	it	would	have	been	pretty	much	hidden	from
view	in	Oz.	But	it	didn’t	and	it	wasn’t.	England	won,	with	the	better	team	over
the	five	matches.	The	tension	at	Edgbaston,	Old	Trafford,	Trent	Bridge	and	the
Oval	was	incredible.
I	 figured	 England	 would	 be	 good.	 After	 my	 first	 summer	 back	 with

Hampshire	in	2004,	I	sensed	a	much	more	competitive	game	and	a	much	more
professional	 attitude	 towards	 it.	 Michael	 Vaughan	 was	 a	 smart	 and	 steely
captain,	 happy	 to	mix	 it	with	 anyone.	The	bowlers	had	pace	 and	 aggression.	 I
wasn’t	 so	 sure	 about	 the	 middle-order	 batting	 but	 the	 top	 three	 could	 play	 –
Marcus	Trescothick,	Andrew	Strauss,	Vaughan	–	and	score	quickly	when	need
be.	Then	when	KP	came	 to	Hampshire	 for	 the	2005	 season	 and	 I	 saw	him	up
close,	I	said	publicly	that	I	thought	England	should	pick	him	straight	away	and,
to	their	credit,	they	did	just	that.
I	watched	 them	 in	South	Africa,	 a	 few	months	 before	we	 played	 them,	 and

was	 impressed	 by	 their	 willingness	 to	 go	 all	 out	 for	 a	 win.	 Before	 Vaughan
became	 captain,	 the	 England	 sides	 that	 I	 played	 against	 erred	 on	 the	 side	 of
safety,	first	trying	not	to	lose,	even	from	a	position	of	strength.	Mark	Taylor	was
a	master	of	the	declaration	because	he	understood	that	the	risk	of	losing	created
the	chance	to	win.	I	loved	that.	Vaughan	understood	it	too.
Of	course,	we’d	won	a	lot	of	Test	matches	over	a	long	period.	England	hadn’t.

That	 breeds	 confidence	 and	 self-belief,	 or	 some	 might	 call	 it	 cockiness.	 The
Judge	told	me	that	England	won	only	14	of	the	62	Tests	he	played	in.	A	reason
might	be	the	69	players	chosen	alongside	him	over	the	eight	years	he	was	in	the
team.	To	put	that	in	perspective,	I	played	with	58	different	guys	over	145	Tests
and	was	on	the	winning	side	92	times.
Selectors	have	a	lot	to	answer	for	if	they’re	indecisive	and/or	inconsistent.	But

when	they	get	it	right,	they	show	how	crucial	a	role	they	play.	Sportsmen	need	to
feel	safe	to	feel	free.	Caution	can	easily	override	instinct	and	if	your	place	in	the
side	 is	 uncertain,	 you’ll	 never	 relax	 and	 be	 the	 performer	 you	 are	 deep	 down.
The	Aussie	selectors	got	 it	 right	 for	 the	Ashes	 last	summer	for	example,	and	a
good	side	was	shaping	up	until	the	ball-tampering	day	in	Cape	Town	in	March
when	the	whole	thing	went	pear-shaped.	Trevor	Hohns	must	have	been	spitting.



He’d	come	back	to	the	job	in	difficult	circumstances	16	months	earlier	after	the
humiliating	defeat	by	South	Africa	in	Hobart	and	made	a	lot	of	smart	decisions.
Then	a	moment	of	madness	set	everything	back	again.
Back	 to	 England	 in	 2005.	 For	 the	 first	 time	 that	 I’d	 known,	 they	 definitely

thought	 they	 could	 beat	 us.	 It	 was	 Vaughan	 who	 got	 that	 change	 of	 attitude
across	 to	 his	 players,	 convincing	 them	 that	 they	 had	 nothing	 to	 fear.	 The
selectors	supported	his	approach	by	making	a	couple	of	brave	choices	in	KP	and
Ian	 Bell,	 which	 meant	 dumping	 Graham	 Thorpe	 who	 was	 carrying	 a	 lot	 of
baggage,	especially	against	Australia.	Thorpey	made	his	debut	in	1993	and	was	a
good	player,	but	12	years	later	still	hadn’t	played	in	a	winning	series	against	us.
Bell	was	a	gamble,	one	for	the	future.	Pietersen	was	a	no-brainer.
The	 hype	 before	Lord’s	was	 something	 else.	The	 papers	were	 full	 of	 it	 and

tickets	were	going	nuts	on	the	black	market.	It	felt	different,	like	the	real	deal.	I
remember	thinking	that	Kerry	might	have	made	one	of	his	few	mistakes	in	not
getting	those	television	rights.	The	day	before	the	game,	the	Nursery	ground	was
heaving	with	spectators,	more	like	Kolkata	than	London.	The	nets	had	a	million
cameras	everywhere	and	media	people	were	requesting	interview	after	interview
and	filing	report	after	report.	There	were	features	all	over	the	television	channels
and	radio	networks	and	more	selfies	and	autographs	than	seemed	possible,	day
after	day.
To	be	honest,	I	wasn’t	in	great	form	with	the	ball.	With	the	bat,	yes;	in	fact,	I

made	 two	 hundreds	 for	Hampshire	 that	 year,	 the	 second	 of	 them	 at	 Southgate
against	Middlesex	in	the	last	county	game	before	joining	the	Aussie	boys	for	the
Test	 series.	 Truth	 be	 told,	 though,	 I	 should	 have	 bowled	Middlesex	 out	 on	 a
pitch	that	turned	miles,	but	I	didn’t.	I	bowled	crap.	The	ball	felt	kind	of	stuck	in
my	hand,	like	I	couldn’t	release	it	with	much	more	than	a	push	of	my	wrist,	arm
and	upper	body.
It	was	the	old	story	–	no	feel	and	no	rhythm	means	no	form.	I	called	TJ,	who

joined	us	 for	 the	voluntary	 top-up	net	 session	we	always	had	 the	day	before	a
Test	match,	and	he	and	I	stayed	till	5	pm	that	evening.	For	me	to	bowl	for	almost
five	 hours	 the	 day	 before	 a	 game	was,	 to	 say	 the	 least,	 unusual,	 but	 I	 wasn’t
walking	away	from	those	nets	till	I	was	right.
Gilly	 stayed	 for	 a	while,	 taking	 a	 lot	 of	 balls.	 It	was	 a	 valuable	 time	 for	 us

both.	TJ	got	my	arm	a	little	higher	and	had	me	spinning	the	ball	‘up’	rather	than
firing	 it	 into	 the	 pitch.	 When	 a	 pitch	 really	 spins,	 like	 Southgate	 did,	 the
temptation	is	to	bowl	it	hard	into	the	surface	and	especially	into	the	rough.	This
means	 you	 lose	 shape	 out	 of	 the	 hand	 and	 tempo	 in	 the	 action.	Nothing	 is	 in
sync,	 like	 a	 batsman	 trying	 to	 hit	 the	 ball	 too	 hard.	 In	 county	 cricket	 I	 was
bowling	 a	 lot	 of	 overs,	 often	 blocking	 up	 an	 end,	 rather	 than	 looking	 to	 take



wickets.	Maybe	that’s	why	I	lost	rhythm.	Anyway,	by	the	time	we	finished	I	was
happy,	 really	 fizzing	 them	 again	 –	 got	 the	 slider	 humming,	 actually,	 which	 it
hadn’t	for	a	while	–	without	any	sense	of	effort.	From	nowhere	when	I	got	up	in
the	morning,	to	the	close	of	business	on	the	eve	of	the	2005	Ashes,	I	knew	I	was
ready	to	go.	What	a	turnaround.	I	was	excited.	My	mind	was	clear	and	my	body
had	recovered	its	relationship	with	leg-spin.

If	You	Fail	to	Prepare,	You	Prepare	to	Fail

I	was	huge	on	my	preparation.	I	didn’t	like	all	the	silly	team	meetings,	they	were
just	a	waste	of	time	because	generally,	as	I’ve	mentioned,	no	matter	what	team
you	were	playing	for,	everybody	would	talk	about	the	same	stuff.	Occasionally,
there	would	be	an	obvious	weakness	to	exploit,	like	someone	who	couldn’t	play
the	 short	 ball	 –	 Graeme	 Hick	 in	 1993,	 when	 Merv	 just	 went	 for	 him	 in	 a
hardcore	 kind	 of	way;	 Jonathan	Trott	 in	 2013/14,	when	 I	 told	Michael	Clarke
that	the	quicks	should	just	pepper	him,	nothing	else	–	or	a	guy	who	was	clearly
weak	 against	 spin,	 like	Daryll	 Cullinan.	Otherwise,	 it	was	 all	 pretty	 repetitive
and	not	worth	the	time	spent	on	it.	Yawn.
(Actually,	 on	 the	 subject	 of	 the	 fast	 bowlers,	 in	 the	 Caribbean	 in	 the	 mid-

1990s	Mark	Taylor	 told	 us	we	were	 going	 to	 bounce	 the	 shit	 out	 of	 their	 tail,
come	what	may.	 It’s	 time	 for	 the	 bullies	 to	 be	 bullied,	 he	 said,	which	 got	 the
bowlers	looking	sideways	at	each	other!	We	took	a	few	hits	along	the	way,	but
overall	it	worked	well	and	we	won	in	the	Caribbean	for	the	first	time	since	1973.
Give	as	good	as	you	get!)
The	ideal	preparation	is	both	physical	and	mental.	If	you	have	things	on	your

mind,	 you	 have	 to	 get	 rid	 of	 them,	 otherwise	 no	 way	 can	 you	 feel	 fresh	 and
relaxed.	 These	 might	 include	 anything	 from	 a	 lingering	 business	 issue,	 to	 a
family	 thing,	 to	 comp	 tickets	 that	 need	 sorting	 for	 mates	 or	 a	 tough	 cricket
decision	on	the	morning	of	the	match.	For	me	that	summer,	it	was	the	stress	I’d
caused	the	children	that	made	the	build-up	to	the	series	so	difficult	and	mentally
consuming.	 I’m	 lucky	 that	 I	 sleep	well,	whatever	my	state	of	mind,	but	 it	was
harder	during	that	series	than	ever	before.
The	day	spent	with	TJ	probably	saved	me.	It	occupied	my	mind	with	a	series

of	 other	 issues,	 each	 of	which	 could	 be	 resolved	with	 some	 hard	 yards	 in	 the
nets.	 In	 summary,	 whatever	 it	 takes	 to	 close	 the	 door	 on	 the	 things	 that	 are
nagging	at	you,	do	it;	otherwise	your	concentration	will	suffer.	In	general,	once	I
was	across	the	white	line,	out	there	in	my	space,	I	was	fine.	In	2005,	I	left	it	late.



Then	there’s	the	physical	side.	On	the	days	before	a	Test	match	I	would	never,
ever	leave	the	nets	until	I	was	happy	with	my	bowling.	The	hours	didn’t	matter,
the	ball	I	was	bowling	did.	Some	days	it	would	only	take	half	an	hour	to	be	sure
that	 I	 had	 the	 rhythm	 and	 feel,	 other	 days	 five	 hours.	 After	 that	 I’d	 have	 a
massage;	 treatment	 to	 loosen	 up	my	 shoulder,	 forearm,	wrist	 and	 fingers.	My
forearm	used	to	get	really	stiff,	so	Errol	Alcott	used	to	massage	the	thing	until	it
hurt	really	bad	and	I	couldn’t	take	any	more.	Then	he’d	move	on	to	the	back	of
my	shoulders	and	my	neck,	everywhere	in	that	area,	so	that	it	was	all	as	loose	as
it	 could	 possibly	 be.	 Thinking	 back,	we	 could	 go	 through	 this	 process	 almost
every	day.
I	 stopped	 batting	 in	 the	 nets	 after	 2000	 when	 I	 lost	 confidence	 on	 a	 bad

surface.	I	went	to	throw-downs	only,	which	worked	fine	for	the	two	things	that
mattered	most	to	me	–	watching	the	ball	and	timing	the	ball.	We	all	spent	a	lot	of
time	with	 short,	 sharp	 catching	 sessions	 –	 not	more	 than	 20	minutes	 but	 very
active	 and	 full	 of	 purpose	 and	 energy,	 which	 we’d	 learnt	 from	 Simmo	 –	 and
ground	fielding,	where	we	rehearsed	attacking	the	ball	hard	and	throwing	down
the	stumps.	That	was	about	it.
The	guys	used	 to	play	a	 lot	of	 that	stupid	 touch	rugby	or	other	games	 that	 I

hated.	I	just	had	no	interest	at	all	and	kept	asking	how	much	longer	this	rubbish
was	going	on	for.	Honestly,	on	the	morning	of	the	match	even	an	Aussie	Rules
ball	didn’t	do	much	for	me.	I	just	didn’t	get	that	stuff	and	I	still	don’t	when	I	see
sides	warming	up	with	a	game	of	football	on	the	morning	of	a	Test	match.
The	days	before	 the	game	are	a	 slightly	different	 story.	 I	was	always	up	 for

throwing	an	Aussie	Rules	 footy	around,	but	not	much	more.	The	other	 thing	 I
hated	 was	 the	 stretching	 but,	 if	 I	 had	my	 time	 again,	 it’s	 the	 one	 part	 of	 my
preparation	that	I’d	look	to	improve.	My	upper	body	was	okay,	hips	not	bad,	but
I’ve	got	the	worst	hamstrings	you	can	possibly	imagine.	It	probably	goes	back	to
when	I	was	a	kid	and	broke	both	my	legs.	Whatever,	all	I	know	is	that	I	wasn’t
the	most	supple	person	on	the	planet	and	should	have	stretched	a	whole	lot	more.
When	you	bowl	35	overs	in	a	day,	the	next	day	hurts.	To	get	out	of	bed	then,

geez,	everything	hurts	–	everything.	Add	in	a	late	night,	10	vodka/Red	Bulls	and
50	 fags:	well,	 I’d	 have	 to	 say	 I	was	 a	 legend	 to	 have	 turned	my	 arm	over	 the
following	morning!	 Apparently,	 Garry	 Sobers	 was	 a	 genius	 of	 the	 ‘next	 day’
after	a	big	night	out.	Ian	Botham	wasn’t	bad	either.	I	get	it.	Sometimes	you	need
that	escape,	 for	whatever	 reason,	and	 then,	wow,	you’d	better	perform,	 so	you
do.
It’s	X-rated,	though.	I	mean,	if	you	said	to	Justin	Langer	or	one	of	those	guys,

‘Come	out	with	me	till	three	or	four	in	the	morning	drinking	and	smoking,’	they
wouldn’t	be	able	 to	 turn	up	 the	next	day,	 let	alone	play.	But	 it	worked	 for	me



because	 I	was	being	myself	–	not	every	night,	but	often	enough	 to	escape	and
chill.	For	 some	guys	a	 few	beers	 in	 the	changing-room	 is	 enough	 to	 relax.	 I’d
have	the	odd	ice-cold	one	after	a	hard	bowling	day,	but	just	a	soda	or	a	lemon,
lime,	bitters	if	we’d	been	batting.
People	 think	 I’m	 this	bloke	out	on	 the	piss	 every	night,	 but	 I	go	 three,	 four

days	or	much	longer	without	a	drink.	I	don’t	need	to	drink	but	I	do	need	some
fun.	 If	you	 remember,	 I	 said	 that	when	 I	 started,	 all	 I	 drank	was	beer.	Having
learnt	 how	 to	 drink	 10	 pints	 in	my	Bristol	 days,	 I’d	 have	 12	 or	 15	 cans	 after
training,	out	the	back	of	Mum	and	Dad’s	house	back	in	Oz.	Then	TJ	got	into	me
and	 changed	 the	way	 I	 thought.	Why	 ruin	 it	 all	 for	 beer?	Good	question,	 so	 I
didn’t.	When	we	won	a	Test	match,	I’d	be	the	first	one	to	party	and	the	last	one
to	leave.	Thank	God	I	came	to	realise	there	was	a	time	and	a	place.
Let’s	 get	 back	 to	 the	morning	 of	 a	match	 for	 a	minute.	With	 the	Rajasthan

Royals	in	the	IPL,	I	came	up	with	a	theory	that	warm-ups	were	not	warm-ups	at
all.	 Throughout	most	 of	my	 career,	 the	 routine	 was	 to	 get	 to	 the	 ground,	 run
around	together,	have	a	net,	drift	back	to	the	rooms,	listen	to	the	result	of	the	toss
and	then	we’d	cool	down	for	half	an	hour.	To	me,	that’s	crazy.	A	warm-up	is	to
warm	 up!	 So,	 with	 the	 Royals,	 I	 changed	 that.	 We’d	 get	 to	 the	 ground	 15
minutes	before	 the	 toss:	 if	we	were	batting	 first,	 the	batsmen	had	some	 throw-
downs;	 if	we	were	 bowling,	 the	 bowlers	 had	 a	 few	 looseners.	 Everyone	went
through	some	short,	sharp	and	simple	fielding	drills.
My	 theory	 was	 that	 your	 preparation	 should	 have	 been	 completed	 the	 day

before	a	match,	 so	 that	you	didn’t	have	anything	 to	do	on	 the	day	 itself,	other
than	 loosen	 the	body	and	mind.	Don’t	use	up	 the	energy	and	 focus	 that	you’ll
need	later,	I	would	say.	No	worries	if	you’re	the	sort	of	person	who	needs	to	feel
bat	 on	 ball,	 take	 a	 few	 catches,	 calm	 your	 nerves,	 get	 a	 feel	 for	 the	 ground,
meditate	at	the	pitch.	That’s	all	fine,	but	it	doesn’t	have	to	take	an	hour,	or	two
hours,	 or	whatever	 some	 teams	 take.	You	don’t	 need	 a	 lot	 of	 time,	 you	 really
don’t,	you	just	need	to	be	ready.	Then	it	was	a	quick	reminder	of	how	we	wanted
to	play,	the	things	we	did	best	and	an	emphasis	on	the	fact	that	if	we	stuck	with
our	 game	 plan	we’d	win	 through.	 ‘Let’s	 give	 it	 to	 them	 early,’	 I’d	 tell	 them,
‘take	wickets	in	the	first	six	overs;	hold	nothing	back.	Just	go	for	it,	guys.’	No
stupid	huddle	thing	–	or	the	cuddle,	I	call	it	–	just	get	out	there	and	get	stuck	in.	I
really	enjoyed	that.
There’s	no	reason	this	method	can’t	be	applied	to	Test	cricket.	It	makes	sense,

common	sense.	Most	warm-ups	are	for	show,	justifying	the	jobs	of	the	too	many
people	who	hang	around	the	team	these	days	–	the	fitness	guy,	the	masseuse,	the
analyst,	 the	 therapist,	 the	 bowling	 coach,	 batting	 coach,	 team	 coach,	manager.
There	are	more,	actually,	but	 I’m	 tired	 just	 thinking	about	 them.	 I	 think	Gavin



Dovey,	the	Aussie	manager	in	South	Africa,	had	12	blokes	on	his	support	staff.
That	is	too	many!
A	Test	match	day	is	made	up	of	three	sessions	of	play,	every	one	as	important

as	 the	 last.	Why	add	 a	 fourth?!	Save	 energy	 and	give	 it	 to	 ’em	after	 tea.	That
final	 session,	 even	 the	 final	 half	 hour,	 can	 make	 or	 break	 a	 day.	 Don’t	 be
knackered	for	it,	which	so	many	current	players	are.	The	number	of	runs	scored
between	 lunch	 and	 tea	on	 an	 average	Test	match	day	 is	 ridiculous.	And	guess
why?	Bowlers	and	fielders	lose	concentration	because	they’re	tired!
Finally	 on	 this	 subject,	 outside	 of	 stretching	 and	 loosening	 the	muscles	 and

joints,	 the	 hour	 before	 play	 should	 be	 based	 entirely	 on	 traditional	 cricket-
specific	skills.	All	this	reinventing	the	wheel	of	how	to	pick	up,	throw	and	hit	the
stumps	with	balls	flying	everywhere	drives	me	crazy.	Just	hit	the	ball	at	me,	let
me	pick	it	up	properly	and	throw	it	at	the	stumps,	because	that’s	how	it	happens
in	a	match.	Simulate	that	match	skill	with	proper	nicks,	proper	ground	fielding,
high	balls	and	low	balls,	just	as	they	come	in	a	match.
It	is	not	a	fitness	session.	If	it’s	a	fitness	session	you	want,	do	one	on	another

day	–	but	don’t	combine	the	two.	Cricket	is	about	doing	the	basics	better	than	the
next	bloke,	so	simulate	the	basics,	focus	on	match	awareness,	and	understand	the
angles.	Establish	some	facts	that	might	provide	you	with	an	advantage:	where	is
the	 sun;	where	 are	 the	 good	 and	bad	backdrops	 for	 picking	 up	 the	 ball;	 is	 the
pitch	on	a	higher	level	than	the	area	on	which	you’ll	be	catching	that	ball;	is	one
boundary	particularly	short,	or	another	ridiculously	long?
It’s	simple	–	practise	the	challenges	you’re	most	likely	to	face.	The	focus	on

tactics	 is	 no	 different	 –	 yes,	 keep	 an	 open	mind	 and	 stay	 flexible,	 but	 keep	 it
simple.	In	the	field,	if	you	concentrate	on	bowling	dots,	stopping	the	ball	when	it
comes	your	way,	catching	it	in	the	air,	and	therefore	building	pressure,	you’ll	be
hard	to	play	against.	Again,	with	the	bat,	if	you	rotate	the	strike,	punish	the	bad
ball	 and	 don’t	 lose	wickets	 in	 clumps,	 you’ll	 go	 okay.	 If	 you	 do	 these	 things
better	than	the	opposition,	you’ll	win.

London,	Birmingham,	Manchester

At	least,	that’s	the	theory.	One	of	the	things	I	like	most	about	cricket	is	that	you
never	really	know	what	will	happen	after	you’ve	walked	through	that	little	gate.
For	example,	I	was	an	odds-on	favourite	to	bowl	Middlesex	out	at	Southgate,	but
couldn’t	do	it.	Some	days	you	knock	’em	over	and	others	they	slog	you	into	the
stands;	some	days	you	catch	a	ripper	and	others	you	drop	a	soda;	some	days	you
feel	like	Bradman,	others	like	Benny	Hill.	That’s	the	game.



Ricky	won	 the	 toss	on	 that	 first	morning	of	 the	2005	Ashes	and	batted.	The
noise	 when	 England	 walked	 out	 was	 more	 AFL	 grand	 final	 than	 Ashes	 first
morning	 at	 ever	 so	 polite	 Lord’s.	 Matthew	 Hoggard	 knocked	 over	 Matthew
Hayden	 and	 Steve	 Harmison	 hit	 Ricky	 in	 the	 head.	 Suddenly,	 it	 was	 more
heavyweight	title	fight	than	AFL.	We	were	bowled	out	in	40	overs	for	190	and
then	bowled	England	out	in	48	for	155.	‘Christ,’	I	said	to	Pup,	‘this	series	won’t
take	long!’
Pup	had	other	ideas	and	played	well	for	91	in	the	second	dig.	England	had	to

make	420	to	win	and	made	180.	Pidge	took	nine	wickets	in	the	match.	In	the	first
over	after	 tea	on	 the	first	day,	he	got	 rid	of	Trescothick	and	Strauss	with	good
balls.	 Not	 long	 after,	 he	 hit	 the	 stumps	 three	 times	 –	Vaughan,	 Bell,	 Flintoff.
Nice	 job.	Pidge	 loves	Lord’s.	 I	 took	 six	wickets	 and	 like	 it	 too.	 I’d	have	a	 lot
more	wickets	there	if	Pidge	hadn’t	been	around.	What	a	place	to	play	cricket	it
is.	(Oh,	and	KP	played	great.	Those	English	selectors	never	miss	a	beat,	eh!)
I	don’t	 think	Pidge	 is	so	keen	on	Edgbaston.	Before	 the	second	Test,	during

the	morning	 ‘warm-up’	–	ha,	ha	–	a	game	of	 touch	 rugby	 (‘When	will	 this	be
over?!’),	he	 trod	on	a	cricket	ball	 and	did	a	 ligament.	 In	came	Kasprowicz	 for
McGrath	and	up	went	the	coin.	Ricky	won	again	and	batted,	of	course.	Errrr,	no.
Ricky	won	the	toss,	and	bowled.	At	lunch	England	were	1/130	and	I	was	already
hard	into	it;	or	maybe	I	should	say	the	Poms	were	hard	into	me.	Ricky’s	decision
was	a	shocker,	presumably	thinking	that	one	good	morning	with	the	ball	would
finish	England	off.	He	didn’t	rate	the	English	batting	and	it	cost	him,	and	us.
Here	is	 the	truth.	Forget	anything	else	you’ve	heard	or	read.	Ricky	relied	on

John	 Buchanan’s	 stats,	 which	 indicated	 that	 the	 bowl-first,	 bat-last	 tactic	 at
Edgbaston	won	more	games	than	it	lost.	He	looked	back	at	the	filthy	weather	of
the	 previous	 few	 days,	 not	 forward,	 and	made	 an	 assumption	 about	 the	 pitch
having	moisture	 in	 it.	Wrong!	 It	was	 a	 belter,	 an	 absolute	 road,	which	was	 to
spin	later	in	the	game.	He	ignored	McGrath’s	injury	because	arrogance	refused
to	let	him	believe	England	could	play.	The	entire	series	was	defined	right	there,
at	 Edgbaston,	 when	 Ricky	 was	 blind	 to	 the	 cricketing	 facts	 in	 front	 of	 him.
England	were	thrown	a	huge	bone	and	fed	from	it	for	the	rest	of	the	series.	I	rate
it	as	the	worst	decision	made	by	a	captain	I	played	under,	just	topping	the	charts
ahead	of	Steve	Waugh	when	he	made	India	follow-on,	because	it	was	based	on
arrogance	 about	 the	 opposition	 and	 our	 own	 supposed	 invincibility,	 not	 the
cricketing	facts.
England	 scored	407	 in	79.2	overs	 at	more	 than	 five	 an	over,	 the	 fastest	 run

rate	 in	 a	 single	 day	 by	 an	 England	 team	 since	 the	 Second	World	War!	 They
should	have	made	more,	actually,	but	got	over-excited,	which	is	why	we	took	10
wickets.	There	you	go,	that’s	the	reason	I	like	cricket.	You	just	never	know.



Both	sides	batted	at	breakneck	speed,	but	with	the	opposite	effect	to	Lord’s	–
i.e.	 England	 better	 than	 Australia	 this	 time.	 Two	 days	 later,	 when	 Saturday’s
play	finished	–	the	third	day,	that	is	–	England	had	claimed	the	extra	half	an	hour
to	 try	 and	win	 the	game,	but	not	managed	 to	do	 so.	 I	was	 still	 there,	 slogging
sixes	 off	 ‘Gilo’,	 but	 then	 watched	 in	 horror	 as	 Pup	 was	 cleaned	 up	 by
Harmison’s	slower	yorker	off	the	last	ball	–	as	it	turned	out	–	of	the	day.	Eight
down	at	the	close	of	play	and	still	needing	107.	Nothing	is	impossible,	I	said	to
myself.
Next	 morning,	 with	 the	 crowd	 on	 the	 razzle	 long	 before	 play	 even	 began,

Brett	Lee	–	‘Binga’	–	and	me	decided	to	just	enjoy	ourselves	in	the	distant	hope
of	 chasing	 down	 the	 remaining	 runs	 to	 go	 2–0	 up.	 This	 approach	 took	 the
pressure	off	a	bit	and	England	began	to	get	edgy.	Binga	took	a	few	blows,	while
I	cut,	swept,	slogged	and	slashed.	He	survived,	I	scored.	Suddenly	we’d	put	on
45.	Then	I	went	back	to	Freddie,	right	back	to	a	full	ball	around	leg-stump,	and
trod	on	my	stumps.	 I’d	never	done	 that	before	 in	my	 life	and	never	did	again.
Nine	down	now,	and	we	still	needed	62.
The	England	bowlers	were	swinging	the	ball	at	pace,	but	not	so	accurately	as

the	 day	 before.	 Bing	 and	Kasper	 continued	 to	 play	 freely,	 pretty	much	 like	 it
didn’t	 matter,	 because	 no-one	 thought	 it	 did.	 England	 tightened	 up	 as	 the
expectation	gnawed	away	at	 them.	We	all	know	what	 it’s	 like	–	LBWs	 turned
down,	 a	 catch	 dropped,	 a	mistake	 in	 the	 field.	They	 all	 build	 up.	As	we	 crept
closer	 to	 the	 target,	 the	 pressure	 levelled	 out.	 With	 only	 four	 needed,	 Binga
smashed	a	square	drive	off	Harmison	out	to	deep	cover.	A	couple	of	yards	either
way	and	it	would	have	been	over.	Next	ball,	it	was.
We’ve	 all	 seen	 the	 Kasprowicz	 wicket	 a	 thousand	 times.	 Short	 ball	 from

‘Harmy’,	Kasper	half-ducks,	half-fends,	and	Geraint	Jones	dives	down	the	 leg-
side	to	take	an	important	catch	–	the	most	important	catch	of	his	life,	the	catch
that	woke	up	a	whole	nation!	These	days,	DRS	would	have	overturned	it	because
the	glove	the	ball	hit	was	just	off	the	handle.	No	worries.	England	deserved	the
win.	Freddie	had	a	great	match.	I	had	a	good	one	too.	But	what	mattered	was	the
cricket.	It’s	been	called	the	greatest	Test	match	ever,	and	it’s	hard	to	argue	with
that.
The	 picture	 of	 Freddie	 consoling	 Binga	 is	 right	 up	 there	 with	 any	 sporting

photo	 I’ve	seen.	 It	 summed	 it	all	up	better	 than	words	 in	press	conferences;	 in
fact,	it	summed	up	the	series	every	bit	as	much	as	the	Edgbaston	Test.	Both	sides
played	 tough	 and	 fair	 and	 appreciated	 each	 other’s	 performances.	 That
sportsmanship	 and	 the	 level	 of	 skill	 in	 the	 cricket	 captured	 the	 imagination	 of
cricket	lovers	from	Manchester	to	Melbourne.



And,	 talking	 of	 Manchester,	 on	 we	 all	 went	 to	 Old	 Trafford,	 that	 place	 in
Manchester	where	it	rains	a	lot	and	Mike	Gatting	missed	a	good	ball.	And,	this
time	 around,	 Shane	 Warne	 missed	 another	 chance	 to	 make	 a	 Test	 match
hundred.
Edgbaston	 2005	 was	 the	 ultimate	 sporting	 drama,	 marginally	 ahead	 of

Headingley	1981,	Adelaide	1993,	Barbados	1999	and	Kolkata	2001.	Why	do	we
always	lose	these	thrillers?	I	guess	it’s	because	when	we	win,	we	clean	up,	and
when	we	get	pushed	hard,	we	stay	with	it	till	the	end	–	until	the	ship	goes	down,
so	to	speak.	Old	Trafford	2005	wasn’t	so	bad	a	game	either.	The	clue	is	that	it
went	 to	 the	 last	ball	and,	by	 then,	everyone’s	nails	were	chewed	off	and	down
their	throats.
England	were	due	to	win	a	toss	and	made	it	count.	McGrath	bowled	Vaughan

with	 a	 no-ball	 and	 Gilly	 dropped	 him	 the	 very	 next	 ball.	 Vaughany	 made	 a
brilliant	 hundred	 after	 the	 let-offs	 and	 others	weighed	 in.	 Trescothick	was	my
600th	Test	wicket.	The	moment	was	 an	 anti-climax	 as	 it	 kind	of	 came	off	 the
back	of	Tres’s	 bat	 and	gently	 looped	up	 to	Gilly,	 but	 the	 achievement,	 at	 that
time	in	my	life,	was	something	I	shall	always	treasure.
A	lot	was	made	of	me	kissing	the	white	wristband	Brooke	had	given	me.	‘Be

strong,	 Daddy,’	 she	 said,	 when	 a	 tabloid	 newspaper	 printed	more	 accusations
against	me	by	a	woman	just	a	day	or	two	after	the	family	arrived	from	Australia
in	the	build-up	to	the	Lord’s	Test.	By	then,	my	marriage	to	Simone	was	all	but
over,	 not	 that	 we	 had	 told	 the	 kids.	 Therefore	 the	 shock	 of	 this	 story	 was
exaggerated.	Simone	 took	 them	back	home	 immediately,	 like	a	couple	of	days
later,	which	made	the	tour	painful	for	me	off	the	field.
It’s	one	of	the	reasons	I’m	especially	proud	of	my	performances	over	all	 the

five	 Tests.	And	 I	was	 even	more	 proud	 of	 Brooke,	who	was	 seven,	 going	 on
eight,	and	old	enough	to	understand	that	 things	weren’t	good	for	her	mum	and
me.	Once	the	family	was	back	in	Oz,	I	spoke	to	the	kids	pretty	much	every	day
on	the	phone,	and	when	I	raised	my	arms	to	thank	the	crowd	for	their	applause,	I
kissed	the	wristband	as	an	open	message	of	thanks	and	love	to	Brooke.	Printed
on	it	was	the	word	‘Strength’	–	pretty	good	from	a	seven-year-old.
Not	 even	 that	wristband	 could	 get	me	 a	 hundred	 in	 a	Test	match,	 though.	 I

holed	out	 to	deep	square-leg	hooking	at	Simon	Jones.	Four	years	earlier,	I	was
one	short	when	I	slog/swept	Dan	Vettori	to	deep	mid-wicket	in	Perth;	this	time,
at	Old	Trafford,	 I	 still	had	 to	get	10	more.	You’d	 think	 I’d	have	 taken	 it	 a	bit
easy	 in	 the	90s,	 but	 that’s	not	how	 I	 roll.	Once	adrenaline	kicks	 in,	 the	native
instinct	to	attack	takes	over.	(I	twice	made	86s,	out	hooking	Wasim	Akram	at	the
Gabba,	and	LBW	to	Kumble	in	Adelaide	playing	all	round	a	straight	ball	in	an
attempt	to	steal	the	strike!)



It’s	well	known	that	we	drew	the	game,	nine	down,	thanks	to	a	special	innings
by	Punter.	Those	lucky	enough	to	have	tickets	spent	the	day	on	the	edge	of	their
seats	 after	 10,000	more	 had	 lined	 the	 streets	 outside	 the	 ground	begging	 for	 a
way	to	get	in.
Briefly,	Punter	had	looked	like	he	might	win	it	on	his	own,	but	more	than	400

in	 the	 last	 innings	of	 a	Test	match	 is	 exactly	 that,	more	 than	400,	 and	usually
well	 out	 of	 reach.	 I	 hung	 on	 for	 an	 hour	 and	 40	minutes	with	 him,	 and	 hope
remained	while	Ricky	remained.	He	was	eventually	caught	down	the	leg-side	by
Geraint	Jones	off	a	Harmison	short	ball	–	echoes	of	Edgbaston	once	more	–	after
batting	for	nearly	seven	hours.	Binga	was	good	again,	batting	really	bravely	for
45	 minutes	 till	 the	 end,	 and,	 incredibly,	 so	 was	 the	 Pigeon,	 who	 survived	 an
unlikely	nine	balls	in	the	final	17	minutes	of	the	match.	Our	dressing-room	was	a
relieved	 place,	 though	 the	 smiles	 and	 hand-shakes	 on	 the	 balcony	 prompted
Vaughan	 to	 get	 his	 guys	 together	 and	 say,	 ‘Look,	 the	 mighty	 Aussies	 are
celebrating	 a	 draw	with	 England.	We’ve	 got	 them	 now.’	Not	 a	 bad	 team	 talk
that.
Those	balcony	smiles	of	ours	hid	an	increasingly	moody	attitude.	We	weren’t

playing	as	well	as	we	should	or	could,	and	it	was	niggling	away	at	us.	You	could
say	the	boot	was	on	the	other	foot	and	the	challenge	was	to	drag	ourselves	back
into	the	series	with	better	cricket.
On	the	bus	on	the	way	back	to	the	hotel	after	the	game,	John	Buchanan	called

a	team	meeting.	I	was	like,	‘Oh	no,	what’s	he	going	to	say	now?’
We	collected	in	the	team	room	and	he	started	with	an	obvious	line,	something

like,	‘We	didn’t	play	very	well	again	this	game.’
Yep,	true,	Buck.
Then	he	said,	‘But	why	didn’t	we	play	well?’
Maybe	you	tell	us,	Buck.	So	he	did.	It	was	along	the	lines	of	‘I	don’t	think	you

blokes	 care	 enough	 and,	 playing	 like	 you	 are,	 I	 don’t	 think	 you’re	 worthy	 of
wearing	the	baggy	green	cap.’
I	could	sense	 the	 rage	bubbling	 in	 the	 room	and	could	 feel	 it	burning	 inside

me,	but	 I	waited	 for	 the	captain,	anyone,	 to	say	something.	Everyone	sat	 there
quietly,	heads	down,	no-one	willing	to	get	involved.
I	thought,	‘To	hell	with	this,’	stood	up	and	said,	‘Buck,	don’t	you	ever	tell	me

I	don’t	care	enough	and	that	I’m	not	worthy	of	wearing	the	baggy	green	cap.	I’ve
busted	my	balls	for	a	long	time,	so	has	everyone	else	in	this	room,	so	how	about
we	just	play	and	you	keep	your	thoughts	to	yourself.’
McGrath	said,	‘I’m	with	Warney.’	Magilla	said,	‘I’m	with	Warney	too.’	Ricky

was	like,	‘Hey,	hey,	alright,	calm	down,	you	blokes.’	I	said,	‘Fuck	this	meeting,
I’m	not	taking	this	shit	from	him,’	and	started	to	walk	out.



There	 is	 no-one	who	 can	 say	 I’m	 not	worthy	 of	 the	 baggy	 green	 –	 no-one.
John	 Buchanan	 would	 have	 no	 idea	 how	 much	 blood	 and	 sweat	 I’ve	 put	 in,
never	mind	the	tears,	especially	on	that	tour.	That’s	not	just	me	either,	it’s	all	the
guys.	We’ve	all	busted	our	guts	and	given	it	everything.	Punter	said,	‘Hey,	let’s
calm	down.’	But	I	had	mentally	gone.	‘This	meeting	is	over,	Punt,’	I	said,	and
was	out	of	there.	Buck	never	really	understood	when	to	make	a	point	and	when
not.	 It	was	 like	he	 couldn’t	 judge	 the	moment.	He	 thought	 he	knew	us	but	 he
didn’t.	And	that	was	proved	time	and	time	again	with	these	ridiculous	meetings.

Coaches

Here	is	the	thing	with	coaches.	They’re	an	integral	part	of	the	game	in	first-class
cricket,	 second	XI	 cricket,	 age	 groups,	 development	 programs,	 all	 those	 areas.
Basically,	 at	 every	 level	 of	 the	 game	beneath	 international	 cricket,	 because	 by
the	 time	 you	 play	 for	 your	 country,	 you	 should	 know	 the	mechanics	 of	 what
you’re	 doing	 and	 you	 should	 know	 yourself.	 Having	 said	 that,	 I	 know	 how
valuable	 it	 is	 to	 have	 someone	 to	 talk	 to,	 like	 Terry	 Jenner.	 So,	 as	 far	 as	 I’m
concerned,	 the	 role	 is	 less	 coaching	 than	 mentoring	 and	 guiding	 –	 a	 job	 the
manager	should	be	able	to	do.
The	power	of	 the	mind	and	 the	 intricacies	of	 tactics	 are	 things	you	 find	out

about	 along	 the	way.	 Simmo	was	 the	 best,	 then	Greg	 Shipperd.	 I	 rate	 Trevor
Bayliss	and	Darren	Berry	too.	They	all	know	every	aspect	and	detail	of	cricket
and	 had	 relevant	 things	 to	 offer.	 I	 had	 the	 impression	 that	 was	 the	 case	 with
Duncan	 Fletcher	 for	 England,	who	 the	 England	 boys	 said	was	 very	 good	 too.
Whoever	 it	 is	should	be	 in	 the	background	and	allowing	 the	captain	 to	 run	 the
team.
Say,	for	example,	if	Kevin	Pietersen	gets	out	three	or	four	times	in	a	row	for

low	scores,	 it	might	not	be	anything	 to	do	with	 technique	but,	 instead,	will	be
about	concentration	or	a	 thought	process.	KP	loved	to	smack	people	out	of	 the
ground.	There	is	a	time	and	a	place	for	that	approach	and	only	a	person	with	an
understanding	 of	 the	 game	 and	KP	 could	 have	 taken	 him	 aside	 and	 talked	 in
detail	 to	 him	 about	 shot	 selection.	 Simmo	 would	 have	 been	 able	 to;	 maybe
Fletcher	did,	but	Buchanan	couldn’t.
In	2001	Buck	came	up	with	this	theory	based	on	a	book	called	The	Art	of	War

by	a	Chinese	military	leader	from	way	back,	Sun	Tzu.	The	Art	of	War,	I	mean,
please.	We	all	had	two	pages	of	A4	with	Sun	Tzu’s	teachings	on	them	put	under
our	hotel-room	doors.	At	a	meeting	Buchanan	said,	‘Right,	who	has	read	these?’
Mark	Waugh,	Andrew	Symonds	and	me	said	we’d	thrown	them	in	the	bin.	Next



day,	 one	 of	 the	 British	 papers	 printed	 a	 front-page	 picture	 of	 Steve	 Waugh
dressed	like	a	Chinese	general,	sword	and	all,	and	with	the	rest	of	us	in	smaller
pictures	as	old-style	Chinese	soldiers	all	around	him,	like	in	a	picture	frame.	We
were	2–0	up	in	the	series	and	a	laughing	stock.
Next	day,	Darren	Gough	was	bowling	to	Junior,	who	easily	drove	him	through

mid-on	and	mid-off	for	a	few	boundaries.	Exasperated,	Goughie	stopped	in	his
follow-through	after	the	last	of	them	and	began	a	long	spiel	to	Athers	at	slip	in
mock	Chinese.	During	 the	 spiel	 he	 reset	 his	 field	with	 a	 couple	 of	 blokes	 out
deep	 on	 the	 leg-side.	Then	 he	 charged	 in	 and,	with	 a	 quick	 bouncer,	 smashed
Junior	 full	on	 the	helmet.	 Junior	hit	 the	deck,	hard.	Goughie	 followed	 through
and,	standing	near	Junior	now,	said,	‘Hey,	Athers,	I	fookin’	told	you	he	wouldn’t
oonderstand	Chinese!’
Sun	Tzu!
On	 reflection,	 to	 have	 or	 not	 to	 have	 a	 coach	 is	 about	 that	 coach	 being	 the

right	 person.	Then	 a	 kick	 up	 the	 arse	 from	 that	 person	will	mean	 every	 bit	 as
much	as	an	arm	round	the	shoulder.	John	Buchanan	kicking	us	up	the	arse	was	a
disaster,	partly	because	he	coached	by	a	book,	rather	than	a	feel,	and	let	analytics
overtake	 common	 sense.	 The	 job,	 whatever	 you	 call	 it,	 is	 about	 knowing	 the
people	you’re	working	with.	Time	after	time,	it	was	clear	that	he	didn’t	know	me
or	a	number	of	others	in	the	team.	This	created	disharmony	and	led	to	problems
and,	at	times,	conflict.
Buck	also	finished	up	on	the	wrong	side	of	other	teams	he	worked	with,	so	it

isn’t	just	me	who’s	had	a	problem	with	him.	He	was	once	asked,	‘Do	you	think
the	 Australian	 cricket	 team	 has	 made	 you	 or	 have	 you	 made	 the	 team?’	 ‘No
comment,’	he	said.	No	comment!	Is	he	kidding,	or	what?	Enough	said.
In	writing	my	own	book,	I’ve	altered	my	position	on	a	few	things	and,	having

thought	more	deeply	about	 the	 role	of	a	coach,	 I	would	no	 longer	 say	 that	 the
only	thing	a	coach	is	good	for	in	cricket	is	to	drive	the	players	to	and	from	the
ground.	A	good	coach	has	a	role	if	he	is	the	right	bloke.	Simple.	It	doesn’t	work
if	it’s	the	wrong	bloke.	Anyway,	I	think	it’s	the	title	I	don’t	like	–	manager	will
do	nicely.

Trent	Bridge

Only	once	in	my	career	did	I	get	on	the	piss	during	a	Test	match	and	let	it	affect
my	cricket	the	next	day.	That	once	was	Trent	Bridge,	2005.
England	won	the	toss	again	and	made	plenty	first	up.	Freddie	got	a	hundred.

We	 were	 bowled	 out	 cheaply;	 me,	 first	 ball.	 I	 couldn’t	 see	 the	 bloody	 thing



because	 I’d	 been	 up	 till	 five	 or	 six	 in	 the	morning	 and	 spent	most	 of	 the	 day
nodding	off	 in	 the	changing-room.	When	Simon	Jones	bowled	a	normal	 length
ball,	I	just	spooned	it	up	in	the	air	like	I	was	a	clubby.	Embarrassing.	It	was	the
one	 time	 in	 the	series	when	 the	pressure	of	everything	 that	 summer	had	got	 to
me	a	bit	and	I	desperately	needed	to	let	my	hair	down.	Not	good.	I	just	sort	of	sat
there	thinking,	‘Please	make	us	follow	on,	Vaughany,	I	need	some	sleep.	And	if
you	do,	and	we	bat	better	second	time	round,	I	promise	to	all	Australia	I	will	win
us	the	game.’
He	 did,	 he	 put	 us	 back	 in!	 The	 first	 two	 things	 I	 thought	 were	 phew	 and

Kolkata.
The	 guys	 really	 battled	 in	 the	 second	 innings,	 with	 just	 about	 everyone

chipping	 in	 with	 useful	 scores,	 but	 never	 quite	 putting	 England	 away.	 I	 was
going	well	with	Simon	Katich	when	he	got	a	shocking	LBW.	There’s	no	way	it
was	out.	It	pitched	way	outside	leg	and	hit	him	high	anyway,	but	at	the	time	it
was	 one	 of	 those	 that	 looked	 kind	 of	 okay,	 even	 though	 replays	 showed
differently.
He	came	to	me	at	the	non-strikers	end	and	said,	‘Was	that	out?’
‘I	don’t	know,’	I	answered.	‘Maybe	not.’
‘Was	that	fucking	out?’	he	asked,	by	now	steaming.	I	thought	he	might	hit	me,

never	mind	a	Pom	or	an	ump.
‘Er,	no,	don’t	think	so,	mate.	It	pitched	outside	leg	and	was	too	high.’
Then	 he	 turned	 to	 the	 umpires	 and	 went	 ‘Fuck	 you’	 before	 storming	 off,

yelling	at	 everyone	 like	 the	angriest	man	 in	 the	world.	Not	 that	 I	blamed	him.
He’d	worked	his	nuts	off	for	59	runs	over	four	hours	and	20	minutes.	Another
half	an	hour	or	so	of	the	two	of	us	might	have	swung	it	our	way.
It’s	 worth	 saying	 here	 that	 the	 whole	 changing-room	was	 already	 steaming

after	Punter’s	run	out	by	the	sub	fielder,	Gary	Pratt.	An	English	journo,	Martin
Johnson,	wrote	that	there	were	two	Pratts	involved	–	meaning	Pratt	and	Ponting
–	 but	 it	was	 probably	more	Marto’s	 bad	 call	 and	 Punter’s	 slow	 response	 than
anything.	So	maybe	there	were	three	Pratts!
England	had	taken	advantage	of	the	sub-fielder	rule	all	tour	by	having	county

specialists	 available	 and	 getting	 them	 on	 where	 possible	 in	 place	 of	 tired
bowlers.	When	Punter	reached	the	pavilion	steps	and	looked	up	to	see	Fletcher
looking	down	 smugly,	 he	gave	 the	England	coach	 a	gob	 full.	Actually,	 in	 this
instance	 Pratt	was	 on	 for	 Simon	 Jones,	who	was	 genuinely	 injured	 and	 didn’t
bowl	 all	 innings.	 Anyway,	 Binga	 came	 in,	 hit	 a	 couple	 of	 massive	 sixes	 and
played	great	 again.	 I	made	45	before	Ashley-hit-me-miles	had	me	 stumped	by
Jones	–	that’s	a	death	and	a	half!	We	were	bowled	out	for	387,	leaving	England
129	to	win.



I	 said	 to	Punter,	 ‘Let	me	open	 the	bowling.’	 I	was	desperate	 to	 get	 at	 them
with	that	new	nut.	But	he	didn’t.	Unfortunately.
Trescothick	 was	 hammering	 the	 new	 ball	 and	 I	 was	 just	 watching	 the

scoreboard	roll	over	like	a	pokey	machine.	120	to	win,	110	to	win,	100	to	win,
less	than	100	–	I	was	like,	I	need	to	bowl,	mate.	At	0/32,	Punter	called	me	up	and
first	ball	I	got	a	wicket,	Trescothick	bat-pad;	then	Strauss	caught	down	the	leg-
side,	before	Vaughan	tried	to	whip	one	through	leg-side	and	was	caught	slip.
I	 had	 three	 for	 nothing	 and	 there	 was	 an	 England	 panic	 on.	 Flintoff	 and

Pietersen	reined	it	in	a	bit.	Then	Binga	knocked	over	KP	caught	behind,	as	well
as	Ian	Bell,	before	he	found	a	ripper	delivery	for	Flintoff.	England	were	now	on
111,	‘Nelson’,	their	famously	unlucky	number.	Six	down	and	sweating.	Pommie
fingernails	were	on	the	floor	of	the	stands	and	on	the	carpet	of	lounge-rooms	all
over	the	country.
Giles	 came	 in	 to	 join	 Geraint	 Jones.	 A	 nick	 here,	 a	 nudge	 there.	 Geez.

Everything	 so	 tight.	 I	 could	 just	 see	 Jones’	 eyes	 –	 they	were	 so	wide.	 I	 said,
‘This	 guy	 is	 nervous.	 I’m	 going	 to	 lob	 one	 up	 here	 and	 he’s	 never	 going	 to
resist.’	So	I	bowled	really	slow	to	him	and	he	ran	down	the	line	of	leg-stump	to
hit	straight	or	mid-off,	and	got	it	wrong.	Kasper	took	the	catch	back	towards	the
fence	and	we	mobbed	him	like	grand	final	winners.
7/116,	Giles	 and	Hoggard	 in.	 The	 tension	was	 extreme.	 I	was	 ripping	 them

and	Binga	was	reversing	it	at	serious	pace.	But	they	only	needed	13.	‘Ohhhh,’	I
was	thinking,	‘I’d	give	anything	for	another	20	runs	here,’	but	with	13	you	have
to	go	for	broke.	Patience,	plans,	all	that	stuff	is	nowhere.	Every	ball	has	to	be	a
wicket	ball,	so	you	bowl	a	mixture	of	everything	you’ve	got.
Gilo	played	well;	Hoggy	too.	Straining,	we	offered	a	couple	of	low	full	tosses

which	 cost	 us	 two	 twos,	 I	 think,	 and	 a	 boundary.	At	 that	 stage	 every	 run	was
like,	‘Oh	shit.’	A	few	more	runs	up	our	sleeve	and	I	truly	believe	we	would	have
won.	 Unfortunately	 I	 came	 on	 too	 late.	 Enough	 said.	 England	 avoided	 their
Kolkata	moment,	just.
Vaughan	 led	 them	round	the	outer	as	 the	crowd	sang	songs	about	 the	Ashes

coming	home.	It	was	a	bit	early	for	that.	But	then	18	years	is	a	long	time.

The	Oval

My	last	Test	in	England;	Pidge	too.	We	took	a	bow	at	the	end	and	felt	honoured
to	be	so	appreciated	by	the	English	fans.	We’d	done	some	damage	over	the	years
but,	I	think,	were	recognised	for	being	pretty	good	at	what	we	did	and	providing
more	 than	 decent	 entertainment.	 There	was	 no	 sadness.	 In	 actual	 fact	 I	 had	 a



smile	when	 the	crowd	started	singing	 to	me,	 ‘We	wish	you	were	English’.	We
weren’t	retiring,	though	that	was	soon	to	come	–	we’d	just	accepted	that	another
Ashes	four	years	down	the	road	was	out	of	reach.
The	 sadness	 came	 with	 Richie	 Benaud’s	 last	 broadcast	 in	 England.	 He’d

moved	from	the	BBC	to	Channel	4	in	1999	and	for	seven	years	gave	the	Poms
all	 the	 old	 magic	 on	 a	 new	 network,	 just	 as	 he	 was	 still	 doing	 on	 Nine	 in
Australia.	 He	was	 in	 the	middle	 of	 his	 goodbye	 speech	 during	 a	 commentary
stint	when	KP	lost	his	off-stump	to	Pidge	and,	apparently,	 the	great	man	never
missed	a	beat.	Well,	of	course	he	didn’t.
The	ground	announcer	came	on	the	PA	system,	thanking	him	for	40	years	of

cricket	 broadcasting	 in	 the	 UK	 and	 wishing	 him	 well.	 We	 all	 turned	 to	 the
commentary	box,	doffed	our	headgear	and	applauded.	I	loved	him,	always	had.
After	 the	 match	 ended,	 during	 the	 wait	 for	 the	 presentations,	 he	 walked	 the
whole	way	across	the	ground	with	Greigy,	to	be	interviewed	by	Mark	Nicholas,
as	Channel	 4	 said	goodbye	 to	 cricket	 broadcasting	 themselves,	 having	 lost	 the
television	 rights	 to	 Sky.	 The	 response	 to	 Richie	 was	 incredible.	 The	 whole
ground	stood	and	the	applause	got	louder	and	louder	before	it	turned	to	cheers.	I
don’t	suppose	any	Australian	has	been	as	popular	in	England.
To	retain	the	Ashes,	we	needed	to	win	the	match	and	draw	the	series	2–2,	but

it	 didn’t	 happen.	 Having	 said	 that,	 England’s	 second	 innings	 had	 a	 hint	 of
Adelaide	 2006/07	 about	 it,	 as	 batsmen	 caught	 between	 the	 defensive	 instincts
that	were	 needed	 for	 the	 draw	 to	 secure	 the	 series	 and	 the	 attacking	 ones	 that
related	to	their	‘natural’	game	collided.	When	they	were	7/199	in	the	middle	of
the	afternoon	and	only	205	ahead,	there	was	time	for	three	quick	wickets	and	a
doable	run	chase.	But	it	wasn’t	to	be.
In	the	morning	Gilly	had	missed	KP	off	my	bowling	before	he’d	scored	–	one

he	would	take	more	often	than	not.	It	ricocheted	off	his	glove	towards	Haydos,
but	he	couldn’t	hang	on	either.	On	10,	KP	narrowly	avoided	being	run	out	and
on	 15	 I	 dropped	 a	 straightforward	 chance	 at	 slip.	 After	 that,	 it	 was	 one-way
traffic.
Apparently,	at	lunch	he	asked	Vaughan	how	he	should	approach	the	rest	of	the

day	 and	 the	 answer	was	 ‘Smash	 ’em’.	Which	 is	 exactly	what	 he	did.	Sure,	 he
lived	by	the	sword	and	risked	dying	by	it	but,	in	doing	so,	he	made	158	off	187
balls	 with	 15	 fours	 and	 seven	 sixes!	 I	 went	 over	 to	 congratulate	 him	 as	 he
walked	 off.	Before	 the	 series	 began,	 I	was	 sure	 he	 could	 transform	England’s
cricket	 from	predictable	 to	potentially	 electrifying.	 I	was	proved	 right.	He	 is	 a
once-in-a-generation	player.	You	just	have	 to	accept	 that	mixed	 into	 the	magic
will	be	some	madness.



Understandably,	people	remember	that	innings	as	the	highlight	of	the	day,	and
one	 of	 the	 highlights	 of	 the	 series,	 but	 people	 don’t	 make	 much	 mention	 of
Ashley-hit-me-miles,	who	hung	on	for	a	pretty	gutsy	50	that	stopped	us	getting
through	to	the	tail.	I	think	I’ll	rename	him.	‘Ashley-block-for-hours’,	well	done,
mate.
A	great	last	day’s	play	–	a	very	good	Test	match	overall,	actually	–	did	justice

to	a	memorable	series	and	the	draw	gave	England	back	the	Ashes.	Fair	enough.
Over	five	Tests,	Vaughan’s	guys	played	better	 than	we	did.	 It	happens.	 I	can’t
say	I	was	pleased	for	 them,	because	 that	 is	bullshit.	 If	anyone	on	a	 losing	side
says	they’re	happy	for	the	winners,	they’ll	never	be	a	winner	themselves.	Losing
should	hurt.	 I	 took	40	wickets	 in	 the	 series	–	12	 in	 that	 last-ditch	effort	 at	 the
Oval	–	at	19.92	each,	and	I	made	249	runs	in	nine	knocks.	Pleased	as	I	was	with
those	performances,	 I	 still	 hurt	 as	bad	as	 ever.	What	 I	 can	 say	 is	 that	 it	was	a
good	 thing	 for	 English	 cricket	 to	 win	 the	 Ashes	 again	 and	 the	 huge	 viewing
figures	proved	that	the	country	still	had	the	sport	in	its	blood.
It	was	a	good	result	for	world	cricket	as	well,	because	a	strong	England	lifts

the	game	in	general.	Best	of	all,	 it	was	a	reminder	that	in	Test	cricket,	the	best
team	wins.	There	is	a	beauty	there	that	is	worth	persevering	with	at	a	time	when
the	game	is	changing	shape	and	direction	so	fast.	Test	cricket	will	always	be	the
most	beautiful	game,	in	many	different	ways.
As	for	us,	well,	we	had	blood	on	our	minds	alright.	No	way	would	we	let	this

happen	again,	and	definitely	not	 in	our	own	land.	The	return	of	 the	Ashes	was
barely	more	than	14	months	away.

Fifteen	Months,	That’s	All	It	Took

I	reckon	the	2006/07	series	is	the	most	determined	I’ve	ever	seen	any	Australian
cricket	 team	 I	played	 in.	We	were	 so	motivated,	determined,	 switched	on.	We
trained	hard,	a	precise	and	steely	sort	of	training	–	extra	nets,	no	slogging,	just
all	proper	batting,	extra	catches.	No	mucking	around.	Look,	we	had	some	fun	–
you	always	should,	it’s	a	game	after	all	–	but	in	general	I’d	say	we	were	super
focused	about	what	we	wanted	 to	achieve	and	 therefore	our	practice	was	even
more	intense	than	usual.
Honestly,	I	believe	we	could	have	turned	up	two	days	before	the	first	Test	and

been	 the	 most	 motivated	 team	 of	 sportsmen	 on	 the	 planet.	 Add	 in	 the
preparation,	 concentration	 and	 commitment,	 and	 I’d	 argue	 no-one	 could	 have
beaten	us	over	 that	series.	England	had	stolen	back	the	 little	urn	 that	means	so
much	to	both	countries.	We	saw	Michael	Vaughan	and	his	team	paraded	around



London	 on	 a	 red	 bus,	 turn	 up	 at	 Trafalgar	 Square	 to	 be	 greeted	 by	 tens	 of
thousands	of	fans	and	then	head	off	to	the	Prime	Minister’s	place.	Watching	that
sort	of	stuff	sure	brings	it	home.	Our	quest	to	get	back	the	little	urn	that	guys	like
Bradman	 and	 O’Reilly,	 Miller	 and	 Harvey,	 Benaud,	 Davidson,	 Lawry	 and
Simpson,	the	Chappells,	Marsh,	Lillee,	Border	and	Taylor	had	fought	for,	left	no
stone	unturned.	That’s	what	the	Ashes	means.	It’s	national	identity,	and	pride.

Boot	Camp

Three	months	before	the	first	Test,	we	had	this	boot	camp.	I’ve	been	on	record
so	often	about	this	–	it	 is	 just	a	fact	 that	John	Buchanan	and	I	didn’t,	probably
still	don’t,	see	eye	to	eye.	And	that	isn’t	just	about	the	boot	camp,	by	the	way!
I’m	 going	 to	 try	 to	 pull	 my	 head	 in	 as	 I	 talk	 briefly	 about	 this,	 because	 the
temptation	is	to	lose	the	plot	again.
Put	simply,	it	was	a	waste	of	time	and,	worse,	led	to	injuries	–	as	proved	by

Stuart	MacGill,	Michael	Kasprowicz	and,	to	a	lesser	degree,	me.	Going	away	to
the	Queensland	bush,	 pushing	 cars	 eight	 or	 10	k’s	 along	 tracks,	 carrying	 jerry
cans	 of	 water	 up	 hills,	 getting	 woken	 by	 explosions	 after	 dark,	 and	 reporting
somewhere	in	the	jungle	to	sing	the	team	song.	I	just	can’t	see	how	in	any	way	it
benefits	 playing	 cricket	 or	 team	 spirit.	 And	 what	 got	 to	 me	 most	 is	 how	 it
panders	to	that	whole	worship	of	the	baggy	green	crap.
I	 got	 off	 on	 the	wrong	 foot	 with	 the	 idea	 of	 this	 boot	 camp	 and	 never	 got

anywhere	near	the	right	foot.	First	up	at	the	briefing,	Buchanan,	along	with	Steve
Bernard,	the	team	manager,	and	Reg	Dickason,	the	security	guy	who	works	for
England	these	days	–	both	good	blokes	–	told	us	there	would	be	no	this,	no	that;
you	 can’t	 do	 this,	 you	 can’t	 do	 that;	 here’s	 your	 backpack	 and	 sleeping	 bag;
here’s	your	clothes;	no	drinking,	no	smoking	etc.
Oh,	 right.	 ‘Sorry?’	 I	 said.	 ‘No	 smoking?	 I	 think	 we	 have	 an	 issue,	 boys,

because	if	I	can’t	smoke,	then	I	don’t	think	I	can	go.’
They	said,	‘You	have	to	go.’
I	said,	‘No,	I	don’t.’	And	I	told	Reg,	‘Even	if	you	go	with	your	best	shot	and

talk	me	 into	 it,	 I’ll	be	smoking,	 so	 let’s	 save	 time.	Are	 there	smoking	sections
wherever	we	go	on	this	trip?’
‘No!’	he	said.	‘No	drinking,	no	smoking,	Warney!’
So	 I	 said,	 ‘That’s	 fine.	You	 all	 go	 off	 and	play	your	 games,	 but	 I’m	out	 of

here.’
I	guess	I	had	to	be	that	guy,	the	one	who	behaved	like	a	dick,	but	I	couldn’t	go

three	days	without	a	smoke.



They	said,	‘We’ll	talk	to	you	after,	Warney.’
Okay,	fine.	So	they	got	me	on	my	own	and	said,	‘This	an	army	thing	–	there

are	rules.’
I	replied	that	I	totally	respected	that,	but	since	I	was	a	smoker,	I	wouldn’t	be

able	to	come	along.	‘Three	days	without	cigarettes	will	make	me	very	grumpy,’	I
said,	‘and	probably	very	unpleasant.	So	you	choose.’
There	was	an	awkward	silence.	‘Okay,’	they	said.	‘You	can	smoke	away	from

the	group	and	discreetly.’
‘Cool,	 we’re	 all	 good,’	 I	 thought,	 ‘I’m	 a	 team	man’	 –	 so	 shall	 we	 say	 we

compromised.
The	 Gilchrists,	 Haydens	 and	 Langers	 loved	 the	 experience.	 The	 others	 had

mixed	views,	but	myself	and	Magilla	hated	it.
(The	one	 thing	on	 that	whole	 trip	 that	made	 some	sense	was	when	we	each

had	to	write	about	each	other’s	strengths	and	weaknesses.	We	could	have	done	it
back	 in	 town,	 of	 course,	 but	 it	 was	 good	 because	 you	 learnt	 something	 about
yourself.	The	verdict	on	me	was	that	I’d	never,	ever	give	up	on	the	cricket	field,
but	 that	 I	was	 too	quick	 to	be	 judgemental	 about	others	and	never	prepared	 to
change	my	mind	once	I’d	formed	an	opinion.	‘Okay,’	I	said,	‘I’ll	try	to	change.’)
After	the	explosion	that	shocked	the	life	out	of	us	in	the	middle	of	the	night,

we	were	instructed	to	pull	on	some	clothes,	do	up	our	boot	laces	in	the	dark	and
follow	the	army	into	the	bush,	where	we	sang	‘Underneath	the	Southern	Cross’
and	 listened	 to	 Buck	 talk	 about	 how	 great	 was	 Australia	 and	what	 the	 baggy
green	should	mean	to	all	Australians.	I’ve	said	it	before	and	I’ll	say	it	again,	you
don’t	 need	 to	 worship,	 or	 even	 wear,	 the	 Australian	 baggy	 green	 cap	 to	 love
what	 it	 stands	 for.	Oh,	 and	 I	 don’t	 need	 someone	 to	 tell	me	how	much	 I	 love
playing	for	Australia.
My	messages	to	the	coach	were	simple.	I’ll	bust	my	gut	for	my	country	on	the

cricket	field,	but	I	won’t	wear	the	cap	because	I	find	it	uncomfortable	–	I’ll	wear
my	sunhat,	thank	you.

Amazing	Adelaide

At	the	Adelaide	Oval	in	the	second	Test,	both	teams	made	more	than	500	in	their
first	 innings.	At	 the	close	of	play	on	 the	 fourth	evening,	England	were	1/59,	a
lead	of	97.	The	game	appeared	dead,	but	no,	far	from	it.
Meantime,	 let’s	 rewind	 to	 the	 first	Test	at	 the	Gabba	 in	Brisbane,	where	we

just	blew	England	away.	Ricky	made	a	hundred	in	both	innings	and	we	smashed
them,	 playing	 some	 of	 the	 best	 cricket	 I’ve	 been	 part	 of.	 So,	 going	 into	 the



second	 Test	 was	 strangely	 like	 Birmingham	 16	 months	 earlier,	 after	 we’d
hammered	them	at	Lord’s.	This	time,	though,	we	kept	our	foot	on	the	floor	and
Pidge	 kept	 his	 foot	 miles	 away	 from	 any	 practice	 balls	 lying	 loose	 on	 the
outfield.	The	 second	Test	match	 in	 a	 five-match	 series	 is	 always	pivotal	 –	 the
team	that	is	down	can	get	back	into	the	series,	level	it	up	and,	effectively,	set	up
a	three-match	series	with	the	momentum	on	their	side.	But	the	team	that	is	2–0
down	with	three	to	play	is	sort	of	gone.
In	Adelaide,	you	know	the	toss	is	massive.	The	wicket	is,	or	was,	very	flat,	so

if	 you	 lose	 the	 toss,	 it’s	 a	 psychological	 thing,	 like,	 ‘Oh	 shit,	 we’re	 chasing
leather	 today.’Well,	 we	 lost	 the	 toss	 and	 England	 played	 bloody	 well.	 Paul
Collingwood	got	200	–	I	still	can’t	believe	it,	Colly,	mate	–	and	KP	150.	It	was
one	 of	 the	 few	 times	 I	 bowled	 purely	 to	 dry	 up	 an	 end.	 Like	 at	 Edgbaston,
actually.	We	chased	leather	all	day,	and	this	time	all	the	next	day	too.
By	the	time	England	passed	500,	Freddie,	who	was	captain,	was	slogging	us

everywhere.	 I	walked	past	 him	 and	 said,	 ‘Mate,	 any	 chance	 of	 you	 declaring?
We’re	on	our	knees	out	here	and	begging	for	mercy!’	He	waited	till	551!
So	we	went	 in	 to	bat	and	did	alright	 in	conditions	 that	were	 still	perfect	 for

batting	 –	 Ricky	 made	 another	 brilliant	 hundred	 –	 until	 Hoggard	 found	 some
reverse.	 I	 remember	walking	out	 to	bat	with	Michael	Clarke	at	6/384,	still	167
behind.	While	he	went	on	to	an	excellent	hundred,	I	managed	40-odd	before	the
partnership	was	 ruined	 by	 a	 ball	 that	 tailed	 in	 late	 and	 hit	me	 so	 high	 it	 hurt
where	 it	 hurts	most.	Yup,	 hit	 in	 the	 nuts	 and	 given	 out	LBW.	The	 other	 guys
down	the	order	played	really	well	too	and	we	made	it	to	513.	England	were	1/59
at	 stumps,	 and	 looking	pretty	 comfortable.	Having	 said	 that,	 as	we	walked	off
the	field	I	kept	 thinking,	‘Day	five	 in	Adelaide,	anything	can	happen	–	reverse
swing,	spin,	low	bounce	etc.’
That	evening,	I	spoke	to	McGrath	about	his	wife,	Jane,	who	had	had	a	relapse

after	a	promising	period	in	her	recovery	from	breast	cancer.	It’s	such	a	sad	story
–	she	was	such	a	great	woman.	We	talked	a	bit	about	the	game	too.	Pidge	was
with	me.	It’s	winnable,	we	thought.
Later	that	night,	I	was	sitting	in	my	room	with	Michael	Clarke,	having	a	pizza

and	watching	American	Pie	(Pup	was	having	a	salad!).	During	the	film,	I	said	to
Pup	that	England	would	probably	come	out	trying	not	to	lose,	blocking	the	shit
out	of	it	 to	eat	up	time	and	secure	a	draw.	My	view	was	that	even	if	we	didn’t
take	wickets	in	the	first	15	to	20	overs,	they	wouldn’t	have	moved	too	far	ahead
and	 there	would	be	plenty	of	 time	 for	us	 to	chase	down	anything	under	200.	 I
didn’t	 say	 we	 were	 going	 to	 win,	 I	 just	 thought	 that	 given	 England’s	 likely
mindset	 there	was	 still	 a	 good	 chance	 of	 a	 result	 and,	with	 the	 time	 left,	 that



result	would	be	us	winning.	So	there	we	were,	watching	American	Pie,	and	the
‘Sherminator’	came	on.
Pup	said,	‘Don’t	you	think	he	looks	like	Ian	Bell?’
‘He	does	too!’	I	said.	So	we	had	a	bit	of	a	laugh	and	that	was	that.
I	woke	up	the	next	day	and	went	to	the	ground.	There	wasn’t	much	happening,

no	great	excitement,	just	the	usual	routine.	In	the	dressing-rooms,	Punter	started
talking	and	asked	what	we	all	thought.	Most	people	agreed	it	would	be	hard	to
bowl	anyone	out,	because	conditions	were	still	good.
I	was	listening	while	having	a	dart	out	the	window	of	the	rooms	and	I	turned

back	in	to	say	to	Punter	and	the	guys	all	the	stuff	I’d	said	to	Pup	the	night	before.
Mike	Hussey	was	like,	‘Yeah,	good	thinking,	Warney.’	And	then	I	added	that	it
was	a	mindset	thing	and	ours	was	better	than	theirs,	so	if	we	rotated	quicks	from
one	end	and	I	got	it	to	rip	from	the	other,	the	Poms	might	well	panic	if	we	got	a
couple	of	early	wickets.	We	agreed	that	unless	KP	got	in,	they	couldn’t	hurt	us
on	the	scoreboard	and	we	could	make	up	runs	late	in	the	day	given	that	Adelaide
is	a	hard	ground	to	defend.	Punter	said,	‘Okay,	let’s	go	hard	with	the	mindset	of
winning	the	game,	not	letting	it	peter	out.’
So	 we	 headed	 onto	 the	 field	 to	 prepare	 for	 the	 day	 and	 there	 was	 a	 very

obvious	 change	 of	 mood	 from	 how	 we’d	 felt	 in	 our	 cars	 on	 the	 way	 to	 the
ground.	Everyone	was	more	buoyant.	Suddenly	there	was	a	plan	and	some	focus
on	what	we	were	 trying	 to	 achieve,	 rather	 than	 just	 the	 sense	 of	 letting	 things
unfold	as	we	went	 through	the	motions.	 It	was	 like,	 ‘Let’s	get	desperate	 in	 the
field,	not	 let	anything	 through,	 take	early	wickets,	 suffocate	 them	and	see	how
they	cope.’
I	 don’t	 care	 how	good	 a	 side	 you	 are	 –	 and	we	were	 among	 the	 best	 –	 it’s

human	nature	 to	 take	 something	 for	granted.	We	had	a	positive	group	of	guys
but,	that	morning	before	play,	it	wasn’t	easy	to	see	a	way	to	win.	It	just	needed	a
plan,	and	some	belief	to	have	a	go.	That	day,	it	was	me	who	came	up	with	it.	I
guess	 it’s	 the	way	 I	 played	my	 cricket.	 I	 know	 I	 hardly	 ever	 bowled	without
thinking	of	a	way	to	help	us	win.
If	at	one	end	you	had	Glenn	McGrath	–	one	of	the	best	fast	bowlers	of	all	time

–	 alternating	with	 Brett	 Lee’s	 pace	 and	 ability	with	 reverse	 swing,	 as	well	 as
Stuart	Clark’s	subtleties,	and	at	the	other	you	had	me	ripping	them,	there	was	a
decent	chance	of	knocking	anyone	over.	We	also	had	a	great	 fielding	side	and
the	conviction	 that	most	half	 chances	would	be	accepted.	Above	all,	we	had	a
very	positive	attitude	to	just	about	any	situation	a	cricket	team	might	find	itself
in.	That	was	a	hard	thing	to	play	against.
When	play	began,	it	immediately	became	clear	that	England	were	looking	to

bat	 time	 out	 of	 the	 game.	 I	 remember	 the	 first	wicket	 like	 it	was	 yesterday	 –



Andrew	Strauss,	caught	bat-pad,	which	he	might	not	have	hit	(well,	he	claims	he
didn’t).	But	 these	were	 the	 days	 before	DRS,	 so	Straussy	was	 gone.	Then	 the
Sherminator	came	in,	and	this	triggered	the	point	when	the	game	truly	started	to
change	face.
I	walked	past	Ian	Bell	and,	just	loud	enough	for	most	of	the	guys	to	hear,	said,

‘What	are	you	looking	at,	Sherminator?’
‘I’ve	been	called	worse,’	he	replied.
‘No	you	haven’t,’	I	said.
The	guys	around	the	bat	laughed.	A	few	balls	later,	Bell,	who	was	obviously

flustered,	got	into	a	mess	after	a	bad	call	and	was	run	out	by	Pup’s	slick	pick-up
and	 throw	 to	 me	 in	 my	 follow-though.	 I	 was	 three	 or	 four	 metres	 from	 the
stumps	and	hit	direct.	From	that	moment	on,	we	were	humming.
Next	up	was	KP.	We	knew	he’d	 look	to	be	aggressive	after	 the	first	 innings

hundred,	 so	 I	 fancied	 him	 to	 take	 a	 risk	 or	 two	 early.	 I	 said	 to	 the	 guys,	 ‘I’m
going	 to	 bowl	 him	 round	his	 legs,’	 and	 bingo,	 first	 ball!	 It	 curled,	 and	 then	 it
ripped	alright,	from	outside	leg-stump	to	hit	off!	Loved	that	delivery!	We	were
more	than	just	humming	now,	we	were	sensing	something	very	special.
The	Pommie	panic	was	definitely	on.	We	were	in	their	heads,	a	nice	place	to

be.	The	score	was	4/73	–	only	111	ahead.	Almost	immediately	after	the	KP	ball,
Binga	ripped	out	Flintoff.	5/77!	Oh	my	God,	now	every	ball	had	a	danger	sign
attached	to	it.	It	was	just	a	matter	of	time.	Collingwood	hung	on	a	bit	but	the	rest
fell	 apart.	 I	 bowled	 all	 day	 at	 one	 end,	 27	 overs,	 11	maidens,	 and	 took	 4/29;
McGrath	 and	 Lee	 got	 two	 each.	 Stuey	 Clark	 had	 got	 Cook	 the	 night	 before,
when	I’d	bowled	five	overs,	0/20.	How	the	great	game	spins!
The	atmosphere	was	electric,	like	the	crowd	fed	off	our	energy	and	from	the

expectation	that	a	wicket	was	going	to	fall	every	time	we	ran	in	to	bowl.	England
lost	9/70	in	54	fear-ridden	overs.	It	was	something	else	really	–	as	if	nothing,	and
nobody,	could	stop	us	from	what	we	wanted	that	day.
We	needed	168	off	36	overs	 and	cruised	home	with	 three	of	 them	 to	 spare.

Lang	 set	 the	 tone	 by	 running	 down	 at	 Hoggard	 and	 slogging	 him	 over	 mid-
wicket.	Ricky	and	‘Huss’	played	one-day	cricket,	running	hard	and	smashing	the
odd	 loose	ball.	As	we	approached	 the	 finishing	 line,	 I	was	 thinking	how	we’d
just	stolen	an	Ashes	Test	match;	and	how	it’s	worth	remembering	that,	in	sport,
pretty	much	anything	is	possible.	All	that	matters	is	to	think	clearly	and	to	never,
ever	give	up.
I’ve	 looked	 up	 all	 the	 details	 on	 Cricinfo.	 There’s	 a	 kind	 of	 bullet-point

summary	of	each	day’s	play.	The	bulletins	and	verdicts	from	the	match	preview
right	 through	 to	 the	 final-day	 report	 make	 for	 good	 reading.	 In	 chronological
order,	they	go:	‘It’s	Edgbaston	all	over	again’;	‘Collingwood	and	Pietersen	make



it	England’s	day’;	‘England	revival	in	full	flow’;	‘Australia	must	sense	warning
signs’;	‘Heading	for	a	draw	but	certainly	no	bore’	–	which	comes	at	the	end	of
the	fourth	day;	‘Warne	and	Hussey	sink	England’	–	after	the	fifth.	Ian	Chappell
sums	 it	 up	 with:	 ‘The	 difference	 was	 in	 the	 mind.’	 Among	 other	 quotes	 are
‘Ponting	 and	 Warne	 hail	 greatest	 win.’	 There	 is	 also	 ‘Warne	 hits	 back’.
Apparently,	 after	England’s	 first	 innings	when	KP	got	 into	me	and	my	 figures
read	53	overs,	nine	maidens,	1/167,	there	was	a	headline	‘Pietersen	outwits	the
master’.	Not	for	long,	he	didn’t.
The	celebrations	were	fantastic,	everyone	on	a	high,	and	we	went	late	into	the

night.	 Channel	 Nine	 released	 a	 video	 of	 the	 match	 called	 Amazing	 Adelaide
within	weeks.	 The	whole	 country	 talked	 about	 it	 as	 if	 every	 one	 of	 them	 had
watched.	Perhaps	they	had.	There	was	no	way	back	for	England.	If	you	lose	after
making	550,	you’re	shot,	I	don’t	care	who	you	are.	In	the	rooms	it	was	all	about
the	moment	of	victory	and	then	the	thought	that	we’d	hammer	them	in	the	three
remaining	matches.	Which	we	did.	Five–nil	was	proper	revenge.	There	was	no
bus	trip	round	Trafalgar	Square	after	that.
What	a	summer	that	was.	At	the	MCG	I	had	my	700	moment;	at	the	Sydney

Cricket	Ground	we	had	our	 final	 bow	as	me	 and	 the	Pigeon	 retired	 from	Test
cricket	 together	 with	 1271	 wickets	 between	 us.	 Lang	 bowed	 out	 too	 and	 the
crowd	 shared	 our	 final	 hours	 in	 the	 Test	 match	 limelight	 with	 wonderful
enthusiasm.
It	definitely	felt	right	to	finish	up	after	a	series	against	England.	Ashes	cricket

certainly	defines	you	and	it	brought	out	the	best	in	me,	time	after	time.	Beating
the	Poms	 in	2006/07	was	made	all	 the	sweeter	by	having	 lost	 in	2005	–	 it	 felt
like	the	old	rivalry	was	alive	once	more.
What	I	could	never	have	imagined	–	and	neither	could	anyone	else	–	was	that

an	 even	greater	 challenge	was	 around	 the	 corner.	 In	 India	 a	 cricket	 storm	was
brewing.	Lights,	camera,	action	…
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Start	Me	Up

The	Story	of	the	Rajasthan	Royals	in	the	First	Indian
Premier	League

HAVING	RETIRED	FROM	Test	cricket	in	January	2007	–	aged	37,	I	should	add!	–	it
soon	became	obvious	to	me	that	I’d	lost	motivation	to	play	any	cricket	at	all.	My
shoulder	was	sore,	my	body	tired	–	the	kind	of	sore	and	tired	that	makes	it	hard
to	get	out	of	bed	in	the	morning,	never	mind	bowl	20	overs	off	the	reel.	It	was,
like,	Test	cricket	is	the	pinnacle;	after	that,	there’s	no	other	mountain	worth	the
climb.
However,	I	was	determined	to	honour	my	contract	with	Hampshire.	The	club

had	been	good	to	me,	and	I	wasn’t	about	to	let	them	down.	Halfway	through	the
English	season	I	was	in	Southampton	when	Tony	Greig	called	to	tell	me	about
the	new	Indian	Cricket	League.
‘We	want	 you	 as	 a	marquee	 player,’	 he	 said.	 ‘It	 will	 be	 a	 privately	 owned

Twenty20	tournament,	televised	by	Ten	Sports	(the	Indian	network	now	owned
by	Sony)	and	the	owners	will	pay	you	serious	money.’
I	told	Greigy	I	was	finding	Hampshire	hard	work	and	that	my	heart	wouldn’t

be	in	it.	But	he	was	like	a	dog	with	a	bone	–	typical	Greigy,	I	always	loved	his
enthusiasm	–	and	wouldn’t	let	go.
A	few	weeks	later,	Stephen	Fleming,	a	good	mate,	rang	to	say	he’d	just	had	a

very	interesting	meeting	with	a	guy	called	Lalit	Modi	from	the	BCCI.	I	said,	‘Oh
yeah,	what	about?’
Flem	said	they	were	doing	a	rival	Twenty20	called	the	Indian	Premier	League

that	was	going	to	be	owned	by	the	BCCI	and	probably	aired	on	Star	TV.	He	said
Lalit	was	pretty	keen	on	getting	me	as	one	of	the	marquee	players.	I	told	Flem
that	I	 really	didn’t	have	 that	much	interest	 in	playing	any	more,	but	he	was	no
less	 insistent	 than	Greigy.	 Just	don’t	 sign	with	 the	 ICL,	he	advised,	 let	me	get
you	some	more	info	about	the	IPL.



A	 few	days	 later,	 a	 guy	 I	went	 to	 school	with	 called	Ravi	Krishnan,	who’d
been	running	the	commercial	side	of	IMG	in	India,	called	to	say	that	the	Jaipur
IPL	team	had	recruited	him	as	their	vice-chairman	and	that	he’d	recommended
me	to	the	main	owner	of	the	franchise,	Manoj	Badale,	as	captain/coach.
Ravi	knew	his	cricket.	He’d	played	first	grade	for	St	Kilda	and	followed	the

game	at	 the	top	level	closely.	He	explained	that	the	IPL	would	consist	of	eight
franchises,	 each	 of	 which	 would	 buy	 their	 players	 at	 auction	 –	 internationals
included.	Ravi	said	he	was	selling	me	to	Manoj	as	the	one	man	who	could	make
his	team	into	something	special.
It	 sounded	 interesting	 but	 I	 just	 couldn’t	 convince	myself	 I	 wanted	 to	 play

cricket	anywhere,	least	of	all	Twenty20,	which	I	really	hadn’t	played	at	all.	I	was
still	wondering	if	it	was	a	hit	and	giggle	form	of	the	game,	though	I	admit	that
the	tactical	side	of	something	so	new	caught	my	attention.	Yes,	I	was	intrigued.
Manoj	 called	 to	 introduce	 himself.	 He	 sounded	 more	 English	 than	 Indian

which,	 after	many	 years	 living	 and	working	 in	 London	 and	 holidaying	 on	 the
Devon	coast,	he	almost	is.
‘Ravi	is	convinced	you’re	my	man	to	lead	the	franchise,’	he	said,	‘so	tell	me

why	you	would	make	a	good	captain/coach	and	how	you	would	 run	your	own
team.’
‘Well,’	I	replied,	‘firstly,	I	didn’t	say	I	would,	Ravi	did.	I’m	intrigued	by	T20,

but	the	truth	is	I’m	not	sure	I	want	to	play	any	more	cricket	for	anyone.	I	need	a
better	understanding	of	 the	 tournament	so	 I	can	make	an	 informed	decision	on
whether	or	 not	 I’m	willing	 to	put	my	name	 into	 the	 auction	 and	pull	 on	 those
boots	again.’
He	 went	 through	 his	 ambitions,	 chapter	 and	 verse,	 especially	 the	 idea	 of	 a

Jaipur	franchise	surprising	 the	rest	of	India	with	 its	signings,	commitment	and,
best	 of	 all,	 smart	 thinking	 and	 desire	 to	win	 –	 all	 of	which	whet	my	 appetite
nicely.	Then	he	 said,	 ‘Okay,	 let’s	 say	 you	have	 put	 your	 name	 in	 the	 auction.
Explain	your	cricket	philosophies	to	me.’
This	was	a	persuasive	guy,	and	I	liked	his	style!	So	I	told	him.
‘I	think	there	are	too	many	coaches	trying	to	reinvent	the	wheel.	Cricket	is	a

simple	 game,	 dependent	 on	 doing	 the	 basics	 well	 and	 keeping	 alive	 to	 the
opportunities	 that	 present	 themselves.	 Leadership	 is	 the	 key,	 both	 in	 backing
players	–	publicly	and	privately	–	and	creating	an	environment	where	everyone
is	treated	equally	and	encouraged	to	express	themselves.	Ideally,	the	players	buy
into	 an	 aggressive	 style	 of	 play	 and	 learn	 the	value	of	 taking	 risks	 in	 order	 to
win.	That’s	not	as	easy	as	it	sounds,	by	the	way	–	most	cricketers	worry	about
their	place	in	the	team.



‘Lastly,	 it’s	 really	 important	 to	 enjoy	 playing,	 to	 have	 fun	 out	 there.	 The
captain	 should	 be	 accountable	 for	 performance,	 no-one	 else.	 Yes,	 he	 needs	 a
strong	 team	of	support	around	him,	good	characters	who	understand	 the	game,
but	in	the	end,	he	is	accountable.’
‘Great,	I	love	it,’	said	Manoj.	‘I	would	like	to	advance	this	chat	and	talk	about

you	being	a	part	of	the	franchise.’
I	was	thinking	that	this	was	all	a	bit	weird	because	I	hadn’t	really	said	to	him

that	 I	much	wanted	 to	play	yet.	Anyway,	 time	flew	by	and	 towards	 the	end	of
January	2008,	it	was	announced	more	formally	that	the	IPL	was	going	to	launch
in	April	and	that	the	auction	for	it	would	take	place	in	February.
Ravi	called	me	again,	 saying,	 ‘You’ve	got	 to	make	a	decision.	Every	player

has	to	put	his	name	in	the	auction	within	the	next	week	or	two.’
I	said,	‘Mate,	I	just	don’t	know.’
It	 was	 then	 that	 Manoj	 rang,	 this	 time	 with	 his	 killer	 line.	 ‘How	 are	 you

feeling	about	this?	We	need	an	answer	and,	for	what	it’s	worth,	my	view	is	that
it	gives	you	 the	chance	 to	show	you	were	 the	best	captain	 that	Australia	never
had.	That’s	an	opportunity	you	shouldn’t	miss.
‘Come	 on,	 let’s	 do	 it,	 come	 and	 run	 the	 franchise	 exactly	 as	 you	 believe	 a

cricket	team	should	be	run.	It’s	a	great	chance	to	do	the	one	thing	in	cricket	you
haven’t	done	yet:	win	a	title	in	a	big	new	event	that	is	going	to	change	cricket.
Let	your	leadership	make	a	real	mark	on	the	game.’
Well,	by	now	I	was	interested!	You	have	to	say	his	approach	was	pretty	smart.

Then	he	said,	‘We	will	make	you	captain/coach	with	the	final	say	in	all	cricket
matters,	 including,	 of	 course,	 selection.	You	will	 run	 the	 cricket	 aspect	 of	 the
business	and	we	will	ensure	that	you	won’t	be	distracted	by	anything	outside	of
that.	Everything	cricket,	you’re	in	charge.’
I	asked	what	would	happen	if	other	teams	wanted	me?
‘I’m	assuming	things	go	to	plan:	that	the	others	won’t	be	alert	to	the	detail	of

how	the	auction	works,	that	we	are	well	prepared,	and	that	we	get	you!’
I	liked	it.	Okay,	I	was	in.	What	about	guarantees?	My	price	was	$US450,000

and	 the	 understanding	 with	 Manoj	 was	 watertight.	 He	 was	 right	 about	 the
auction,	I	was	the	first	name	out.	Everyone	seemed	to	be	thinking,	‘Do	we	bid?
Don’t	we	bid?’	So	…	no	bids.	Going	once,	going	twice	–	Shane	Warne	sold	to
the	Rajasthan	Royals.
I	don’t	know	exactly	how	it	happened	but	 I	was	pleased	 that	 it	did.	The	big

guns,	 the	high-profile	 Indian	owners,	were	waiting	 to	 see	where	 to	 spend	 their
money.	No-one	dared	dive	in	and	that	worked	in	our	favour.
On	a	more	 limited	budget	 than	other	 teams,	 the	auction	went	okay.	We	had

three	 Pakistanis,	 a	 South	 African,	 a	 Pom	 and	 two	 Aussies	 as	 our	 overseas



players,	 alongside	 some	 very	 young,	 enthusiastic	 Indians	 and	 the	 more
experienced	Munaf	Patel.	So	a	lot	of	different	cultures	and	nationalities.
We	had	a	couple	of	months	before	the	start	of	the	tournament,	and	I	spent	a	lot

of	 time	 chatting	 to	 Manoj	 and	 others	 about	 the	 philosophy	 of	 cricket	 –	 T20
cricket	mainly	 in	 this	 case.	My	main	observation	was	 that	 cricket	matches	 are
won	by	bowlers.	A	single	T20	batsman	will	win	you	one-offs,	but	given	it	was
going	to	be	hard	to	bowl	a	side	out	in	20	overs,	the	role	of	the	bowlers	was	not	to
contain	 but	 to	 take	 wickets	 –	 early	 wickets	 to	 change	 tempo	 and	 then	 later
wickets	to	peg	back	acceleration.
‘Interesting,	interesting,’	Manoj	kept	saying.
Then	he	elaborated	on	some	of	 the	 reasons	he	picked	certain	players.	 In	 the

case	 of	 batsmen	 he	 noted	 the	 ration	 of	 boundaries	 as	 against	 dot	 balls.	 If
someone	was	striking	at	100	runs	per	100	balls	but	hitting	a	lot	of	boundaries,	it
meant	he	was	wasting	a	lot	of	dot	balls.	So	Manoj’s	ideal	team	had	batsmen	with
good	 strike	 rates	 and	 the	 least	 amount	 of	 dot	 balls.	 Graeme	 Smith	was	 a	 key
choice	there.
With	bowlers,	he	went	for	early	strikes,	the	ones	who	knocked	blokes	over	for

nought	 or	 for	 single	 figures.	He	wanted	 fast	 strike	 rates	 every	 bit	 as	much	 as
economy.	He	was	influenced	in	his	thinking	by	the	book	Moneyball,	the	story	of
the	 analyst	 at	 the	 Oakland	 Athletics	 baseball	 team	 who	 used	 algorithms	 to
determine	a	player’s	value.	 It	was	an	alternative	approach	and	 fascinating	–	 in
fact,	working	with	Manoj	was	terrific.
When	I	arrived	 in	 India,	all	 the	 IPL	captains	were	flown	around	 the	country

for	 launch	events	and	Spirit	of	Cricket	 stuff	 that	 the	MCC	had	 introduced	 in	a
partnership	with	 Lalit.	 The	 others	were	 Tendulkar,	Ganguly,	 Laxman,	Dravid,
Sehwag,	Dhoni	and	Yuvraj.	All	Indians	and	little	ol’	me.	Luckily,	I	sort	of	knew
them	well	enough,	but	it	was	a	very	different	dynamic.	Every	conversation	was
about	 India,	 the	 country’s	 fast-changing	 philosophies	 and	 the	 complex	 social
issues	faced	every	day	that	affected	the	BCCI,	and	more	specifically	the	players’
contracts	and	money	etc.
I	just	sat	there,	listening	to	their	vibe.	It	occurred	to	me	that	over	all	the	years

of	playing	against	each	other,	we’d	never	really	known	each	other	at	all.	There
was	 mutual	 admiration	 and	 respect,	 but	 not	 real	 friendship.	 Having	 said	 that,
after	a	few	two-hour	plane	rides	and	a	lot	of	cricket	talk	too,	you	sure	learn	a	lot
about	each	other!
At	the	start	of	the	first	Rajasthan	Royals	10-day	training	camp	in	preparation

for	the	first	game,	Manoj	said	we	had	to	prune	50	players	down	to	a	final	squad
of	16.	That	included	six	overseas	players	–	and	only	four	could	play	at	any	one
time.	 I	went	with	 Smith,	 Shane	Watson,	Kamran	Akmal,	 Sohail	 Tanvir,	Dimi



Mascarenhas	and	me.	This	meant	 leaving	out	Younis	Khan	–	a	great	bloke,	by
the	way	–	and	bringing	in	Darren	Lehmann	for	just	two	games	while	we	waited
for	Smith	to	arrive	from	South	Africa.
Then	it	got	interesting	because	the	Royals	philosophy	was	to	give	young	kids

a	go.	The	biggest	name	Indian	player	we’d	signed	was	Mohammad	Kaif	–	hardly
Sachin	Tendulkar	or	MS	Dhoni.	What	people	didn’t	understand	was:	why	pay	a
massive	 $US650,000	 for	Mohammad	Kaif?	 It	was	 the	 auction	 process.	 If	 you
missed	out	on	two	or	three	batsmen	you	wanted,	you	might	get	left	with	one	you
didn’t	want	so	much,	but	have	to	buy	him	because	there	was	a	gap	in	your	team
to	fill.	You	could	be	lucky	or	unlucky,	pay	under	or	over,	depending	on	timing,
demand	 and	 the	 vacancy	 that	 needed	 filling.	 It	was	what	made	 the	 auction	 so
exciting.
It	 was	 Mohammad	 Kaif	 who,	 unknowingly,	 brought	 our	 attention	 to

something	that	needed	fixing	straight	away.	When	we	checked	into	the	hotel	as
the	 Rajasthan	 Royals	 group,	 everyone	 got	 their	 room	 key	 and	 disappeared.
Minutes	later,	while	I	was	chatting	with	the	owners	in	reception,	I	noticed	Kaif
go	to	the	front	desk	and	say,	‘I	am	Kaif.’
‘Yes,’	said	the	receptionist.	‘How	can	we	help?’
‘I	am	Kaif.’
I	went	over.	‘Everything	alright,	mate?’	I	asked.
‘Yes,	I	am	Kaif.’
‘I	 think	 they	 know	 who	 you	 are,	 mate,	 what	 do	 you	 mean?	What	 are	 you

looking	for?’
‘I	have	got	a	little	room	like	everyone	else.’
I	said,	‘Right,	okay.	Do	you	want	to	upgrade	yourself	or	something?’
‘Yes,	 I’m	Kaif.’	 I	 knew	 exactly	what	 he	wanted:	 ‘I	 am	 a	 senior,	 an	 Indian

international	player,	so	I	get	a	bigger	room.’
‘Without	trying	to	be	funny,	mate,’	I	said,	‘everyone	gets	the	same	room.	I’m

the	only	one	with	a	big	room	because	I	have	to	meet	with	people.’
‘Oh.’
And	off	he	walked.
We	 realised	 that	 the	 senior	 Indians	 expected	 preferential	 treatment	 and	 the

youngsters	were	 treated	 like,	you	know,	pick	up	my	bag!	So	I	 figured	I	had	 to
gain	 the	 respect	 of	 the	whole	 squad	of	 50	by	quickly	 laying	down	exactly	 the
same	ground	rules	for	everyone.
At	the	first	team	meeting,	I	said	we’d	all	start	with	a	clean	slate.	‘If	you	step

out	 of	 line,	 there	 will	 be	 consequences.	 We’re	 all	 in	 this	 together,	 no-one	 is
bigger	than	the	team,	and	there’s	a	rude	shock	awaiting	anyone	if	they	think	they



are.	However,	if	you	want	to	play	and	learn,	then,	great,	we’re	on	the	same	page.
After	all,	we	have	the	same	ambition,	to	win	the	IPL.’
Alongside	 me	 to	 work	 with	 the	 players	 were	 Darren	 Berry,	 the	 former

Victorian	 keeper	 who’d	 gone	 into	 coaching	 back	 home,	 and	 Jeremy	 Snape,	 a
good	 county	 off-spinner	who’d	 played	 a	 few	 one-dayers	 for	 England	 and	 had
studied	 the	 psychological	 side	 of	 sports	 science.	 Berry	 was	 my	 pick,	 Snape
wasn’t.
From	the	start,	I’d	told	Manoj,	‘I	don’t	need	any	shrink	–	I	just	don’t	believe

in	them.’	‘Chuck’	was	very	good	at	planning,	analysis	of	the	opposition,	tactical
stuff.	 His	 man-management	 skills	 needed	 work	 but	 he	 was	 the	 perfect
background	assistant.	When	Manoj	 first	 rang	me	 for	my	 thoughts	on	cricket,	 I
said	 that	 modern	 cricket	 teams	 had	 too	 many	 people	 hanging	 around	 the
dressing-rooms,	 getting	 in	 the	way,	 but	 he	 insisted	 on	 Snape	 and	was	 proved
right.	‘Snapey’	is	good	with	people	and	a	very	good	bloke	himself.	His	energy
and	insight	were	terrific	for	us	and	he	and	Chuck	complemented	each	other	well.
Their	impact	can’t	be	overestimated.	They	were	very	much	a	part	of	the	magic
we	created.
After	 the	 first	 day	 with	 all	 50	 of	 the	 players	 together	 –	 doing	 sponsorship

stuff,	having	various	meetings	and	a	gentle	loosener	–	the	three	of	us	shared	our
first	impressions	of	the	interaction	we	had	picked	up	on.	Mohammad	Kaif	thinks
he’s	Don	Bradman,	we	agreed,	but	he	ain’t	that	good.	Do	we	chop	him	off	at	the
knees	or	do	we	put	an	arm	around	him,	pump	him	up	and	say	how	important	he
is	to	us?	We	went	with	the	carrot,	not	the	stick,	and	decided	to	include	him	in	a
lot	of	what	we	did	in	preparation.
Kaify	was	a	decent	player,	not	a	gun	but	full	of	purpose	and	ambition,	and	we

needed	him	on	board.	As	an	Indian	‘name’	the	other	guys	looked	up	to	him	and
we	figured	we	could	use	that	to	our	advantage.	We	called	him	over	to	say,	‘We
want	you	to	help	us	–	who’s	this	guy,	who’s	that	guy,	what	do	you	think	of	him,
what’s	he	thinking	about	us	etc?’
He	 helped	 us	 understand	 the	way	 the	 Indian	 players	 thought	 and	 became	 a

useful	middle	man.	We	had	a	couple	of	other	young	Indian	coaches	who	looked
after	the	kids,	Monty	and	Zubin,	both	very	good.	Zubin	was	left-field	with	a	lot
of	 original	 thinking,	 and	 he	was	 still	 going	 strong	with	 the	Royals	 during	 the
2018	 IPL.	Monty	was	 just	 a	 really	 nice	 guy	who	would	 throw	 1000	 balls,	 or
whatever	was	needed.
We	quickly	realised	that	net	practices	weren’t	teaching	us	enough.	We	needed

match	 simulation	 to	 see	 how	 the	 guys	 thought	 and	 reacted	 under	 a	 bit	 of
pressure.	We	 picked	 two	 sides	 of	 those	who	 looked	 the	 best	 first	 up	 and	 two
more	sides	for	the	next	level	down.	Then	we	manufactured	game	situations	and



manipulated	head-to-heads	that	set	them	more	intense	challenges	than	a	net	can
provide.
Here’s	 a	 good	 example.	 There	 was	 a	 19-year-old	 left-arm	 spinner	 called

Ravindra	Jadeja,	who’d	come	to	us	with	a	reputation	of	being	able	 to	bat	a	bit
too.	We	brought	him	to	the	wicket	against	a	17-year-old	off-spinner	and	made	a
bit	of	a	scene	about	bringing	the	field	up	and	demanding	that	he	keep	the	scoring
rate	moving	as	if	it	was	a	run	chase,	but	retain	his	wicket	because	he	was	the	last
of	the	recognised	batsmen.
Well,	first	ball,	he	hit	the	off-spinner	into	the	changing-rooms.
The	poor	kid	said,	‘Please,	sir,	can	I	put	the	fielders	back?’
‘Nope,’	I	said,	‘we’ll	leave	them	up.’
So	Jadeja	hit	him	straight,	and	very	long,	for	six	again.	Then	we	put	mid-on

and	mid-off	on	the	fence.	He	rocked	back	and	cut	past	point	for	four.	Next	ball,
cool	as	you	like,	he	took	the	easy	single	down	the	ground.	I	 thought,	‘Yes,	 the
boy	can	play,’	and	told	him	to	come	out	now.
He	begged	me	to	let	him	bat	on.	‘Please,	sir,	please.’
I	said,	‘No,	mate,	you’re	fine,’	and	thought,	‘Let’s	hope	he	can	bowl	and	field

that	good	too.’	He	could.	I	sensed	that	his	air	of	confidence	would	rub	off	onto
others,	so	I	nicknamed	him	‘Rockstar.’	He	loved	that.	Within	a	year	or	so,	Jadeja
was	playing	one-dayers	for	India	and	every	time	we	see	each	other	now	he	still
calls	me	‘sir’	and	talks	about	those	days.	I	tell	him	I	should	be	on	10	per	cent	of
everything	he	earns!
So	then	another	young	kid	came	in	–	for	 the	purposes	of	 the	story,	 let’s	call

him	Asif	 –	 and	within	 three	 balls	 of	 spin	 and	 three	 of	 pace,	 I	 thought,	 ‘Yep,
okay,	mate,	not	bad	but	no	Jadeja.’
‘Sir,’	he	said,	‘a	bit	more,	please.’
I	said,	‘No,	no,	it’s	okay,	thanks.’
We	went	through	this	routine	with	all	the	guys	and	often	fired	up	Tanvir	and

Munaf	to	bowl	bouncers,	yorkers,	the	lot.	We	were	looking	at	character	as	much
as	skill.	Then	at	the	end	of	each	day,	Chuck,	Snapey,	me	and	Kaif	sat	back	with
pen,	paper	and	a	bunch	of	notes	and	went	through	everyone.
A	couple	of	guys	stood	out.	One	was	the	young	Swapnil	Asnodkar,	who	was

tiny	–	five	feet	one,	at	a	guess.	He	had	a	good	technique	but	just	wanted	to	hit
the	ball,	which	he	did	more	often	than	not.	He	was	a	natural	to	open	with	Smith.
The	other	was	Jadeja,	of	course.	The	more	we	saw	of	him	–	the	way	he	moved

in	 the	 field,	 the	 athleticism,	 the	 swagger	 –	 the	 more	 we	 thought,	 ‘We’ve	 got
something	here.’	It	was	even	obvious	in	the	way	he	walked	out	to	bat.
I	said,	‘This	guy	can	do	it	for	us	in	the	top	four	or	five.’
They	said,	‘He	bats	nine	and	bowls	a	bit	of	spin.’



‘No,’	 I	 said,	 ‘he	 can	 come	 in	 after	 the	 first	 six-over	 power	 play	 and	 chase
down	the	spinners.’
After	10	days	of	this	assessment	process,	we	had	a	group	of	16	guys	we	were

happy	with.	I	rang	Manoj	and	read	out	the	names.
‘Great,’	he	said.	‘A	few	surprises.	Tell	me	why	him	and	not	him?’
So	I	explained	it	all	and	he	was	happy.	Or	nearly.
‘Just	one	dilemma,	Warney.’
‘Oh,	what’s	that?’
‘Why	no	Asif?	The	kid	can	really	play.	I’ve	done	the	stats	on	him.’
‘Yeah,	he’s	not	bad	…	but	he’s	not	that	good	either.’
‘He	has	to	be	there,	Warney,	at	least	as	a	squad	player.	I’m	convinced.’
‘Why	does	he	have	to	be	there?’
‘Because	I	kind	of	backed	him	from	the	start	and,	anyway,	I	think	his	figures

match	up.’
‘Manoj,	you	asked	me	 to	pick	 the	best	 squad	 I	possibly	could,	 and	with	 the

help	of	Darren	Berry,	 Jeremy	Snape,	Mohammad	Kaif	and	Munaf	Patel,	 that’s
what	 I’ve	 done.	We’ve	worked	 pretty	 hard,	 spending	 a	 lot	 of	 time	with	 these
guys	personally.	We’ve	gone	into	great	detail	about	the	cricket	we’re	looking	to
play	 and	 about	 the	 roles	 they’ll	 each	 have.	 We’ve	 analysed	 potential	 match
situations	 and	 made	 plans	 for	 specific	 periods,	 overs	 and	 balls.	 We’ve	 gone
though	options,	pressure,	choices	under	pressure,	hype,	karma,	match	awareness,
anticipation,	expectation.
‘For	20	years	I’ve	been	learning	about	the	game	at	the	top	level	and	I’ve	tried

to	 impart	 as	much	 of	 that	 knowledge	 as	 I	 possibly	 can	 to	 these	 guys	 over	 an
intense	period	in	all	of	our	lives.	We’ve	sifted	the	best	16	cricketers	from	50	you
gave	 us.	 And	 now	 you	 want	 me	 to	 change	 one	 of	 them?	 No,	 absolutely	 not.
We’ve	chosen	the	very	best.	Making	a	change	will	betray	their	trust,	set	us	back
and	 compromise	 our	 chances.	You	 gave	me	 complete	 control	 over	 the	 cricket
and	that	is	my	decision.	So,	no.’
‘Warney,	you’re	not	hearing	me.’
‘Really?	Right,	well	that’s	fine	then,	mate.	If	he	has	to	be	in	the	16,	he	takes

my	spot	because	I	ain’t	in	it.’
‘Don’t	be	stupid.’
‘Manoj,	over	10	very	full-on	days	I’ve	earned	the	respect	of	these	guys.	One

of	the	reasons	for	that	is	I’ve	treated	everyone	fairly.	If	I	put	Asif	in	that	group,
they’ll	know	he’s	not	good	enough	and	that	he’s	there	because	of	some	hidden
favouritism.	At	that	point,	I’ll	lose	them.	So	if	you	want	Asif	in	the	squad,	that’s
fine,	but	I’ll	give	you	your	money	back	–	I	don’t	want	to	be	part	of	it.’
‘Are	you	serious?’	asked	Manoj.



‘I’m	deadly	serious,’	I	said.
‘Let	me	sleep	on	it.’
I	was	serious,	but	I	was	bluffing	a	bit	too.	For	one	thing,	I	didn’t	want	to	hand

back	450	grand;	for	another,	I	was	enjoying	the	job	and	looking	forward	to	the
tournament.	I	told	Snapey	and	Chuck	about	the	conversation	with	Manoj.
They	said,	‘Geez,	did	you	really	say	that?’
I	said,	‘I	did,	guys.’
And	 they	 said,	 ‘Good	 on	 you.	 The	 players	 will	 respect	 you	 even	more	 for

that.’
Next	morning,	Manoj	called.
‘Can	we	compromise?’
‘Depends	what	 the	 compromise	 is,	Manoj,	 because	 I	 ain’t	 compromising	on

the	squad	of	16.’
‘Okay,	that’s	fine,	but	can	he	be	part	of	the	squad	at	home	in	the	dugout	with	a

Rajasthan	Royals	shirt	on?	It	will	be	a	great	learning	curve	for	him.’
I	didn’t	like	the	sound	of	that.	‘No,	the	area	is	too	small	for	all	of	us	as	it	is,

and,	 anyway,	 I	 don’t	 want	 him	 just	 sitting	 there,	 because	 again	 it	 looks	 like
we’re	doing	him	a	favour.	So	no.’
‘Okay,’	said	Manoj.	‘I	asked	you	to	do	a	job	and	you	must	do	it.	I	hope	you’re

right	and	if	so,	I’ll	be	the	first	to	say	so.’
‘Great,	thanks,’	I	said.	‘Are	we	done?’
‘Yep,	I	guess	so.	Good	luck	with	the	guys.’
Then	 I	 went	 and	 saw	 the	 players	 and	 read	 out	 the	 16	 names.	 There	 were

people	crying,	which	was	the	moment	it	dawned	on	me	just	how	big	this	was.	I’d
picked	 a	 kid	 called	Dinesh	 Salunkhe,	who	was	 runner-up	 in	Cricket	 Star,	 the
Indian	talent	show,	which	Manoj	and	Charles	Mindenhall,	his	business	partner,
had	 launched	 in	2006.	He	was	 a	 leg-spinner	who	hadn’t	 played	 any	 first-class
cricket,	 and	 I	 was	 his	 idol.	 He	 came	 up	 crying	 with	 joy	 and	 hugged	 me.	 He
wasn’t	 the	 only	 one.	Others	were	 crying	because	 they’d	missed	out.	 I	 realised
that	 this	meant	 the	 absolute	 world	 to	 them.	 These	 were	 kids	 who	 sat	 in	 their
rooms	watching	cricket	all	day	long	on	TV.	To	be	named	in	the	squad,	get	their
gear	 and	 later	 walk	 out	 at	 the	 opening	 ceremony	 representing	 the	 Rajasthan
Royals	was	beyond	a	dream.
It	occurred	to	me	that	we	were	all	starting	from	scratch.	We	were	now	the	first

piece	of	history	in	the	story	of	this	new	club,	which	was	kind	of	awesome	in	its
way.	In	fact,	the	start	of	the	IPL	was	a	pretty	special	time	in	all	of	our	lives.
Those	10	days,	getting	to	know	all	those	players,	putting	my	arm	around	them,

teaching	them,	I’ll	never	forget	it.	We	had	no	big	Indian	superstars	but	we	had	a
great	 dynamic.	 I	 think	when	you	 look	back	 at	 teams	you	played	 in,	 there	was



often	 something	you	 can’t	 quite	 put	 your	 finger	 on	 that	makes	 it	 tick.	A	vibe,
specific	 to	 that	 collection	 of	 people.	 I	 knew	 that	 our	 internationals	 –	 Smith,
Watson,	Tanvir	and	me,	mainly	–	had	to	play	incredibly	well	for	us	to	challenge,
but	I	also	knew	we’d	created	an	atmosphere	that	made	anything	possible	if	a	bit
of	luck	went	our	way.

It	Couldn’t	Have	Gone	Much	Worse

So	we	get	to	the	first	game,	Delhi	Daredevils	in	Delhi.	We	had	Yusuf	Pathan	at
the	top	of	the	order	with	a	guy	called	Taruwar	Kohli,	who	played	unbelievable
inside-out	shots	over	cover,	just	crunched	them	for	six.	We	knew	McGrath	was
opening	the	bowling	for	Delhi,	and	that	he’d	land	it	on	a	good	length	around	off-
stump.	 So	 I	 told	 Kohli	 not	 to	 be	 shy	 with	 that	 over	 extra-cover	 shot	 of	 his.
‘Mate,’	I	said,	‘you’re	playing	because	you	can	run	at	him	first	ball	and	take	him
down.	Set	the	tone	and	let	everyone	know	the	Royals	are	here.’
We	also	knew	Delhi	would	bomb	Yusuf	with	 short	balls	–	Pidge	would	 tell

them	to	–	so	 in	 training	we	had	 the	quick	bowlers	crank	 it	up	against	him	and
worked	with	 him	 to	 stand	 tall	 and	 drop	 the	 short	 balls	 down	 at	 his	 feet	 so	 he
could	rotate	the	strike	with	singles.	After	that,	I	told	Yusuf	to	smoke	’em	against
the	other	teams.
After	 the	 toss,	 I	had	a	smoke	and	then	sat	down	to	watch.	What?	Whaaat?	I

saw	 that	 Yusuf	 was	 on	 strike!	 No,	 guys,	 Kohli	 is	 out	 there	 to	 take	 down	 the
Pigeon	 from	 the	off!	 I	 sent	 a	message	out	 and	 they	 switched	 last	minute.	And
Kohli	did	hit	the	last	ball	of	Pidge’s	first	over	for	six,	but	fell	to	the	third	ball	of
his	next	over.	It	was	a	bad	omen.
One	 thing	 led	 to	 another	 and	 we	 got	 hammered	 by	 nine	 wickets	 with	 five

overs	to	spare.	I	did	the	press,	came	back,	and	Shane	Watson	was	crying	in	the
corner.
‘I	am	so	much	better	than	this,’	he	said.
‘Well,	bloody	well	show	me	then!’	I	fired	back.
With	the	exception	of	that	brief	exchange,	the	general	silence	in	the	room	was

deafening.
I	said,	‘Boys,	are	we	okay?	Listen,	we	lost	a	game	of	cricket,	it’s	not	the	end

of	the	world.	We	are	better	than	we	were	today,	much	better,	and	we’ll	prove	it.
The	bus	leaves	in	20	minutes,	be	on	it.’	And	that	was	that.	Played	one,	lost	one.
I	 had	 a	 drink	with	Manoj	 back	 at	 the	 hotel	 and	 he	 asked	 how	 I	was	 going.

Like,	was	I	still	happy	with	the	squad	and,	if	so,	were	the	problems	of	the	game
mental,	skill-based	or	just	nerves?	Those	sort	of	questions.



I	said,	‘Yeah,	yeah,	I’m	happy	and	whatever	problems	you	saw	tonight	will	be
fixed	up	by	the	next	game.’
‘Tonight	didn’t	go	so	well,’	he	said.
I	said,	‘Too	right	…	in	fact,	it	couldn’t	have	gone	much	worse!’
‘Yes,	it’s	a	big	game	in	a	few	days	when	we	take	on	Kings	XI	at	home.’
‘Yep,’	I	said,	‘and	we’ll	be	right.’
It	was	a	tense	conversation	but	I	knew	he	was	100	per	cent	supportive.	So	now

the	next	two	days	were	like,	‘Jesus,	we	have	got	to	win	this	game!’	I	spent	the
first	24	hours	speaking	privately	to	every	one	of	our	Indians	who	were	going	to
play	in	the	Kings	XI	game,	reiterating	their	roles	and	reminding	them	of	all	the
things	we’d	worked	on	in	preparation	and	where	our	strengths	lay.	Then	for	the
next	 24	 hours	 after	 that,	 I	 talked	 to	 our	 international	 stars.	 It	 was	 a	 simple
message:	‘Lift,	guys,	lift!’	Oh,	and	I	bowled	my	own	arse	off	in	the	nets,	to	find	a
rhythm	and	groove	that	weren’t	quite	there	against	Delhi.

It	Couldn’t	Have	Gone	Much	Better

We	beat	them,	and	beat	them	well.	I	got	3/19	–	Hopes,	Sangakkara	and	Yuvraj	–
and	had	a	straightforward	catch	dropped.	Watto	got	70-odd	not	out	and	the	man
of	the	match	award.
My	 favourite	 story	 of	 that	 game,	 though,	was	Dinesh	Salunkhe,	 the	Cricket

Star	 kid.	 I	 kept	 him	 in	 the	 side	 because	 I	 fancied	 him	 against	 Mahela
Jayawardena,	who	often	went	inside-out	over	cover	against	the	spinners.	I	liked
Salunkhe’s	shape	and	pace	for	Mahela,	but	even	I	couldn’t	have	predicted	one	of
Sri	Lanka’s	greatest-ever	batsmen	coming	down	 second	ball,	 getting	beaten	 in
the	flight	and	stumped.
The	 crowd,	who	 had	 all	watched	 the	Cricket	 Star	 program	 and	 knew	 about

this	 young	 kid,	 went	 bananas.	 And	 I	 mean	 bananas	 –	 screaming	 and	 yelling.
Salunkhe	 went	 berserk,	 our	 whole	 team	 went	 berserk.	 It	 was	 one	 of	 those
moments	when	you	think,	‘Oh,	how	nice	is	that!	That’s	just	worked	beautifully.’
And,	 of	 course,	 from	 there	 we	 were	 hard	 to	 stop	 and	 won	 the	 game	 by	 six
wickets.
This	 time	 I	 came	back	 from	 the	presser	 to	 the	dressing-room	and	 the	music

was	going,	arms	around	each	other	and	they’re	all	dancing.	Even	Watto’s	got	a
big	grin	on	his	face.	I’m	thinking,	‘Wow,	how	good	is	this,’	and	said,	‘Boys,	we
all	good?’
‘Yes,	 yes,’	 they	 answered	 this	 time,	 and	 they	 were	 cuddling,	 hugging	 and

singing	songs.



I	 said	 to	Manoj	 and	 to	 Fraser	 Castellino,	 the	 CEO,	 ‘Right,	 now	 these	 guys
have	to	understand	what	happens	when	you	win.’
‘What	do	you	mean?’	asked	Manoj.
I	said,	‘Let’s	throw	a	party.’
He	said,	‘What?!	Some	of	them	are	17.’
‘Throw	a	party,’	I	said.	‘Find	me	some	dancing	girls	–	the	cheerleaders	at	the

ground	would	be	perfect	–	get	a	DJ	in	that	big	reception	room	at	the	hotel,	set	it
up	as	a	nightclub,	get	some	alcohol,	get	some	of	the	girls	on	the	dancefloor,	and
I’ll	tell	the	guys	we	have	an	important	meeting	back	at	the	hotel	that	they	have	to
attend.’
‘Okay,’	said	Manoj,	‘let’s	do	it!’
As	 the	 bus	 pulled	 up	 at	 the	 hotel,	 I	 said,	 ‘Boys,	 congratulations	 today,	 a

fantastic	performance.	Now	I’m	going	to	show	you	what	happens	when	we	win.
You	guys	all	love	dancing.	Well	…	let’s	dance.	Everyone	down	in	the	lobby	in
15	minutes	in	the	best	gear	you’ve	got.’
‘Yes,	sir,	yes,	yes.’
‘Best	gear,	down	in	the	lobby,’	I	repeated.	‘Don’t	be	late.’
I	had	a	fast	shower,	put	on	the	glad	rags,	and	made	sure	I	was	down	there	first.

Manoj	was	already	there,	however,	now	keen	to	party.	So	they	all	came	down	to
the	lobby.
I	said,	‘Boys,	let’s	go!’
We	opened	up	the	doors	to	the	ballroom,	the	DJ	was	rocking	the	joint,	 there

were	 a	 dozen	 girls	 dancing,	 and	 you	 could	 hear	 all	 the	 Indians	 laughing	 and
cheering,	just	loving	it.	Within	a	few	minutes	their	collars	were	up	and	they	were
dancing	 for	 all	 they	 were	 worth!	 It	 was	 a	 great	 sight.	 At	 that	 stage,	 the
internationals	were	at	the	bar,	quietly	having	a	beer	and	reflecting	on	how	much
better	it	was	to	win	than	lose.
The	vibe	that	night	was	something	else,	unforgettable.	When	we	won	our	third

game,	the	Indian	players	said,	‘Sir,	is	there	a	party?’
‘Yep,	every	time	we	win	there’s	a	party,	guys.’
So	 on	we	marched,	 partying	 a	 lot,	 because	we	 only	 lost	 one	more	 game	 en

route	to	qualifying	for	the	semis	–	away	to	the	Mumbai	Indians.	We	then	lost	the
final	 group	 game	 in	 the	 return	 Kings	 XI	 match,	 deciding	 to	 rest	 key	 players
having	qualified.	Other	than	those	two	matches,	the	Royals	were	unbeaten	from
the	woe	of	the	Delhi	debacle	to	the	go	of	the	play-offs.	Not	bad.
Guess	what,	we	got	Delhi	again	in	the	semi-final.	I	said	to	the	guys,	‘This	is

one	of	the	things	we	look	forward	to	–	the	chance	to	play	a	team	that	hurt	you.
This	is	revenge	time.	Let’s	go	teach	them	a	lesson.’



We	smashed	them	with	the	bat	and	made	192.	Watto	played	like	the	cricketer
he	 always	 promised	 to	 be	 and	 Yusuf	 slammed	 them	 at	 the	 end.	What	 a	 ball
striker	that	boy	was!
Out	 came	 cocky	 Gautam	 Gambhir	 and	 the	 incredibly	 dangerous	 Virender

Sehwag,	 India’s	 opening	 pair,	 to	 open	 for	Delhi.	Watto	 now	bossed	 the	 game
with	 the	ball,	 finding	surprising	bounce	 in	 the	Wankhede	pitch.	Sehwag	 lasted
only	four	balls	before	holing	out	at	deep	point.	 I	stood	at	 the	non-striker’s	end
and	looked	Gambhir	straight	in	the	eye.
‘Absolutely	no-one	at	this	venue,	including	the	Rajasthan	changing-room,	has

spoken	a	word	about	you,’	I	said.	‘It’s	Sehwag	we	were	worried	about,	mate,	not
you,	so	you	might	as	well	get	out,	because	it	doesn’t	really	matter	what	you	do
out	here	–	no-one	cares.’
He	looked	at	me	like	he	wanted	to	kill	me,	eyes	spinning,	completely	losing

the	plot.	Soon	enough,	he	shelled	one	to	point,	where	young	Kohli,	on	as	a	sub,
took	a	blinder.	So	that	sledge	worked	pretty	well.	Immediately	after	that,	Shikhar
Dhawan	pulled	 into	 the	hands	of	 square-leg.	Three	 for	 spit	 to	Watto,	 all	 plans
that	worked	perfectly.	The	guys	were	ecstatic.
We	 knocked	 them	 over	 for	 87,	 just	 blew	 them	 away	 with	 an	 amazing

performance.	Payback	 for	 the	 first	 game	was	 complete.	One	of	 the	 things	 that
stands	 out	 from	 that	 semi-final	 was	 how	 much	 tougher	 we’d	 become.	 An
illustration	of	this	came	near	the	end	when	the	match	was	long	over	as	a	contest.
In	the	practice	sessions	prior	to	the	tournament,	I’d	told	our	fast	bowlers	that

when	 the	 tail	 comes	 in,	 we	 bounce	 the	 crap	 out	 of	 them,	 trying	 to	 hurt	 them
mentally	and	physically.	Part	of	this	was	to	set	a	tone	of	no	free	runs,	whatever
the	situation	of	a	match	–	no	easy	slogs	off	yorkers	that	become	half-volleys	and
stuff.	We	had	mid-off	and	mid-on	up,	and	everyone	square	of	the	wicket	back.
The	other	part	of	 it	was	 to	show	a	bit	of	muscle,	and	decent	bouncers	were	as
good	a	way	as	any.
In	that	semi,	Delhi	were	nine	down	and	gone,	still	needing	another	100,	when

McGrath	came	in.
Munaf	Patel	was	on	and	said	to	me,	‘Captain,	still	short?’
I	said,	‘Munaf,	if	I	tell	you	to	do	something	different,	then	we	do	something

different.’
So	…	okay.	Munaf	 bowled	 four	 bouncers	 in	 a	 row	 to	 Pigeon.	The	 last	 one

broke	his	thumb.
He	was	absolutely	spewing,	 threw	his	bat,	saying,	‘What	 the	fuck	–	is	 this	a

joke?	What	are	you	doing?’
To	this	day,	his	thumb	is	still	a	mess.	The	point	was	that	everyone	round	India

was	watching	that	game,	so	it	set	the	tone	for	the	business	we	were	in.	It	wasn’t



personal	against	Pidge,	because	if	it	had	been,	I	would’ve	said	pitch	it	up	to	him.
As	it	was,	people	could	see	that	if	I	was	after	one	of	my	best	mates,	I’d	sure	be
after	them	too.
That	was	 the	 semi-final.	Very	 satisfying.	But	people	 remember	winners	 and

there	was	still	a	game	to	go.	A	very	big	game.

The	Three-Second	Chill

T20	was	 relatively	 new.	We	were	 always	 on	 the	 lookout	 for	ways	 to	 play	 the
game	differently	and	stay	ahead	of	the	other	teams.	And	not	only	was	T20	new,
it	was	very	 fast,	 so	much	so	 that	much	of	 it	passed	by	 in	a	blur.	We	began	 to
understand	each	ball	as	an	event	of	its	own	and	therefore	the	need	to	give	it	some
serious	 attention.	 In	 essence,	we	 talked	 about	 120	 separate	 contests	 –	 in	 other
words,	one	per	ball.
T20	batsmen	have	to	be	hustlers,	constantly	running	hard	and	hitting	hard,	and

because	 bowlers	 look	 to	 upset	 their	 rhythm	 by	 rushing	 them	 even	 more,	 we
wanted	our	guys	to	stand	back	and	take	a	breath.	Equally,	because	the	bowlers
were	 looking	 for	 the	 best	 yorker,	 say,	 or	 the	 best	 slower	 ball	 or	 bouncer	 that
they’d	 ever	 bowled,	 the	 pressure	 on	 them	 was	 intense,	 and	 we	 figured	 they
needed	to	take	a	breath	too.	So	we	came	up	with	the	three-second	chill.
I’d	used	it	for	a	while	in	my	own	bowling,	just	steadying	myself	at	the	top	of

my	mark,	taking	in	some	deep	breaths,	looking	round	the	field.	It	became	a	sort
of	psychological	tool,	to	make	the	batsman	wait	for	me,	rather	than	me	wait	for
him.	The	generally	 frantic	nature	of	 a	T20	 innings	 affects	 everyone.	The	guys
who	 take	 stock,	 the	 ones	who	 stop,	 think	 and	 reboot,	 have	 the	 best	 chance	 of
coping.
An	 amusing	 insight	 into	 the	 benefit,	 or	 otherwise,	 of	 the	 three-second	 chill

involved	a	batsman,	Tyron	Henderson,	 the	South	African	who	had	a	good	T20
season	at	Middlesex	in	2008.	Manoj	had	seen	him	smash	it	in	the	English	T20,
loved	his	stats	and	signed	him.	Before	the	start	of	the	second	IPL	season	in	2009,
Tyron	 came	 out	 to	 bat	 in	 a	 practice	 game	 for	 us	 and,	 first	 ball,	 went	 for	 an
almighty	 six	 –	 he	 swung	 so	 hard,	 he	 threw	 himself	 off	 his	 feet,	missed	 it,	 of
course,	and	lost	his	middle	stump.
Snapey	asked	him	later	what	was	going	through	his	head.
‘Oh,	mate,’	he	answered,	‘I	get	so	nervous,	I	just	swing	at	the	first	ball.’
Snapey	said,	 ‘Well,	 I	 tell	you	what	you	should	do,	Tyron.	Take	centre,	 face

up,	step	away	from	the	stumps,	and	swing	as	hard	as	you	like	for	a	few	seconds



before	 the	 first	 ball	 is	 bowled.	Then,	 instead	of	playing	a	 shit	 shot,	 face	up	 to
your	first	ball	and	play	it	properly.’
Tyron	played	 two	games	for	us,	made	five	runs	and	got	hammered	when	he

bowled.	 A	 Manoj	 beauty	 at	 $600,000	 a	 year.	 But	 he’d	 won	 the	 English
Twenty20	with	Middlesex,	finishing	with	a	strike-rate	of	180.12	and	21	wickets
at	7.42	runs	per	over,	which	is	probably	why	Manoj	saw	him	as	a	good	buy.	Go
‘Moneyball’!
To	be	honest,	we	both	got	a	few	right	and	a	few	wrong.	The	core	of	our	team

was	 made	 up	 of	 good	 people	 who	 we	 trusted	 under	 pressure.	 We	 didn’t
overspend;	in	fact,	our	$US5	million	was	nothing	compared	to	some	of	the	big
guns.
Shane	Watson	was	a	masterstroke	and	he	was	eventually	chosen	as	the	player

of	 the	 tournament	 –	 472	 runs	 and	 17	wickets.	 I	 knew	him	 as	 a	 youngster	 and
could	 see	 all	 this	 talent	 and	 desire.	When	 he	 was	 starting	 out,	 he	 sometimes
stayed	with	me	in	Melbourne	and	we	talked	a	lot.	You	kind	of	had	to	force	self-
belief	 on	 him,	 but	 then,	 cruelly,	 those	 injuries	 that	 came	 early	 in	 his	 career
damaged	much	of	the	confidence	he	was	busy	building.	I	just	tried	to	bring	that
confidence	back.
I	 felt	 for	him,	being	on	 the	 fringe	and	not	quite	nailing	 it.	He	was	always	a

very	determined	guy,	and	very	competitive,	but	he	had	a	soft	side.	When	I	think
back	to	that	first	game	and	him	in	tears	in	the	corner	of	the	changing-room,	well,
what	a	comeback	he	made	from	that.
A	couple	of	days	after	the	Delhi	game	I	asked	him	what	he	wanted	from	his

career	and	he	just	kept	answering,	‘I	want	it.	I	desperately	want	success.’	He	was
almost	in	pain	with	his	frustrations.
‘Okay,’	I	said,	‘you	can	bat	at	three	and	open	the	bowling.	You’ve	got	it	all	–

strength	and	power,	touch	and	timing,	pace,	control	and	variations.	Plus,	you’ve
got	guts	and	determination.
‘And	Watto,’	I	added,	‘there’s	no	need	to	be	nervous.	We’re	all	nervous	but

you	have	nothing	to	prove	to	anyone.	We	all	know	you	can	play,	so	show	us	how
good	you	are.’
And	did	he!	I	 think	he	really	enjoyed	the	responsibility,	and	the	support	and

backing	from	a	captain.	In	turn,	I	was	so	proud	of	him.	From	there,	he	kicked	on
to	be	the	cricketer	we	all	knew	he	could	be.
Graeme	 Smith	 was	 a	 top	 man	 to	 have	 in	 a	 team	 –	 committed,	 honest	 and

tough.	 We	 wanted	 him	 to	 play	 cricket	 shots	 for	 the	 first	 six	 overs	 and	 then
expand	a	bit	 if	we’d	made	a	decent	 start.	He’s	 such	a	 reliable	guy	and	a	good
judge	 of	 the	 pitch	 and	 the	 likely	 par	 scores.	 Chuck	 had	 given	 everyone	 a
nickname	that	applied	to	their	role,	and	Smithy	was	‘The	Rock’.



Alongside	him	at	the	top	of	the	order	–	after	we’d	moved	Yusuf	down	a	bit	to
smash	the	spinners	with	Jadeja	–	was	Swapnil,	the	kid	from	Goa.	We	called	him
the	‘Goa	Cannon’	because	we	wanted	him	to	go	off	like	a	cannon.	He	was	five
foot	high	and	a	very	funny	sight	 in	 the	middle	between	overs	when	discussing
stuff	with	Smithy,	who	is	six	foot	five	and	built	like	a	block	of	flats.	(I’m	being
very	kind	to	you	here,	Smithers,	boy!)
The	quick	bowlers	were	just	as	fantastic.	I	had	a	lot	of	time	for	Munaf	Patel,

who	had	a	huge	heart	and	a	great	sense	of	humour.	I	was	sitting	at	the	back	of
the	bus	with	him	one	day,	early	on,	and	asked	how	old	he	was.	‘Skipper,	do	you
want	real	age	or	IPL	age	as	others	would	ask?’
I	said,	‘I	just	want	to	know	how	old	you	are.’
‘I	am	24	but	if	my	real	age	was	34,	I	would	still	tell	you	my	IPL	age	was	24,

because	 this	 is	a	good	gig	and	I	very	much	wanted	to	play.	If	 I	am	34,	no-one
picks	me.	If	I	am	28,	people	think	I	have	a	few	good	years	left	…	I’m	going	to
stay	in	my	20s	for	a	long	time	to	come!’
Good	thinking,	Munaf.	He	was	a	true	leader	of	the	attack,	taking	some	of	the

younger	guys	under	his	wing.	He’s	such	a	nice	guy.	People	criticised	him	for	too
many	bad	balls,	but	he	was	always	searching	for	wickets,	which	we	liked.
Tanvir	was	a	gem.	He	had	that	awkward,	ungainly	action	and	real	pace	when

he	 got	 it	 right.	 Smithy	 and	 I	 hung	 on	 in	 the	 slips	 as	 he	 constantly	 surprised
people	with	 zip	 and	 bounce.	We	 caught	 plenty.	 It	was	 hard	 to	 pick	 his	 action
when	you	first	got	out	there	and	I	was	frequently	tempted	to	bowl	him	more	than
two	 at	 the	 start.	 The	 thing	was	 he	was	 bloody	 good	 at	 the	 death	 too.	A	 great
signing.
The	most	underrated	bowler	we	had	was	Sid	Trivedi,	 just	medium	pace	but

with	an	excellent	slower	ball	and	a	good	bouncer.	He	played	for	Gujarat	in	the
Ranji	Trophy	and	was	one	of	the	team’s	most	successful	‘Moneyball’	signings.
Sid,	 or	 Siddarth	 really,	 loved	 a	 dart	 and	 a	 beer,	 but	 he	 didn’t	 like	 to	 be	 seen
having	either,	so	he	always	came	to	my	room.
‘Skip,	can	I	have	a	cigarette	with	you?’
I	loved	that	and	we	talked	a	lot	of	cricket	together;	also	with	Munaf,	who	liked

the	odd	dart	too.	Two	great	guys,	and	pretty	smart.
Yusuf	Pathan	linked	everything	together	for	us,	as	a	pretty	smart	off-spinner

and	a	devastating	batsman.	His	innings	in	the	final	was	a	belter,	but	we’ll	come
to	 that	 in	 a	 moment.	 He	 needed	 to	 be	 released	 as	 a	 cricketer,	 like	 given
permission	 to	be	himself.	 In	 fact,	 this	was	 something	 that	 the	 IPL,	 and	T20	 in
general,	has	done	for	a	lot	of	players:	freed	them	up	to	show	off	their	talents.	We
liked	him	because	you	knew	he	was	in	it	for	everyone	else	every	bit	as	much	as
for	himself.



Before	our	third	game,	the	Deccan	Chargers	in	Hyderabad,	I	told	Chuck	and
Snapey	 that	Adam	Gilchrist	was	 a	 bad	 starter	 against	 spin	 and	 I	was	 going	 to
open	the	bowling	with	Yusuf.
They	said,	‘You’re	nuts	–	Gilly	will	smash	him.’
So	I	opened	with	Munaf	and	Watto.	He	smashed	them.	Third	over,	I	brought

on	Yusuf	 and	 straight	 away	Gilly	walked	 past	 one	 to	 be	 stumped.	 Soon	 after,
Yusuf	got	Shahid	Afridi	too.	Not	that	that	stopped	them	making	5/214,	of	which
Andrew	Symonds	thrashed	117	in	53	balls.	We	chased	them	down,	though.	We
needed	14	off	 the	 last	 four	balls.	Warne	hit	Simmo	for	4,	6,	6,	and	 the	Royals
won	with	a	ball	to	spare.	Nice	job,	King!
I	don’t	tell	that	story	to	show	off	–	I	tell	it	for	a	reason.	Working	backwards,

the	win	was	crucial	for	our	momentum.	Having	lost	the	first	game	and	won	the
second,	victory	in	the	third	cemented	our	progress.	For	us	to	take	it	so	deep	with
the	bat	and	then	pull	it	off	from	such	an	unlikely	position	proved	that	anything
was	possible	if	you	wanted	it	enough.
Next,	I’d	switched	the	batting	around	to	prove	we	could	be	flexible	depending

on	 the	needs	of	 the	moment.	And,	at	 the	start	of	 the	match,	 I’d	done	 the	same
with	the	bowling,	bringing	Yusuf	on	so	early.	By	always	moving	the	bar,	I	was
creating	a	sense	of	possibility	in	the	minds	of	the	players.	I	didn’t	want	them	to
feel	 limited	 or	 restricted.	 I	 wanted	 a	 cricket	 field	 to	 be	 their	 playground.	 The
bottom	line	was	that	from	performances	like	this,	the	guys	started	to	believe.
I’ve	 talked	 a	 lot	 about	 Jadeja.	We	 loved	 him	 from	 the	 minute	 we	 saw	 his

approach	and	enthusiasm.	There	was	bit	of	the	‘boy	wonder’	in	him	so	we	gave
him	a	longer	leash	than	most,	but	his	lack	of	discipline	was	a	problem	because	it
sometimes	led	the	younger	guys	down	the	wrong	path.
We	let	a	few	things	go	but	I	can’t	stand	anyone	who	is	late	for	anything	and

Ravi	Jadeja	was	always	late.	First	 time,	 there	was	a	bit	of	confusion	with	bags
and	stuff,	so	I	let	it	slide.	Second	time,	no	good	–	the	bus	left	at	9	am	for	training
and	he	wasn’t	on	it,	so	he	had	to	make	his	own	way	to	the	ground	and,	of	course,
was	late	again.	On	the	way	back	after	training,	I	stopped	the	bus	halfway	to	the
hotel	and	said,	‘Guys,	we	had	someone	late	again	this	morning.	Ravi,	mate,	get
off	here	and	walk	home.’	One	of	his	mates	made	a	fuss,	so	I	told	him	to	get	off
too	and	they	could	walk	back	to	the	hotel	together.	No-one	was	late	after	that.
There	are	many	elements	to	captaincy.	As	I’ve	explained	before,	the	detail	of

strategy	and	tactics	interests	me	most;	then	the	study	of	people	–	how	to	get	the
best	 from	 your	 own	 guys	 and	 make	 life	 most	 difficult	 for	 your	 opponents	 –
followed	by	the	philosophies	that	set	out	the	way	I	want	to	play	the	game.	Strong
characters	and	lively	personalities	are	the	central	part	of	any	group	of	cricketers
who	are	successful	together.	As	I’ve	mentioned,	you	don’t	have	to	be	best	mates



to	 make	 up	 the	 best	 team,	 but	 you	 do	 have	 to	 stick	 together,	 otherwise	 the
opposition	have	something	to	go	on.
Both	at	the	Royals	and	at	Hampshire,	a	lot	of	the	guys	were	basically	soft.	I

think	Australian	 cricketers	 were	 harder	 than	 any	 in	 the	 era	 I	 played,	 with	 the
exception	of	the	first	West	Indian	team	I	came	up	against	and	most	of	the	South
African	 sides.	So	at	Hampshire	and	 the	Royals	 I	 tried	 to	 toughen	 the	guys	up.
Hard	but	fair	was	my	way	of	doing	it.
The	 IPL	 made	 a	 lot	 of	 the	 Spirit	 of	 Cricket.	 Okay,	 I	 get	 that.	 And	 the

tournament	had	a	Fair	Play	Award,	which	I	didn’t	think	was	so	fine.	I	 told	our
guys,	‘I	want	to	be	at	the	bottom	of	the	Fair	Play	table	and	the	top	of	the	Indian
Premier	League	when	it	comes	to	qualification	for	the	finals.’
I	wanted	the	other	teams	to	hate	us	so	that	when	they	came	up	against	us	they

were	thinking,	‘God,	I	want	to	beat	these	blokes	so	bad,’	and	they’d	lose	focus
on	what	 they	did	best.	The	tougher	we	became	and	the	more	matches	we	won,
the	more	unpleasant	we	were	to	play	against.
I	was	reprimanded	a	few	times,	sometimes	fairly	sometimes	not.	In	one	game

midway	 through	 the	 tournament,	 I	 pushed	 it	 too	hard	 and	was	 reported	by	 the
umpires	 to	 the	 IPL	playing	committee,	which,	back	 then,	basically	meant	Lalit
Modi.	 The	 IPL	 was	 Modi’s	 genius	 –	 he	 made	 it	 what	 it	 was,	 no-one	 else,
whatever	you	hear	–	and	he	made	it	a	whole	lot	more	than	just	a	tournament	of
cricket	 matches	 too.	 Those	 first	 IPLs	 were	 incredible	 events,	 the	 best	 of
everything	 and	 great	 parties	 night	 after	 night.	 It’s	 still	 a	 great	 tournament	 but
doesn’t	have	quite	the	razzle	and	dazzle	of	the	first	couple	of	years.	I	was	blown
away	 by	 it	 and	 Lalit	Modi	 couldn’t	 do	much	 wrong	 in	 my	 eyes,	 so	 this	 was
going	to	be	an	interesting	meeting.
Manoj	came	with	me	to	the	Rambagh	Palace	hotel	and	we	were	directed	to	a

huge	 private	 suite,	 a	 room	 as	 big	 as	 the	Oval,	where	Modi	was	 having	 a	 foot
massage	 –	 two	 people,	 one	 on	 each	 foot.	We	 suggested	 to	 him	 that	we	 come
back	later.
‘No,’	he	said,	‘let’s	have	a	chat.’	He	didn’t	waste	much	time.	‘You’ve	been	a

naughty	boy,	haven’t	you?	Please	don’t	be	a	naughty	boy	again.’
I	said,	‘Ummm	…	sorry	about	that,	Lalit.’
‘Put	your	hand	out,’	he	said.	So	I	put	my	hand	out	and	he	smacked	it.	Then	he

said,	‘Right,	what	do	you	want	to	drink?’	We	all	laughed	and	that	was	that.	Then
we	spent	an	hour	talking	about	the	tournament,	about	cricket	in	general,	and	then
about	his	thoughts	for	the	future	of	the	game,	which	weren’t	bad	actually.	Lalit
has	been	a	loss	to	cricket	ever	since	he	fell	out	with	the	BCCI	and	became	sort	of
exiled	in	the	UK.



Back	to	the	cricket	and	the	journey	to	the	final.	One	of	the	things	I	thought	we
needed	in	such	a	short	cricket	match	was	a	series	of	set	plays	we	could	turn	to
under	 pressure:	 things	 like	 the	 first	 and	 sixth	 ball	 of	 overs,	when	 the	 bowlers
would	go	full	and	wide,	short	and	wide,	straight	bouncer,	slower	bouncer,	 leg-
stump	yorker,	or	wide	yorker.
These	 options	 depended	 on	 the	 batsmen	 and	 the	 pitches,	 of	 course,	 and	 I

would	always	ask	the	bowler	for	his	preference.	So,	if	the	answer	was	short	and
straight,	I’d	say	short,	or	whatever,	to	the	guys	and	the	fielders	would	revert	to
the	 positioning	 we’d	 planned	 before	 the	 game.	 Often	 the	 batsmen	 heard	 the
instruction	 but	 that	was	 no	 big	 deal	 –	 they	 could	 see	 it	 from	 the	 field	 setting
anyway.	With	any	of	 the	short	plans,	 for	example,	we	had	mid-on	and	mid-off
up	and	everyone	square	to	the	wicket	or	behind	it	back.	Obviously,	the	success
of	this	depended	on	execution	by	the	bowler	and	reaction	from	the	batsmen.	The
point	was	that	with	so	little	time	we	had	to	focus	everyone’s	brain	quickly	and
this	discipline	really	helped.
Then	there	were	 things	 like	 the	first	six	overs,	 the	power-play	overs,	when	I

said	to	the	bowlers,	‘I	don’t	care	how	many	runs	we	go	for,	I	want	four	wickets.
We’ll	 keep	 two	 slips	 in	 if	 you	want	 to	 go	 normal	 “corridor”	 bowling	 –	 Test-
match	bowling	–	and	try	to	nick	them	off,	or	if	you	want	to	bowl	yorkers	at	the
stumps,	 slower	 balls,	 whatever,	 but	 let’s	 work	 that	 into	 our	 plan	 for	 four
wickets.’
Here’s	why.	If	we	take	three	to	four	wickets	in	the	first	six	overs,	all	they	can

do	is	bat	out	the	time,	in	an	attempt	to	post	some	sort	of	score.	In	other	words,
the	more	wickets	we	 take	early,	 the	harder	 it	 is	 for	 them	 to	 take	 risks	because
they	might	be	bowled	out.
Most	bowlers	wanted	a	ring	field	with	one	slip	and	then	when	someone	played

a	cover	drive,	 the	slip	would	move	to	cover	to	block	the	gap.	I’d	say,	‘No,	no,
I’m	 keeping	 the	 slips	 in.	 I	 don’t	 care	 if	 you	 get	 hit	 for	 boundaries,	 go	 for
wickets.’
A	couple	of	times	early	we	got	tested,	smack,	smack,	and	the	bowlers	would

panic	and	I’d	say,	‘No,	mate,	wickets!’
Smithy	 and	 I	 took	 a	 lot	 of	 catches	 at	 first	 and	 second	 slip.	 We	 definitely

weren’t	there	just	for	the	sake	of	it.	Sometimes,	I’d	go	to	gully	or	short	point	–
wherever	–	but	there	was	always	an	extra	catcher	in	those	first	six	overs.
After	that,	I	wanted	spin.	The	pitch	in	Jaipur	was	very	dry	and	didn’t	bounce

much,	but	it	did	turn.	We	had	big	boundaries	and	I	had	the	rope	back	as	far	as	it
would	go.	Ideally,	we	had	four	spinners	–	just	hit	’em	with	spin	was	my	theory	at
home	–	which	had	the	added	bonus	of	allowing	us	to	sneak	up	on	batting	sides
by	bowling	a	high	percentage	of	our	overs	in	super-quick	time.



Obviously,	away	 from	home,	we	used	 the	different	options	 in	our	attack	 for
different	surfaces.	But	in	Jaipur,	over	the	four	years	I	played,	spin	was	king.

The	Royals	Win	the	Cup!

Never	in	my	life	have	I	experienced	anything	like	it.	On	the	day	of	the	final,	we
came	out	of	our	hotel	and	the	Mumbai	streets	were	lined	with	Rajasthan	Royal
blue,	 walls	 and	 signs	 were	 painted	 with	 ‘We	 love	 the	 Royals’	 and	 the
overwhelming	feeling	was	that	the	people	had	fallen	in	love	with	the	underdog.
Our	opponents	were	the	Chennai	Super	Kings,	which	meant	MS	Dhoni,	Suresh
Raina,	Albie	Morkel,	Chamara	Kapugedara,	Makhaya	Ntini	and	Murali	–	all	the
heavies.
I	 could	 sense	 this	 mix	 of	 nerves	 and	 excitement	 amongst	 our	 guys,	 so	 we

decided	to	arrive	at	the	stadium	earlier	than	normal	to	settle	down,	mill	around
and	 take	 it	 all	 in.	 Just	 as	 everyone	 relaxed,	we	were	 told	 there	was	an	official
ceremony	before	the	match.	It	was	the	Cirque	du	Soleil	and	it	went	on	forever,
which	kind	of	made	people	edgy	again.
We	won	the	toss	and	bowled	first,	as	much	as	anything	to	take	the	pressure	off

the	batsmen.	 It	went	well.	The	bowlers	were	good,	Yusuf	particularly	so,	with
three	big	wickets.	We	had	control	until	Dhoni	slogged	a	few	near	the	end	to	take
the	Super	Kings	to	what	we	felt	was	no	more	than	a	par	score	–	5/163.	Having
said	that,	in	a	final,	runs	on	the	board	are	gold.
After	a	good	start	we	got	bogged	down	in	the	middle.	To	make	things	worse

Murali	came	on	and	asked	some	questions.	In	the	11th	over	a	big	moment	went
our	way.	 In	 an	 attempt	 to	 up	 the	 ante,	 Yusuf	 skied	Murali	 out	 to	mid-on	 but
Raina,	running	in,	spilt	the	chance.
An	over	later	I	got	a	signal	from	Yusuf.	Now,	as	I’ve	said,	this	boy	can	smoke

’em,	and	in	an	earlier	game	he’d	given	Murali	a	pasting.	We	sent	the	12th	man
out	with	a	drink	 to	 see	what	Yusuf	wanted.	A	 truly	memorable	message	came
back:	‘Skipper,	I	want	to	smash	Murali,	but	we	just	lost	a	couple	of	wickets	and	I
was	dropped.	What	shall	I	do,	smash	him	or	block	him?!’
‘Smash	him,’	I	said.
At	 the	 start	 of	 the	 13th	 over,	we	were	 3/87,	 still	 needing	 77	 from	48	 balls.

Yusuf	hit	the	last	two	balls	of	that	over,	bowled	by	Murali,	into	the	crowd.	Two
overs	later,	Kaify	hit	Murali’s	first	ball	for	six;	Yusuf	hit	his	fourth	ball	for	six.
We	were	edging	ahead	of	the	rate,	out	of	the	danger	zone	a	bit,	thanks	to	this	guy
who,	outside	of	India,	no-one	had	heard	of	before	the	IPL	began.	Yusuf	had	no
fear,	which	makes	anyone	a	threat.



Anyway,	 that	was	 by	no	means	 the	 end	of	 it.	Kaify	 got	 out	 and,	 in	 another
twist,	Yusuf	was	run	out	by	Raina’s	direct	hit	from	backward	point.	Whoa,	we
were	twitching	now!
I	 came	 in	 at	 number	 eight	 with	 17	 balls	 remaining	 and	 25	 needed.

Immediately	I	arrived,	Jadeja	holed	out	in	the	deep.	Suddenly,	Chennai	were	the
hunters.	One	boundary	and	three	singles	later,	18	runs	were	needed	and	I	was	at
the	wicket	with	Tanvir.	Makhaya	Ntini	had	the	ball	 in	his	hand	and	two	overs,
just	12	balls,	of	the	very	first	IPL	remained.
Ntini	bowled	 five	pretty	good	deliveries	–	only	a	 two	and	 four	 singles	 from

them	–	yorkers	mainly.	Then	I	was	on	strike	with	seven	balls	to	go,	12	runs	to
win.
‘Hmmm,’	I	thought,	‘they’ve	got	a	guy	called	Balaji	–	we	used	to	call	him	the

“Bellagio	Hotel”.	He	bowls	pretty	good	slower	balls,	he’s	good	at	the	death.	It’ll
be	tough	to	get	10	or	11	off	the	last	over,	so	we	need	a	boundary.	Now.’
Ntini	was	at	the	end	of	his	run.	I	had	to	find	a	boundary	here.	I	bet	on	another

yorker	and	as	he	reached	the	crease,	I	shimmied	outside	leg-stump	to	free	up	my
arms	and	try	to	hit	something	through,	or	over,	cover.	I	won	the	bet	with	myself,
but	he	missed	 the	perfect	 length	by	a	 fraction	–	 thank	God	–	and	 I	 smashed	 it
straight	over	cover	for	four.	I	remember	that	shot	so	well.	I	probably	always	will.
I	hit	it	flat	and	hard	and	the	relief	was,	well,	relief.
Okay,	so	the	pressure	had	eased	a	bit.	Eight	off	six	now	–	we	should	get	those.

We	started	with	a	couple	of	singles	and	a	dot.	Not	good.	Three-second	chill.	Six
needed	off	three	now.	Then	the	Bellagio	Hotel	slipped	us	a	wide	that	went	for	a
bye	–	so	a	lucky	two	added!	The	pressure	was	everywhere	–	four	off	three	now.	I
got	a	single,	and	Tanvir	scrambled	a	couple	behind	square.
The	scores	were	level,	there	was	one	ball	left.	MS	rearranged	the	field	amidst

ridiculous	tension.	Balaji	dropped	short	and	Tanvir	pulled	it	wide	of	mid-on.	It
beat	the	fielders	and	raced	away.
‘Oh	my	God,	we’ve	won	the	first	IPL!’
The	team	that	Delhi	smashed	all	those	weeks	ago	had	won	the	whole	bloody

tournament!	I	was	ecstatic.	This	was	right	up	there	with	anything	I’d	done	in	the
game	before.
Suddenly,	we	were	swamped.	Everyone	was	charging	out	to	the	middle,	it	was

just	total	chaos	out	there	–	guys,	young	and	old,	crying	everywhere	you	looked.
It	was	the	young	kids	I	cared	most	about,	and	this	meant	so	much	to	them.
I’ll	 never,	 ever	 forget	 that	moment.	 It’s	 a	memory	 that	 lives	on,	 almost	 like

it’s	 still	 happening;	 a	memory	 I	 can	 call	 up	and	 see	 right	 there	 in	 front	of	my
eyes:	 it’s	 the	moment	 the	Royals	won	 the	 cup.	 Imagine	 the	 euphoria,	 imagine
those	Indian	faces	and	the	amazing	unbridled	joy.



At	 the	 presentation	 ceremony,	 everyone	 was	 on	 the	 podium	 dancing	 and
cheering	and	chucking	champagne	around.	Manoj	and	I	were	hugging.	Then,	on
our	way	across	the	ground	to	the	press,	I	stopped	in	the	crease	of	the	pitch	we’d
just	played	on	and	said	 to	him,	 ‘Stand	here	 for	a	 sec,	mate,	 right	here.	This	 is
where	I	smashed	Ntini	for	four	and	won	us	the	tournament.	Hahahaha.’
Half	an	hour	earlier,	right	there,	I’d	been	wondering	how	the	hell	I	was	going

to	find	a	boundary	off	Ntini.	Now	the	cup	was	ours!	Manoj	liked	that.
We	 had	 one	 of	 the	 great	 nights,	 a	 party	 to	 match	 any	 Ashes	 victory	 and

anything	else.	 It’s	a	night	 like	 that	you	play	 for.	From	 the	moment	Manoj	and
Ravi	talked	me	into	the	IPL,	to	the	party	after	the	final	that	went	deep	into	the
next	morning,	 this	was	 one	 of	 the	 best	 experiences	 of	my	 life.	We	 all	 felt	 the
same.	It	wasn’t	 just	me	–	Smithy	had	done	pretty	well	 for	South	Africa	but	he
was	on	a	high	 too;	Watto	was	on	a	cloud;	 the	 Indians,	well,	 they	were	off	 the
planet.
The	thing	was,	no-one	knew	what	to	expect.	We	all	came	at	it	cold.	What	was

franchise	 cricket?	 How	 would	 player	 auctions	 work?	 Could	 such	 a	 long
tournament	maintain	interest?	From	our	point	of	view,	could	a	low-budget	team
mix	 it	 with	 the	 heavies?	 The	 answer	 was	 emphatic.	 Yes.	 We	 won	 13	 of	 16
matches	and	we	won	the	one	that	mattered	most.	The	last	one.	Wonderful.

Manoj	Badale

Manoj	is	a	super-clever	guy.	He’s	my	sort	of	age	and,	once	we’d	worked	out	that
initial	deal	for	me	to	become	a	Royal,	we	hit	it	off	together	in	almost	every	way.
He	does	sarcasm	well	–	it’s	his	way	of	testing	you	out	–	so	you	have	to	keep	on
your	 toes,	 which	 is	 no	 bad	 thing.	 Getting	 to	 know	 him	 was	 one	 of	 the	 best
aspects	 of	 the	 whole	 journey	 and	 earlier	 this	 year	 we	 teamed	 up	 again	 to
relaunch	the	Royals	in	the	2018	IPL.
He	loves	cricket,	and	understands	it,	but	having	put	me	in	charge	he	basically

left	me	to	it.	We	had	the	occasional	disagreement,	but	always	for	a	good	reason
–	 not	 because	 he	was	 interfering	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 it.	 He	 has	 a	 good	 handle	 on
things	and	is	right	into	stats	as	a	measure	of	performance.	His	research	and	my
feel	 for	 the	 game	 clashed	 occasionally	 but,	 overall,	 worked	well	 together.	 He
kind	of	challenged	me	with	the	statistical	stuff,	which	was	interesting,	and	gave
me	 another	 perspective	 on	 the	 game.	 Like	 Snapey,	 he	 introduced	 me	 to
alternative	ways	of	thinking.
He’s	been	up	against	it	a	bit	the	last	few	years.	The	Royals	were	targeted	by

the	BCCI	 because	 Lalit’s	 brother-in-law	was	 in	 the	 original	 ownership	 group.



Then,	when	Rahul	Dravid	was	building	a	great	Royals	team,	three	players	were
accused	of	spot-fixing.	As	if	that	wasn’t	enough,	the	team	was	suspended	from
the	IPL	when	Raj	Kundra,	husband	of	the	Bollywood	actress	Shilpa	Shetty,	and
a	new	10-per-cent	shareholder	of	 the	business,	was	alleged	to	have	placed	bets
on	 matches,	 which	 you	 can’t	 do	 as	 an	 owner.	 Manoj	 rode	 all	 that	 and	 looks
stronger	than	ever	to	me.	We	made	the	play-offs	earlier	this	year	and	the	Royals
story	is	back	on	track.
In	2009	the	tournament	was	moved	to	South	Africa	at	the	last	minute	because

of	the	elections	in	India.	It	was	a	lot	harder	for	our	young	Indian	players,	most	of
whom	hadn’t	left	home	before.	In	India	there	would	be	20	or	30	people	waiting
for	 them	 in	 the	 hotel	 lobby	 every	 day	 –	 family,	 friends,	 fans	 –	 but	 in	 South
Africa	they	got	lonely	in	their	rooms.
We	played	well,	 though,	and	 to	be	honest	 it	was	a	 joke	 that	we	didn’t	make

the	finals.	We	had	Kolkata	Knight	Riders	6/45	chasing	only	102	to	win	and	I	had
Laxmi	Shukla	plumb	LBW	–	like	French	cricket	plum.	Not	out!	Yeah,	right.	He
slogged	40	and	we	missed	out	on	qualification	for	the	semis	by	one	point.
Over	the	four	years	I	played	we	were	always	there	or	thereabouts,	but	I	began

to	run	out	of	gas.	At	40	years	old,	the	body	hurts	and	my	bowling	suffered.	Add
in	the	fact	that	with	each	year,	I	had	less	and	less	to	pass	on	to	the	players,	so	it
got	 harder	 to	 motivate	 myself.	 Every	 little	 thing	 that	 happened	 seemed	 less
important	 and	more	 draining,	 however	 important	 it	may	 have	 been.	 That	 tells
you	 a	 lot.	At	 the	 end	of	 the	 2011	 season,	 20	years	 after	making	my	debut	 for
Australia,	I	called	it	a	day.
The	 IPL	 is	 still	 a	 great	 tournament	 but	 that	 period	 when	 Lalit	 ran	 it	 was

spectacular.	The	 pizazz,	 the	 razzamatazz,	 the	 entertainment	 –	 the	 story	 off	 the
field	as	well	as	on	it	–	was	just	incredible.	Lalit	linked	the	cricket	to	the	fashion
industry	 and	games	were	 followed	by	 shows	where	 the	 best	 designers	 had	 the
best	girls	modelling	 their	gear.	The	players	of	both	 teams	sat	either	side	of	 the
runway	with	a	drink,	or	whatever,	and	300	guests	would	stare,	starstruck,	not	at
the	models,	 but	 at	 us!	 Then	 there’d	 be	 a	 huge	 party.	Vijay	Mallya,	 the	Royal
Challengers	Bangalore	owner,	had	flown	the	Dallas	Cowboys	cheerleaders	over
for	the	tournament,	so	the	games	against	them	had	added	spectacle	and	glamour.
The	 downside	 was	 the	 collection	 of	 security	 guards	 that	 followed	 their	 every
move!
I’ll	 never	 forget	 those	 years,	 which	 remain	 among	 the	 most	 fulfilling	 and

satisfying	of	my	life.	I	made	lifelong	friends,	won	the	IPL	with	a	great	bunch	of
guys,	 inspired	 a	 few	 kids	 to	 great	 things	 and	 ended	 up	 understanding	 India	 a
whole	 lot	 better	 than	 when	 I	 started.	 What	 a	 fabulous	 country	 it	 is.	 Thanks,
Manoj.



How	the	Stars	Didn’t	Win	the	Cup

In	 the	English	 summer	 of	 2011,	 I	 based	myself	 in	England	 and	 that	 autumn	 I
became	engaged	to	Elizabeth	Hurley.	We	lived	between	our	London	homes,	the
Gloucestershire	countryside	and	New	York,	where	she	was	filming	Gossip	Girl.
One	morning	I	got	a	phone	call	from	Eddie	McGuire,	the	Australian	television

and	media	 star	 and	President	of	Collingwood	Football	Club,	who	 told	me	 that
Cricket	Australia	were	 starting	 their	 own	T20	 extravaganza,	 the	Big	Bash.	He
said	he	was	running	the	Melbourne	Stars	and	wanted	me	to	captain	the	team.	I
had	no	interest	in	playing	anymore.
‘Ed,’	I	said,	‘mate,	I’ve	had	enough.	I’m	42,	the	body’s	had	it	and	I	just	don’t

have	the	motivation	to	start	it	up	again.’
‘That’s	 fine,’	 he	 said,	 ‘just	 play	 one	 game	 –	 the	 first	 game	 –	 at	 the	MCG.

You’ll	put	50,000	bums	on	seats.’
Typical	Ed,	one	of	the	most	persuasive	blokes	going	around.
‘Leave	it	with	me,’	I	said.
I	hadn’t	had	a	bowl	for	six	months,	but	on	the	tennis	court,	 turning	over	my

arm	with	Elizabeth	catching	them	and	throwing	them	back,	it	came	out	alright.
Better	 still,	 my	 body	 felt	 surprisingly	 okay.	 I	 was	 very	 fit	 then	 too,	 having
trained	hard,	 improved	my	diet	under	Elizabeth’s	guidance	and	lost	a	bunch	of
weight.	I	 thought,	‘Hmmm,	maybe,’	and	spoke	to	James	Erskine,	my	manager.
He	reckoned	there	was	a	good	deal	out	there	if	I	was	up	to	it.
I	 said,	 ‘It’s	 not	 about	 the	 money,	 James.	 I’m	 not	 going	 to	 come	 out	 and

embarrass	myself,	 and	not	be	able	 to	 run	 in	 the	 field	or	bowl	with	energy	and
strength.’	He	asked	how	much	I	wanted	to	play,	to	be	part	of	something	new	in
Australian	 cricket.	 The	 answer	 was:	 I	 kind	 of	 did.	 He	 said	 he’d	 see	 what	 he
could	put	together	with	Cricket	Australia,	who	wanted	me	from	a	PR	angle,	Fox
Sports,	who	were	 televising	 it,	 and	 the	 Stars,	who	 needed	 a	 big-name	 signing
from	the	get-go.
James	came	back	a	week	later	saying	that	Foxtel	wanted	to	mike	me	up,	so	I

could	talk	the	audience	through	each	delivery	of	an	over	as	I	bowled	it.	It	was	a
step	up	from	the	other	miked-up	stuff	players	had	done	before,	which	was	 just
conversational.
I	thought,	‘Ohhhh,	that’s	a	bit	of	pressure	for	an	old	man,	to	say	I’m	going	to

bowl	a	 slower	 leg-break	wide	of	off-stump	but	 then	 I	go	and	bowl	a	 long	hop
that’s	crashed	through	point;	 in	fact,	 I	can	see	 the	flipper	disappearing	 into	 the
stands	already!’	Hmmm	…



So	there	was	this	uncertainty,	but,	at	the	same	time,	it	sort	of	intrigued	me	too.
I	 liked	the	idea	of	 talking	to	the	viewer,	but	wanted	to	be	sure	I	wouldn’t	 look
like	a	dick.	I	wanted	to	help	Cricket	Australia	launch	a	Twenty20	comp	because
I’d	been	so	involved	in	the	success	of	India’s	equivalent,	but	I	didn’t	want	to	be
seen	 to	 be	 doing	 it	 for	money;	 and	 I	 liked	Eddie,	who	 is	 a	 pretty	 damn	 good
salesman	and	loves	Melbourne	like	I	do,	but	I	didn’t	want	to	fall	under	his	spell
if	I	wasn’t	truly	into	it.
Then	Elizabeth	made	a	great	point.	She	said,	‘You	know	what,	if	you’re	going

to	 do	 it,	 do	 the	 whole	 year.	 Don’t	 just	 play	 one	 game,	 that’s	 silly	 –	 it’s	 like
they’re	wheeling	you	out,	which	is	the	issue	creating	the	doubt	in	your	mind.	Do
it	properly	or	not	at	all.’
I	said,	‘That’s	spot	on.	Fuck	it,	let’s	do	it.’
‘Yeah,	go	for	it,’	she	said.
So	I	rang	Eddie,	who	was	sitting	on	one	of	those	little	plastic	chairs,	watching

his	son	play	a	school	cricket	match,	and	he	said,	‘Whaaat?!	You’re	going	to	play
the	 whole	 year?	 Yesss!’	 And	 in	 his	 excitement,	 he	 fell	 off	 his	 chair.	 ‘Shit,
Warney,	shit	…’
He	was	 so	 excited	 he	 just	 lost	 it,	 which	made	me	 and	 Elizabeth	 feel	 great.

James	did	me	a	very	good	deal	with	Foxtel,	Cricket	Australia	and	the	Melbourne
Stars,	 a	 deal	 that	 included	 a	 small	 percentage	 of	 the	 Stars,	 in	 case	 CA	 ever
changed	the	business	set-up	of	the	Big	Bash	to	a	franchised	model.
Soon	after	the	deal,	I	was	playing	in	the	New	Zealand	Open	golf	pro-am	and

got	 chatting	 to	 Viv	 Richards.	 I	 rang	 Eddie	 about	 signing	 Viv	 as	 our	 batting
mentor.
‘Ohhh,	yesss!’	Ed	loved	that.	He	said,	‘Do	it,	mate,	and	then	tell	me	how	I	can

get	Garry	Sobers	too.	We’ve	got	two	of	the	cricketers	of	the	century,	and	two	are
no	longer	with	us,	so	let’s	get	the	other	one	who	is!’
I	said,	‘Mate,	calm	down,	Viv	is	plenty	good	enough.’
And	he	was.	He	was	brilliant	 on	 the	 approach	 to	batting.	The	 room	 just	 sat

there	open-mouthed	when	Viv	spoke.	He	said	things	like:	‘The	better	I	thought
the	 bowler	 was,	 the	 more	 I’d	 look	 to	 impose	 myself	 and	 win	 the	 early
skirmishes.	To	me,	this	was	war;	not	just	a	game,	war.	Me	against	him	and	there
could	only	be	one	winner.	I	loved	the	battle.	Loved	it!’
We	 had	 Ian	 Chappell	 too,	 as	 Chairman	 of	 Selectors,	 because	David	 Evans,

who	 is	 the	ultimate	Chappelli	 fan,	was	on	 the	board	with	Eddie.	 I	played	with
‘Godfrey’,	as	we	called	him,	at	St	Kilda	Cricket	Club	in	the	1980s.	He	became	a
hugely	 successful	 businessman	 and	 has	 built	 a	 fantastic	 new	 golf	 course,
Cathedral	Lodge,	with	Greg	Norman.	So	Godfrey	wanted	 Ian,	 the	 best	 cricket



brain	going	around,	and	I	said	he’s	the	perfect	Chairman	of	Selectors.	Eddie	just
said	yes	to	everything.
The	build-up	to	the	first	game	was	great,	such	a	buzz	everywhere	round	town.

Oh,	wait,	my	first	net	session,	how’s	this	…	I	came	in	to	bowl	and,	first	ball,	a
young	 kid	 I’d	 never	 seen	 before	 reverse-swept	 me	 and	 I	 went,	 fucking	 hell,
what?!	It	was	partly	the	audacity	of	the	shot,	the	lack	of	fear	in	it,	but	more	the
power.	He	hit	 it	so	hard.	Next	ball,	he	ramped	me.	I	 thought,	‘Hello,	 times	are
changing.’
After	 that,	 everyone	was	 just	 hitting	 the	ball	 –	 attack,	 attack,	 attack	–	 and	 I

quickly	realised	that	the	pressure	on	bowlers	was	massively	more	intense	that	it
had	been	even	just	a	year	earlier.	I	was	now	into	my	40s	and	thinking,	‘Hmmm,
maybe	I’ve	gone	a	road	too	far	with	this	T20	thing.’
I	mean,	in	that	last	IPL	–	nine	months	earlier	–	if	you	had	mid-off	and	mid-on

back,	they’d	try	and	hit	it	in	the	gap,	not	over	their	heads.	But	here,	in	Australia,
they	were	 just	 trying	to	hit	 it	as	hard	and	far	as	 they	possibly	could	and	didn’t
seem	to	care	about	the	consequences	at	all.	It	was	like	the	loss	of	a	wicket	was
irrelevant.	This	new	mentality	was	even	more	apparent	in	our	first	game,	against
Sydney	 Thunder,	 when	 David	 Warner,	 who’d	 just	 made	 his	 debut	 in	 Test
cricket,	made	an	unbelievable	hundred.	He	smashed	all	of	us	everywhere,	and	I
mean	 smashed.	We	 lost.	 I	 said,	 ‘Don’t	worry,	 guys,	 I	 lost	my	 first	 IPL	 game
too.’
Eddie	wanted	me	to	captain	the	Stars,	but	Cameron	White	was	captain	of	the

Australian	Twenty20	team	and	he	didn’t	want	to	be	compromised.	Fair	enough.
It	wasn’t	what	I’d	agreed	with	Ed	when	we	did	the	deal	but	I	was	cool	and	saw
Whitey’s	point	of	view.
So,	 second	 game	 we	 went	 to	 Brisbane,	 and	 having	 talked	 the	 TV	 viewers

through	being	hit	10	rows	back	by	Warner,	I	thought,	‘Righty	ho,	I’m	pissed	off
with	the	first	game,	let’s	get	it	right	this	time.’
I	bowled	a	really	good	over	to	Brendon	McCullum,	beat	the	bat	once	and	beat

him	 in	 the	 flight	off	 the	 last	ball	 as	he	 tried	 to	hit	me	down	 the	ground,	but	 it
dropped	 to	 safety.	 Next	 over,	 Brendon	 Julian,	 an	 ex-team-mate	 now	 Fox
commentator,	was	in	my	ear.
He	said,	‘Right,	Warney,	what	you	thinking	here,	mate?’
‘Well,’	I	said,	‘the	last	ball	of	the	last	over,	he	tried	to	hit	me	down	the	ground

for	six,	so	I	think	he’s	going	to	try	and	sweep	this	one	hard	and	square,	so	I’m
going	to	go	for	a	faster	slider,	very	straight,	looking	to	get	him	bowled	or	LBW.’
‘Great,	good	luck,’	said	BJ,	like,	Yeah,	right,	no	chance.
‘I	think	I	might	need	it,	Beej,’	I	replied.



Here	we	go.	I	bowled	a	fast,	straight	ball,	the	flat	slider,	that	he	tried	to	sweep.
It	bowled	him.
‘How	good	was	that?!’	said	BJ.
That	delivery	was	the	lead	news	story	in	Australia	that	night.	It	really	helped

the	 Big	 Bash,	 especially	 so	 early	 in	 the	 tournament,	 because	 people	 who
wouldn’t	normally	watch	tuned	in	out	of	curiosity.	We	won	the	game	and	got	on
a	 good	 run,	 but	 lost	 the	 semi-final	 with	 a	 disappointingly	 lacklustre	 effort	 in
Perth	against	the	Scorchers.
I	 signed	 for	 a	 second	 year,	 as	 captain.	Cameron	White	was	 having	 a	 rough

time	and	was	happy	to	get	out	of	the	firing	line.	We	lost	in	the	semi-final	again,
to	the	Scorchers	in	Perth.	Again!
Whitey	and	Brad	Hodge	were	hammering	 them	and	we	were	1/159	off	15.2

overs	–	Hodge	50	off	30,	White	88	off	52;	10	sixes	between	 them	–	when	 the
rain	 came.	 The	 first	 ball	 after	 we	 came	 back	 on,	 Whitey	 got	 out	 and	 the
momentum	was	lost.	We	reached	2/183	off	our	18	overs,	so	we	were	very	much
in	the	game	–	favourites,	in	fact,	but	not	out	of	sight	as	we	had	promised	to	be.
Then	the	rain	hit	us	again,	in	Perth	of	all	places!	The	target	was	reduced	to	139
off	13.
I	 still	 seethe	 about	 the	 end	 of	 this	match.	 I	 concede	 that	 I	 made	 a	mistake

bowling	young	Alex	Keath	instead	of	myself.	The	thing	was,	it	was	so	wet	out
there,	I	couldn’t	grip	the	ball.	Brad	Hogg	had	gone	for	44	off	three	overs	when
the	Scorchers	bowled	early,	and	it	wasn’t	even	so	wet	then.	Keath	went	for	27	in
his	one	over	–	Shaun	Marsh	just	manhandled	him.	Not	that	that	meant	the	end	of
things,	 but	 it	 did	make	 defending	 the	 score	more	 difficult.	When	 I	 talk	 about
what	happened	next	I	lose	the	plot	a	bit.
Rain	reduced	the	game	from	20	overs	to	18,	after	our	pretty	awesome	batting

effort	 had	made	us	 strong	 favourites.	Then	more	 rain	 came	 and	 the	match	got
reduced	twice,	finally	settling	at	the	13-over	chase	–	so	definitely	a	wipe-out	of
our	odds	and	now	advantage	to	the	Scorchers.
I	could	spend	ages	on	 the	10	runs	needed	from	James	Faulkner’s	 final	over,

and	on	Jackson	Bird’s	drop	of	Mike	Hussey	from	the	first	ball	of	the	over	alone.
But	the	match,	the	BBL	final,	and	a	Champions	League	place	all	came	down	to
the	last	ball	of	the	match.
Adam	Voges	 on	 strike,	 three	 to	win,	 and	 two	 to	 force	 a	 one-over	 shootout.

Faulkner,	who	was	captain	by	the	way	because	me	and	Cam	White	were	serving
time	for	slow	over-rates	earlier	 in	 the	 tournament,	stood	at	 the	 top	of	his	mark
with	me	and	Cam	setting	the	field.
Then	we	went	to	our	own	fielding	positions	to	see	James	bowl	a	brilliant	wide

yorker	 that	 ‘Vogie’	 missed	 and,	 though	 Huss	 ran	 through	 for	 the	 bye,	 we



assumed	we’d	won.	Until	we	saw	standing	umpire	Mick	Martell	signalling	a	no-
ball.	Now	you’ll	understand	why	I	lost	the	plot.
Cam,	who	should	have	been	one	of	the	four	inside	the	circle,	was	outside	it!

Only	 three	 inside	 the	circle!	As	 it	 turned	out	 Jimmy	Faulkner	had	overstepped
the	front-line	too,	so	it	was	a	kind	of	double	no-ball.	Jeeeeesus!
Huss	smashed	the	extra	ball	over	mid-on,	and	the	Scorchers	had	a	home	final

at	the	WACA	to	shout	about.
The	whole	thing	was	nuts,	just	ridiculous,	but	we	only	had	ourselves	to	blame.
We’d	 lost	 the	 semi	 in	 the	 first	 year	 at	 the	WACA,	 and	 lost	 it	 there	 in	 the

second	year	too.	It	was	hard	to	take.	But	we	had	a	fantastic	time	and	I’m	glad	I
went	for	it	with	the	Stars.	I’ll	always	thank	Eddie	for	calling	me	up	and	trusting
me	in	my	old	age.	After	 that	game,	 I	packed	 it	 in	 for	good	–	44	years	old	and
proud	of	 a	 ‘second’	 playing	 career	 that	went	way	beyond	 even	my	 sometimes
extravagant	imagination!



16

Photograph

Elizabeth

I	 FIRST	 MET	 Elizabeth	 at	 Goodwood	 in	 England.	 I	 don’t	 often	 go	 to	 the	 races,
aside	 from	 the	 huge	 spring	 carnival	 in	Melbourne	 that	 I	 take	 Jackson	 to	most
years	 nowadays.	 If	 I’m	 going	 to	 have	 a	 punt,	 it	 will	 more	 likely	 be	 on	 the
roulette	and	blackjack	tables	or	 in	a	poker	school.	 I’ve	only	been	to	 the	horses
once	or	twice	in	the	UK,	so	I	think	we	can	call	it	fate	that	one	Elizabeth	Hurley
was	in	the	same	private	box	as	me	at	Goodwood	in	the	English	summer	of	2010.
We	 just	 clicked	 straight	 away	 –	 lots	 of	 laughs,	 just	 a	 natural	 chemistry,	 I

guess.	 She	was	 still	married,	 although	 in	 the	 process	 of	 breaking	 up	with	 her
husband,	 Arun	 Nayar.	 I	 was	 giving	 it	 another	 go	 with	 Simone,	 so	 it	 wasn’t
anything	 more	 than	 one	 of	 those	 first-up	 things	 most	 people	 have	 when	 they
meet	and	like	each	other.
We	swapped	numbers,	kept	in	touch	and	met	in	a	bar	in	London	a	few	weeks

later.	 There	 was	 more	 than	 just	 a	 connection	 this	 time,	 there	 was	 a	 sense	 of
excitement.	You	meet	a	lot	of	people	in	your	life,	anywhere	from	the	racecourse
to	the	supermarket	really,	but	only	very	occasionally	do	you	immediately	feel	on
the	same	wavelength	with	someone	completely	new.
It’s	pretty	hard	to	say	what	brought	it	on	–	don’t	the	French	say	a	certain	Je	ne

sais	quoi	–	but	pretty	quickly	we	both	knew	there	was	something	special	going
on,	something	real.	We	had	a	drink,	then	dinner,	and	that	was	that.	Nothing	else
happened	–	we	were	both	in	a	situation	that	needed	resolving	first.
I	 went	 back	 to	 Australia,	 but	 we	 kept	 texting	 and	 even	 tweeted,	 which	 of

course	was	public	and	aroused	suspicion.	I	went	with	something	like,	‘Looking
forward	to	dinner	next	time,	hope	you’ll	be	cooking	at	home	though’;	she	replied
with	 ‘Yes,	 sure	 will,	 can’t	 wait	 to	 see	 you!’	 type	 thing.	 Pretty	 lightweight.
Suddenly,	Woman’s	Day	came	out	with	a	front-page	picture	of	the	two	of	us	at
Goodwood	 and	 the	 headline	 ‘In	 Your	 Dreams,	 Warney’.	 The	 article	 with	 it



included	the	tweet.	It	was	funny	in	a	way	–	if	only	they	knew.	We	just	giggled
and	moved	on.
Simone	and	I	went	to	Topolino’s	in	St	Kilda	and	I	said	to	her,	‘Listen,	I	think

…’
‘I	know,’	she	said.	 ‘We	knew	on	the	first	night	we	got	back	together,	didn’t

we?’
‘I	guess	we	did,’	I	replied.
We	agreed	 it	was	over,	 for	good	 this	 time.	 ‘So	what	are	we	going	 to	do?’	 I

asked.	‘How	do	we	tell	the	kids	again?’
She	said,	 ‘Oh	my	God,	we	can’t	 tell	 the	kids	again.	Not	 right	now,	anyway.

The	 summer	 is	 starting	 soon,	 and	 you’ll	 be	 all	 over	 the	 place	 commentating.
Let’s	get	through	Christmas	and	the	school	holidays	and	tell	the	kids	before	they
go	back	to	school.’
Good	plan,	I	said.	Which	was	exactly	what	we	did.
Later	in	the	year,	I	was	back	in	the	UK	to	film	some	interviews	for	my	new

TV	show,	Warnie	–	more	about	that	in	the	next	chapter	–	and	a	couple	of	days
later	I	met	Elizabeth	at	a	function	that	she’d	invited	me	to.	About	20	of	us	sat	at
a	long	table	but,	by	now,	we	were	struggling	to	hold	back.	As	both	of	us	were
now	single,	we	 left	 early,	kissing	 in	public,	 and	 she	came	back	 to	 the	Bentley
hotel	where	I	was	staying.
As	 we	 entered	 the	 room	 at	 about	 1	 am,	 the	 fire	 alarm	 went	 off.	 We	 both

thought,	‘This	is	a	bit	weird,’	so	we	looked	out	the	window	onto	the	street	and
didn’t	see	a	thing	going	on.	We	figured	someone	had	lit	a	cigarette	in	their	room
or	something	and	then,	wow,	the	next	thing	we	knew	there	was	banging	on	the
door	 and	 shouts	 of	 ‘Evacuate,	 evacuate!’	 The	 sirens	 were	 going	 nuts,	 people
were	running	all	over	the	joint	and	we	ended	up	outside	on	the	street.	We	waited
a	while	 but	 not	much	was	 happening,	 so	we	 disappeared	 up	 a	 side	 street	 and
started	kissing	again.	Anyway,	Elizabeth	left	soon	after	this	drama	and	that	was
sort	of	it.
During	the	next	few	days,	I	was	busy	recording	interviews	for	 the	show	and

the	best	part	of	a	week	passed	before	I	flew	home.
I	 will	 never,	 ever	 forget	 landing	 in	 Melbourne.	 There	 were	 a	 thousand

messages,	some	of	which	were	from	Elizabeth	–	call	me,	call	me.	The	front	page
of	 the	News	 of	 the	 World	 had	 a	 double-page	 spread	 on	 us	 leaving	 the	 party,
hugging,	 kissing,	 standing	 outside	 the	 hotel	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the	 night,	 up	 the
side	alley,	 the	 lot.	We	reckon	that	someone	who	saw	us	at	 the	party	 tipped	off
the	press	and	then	the	hotel,	and	someone	there	set	up	the	fire-alarm	thing.	Pretty
easy	to	fix	with	a	wad	of	cash!



Now,	remember,	Simone	and	I	hadn’t	told	the	kids	we’d	split	up	and	although
Elizabeth	 and	 her	 husband	 had	 agreed	 to	 separate,	 she	 was	 still	 technically
married.	The	press	put	 two	and	 two	 together	and	made	five:	 ‘Cheating	Warne,
again’,	‘Hurley	cheats	on	husband’	type	stuff,	which	wasn’t	true,	but	they	could
be	 excused	 for	 thinking	 it	 was.	 The	 moral	 of	 the	 story	 is:	 deal	 with	 things
instantly,	no	matter	how	hard	it	is	to	do.
The	kids	were	13,	11	and	eight,	so	they	knew	enough	about	what	was	going

on	 in	 the	 world.	 Most	 importantly,	 they	 thought	 their	 dad	 and	 mum	 were
together.	They	were	angry,	which	was	 fair	 enough.	We	should	have	 told	 them
straight	 away.	 In	 trying	 to	 protect	 them,	we	 let	 them	 down.	 Simone	 and	 I	 sat
down	with	them	and	ran	through	everything,	this	time	coming	completely	clean,
and	 in	 my	 case,	 that	 included	 Elizabeth.	 Summer,	 the	 youngest,	 and	 I	 had
watched	the	Austin	Powers	film	together,	which	made	us	cry	with	laughter,	so,
she	had	‘met’	Elizabeth	in	that	movie.
‘Is	that	really	her,	Dad?’	she	asked.
‘It	is,	Summer,	it	is.’
Brooke	wanted	detail.	Is	this	serious	and,	if	so,	what	happens	next?
I	said,	‘Yes,	I	think	so,	but	we	live	on	opposite	sides	of	the	world	and	we	can’t

be	 sure	 how	 it’ll	 pan	 out.	We	 really	 like	 each	 other	 and	 feel	 we	 can	 be	 very
happy	together.’
Jackson	kind	of	shrugged	his	shoulders,	as	if	the	world	was	passing	him	by	in

its	usual	confusing	way.	Hidden	deep	down	was	his	belief	that	I’d	hurt	his	mum
again.	All	three	of	them	thought	that.	Their	blame	fell	on	me.	I	could	sense	it	and
understand	it.
Of	the	many	things	I’ve	learnt	about	my	children,	their	resilience	and	loyalty

stand	out.	When	I	introduced	them	to	Elizabeth,	it	was	the	first	time	they’d	met
any	girl	I	had	been	with	since	either	of	the	break-ups	with	Simone.	The	reason
was	simple.	I	didn’t	want	the	kids	exposed	to	anyone	unless	my	relationship	with
that	person	was	serious.	Contrary	to	the	rubbish	often	reported	in	the	media,	EH
was	 the	 first	 serious	 relationship	 I	 had	with	 anyone	 outside	 of	 Simone.	 Their
attitude	 to	 meeting	 her	 was	 fantastic	 –	 open,	 warm,	 welcoming	 and	 natural.
Thanks,	guys,	I’ll	never	forget	that.
Elizabeth	had	flown	to	Australia	at	exactly	the	time	I	was	moving	into	a	new

house	that	had	taken	18	months	to	renovate.	The	day	the	beds	arrived,	the	press
were	 there	 and	wrote	 the	 story	 that	 the	 biggest	 new	bed	was	 for	 her.	 It	was	 a
circus,	so	much	so	that	 the	next-door	neighbours	set	up	a	cordial	stand,	selling
drinks	for	a	dollar	to	the	press	and	other	sticky	beaks	out	the	front.	We	had	50	to
60	people	camped	 there,	 for	goodness	 sake,	 so	 the	market	 for	cordial	was	 real
good!



That	evening,	a	strip	club,	or	escort	agency	–	looking	to	drum	up	business,	I
suppose	 –	 sent	 one	 of	 their	 pink	 stretch	 Cadillacs	 and	 took	 photos	 of	 girls
hanging	out	of	it	with	the	new	house	as	the	backdrop	to	the	shots.	Callaway	sent
us	Mr	and	Mrs	golf	 clubs.	Helicopters	hovered	overhead	with	 cameras	poking
out	of	them,	waiting	for	us	to	move	a	muscle.	It	was	just	a	joke	–	absurd	–	and	it
stretched	 our	 sense	 of	 humour	 at	 a	 pretty	 intense	 period	 of	 our	 brief	 lives
together.	And,	remember,	most	importantly	this	was	meant	to	be	a	trip	for	EH	to
meet	my	children.
I	 wanted	 to	 show	 Elizabeth	 a	 bit	 of	 Melbourne	 but	 we	 were	 housebound.

When	 we	 did	 break	 out,	 cars	 would	 follow	 us,	 cutting	 off	 other	 drivers	 and
running	 red	 lights.	 The	 chaos	 was	 so	 extreme	 it	 moved	 from	 dangerous	 –
certainly	 dangerous	 on	 the	 road	 –	 to	 funny.	 Elizabeth	 enjoyed	 Melbourne
otherwise	and	even	agreed	to	Eddie	McGuire’s	idea	that	she	toss	the	coin	at	the
start	of	the	Stars’	campaign	in	the	first	Big	Bash.
Things	 just	 grew	 from	 there.	My	 three	 children	went	 to	 England,	 Elizabeth

came	 a	 few	 more	 times	 to	 Australia,	 and	 we	 went	 on	 holidays	 together	 as	 a
family	to	Sri	Lanka	and	the	Caribbean.	Though	my	kids	were	different	from	her
son,	 Damian,	 they	 got	 along	 pretty	 well.	 Mine	 mainly	 sporty;	 Damian,	 more
arty.	Damian	and	Summer	were	the	most	alike,	singing	and	dancing	together	and
putting	on	shows	for	us.	They	had	a	terrific	bond	and	still	keep	in	touch	to	this
day!	Brooke	and	Elizabeth	got	along	well	 together	and	Jackson	bought	 into	all
the	times	we	had	as	one	big	family.
That	was	how	we	rolled.	Elizabeth	signed	to	do	Gossip	Girl	in	New	York	so

we	spent	six	months	there,	on	and	off.	I	was	also	between	Australia,	seeing	the
kids,	and	England	for	TV	work,	as	well	as	other	sponsor	commitments	globally.
To	 be	 honest,	 it	 was	 pretty	 draining	 but	 we	 kind	 of	 rode	 through	 it,	 in	 our
determination	to	make	the	relationship	work.
In	the	European	summer	of	2011,	James	Packer	invited	us	to	his	boat	in	Spain

and	–	wait	for	this	–	sent	his	private	plane	to	New	York	to	pick	us	up.	Well,	what
are	 mates	 for!	 We	 arrived,	 and	 the	 boat,	 the	 Arctic	 P,	 was	 exactly	 as	 I
remembered	it	from	previous	visits	–	just	out	of	this	world.	To	be	on	that	boat	–
ship,	really	–	is	just	the	greatest	experience	and	Elizabeth	loved	it.
We	had	a	few	drinks	on	deck,	and	a	few	more,	cranked	up	the	music	and,	as

we	started	to	dance	the	night	away,	I	began	to	think	of	proposing	right	there	and
then.	After	 18	months	 together	 and	 completely	 on	 impulse	 in	 the	middle	 of	 a
dance,	 I	grabbed	Elizabeth,	dropped	 to	one	knee	and	said,	 ‘I’m	not	 sure	about
you,	but	I’ve	never	got	along	with	any	woman	as	well	as	I	get	along	with	you.
I’m	madly	 in	 love	with	you.	Our	kids	get	along	great.	How	would	you	 like	 to
spend	the	rest	of	your	life	with	me?’



Without	hesitation,	she	 replied,	 ‘Of	course	 I	would,	silly,	 I’m	madly	 in	 love
with	you	too.	I	feel	exactly	the	same.	I’ve	never	got	on	better	with	anyone	than	I
do	with	you	either.’
So	I	shouted,	‘Yessss!’
‘Pack’	was	on	deck	too.	He	turned	around	and	said,	‘You	haven’t,	have	you?

You	just	haven’t	…	have	you?’
‘Errrr,	yep,’	I	said,	‘and,	guess	what,	you’re	the	first	to	know,	James!’
‘Your	secret	is	safe	with	me,’	he	said,	and	on	we	partied.
I	didn’t	have	a	ring,	nothing,	but	 the	moment	was	right.	The	Warne	impulse

was	 in	action.	So	we	danced	and	sang	and	drank	and	blew	the	speakers	before
we	crashed	 too.	On	our	way	 to	bed,	Pack	said,	 ‘Superstar,	when	you	wake	up,
you	are	going	to	be	somewhere	special.’
No	kidding	–	we	had	breakfast	off	the	coast	of	Morocco.	There	was	no-one	in

sight,	no-one	for	miles,	and	Pack	and	I	just	hammered	the	jetskis	off	the	African
coastline,	laughing	and	racing	and	having	a	ball.
After	a	while,	we	stopped	for	a	dart	–	yep,	I	kept	them	dry	under	my	wetsuit

somehow	–	and,	bobbing	on	the	ocean,	he	said,	‘How	about	last	night?	How	cool
was	that!’
I	said,	‘Mate,	it	was	sensational.	I’ve	never	been	so	happy	in	my	life.	Thank

you	so	much,	buddy.	I’ve	found	the	girl	for	me.	And,	while	I’ve	got	you,	mate,
thanks	for	everything	you’ve	done	for	me	and,	best	of	all,	thanks	for	being	such
a	great	mate	over	a	long	period	of	time.	I	owe	you	so	much.’
‘Mates	 never	 owe	 or	 judge,	Warney,’	 he	 said,	 ‘they	 just	 look	 out	 for	 each

other.’
Amen	 to	 that.	We	stayed	on	board	 for	 a	 couple	more	days	and	 the	 sense	of

euphoria	never	left	that	boat.
Back	 in	 England	 a	 week	 later,	 I	 was	 working	 for	 Sky	 on	 a	 Test	 in

Birmingham.	I	came	off	air	and	my	phone	rang.	It	was	EH.
She	said,	‘Have	you	seen	this	article	in	Australia	saying	we’re	engaged?’
‘What	the	hell?’	I	said.	‘I	haven’t	said	a	word.’
Elizabeth	told	me	that	she	hadn’t	either,	as	we’d	agreed	we	wanted	to	sit	down

face-to-face	with	our	kids	and	 tell	 them	 the	great	news.	The	only	other	person
who	knew	was	Pack.	I	said	I’d	call	him.
‘Maaaate,	as	if	I	would	tell	anyone,’	said	James	when	I	rang.	‘I	haven’t	told	a

soul.’
‘Well,	there	was	only	three	of	us	there,	Pack.	Elizabeth	hasn’t	told	anyone,	I

haven’t	 told	anyone,	and	you’re	saying	you	haven’t	 told	anyone,	 so	 it	must	be
the	crew	on	your	boat.’
‘Maybe,	mate,	I	don’t	know.	The	journos	find	these	things	out	–	they	just	do.’



I	was	pretty	stressed.	This	could	not	be	happening.	I	hadn’t	 told	the	kids,	so
this	 was	 bad.	 That	 night,	 which	 was	 early	 morning	 Australian	 time,	 I	 called
them.	 They	weren’t	 happy.	Brooke	 came	 on	 the	 line	 on	 behalf	 of	 all	 three	 of
them.
‘Dad,	what	the	hell	is	going	on?	You	haven’t	mentioned	anything	to	us.	Is	it

true?’
I	was	put	in	a	situation	that	I	shouldn’t	have	been	and	didn’t	want	to	lie	to	my

children.
‘Yes	 it	 is,’	 I	 admitted.	 ‘I	wanted	 to	 tell	 you	when	 I	got	back	 in	 a	 couple	of

weeks	but	unfortunately	the	press	have	got	it.’
‘Dad,	 this	 is	ridiculous.	Look,	we’re	happy	for	you,	but	…	geez,	why	didn’t

you	think	to	ask	us	or	at	least	tell	us	straight	away?	You	can’t	just	go	off	and	get
engaged	and	not	tell	us	what’s	going	on.’
The	longer	 they	 talked	about	 it,	 the	angrier	 they	became.	I’d	 let	 them	down,

though	 through	no	 fault	of	my	own	 this	 time.	 I	was	pretty	angry	 too	and	once
again	it	caused	grief	for	our	families.
(About	six	months	later,	Elizabeth,	Tiger	Woods	and	I	were	opening	Club	23

at	Crown	 in	Melbourne.	 James	was	 there	 too.	Up	he	 came	and	 said,	 ‘Okay,	 it
was	me.	I’m	sorry	–	hit	me,	do	whatever	you	want.	I	 told	them	you	guys	were
engaged.	I’m	really	sorry.’)
For	a	while,	the	stories	about	me	and	Elizabeth	kept	coming,	which	made	for	a

rockier	start	to	the	engagement	than	we’d	hoped	for.	Looking	back,	I	don’t	know
why	we	thought	we	could	get	away	without	too	much	media	coverage	–	maybe
we	were	lost	in	ourselves.	It	was	kind	of	nice	that	we	thought	that	way	too.
Anyway,	 things	 settled	 and	 I	 can	 honestly	 say	 that	 the	 time	 I	 had	 with

Elizabeth	were	the	happiest	years	of	my	life.	I	was	more	in	love	with	her	than	I’d
ever	realised	I	could	be.	The	more	I	thought	about	it,	the	more	I	understood	that
my	 relationship	 with	 Simone	 was	 based	 on	 a	 wonderful	 and	 close	 friendship
between	two	newly	married	24	year	olds.	With	Elizabeth	it	was	what	I	had	been
searching	for.
There	was	 the	 initial	physical	 attraction,	how	she	 looked,	acted,	 spoke;	 then

the	 things	 you	 talked	 about,	 related	 to	 and	 liked	 to	 do	 together.	 But	 the
substance,	that	chemistry,	comes	over	time	and	is	part	of	how	much	you	grow	to
respect	 each	 other.	 The	 more	 I	 got	 to	 know	 Elizabeth,	 the	 happier	 I	 was	 in
general.	We	lived	between	Melbourne,	London	and	her	house	in	the	Cotswolds
before	buying	a	bigger	house	near	Ledbury	in	Herefordshire.	I	loved	the	country
lifestyle	and,	contrary	to	what	people	may	think	and	say,	I	was	pleased	to	be	out
of	town	and	enjoying	the	country	lifestyle.



We	bought	a	house	together	because	we	wanted	to	start	the	journey	of	shared
experiences.	 It	was	an	 investment	 in	 the	 relationship.	We	did	 the	house	up	 the
way	we	liked	as	a	couple,	making	sure	each	of	the	kids	had	their	own	room	and
that	 there	was	space	for	 them	to	be	there	at	 the	same	time	without	falling	over
each	other.	We	created	a	big,	beautiful	family	home.	If	only	we	could	have	been
in	it	more.
Elizabeth	 was	 meeting	 a	 whole	 new	 set	 of	 people,	 mainly	 sports-driven	 of

course,	and	travelled	back	and	forth	from	Australia	establishing	new	friends	and
loving	the	outdoor	life.	In	turn,	I	hung	out	with	a	different	crew	too,	some	high-
flyers	among	them.	Because	Elizabeth	was	in	fashion,	eyes	were	trained	on	us.	It
was	 funny	 to	 be	 critiqued	 for	 my	 clothes,	 having	 been	 brought	 up	 in	 a	 town
where	no-one	gave	a	damn	about	what	you	wore.	We	featured	in	magazines	and
newspapers	and,	as	social	media	took	off,	everyone	had	a	view.
The	 change	 in	 my	 appearance	 had	 nothing	 to	 do	 with	 Elizabeth	 at	 all.	 I’d

watched	 the	 first	 pilot	 of	 my	 interview	 show	 and	 been	 taken	 aback	 at	 how
overweight	I	looked.	TV	is	a	shocker,	of	course,	puts	on	three	or	four	kilos,	they
say.	 I	 didn’t	 look	good	 and	decided	 to	 sort	 it	 for	myself.	 I	went	 on	 a	monster
fitness	regime,	ate	better	and	trained	hard.	This	was	almost	exactly	the	time	EH
and	I	were	getting	it	together	properly	and,	well,	there’s	no	rubbish	in	her	fridge,
no	chance	–	nothing	processed,	no	junk	whatsoever.	It	made	me	rethink	the	way
I	lived	and,	put	simply,	made	me	want	to	wake	up	in	the	morning	feeling	great
and	excited	about	the	day.	Training	became	a	routine.	I	lost	12	kilos	in	no	time,
and	felt	fantastic.
It	shits	me	 that	people	 think	I’ve	had	plastic	surgery	–	or	any	work,	 for	 that

matter.	I’ve	never	gone	under	the	knife.	Yes,	Advanced	Hair	Studios	have	been
looking	after	my	hair	since	I	first	signed	with	them	in	2004,	years	before	I	met
Elizabeth.	And	yes,	my	teeth	are	whitened	–	big	deal.	I’m	a	smoker	and	they’d
be	a	revolting	yellow	if	I	didn’t.	And,	for	the	record,	I	get	them	done	regularly.
Who	cares?	People	made	out	that	I’d	become	some	kind	of	skinny,	wacko	freak.
Nah,	I	just	wanted	to	feel	healthy	and	look	good.	So	that’s	vain	of	me?	Yes,	fine,
I’ll	 take	 that.	 I’ll	 also	 say	 that	Elizabeth’s	 encouragement	 inspired	me	 to	 look
better.	Eating	healthier	food	was	cool	and	helped	me	to	feel	better	too.	Blaming
EH	for	the	change	in	the	way	I	looked	was	ridiculous.
The	 relationship	wasn’t	 always	plain	 sailing.	During	 the	2010/11	Perth	Test

match,	I	 thought	I	 lost	her.	I’d	done	a	couple	of	silly	things,	 like	texting	a	few
girls	from	my	past,	and	one	of	them	made	it	public.	It	was	the	girl	from	a	shop
across	 the	 road	 in	 Melbourne,	 actually,	 who	 I’d	 been	 in	 to	 see.	 A	 picture
appeared	of	us	in	the	paper	a	couple	of	days	later.	Obviously,	I	shouldn’t	have



gone	to	see	her	but	as	it	was	early	days	I	didn’t	realise	how	serious	Elizabeth’s
and	my	relationship	had	become,	and	certainly	not	how	committed	to	it	she	was.
I	 knew	 I	was	 serious	 about	 her	 but	 I	 didn’t	 immediately	 get	 the	 same	 vibe

back	and	I	misjudged	that.	It	was	a	stupid	thing	to	have	done	and	I	flew	to	LA	to
meet	her	at	the	first	opportunity.	We	talked	things	through,	got	to	grips	with	each
other’s	 understanding	of	 the	 relationship	 –	 the	 trust	 issue	was	 huge,	 given	my
history;	that,	and	nights	out	with	the	boys,	poker,	too	much	golf	–	but	we	never
really	looked	back	after	that	trip	cleared	the	air	and	gave	us	a	path	forward.
So,	how	come	that	around	Christmas	in	2013,	we	broke	up?
There	was	no	single,	clear	reason.	Elizabeth	never	did	the	wrong	thing	by	me;

I	 never	 did	 the	wrong	 thing	 by	 her.	 She	 signed	 a	 seven-year	 deal	 to	 play	 the
Queen	of	England	 in	 the	TV	series	The	Royals:	 a	dream	role.	 I	was	genuinely
happy	for	her.	The	problem,	as	it	turned	out,	was	filming	for	five	or	six	days	a
week,	 eight	 to	 nine	 months	 a	 year,	 which	 left	 little	 time	 for	 us	 to	 be	 alone
together,	as	well	as	spend	quality	time	with	our	children.
I	 was	 back	 and	 forth	 from	Australia	 and	 she’d	 lost	 her	 flexibility	 to	 travel

pretty	much	anywhere.	The	immediacy	to	our	 lives	was	lost	and	the	friendship
between	our	kids	–	that	we’d	worked	so	hard	on	–	was	compromised.	We	were
living	on	a	whiteboard	timetable	and	the	long	periods	apart	were	just	becoming
too	difficult.	I	mean,	we	can	all	do	three,	four,	five	weeks	every	now	and	again,
six	weeks	if	we	have	to,	but	not	three	months.
Of	 course,	 the	more	 you’re	 apart,	 the	more	 you	 ask	 questions.	 I	 got	 jumpy

about	the	time	Elizabeth	still	spent	with	Hugh	Grant,	for	example.	He	is	her	best
friend	but	they	saw	each	more	when	I	wasn’t	around	so,	well,	you	know.	Hugh
was	also	her	go-to	for	advice	on	pretty	much	everything,	and	on	acting	roles	in
particular.	So	they	were	always	bouncing	ideas	around.	My	world,	cricket,	was
nowhere	 near	 her	 world.	 Add	 in	 the	 distance,	 and	 the	 children,	 and	 you	 get
issues	that	are	harder	to	resolve	than	perhaps	they	sound.
We	still	love	each	other	in	many	ways	–	we’re	not	in	love,	like	we	were	–	but

I	still	care	for	her	deeply.	She	showed	me	what	a	relationship	should	mean	and
she	guided	me	in	other	areas	that	went	on	to	make	a	huge	difference	to	my	life.	I
think	we	were	good	for	each	other	and	I	know	that	I	miss	the	love	we	had.
Three	 things	 I	 would	 pick	 that	 lead	 the	 way	 about	 Elizabeth	 –	 a	 silly	 and

really	 enjoyable	 sense	 of	 humour;	 great	 affection;	 and	 a	 supportive
thoughtfulness	that	is	harder	to	describe	but	was	incredibly	important	to	the	way
we	were	 able	 to	 spend	 our	 time	 together.	Did	we	 buy	 the	 Ledbury	 house	 too
early?	Yes.	But	we	were	planning	a	whole	new	life,	so	I’d	call	it	bad	timing,	not
bad	 thinking.	 It	 ended	up	costing	a	 lot	of	money,	which	was	annoying	but	not
worse	 than	 that.	 It’s	 the	same	with	 the	 ring,	 though	I	 think	 it’s	 time	 I	had	 that



back!	I’ll	always	care	about	her	and	would	be	 there	 if	she	needed	me.	We	had
something	very	special.	I	regret	none	of	it	and	now	have	a	special	friend	forever.
Who	knows	what	the	future	holds?	Maybe	the	romance	and	relationship	will	one
day	come	alive	again.

Regrets?	Come	to	Think	of	It,	I	Have	Had	a	Few

I’ve	often	wondered	about	 the	point	of	 regret:	 if	 something	 is	done,	 just	move
on.	My	mantras	are	 ‘Always	get	 too	 far	ahead	of	yourself’	 and	 ‘Always	 shoot
the	messenger’.	 But	while	working	 on	 this	 book,	 I’ve	 seen	 light	 through	 new
windows.	 There	 are	 choices	 I’ve	 made	 and	 actions	 I’ve	 taken	 that	 have	 both
embarrassed	and	let	down	other	people	–	my	children,	in	particular.	Those	things
I	regret.
Most	of	 them	have	concerned	women.	I’m	not	always	guilty	as	charged,	but

more	often	than	not	I’ve	been	to	blame	for	stories	that	have	become	public	and
caused	a	lot	of	pain.	I	often	feel	misrepresented,	especially	when	events	get	out
of	 hand	 and	 the	 accusation	 against	 me	 becomes	 national	 news.	 After	 all,	 I
haven’t	committed	crimes,	nothing	I’ve	done	is	illegal,	and,	in	my	view,	it’s	not
anyone	else’s	business	either.	Why	do	these	girls	want	to	tell	the	world	about	a
night	with	me?!	Because	 I’m	Shane	Warne,	 that’s	why,	and	 that	means	public
property.	When	 these	 stories	 have	 broken,	 it’s	 like	 I’ve	 been	 unfaithful	 to	 the
whole	of	Australia.	This	attitude	continued	long	after	I	was	divorced	and	leading
a	single	life.	On	the	basis	of	these	judgements,	I’ve	been	guilty	of	some	howlers.
Here’s	one	the	tabloids	particularly	liked.	Is	it	really	that	shocking?

Rewind,	Early	May	2006

Me	and	my	best	mate,	Aaron	Hamill,	 the	 footy	player,	 caught	 up	 for	 lunch	 in
Chapel	 Street,	 Melbourne	 on	 the	 day	 I	 was	 leaving	 for	 the	 county	 season	 in
England.	Walking	back	to	the	car,	we	stopped	outside	a	Playboy	shop	that	sold
all	the	gear,	underwear	included.	There	were	two	gorgeous	girls	inside,	so	in	we
went	 to	 have	 look	 around.	We	 had	 a	 giggle	 but	 with	 the	 flight	 looming	 that
evening	we	had	 to	move	on.	 I	 bought	 a	 three-pack	of	 the	Playboy	undies,	 the
ones	with	the	big	bunny-ear	logo	on	the	crotch.
A	few	days	later,	I	was	in	the	middle	of	a	home	match	for	Hampshire	against

Middlesex	and	there	hadn’t	been	a	lot	of	washing	done.	My	suitcase	still	hadn’t
been	unpacked	and	lying	on	the	top	of	a	pile	of	new	shirts,	pants,	ties	etc	were



the	 Playboy	 undies.	Needing	 some	 fresh	 jocks,	 I	 grabbed	 a	 pair,	 thinking	 this
would	give	 the	boys	a	 laugh.	 I	wore	 them	to	 the	ground,	changed	into	 training
kit,	then	playing	whites,	and	at	the	end	of	the	day	climbed	back	into	the	clothes	I
had	on	in	the	morning.	The	boys	loved	the	jocks.
That	 evening,	 the	physio,	Paddy	Farhart	 –	 ‘Jaws’,	we	 call	 him,	he’s	 a	 great

man	–	and	I	headed	out	to	La	Lupa	for	a	pizza.	About	nine	o’clock,	a	text	pinged
through:	‘You	should	be	here	with	me’.	 It	was	a	girl,	Coralie,	 I’d	known	for	a
while	 –	 10	 years	 to	 be	 precise	 –	with	 a	 group	 of	 London	mates.	 Immediately
following	on	 from	 the	 text,	 she	 sent	a	picture	of	her	kissing	a	girlfriend.	They
were	in	London,	I	was	in	Southampton.	I	texted	back,	saying	I’d	be	there	in	an
hour.
I	apologised	to	my	dinner	mate	–	‘Sorry,	Jaws,	I’ve	gotta	go	to	London	Town,

see	you	in	the	morning’	–	grabbed	a	bottle	of	vodka,	two	bottles	of	champagne
and	hit	the	road.
‘No	worries,	Jaws,’	as	he	called	me	too	(it	was	like	the	old	days	at	home	when

we	all	called	each	other	Harry!).	An	hour	and	a	half	later	I	rang	the	doorbell	and
Coralie	opened	up.
She	was	flying,	her	friend	too.	‘How	are	you,	babe?’	she	asked.
‘I’m	great	but	I	need	a	drink	to	catch	you	guys	up.’
‘This	is	Emma,’	she	said,	turning	up	the	music	and	lighting	a	cigarette.	Next

minute,	 they	 got	 up	 and	 started	 dancing	 with	 each	 other,	 very	 provocatively,
very	sexual,	kissing	each	other.
I	said,	‘Don’t	mind	me,	just	keep	going	–	I’m	quite	happy	just	sitting	here.’
I	sat	there	having	a	smoke	and	a	drink	as	they	started	to	take	off	their	clothes.

At	the	bras	and	knickers	point,	they	got	out	a	massive	inflatable	sex	toy	–	kind	of
drunken,	silly	stuff.	At	this	stage	you	have	to	understand	my	mindset.	I’d	known
this	girl	for	10	years,	never	done	anything	with	her,	just	known	her	as	a	friend.
She	was	with	a	friend,	they	were	both	pissed	and,	if	I’m	honest,	it	was	a	fun	kind
of	vibe.
Soon	enough,	 though,	 I	was	 joining	 in.	There	was	a	 lot	of	 laughter,	 another

drink,	and	one	thing	led	to	another.	I	started	kissing	them	both,	clothes	off,	and
then,	from	nowhere,	they	pulled	a	bed	out	of	the	wall!	Well,	we	just	went	for	it.
Around	2.30	am	–	 two	drinks	and	 two	girls	 later	–	 I	was	back	 in	 the	car	 to

Southampton.	I	was	fine	to	drive	and,	on	the	journey	back,	started	thinking	about
the	 next	 day’s	 play	 against	 Middlesex	 and	 how	 badly	 we	 needed	 to	 win	 it.
Because	I	figured	I’d	miss	the	alarm,	instead	of	going	home	I	went	straight	to	the
ground,	parked	in	my	spot,	put	the	seat	back	and	crashed.
It	felt	like	five	minutes	later	that	Paddy	banged	on	the	window.	‘G’day,	Jaws,

how	was	your	night?’	I	asked.



‘All	good,	Jaws	–	more	to	the	point,	how	was	yours?’
‘Late!’	I	said.
(I	 should	 explain	 this	 Jaws	 thing.	Paddy	 is	 an	Aussie	 and	when	he	 came	 to

Hampshire	 I	 said	 we’d	 signed	 the	 biggest	 fish	 in	 physio,	 so	 he	 said	 the	 club
already	owned	the	biggest	fish	in	cricket.	You	had	to	be	there!)
So	I	hit	the	shower,	had	a	shave	and	started	telling	Jaws	the	story	of	the	night.

Then	 I	had	a	dart,	a	chat	with	 the	 team	about	 the	day,	and	 five	hours	 later	we
were	back	on	the	piss.	We’d	won	inside	three	days,	and	I	knocked	seven	over,
my	best	return	for	Hampshire:	7/99.
Sometime	that	evening	I	had	a	call	from	a	number	I	didn’t	know.	I	left	it.	No

message.	Then	it	rang	again.	And	again.	Do	I?	Don’t	I?	I	do.
The	voice	at	the	other	end	sounded	kind	of	nervous:	‘Errr,	hello,	this	is	Andy

Coulson	–	I’m	the	editor	of	the	News	of	the	World.’	This	is	the	bloke	who	ended
up	as	the	Prime	Minister’s	offsider.	‘We	have	pictures	of	you	with	a	girl	called
Coralie	and	a	friend	of	hers.’
‘Mate,	plenty	of	people	pretend	they’re	me.	Fuck	off,’	I	said	and	I	hung	up.
He	rang	back	again.
‘We’re	going	 to	print	 the	 story,	 the	pictures	 are	good	quality	–	 it’s	 you,	 for

sure.	Is	there	anything	you’d	like	to	say?’
‘Mate,	I’ve	got	nothing	to	say	–	now	piss	off.’
‘How	 the	 hell?’	 I	 thought.	There	were	 just	 the	 three	 of	 us.	 I	 didn’t	 see	 any

camera,	didn’t	hear	any	motor	or	clicks.	Jeeesus.	I	called	Coralie.
‘Oh	my	God,’	she	said,	‘you	wouldn’t	believe	it,	my	friend	has	sold	the	story.

She	got	pictures	–	she	had	a	hidden	camera.’
I	said,	‘Tell	her	to	effing	well	stop.’
‘It’s	 too	 late,’	 she	 said.	 ‘She’s	 already	 sold	 the	 story	 to	 the	 News	 of	 the

World.’
Coralie	has	always	maintained	that	Emma	set	us	both	up.	She	did	a	good	job.

The	pictures	came	out	with	me	in	the	Playboy	undies,	so	a	lot	of	people	assumed
that	 ‘Warne	 the	Playboy’	poses	around	 in	Playboy	 jocks.	My	mistake,	 if	 that’s
what	it	is,	has	been	to	grow	into	a	larger-than-life	character,	this	guy	who	has	50
beers	at	the	bar,	bets	a	wad	at	the	tables,	celebrates	like	a	mad	dog,	and	all	those
sorts	of	things.
Honestly,	that’s	really	not	me,	not	deep	down.	I’m	a	pretty	simple	sort	of	guy,

who	has	worked	hard	to	reach	the	top	of	his	profession.	That’s	not	‘work’	like
nine-to-five	but,	as	I’ve	tried	to	explain,	bowling	makes	huge	demands	on	body
and	mind	and	means	you	live	with	a	lot	of	expectation	of	your	performance	and
behaviour.



I	 like	 to	go	out	and	have	some	fun	occasionally.	 I	 like	my	golf	and	poker.	 I
love	my	kids	and	folks	and	have	had	two	fantastic	women	in	my	life.	That’s	sort
of	 it.	 Of	 course,	 not	many	 see	 the	 real	me.	My	 inner	 circle,	 family	 and	 close
friends,	 see	 a	 very	 different	 person	 from	 the	 one	 that’s	 been	 portrayed	 to	 the
public.	It’s	like	two	different	people	are	out	there.
Anyway,	 the	evidence	 in	 the	News	of	 the	World	was	pretty	concrete.	Warne

guilty.	 ‘But	 of	what?’	 I	would	 plead	 in	 a	 courtroom.	Not	 that	my	 plea	would
matter.	‘Guilty’	is	the	end	of	the	story	in	the	media.
I’ve	always	struggled	 to	deal	with	 these	 tabloid	 stories.	What	 sort	of	person

hides	a	camera	and	then	sells	the	pictures?	As	I’ve	said,	I’m	not	a	criminal	–	a
murderer	 or	 drug-runner.	Yes,	 I’m	 into	women,	which	has	 cost	me	massively,
time	after	 time.	To	me,	only	a	pretty	sad	mind	goes	undercover	 to	make	a	few
bucks	out	of	 a	 friend	and	a	guy	 she’s	never	met	before.	Either	 that	or	Coralie
was	lying	and	she	set	the	whole	thing	up.	Then	it’s	even	worse.	Either	way,	in
general,	 I	 just	 don’t	 get	 it,	 never	 have.	 I	 know,	 it’s	 naive	 of	 me,	 but	 my
inclination	is	to	give	people	the	benefit	of	the	doubt.

The	Snape	Sessions

When	Elizabeth	and	I	decided	 to	pull	 the	 trigger	and	start	dating	seriously,	we
knew	the	outside	interest	in	our	relationship	would	be	challenging.	Our	feelings
for	each	other	were	very	strong	and	 I	know	 that,	 in	my	case,	 I’d	 found	what	 I
was	 looking	 for.	 But,	 as	 I	 said,	 it	 wasn’t	 always	 easy.	 My	 history	 was
everywhere	 and	 therefore	 hard	 to	 avoid.	 For	 example,	 I	 thought	 I’d	 lose
Elizabeth	 because	 of	 that	 innocent	 picture	 in	 the	 paper	 of	 me	 and	 an	 ex-
girlfriend.	 Thankfully,	 that	 wasn’t	 the	 case,	 and,	 as	 I’ve	 mentioned,	 after	 a
fraught	 period,	 Elizabeth	 and	 I	 sorted	 it	 out.	 From	 that	 incident,	 we	 came	 to
understand	each	other	better	and	our	bond	was	stronger	than	ever.
I’d	had	a	 scare,	 though,	 and	became	more	determined	 than	ever	not	 to	 stuff

things	up.	During	the	IPL,	I	had	come	to	enjoy	working	with	Jeremy	Snape,	the
sports	psychologist	Manoj	had	hired,	and,	I	have	to	say,	I	learnt	some	good	stuff
from	him.	Although	I’ve	never	been	one	for	shrinks,	I	trusted	Snapey,	both	as	a
friend	and	an	advisor.	He	didn’t	do	the	psychobabble	thing,	he	just	talked	good
sense	and	understood	what	made	me	tick.
So,	in	January	2011,	I	called	him	in	the	UK	and	said,	‘Snapper,	have	you	got

three	 days	 to	 spare	 this	 week?	 Because	 if	 so	 I’m	 booking	 myself	 a	 ticket	 to
London	and	taking	you	up	on	the	offer	of	some	time	on	your	couch.’
He	said,	‘Lock	it	in,	mate,	no	distractions,	just	us.	Let’s	do	it.’



I	booked	a	hotel	in	central	London	and	we	shut	the	door	to	the	outside	world.
It	was	an	intense	and	sometimes	brutal	experience.	Here’s	Snapper’s	recollection
of	a	period	that	reshaped	my	life.

It	was	an	interesting	call	to	get	out	of	the	blue.	I	had	a	lot	on	but	sensed	Warney	was	serious	about
needing	someone	to	bounce	things	off	and	help	if	they	could.	I	postponed	some	commitments	and
met	him	in	London	just	a	couple	of	days	later.	The	first	thing	was	to	encourage	him	to	stop	and	think,
so	I	mocked	up	some	TV	‘newsflash’	footage	of	a	plane	crash	in	which	he	was	killed	–	the	imagery
was	quite	shocking	–	and	then	I	asked	him	to	write	his	own	obituary.	In	other	words,	how	would	he
like	to	be	remembered?
I’d	run	similar	discussions	and	practical	examples	with	some	corporate	CEOs	that	had	worked

well,	and	I	hoped	it	would	make	him	recalibrate	the	way	he	went	about	aspects	of	his	life.	Warney
never	has	time	to	stop	and	think,	so	I	asked	him	to	consider	the	way	people	would	remember	him,	the
images	in	their	mind,	the	phrases	they’d	use	and	the	impact	he’d	made	on	them,	both	positive	and
negative.	He	didn’t	like	some	of	the	answers	he	gave	and	that	was	the	start	of	the	turnaround.
Warney’s	children	are	a	big	motivation	in	his	life	and	his	number	one	priority,	so	I	asked	him	to

imagine	their	memories	of	him.	They	were	at	a	critical	age	in	their	development	(this	was	2011,	don’t
forget),	so	they	still	needed	his	guidance	and	support.	The	outcome	was	that	if	he’d	died	at	that	time,
he	wouldn’t	be	remembered	by	them	in	the	way	he	wanted.	This	gave	us	a	chance	to	plan	a	rewrite	of
the	second	part	of	his	story,	the	post-cricket	story	–	his	legacy	to	those	he	loved.
As	another	reference	point,	I	asked	my	graphic	designer	to	create	an	image	of	Warney	aged	70	and

used	it	alongside	some	images	of	a	family	at	a	beautiful	beach	house.	It	was	meant	to	show	him	the
life	he’d	love,	surrounded	by	his	kids	and	grandkids.	This	was	an	ending	he	could	create	and	he	was
quickly	excited	by	the	fact	that	its	potential	was	in	his	own	hands.	The	challenge	was	that	he	would
need	to	be	driven	by	different	motivations	from	those	that	fuelled	the	success	of	his	earlier	career.
This	called	for	renewed	focus	on	relationships,	trust,	stability	and	helping	others,	as	opposed	to	the
drive	and	relentless	urge	to	prove	people	wrong	that	had	motivated	him	previously.
He	started	to	construct	a	set	of	goals	and	plans	about	his	key	relationships,	his	health,	his	career	–

his	long-term	success	and	happiness.	Thinking	about	your	life	aged	70	gives	you	a	different
perspective,	away	from	the	hustle	and	bustle	of	next	week’s	or	next	month’s	commitments.	Most	of
us	focus	on	the	day-to-day	stuff,	but	he	was	able	to	make	bolder	choices	in	the	search	for	this	new
dream	that	he	believed	strongly	could	become	reality.
He	started	to	prioritise	his	fitness,	sleep,	diet,	his	Foundation	too,	and	to	spend	more	quality	time

with	his	family	and	close	friends.	It	was	like	he’d	realised	that	he	could	be	in	control	of	his	life	again,
rather	than	being	thrown	from	commercial	commitment	to	official	function	to	airport	to	hotel	and	to
cricket	ground	every	minute	of	every	day	of	every	year.	He	started	to	create	better	long-term	choices
that	gave	him	a	routine,	within	an	environment	that	allowed	greater	happiness.
Generally	in	these	situations,	the	new	choices	we	make	lead	us	to	better	perspectives	and	from

them	we	can	grow	again.	For	example,	when	we	decide	to	drink	less,	we	find	we	eat	better,	sleep
better	and	then	our	relationships	are	less	tense	etc,	because	we	are	well	rested	and	thinking	more
fairly	and	more	clearly.
From	my	side	–	Warney	is	one	of	the	most	creative,	ambitious	and	single-minded	people	I	know.

At	the	exact	moment	when	he	called	me,	I	could	sense	that	his	greatest	strengths	were	pointing	in	the
wrong	direction,	so	we	set	about	getting	them	lined	up	straight	again.	It	was	like	a	weight	lifting	off
his	shoulders	and	the	way	he	changed	his	life	in	the	months	ahead	was	a	joy	to	see.	Suddenly,	he	was
channelling	those	strengths	and	able	to	create	the	life	he	wanted,	rather	than	risk	ruining	the	one	he
had.	It’s	an	enormous	credit	to	him	that	he	did	change	–	not	just	physically	either,	though	that
turnaround	was	amazing,	but	mentally	too	–	and	went	on	to	have	a	happy	time	with	Elizabeth	and	to
make	his	children	proud.



Wow,	great	job,	Snapper.	The	bottom	line	was	that	when	I	was	18	years	of	age
and	told	I	wasn’t	good	enough	to	play	Aussie	Rules	football	at	the	highest	level,
I	was	heartbroken.	I’d	used	that	as	my	motivation	to	be	good	enough	in	whatever
field	 came	 next,	 which	 happened	 to	 be	 cricket.	 Snapey	 explained	 that	 the
motivations	we	had	as	a	youngster	aren’t	always	useful	when	we	get	older,	and
that	it’s	better	to	think	about	what	we	want	to	achieve	in	our	time	left.
This	 was	 a	 different	 perspective	 and	 I	 thought	 about	 the	 kind	 of	 father,

brother,	 son	 and	 friend	 I	 wanted	 to	 be.	 We	 came	 up	 with	 plans	 for	 fitness,
business	 ambitions	 and	 my	 relationship	 –	 all	 of	 which	 became	 routine.	 I’ll
always	be	very	 thankful	 for	Snapey’s	 time	and	effort	 in	helping	me	 find	some
peace	of	mind	and	improvement	as	a	person.
Thinking	about	this	now,	aged	49,	I	know	that	I’ve	had	enough	drama.	I	don’t

actually	 like	 drama,	 not	 off	 the	 field	 anyway.	 People	 think	 I	manipulate	 it	 for
self-promotion	 in	my	 private	 life.	 They’re	 wrong,	 I	 hate	 it.	 A	moment	 ago,	 I
mentioned	 those	mantras	 of	mine.	Well,	 the	 bit	 about	 always	getting	 ahead	of
yourself	kind	of	explains	that	I	act	on	impulse	and	let	the	thinking	happen	later,
if	at	all.	For	most	of	my	life	I	didn’t	really	consider	consequences,	but	as	a	father
of	three	grown-up	children	–	21,	19	and	17	–	I	sure	have	to	now,	otherwise	their
maturity	will	go	past	mine.
I	 probably	 share	 too	much	 that	 I	 see	 as	 funny	 about	myself,	 with	 people	 I

consider	mates.	They	then	sort	of	live	their	life	through	me,	but	that	means	they
talk	and	so	the	stories	become	embellished,	which	is	not	a	good	thing.	What	I’m
actually	 doing	 is	 sharing	 my	 experiences	 with	 a	 sense	 of	 humour	 about	 the
situations	I	find	myself	in.	These	get	distorted	and,	understandably,	people	close
to	me	then	wonder	why	I	open	myself	up	in	such	a	public	way.	So	I’m	going	to
keep	things	to	myself	a	lot	more	and	live	less	of	my	life	on	the	edge.	I’m	going
to	try	to	show	the	real	me.
The	truth	is	that	I	want	to	share	a	life	with	a	wonderful	woman,	not	be	a	lonely

old	bastard	turning	up	on	news	bulletins	here	and	there.	The	more	I	think	back	to
my	time	with	Elizabeth,	the	more	I	reflect	on	how	rewarding	a	good	relationship
can	be	–	the	best	thing	you	can	have	in	your	life	really.
People	 don’t	want	 to	 read	 about	 the	 crap	Shane	Warne	gets	 up	 to.	Whether

most	of	it	is	true	or	not,	the	one	sure	thing	is	that	I’ve	put	myself	in	a	situation
where	 I’ve	 given	 it	 the	 chance	 to	 be	 true.	 That	 is	 just	 plain	 stupid.	 So,	 not
anymore.	I	don’t	want	to	be	reading	about	Shane	Warne	in	the	wrong	part	of	the
paper.	Honestly,	who	does?
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The	Great	Gigs	at	Nine,	Sky	and	Star	(Meantime
…	Get	Me	Outta	Here!)

Nine

MY	JOURNEY	WITH	Channel	Nine	began	soon	after	the	Ashes	tour	of	1993.	It	was
Kerry	Packer’s	idea	to	sign	me	as	a	personality	for	the	network	and	I’m	forever
grateful	 to	him.	Earlier	 this	year,	Nine’s	40-year	hold	on	the	cricket	rights	was
broken	by	Cricket	Australia’s	new	deal	with	Fox	and	Channel	Seven.	I’d	never
have	left	Nine	but	cricket	is	in	my	blood	and	I	love	commentating	so	much	that
there	was	 no	 option.	 Fox	were	 very	 enthusiastic	 about	 continuing	where	we’d
left	off	after	my	brief	appearances	as	a	player	in	the	early	days	of	the	Big	Bash.
Kerry	would	 understand,	 I’m	 sure	 of	 that.	Throughout	 the	 years	when	Nine

had	the	rights,	he	liked	to	have	a	couple	of	key	Australian	players	in	his	stable
and,	 back	 in	 1993,	 he	 said	 they’d	 be	 looking	 to	 have	 me	 on	 air	 as	 often	 as
possible.	I	got	a	thousand	bucks	a	week	and	my	mobile-phone	bill	paid.	It	was
like	a	retainer	fee.	I	was	very	flattered.	For	about	24	hours,	that	is.
I	signed	the	contract	one	Friday	evening	and	on	the	Sunday	night	had	a	phone

call	 from	 a	 producer	 saying	 that	 their	 sports	 presenter	 Dermott	 Brereton	 was
crook	and	they’d	like	me	to	read	the	sports	news	on	the	Ernie	and	Denise	show	–
that’s	Aussie	showbiz	legends	Ernie	Sigley	and	Denise	Drysdale.
I	said,	‘Errr,	okay,	yeah	sure,	no	worries.’
They	said,	‘We	need	you	here	tomorrow	morning	at	5	am.’
I	was	like,	‘Oh,	5	am,	right.’
So	I	got	in	there	and	we	did	wardrobe,	make-up	and	all	that	sort	of	stuff.	Then

this	guy,	 the	producer,	 I	guess,	or	maybe	 the	floor	manager,	said,	 ‘We	need	 to
teach	you	a	bit	of	autocue.’
‘What’s	autocue?’	Remember,	I’m	just	a	kid	out	of	Bayside,	23	years	old	and

with	no	idea	about	television	production.



He	took	a	deep	breath	and	said,	‘Well,	it’s,	um	…	hmmm,	tell	you	what,	let’s
get	into	the	studio	and	give	it	a	go.’
So	I	sat	behind	a	desk,	three	cameras	pointing	at	me,	and	the	one	in	the	middle

with	a	monitor	above	the	lens.	On	the	monitor	my	script	was	slowly	rolling	over.
‘Read	at	your	own	pace,’	he	said,	‘but	try	not	to	look	like	you’re	reading.’
‘Errrr,	okay,	but	I	will	be	reading,’	I	thought.
Away	I	went.	‘Over	the	weekend,	we’ve	had	some	fantastic	tennis,	a	surprise

winner	at	the	golf	in	…’	But	I	was	reading	it.	Obviously	I	was.
He	 said,	 ‘No,	 no,	 stop	 for	 a	 sec.	We	 have	 to	 make	 it	 look	 like	 you’re	 not

reading	it.	Look	at	the	words,	turn	your	head	occasionally,	read,	pause,	read,	up
the	pace,	slow	the	pace,	read.’
Okay,	 so	 I	 tried	 that,	but	 just	kept	 stuffing	 it	up.	 It’s	harder	 than	 it	 looks.	 It

took	an	hour	before	I	got	the	hang	of	it.	Or	thought	I	did	…
So,	Ernie	 and	Denise	were	 live	 and	doing	 their	 thing	 –	 it	was	 a	 chat	 show,

with	a	bit	of	music.	I	was	sitting	in	the	chair	next	to	them	and,	on	a	cue,	Ernie
said,	 ‘We’ve	 got	 a	 special	 guest	 this	 morning.	 He’s	 just	 signed	 with	 us	 at
Channel	Nine,	and	he’s	a	fantastic	cricketer	as	we	saw	during	the	recent	Ashes
over	 in	 the	UK.	Yes,	 it’s	 a	wonderful	 time	 to	 be	 introducing	Shane	Warne	 to
bring	us	the	weekend’s	sporting	news.’
‘G’day,	Ernie.	G’day,	Denise.’
‘You’ve	got	the	sport	for	us,	Shane.	What’s	been	happening?’
‘Well,	 yeah,	 thanks	very	much,	guys.	 It	was	 another	big	weekend	 in	 tennis.

Mary	Price	had	a	great	win	at	…’
‘Do	you	mean	Mary	Pierce,	the	French	player?’
‘Errrr,	 yes,	 Pierce,	 ummm	…’	 Pause.	 ‘Ah,	 Mary	 Price,	 no	 Pierce,	 sorry!’

Gulp.	Two	lines	in,	the	panic	was	on	and	I	was	dying.
It’s	 true,	 I	 just	 stuffed	 the	whole	 thing	 up.	 In	 fact,	 all	 the	way	 through	my

segment,	 it	 never	 got	 any	 better.	 Hence	 I	 never	 did	 it	 again.	 But	 it	 was	 an
experience	–	my	first-ever	experience	of	live	TV	–	and,	looking	back	now,	quite
funny.
Cricket	commentary	was	a	different	 thing.	Kerry	detailed	a	super	guy	called

John	Murphy	to	guide	me,	and	we	watched	tapes	of	old	matches	and	listened	to
Richie,	Bill,	Tony	 and	Chappelli.	Not	 that	 I	 didn’t	 already	know	 the	 sound	of
them.	When	Jason	and	I	played	in	the	backyard,	the	volume	was	up	loud	enough
on	 the	 TV:	 ‘Here	 we	 go!’	 roared	 Greigy;	 ‘Got	 him,’	 screamed	 Bill,	 ‘yes,	 he
has!’;	‘Quite	brilliant,’	said	Richie.	They’d	all	go	off	in	their	different	ways	and,
from	there,	you	just	knew	it	was	summer.
I	 did	 my	 first-ever	 commentary	 for	 Channel	 Nine	 in	 1996,	 when	 I	 was

recovering	 after	 the	 first	 finger	 op.	 It	 was	 pretty	 daunting.	 The	 Test	 was	 in



Adelaide	and	I	just	sort	of	rocked	up	and	was	told	I	was	on	with	Tony.	I	had	an
earpiece	but	didn’t	know	where	to	plug	it	 in	or	have	any	idea	about	any	of	the
technology.	 I	 didn’t	 have	 the	 courage	 to	 ask,	 so	 I’d	 just	 sat	 in	 the	 chair	 being
interviewed	by	Greigy,	more	than	commentating	myself.	It	was	fun.	I’d	already
thought	 way	 back	 then	 that	 commentary	 could	 be	 a	 good	 way	 of	 staying
involved	in	the	game	and	giving	the	viewers	a	new	insight.
Kerry	 had	 a	 few	 things	 he	 pushed	 real	 hard:	 (a)	 take	 the	 viewers	 into	 the

middle	because	they’ll	never	get	the	opportunity	to	experience	what	it’s	like	out
there;	 (b)	don’t	 tell	 us	what	we	can	 see	–	we’re	not	dummies;	 tell	us	why	 it’s
happening;	(c)	don’t	alienate	people	by	assuming	they	know	the	game	like	you
do;	 like,	don’t	say	mid-off	and	not	explain	 it	because	 the	wife	might	be	sitting
there	with	the	husband	–	or	vice	versa!	–	and	have	no	idea	where	mid-off	is;	(d)
relate	to	children	in	any	way	you	can;	(e)	have	fun,	because	if	you	don’t,	neither
will	the	viewer.
I	sometimes	talk	a	bit	too	much	in	my	commentary,	but	I	like	to	think	my	skill

is	 to	 read	 the	play	 and	give	 the	viewer	 the	options	–	 the	 captain’s	 perspective
really.	 I	 like	 to	 educate,	 especially	 when	 it	 comes	 to	 wrist-spin,	 and	 I	 like	 to
entertain.
I	spent	a	lot	of	time	with	Kerry	and	Lloyd	Williams.	After	my	dad,	they’re	the

two	men	who’ve	helped	me	the	most	in	my	life.	Lloyd	has	so	many	strings	to	his
bow	and,	being	a	brilliant	entrepreneur,	 is	a	good	man	 to	have	 looking	out	 for
me	–	backing	me	in	ventures,	supporting	me	through	personal	issues	and	public
crises,	and	guiding	me	through	the	best	and	worst	of	my	own	daftest	ideas.	Kerry
was	great	on	getting	my	house	in	order	from	day	one	of	playing	for	Australia	–
the	right	tax	people	and	financial	advisors,	the	people	to	trust,	in	all	the	walks	of
life	 that	 suddenly	 hit	 you	 when	 a	 bit	 of	 fame	 and	 money	 comes	 your	 way.
‘Surround	yourself	with	good	people,	son,’	he	used	to	say.
They	both	loved	the	fact	I	had	a	punt.	Neither	of	them	were	allowed	to	gamble

at	Crown,	 their	 own	 casino,	 so	 they	 used	 to	 stand	 behind	me	 at	 the	 blackjack
table	watching	every	move.	Kerry,	 typically,	called	the	shots	and	one	night	we
had	a	big	argument	about	a	12	versus	a	two.
I	 said,	 ‘Depending	on	where	you’re	 sitting	at	 the	 table	 and	what	 cards	have

fallen	 there	previously,	you	get	a	sort	of	a	 feel	 that	sometimes	you	 take	a	card
and	sometimes	you	don’t.	It’s	instinctive.’
He	said,	‘That’s	wrong,	son.	Whatever	you	do	–	taking	a	card	or	not	taking	a

card	 –	 you	 keep	 doing	 it	 for	 the	whole	 night.	You	 never	 let	 instinct	 overtake
common	 sense.	 Stick	 to	 the	 book,’	 he	 kept	 saying,	 ‘and	 you	 won’t	 upset	 the
cards.’



I	spent	many	a	day	with	Kerry	in	Sydney,	at	his	main	house	in	Bellevue	Hill,
and	 also	 with	 James	 out	 at	 their	 amazing	 Ellerston	 estate,	 where	 I	 once	 took
Elizabeth	and	the	kids	for	a	memorable	New	Year’s	Eve	–	beautiful	for	us,	go-
karting	for	the	kids!	They	were	special	times.	I	was	so	lucky	to	be	thought	of	as
a	friend	by	the	Packer	family.
I	got	to	know	James	and	his	best	mate,	David	Gyngell,	really	well.	They	were

like	brothers.	We	were	the	same	sort	of	age	and	the	three	of	us	hung	out	together
a	lot.	James	is	a	very	clever	guy,	but	 living	in	Kerry’s	shadow	wasn’t	easy	for
him.	He	 stepped	up	when	Kerry	 so	 sadly	 passed	 away	 at	 the	 end	of	 2005.	Of
course,	 there	 was	 only	 one	 Kerry	 Packer.	 He	 had	 this	 massive	 personality,
dominating	 everyone	 and	 everything	 around	 him.	 He	 could	 be	 scary	 –	 brutal
even,	if	you	were	on	the	wrong	side	of	him	–	but	to	those	he	liked	he	was	warm,
generous	and	surprisingly	charming.
If	I	was	picking	out	one	thing	that	touched	me	the	most,	it	would	be	his	super

loyalty	and	an	unwavering	level	of	support	through	thick	and	thin.	That,	and	his
brilliant	sense	of	humour.	After	his	memorial	service	in	Sydney,	I	stood	on	the
steps	 of	 the	Opera	House	with	 Ian	Wooldridge,	 the	 great	 British	 sportswriter,
who	loved	Kerry	every	bit	as	much	as	any	Australian.	I	lit	a	cigarette	and	said,
‘Bloody	marvellous	service.’	He	lit	one	too	and	added,	‘For	a	bloody	marvellous
man.’
James	had	a	lot	to	live	up	to	and,	sensibly,	focused	on	hotels,	casinos	and	the

other	 stuff	 that	 interested	 him.	 TV	 wasn’t	 his	 thing	 in	 the	 way	 it	 had	 been
Kerry’s.	When	he	finally	took	over	the	empire,	he	made	an	amazing	job	of	it,	but
in	 different	 ways	 to	 his	 old	man.	 It	 can’t	 have	 been	 easy	 but	 he	 has	 become
hugely	successful	in	his	own	right	and,	I’m	sure,	would	have	made	his	dad	very
proud.
Gyng	 is	 a	great	TV	guy,	 really	 smart.	He	 took	over	 the	Nine	Network	very

young	–	still	in	his	30s,	as	I	remember	–	and	clashed	a	bit	with	an	ageing	Kerry
at	 that	 time.	When	 he	 came	 back	 after	 Sam	 Chisholm’s	 second	 run	 at	 being
CEO,	he	did	a	great	job	getting	the	business	back	on	track	and	saving	the	cricket
from	going	elsewhere.	Gyng	has	a	positive	energy	that	flows	through	everyone
around	him.	If	he’d	been	at	the	helm	in	2018,	no	way	would	Nine	have	lost	the
cricket	rights.
Gyng	was	right	behind	Warnie,	my	show	on	Nine	that	didn’t	turn	out	the	way

I	hoped.	My	idea	was	for	a	half-hour	interview	show	across	a	desk	–	22	minutes
of	TV,	 eight	minutes	of	 ads.	The	producers	 turned	 it	 into	 an	hour-long	prime-
time	Thursday	 night	 show	with	 a	whole	 lot	 of	 other	 off-beat	 stuff	 going	 on	 –
like,	 say,	 a	pre-recorded	 segment	of	Merv	Hughes	with	 the	Barmy	Army.	The
show	 wasn’t	 much	 good,	 but	 people	 did	 seem	 to	 like	 my	 interviews.	 I’m	 no



journo,	or	current-affairs	guy,	nor	am	I	a	full-time	interviewer.	I’m	a	sportsman
with	interests	outside	cricket	–	music	and	cars	among	them	–	and	my	idea	was	to
chat	to	a	few	big	names	that	I	knew	well	and	try	to	bring	out	their	relaxed,	social
side.
I	accept	that	me	doing	the	product-placement	reads	just	didn’t	work,	but,	as	I

say,	 the	 interviews	 were	 fine:	 Sting,	 Chris	 Martin,	 Dannii	 Minogue,	 Susan
Boyle,	Jeremy	Clarkson	and	James	Packer	–	all	of	them	happy	to	chat	in	a	more
relaxed	style	than	usual.	The	problem	was	that	they	were	cut	so	short	the	show
never	did	them	justice.	I	mean,	I	did	an	hour	and	20	with	Pack,	his	first	interview
in	20	years,	 and	 the	 show	had	nine	minutes	of	 it!	Ah	well,	 an	 experience	 that
ended	up	being	a	disappointment,	though	all	those	people	I	interviewed	said	they
enjoyed	our	chat.
After	 Gyng	 retired	 in	 2015,	 Nine	 saw	 cricket	 as	 business	 and	 took	 all	 the

emotion	out	of	their	thinking	when	it	came	to	negotiating	the	new	deal.	It’s	too
early	to	judge,	but	I	think	Cricket	Australia	might	one	day	see	their	decision	to
ignore	 Nine’s	 bid	 as	 a	 mistake.	 Nine	 gave	 cricket	 a	 home	 for	 40	 hugely
successful	years	and	provided	the	money	that	allowed	a	beautiful	and	traditional
game	to	move	into	the	modern	age.	Now	the	same	game	settles	into	a	new	home,
hoping	that	the	viewers	move	in	with	them	too.	Good	luck	to	Fox	and	to	Channel
Seven	–	they’re	big	shoes	to	fill.

The	Sky	and	Star

Nine	didn’t	have	the	rights	to	the	Ashes	in	England	in	2009,	which	was	when	I
was	first	asked	to	work	for	Sky.	It	was	interesting	walking	into	that	commentary
box,	which,	of	course,	was	based	on	English	ideas	and	thinking,	not	Australian.	I
knew	 Ian	Botham	 very	well,	David	Lloyd	 and	 Ian	Ward	 a	 bit	 and,	 of	 course,
Nasser	 Hussain	 and	 Michael	 Atherton	 as	 opponents	 that	 we	 hammered	 more
often	than	not.	I	hadn’t	come	across	David	Gower	or	Michael	Holding	much.
The	English	philosophies	are	different	from	ours,	for	sure.	I	was	fascinated	to

hear	how	these	guys	felt	about	cricket	on	and	off	the	field,	as	I	had	been	when
travelling	 around	 India	 with	 the	 other	 IPL	 captains.	 In	 general,	 I’d	 say
Australians	 see	 the	 game	 aggressively,	 whereas	 the	 English	 still	 have	 a	 love
affair	 with	 village	 greens	 and	 country	 houses	 –	 though	 not	 in	 the	 leagues	 up
north,	 to	 be	 fair,	 where	 cricket’s	 relationship	with	working-class	 communities
can	still	be	found.	Australians	don’t	really	do	that	social	cricket	thing	at	all;	it’s
full-on	play	to	win	from	early	schooldays	and	never	wavers	much	from	that.	The



pathway	from	school	to	the	top	is	complicated	in	England,	but	in	Oz	it’s	simple
–	school;	grade,	or	club,	cricket;	Sheffield	Shield	and	the	national	team.
Anyway,	 back	 to	 the	 commentary	 box.	 Sky	 doesn’t	 break	 for	 an	 ad	 every

over,	 so	 there’s	 much	 more	 on-air	 discussion	 and	 debate	 between	 the
commentators.	This	gives	a	better	opportunity	to	explain	the	nuances	and	listen
to	 everyone’s	 take	 on	 situations	 we	 might	 not	 necessarily	 agree	 about.	 The
production	values	are	good	and	there’s	a	lot	of	air	time	to	fill,	so	the	guys	can	go
to	town	on	content.
Everyone	 always	 thought	 of	 Channel	 Nine	 as	 the	 best,	 but	 the	 money

available	from	satellite	television	changed	that.	I	think	Sky’s	coverage	is	hard	to
beat	 right	now	and,	given	 the	new	billion-pound	deal	 that	 runs	until	2024,	and
the	 likely	 spending	 power	 on	 production	 that	 comes	with	 it,	 it	 might	 hold	 its
position	at	the	top	for	a	long	time	yet.	I’ve	had	nine	happy	summers	with	Sky.
It’s	 a	great	 company	 to	work	 for,	 and	 though	 I’m	now	out	of	 contract,	 it’ll	be
interesting	to	see	how	things	pan	out	going	forward.
I	 signed	 with	 Star	 Sports	 in	 India	 for	 the	 England	 tour	 of	 2012/13.	 Kevin

Pietersen	and	Alastair	Cook	both	got	great	hundreds.	Graeme	Swann	and	Monty
Panesar	 bowled	 out	 of	 their	 skin	 and	 England	 won	 over	 there,	 a	 great
achievement.	 There	were	 good	 days	 and	 bad	 –	 I	was	 in	Mumbai	 for	 Sachin’s
200th	 Test,	 watched	 the	 Australian	 team	 getting	 hammered	 first-hand	 on	 two
different	 tours,	 and	 saw	 the	 silly	 Homework-gate	 saga	 embarrass	 Australian
cricket	in	general.
Star’s	production	is	both	amazing	and	chaotic	at	 the	same	time;	pretty	much

like	 India,	 come	 to	 think	of	 it.	Everything	 is	 fixed	only	 at	 the	 last	minute	 and
then	works	 surprisingly	well.	 It’s	 great	 fun	 being	with	 guys	 like	Ravi	 Shastri,
Laxman	Sivaramakrishnan,	Sanjay	Manjrekar	 and	Sunny	Gavaskar.	Again,	 the
different	philosophy	thing	stands	out,	but	also,	just	in	general	conversation,	it’s
interesting	 to	hear	how	these	guys	 think	about	everything	from	commentary	 to
playing	against	Australia	back	in	the	day.	What	we	all	said	about	each	other	at
team	meetings	gets	us	 laughing	 the	 loudest	and	 is	proof	 that	you	don’t	always
see	yourself	as	others	do.
I	think	Ravi	is	a	great	commentator	and	I	love	the	way	he	says,	‘Bowled	him!’

Love	it.	I	sort	of	say	it	to	myself	quite	a	lot,	and	then	on	air,	when	I’m	the	lead
commentator,	 I’m	still	 trying	 to	 incorporate	Ravi’s	gruff,	 rasping	 tone	 into	my
way	of	calling	an	exciting	moment.
I’ve	always	loved	the	Indians	and	their	passion	for	the	game.	Everyone	from

exec	producers	 to	 cameramen	 and	 runners,	 they’re	 all	 so	 lovely	 and	generous.
They	say	things	like,	‘Oh,	I	remember	the	first	time	you	came	over,	sir,	you	are
my	favourite	cricketer.’	Come	to	think	of	it,	maybe	they	say	that	to	everyone!	I



don’t	do	much	for	Star	–	20	days	max	a	year	in	total	–	but	it’s	really	fun.	I	like
the	innovation	and	the	optimism.	Oh,	and	the	dugout	for	the	players,	with	the	TV
interaction,	was	an	outstanding	idea.	Good	job,	guys.

I’m	a	Celebrity,	Get	Me	Out	of	Here

I’d	been	asked	a	few	times	to	do	the	British	version	of	the	show,	but	didn’t	fancy
it.	I	was	asked	onto	the	British	Big	Brother	too.	In	Australia	they	tried	to	get	me
to	do	Dancing	with	the	Stars.	All	noes.	With	due	respect,	I	thought	these	shows
were	for	wannabes	and	washed-ups.
The	Australian	I’m	a	Celebrity	rang	the	first	year	–	2014	–	but	I	scared	them

off	with	a	figure	of	two	million	bucks	or	nothing.	They	said,	‘That’s	our	budget
for	everyone,’	so	there	was	no	deal.	I	watched	that	first	series	and	quite	liked	it,
and	 I	 got	 tempted	 by	 the	 chance	 to	 portray	myself	 in	 an	 environment	 outside
cricket.	 Then	 the	 reality	 of	 six	 weeks	 in	 the	 jungle	 with	 no	 contact	 with	 the
outside	world	kicked	in.	No	chats	to	the	kids	–	no	way!	So	I	binned	the	thought.
However,	the	following	year,	Brendan	Fevola,	the	AFL	footballer,	was	over	at

my	 place	 one	 night	 and	 said	 he	 was	 doing	 the	 show.	 He	 asked	 if	 he	 could
represent	 the	 Shane	 Warne	 Foundation	 while	 he	 was	 on.	 That	 really	 got	 me
thinking.	There’d	be	 a	 guy	 in	 there	who	 I	 know;	 I’d	have	 the	 chance	 to	 show
Australia	 there’s	 more	 to	 me	 than	 people	 think;	 and	 two	 million	 is	 serious
money,	so	my	charity	could	benefit	massively.	The	question	was:	could	we	get
them	to	pay	that	figure?
I	 called	 James	 Erskine,	 my	 manager,	 who	 said	 he	 knew	 the	 main	 guy	 at

Channel	 10	 and	 would	 speak	 to	 him	 again,	 which	 he	 did.	 Bingo!	 Next	 day,
James	 rang	 to	 say	we’ve	 got	 the	 $2	million!	Oh	 shit!	When	 you	 throw	 a	 big
number	out	there,	you’re	not	really	expecting	to	get	it;	but	now	…
So	 I	 asked	 the	 kids.	 ‘Oh	 Dad,	 you’ve	 got	 to	 do	 it,’	 they	 said.	 ‘You’d	 be

awesome.	It’s	a	great	show	–	we	love	it	and	everyone	will	see	the	real	you.’
‘Right,	 the	kids	 are	 the	deal-breaker,’	 I	 thought,	 so	 I	 rang	 James	back.	 ‘I’m

in,’	I	said.
When	the	Big	Bash	launched	in	mid-December,	Channel	10	were	relentlessly

promoting	I’m	a	Celebrity	every	night,	saying	they	had	a	pop	star,	an	AFL	Hall
of	 Famer,	 an	 actress,	 a	 cricketer	 –	 and	 everyone	 thought	 it’d	 be	 Andrew
Symonds,	until	someone	on	TV,	maybe	one	of	the	Big	Bash	commentators,	said
out	of	nowhere,	‘I’ll	bet	it’s	Shane	Warne.’
Ricky	Ponting	sent	a	text,	‘Is	it	you,’	and	I	replied	that	no	way	had	I	signed	to

do	the	show.	It	was	my	way	of	not	lying.	I	hadn’t	signed	–	I	had	only	agreed.	I



didn’t	 sign	 till	 I	was	off	 the	 radar,	on	 the	edge	of	 the	Kruger	National	Park	 in
South	Africa.
I	stayed	in	a	hotel	for	a	night	–	I	was	sort	of	held	back	for	the	first	24	hours	of

the	show	–	and	was	then	moved	in	a	private	plane	to	the	bush.	I	was	asking	all
the	 producers	 who’s	 in	 –	 ‘Come	 on,	 tell	 me’	 –	 but	 everyone	 was	 sworn	 to
secrecy.	They	put	me	in	a	box,	left	me	at	the	camp	and	disappeared.
After	an	hour	the	other	contestants	came	back	to	camp,	having	heard	a	rumour

that	Warney	was	the	last	man	in.	They	kind	of	circled	the	box	and	took	a	while
to	open	it.	When	they	did,	out	popped	Warney,	me	thinking,	‘What	the	hell	am	I
doing	here?!’	And	they	were	probably	thinking	much	the	same!
And	 Brendan	 Fevola	 was,	 like,	 ‘You	 bastard,	 what	 the	 hell	 are	 you	 doing

here?!’
James	negotiated	me	leeway	on	three	things.	One	was	smoking.	I	could	smoke

but	had	to	follow	the	process	of	being	about	a	hundred	yards	from	the	camp	with
a	security	guard	accompanying	me.	After	a	few	days,	some	of	the	others	smelt
the	 cigarettes	 on	me	 and	 there	wasn’t	much	 the	 producers	 could	 do	when	 the
smokers	among	them	insisted	on	coming	along	for	a	dart	as	well.
The	 next	 was	 my	 hair.	 It	 has	 to	 be	 redone	 by	 Advanced	 Hair	 every	 three

weeks,	so	the	company	flew	out	to	the	bush	midway	through	the	filming	of	the
program.	 It	was	 a	 simple	 enough	 strand-by-strand	process	 to	 the	 crown	of	my
head	 and	 took	 no	 more	 than	 45	 minutes.	 So,	 at	 5	 am	 on	 the	 third	 Saturday
morning,	before	anyone	else	woke	up,	 a	couple	of	 the	production	people	 from
the	show	came	and	grabbed	me.	First	they	blindfolded	me,	then	led	me	to	a	car
and	drove	me	to	a	house	where	the	hairdresser	fixed	me	up.	I	was	back	by	6.30
am	and,	at	exactly	the	time	everyone	else	was	getting	up,	I	wandered	into	camp
as	if	I’d	just	been	to	the	dunny.	It	was	quite	a	cool	experience,	and	certainly	kept
the	Advanced	Hair	people	sweet.
My	‘bed’	buddy	was	Havana	Brown,	a	big	name	DJ	in	the	States	–	she’s	such

a	cool	girl	and	we’ve	become	really	good	friends.	Fevola	was	a	long-time	mate
anyway,	and	I	really	enjoyed	Anthony	Callea,	the	singer.	There	were	a	couple	of
people	I	didn’t	 like	–	Laurina	Fleure,	a	kind	of	 reality-show	specialist	and	 just
loopy	 to	 the	 point	 of	 being	 a	 pain	 in	 the	 arse.	 In	 fact,	 as	 the	 days	 passed	we
realised	she	was	not	to	be	trusted.
Then	there	was	Val	Lehman,	who	played	Bea	Smith	in	Prisoner,	which	was	a

massive	show	that	I	loved.	I	was	a	bit	of	a	fan	boy	with	her	until	I	got	to	see	how
she	 behaved	 in	 the	 camp.	 She	was	 bitter,	 basically,	 and	 in	 that	 small	 space	 it
came	over	too	strong.	She’s	not	a	bad	person	but	it	was	hard	out	there,	and	much
as	we	tried	to	make	her	life	easier,	her	stubbornness	drove	everyone	crazy	in	the
end.	I	felt	for	her	in	a	way	–	and	in	another	way	I	didn’t	feel	for	her	at	all.



The	 show	 ran	 for	 24	 hours	 continuously	 from	Monday	 to	 Thursday.	 Then
Friday	 and	 Saturday	 were	 days	 off	 and	 Sunday	 was	 the	 big	 one,	 the	 ratings
winner.	 Everything	 was	 exactly	 as	 you	 saw	 it	 on	 TV.	 The	 camp,
accommodation,	the	challenges,	all	the	general	restrictions	such	as	alcohol,	and
the	 food	 –	 strictly	 rationed	 beans	 and	 rice	 for	 the	 first	 two	 weeks	 only.	 The
reason	 for	 food	 rationing	was	 to	make	us	 so	 seriously	hungry	 that	we	became
agitated,	moody	and	edgy,	which	adds	to	the	show.	In	short,	when	you’re	hungry
it	doesn’t	take	long	to	piss	each	other	off.
I	was	 the	camp	captain	for	 the	first	 three	weeks	and	 then	 lost	a	split	vote	 to

continue	 in	 the	 job	 to	 the	 ex-rugby	 league	 star	 and	 media	 personality	 Paul
Harragon.	 Paul	 immediately	 had	me	 on	 dunny	 duty	 –	 yep,	 cleaning	 them.	 So
that’s	number	one	 and	number	 two	and	 the	 job	 required	 emptying	 the	buckets
after	 both	 and	 cleaning	 them	 out.	 Any	 time	 someone	 walked	 towards	 the
dunnies,	you	just	thought,	‘No,	please,	not	a	dump.’
Some	of	the	challenges	were	pretty	shocking	too.	First	up	for	me	was	the	field

of	maize.	 It	 doesn’t	 sound	much	 but	 just	 hang	 on	 a	minute.	 I	 chose	 Fev	 as	 a
partner.	‘Sorry,	mate,	I	don’t	know	the	rest	of	these	guys	yet,	but	I	know	you,	so
you	gotta	come	with	me.’
We	 walked	 for	 45	 minutes	 through	 the	 hills	 and	 were	 shown	 these	 two

perspex	coffin-like	boxes	that	were	upright	in	the	middle	of	the	maize	field.	The
challenge	was	simple	–	there	were	12	camp	members	and	the	longer	we	lasted	in
the	boxes,	 the	more	of	 them	got	 to	eat	 that	day.	Each	minute	was	equal	 to	one
person’s	tucker.	Last	for	12	minutes	and	everyone	eats.
They	began	by	pouring	 in	corn	right	up	 to	our	necks.	We	were	fixed	 in	real

tight	and	it	was	hard	to	breathe.	Fev	didn’t	seem	to	give	a	shit	–	he	was	up	for
everything,	 tough	 bastard.	 Whenever	 we	 went	 for	 a	 challenge,	 the	 added
pressure	was	not	 to	 let	 the	others	down.	To	ease	 this,	we	had	a	pact:	 if	 there’s
something	you	can’t	do	or	are	just	too	scared	to	do,	don’t	feel	you	have	to	do	it.
We	expected	everyone	to	try	but	not	to	suffer.	Fev	had	no	trouble	with	that;	in
fact,	he	was	ridiculously	gung-ho	about	everything.	Nearly	…
It	was	30	degrees	without	 a	 cloud	 in	 the	African	 sky.	We	were	 squeezed	 in

super-tight,	no	movement	at	all,	with	the	wall	of	a	perspex	box	centimetres	from
our	 face.	There	was	corn	up	 to	our	necks	and	we	were	choking	 from	 the	dust.
The	only	concessions	were	goggles	to	protect	our	eyes	and	a	small,	thin	cap-like
thing	on	our	head	so	 that	what	was	 to	come	didn’t	get	 stuck	 in	our	hair.	Then
they	said,	‘Right,	let’s	make	this	more	interesting.’
First,	 they	 tipped	 in	 bull	 ants,	 which	 nibble	 and	 bite	 at	 your	 ear	 and	 then

disappear	inside	it,	just	like	they	do	to	the	nose.	Then	cockroaches.	There	were



12	insects	in	total	and	they	kept	coming	fast.	Which	had	nothing	on	the	snakes.
Yep,	snakes	too.	Oh	my	God!
‘Fev,	are	you	okay?’	I	asked.
‘Jeeeesus!’
Snakes	changed	the	game.	Fev	wasn’t	quite	up	for	everything	after	all.
The	snakes	attached	themselves	to	our	necks,	sliding	around	as	we	squirmed

and	began	to	panic.	Twelve	minutes	took	a	long	time.	Longer	than	12	minutes,
for	sure.	But	we	made	it.
Now	get	us	out!	This	 took	some	time.	They	had	to	suck	out	all	 the	corn	and

then,	 once	we	were	 out,	 they	 had	 to	 apply	 tweezers	 to	 remove	 the	 bugs	 from
parts	of	the	body	I	didn’t	know	I	had.	Look,	in	general	I’m	alright	with	snakes,
so	 it	was	doable.	Spiders	are	my	killer.	 I’ve	got	a	phobia	–	 I’m	past	 scared	of
spiders.
We	returned	 to	 the	group,	 told	 them	our	story	and	 that	12	meals,	 if	you	call

them	that,	were	on	the	way.	Then,	stinking,	I	headed	for	the	shower.	Shower	on,
cameras	on,	clothes	off,	just	go	for	it.	Some	of	the	contestants	wouldn’t	shower
with	the	cameras	on	them.	I	was	past	caring	and	within	20	minutes	was	crashed
out	in	bed	–	if	you	call	it	that.
I	could	go	on	forever.	Of	all	the	challenges,	the	ones	with	insects	and	reptiles

were	the	worst,	especially	when	they	were	food.	Errr	…	except	for	the	century
egg.	That	was	bad.
They’d	taken	the	shell	off	this	100-year-old	egg.	It	was	raw	and	was	black	in

colour.	You	only	won	the	challenge	if	you	ate	it	without	throwing	up,	so	I	wasn’t
favourite.
I	thought,	‘If	I	put	it	all	in	my	mouth	at	once,	should	I	chew	or	swallow?’
The	trouble	was	that	as	soon	as	I	picked	it	up	and	lifted	it	 to	my	mouth,	 the

stench	overrode	any	plan.	Ohhhhh	my	God,	it	stunk!
So	 I	 said,	 ‘Right,	 ready,	 yep;	 go,	 mate,	 go.’	 And	 in	 it	 went.	 I	 physically

couldn’t	swallow	the	thing,	so	I	chewed.	It	was	so	bad.	I	gagged	internally,	up
into	my	 throat,	 but	 swallowed	 it	 back.	 The	 process	 took	 ages	 but,	 bit	 by	 bit,
runny	little	globules	of	century	egg	slithered	down	my	throat.	I	don’t	know	how
long	it	took	–	five,	six,	seven	minutes?	–	but	I	didn’t	throw	up.	Good	effort.
We	 ate	 rats,	 fish	 offal,	 cockroaches,	 frogs,	 and	 we	 drank	 cow’s	 blood	 and

antelope	blood.	I	completed	challenges	where,	with	hands	tied	behind	my	back,	I
put	my	head	into	boxes	of	rats,	snakes	and	lizards,	amongst	other	things,	to	get	a
key	out	with	my	mouth	that	would	open	the	door	to	a	reward	for	the	team.
I	was	the	guinea	pig,	the	go-to	for	challenges.	I	know	why.	Either	the	public

voted	to	see	how	I’d	cope	or	the	network	thought	I’d	better	earn	that	money.



I	 snapped	 just	 once,	 after	 another	 vote	 for	 me	 to	 do	 something	 disgusting.
(This	was	the	day	after	an	anaconda,	which	was	in	a	box	we	had	to	extract	a	key
from,	 bit	 my	 forehead	 and	 the	 medics	 came	 rushing	 in	 with	 a	 serum,	 which
wasn’t	needed,	thank	God.)	I’d	had	a	gutful,	simple	as	that.	I	think	they	bleeped
out	 most	 of	 a	 few	 paragraphs	 of	 swearing	 about	 the	 whole	 bloody	 thing.	 It
sounded	like	I	was	at	breaking	point,	but	it	turned	out	I	wasn’t	–	I	just	had	a	few
things	to	get	out	of	my	system.
That	hissy	fit	of	mine	became	the	inspiration	for	a	trick	the	producers	wanted

to	play	on	Brendan	Fevola.	The	idea	was	that	I	was	truly	over	it	and	planned	to
leave	–	the	call	if	anyone	wanted	out	was,	of	course,	‘I’m	a	celebrity,	get	me	out
of	here!’	–	and	that	Fev	was	detailed	to	talk	me	into	staying.	He	got	into	a	real
state	about	it,	confiding	in	the	others	that	he	thought	I	was	serious	this	time.
Initially,	the	others	were	in	the	dark	too	but	the	more	emotional	Fev	became,

the	more	most	 of	 them	worked	 out	what	was	 going	 on.	His	 heart	 sank	when,
after	 a	 couple	 of	 days	 of	 pleading	with	me	 to	 stay,	 I	 told	 him	 that	 nothing	 –
nothing	on	earth	–	could	change	my	mind,	not	even	him.	Then	I	went	off	to	pack
my	bags.
‘Don’t	go,	mate,	you	can’t	give	in	now.	You	can’t.’
‘I	can,	mate,	that’s	it,	I’m	out.	Thanks	very	much,	everyone,	I’m	going.	I’m	a

celebrity,	get	me	out	of	here.’	And	I	walked	over	the	bridge	and	disappeared.
Fev	was,	like,	‘I	couldn’t	convince	him	to	stay	–	oh	my	God,	we’re	going	to

miss	him	in	here.’
Ten	minutes	later	I	walked	back	into	camp,	gave	Fev	a	huge	hug	and	said,	‘I

love	you,	mate,	I’m	not	going	anywhere.’
Everyone	 started	 laughing	 and	we	 all	 got	 a	 beer,	 because	 the	 challenge	 had

worked	so	well.	Then	we	sat	round	the	camp	with	Callea	singing.	It	was	a	good
vibe	and	much	needed	for	morale	at	that	stage	of	our	stay.
After	 40	 days	 living	 this	 weird	 existence,	 and	 with	 only	 five	 contestants

remaining,	they	told	us	about	a	challenge	that	had	chocolate	and	ice-cream	as	the
reward.	 The	 challenge	 was	 to	 hold	 a	 spider	 in	 your	 hand	 for	 30	 seconds:	 ‘A
South	 African	 baboon	 spider,	 a	 highly	 venomous	 species	 of	 tarantula.’	 This
thing	eats	birds,	for	Christ’s	sake.
I	repeat,	I	have	a	phobia	about	spiders.	For	people	out	there	who	don’t	know

what	 a	 phobia	 is,	 it’s	 as	 good	 as	 thinking	 you’re	 going	 to	 die.	 If	 you	 have	 a
phobia,	you	 just	 can’t	get	 in	 the	vicinity	of	what	you	have	 to	do,	because	you
have	no	control	over	your	body	or	mind.	It	is	truly	frightening.
In	the	build-up	to	the	challenge,	my	body	started	to	shake	as	sweat	gathered

around	my	 head,	 chest,	 arms	 and	 legs	 –	 everywhere.	 The	 spider	 was	 brought
onto	the	set.	It	was	hairy,	and	as	big	as	a	hand.	From	20	metres	away	I	watched



the	 other	 four	 have	 this	 thing	 placed	 in	 their	 palm	 for	 30	 seconds.	The	 spider
stayed	 dead	 still.	 It	was	 over	 in	 a	 flash,	 but	me,	well,	 I	 just	 couldn’t	 imagine
dealing	with	it.
My	 turn	 came.	 My	 hand	 was	 covered	 in	 sweat,	 my	 clothes	 drenched.	 The

bushranger	guy	didn’t	want	to	put	the	spider	on	my	hand	while	it	was	shaking.
I	said,	‘For	fuck’s	sake,	mate,	I’m	shitting	myself.	This	is	as	good	as	I	can	do.’
Fev	put	his	arm	around	me	and	said,	‘Think	of	your	kids.	Do	it	for	them,	mate

–	it’ll	be	over	before	you	know.’
He	 rubbed	 my	 back	 and	 shoulders	 and	 tried	 to	 calm	 me.	 This	 is	 all	 on

YouTube,	not	that	I	can	watch	it.
I	started	bawling	my	eyes	out.	The	spider	was	on	my	hand	now	and	everyone

was	 urging	 me	 on.	 I	 knew	 I	 had	 to	 complete	 just	 30	 seconds,	 but	 I	 was
overwhelmed	with	 fear,	panic,	 tears	and	even	prayers.	My	mind	felt	 separated,
my	body	detached.	These	moments	will	live	with	me	forever.
My	hand	steadied	a	little,	the	spider	was	placed	in	my	palm.	The	30	seconds

passed.	I	went	into	shock	and	curled	up,	burying	my	head	in	my	chest	and	crying
like	I	can’t	explain.	I	was	taken	to	the	medics,	and	the	psychologist	got	involved
too.	 I	was	 scared	–	 really	 scared	–	 even	 though	 I	 knew	 it	was	over	 and	 I	was
going	to	be	fine	soon	enough.
The	next	day	I	was	voted	out.	The	story	ended	at	the	one	place	I	would	have

known	 it	 would	 end	 if	 anyone	 had	 told	me	 about	 the	 spider.	 Anthony	 Callea
went	the	day	after	me,	then	Laurina	Fleure,	and	finally	Paul	Harragon.	Brendan
Fevola	won	it.	He	deserved	it	too	–	he	was	different	class.	Respect,	mate.
I	regret	none	of	it;	in	fact,	I’d	say	I	mainly	enjoyed	it.	No	phone,	so	no	contact

with	the	outside	world,	was	a	bit	of	a	relief.	All	I	missed	was	the	daily	chat	with
the	kids.	Actually,	that	reminds	me.	Halfway	through,	we	all	received	messages
from	family	or	friends.	Summer	said,	‘Dad,	you’re	killing	it,	smashing	it,	we	are
so	proud	of	you.’	Jackson	said,	‘Hey	Dad,	you’re	awesome,	you	rock,	we’re	all
watching	 and	we’re	 really	 proud.’	 And	 the	 next	message	 read	 out	 was	 to	 the
person	sitting	next	to	me.
I	said,	‘What?	Where’s	Brooke’s	message?’
The	 producers	 said	 they’d	 tried	 her	 for	 a	 week,	 but	 she	 was	 always	 out

partying.	Well,	she	is	her	father’s	daughter!
I’ve	often	been	asked	 if	 there	was	a	moment	when	 I’d	have	given	a	million

bucks	back	and	walked	out	of	there.	The	answer	is	yes,	just	the	one	I	mentioned
when	 I	 flipped.	 I’d	done	a	bunch	of	 challenges	 in	a	 row	and	 remember	 sitting
there	 in	 the	evening,	 thinking,	 ‘You	know	what,	 I’ve	had	enough.	 I	can’t	keep
doing	this,	not	for	another	three	or	four	weeks.’	But	I	did.



The	food	challenges	were	shockers	and	sapped	my	morale.	And,	of	course,	I
lived	in	fear	of	spiders,	though	I	was	surprised	at	how	quickly	I	came	out	of	the
shock.	‘You’re	weak	as	piss,	Warne,’	I	said	to	myself,	‘get	on	with	it!’
A	bonus	was	losing	13	kilos.	I	don’t	like	rice	and	beans	and	didn’t	like	any	of

the	reward	meals	either.	 I	mean,	crocodile	and	wild	boar	…	please!	There	was
no	pizza	or	pasta,	no	bread,	no	cheese.	I	fell	asleep	all	the	time	because	I	had	no
energy.	 I	 went	 from	 91	 to	 78	 kilograms	 and	 the	minute	 I	 was	 out	 of	 there,	 I
necked	a	whole	bottle	of	champagne	and	the	biggest	bowl	of	spaghetti	bolognese
you’ve	ever	seen.
To	 sum	 it	 up,	 if	 I	 had	my	 time	 in	 the	 jungle	 again,	 I	wouldn’t	 do	 anything

different.	I	enjoyed	it	and	learnt	a	lot.	The	public	got	to	see	the	real	me,	the	kids
were	super	proud	and	I	got	to	make	some	unbelievable	friendships	that	will	stay
with	me	forever.	So	thanks	to	the	Ten	Network	and	all	the	guys	in	that	camp.	It
was	a	blast.
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Reasons	to	Believe

The	Shane	Warne	Foundation

DURING	 MY	 BAN	 from	 cricket	 in	 2003,	 I	 went	 on	 a	 ‘Trip	 of	 a	 Lifetime’	 with
Challenge,	the	charity	set	up	in	1983	by	David	Rogers	for	children	and	families
who	are	 living	with	cancer.	We	took	10	kids	who	were	 in	remission	to	 the	US
and,	among	other	great	experiences,	had	a	ball	at	Disneyland,	saw	a	Celine	Dion
concert	in	Vegas	and	visited	the	New	York	City	Fire	Department	not	long	after
the	9/11	attacks.	This	last	part	of	the	trip	was	intense	and	incredibly	moving.
In	fact,	the	whole	journey	was	really	something	–	a	month	across	America	on

a	kind	of	magic	carpet	ride!	One	of	the	kids,	Chris	Hirth,	used	to	knock	on	my
door	and	say,	 ‘C’mon,	Warne,	 tell	us	one	of	your	cricket	stories,’	and	 the	kids
would	gather	round	and	listen	to	tales	about	World	Cups,	the	Ashes	and	tours	to
India	 and	South	Africa.	Chris	 and	 I	 became	 quite	 close	 over	 those	weeks	 and
stayed	in	touch.	There’s	no	doubt	that	his	predicament	inspired	me	to	try	to	do
more.
I’d	wanted	to	start	a	charity	venture	of	my	own	for	a	while,	but	couldn’t	come

up	with	an	idea	that	stood	out	from	other	successful	charities	out	there.	It	was	the
‘Trip	of	a	Lifetime’	that	did	it	for	me.	That	trip	truly	touched	my	heart	and	made
me	 aware	 of	 how	 important	 it	 was	 to	 raise	 money	 that	 could	 then	 focus	 on
children	 and	 their	 families	whose	 lives	 had	 fallen	 through	 cracks	 and	 become
particularly	 difficult.	More	 than	 a	 decade	 of	 non-stop	 professional	 cricket	 had
meant	there	wasn’t	the	time	to	commit	to	anything	more	than	visits	to	children’s
hospitals	whenever	 there	was	 the	 chance	 to	 do	 so.	 That	 year	 out	 of	 the	 game
convinced	me	to	think	big.
I	 began	 by	 putting	 in	 $50,000	 of	my	 own	money	 to	 start	 the	 Shane	Warne

Foundation.	I	then	got	on	the	phone	to	friends	who	I	knew	would	want	to	help
me	 in	 setting	 it	 up.	Kerry,	 Lloyd	 and	David	Coe	 –	 the	 businessman	who	was
Chairman	 of	 SEL,	 my	 management	 company,	 and	 one	 of	 the	 most	 fun	 guys
going	around	–	all	gave	me	50K	straight	away.	So	did	‘Crazy	John’	Ilhan,	who	I



didn’t	know	so	well	back	then	–	his	daughter,	Yasmin,	was	and	still	is	Brooke’s
best	 friend	 –	 but	 who	 became	 a	 great	 mate	 and	 reliable	 support.	 (Incredibly
sadly,	 both	 John	 and	David	 have	 since	 passed	 away	 and	 they’re	missed	more
than	words	 can	 say.)	So	 that	was	$250,000,	which	meant	 I	 could	hire	 a	CEO,
rent	an	office	and	start	planning	some	events.	Err,	not	quite.
It	took	most	of	2003	and	the	early	part	of	2004	to	sort	out	the	legal	aspects	of

founding	 a	 charity	 and	 then	 to	 register	 with	 the	 Australian	 Tax	 Office.	 The
admin	 was	 complicated	 and	 left	 me	 respecting	 successful	 charities	 more	 than
ever.	Having	explained	my	goals	to	Annie	Peacock,	Ray	Martin,	Garry	Lyon	and
Rob	Sitch,	they	all	agreed	to	come	onto	the	board	straight	away.
Over	the	years,	as	schedules	and	lives	changed	so	too	did	the	board,	and	guys

like	David	Evans,	Glenn	Robbins,	Andrew	Bassat	and	Eddie	McGuire	became
involved.	 I	only	asked	people	 I	 trusted	and	believed	would	make	a	difference.
These	 were	 outstanding	 Australians,	 from	many	 different	 walks	 of	 life.	 They
were	 credible,	 intelligent,	 and	 in	 it	 for	 the	 right	 reason,	 to	 do	 something
worthwhile	for	both	seriously	ill	and	underprivileged	children.
We	also	had	 three	 ambassadors	–	Russell	Crowe,	Elizabeth	 and,	 later,	Greg

Norman	 –	 who	 gave	 us	 fantastic	 profile	 and	 networking	 opportunities.	 I	 was
Chairman	and	in	it	very	deep.	The	main	reason	I	was	so	hurt	by	the	accusations
against	 the	 Foundation	 in	 2015	 is	 that	 we	 had	 such	 highly	 respected	 people
involved.	 No	 way	 were	 these	 guys	 using	 our	 events	 for	 their	 own	 ends	 or
creaming	money	off	the	top	of	our	fundraising.	I	mean,	why	would	they?	They
were	successful	in	their	own	right!	Please.	No	way.
Brad	Grapsas	had	come	on	as	CEO.	He	was	the	Oakley	guy	who	looked	after

all	the	sportsmen	and	women	who	wore	the	Oakley	gear.	I’d	known	him	for	15
years,	 since	Academy	days.	We	paid	him	$50,000	 a	year,	 hardly	 a	 rich	man’s
wage,	because	we	were	super	conscious	of	our	spend	and	the	need	to	hand	over	a
high	percentage	of	earnings	to	the	causes	we	supported.
I	remember	the	board’s	first	fundraising	meeting	when	everyone	said,	‘We’ve

had	enough	of	black-tie	dinners.	We’ll	pay	a	grand	not	to	go	to	another!’
So	our	mantra	was	to	come	up	with	new	and	fun	events.	We	did	poker	nights,

footy	 finals	 lunches,	 golf	 days,	 and	 the	 big	 one,	 the	 Boxing	 Day	 Breakfast,
which	 became	 a	 regular	 and	 very	 popular	 event.	 In	 addition,	 we	 did	 one-off
private	 experiences.	 For	 example,	 James	 Packer	 gave	 us	 Ellerston	 for	 the	 day
and	punters	would	pay	10	or	15	grand	to	go	up	by	private	plane,	play	the	course
and	have	lunch	or	dinner	with	us.
We	had	a	couple	of	funny	nights	with	Russell	Crowe,	who	would	invite	10	of

his	friends	for	dinner	and	then	charge	them	10	grand	each	to	listen	to	me	and	a
‘name’	mate	talk	about	the	game	and	tell	stories.



One	 that	 stood	 out	 was	 when	 Stephen	 Fleming	 came	 over	 especially	 from
New	Zealand	and	Russell	said,	‘Righty-ho,	there’s	no	such	thing	as	a	free	meal.
These	blokes	have	paid	$10,000	each,	your	Q&A	stuff	was	okay,	but	now	you
have	to	perform	the	Australian	team	song!’
Flem	said,	‘For	Christ’s	sake,	no	way!	How	many	times	do	I	have	to	hear	that

effing	song?	I’m	outta	here.’
And,	sure	enough,	out	he	walked!	So	the	rest	of	us	got	arm	in	arm	and	sang	it,

loud	as	we	could.	Then	Flem	came	back	in	and	said,	‘Right,	you	blokes,	I’ve	got
something	for	you,’	and	proceeded	to	give	us	the	full-blown	haka,	as	good	as	an
All	Black.	It	was	just	awesome.
I	learnt	fast	that	in	the	event	world,	even	charity	events,	costs	are	high.	Crown

were	 fantastic	 and	 would	 give	 us	 a	 small	 room	 for	 next	 to	 nothing,	 but	 the
ballroom,	for	example,	cost	massive	money	when	employing	a	huge	number	of
staff,	 setting	up	high-quality	audiovisual	equipment	and	providing	 the	standard
of	food	and	wine	that	people	expected	for	a	$10,000	table	of	10.
The	poker	nights	 there	with	the	former	world	number	one	Joe	Hachem	were

great,	but	if	the	auction	didn’t	go	well	at	any	of	our	events,	it	was	hard	to	make
the	kind	of	money	that	we	hoped	for.	There	was	a	time	when	a	signed	cricket	bat
would	get	a	good	price,	but	nowadays	you	put	a	bat	in	a	raffle	and	hope	someone
doesn’t	mind	winning	it.
These	days,	 it’s	all	 about	money-can’t-buy	experiences,	 as	well	 as	access	 to

big-name	celebrities.	For	example,	the	footy	guys	–	Sam	Newman,	Garry	Lyon,
Dermott	 Brereton,	 Nick	 Riewoldt,	 Billy	 Brownless,	 Aaron	 Hamill,	 Campbell
Brown	–	would	 turn	 it	 on	 at	 footy	 finals	 lunches,	with	TV	personalities	Mick
Molloy	 and	Luke	Darcy	 interviewing	 them	and	 turning	 the	whole	 thing	 into	 a
fun	and	terrific	event.
My	mates	were	unbelievable.	Dermott	did	Celebrity	Apprentice	and	chose	the

Shane	Warne	Foundation	as	his	charity	of	choice;	then	he	won	Celebrity	Singing
Bee	 and	chose	us	again.	 In	 total,	Dermott	gave	 the	Foundation	over	$250,000.
Pretty	amazing	guy	is	my	man	Dermott	Brereton.	So	too	Campbell	Brown,	who
attempted	to	swim	the	English	Channel	for	us.	The	Browndog	would	still	be	out
there	 if	he’d	had	his	way,	battling	on.	They	had	 to	drag	him	out	of	 the	water,
almost	kicking	and	screaming	–	and	all	that	for	the	Foundation.
I	found	myself	putting	a	lot	of	my	own	money	into	the	pot	each	year	just	 to

keep	the	ball	rolling	by	buying	tables	at	events,	auction	items	etc.
On	 those	 occasions,	 you	 just	 had	 to	 laugh.	 Here’s	 an	 example:	 a	 jewellery

company	 very	 kindly	 donated	 some	 special	 cufflinks	 –	 a	 cricket	 ball	 with
diamonds	all	around	it	and	the	logo	‘SW23’.	The	auctioneer	started	the	bidding
at	$10,000,	but	no-one	offered,	so	I	put	my	hand	up.



‘Anyone	else?’	he	asked.	‘Anyone	else?!	Okay,	going	once	…	come	on,	you
can’t	leave	Shane	with	it.	Anyone	else?	Going	twice	…	I	say	again,	going	twice
…	no,	we’re	all	done	then.	Sold	to	you,	Shane!’
So	 I	paid	10	grand	 for	 some	cufflinks	with	my	 initials	and	shirt	number	on.

Mind	you,	they’re	pretty	cool!	Ha	ha	ha!
The	rewards	were	worth	it,	though,	like	getting	to	know	Chris	Hirth	a	bit	and

driving	 out	 to	 the	 country	 to	 see	 him	 for	 an	 afternoon	 here	 and	 there.	 It	 was
desperately	sad	when	he	died,	but	the	family	felt	he’d	got	all	he	could	from	the
last	years	of	his	short	life.
Obviously,	financial	generosity	is	essential	but	it	was	the	time	everyone	gave

to	 us	 that	was	 so	 valuable	 too.	Eddie	McGuire,	 one	 of	 the	 busiest	 guys	 going
around,	came	with	me	to	Monash	Hospital	to	sing	the	Collingwood	team	song	to
the	children	in	there	who	were	huge	fans	of	the	club.	We	also	used	our	influence
to	persuade	Foxtel	to	install	set-top	boxes	into	the	wards	and,	well,	there	was	so,
so	much	more.
I	could	go	on	about	the	various	aspects	of	the	Foundation’s	lifespan	that	made

me	so	proud.	It	is	just	a	fact	that	we	did	some	very	good	things	for	people	less
fortunate	 than	 us.	We	 donated	 a	 substantial	 amount	 of	 money	 until	 the	 GFC
hammered	us,	and	after	08/09	it	got	really	tough.
We	had	a	bit	of	money	in	the	bank	that	kept	the	Foundation	going,	and	slowly

but	surely	we	recovered	some	of	the	lost	ground.	We	were	able	to	do	more	great
things	 right	up	 to	 the	 time	 in	2016	when	we	were	 left	with	 little	option	but	 to
close	down.
In	 the	end,	 from	2004,	when	we	 launched	properly,	 to	2016,	when	we	were

winding	down,	we	gave	away	$4.1	million	to	children	and	families,	which	is	a
very	 significant	 amount	 of	 money.	 The	 last	 donation	 was	 one	 of	 the	 most
satisfying	–	$436,000	 in	 total	 to	 a	14-year-old	boy	 called	Will	Murray,	who’d
become	a	paraplegic	after	a	fall	from	a	pier.	Will	was	an	unbelievably	talented
sportsman,	possibly	reduced	to	life	in	a	wheelchair.	The	family	house	had	to	be
altered	 and	 upgraded,	 a	 special-needs	 car	was	 required	 –	 all	 the	 stuff	we	 read
about	 but	 pray	doesn’t	 happen	 to	our	 own.	 It	was	 just	 horrific.	You	marvel	 at
how	a	family	copes.	Will	Murray	could	have	been	anything	in	sport.	Life	can	be
so	unfair.
Deciding	 how	 we	 directed	 the	 money	 that	 we	 raised	 was	 an	 ongoing

challenge.	We	wanted	to	help	as	many	children	as	we	could,	but	which	children?
Cancer,	leukaemia	and	all	that	goes	with	them	are	horrible,	but	then	so	is	autism.
Our	 initial	 aim	was	 to	 help	 the	 families	who	 couldn’t	 find	 a	way	 through	 the
mire	 themselves.	 Even	 that	 got	 complicated,	 though.	 I	 mean,	 how	 do	 you
prioritise	 one	 worthy	 family	 over	 another?	 So	 we	 hired	 a	 company	 based	 in



Sydney	called	Australian	Philanthropic	Services,	who	advised	us	on	the	families
they	most	thought	our	Foundation	would	relate	to,	and	then	did	due	diligence	to
ensure	they	were	above	board.
This	was	an	expensive	but	necessary	cost	and	gave	us	further	credibility.	Most

applications	 came	 through	 the	 usual	 channels,	 others	 via	 the	 NCF,	 the
Necessitous	 Circumstances	 Fund,	 which	 provided	 for	 one-off	 cases	 such	 as
accidents	that	led	to	sudden,	unexpected	needs.
You	 can	 imagine	 how	many	 applications	were	 coming	 in	 and	 how	 tough	 it

was	 to	 sit	 down	 as	 a	 board	 and	make	 choices	 about	 people’s	 stories,	 each	 of
which	was	as	tear-jerking	as	the	last.	The	practical	applications	you	could	cope
with	–	a	library	full	of	books	for	kids,	for	example;	that	was	a	tick	straight	away
–	but	the	emotional	ones	…	Oh	wow,	I	shudder	looking	back	now.	Deciding	was
just	so	hard.	Annie	Peacock	was	the	best	at	this.	She	had	the	clearest	mind	when
it	 came	 to	 what	 fitted	 our	 criteria	 and	 what	 didn’t,	 and	 she	 knew	 the	 charity
world	inside	out.	Annie	is	a	very	special	lady	and	a	very	dear	friend.	She	was	the
heartbeat	of	the	Foundation.
In	a	way	which	is	hard	to	explain,	this	role	in	our	lives	became	a	privilege.	All

of	 us	 on	 the	 board	 were	 shocked	 by	 the	 traumatic	 experiences	 good,	 honest
people	went	 through,	and	being	able	 to	do	 just	a	 little	bit	 to	help	 them	opened
our	 eyes	 to	 the	 possibilities	 out	 there;	 and	 to	 the	 dangers	 out	 there,	 for	 that
matter.	It	was	incredibly	rewarding	when	the	money	we	gave	or	the	time	we	put
in	had	an	effect.	I	only	wish	we’d	had	more	of	both.
Take	 Maxi,	 as	 an	 example,	 a	 little	 boy	 who	 was	 so	 seriously	 ill	 with	 an

undiagnosed	genetic	neurologic	metabolic	condition.	We	weren’t	able	to	achieve
everything	for	him	we	would	have	liked,	but	we	did	help	improve	his	situation.
No-one	 in	Australia	 could	 diagnose	 the	 problem	but	we	 used	 our	 influence	 to
push	very	hard	for	him	to	be	accepted	into	a	specialised	program	at	a	hospital	in
America.
When	we	eventually	won	that	battle,	he	became	the	first	non-American	citizen

accepted	into	the	program	–	in	2014	–	and	diagnosis	was	reached	that	gave	real
hope.	 We	 were	 a	 very,	 very	 small	 part	 of	 the	 journey	 Maxi	 took	 with	 his
fantastic	mum,	but	we	made	a	difference.	At	the	Footy	Finals	Lunch,	we	played
a	three-minute	video	and	big,	strong	AFL	players	were	reduced	to	tears.	Many	of
us	 have	 these	 sorts	 of	 stories	 to	 tell	 and	 the	 very	 least	 we	 can	 do	 is	 look	 to
improve	the	lives	of	these	very	brave	children.
I’ll	never	forget	when	Chris	Martin	came	with	me	to	meet	Aiden	Buchanan,	a

young	boy	I’d	got	to	know	who	lost	members	of	his	family	in	the	tragic	Black
Saturday	 bushfires	 in	 2009	 that	 claimed	 173	 lives.	 Chris	 had	 read	 of	 the
traumatic	experiences	everyone	had	been	through	up	there	at	Kinglake	–	about



50	 kilometres	 north	 of	 Melbourne.	 When	 we	 went	 to	 Aiden’s	 school,	 the
response	to	Chris	coming	along	was	just	incredible.	There’s	no	price	you	can	put
on	 that	 sort	 of	 genuine	 interest	 in,	 and	 concern	 for,	 people	who	 have	 suffered
such	devastating	loss.

In	November	2015,	a	story	appeared	in	the	Melbourne	Age	taking	potshots	at	the
Foundation.	I	had	no	idea	why	this	journalist	suddenly	went	after	us	after	all	the
good	 we	 had	 done.	 Consumer	 Affairs	 Victoria	 conducted	 a	 thorough
investigation	that	lasted	11	months	and,	apart	from	the	late	lodging	of	the	2015
annual	accounts,	cleared	us	of	any	wrongdoing.	My	statement	at	the	time	reads
true	now:

As	expected	CAV	and	the	Commonwealth	charity	regulators	have	cleared	The	Shane	Warne
Foundation	of	any	wrongdoing	besides	one	late	lodging	of	annual	accounts	by	the	due	date	in	2015.
The	foundation,	myself,	management,	ambassadors	and	the	board	have	always	maintained	that

nothing	inappropriate	had	occurred	and	now	it’s	official	after	these	thorough	investigations.	It’s
disappointing	one	particular	media	publication	continued	to	run	inaccurate	and	baseless	articles	that
misled	the	public.	Thank	you	to	everyone	for	their	unwavering	support,	it	has	meant	a	lot	to	all	of	us.

We	also	released	a	statement	announcing	our	next	step:

The	foundation	announced	its	intention	to	wind	up	in	January	2016.	Since	that	time,	it	has	spent
significant	resources	responding	to	inquiries	from	the	Victorian	and	Commonwealth	charity
regulators.	Now	that	those	inquiries	are	complete,	with	no	finding	of	any	wrongdoing	relating	to	its
fundraising	activities,	the	foundation	will	take	all	steps	necessary	to	wind	up	its	operations	as	soon	as
possible	and	make	a	final	distribution	to	its	beneficiaries.

After	13	years	of	 time	and	effort	given	 to	something	we	were	so	proud	of,	 the
criticism	and	accusations	really	hurt.	It	made	no	sense	either.	As	a	board	we	felt
we	were	 the	 target	of	a	witch-hunt,	and	 the	public	questioning	of	our	 integrity
meant	 we	 began	 to	 doubt	 our	 willingness	 to	 carry	 on.	 The	 story	 spread	 like
wildfire	and	definitely	affected	us.
For	 all	 that,	 the	 final	 straw	 in	 the	 decision	 about	 whether	 to	 wind	 up	 the

Foundation	or	not	was	 the	Christmas	Eve	 raid	by	 the	charity	 regulators	–	4.30
pm	on	Christmas	Eve,	for	goodness	sake!	–	at	the	offices	of	the	accountants	who
acted	for	the	Foundation.	It	was	such	a	stitch-up	and	very	unpleasant	apparently.
The	accountants	handed	everything	over,	and,	as	I’ve	mentioned,	it	was	found	to
be	all	in	order.
I	 tell	 you	 what	 really	 got	 to	 me.	 Channel	 Seven	 put	 two	 children	 in

wheelchairs	 in	 front	 of	 their	 cameras	 and	 said	 the	 Shane	 Warne	 Foundation



wouldn’t	help	them.	That	is	just	the	lowest	act.	Unfortunately,	it	 isn’t	as	if	any
one	 organisation	 can	 help	 everybody.	And	what	 about	 all	 the	 children	we	 did
help?	 I	 felt	 sorry	 for	 those	 children	 but	 what	 Channel	 Seven	 did	 was
unforgivable	and	misleading.
I	would	have	gone	on	television	–	Seven,	 if	need	be	–	 to	defend	myself	and

the	 Foundation,	 but	 I’d	 just	 arrived	 in	 the	African	 jungle	 for	 I’m	 a	Celebrity.
Given	that	I	wasn’t	allowed	to	have	any	contact	with	the	outside	world,	well,	it
was	pretty	obvious	there	was	nothing	I	could	do.	Six	weeks	later,	when	I	came
out	of	 the	 jungle,	 the	moment	had	gone	and	 the	damage	was	done.	There	was
even	an	implication	that	I	went	to	the	jungle	to	avoid	the	exposure.	Oh	my	God!
How	unfair	was	that?	Disgraceful,	in	my	view.
The	same	journalist	at	The	Age	said	I	paid	my	brother	200K	to	be	CEO.	True.

I	paid	him	70K	per	annum,	like	the	other	CEOs	after	Brad	Grapsas.	Therefore,	if
he	worked	 for	 the	Foundation	 for	 three	years,	he	would	have	earned	210K,	 so
where’s	the	problem?	Jason	got	the	job	because	he’s	a	good	operator,	he	knew
me	 and	 the	 demands	 on	 me	 well,	 and	 had	 done	 plenty	 of	 work	 for	 the
Foundation	for	nothing	in	previous	years.	I	trusted	him,	he	had	experience	in	the
business	 of	 sport	 from	 his	 years	 with	 IMG/TWI	 and	 he	 knew	 the	Melbourne
powerbrokers	inside	out.	Good	reasons	to	employ	him,	in	my	view.
Then	there	was	the	issue	with	the	raffle.	Helen	Nolan,	my	former	PA,	bought

a	 ticket	 in	one	of	our	 raffles	one	year	–	as	did	many	of	my	friends	and	all	my
family	–	and	 then	won	a	Mercedes.	Some	people	said	 that	was	a	 fix	 too,	even
though	Mick	Molloy	did	the	draw	live	on	the	Triple	M	breakfast	radio	show	in
front	of	the	cameras!
I’ll	always	be	sad	–	and	angry	too	–	about	the	way	the	life	of	the	Foundation

ended.	Making	a	difference	to	children	has	been,	and	remains,	a	special	part	of
my	life.	It’s	the	smiles	that	do	it	for	me	–	Chris	and	Maxi	are	the	examples	I’ve
written	about	here,	but	there	were	many,	many	more.
I	should	also	say	that	I’m	relieved	too.	The	witch-hunt	was	unkind,	unfounded

and	 very	 depressing.	 It	 left	me	 feeling	 responsible	 for	 the	 reputation	 of	mates
like	Eddie,	Pack,	Lloyd	and	others,	which	had	begun	to	wear	me	down.	They’d
backed	 me,	 and,	 by	 doing	 so,	 had	 given	 a	 massive	 amount	 to	 children	 who
needed	 their	 support.	 The	Foundation	 improved	 lives	 and	 helped	 to	 save	 lives
too.	We’re	all	proud	of	what	we	achieved.

Lloyd	Williams



My	father	has	always	been	my	hero	and	mentor	–	sound	with	his	advice,	both
financial	and	personal,	and	very	worldly.	But,	as	I’ve	mentioned,	the	trouble	is	I
probably	don’t	listen	to	him	enough.
I	believe	it’s	important	for	sportsmen	to	have	good	people	around	them.	I’ve

been	 lucky	 that	 very	 successful	 business	 guys	 have	 looked	 out	 for	 me	 and
always	had	my	back	and	I’ve	been	able	to	tap	into	their	experience	when	need
be.	One	of	these	–	the	main	man	for	me	–	is	Lloyd	Williams,	the	smartest	man
I’ve	ever	met.	He’s	a	father-like	figure,	a	sounding	board	and	an	essential	filter	–
separating	sanity	from	occasional	insanity	and	making	sure	that	however	hard	I
try,	 I	 don’t,	 actually,	 get	 too	 far	 ahead	 of	 myself!	 Without	 his	 unwavering
support,	 I	 wouldn’t	 have	 achieved	 many	 of	 the	 things	 I	 have.	 His	 friendship
means	more	than	I	can	say	here.
Most	 of	 our	 time	 together	 has	 been	 spent	 at	 the	 Capital	 Golf	 Club,	 which

Lloyd	built	at	much	the	same	time	as	Crown	casino	in	the	1990s.	It’s	a	private
club	 with	 no	 membership,	 but	 he	 gave	 honorary	 guest	 status	 to	 a	 few	 good
friends	 of	 his,	 and	 our	 times	 together	 on	 that	 fabulous	 golf	 course	 have	 been
terrific.	 I’ve	played	 there	with	Fred	Couples,	 John	Daly	and	Brad	Faxon;	 I	hit
balls	on	the	range	with	Tiger	Woods.	Pretty	cool.
Going	back	a	while,	and	over	 the	best	steak	sandwich	on	earth,	Lloyd	sat	 in

the	clubhouse	lounge	and	told	me	about	a	guy	called	Robert	Earl,	who	started,
owned	and	ran	all	 the	Fashion	Cafes,	Planet	Hollywoods	and	 then	 the	All	Star
Cafes.	Lloyd	 thought	 they	were	 great	 businesses	 and	when	 he	 put	 an	All	 Star
Cafe	into	Crown,	he	gave	me	some	of	the	equity.	It	was	fun.	And	very	generous.
In	 1997,	 global	 superstars	 turned	 up	 for	 Crown’s	 opening	 night	 –	 Wayne
Gretzky,	Shaquille	O’Neal,	Monica	Seles,	Michael	Johnson	–	and	they	all	had	a
piece	 of	 the	All	 Star	Cafe	 business.	 Sylvester	 Stallone	 and	Hollywood	 people
also	 turned	 up.	 It	 was	 a	 great	 occasion	 for	 Lloyd,	 for	Melbourne	 and	 a	 great
night	for	the	paparazzi.	What	Lloyd	has	done	for	Melbourne	is	nothing	short	of
inspirational	and	has	really	put	Melbourne	on	the	map.
Anyway,	next	day	we	played	golf	with	‘Rocky’	(who	is	five	feet	six,	by	the

way!).	He	arrived	at	2	pm	for	a	midday	start.	Usually	that	would	have	been	fine,
if	rude.	But	it	was	my	wedding	anniversary	and	Simone	and	I	were	booked	to	go
out.	Having	 turned	up	 late,	Mr	Stallone	wanted	 lunch,	 then	practice	balls,	 then
he	took	10	shots	on	the	first	hole	and	12	on	the	second.	You	get	the	picture.
It	was	pretty	much	dark	when	we	were	done.	Then	he	wanted	a	drink	and	a

chat.	 I	 made	 it	 back	 to	 Crown,	 where	 we	 were	 staying,	 at	 9.30	 pm.	 Simone
wasn’t	happy.	I	don’t	blame	her.	I	knocked	on	the	door	–	knock,	knock,	knock.
‘What	time	did	you	start	cracking	the	shits?’
‘Two	hours	ago.’



‘You	letting	me	in?’
‘Nah.’
Thanks	Rocky,	great	job.
Lloyd	loves	cricket.	He	would	be	in	Melbourne,	Kerry	in	Sydney,	and	they’d

have	 the	 speaker-phone	 on,	 chatting	 away	 for	 seven	 hours	while	watching	 the
game.
One	summer	Lloyd	said,	‘Right,	Warney,	enough	of	this	just	trying	to	smash

every	ball.	I	want	you	to	get	a	couple	of	hundreds	this	year.’
‘Okay,’	I	said,	‘I’ll	get	you	one	this	summer.’
I	made	two	86s	and	got	myself	out	both	times.	I	called	Lloyd	to	apologise.
He	said,	‘No	worries,	Shane,	awesome	batting	–	the	hundred	will	come.’
For	once,	Lloyd	was	wrong.

Shane	Warne:	the	Musical

Not	many	people	have	had	a	musical	written	about	 them.	Early	 in	2008	 I	was
approached	to	be	a	part	of	it,	but	I	didn’t	think	it	was	right	that	someone	could
just	 churn	out	 a	 show	about	 a	 person	 they	didn’t	 know	 from	Adam,	 so	 I	 took
legal	 advice.	 It	 turned	 out	 that	 they	 could,	 but	 I	 didn’t	 want	 to	 be	 part	 of
something	about	my	life	story	that	I	couldn’t	control.
Having	said	that,	I	liked	Eddie	Perfect,	who	was	behind	the	whole	thing	and	I

didn’t	want	to	bag	it	in	case	it	turned	out	okay.	I	mean,	Eddie	was	a	big	fan	of
mine,	so	maybe	he’d	do	a	good	job	…
James	Erskine	made	 the	 point,	 ‘If	 it’s	 done	well,	 it	 could	 be	 very	 good	 for

you.’	He	also	thought	we	should	go	and	see	the	first	night,	so	we	knew	what	we
were	talking	about	if	the	press	came	onto	us.
He	fixed	up	a	secret	last-minute	arrival,	and	on	10	December	2008	we	snuck

in	 through	 the	 curtains	 at	 the	 back	 of	 the	 stalls	 at	 the	 Athenaeum	 Theatre	 in
Melbourne	and	took	our	seats	in	the	back	row.
It	didn’t	take	long.	‘Oh	my	God,’	we	whispered,	‘this	is	pretty	good!’
‘How	the	hell	does	he	know	some	of	this	stuff?’	I	said.	‘It’s,	like,	spot	on!’
Eddie	 had	me	 in	my	 late	 teens,	 slumped	 in	 a	 beanbag	with	 12	 cans	 of	 beer

alongside	 me,	 watching	 footy	 on	 the	 telly	 while	 Mum	 did	 the	 vacuuming.	 I
thought,	‘That’s	exactly	how	it	was.	How	did	he	know	this	stuff,	because	there’s
no	way	Mum	 or	Dad	would	 have	 talked	 to	 him!’	Nor	 Jason	 or	 anyone	 else	 I
could	think	of.	Obviously,	I	missed	someone!
He’d	 done	 his	 homework	 alright.	 He	 even	 had	 me	 and	 Simone	 in	 the

supermarket,	 her	 looking	 at	 stuff	 on	 shelves	 and	 me	 strolling	 down	 the	 aisle



texting	 some	girl.	 Far	 out.	The	 John	 the	Bookmaker	 stuff	was	very	 funny	 and
when	 he	 brought	 in	 Elizabeth	 for	 the	 2013	 revised	 show,	 he	 got	most	 of	 that
right	too.
Overall,	 he’d	 done	 the	 show	 in	 a	 fun,	 respectful	 and	 sympathetic	 way.	 He

captured	that	larrikin	thing	in	me	and	I	heard	that	blokes	would	go	to	their	seats
carrying	armfuls	of	beer	for	their	mates,	as	if	they	were	living	the	moment	live	at
the	cricket.	That’s	pretty	cool.
Eddie	is	a	super-talented	guy.	He	wrote	the	show,	produced	it	and	performed

it.	Kudos	to	him.	Then,	at	the	end	of	the	first	night,	he	came	out	on	stage	after
the	curtain	call	and	said	that	the	man	who	this	is	all	about	is	in	the	house.	I	was
like,	‘Oh	no!’
‘Please	come	up	on	stage,	Shane!’
Ohhhhh	…	no	option	here.	Up	I	went	and	we	had	a	hug.	I	 thanked	him	and

said	what	a	good	 job	he’d	done.	 I	 then	 thanked	everyone	for	coming	and	said,
‘Tell	your	mates	about	it!’
Eddie	 and	 I	 became	 good	 friends,	 almost	 a	 partnership	 during	 that	 time,

because	he	had	collections	 for	my	Foundation	at	every	show	and	we	stayed	 in
close	touch.	In	just	about	every	way,	he	did	a	very,	very	good	job,	and,	as	I	say,
not	 many	 people	 are	 lucky	 enough	 to	 have	 a	 musical	 written	 about	 them.
Thanks,	Eddie.

Melbourne	Days

I	grew	up	in	a	city	that	is	now	voted	the	most	liveable	in	the	world	and	has	been
so	for	 the	past	seven	years.	 I	 love	 it,	with	only	 the	occasional	 reservation,	 like
when	we	got	home	 from	England	 in	1997	and	 I	moved	house	 to	Beach	Road,
which	made	 the	news.	One	morning	 I	woke	up	 late,	 threw	on	a	pair	of	undies
and	went	out	the	front	door	to	get	the	paper,	which	we	all	used	to	have	delivered
back	then.
A	bus	 tour	 pulled	up	 and	 a	 bunch	of	 tourists	 scrambled	 for	 position	 to	 take

photos.	Are	you	serious?	Then	they	got	out	and	wanted	selfies,	or	the	equivalent
of	 the	day.	 I	was	 like,	 ‘Really?’	So	 I	was	out	 there	 in	nothing	but	my	undies,
paper	under	my	arm,	with	10	people	I’d	never	met,	and	would	never	meet	again,
clicking	away.
I	 hang	 out	 a	 lot	 with	 Sam	 Newman,	 the	 ex-footy	 player	 and	 gold-level

television	 star,	who	 is	 a	 great	mate	 (and	 contrary	 to	what	 people	may	 think	 –
shy!),	 Dimi	 Mascarenhas,	 who	 played	 at	 Hampshire	 with	 me,	 and	 guys	 like
Brendon	Goddard,	another	AFL	footballer.



Sam	was	 a	 300-game	Hall	 of	Famer	 for	Geelong	 and	 is	 a	 super-bright	 guy,
very	funny	and	very,	very	competitive.	We	have	serious	ding-dongs	on	the	golf
course;	heated	matches	 for	a	bit	more	 than	 just	10	bucks!	 ‘Dimmer’	moved	 to
Melbourne	a	while	back	but	freelances	as	a	coach	both	internationally	and	in	the
IPL.	He’s	another	golfer	and	a	true	companion.	Goddard	is	a	scratch	marker;	he
and	 Tim	Henman	 are	 the	 two	 best	 sportsmen	 from	 another	 sporting	 field	 that
I’ve	seen	play	golf	–	not	necessarily	better	ball	strikers	than	Ricky	Ponting,	but
more	effective	all-round	players.
I	 also	 spend	 a	 bit	 of	 time	with	Eddie	McGuire,	mainly	 in	 town	 over	 a	 few

drinks	 or	 dinner,	 or	 at	 Crown.	 Ed’s	 a	 good	 guy	 –	 always	 on	 the	 go,	 full	 of
enthusiasm	 and	 energy.	 I	 see	 a	 lot	 of	 Johnny	Williams	 and	Nick	Williams	 as
well,	Lloyd’s	sons.	Johnny	and	I	once	played	a	one	hour,	45	minute	golf	match
against	each	other	in	carts	and	for	a	lot	of	cash.	No	talking	–	just	hit	it,	find	it,	hit
it	again,	and	then	pay	up!
Aaron	Hamill,	who	as	 I’ve	mentioned	 is	 another	 former	 footy	player,	 is	my

best	mate.	We’ve	been	alongside	each	other	for	a	long	while.	I	was	on	the	bridal
party	at	his	wedding	earlier	this	year	and	I	reckon	we’ll	be	mates	till	one	of	us
falls	off	the	perch.
Outside	of	golf,	I’ve	got	the	poker	bug.	Every	year	I	go	to	Las	Vegas	and	play

in	 the	world	 championships,	 or	 the	World	Series	 of	Poker	Main	Event,	 as	 it’s
known.	We	have	a	weekly	poker	night	at	my	place	with	Joe	Hachem,	his	brother
and	a	 few	other	mates.	There’s	usually	about	10	of	us,	with	a	glass	of	wine,	a
cigar	and	some	deep	pockets!
I’ve	just	sold	the	Brighton	house,	in	Middle	Crescent,	that	I’ve	always	loved

the	most;	the	offer	was	too	good	to	refuse.	It’s	a	shame,	because	it	was	done	up
pretty	nice	and	 I	could	never	have	wanted	more	 in	a	home.	 I’m	buying	up	 the
road	 and	 that	 will	 be	 good	 too,	 with	 a	 bit	 of	 time	 and	 TLC.	 I’m	 happy	 in
Brighton,	just	20	minutes	from	the	centre	of	the	city	I	love	more	than	any	other,
and	will	probably	never	go	elsewhere.
Above	all,	Melbourne	remains	the	sporting	capital	of	the	world.	Whether	it	be

the	Boxing	Day	Test,	the	AFL	grand	final,	the	spring	carnival,	the	Open	tennis,
the	 Grand	 Prix,	 the	 Masters	 golf,	 the	 soccer,	 the	 rugby,	 the	 swimming,	 the
athletics,	Melbourne	has	 it	all	and	 full	houses	 turn	up	year	upon	year	 to	prove
that	there’s	no	place	like	home	to	celebrate	sport	–	a	central	theme	of	Australian
life.

Saints	So	Near,	Saints	So	Far



There	were	100,021	people	at	the	Melbourne	Cricket	Ground	for	the	2017	AFL
grand	 final.	 That’s	 about	 right	 –	 it’s	 a	 six-figure	 match	 year	 upon	 year.
Richmond	won	it	after	years	of	infighting	and	upheaval.	It’s	a	great	club	and	no-
one	with	a	heart	for	the	game	would	begrudge	their	players	or	supporters.	They
hadn’t	 won	 the	 flag	 since	 the	 famous	 smashing	 of	 Collingwood	 in	 the	 1980
grand	final,	so	you	can	imagine	the	party.
As	I’ve	said,	up	until	the	age	of	16,	I	was	a	fanatical	Hawthorn	supporter.	My

cousin	gave	me	his	Peter	Knights	footy	jumper	with	the	number	24	on	the	back
and	 the	only	sportsman	on	 the	planet	 I	wanted	 to	be	was	Peter	Knights.	Then,
when	I	went	to	Mentone	Grammar,	I	got	scouted	by	the	St	Kilda	Football	Club.
I’ve	 been	 a	 Saint	 through	 and	 through	 ever	 since.	 I	 never	 abandoned	 Peter
Knights	but	Trevor	Barker	 took	over	as	 top	dog	 in	my	eyes	–	my	number-one
player	who	wore	the	number	1	on	his	back.	St	Kilda	won	the	premiership	for	the
first	 time	 in	 1966,	 when	 the	 great	 Barry	 Breen	 kicked	 a	 point	 in	 the	 dying
seconds,	but	never	in	my	lifetime.	It’ll	happen,	though	–	I	know	it	will.
Footy	is	a	religion	in	Melbourne	and	a	passion	for	those	who	have	followed	a

club,	any	club,	for	any	part	of	their	lives.	In	my	case	that	means	the	Saints	–	as	it
does	 for	 Hamill,	 one	 of	 our	 greatest-ever	 players.	 These	 guys	 are	 super-fit,
super-flexible	and	super-strong,	like	no	other	athletes	in	the	world.
The	game	is	hard	and	the	game	is	fast,	a	hybrid	of	many	ball	sports.	Outsiders

have	 called	 it	 Aussie	 No	 Rules	 on	 the	 basis	 of	 the	 speed	 and	 freedom	 of
movement	 and	 the	 extreme	 physical	 contact	 –	 these	 guys	 just	 hammer	 each
other.	 The	 demands,	 both	 physical	 and	mental,	mean	 the	 players	 have	mainly
short	careers	and	finish	up	bruised	and	battered	in	more	ways	than	one.	There	is
no	 padding	 or	 protection	 of	 any	 sort	 and	 for	 two	 hours	 once	 or	 twice	 a	week
through	the	long	winter	season,	they	take	a	pounding.
When	 they’re	 done,	 nothing	 can	 replace	 the	 adrenaline,	 the	 rush	 that	 comes

with	the	sound	of	the	siren	to	start	a	match,	which	they’ve	known	since	they	first
picked	up	a	ball.	In	return,	 they	are	local	heroes	–	as	big	as	Elvis	in	Memphis.
Well,	 you	 know	 what	 I	 mean.	 The	 point	 is	 that	 they’re	 big,	 like	 the	 soccer
players	 in	 Manchester	 and	 Sachin	 Tendulkar	 in	 Mumbai.	 Anyway,	 I	 love	 it.
Footy	is	my	favourite	game	by	a	mile.
I	was	in	nappies	when	we	lost	 the	grand	final	 to	Hawthorn	in	1971	and	in	a

seat	at	the	’G	when	Adelaide	beat	us	up,	125	to	94,	in	1997.	Not	good.	Darren
Jarman	kicked	 five	goals	 in	 the	 last	quarter	–	an	 incredible	achievement	under
pressure.	He	wasn’t	Elvis	to	us,	more	Darth	Vader.
There	 have	 been	 two	 premiership	 chances	 on	 the	 big	 day	 since.	We	 lost	 in

2009	to	Geelong,	which	hurt;	but	nothing	like	the	following	year	when	we	were
losing	by	one	point	with	less	than	two	minutes	to	go	and	Stephen	Milne,	a	good



mate,	was	chasing	the	ball	in	the	forward	line	with	an	open	goal	in	front	of	him.
I	 was	 watching	 on	 the	 TV	 in	 London,	 shouting	 at	 the	 screen,	 when	 the	 last
bounce	 of	 the	 ball	 went	 sideways	 –	 like,	 at	 right	 angles	 –	 and	 the	 ball	 went
through	for	a	point,	instead	of	a	goal.	I	can	see	it	now.	Jeeeeeesus!	You	know	the
gods	don’t	fancy	you	when	that	happens.	Had	the	ball	sat	up	for	him	…
So	 there	 was	 a	 replay	 the	 next	 weekend	 (after	 2010,	 they	 changed	 from	 a

replay	 to	 extra-time).	 The	 guys	 couldn’t	 get	 over	 the	 shock	 of	 having	 the
premiership	 flag	 in	 front	 of	 their	 eyes	 and	 having	 it	 stolen	 by	 a	 very	 cruel
bounce.	I	was	in	Scotland	at	the	Dunhill	Links	golf	and	got	up	in	the	middle	of
the	 night	 to	watch	 the	 game.	 It	was	 an	 anti-climax.	Collingwood	 fed	 off	 their
own	 excitement	 at	 getting	 a	 second	 chance	 and	 outplayed	 us.	 Everything	 that
could	go	wrong	for	the	Saints	went	wrong,	and	I	really	felt	for	the	players.	It	just
wasn’t	meant	to	be.

23

When	I	went	to	St	Kilda	in	1986,	they	threw	me	a	jumper	and	it	was	number	23.
Complete	coincidence,	and	nothing	 to	do	with	Michael	Jordan.	That	was	years
before	I	signed	with	Nike.	I	was	number	23	for	the	Under	19s,	then	went	to	the
reserves	but	was	given	the	number	59	jumper.	By	the	time	I	finished	football	in
1988,	I	was	23	again.	In	casinos	I	started	to	bet	on	my	footy	number	–	23.	It	still
had	nothing	 to	do	with	Jordan.	 I	 loved	Dermott	Brereton,	who	happened	 to	be
number	23	for	Hawthorn,	but,	as	I	say,	my	favourite	players	were	Peter	Knights
and	Trevor	Barker,	numbers	24	and	1	respectively	for	Hawthorn	and	St	Kilda.
There	were	no	numbers	in	cricket	when	I	started,	but	when	they	came	into	the

one-day	game	with	coloured	clothing,	they	were	1–11.	I	said,	‘No,	no,	I	want	my
footy	number,	23.’	The	board	agreed	and	gave	me	the	number.	So	I	was	the	only
player	 in	 the	world	who	didn’t	have	a	number	between	one	and	11.	After	 that,
everyone	 started	 wearing	 their	 own	 numbers	 in	 one-day	 cricket.	 (Chris	 Gayle
had	333,	his	highest	Test-match	score.	So	I	guess	he	likes	Test	cricket	more	than
he	 admits.)	When	 I	 retired,	my	 best	 buddy	 in	 the	 team,	Michael	 Clarke,	 took
over	the	number.	It	worked	alright	for	him	too.

The	King	of	Moomba

Moomba	is	a	free	community	festival	 that	happens	every	year	over	 the	Labour
Day	weekend.	Basically	 it’s	 a	huge	party	 that	 celebrates	all	 that	 is	good	about



Melbourne,	and	it	crowns	two	local	people	as	monarchs	for	their	contribution	to
the	city.	In	2015	I	was	crowned	King	of	Moomba,	alongside	Pallavi	Sharda,	who
was	crowned	Queen.
Pallavi	was	born	 in	Perth	but	 came	 to	Melbourne	with	her	Delhi-born	 folks

when	she	was	a	toddler.	Her	big	break	was	moving	to	Mumbai	to	act	and	dance
in	Bollywood.	She	co-hosts	 the	 IPL	TV	coverage	and	was	 in	 the	brilliant	 film
Lion	with	Nicole	Kidman.	She	still	calls	Melbourne	home,	though.
It	was	a	kind	of	unreal	experience	for	us	both	as	the	Moomba	Parade	took	us

through	the	city	on	a	float	with	80,000	people	cheering	and	partying.	It’s	a	really
eccentric	thing	but	it	truly	displays	Melbourne’s	amazing	spirit	and	sense	of	fun.
There	are	huge	programs	of	activities	and	shows	for	music,	the	arts	and	sport.
There’s	a	lot	of	humour	to	it	too.	I	love	the	Birdman	Rally,	on	the	banks	of	the

Yarra,	 when	 crazy	 people	 turn	 themselves	 into	 flying	 machines	 –	 made	 of
cardboard	or	plastic	or	whatever	–	to	sprint	along	the	bank	and	take	off	into	the
water.	The	one	who	goes	 furthest	wins.	Simple.	Except	 that	most	 never	 really
take	off	and	just	nosedive	and	fall	 in.	Ridiculous,	mad	Melbourne,	but	it	raises
great	money	for	charity.
Moomba	has	been	around	for	over	60	years.	A	couple	of	Pommies	have	been

crowned	 King,	 actually	 –	 actors	 Robert	 Morley	 and	 Alfred	 Marks	 after	 their
performances	 in	 Melbourne	 –	 along	 with	 local	 favourites	 like	 Lou	 Richards,
Johnny	 Farnham,	 Bert	 Newton,	 Graham	Kennedy,	 Denise	 Drysdale	 and	 Lucy
Durack.
Pallavi	 and	 I	 did	 a	 few	 press	 events	 that	 were	 basically	 about	 selling

Melbourne’s	attractions,	which	was	hardly	difficult.	It	was	an	honour	and	pretty
special	to	represent	the	city	that,	in	my	view,	just	cannot	be	beaten	on	any	level.
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New	York,	New	York

The	New	York	Stock	Exchange	welcomes	cricket	icons,	Sachin	Tendulkar	and	Shane	Warne,	to	ring
the	NYSE	opening	bell	to	highlight	the	inaugural	‘Cricket	All-Stars’	three	game	series	in	New	York
City,	Houston	and	Los	Angeles.	This	historic	tour	marks	the	first	time	Tendulkar	and	Warne	play	on
US	soil.

Cirencester	CC,	9	June	2013

ELIZABETH	AND	 I	put	on	an	exhibition	game	at	Cirencester	 in	Gloucestershire	 to
raise	money	for	our	respective	charities	–	the	Shane	Warne	Foundation	and	The
Hop	Skip	and	Jump	Foundation.	The	game	was	billed	as	England	vs	Australia,
my	team	against	Michael	Vaughan’s,	and	we	had	a	lot	of	great	names	out	there	–
not	least	Merv	Hughes	and	Allan	Lamb,	two	of	the	best	and	funniest	guys	in	any
era	of	cricket.
A	huge	 crowd	 turned	 up	 on	 a	 sunny	day	 and	more	 than	 just	 a	 few	of	 them

asked	why	 us	 old	 blokes	 didn’t	 do	 this	more	 often.	 Elizabeth	 asked	 the	 same
thing,	suggesting	it	might	have	a	business	angle	to	it.	They	got	me	thinking.	We
talked	about	a	world	tour,	a	Harlem	Globetrotters	kind	of	thing,	and	on	the	set	of
The	Royals	in	New	York,	we	sat	killing	time	in	the	trailer	and	began	to	map	out
some	ideas.
The	recruitment	of	household	names	mattered	most,	then	venues	and	pitches:

no	point	in	good	players	struggling	on	substandard	surfaces.	We	wanted	the	fans
to	 see	 their	 heroes	 play	 live	 and	 somewhere	 near	 their	 best.	You	need	 a	 good
pitch	for	that.
We	mapped	out	the	concept	in	detail	and	with	each	cricketing	thought	of	mine

came	 another	 with	 a	 different	 angle	 from	 Elizabeth.	 It	 was	 fun	 and	 the
foundation	of	something	really	good	began	to	emerge.	Instinctively,	we	thought
it	 right	 to	 start	 in	America,	where	 so	many	 ex-pats	 are	 starved	 of	 cricket.	We
were	 excited	by	 the	potential	 of	 social	media	 in	promoting	 to	 them	and	 to	 the
young	Americans	 they	might	 bring	 along	with	 them,	who	might	 see	T20	 as	 a



trendier	 and	more	 exciting	hybrid-type	 thing	of	 baseball.	Then	we	put	 our	 not
very	financial	minds	to	the	cost	and	realised	we	needed	a	serious	and	committed
backer.
Then,	 just	 as	 we	 thought	 we	 had	 something	 to	 take	 to	 a	 few	 big	 hitters,

Elizabeth	 and	 I	 split	 up.	 She’d	 been	 a	motivating	 force.	As	 I	withdrew	 to	my
kids	and	television	work,	the	idea	fell	asleep	in	my	notebook.
It	woke	up	at	Lord’s	in	2014	when	I	was	asked	to	be	captain	of	a	Rest	of	the

World	 team	 against	 MCC,	 captained	 by	 Sachin,	 to	 celebrate	 the	 200th
anniversary	of	MCC.	Twenty-seven	thousand	tickets	sold	out	in	an	hour	on	the
back	of	the	two	of	us	committing	as	captains.	My	guys	were	Gilchrist,	Sehwag,
Tamim	Iqbal,	Pietersen,	Yuvraj	Singh,	Afridi,	Collingwood,	Siddle,	Warne,	Tino
Best	and	Muralitharan.	Sachin’s	were	Aaron	Finch,	who	scored	181	not	out	off
145	balls	by	 the	way,	Tendulkar,	Lara,	Dravid,	Chanderpaul,	Lee,	Chris	Read,
Saeed	Ajmal,	Tait,	Umar	Gul	and	Vettori.
Finchy	 said	 he	 considered	 throwing	 his	 wicket	 away	 on	 about	 60	 as	 he

reckoned	 the	 crowd	would	prefer	 to	 see	 the	other	blokes	bat!	Oh,	 and	 another
thing,	Brett	Lee	bust	my	wrist	with	a	beamer.	I	went	out	to	bat	in	the	last	over,
against	my	gut	 instinct.	The	guys	 in	 the	dressing-room	said,	 ‘Go	on,	mate,	 the
crowd	would	love	to	see	you	out	there.’
Crash!	 I	 don’t	 know	why	Binga	 didn’t	 just	 bowl	 a	 nice	 half-volley	 outside

off-stump	and	let	me	smack	it	for	one	out	to	the	fence	or	something,	but	no,	he
was	trying	to	rip	my	pegs	out	with	a	thunderbolt	yorker	and	got	it	wrong.	It’s	a
friendly	game,	Bing!
I	didn’t	bowl	a	ball,	 and	 the	Warne/Tendulkar	match-up	never	happened.	 In

fact,	 I	 hardly	 saw	 any	 of	 our	 innings,	 because	 I	 was	 getting	 plastered	 up	 in
hospital.	Not	Binga’s	finest	hour.	Fancy	Binga	not	reading	the	play	right!
After	the	general	excitement	of	that	day,	I	knew	the	Harlem	Globetrotters	idea

could	work	and	that	it	was	exactly	what	I	wanted	to	pursue.	For	six	months,	the
idea	went	around	 in	my	head	and	more	notes	 filled	 the	book,	until,	on	Boxing
Day	2014	–	at	the	MCG	–	I	went	to	see	Lloyd	Williams,	who	was	in	the	ground
watching	the	cricket	with	his	grandson	Henry	and	a	few	mates.	I	told	him	about
the	idea.	‘No	hesitation,’	he	said,	‘I	love	it,	I’ll	back	you.’	That	was	the	moment
Cricket	All-Stars	was	born.
‘You	need	Tendulkar,’	he	added.	 In	no	 time	he	had	sorted	 lawyers	and	 they

were	drafting	contracts	 for	 the	potential	 signing	of	players.	On	 the	 first	day	of
the	Sydney	Test,	I	called	Sachin.
‘I	want	 to	 recreate	 that	MCC	game	we	played	at	Lord’s	 in	 a	 series	of	 three

T20	matches	 in	 the	US,	with	a	view	 to	going	global	 if	 it	works.	My	 idea	 is	 to
become	cricket’s	Harlem	Globetrotters,	 taking	the	game	to	people	who	haven’t



had	the	opportunity	to	see	their	heroes	play	and	show	them	to	their	kids;	to	give
free	 coaching	 and	 to	 help	 promote	 and	grow	 the	 game	 in	 territories	 that	 don’t
have	 cricket	 on	 their	 doorstep.	 America	 is	 jammed	 full	 of	 Indians,	 Aussies,
Poms,	South	Africans,	Pakistanis	and	Sri	Lankans.’
‘I	 love	 it,’	he	 replied.	 ‘I’ve	been	 thinking	 the	same	sort	of	 thing	 for	a	while

now	and	I’ve	already	had	talks	in	America,	so	I	know	the	people	we	can	follow
up	on.’
‘Fantastic,’	 I	 said.	 I	 told	 him	 I’d	 like	 to	 set	 this	 up	myself	with	Lloyd,	 and

added	that	Lloyd	insisted	on	having	Sachin	on	board.	‘If	we	do	this	together,’	I
said,	 ‘we’ll	 have	 a	 great	 chance	 of	 pulling	 in	 the	 best	 players	 and	most	 high-
profile	sponsors.	The	key	will	be	getting	the	right	people	to	run	it.’
‘Great,	let’s	have	a	chat,’	said	Sachin.
We	met	 in	 London	 in	 late	 January/early	 February,	 about	 a	month	 after	 our

call.	 Sachin	 had	 his	 guy	 there,	 Sanjay,	 who	 was	 very	 much	 a	 mentor	 and
business	 advisor.	 I	 explained	 my	 concept	 and	 gave	 them	 a	 slide	 show.	 They
loved	it	and	flew	in	a	guy	called	Ben	Sturner	from	America.	Sachin	was	adamant
that	his	team	of	people	run	the	whole	thing.
I	said,	‘Well,	it’s	my	idea.	I	know	I	can	get	the	best	players	and	I’m	prepared

to	go	50-50	with	 you.	 I	 suggest	we	pay	 experienced	people	 to	 organise	 it	 and
appoint	two	from	each	of	our	camps.’
Sachin	said,	‘No,	I	have	to	have	Sanjay	and	Ben.’
I	was	uneasy	with	that,	but	remained	sure	Sachin	and	I	together	would	make	it

work,	so	I	agreed.	At	the	next	meeting,	he	brought	a	couple	of	other	guys	along
who	seemed	efficient	and	on	the	ball.	I	figured,	‘Okay,	I’ve	known	Sachin	for	25
years	and	he’s	done	unbelievably	well	off	the	field,	so	he	must	have	the	business
side	of	his	life	well	organised.	Relax	and	go	with	them.’
I	 ended	 up	 regretting	 that.	 The	 organisation	was	 not	 as	 it	 could,	 or	 should,

have	been,	which	was	a	real	shame.	They	were	decent	guys	but	the	event	got	too
big	for	them.	We	took	it	to	the	ICC	–	to	James	Sutherland	and	Tom	Harrison,	the
CEOs	 of	CA	 and	ECB	 respectively;	 Sundar	Raman,	who’d	 been	Lalit	Modi’s
right-hand	man	 in	 the	 IPL,	and	David	Richardson,	CEO	of	 ICC.	They	 loved	 it
too,	 but	 said	 we	 had	 to	 have	 the	 proposal	 cleared	 by	 the	 home	 country’s
governing	body,	the	USACA.	They	said	that	things	were	tricky	in	the	States	at
that	moment	 and	 that	 the	 strained	 relationship,	 pending	 potential	 investigation
into	USACA	governance,	needed	working	through.	In	other	words,	they	were	up
for	our	idea	but	couldn’t	guarantee	America’s	warmth	towards	us.
We	felt	that	we	could	be	a	force	for	good	and	that	maybe	our	ICC-approved

matches	would	bring	the	two	bodies	closer	together.	We	pushed	the	fact	that	we
could	work	with	the	ICC	in	promoting	the	game	globally,	not	least	in	the	States,



while	 at	 the	 same	 time	 being	 in	 a	 position	 to	 support	 such	 things	 as	 disaster
funds	and	spread	a	bit	of	cricket’s	joy.	Richardson	and	the	others	liked	that.	As
far	as	we	were	concerned,	all	we	needed	was	 to	 retain	our	brand	so	 that	 ticket
sales,	merchandising,	coaching	clinics,	an	educational	website,	interactive	games
etc	 would	 be	 bracketed	 solely	 under	 the	 All-Star	 name,	 while	 still	 being
affiliated	to	the	ICC.
It	didn’t	happen	like	that.	In	fact,	we	ended	up	paying	huge	money	to	the	ICC,

well	 into	 six	 figures,	 to	 play	 each	 of	 these	 games	 in	 America.	When	 we	 got
there,	 the	USACA	people	were	surprisingly	aggressive	 towards	us	and	 tried	 to
sabotage	 the	event,	claiming	we	had	no	rights	 to	play	 in	 their	country	and	 that
they’d	sue	us	if	we	went	ahead.	We	told	them	to	take	their	grievances	to	the	ICC
and	went	ahead	anyway.	We	never	heard	another	word	from	them!
The	players	we’d	approached	were	well	up	for	it.	The	morning	before	the	first

match,	Sachin	 and	 I	 rang	 the	 bell	 at	 the	New	York	Stock	Exchange.	Matthew
Hayden	and	Wasim	Akram	were	there	too,	as	well	as	my	dad,	which	was	very
cool.	A	few	of	us	went	on	morning	TV	shows,	we	played	a	mini-exhibition	 in
Central	Park	–	which	was	sensational,	by	the	way	–	and,	in	general,	New	York
welcomed	us	with	open	arms.
The	only	problems	were	with	the	pitch,	a	drop-in	that	cost	us	a	mind-boggling

amount	 of	 money,	 and	 the	 refusal	 of	 the	 ground	 authorities	 to	 let	 us	 train	 or
practise	in	the	days	leading	up	to	the	game.	They	wanted	another	$250,000	for
that	–	what	a	joke	–	which	Sachin’s	people	understandably	said	was	a	rip-off	and
wouldn’t	pay.
The	truth	is,	if	you	ask	me,	that	they	probably	didn’t	do	the	pitch/ground	deal

quite	 right	 and	 fell	 foul	 of	 that	 old	 line	 of	 the	 devil	 being	 in	 the	 detail	 of	 the
contract.	This,	along	with	other	small	but	important	aspects	of	a	top-level	event
–	cars	 from	 the	airport	 for	 the	guys,	 for	example,	kit,	 schedules	 for	 the	promo
events,	corporate	hospitality	suites	and	boxes	for	sponsors	etc	–	was	all	very	last
minute,	and	not	slick	as	I	had	wanted.
I	 think	 it’s	 because	 Indians	 leave	 everything	 so	 late,	 which	 they	 can	 make

work	at	home,	but	it’s	not	easy	to	pull	off	in	someone	else’s	country.	Each	day
felt	 like	 they	were	flying	by	 the	seat	of	 their	pants	and	I	didn’t	 like	 that	at	all.
Sachin	got	onto	a	guy	called	Raj,	who,	strangely,	I	knew	a	bit	from	poker,	and	he
came	 in	 at	 the	 very	 last	moment,	 saving	 the	 day	with	 his	 organisational	 skills
and,	most	importantly,	paying	a	heap	of	outstanding	bills	that	allowed	us	to	go
ahead.
So,	in	the	end,	Sachin	and	I	walked	out	to	toss	the	coin,	on	time,	at	Citi	Field

in	 New	 York	 on	 7	 November	 2015,	 and	 there	 were	 37,000	 people	 there,



screaming	and	yelling.	The	noise	was	insane	and	I	shouted,	‘Sachin,	I	think	this
was	a	good	idea,	mate!’
I’ll	always	argue	that	the	$175	ticket	price	was	too	high	–	which	was	why	we

didn’t	 sell	 out	 the	 stadium	 –	 and	 I	 accept	 the	 overheads	went	 beyond	 budget,
which	 stopped	 us	making	 the	money	we	 should	 have	 done.	Whatever,	 37,000
fans,	clearly	loving	every	second,	was	not	to	be	sniffed	at	for	a	first	outing.
I	 forgot	 to	mention	 how	we	 put	 the	 teams	 together.	 It	was	 Sachin’s	 bloody

good	idea	to	match	up	two	similar	players	and	pull	out	one	each	from	the	jug.	It
was	a	genuine	draw,	in	front	of	a	huge	press	contingent,	except	 that	 the	Indian
players	 kept	 coming	 out	 on	 Sachin’s	 team	 and	 the	 Aussies	 on	 mine!	 It	 was
uncanny.	 In	went	 Sachin’s	 hand	 and	 out	 came	 Sehwag,	Ganguly,	 Laxman.	 In
went	my	hand	and,	boom,	Hayden,	Ponting,	Symonds!	The	draw	 finished	 like
this:
Warne’s	 Warriors:	 Hayden,	 Vaughan,	 Ponting,	 Kallis,	 Jonty	 Rhodes,

Sangakkara,	 Andrew	 Symonds,	 Warne,	 Saqlain	 Mushtaq,	 Vettori,	 Walsh,
Akram,	Allan	Donald,	Agit	Agarkar,	Shane	Bond.
Sachin’s	Blasters:	Sehwag,	Tendulkar,	Lara,	Laxman,	Ganguly,	Jayawardene,

Carl	Hooper,	Moin	Khan,	Murali,	Graeme	Swann,	Ambrose,	Pollock,	McGrath,
Klusener,	Shoaib	Akhtar.
The	 game	 was	 fantastic.	 Sachin’s	 team	 came	 out	 swinging,	 and	 he	 and

Sehwag	put	 on	 85	 in	 eight	 overs	 before	my	mediocre	 attack	 (joke!)	 –	Akram,
Donald,	 Walsh,	 Kallis,	 Warne	 and	 Vettori	 –	 dragged	 it	 back.	 I	 got	 3/20:
Tendulkar,	 Lara	 and	 Laxman.	 Cool.	 Shoaib	 steamed	 in,	 hitting	 Haydos	 and
Jacques	Kallis	with	a	couple	of	thunderbolts,	which	was	really	important	in	the
context	of	the	credibility	of	the	series,	showing	that	this	thing	in	America	wasn’t
just	exhibition	hit	and	giggle.	Ricky	and	Kumar,	with	a	bit	of	help	from	Jonty,
knocked	 them	off.	We	won	 in	Houston	 and	LA	 too	–	 them	competitive	 juices
never	stop	flowing!
And	 since	 this	 is	 my	 book,	 I’ll	 tell	 you	 how	 the	 last	 match	 finished.	 The

Blasters	 seemed	 to	 have	 it	 covered	 after	 we	 collapsed	 to	 5/129,	 chasing	 220.
Then	Ricky	and	Jacques	pulled	us	out	of	trouble	until	six	were	needed	from	the
last	three	balls	and	Jacques	chipped	one	back	to	Sehwag.	Two	balls	left,	in	goes
Warne.	One	ball	 left,	match	over.	 I	hit	 a	 little	Sehwag	 fizzer	over	 the	 fence	at
long-on;	the	only	ball	I	faced	in	the	whole	series!
The	 crowds	were	 also	good	 in	Houston	 and	LA,	 though	not	 quite	 like	New

York,	 and	 we	 were	 all	 convinced	 that	 All-Stars	 cricket	 had	 legs.	 I	 wanted	 to
repeat	 it	 the	 following	year,	but	we	needed	a	month	 to	 take	a	breath	and	work
out	what	we	got	right	and	wrong.



When	we	eventually	met	for	a	debrief,	the	first	thing	I	said	to	Sachin	was	that
the	 size	of	 the	 events	 overwhelmed	 a	 couple	of	 his	 guys,	Sanjay	 in	particular,
and	 that	we’d	 be	 better	 employing	 others	 for	 the	 event	management.	He	 took
offence	 at	 that,	 which	 was	 fair	 enough.	 I	 suggested	 we	 find	 an	 independent
agent,	while	at	 the	 same	 time	offering	my	own	manager,	 James	Erskine,	as	an
option	 to	broker	 it	all,	because	he’d	had	previous	success	staging	events	 in	 the
entertainment	industry.
‘At	 the	 very	 least,’	 I	 said,	 ‘let’s	 go	with	 the	 two	 and	 two	 idea	 I	 had	 at	 the

beginning.’
Sachin	said,	‘No,	it	has	to	be	my	people.’
We	went	 away	 for	 a	 rethink.	Time	 slipped	by,	 so	much	 so	 that	 I	 feared	we

were	missing	the	chance	to	make	a	second	year	work.	In	the	meantime,	I	thought
I’d	confirm	some	of	the	key	players’	ongoing	interest,	which	was	when	I	heard
that	Sachin	had	approached	some	of	them	directly,	saying	All-Stars	was	on	again
and	that	he’d	told	the	Indian	players	not	to	sign	up	with	me.
I	 rang	 him	 immediately	 but	 got	 nothing.	 In	 fact,	 for	 a	 couple	 of	months	 he

wouldn’t	take	my	call.	I	later	found	out	he	was	under	the	impression	I	was	trying
to	do	it	without	him,	but	my	instinct	was	to	give	him	the	benefit	of	the	doubt	on
that	one	–	there	were	a	lot	of	jealous	people	out	there,	happy	to	turn	us	against
each	other,	 I	 thought.	For	one	 thing,	 it	was	my	 idea	and	he	certainly	wouldn’t
dispute	that;	for	another,	we’d	known	each	other	a	long	time	and	there	was	a	lot
of	mutual	respect.
When	we	 eventually	 spoke	 I	 adapted	my	 first	 idea	 of	 an	 independent	 agent

and	went	harder	on	 the	 idea	of	appointing	 two	guys	each,	answerable	 to	us,	 to
run	the	All-Stars	venture.	In	the	meantime,	I	said	we	had	to	pay	the	bills.	He	said
he’d	take	care	of	things	and	insisted	he	hadn’t	spoken	to	any	players	about	going
it	alone.	However,	I	was	soon	to	find	out	that	his	people	had	told	him	he	didn’t
need	me	to	make	the	venture	work.	I	can	believe	that.
We	met	at	Alfred’s	in	London,	with	James	Erskine	and	one	of	Sachin’s	guys,

and	 agreed	 a	 route	 forward.	 It	 never	 materialised.	 I	 blame	 the	 people	 around
Sachin,	not	Sachin	himself.	One	of	the	players	told	me	he	was	actually	signing
with	Sachin,	which	caught	me	off	guard.	I	said,	‘That’s	cool,	he	has	a	right	to	do
exactly	as	he	wants,	as	do	you.	But	it	can’t	be	under	the	All-Stars	banner	–	that’s
mine.’
I’m	really	sad	about	it.	I	had	30	players	lined	up	and	ready	to	go	again.	I	even

had	it	out	 there	on	social	media,	but	 the	uncertainty	became	too	hard.	I	always
wanted	All-Stars	 to	 be	 a	 legacy	 created	 by	 Sachin	 and	me	 together	 but,	 for	 a
reason	that	I’ve	never	fully	understood,	he	didn’t	see	it	that	way.	No	way	is	there



room	in	the	market	for	us	both	to	do	the	same	thing.	It	would	be	stupid	to	try,
anyway,	as	we’d	be	spread	too	thin.
My	dream	remains	the	same.	I	believe	cricket	can	make	a	difference	in	parts	it

doesn’t	usually	reach.	I	think	kids	need	heroes	and	us	older	blokes	can	be	those
heroes	 by	 going	 live	 to	 the	 places	 where	 the	 international	 game	 doesn’t
otherwise	go.	And	 I	don’t	 think	 it’s	 too	 late	either.	As	 I	 say,	Cricket	All-Stars
has	legs.

London	Calling

After	 starting	 with	 Sky	 in	 2009,	 I	 spent	 more	 and	 more	 time	 in	 London,
eventually	 living	 there	 for	almost	half	 the	year	 from	2014	 to	2017.	 It’s	a	great
city	and	in	the	sense	that	there	is	always	something	happening,	the	vibe	is	very
like	Melbourne.	 I	 always	enjoyed	London,	 right	 from	 the	Bristol	days	 in	1989
when	a	trip	to	town	was,	well,	like	a	treat.	I	know	my	way	around,	almost	better
than	Melbourne,	and	love	the	vibe.	When	the	sun	shines,	it’s	as	good	a	place	as
anywhere;	when	it	doesn’t,	when	that	grey	rain	sets	in	for	days	on	end	and	the
summer	temperatures	drop	to	10	degrees,	it	loses	the	magic!
Clive	 Rice,	 the	 great	 South	African	 all-rounder	 who	 captained	Notts	 to	 the

county	 championship	 in	 1981,	 summed	 up	English	weather	 pretty	well:	 ‘Nine
months	of	winter	and	three	months	of	bad	weather.’
He	has	a	point,	 though	when	it	gets	hot,	and	occasionally	it	does,	 it	can	feel

hotter	than	higher	temperatures	in	other	cities.	New	York	is	like	that	too.	Blame
the	lack	of	space	and	the	massive	populations,	I	guess.	I	live	in	St	John’s	Wood,
right	 by	 Lord’s,	 in	 a	 cool	 little	mews	 house	 owned	 by	 a	mate	 of	mine	 in	 the
music	 business,	 Rod	MacSween,	 who	manages	 and	 promotes	 rock	 and	 heavy
metal	bands.	There	is	no	lovelier	bloke	on	the	planet.
Over	 the	 years,	 I’ve	 developed	 so	 many	 great	 friends,	 really	 interesting

people,	mainly	 from	business,	 sport	 and	music.	 It’s	 sort	 of	 funny	when	mates
come	over	from	Australia	and	I	find	myself	wanting	to	show	off	my	London	–
Wimbledon	 tickets,	 Lord’s,	 of	 course,	 cool	 clubs,	 even	 great	 restaurants	 –
though	my	idea	of	a	great	restaurant	is	not	everyone	else’s!
Favourite	Italian?	Lucio’s	on	the	Fulham	Road	and	Little	Italy	in	Soho,	where,

midweek,	the	tables	go	back,	the	DJ	steps	in	and	the	dancing	begins!	Favourite
clubs?	Soho	House,	Annabel’s	and	5	Hertford	Street.	Favourite	place,	full	stop?
Pizza	Pomodoro	in	Beauchamp	Place,	particularly	Sunday	nights	when	it	rocks.
The	kids	love	London,	Mum	and	Dad	too.



Golf	 is	 big	 for	me.	 I’ve	 joined	Beaverbrook,	 a	 new	 private	 club	 created	 by
some	super	guys	who	wanted	a	top	venue	–	course,	clubhouse,	hotel,	spa,	food,
staff	etc	–	with	a	relaxed	atmosphere	and	style.	They’ve	managed	to	create	just
that.	Playing	 at	Queenwood,	Sunningdale	 and	Wentworth	with	good	 friends	 is
pretty	 special	 too.	 I	 know	 I’m	 lucky,	 because	 these	 are	 all	 awesome	 places,
ranking	with	pretty	much	anywhere	in	the	world.

Flower	of	Scotland

I	 never	 thought	 I’d	 say	 it,	 but	my	 flower	 of	 Scotland	 is	 the	Old	Course	 at	 St
Andrews.	When	you	first	have	a	hit,	you	think,	‘What’s	all	the	fuss	about?’	It’s
not	 like	 there	 are	 great	 views	 or	 one-off	 spectacular	 holes,	 or	 impossible
challenges,	 or	 super-fast	 greens,	 or	 amphitheatres	 that	 create	 excitement	 or
atmosphere.	No,	 none	 of	 that,	 but,	well,	 it’s	 like	 it’s	 got	 history.	Real	 history.
And	that’s	where	the	atmosphere	comes	from.	When	you’ve	had	a	few	goes	at	it,
the	magic	 begins	 to	 seep	 into	 your	 body	 and	 the	 subtleties	 of	 the	 course	 play
with	 your	 head.	 Once	 you’ve	 driven	 off	 the	 first	 tee	 and	 walked	 up	 the	 18th
fairway	 a	 few	 times,	 you	 just	 can’t	 get	 enough	 of	 the	 place.	 St	 Andrews	 is
addictive,	simple	as	that.
Anyone	lucky	enough	to	be	invited	to	the	Dunhill	Links	Championship,	which

is	 played	 over	 four	 days	 at	 St	 Andrews,	 Kingsbarns	 and	 Carnoustie	 in	 late
September/early	October	every	year,	will	know	what	I	mean.	There’s	a	bunch	of
us,	all	good	mates,	who	sit	by	our	computers	from	May/June	 time,	hoping	and
praying	that	you,	Johann	–	or	should	I	say	Mr	Rupert	or	Sir	or	Father	Christmas,
whatever	you	wish	to	be	called;	let’s	say	The	Boss	–	sends	an	invite.
When	 the	 inbox	on	 those	computers	goes	 ‘ker-ching’	and	 that	 invite	 flashes

up,	we	press	 reply	before	we’ve	 read	what	 the	email	 says.	Oh	man,	 it’s	 like	a
huge	 load	 off	 the	 back	 because	 you	 just	 don’t	 want	 to	 miss	 it.	 It’s	 hard	 to
describe	 but	 the	 easiest	 thing	 to	 say	 is	 that	 it’s	 the	 greatest	week	 of	 the	 year,
every	year.	It’s	the	best	of	everything,	with	an	unbelievable	chemistry	created	by
Johann’s	generosity	and	enthusiasm	and	the	fun	list	of	guys	he	asks	along,	year
upon	 year.	 There	 are	 lots	 of	 good	 pro-ams	 out	 there,	 but	 there’s	 only	 one
Dunhill.	The	camaraderie	is	second	to	none.
Yes,	the	top	players	and	a	fantastic	mix	of	celebrity	sports	and	showbiz	people

give	it	a	buzz,	but	the	key	thing	is	that	you	get	to	live	in	another	man’s	world	for
a	week	 and	 to	 play	 at	 their	 level.	 I	 don’t	 think	 there’s	 another	 sporting	 event
where	amateurs	can	play	with	pros	in	genuine	tournament	mode.	For	example,	I
can	 play	 an	 exhibition	 cricket	 game	 or	 a	 charity	match	 and	 lob	 up	 some	 leg-



spinners,	 but	 I	 won’t	 be	 bowling	 like	 I’m	 competing	 in	 a	 tournament.	 Those
sorts	of	games	are	fun	and	very	worthwhile,	but	you	don’t	have	to	be	in	the	zone.
In	the	Dunhill,	if	you’re	not	in	the	zone,	it’s	goodnight.
The	 pros	 are	 playing	 for	 huge	 bucks	 –	 the	 biggest	 prize	 money	 on	 the

European	tour	–	and	we	walk	the	fairways	as	their	partner,	discussing	strategy,
hitting	shots	and	holing	putts	(hopefully,	but	not	often	enough!).	So	it’s	a	unique
experience	and	a	real	privilege.	Which	isn’t	to	say	that	off	the	course	it’s	not	fun,
because	it	is	–	in	fact,	it’s	a	riot.
Take	the	Saturday	night	party:	Huey	Lewis	leads	the	band	and	belts	out	‘The

Power	 of	 Love’;	 Don	 Felder	 from	 the	 Eagles,	 Mike	 Rutherford	 of	 Genesis,
Ronan	Keating,	Brian	McFadden	and	Tom	Chaplin	from	Keane	all	play	and/or
sing;	Andy	Garcia	does	a	great	job	on	those	bongos,	and	the	mighty	Tico	Torres
from	Bon	Jovi	rips	it	on	the	drums.	I	mean,	are	you	kidding?	What	a	line-up!	It’s
just	 insane!	 Kelly	 Slater	 might	 join	 them	 for	 a	 jam,	 big	 Schalk	 Burger,	 the
larger-than-life	 (larger	 than	 everything,	 actually)	 former	 South	 African	 rugby
forward,	strums	the	guitar	like	it’s	a	ukulele	with	those	massive	hands	of	his,	and
so	on	and	so	on.	Amazing!
Last	year’s	tournament	was	special	for	me,	because	after	11	years	of	trying	I

made	 the	 cut.	 Although	 the	 top	 60	 pros	 have	 their	 own	 cut	mark,	 the	 top	 20
teams	out	of	the	168	that	start	out	–	those	that	have	the	lowest	amateur/pro	best
ball	score	–	make	the	cut	too	and	play	on	the	last	day	at	St	Andrews.
My	long-term	partner	had	been	my	great	mate	Peter	O’Malley,	or	 ‘Pom’,	as

we	all	know	him,	and	we’ve	come	very	close	to	making	the	cut	on	a	couple	of
occasions.	Since	Pom	pulled	back	 from	full-time	commitment	 to	 the	 tour,	 I’ve
played	 with	 some	 other	 Aussies	 too	 –	 Nathan	 Holman,	 Wade	 Ormsby,	 Brett
Rumford.	Then	last	year	I	was	drawn	with	a	Kiwi,	Ryan	Fox.	This	guy	hits	the
ball	so	far,	it’s	a	joke.	I	asked	him	if	he’d	played	alongside	Dustin	Johnson	and,
if	so,	how	much	does	he	give	Johnson	off	the	tee.	He	replied,	I	have	and	I	don’t!
Now	that’s	long!
Annoyingly,	Ryan	missed	 the	 cut	 himself	 by	 a	whisker	but	had	 a	 chance	 to

make	decent	money	if	our	 team	could	win	 the	 tournament.	We	were	 two	shots
off	 the	 lead	 going	 into	 the	 last	 day,	 and	 at	 1	 am	 at	 the	 party	 he	 was	 on	 the
dancefloor	rocking	to	Huey	and	the	boys.	He	turned	to	me	–	poleaxed,	he	was	–
and	 said,	 ‘Warney,	 the	 driver	 is	 coming	 out	 everywhere	 tomorrow	 and	 I’m
ripping	it.	I’m	looking	to	drive	every	green!	We’re	gonna	win	this	thing,	mate!’
And	then	he	was	back	to	his	air	guitar!
So,	except	for	the	two	short	holes	and	the	first,	the	ninth	and	the	18th,	where

driver	is	too	much	club,	he	hit	it	everywhere	alright	and	shot	68.	Pretty	good.	He
missed	a	couple	of	putts.	I	missed	a	couple	more.	Aaarggghh!	In	fact,	I	missed



four	from	inside	six	feet	and	I’m	a	good	putter.	We	all	miss	 the	odd	little	one,
but	 these	–	four	from	inside	six	feet;	no	way,	you	have	to	hole	two	or	three	of
them.	I	was	so	disappointed	in	myself.	We	finished	equal	fifth,	four	shots	behind
the	winners	Kieran	McManus	and	Jamie	Donaldson.	Four	 shots,	 that’s	all.	 It’s
what	the	pros	go	through	every	week.	It’s	painful.
I	 got	 home	 to	London	 and	 thought,	 ‘You	 know	what	 –	 you’re	 disappointed

because	 you	 blew	 a	 chance	 to	 win	 something	 that	 was	 among	 the	 best
experiences	of	your	life.	The	opportunity	to	play	on	that	last	day	in	front	of	those
big	crowds	and	compete	at	a	decent	level	was	just	incredible	–	maybe	not	quite
Ashes	or	the	IPL	final	but	not	far	off.’
The	point	 is	 that	 it’s	 right	up	 there	and	has	given	me	 inspiration	 to	 improve

my	golf	and	 to	go	again.	 I	want	 to	get	down	 to	 three,	 four,	 five	handicap.	 I’m
praying	for	an	invite	to	the	next	Dunhill	and	I’m	desperate	to	go	low	and	win	it.
Never	mind	 the	fact	 that	 I	hardly	slept	on	 the	Saturday	night	because	I	was	so
nervous,	 I	 want	 that	 adrenaline	 rushing	 through	 me	 again!	 Yes,	 I	 loved	 it	 –
absolutely	loved	it.
Remember,	I	began	with	the	AFL	dream	but	didn’t	make	it.	Then	I	had	a	taste

of	Test	cricket	and	knew	that	I	wanted	more.	I	drove	to	Adelaide	and,	with	Terry
Jenner	by	my	side,	lost	nearly	20	kilos	and	bowled	for	four	to	five	hours	a	day
until	I	was	good	enough	to	look	Test	cricket	in	the	eye	with	confidence.	In	other
words,	I’m	a	determined	sort	of	guy.	If	I	get	asked	back,	I’d	love	Ryan	Fox	as
my	partner	again	and	I’d	put	a	few	bucks	on	us	to	go	all	the	way!

It’s	Only	Rock	and	Roll	(But	I	Like	It)

The	 2001	 Australian	 tour	 of	 England	 and	 I	 walked	 into	 the	 lift	 at	 the	 Royal
Garden	Hotel	 in	London,	where	we	always	stayed.	 I	 recognised	 the	guy	 in	 the
back	corner,	head	dipped	from	the	other	four	or	five	people	in	there.	I	thought,
‘Is	that	…?	No,	don’t	think	so.’
He	caught	my	eye	and	kind	of	did	a	double	take.	The	other	people	got	out	on

the	first	floor.	He	looked	at	me	again,	me	at	him.
‘Are	you?’
‘Err,	are	you?’
‘Shane	Warne?’
‘Yes,	mate.’
‘Chris	Martin?’
‘I	am.	What	are	you	up	to?’
‘Nothing	much.	Fancy	a	drink?’



‘Sure.’
So	the	Australian	leg-spinner	and	the	Coldplay	front	man	got	to	talking.	The

sun	 was	 coming	 up	 by	 the	 time	 we	 finished.	 He	 liked	 cricket,	 I	 like	 music.
‘Yellow’	 off	 the	 Parachutes	 album	 was	 already	 a	 favourite.	 We	 swapped
numbers,	sent	a	few	messages	and	we’ve	been	mates	ever	since.	We	share	a	lot
of	stuff,	maybe	that	other	mates	wouldn’t	quite	get.	He’s	a	true	friend,	very	loyal
and	 supportive.	 I	 think	 he’d	 say	 the	 same	 about	 me.	 When	 you’re	 public
property,	it	sure	helps	to	have	someone	to	talk	to	who	understands	the	game	out
there.
I	had	 some	good	dinners	at	his	house	 in	London	–	 just	Chris,	Gwyneth	and

me.	She	does	a	mean	risotto.	It	was	sad	when	they	split	up,	she’s	a	really	lovely
girl.	Chris	and	I	walk	the	hills	up	above	his	place	in	Malibu,	and	if	we	don’t	see
each	other	for	a	while	we	keep	in	touch	by	text	or	phone	calls.	We	just	click.	It’s
a	friendship	I	value	greatly.
I’ve	 been	 on	 stage	 with	 him	 three	 times,	 once	 to	 introduce	 him	 and	 John

Farnham	together	at	a	charity	concert	 in	Sydney	after	 the	2009	Black	Saturday
bushfires	 in	Victoria,	 and	again	 in	Sydney	when	Coldplay	were	 live	 to	40,000
people.	I	was	in	the	crowd	and	his	PA	came	and	grabbed	me:	‘Chris	wants	you
on	stage.’
I	said,	‘No,	no,	what	are	you	talking	about?’
‘It’s	not	a	question,’	she	said,	‘it’s	a	fact.’
‘Oh	right.’
I	 followed	 her	 backstage	 and	 then	 into	 the	wings.	 Chris	 came	 offstage	 and

said,	‘You’re	the	fifth	member	of	the	band.	You	need	a	jacket,	you	need	to	wear
everything	the	boys	are	wearing.	Quick!’
So	everyone	was	running	around	the	 joint,	 finding	stuff,	and	suddenly	I	was

out	there.	The	crowd	gave	me	an	amazing	welcome	and	the	band	went	straight
into	‘I’m	a	Believer’	by	the	Monkees.	Chris	handed	me	the	maracas	and	when	I
had	a	crack	at	playing	 them	–	so	embarrassing	–	he	sort	of	 looked	at	me,	 like,
‘What	the	hell	sort	of	an	effort	is	that?!’	Well,	I	hadn’t	got	a	clue,	had	I?	So	he
swapped	them	for	a	 triangle.	 I	was	rubbish	at	both	but	 the	crowd	went	berserk
and	loved	it,	I	think.	Then	he	said,	‘Thanks,	Shane,’	and	I	went	back	to	my	seat,
rock-star	career	on	hold!
In	2017,	the	band	were	in	Melbourne	and	he	came	to	my	place	for	a	barbecue

with	my	kids	and	a	couple	of	their	mates.	He	said	he	wanted	me	on	stage	again.
‘Last	night’s	show	was	unbelievable	–	the	longest	we’ve	played	for	in	years	–

and	we	want	something	new	for	 tonight	 to	 take	 it	up	another	notch.	Come	and
play	with	us	again	and	we’ll	have	some	fun.’
I	was	thinking,	‘Take	it	up?	I’ll	drag	it	down	if	I	come	on!’



‘No,	mate,’	 said	Chris,	 ‘you’re	 coming	on	 stage	with	us	 in	your	hometown.
We’ll	make	a	little	story	out	of	it,	like	we’ve	got	this	guy	on	work	experience,	a
bright	new	talent	that	we	picked	up	on	the	streets	and	we’re	hoping	to	integrate
into	the	band.	“Hey,	everyone,	please	give	a	massive	Melbourne	welcome	for	…
Shane	Warne!”’
The	kids	were	saying,	‘Yeah,	do	it,	Dad.	You’ve	got	to	do	it!’
So	I	agreed	to	do	it.	I	went	to	the	gig	with	Mum	and	Dad,	Chris’	dad	was	there

too,	and	Michael	Slater.	The	kids	were	rocking	in	the	mosh	pit.	About	halfway
through	the	show,	some	security	guys	came	to	get	me,	and	as	I	made	my	way	to
the	side	of	 the	stage	I	passed	Jackson	in	 the	crowd	but	didn’t	know	it.	He	was
shouting	 out	 ‘Dad,	 Dad’,	 but	 I	 didn’t	 hear	 him	 at	 first	 and	 later	 he	 said	 he
thought	I	was	going	to	fresh-air	him,	but	at	 the	last	moment	I	saw	him	and	we
had	a	cuddle	and	a	few	high-fives	with	his	mates.
Then	the	security	guys	grabbed	me	and	said,	‘We	seriously	gotta	go,	Warney,’

and	suddenly	I	was	on	 the	side	of	 the	stage,	shitting	myself.	The	sound	 techos
handed	me	 a	 harmonica	 for	 ‘Don’t	 Panic’	 but	 when	 the	 band	 ripped	 into	 the
song,	I	thought	‘Phew,	Chris	has	changed	his	mind.’
But	almost	as	soon	as	they’d	started,	they	stopped.	Chris	stuttered,	‘Hang	on,

hang	on,	we’ve	messed	that	up.	Let’s	start	this	again.’
Then	 he	 winked	 at	 me	 and	 began	 the	 pre-planned	 intro.	 I	 mouthed,	 ‘You

bastard!’
Onto	the	stage	I	went,	harmonica	in	hand,	with	Coldplay.
The	crowd	went	berserk.	Melbourne	people	happy	to	see	one	of	their	own	up

there,	 I	 suppose.	 The	 band	 started	 on	 the	 song	 again	 until	 Chris	 took	 over,
singing	solo,	and	signalled	 for	me	 to	play.	 I	did	my	 thing	with	 the	harmonica,
blowing	into	it	like	I	knew	what	I	was	doing,	and	out	came	perfect	notes.
Chris	went,	 ‘Yes	 yes	 yes!’,	 and,	 as	we	 high-fived,	 the	 huge	 crowd	 –	 60	 or

70,000,	I	think	–	cheered	and	sang	along.
One	report	of	the	show	said,	‘It	was	a	throwback	to	Australian	cricket’s	most

dominant	 era,	 a	 sporting	 ground	 in	 Melbourne	 chanting,	 “Warnie,	 Warnie,
Warnie.”	…	If	we	are	being	honest,	he	didn’t	suck.	In	fact	he	kind	of	nailed	his
little	harmonica	solo.	And	the	crowd	went	berserk	once	again	for	Shane	Warne.’
Later,	people	 said	 it	 sounded	 fantastic	and	asked	how	 long	 I’d	been	playing

the	harmonica.	I	said,	‘Come	on,	you	idiots!’	It	was	good	fun.	I	mean,	let’s	face
it,	who	gets	to	go	on	stage	with	one	of	the	biggest	bands	in	history?
Music	is	huge	for	me.	They	say	it’s	good	for	you	to	sing	and	I	sure	sing	along,

especially	in	the	car,	and	in	the	shower.	Music	reminds	you	of	different	times	in
your	 life,	 it	 can	 make	 you	 think,	 change	 your	 philosophy	 and	 improve	 your
mood.	It	can	make	you	miss	people	and	love	people	more.	It	makes	you	move,



dance,	and	it	fills	a	room	with	joy	and	fun.	I’m	the	world’s	best	chair	dancer	–
just	ask	the	owners	of	Pizza	Pomodoro!	They	only	have	to	crank	up	‘Volare’	by
the	Gipsy	Kings	and	I’ll	rock	a	chair	dance	like	no-one	else	in	the	joint.
My	go-tos	are	Coldplay,	Ed	Sheeran	and	Bruce	Springsteen.	Fleetwood	Mac

would	be	up	 there	 too,	along	with	U2	and	some	INXS	stuff.	The	 first	 record	 I
bought	was	 ‘Cum	on	Feel	 the	Noize’	by	Quiet	Riot.	When	 I	was	younger,	 I’d
ride	 my	 bike	 to	 CC	 Records	 with	 a	 few	 bucks	 worth	 of	 pocket	 money	 and
proudly	sprint-cycle	home	to	play	a	new	album	at	full	blast	all	day,	every	day	for
the	next	week.	Dad	liked	the	Rolling	Stones,	so	I	got	 into	them	too,	as	well	as
Neil	Diamond	and	Rod	Stewart	from	that	earlier	era.
I	never	liked	house	or	acid	music	and	I’m	not	much	into	heavy	rock	or	metal.

I’m	a	softer	sort	of	rocker,	leaning	to	pop.	‘Dancing	in	the	Dark’	is	my	favourite
Springsteen	song,	closely	followed	by	‘Glory	Days’,	which	sort	of	reminds	me
of	cricket	and	football	days	and	all	the	fun	we	had	with	the	guys.	Bruce	came	to
the	Melbourne	Showgrounds	 in	1985	and	I	 lined	up	overnight	 to	see	him	send
the	place	crazy	in	a	black-and-white	headband:	‘Boooooorn	in	the	USA!’
Right	now,	Ed	Sheeran	has	got	me	hooked.	That	 song	 ‘Photograph’,	 oh	my

God!	I	love	Ed.	His	songs	are	great	because	they	bring	out	emotions	in	you	that
others	 don’t.	 He’s	 such	 a	 terrific	 person	 and	 he’s	 become	 a	 close	 friend.	 The
more	 time	 I	 spend	with	 him,	 the	more	 I	 see	 the	music	 as	 an	 extension	 of	 his
personality.	I’ve	bowled	in	the	nets	with	his	dad	for	hours	at	the	MCG,	and	at	Ed
at	 Lord’s,	 and	 have	 got	 to	 know	 the	 family	 well.	 They’re	 good	 people,	 very
humble	and	kind.
Obviously,	meeting	these	guys	is	a	great	thrill.	I	just	hope	they	feel	the	same

when	 they	meet	me!	During	my	 enforced	 lay-off	 in	 2003,	 the	 Stones	 came	 to
Melbourne	on	their	world	tour	and	I	managed	to	get	in	touch	with	Mick	Jagger
for	 tickets.	We	met	 up	 and	got	 along	well.	Mick	 and	Charlie	Watts	 love	 their
cricket	and	Simone	and	I	ended	up	at	a	party	in	his	room	watching	some	of	the
South	African	World	Cup	together.	What	was	really	nice	was	that	they	publicly
said	to	the	Australian	press	something	like:	‘If	Shane	Warne	is	banned	for	a	year
for	 a	 diuretic,	 jeez,	 we’d	 have	 been	 banned	 for	 life	 within	 a	 year	 or	 two	 of
starting	out!’	And	then,	on	the	back	of	that	comment,	Elton	John	came	out	and
said	if	he	could	be	anyone	else	in	the	world,	he’d	like	to	be	me.	That	was	pretty
cool.	Mick	and	Elton,	on	my	side.



20

Imagine

I	WAS	VERY	lucky	to	play	almost	all	of	my	career	when	the	summer	schedule	was
made	 up	 of	 Tests	 and	 one-day	 internationals	 that	 had	 regular	 dates	 in	 the
calendar	 and	 consistently	 huge	 crowds.	 The	 Sheffield	 Shield	 was	 king	 of	 the
domestic	game	and	grade	cricket	was	strong.	You	knew	what	you	were	getting,
which	 led	 to	accepted	and	usually	very	high	standards	across	 the	board	 in	 two
formats	of	cricket	that	stood	the	test	of	time.	The	message	was	pretty	clear	and
the	rest	of	the	world	was	envious.	If	the	foundations	are	good,	the	building	will
stay	solid.
The	Big	Bash	has	changed	that	a	bit.	Different	types	of	cricketer	are	emerging

who	appeal	 to	a	new	audience.	Standards	of	 technique	and	application	are	 less
important	 than	 thrills	 and	 spills.	 It’s	 a	 quick	 fix	 for	 an	 age	 that	 doesn’t	 do
patience	very	well.	That’s	fine,	because	it	matches	up	to	the	habits	of	the	world
today.
Among	the	things	that	have	needed	fixing	are	the	format	for	Test	cricket,	so

that	young	people	can	appreciate	the	skill	level	and	see	its	attraction	before	it’s
too	late;	the	plan	going	forward	for	one-day	cricket	to	bring	clarity	and	relevance
to	the	50-over	format;	and	the	scheduling	for	all	 international	cricket,	which	at
the	 moment	 is	 confusing	 for	 spectators	 and	 over-demanding	 on	 the	 players.
Thankfully,	in	June	this	year	the	ICC	announced	a	new	future	tours	program	that
deals	with	some	of	these	thoughts.
At	international	level,	I’d	stick	with	just	two	formats	of	the	game	–	outside	of

a	T20	World	Cup,	that	is.	To	me,	T20	should	be	played	almost	exclusively	in	the
independent	 leagues	 that	 are	 growing	 so	 fast	 everywhere	 in	 the	 world.	 These
provide	 the	perfect	environment	 for	 the	 style	of	cricket	 that	 it	 is.	 I	 can	see	 the
commercial	 value	 of	 a	 T20	World	 Cup,	 but	 every	 four	 years,	 not	 every	 two.
Cricket	 is	 killing	 itself	with	 so	much	 exposure,	 and	Test	 cricket,	 in	 particular,
has	no	chance	of	holding	its	own	if	T20	is	the	go-to	format	for	both	income	and
growth	at	both	international	and	domestic	level.



In	fact,	recently	I’ve	begun	to	wonder	if	we	shouldn’t	just	see	Test	cricket	as	a
television	 game.	 The	 rights	 still	 sell	 for	 incredibly	 high	 prices,	 but	 grounds
outside	England	 and	Australia	 are	 never	 full,	 not	 even	 in	 India,	 and	many	 are
actually	empty.	I’d	give	away	free	tickets	and	organise	special	events	for	kids	at
the	 Test-match	 venues,	 creating	 interaction	 with	 players	 in	 the	 hope	 of
encouraging	kids	to	get	to	know	the	players	better	and	see	them	as	their	heroes.
Right	now,	Test	cricket	needs	much	smarter	marketing.	All	the	messages	out

there	are	about	T20.	In	Australia,	it’s	Big	Bash,	Big	Bash,	and	more	Big	Bash;	in
India,	it’s	IPL,	IPL	and	more	IPL;	in	England,	it’s	this	new	100-ball	idea,	as	well
as	a	T20	tournament!	But	T20	already	has	an	enthusiastic	and	secure	audience.
Test	cricket	is	losing	its	audience	and	no-one	seems	to	care.
It’s	as	if	the	authorities	have	their	heads	in	the	sand,	hoping	the	five-day	game

will	survive,	instead	of	acting	to	make	sure	it	does.	It	needs	heavy	marketing	and
advertising,	 on	 billboards	 as	 well	 as	 TV,	 with	 the	 use	 of	 current	 star	 players
selling	the	Test	cricket	dream.
So	the	point	is,	we	need	to	educate	young	people	about	the	subtleties	of	a	very

long	and	quite	complicated	game,	which	actually	brings	out	the	very	best	in	the
players	 and	 pretty	much	 always	 sees	 the	 better	 team	win.	That	way,	we’ll	 get
heroes	for	the	youngsters	to	relate	to.
I’m	 a	 big	 believer	 in	 four-day	 Tests.	We	 need	 to	move	 the	 game	 on.	Over

rates	 are	 ridiculously	 slow	 these	 days;	 I	 mean,	 teams	 struggle	 to	 bowl	 the
minimum	90	in	the	day	and	most	of	the	time	they	don’t.	I	believe	it’s	reasonable
to	 expect	 32	 overs	 in	 a	 session,	 especially	 if	 you	 extend	 the	 hours	 of	 play	 to
include	 the	 extra	 half	 an	 hour	 that	 the	 players	 almost	 always	 use	 up	 to	 get
somewhere	near	completing	the	90	anyway.
Each	session	 should	be	 two	hours	10	minutes,	 and	 the	 two	breaks	 for	 lunch

and	 tea	 30	minutes	 each.	 This	would	work	 better	 for	 day-night	 Test	matches,
which	 should	 be	 played	 in	 dry	 climates	 only	 –	 Adelaide,	 Barbados,
Johannesburg,	 and	 most	 of	 India,	 for	 example.	 The	 game	 needs	 to	 be	 more
energetic.	Too	many	guys	are	wandering	around	like	Brown’s	cows	–	changing
gloves,	having	drinks	etc.	It’s	annoying	and	painfully	boring	to	watch!
We	 presently	 have	 450-over	 Test	matches,	 most	 of	 which	 finish	 early.	 I’m

proposing	384	overs	over	four	days,	with	a	first-innings	limit	of	130	overs.	That
pushes	everyone	to	get	on	with	the	game,	not	drag	it	out	because	they	can.	And,
if	the	overs	are	not	bowled	–	remember,	it’s	only	16	an	hour	–	the	captain	misses
the	next	match.	Simple,	no	argument.	Believe	me,	the	overs	will	be	bowled	then.
Obviously,	umpires	would	be	sympathetic	 to	 the	time	DRS	takes	and	the	other
natural	 stops	 in	 play	 that	 are	 unavoidable	 –	 sightscreens,	 injuries	 and	 stuff.
Consistency	is	the	key,	so	the	players	know	where	they	stand.



While	I’m	going,	let’s	deal	with	DRS.	I’d	only	allow	one	review	each	innings.
All	 the	 game	 needs	 to	 be	worried	 about	 is	 the	 howler	 –	 the	 kind	 of	 umpiring
mistake	everyone	knows	has	been	made.	The	rest	of	 the	 time,	we	can	 trust	 the
umpires.	They’re	pretty	good.	I	hate	it	when	DRS	is	used	tactically,	and	I	hate	it
when	it’s	used	so	often	that	it	slows	the	game	down.
I’d	 get	 rid	 of	 ‘umpire’s	 call’.	 It’s	 so	 bloody	 confusing,	 especially	 for	 the

viewer.	 To	me,	 we	 need	 to	 simplify	 the	 game	 and	 the	 easiest	 way	 to	 do	 that
when	it	comes	to	LBWs	is	to	say	that	when	a	review	is	requested,	the	umpire’s
decision	is	overruled	by	the	technology.	And,	effectively,	this	means	getting	rid
of	the	umpire’s	call	aspect	of	the	DRS	for	LBWs.
If	25	per	cent	or	more	of	the	ball	is	hitting	the	stumps,	that’s	out.	End	of	story.

If	it’s	less	than	25	per	cent	then	there	is	doubt,	because	no	way	can	you	trust	the
technology,	 so	 it’s	 not	 out.	 I’ve	 seen	 that	 many	 dodgy	 decisions	 on	 LBW
reviews	 and	 every	 time	 I’m	 more	 convinced	 that	 the	 technology	 is	 not	 quite
foolproof,	which	is	why	I	feel	a	25	per	cent	margin	is	needed.
Anyway,	we	want	 the	umpire’s	decision	 to	mean	 something.	 If	 a	50-50	call

goes	against	you,	so	be	it,	but	the	howler,	well,	it	can	decide	a	game	and	maybe
ruin	 it.	People	 at	 home,	 sitting	on	 their	 couch,	 they	 can	 see	 the	howler	–	 like,
‘He’s	effing	smashed	 that!’	–	and	 then	see	 it	 replayed	 time	after	 time.	Damien
Martyn,	 Old	 Trafford	 in	 2005,	massive	 inside	 edge,	 given	 out	 LBW	 at	 a	 real
crucial	point	 in	 the	game	–	DRS	would	have	picked	 that	up.	Edgbaston,	 same
series,	last	ball,	Kasper	caught	down	the	leg-side	–	DRS	would	have	proved	his
hand	was	off	the	bat.
Let’s	get	back	to	Test	cricket	and	how	to	make	it	appealing	for	everyone.	The

most	important	thing	of	the	lot	is	the	pitches.	Good	pitches	mean	every	type	of
cricketer	can	have	a	say.	The	pitches	just	cannot	be	flat	roads,	like	Melbourne	in
the	Ashes	last	summer,	if	you	want	Test	cricket	to	survive.	Pitches	must	provide
a	 contest	 between	 bat	 and	 ball	 and,	 if	 anything,	 slightly	 favour	 the	 ball.	 If
batsmen	can’t	handle	a	swinging,	seaming	ball	in	England,	a	faster	and	bouncier
pitch	 in	Australia	 or	 a	 turning	 ball	 on	 the	 subcontinent,	 they’d	 better	 learn	 to
play	better.	I	don’t	care	if	it	spins,	I	don’t	care	if	it	seams,	I	don’t	even	care	if	it
flattens	out.	That’s	okay	too,	because	a	game	of	cricket	cannot	be	predictable	if
it’s	to	be	any	good.	So	four	days,	96	overs	per	day,	and	you’ll	get	results	if	the
pitches	 are	 conducive	 to	 the	 ball	 doing	 anything	 other	 than	 going	 gun-barrel
straight	at	an	easy	pace.
Moving	on,	I	believe	that	when	we’re	marketing	Test	cricket,	we	should	start

with	a	massive	financial	reward	for	the	winners	of	matches	and	series.	Think	of
it	 like	 the	 Race	 to	 Dubai	 in	 golf.	 Imagine	 a	 two	 or	 three-year	 cycle	 and	 $20
million	prize	pool.	Everyone	should	play	each	other	in	three-match	series,	except



for	‘icon	series’	–	the	Ashes	definitely,	and	India-Pakistan,	should	the	time	come
when	they	can	play	against	each	other	again.
How	 exciting	 was	 it	 when	 we	were	 watching	 Justin	 Thomas	 play	 the	 final

round	of	the	FedEx	for	$US10	million?	How	good	would	it	be	if	it	came	down	to
the	 last	Test	match	of	a	cycle	with	 the	World	Test	Championship	on	 the	 line?
I’m	 not	 in	 favour	 of	 a	 final,	 I’m	 in	 favour	 of	 a	 long	 campaign	 rewarding	 the
winner.	Test-match	cricket	is	seriously	demanding	and	if	you’ve	been	the	most
successful	 team	over	a	 long	period,	you	deserve	 the	 trophy	and	the	cash,	not	a
play-off	in	which	a	toss	or	a	freak	one-off	performance	can	go	against	you.	Also,
a	 final	 can	be	 a	 shocker	 if	 the	pitch	 is	 too	 flat;	 though,	 in	 theory,	 limiting	 the
overs	of	each	first	innings	would	take	care	of	that.
What	else?	I	know	–	the	size	of	the	bats.	Irrelevant.	Make	them	as	big	as	you

want.	I	have	no	interest	in	the	size	of	the	bats,	because	when	you’ve	got	the	right
pitch	–	 that	 balance	between	bat	 and	ball	 –	no-one	mentions	bats.	The	 size	of
bats	and	flat	pitches	are	joined	at	the	hip.	Oh,	and	the	boundaries,	they’re	part	of
this	 conversation.	 Too	 many	 grounds	 bring	 the	 rope	 in	 five	 to	 15	 metres	 to
accommodate	 television	 cameras	 and	 the	 health-and-safety	 officials.	Make	 the
grounds	 as	 big	 as	 they	 can	 be!	 Of	 course,	 there	 are	 massively	 different
dimensions	at	different	venues	–	Eden	Park	and	the	MCG,	for	example.	That’s
fine,	but	don’t	make	Melbourne	smaller	than	it	needs	to	be.	A	metre	space,	max
two	 metres,	 is	 plenty	 of	 room	 between	 the	 rope	 and	 the	 boards.	 That	 space
should	be	standard,	not	a	 last-minute	decision	by	 the	groundsman	or	 the	home
governing	body.
Test	 cricket	 is	 unique	 and	 has	 lasted	 since	 1877	 because	 it’s	 a	 great	 and

beautiful	 game.	 It	 should	 be	 at	 the	 forefront	 of	 cricket	 thinking	 and	whatever
decisions	 are	 made	 for	 cricket	 going	 forward,	 they	 should	 all	 lead	 back	 to
protecting	 and	 improving	 the	 Test-match	 game.	 Every	 country	 should	 play	 a
standard	number	of	Test	matches	and	one-day	games.	The	one-day	games	should
count	 towards	 qualification	 and	 seeding	 for	 the	World	 Cup	 that	 comes	 along
every	four	years.	This	stupid	disparity	of	one	country	playing,	say,	six	Tests	and
27	one-dayers	 in	a	year	and	another	playing	13	Tests	and	12	one-dayers	 in	no
way	helps	cricket	attract	an	audience	to	all	forms	of	the	game.	Well	done,	ICC,
for	looking	to	improve	that	situation.
I	 believe	 that	 one-day	 cricket	 should	 start	 every	 series,	 like	 the	 entrée	 of	 a

meal	if	you	like,	and	that	Test	cricket	should	be	the	main	course.	If	there	is	no
avoiding	T20	as	an	 international	game,	 then	it	should	follow	the	Test	matches,
like	dessert	at	the	end	of	a	meal.	That	should	be	the	pattern	of	all	bilateral	series
–	three	matches	in	all	formats;	no	more,	no	less.	Except,	as	I	say,	for	five	Ashes
or	India-Pakistan	Tests.



One-day	cricket	would	benefit	 from	some	changes,	 from	a	bit	 of	 freshening
up.	Forty	overs	per	side,	maybe?	There’s	no	doubt	that	the	middle	10	overs	get
lost	 in	 a	 sort	 of	 Bermuda	 Triangle.	 I’d	 loosen	 up	 the	 field	 restrictions	 to
encourage	the	captains	to	take	more	initiative	and	use	more	imagination.	I’d	like
to	see	some	pilot	games	with	three	outside	the	ring	for	the	first	15	overs	and	then
five	for	the	remainder	of	the	innings.
And	I’d	like	to	see	more	emphasis	on	quality	bowlers,	both	in	50-over	and	20-

over	cricket.	Maybe	four	bowlers	could	do	the	bulk	of	the	work,	and	not	rely	on
a	fifth	who,	more	than	likely,	is	a	bit-part	performer,	anyway.	In	T20	I	want	to
see	four	bowlers	allowed	five	overs	each.	Why	should	batsmen	be	able	to	bat	a
whole	innings	and	bowlers	be	so	limited?
Bowlers	 have	 always	 got	 a	 bad	 deal	 from	 the	 law-makers.	 It’s	 a	 batsman’s

game!	The	ball	has	to	do	something	–	I’ll	keep	hammering	away	at	that	principle
till	I	drop	dead.	Why	doesn’t	the	new	ball	swing	anymore	–	red	or	white?	It	has
to	be	the	way	it’s	manufactured.	We	should	experiment	with	that	process	–	try
weighting	 the	 ball	 or	 making	 the	 seam	 stand	 up	more	 proudly,	 so	 the	 rudder
effect	is	more	prominent.	We	like	day/night	Tests	in	Australia,	partly	because	of
the	 spectacle,	partly	because	of	 the	hours	of	play,	and	mainly	because	 the	ball
does	something	under	 lights	and	the	balance	switches	back	a	bit	 to	 the	bowler.
Test	cricket	needs	all	the	drama	it	can	find.
Finally,	some	thoughts	on	the	big	ICC	tournaments.	 I’d	prefer	 to	see	a	four-

year	cycle	comprising	a	Test-match	championship,	a	50-over	World	Cup,	a	T20
World	Cup	and	a	50-over	Champions	Trophy.	The	 two	World	Cups	–	50	over
and	 20	 over	 –	 should	 include	 at	 least	 14	 teams,	 perhaps	 16,	 and	 spread	 the
game’s	message	as	 far	as	 it	can	go.	Two	games	should	be	played	on	 the	same
day	 of	 World	 Cups	 to	 speed	 the	 thing	 up	 –	 six	 weeks	 is	 too	 long!	 The
Champions	Trophy	should	be	short,	sharp	and	for	the	elite	eight	teams	only,	just
as	it	has	been	over	the	years.
If	 a	 two-year	Test-match	cycle	 is	manageable	–	and	we’ll	 see	now,	because

the	 ICC	recently	announced	 its	 future	 tours	program	with	exactly	 that	 in	place
for	the	first	time	–	then	let’s	drop	the	Champions	Trophy	and	give	Test	cricket
more	 exposure.	 In	 the	 ICC’s	 new	 future	 tours	 program	 is	 a	 50-over	 one-day
league,	 serving	as	qualification	 for	World	Cups.	Progress!	But	 the	 idea	of	 two
T20	World	Cups	in	the	new	four-year	cycle	is	not	progress,	it’s	overkill.	I	love
T20	 and	 support	 domestic	 leagues	 enthusiastically.	 But	 too	 much	 T20	 is
dangerous.	 Standards	 of	 technique,	 application	 and	 concentration	 are	 already
slipping.	The	right	balance	between	all	 these	formats	of	 the	game	is	 the	key	to
cricket’s	wide	appeal	for	old-school	fans	and	new-age	audiences.	As	is	the	way
these	formats	are	marketed.



You	don’t	give	your	kids	sweets	just	because	they	ask	for	them.	You	have	to
convince	them	that	a	balanced	diet	is	the	way	to	go	–	protein	and	carbs;	fruit	and
veg	too.	Do	as	I	say,	guys,	not	as	I	always	do!
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In	the	Year	2018

3	June,	St	John’s	Wood,	London

IT’S	25	YEARS	since	the	Gatting	ball.	A	quarter	of	a	century	–	unbelievable.	I’m	in
London	for	a	week,	putting	finishing	thoughts	to	the	book	with	Mark.	We	started
here,	in	this	room	at	my	house	in	Little	Venice,	a	year	ago.	One	of	the	best	days
was	with	Mum	 and	Dad,	who	were	 over	 on	 a	 holiday	 and	 told	 us	 the	 stories
about	my	grandparents	and	great-grandparents.	Family	means	so,	so	much	to	me.
We	 sat	 here	 in	 awe	 of	 Dad’s	 knowledge	 and	 memories,	 and	 of	 Mum’s
recollections	of	her	childhood.	I	hope	Brooke,	Jackson	and	Summer	find	me	as
interesting	in	the	years	to	come!
The	anniversary	of	the	first	ball	I	bowled	in	Ashes	cricket	has	made	me	think

back	 yet	 again	 to	 how	 it	 changed	my	 life	 and	 the	ways	 in	which	my	 life	 has
changed.	 I	was	 a	 kid	 then	–	 a	 23-year-old	kid,	mind	you	–	keen	 to	 play	 sport
professionally,	but	with	no	real	idea	of	what	was	involved	to	be	successful.
My	 nerves	 on	 the	morning	 of	my	 first	 Ashes	 Test	match	 were	 the	 same,	 I

guess,	 as	 those	 of	 any	 other	 young	 cricketer’s	 as	 he	 starts	 out	 on	 that	 great
journey.	Mainly,	those	nerves	are	driven	by	the	fear	of	failure,	and	the	fear	that
you’ll	make	a	fool	of	yourself.	You	pray	you	don’t	drop	a	catch,	make	a	duck	or
bowl	a	shocker	first-up.	As	I’ve	mentioned,	if	someone	had	said	to	me	that	I’d
be	 voted	 one	 of	 the	 five	 cricketers	 of	 the	 century	 seven	 years	 later,	 I’d	 have
laughed.	But	it	happened,	so	I	must	have	learnt	pretty	quick	and	gone	on	to	get
more	than	a	few	things	right.	And	I	didn’t	bowl	a	shocker	first-up.	I	bowled	the
ball	that	made	me.
Cricket	has	given	me	so	much	–	good	mates,	good	times,	many	privileges	and

some	unbelievable	experiences	that	others	aren’t	so	lucky	to	have	had.	I’m	very
thankful	 for	 that.	On	more	 than	a	couple	of	occasions,	 though,	a	simple	 life	 in
sport	has	become	a	complicated	life.	I	have	at	last	understood	that	nothing	in	this
life	 is	 predictable	 –	 the	 trick	 is	 to	 ride	 the	waves,	 live	 it	 hard	 and	 love	 every
second.	The	rewards	will	be	all	the	better	for	doing	so.	My	mistakes	have	been



my	own,	my	successes	too	–	at	least	I	can	say	that.	There’s	no-one	else	behind
the	stories	on	these	pages,	only	me.
2018	has	been	an	extraordinary	year.	I	don’t	know	why,	but	I	kind	of	thought

it	would	 pass	 by	without	 a	whisper.	Hardly,	Warney,	 hardly.	 The	Aussies	 got
into	a	 terrible	mess	 in	Cape	Town,	a	mess	 that	 led	 to	a	massive	fall-out;	 I	was
back	at	the	IPL	but	I	wasn’t	back	at	Sky;	Channel	Nine	lost	the	cricket	rights	and
now	I’ve	signed	with	Fox.	Brooke	had	her	21st	recently	and	has	become	such	a
beautiful	girl,	 inside	and	out	(remember	the	baby	I	first	saw!);	Jackson,	who	is
thinking	about	work	as	a	model,	 is	putting	 in	 the	hard	yards	 in	 the	gym,	while
doing	a	variety	of	jobs	to	keep	himself	ticking	over,	and	Summer	has	almost	left
school.	Mum,	amazing	Mum,	was	recently	diagnosed	with	Alzheimer’s,	which	is
painful	for	all	of	us,	but	she’s	coping	brilliantly,	and	Dad	is	forever	by	her	side.
He	is	the	world’s	best	and	most	loyal	man.	I	love	them	both,	just	like	I	always
did.	Oh,	and	I	had	a	hole-in-one	at	a	famous	golf	course.

17/18	March,	Augusta	National

The	best	sporting	experience	of	my	life,	nearly.
Did	I	really	just	say	that?	I	did,	but	I’m	exaggerating.	(‘Exaggerating?’	I	hear

you	say.	‘Warney,	never!’)	The	truth	is	that	winning	World	Cups,	Ashes	and	the
IPL	was	 the	 ultimate	 in	 cool.	 I	 guess	 that	when	 you’ve	worked	most	 of	 your
adult	life	for	something,	the	joy	when	you	achieve	special	things	is	pretty	hard	to
beat	 –	 especially	when	 it’s	 in	 a	 team	 environment.	Having	 said	 that,	 Augusta
was	 pretty	 cool	 too.	We’ve	 all	 hung	 on	 to	 every	 televised	 shot	 at	 the	Masters
since	 golf	 first	 grabbed	 us.	To	 play	 there	was,	well,	 a	 tick	 off	 the	 bucket	 list;
another	one	of	those	dreams	of	mine!	To	do	so	with	two	of	my	best	mates	made
the	experience	all	the	more	fantastic.
We	were	told	no-one	had	ever	had	a	hole-in-one	to	the	back	right	pin	position

at	the	16th	hole.	In	truth	my	six	iron	never	looked	like	going	anywhere	else.	The
story	has	to	be	told,	but	I’ll	try	not	to	take	up	too	much	of	your	time!
John	Carr,	 son	of	 the	great	 Irish	amateur	player,	 Joe	Carr,	asked	Ric	Lewis,

Ross	 Desmond	 and	 me	 to	 Augusta	 three	 weeks	 before	 this	 year’s	 Masters
tournament.	It	didn’t	take	us	long	to	say	yes.	We	tapped	into	some	other	contacts
and	 stopped	 en	 route	 in	 Florida	 to	 play	 Seminole	 and	 The	 Bear’s	 Club	 –
wonderful	courses	that	beat	us	up	easy!
I’d	 been	 to	Augusta	 as	 an	 on-course	 reporter	 for	Channel	Nine	 in	 1996	 but

was	a	hacker	back	then.	Nowadays,	I	play	okay	off	nine	handicap	and	couldn’t
wait	to	get	at	it.	On	the	Saturday	afternoon	we	played	18	holes	off	the	members’



tees,	 I	 shot	 84	 and	 hit	 it	 to	 two	 feet	 to	make	 birdie	 at	 the	 16th,	 with	 the	 pin
bottom	left	where	the	ball	gathers	towards	it.
That	 night	 we	 had	 dinner	 in	 the	 clubhouse	 and	 were	 given	 a	 tour	 of	 the

famous	Augusta	National	wine	cellar.	 John’s	generosity	was	extraordinary	and
the	Augusta	welcome	matched	it.	We	were	up	early	on	Sunday	to	play	36	holes
off	the	back	tees	–	a	very	different	game	from	there	and	the	scorecard	didn’t	read
so	good!	At	the	16th,	I	skimmed	my	tee	shot	across	the	water	and	hit	the	shell	on
the	 back	 of	 a	 turtle.	 The	 noise	 was	 something	 else	 and	 the	 ball,	 well,	 it
disappeared	into	that	famous	little	lake	–	embarrassing.
In	the	afternoon,	we	all	hit	it	pretty	well.	By	the	time	we	reached	the	16th,	the

caddies	were	in	our	ear:	‘Come	on,	guys,	we	need	a	hole-in-one	from	one	of	you
real	bad!’	The	tradition	at	Augusta	is	that	a	hole-in-one	pays	each	of	the	caddies
in	the	group	500	bucks.	Mixed	feelings	then!
Anyway,	John,	Ross	and	Ric	all	hit	good	shots	to	the	back	right	pin	position

from	where,	 as	 I’ve	mentioned,	 apparently	no-one	had	ever	 had	a	hole-in-one.
My	 turn.	 I	 felt	good.	 I	had	155	yards	 to	 the	hole	–	 slightly	uphill	 and	 into	 the
breeze.	It	seemed	like	a	seven	iron	to	me	but	the	caddie	didn’t	like	it	and	pushed
for	a	six.	No	worries.	Out	came	the	six.	Placing	the	ball	on	the	tee,	I	wondered	if
I	had	too	much	club	but	convinced	myself	no.	‘Hit	it	easy,	mate,	nice	rhythm	…’
Just	before	I	hit	the	shot,	in	a	commentator’s	voice	Ross	said,	‘The	last	time

Shane	Warne	was	seen	in	the	United	States	of	America,	he	was	on	the	16th	tee	at
Augusta	National.	He	hit	a	perfect	six	iron	into	the	hole,	the	first	man	ever	to	do
so	with	 the	 pin	 in	 the	 back	 right	 position.	After	 that,	 the	 party	 took	 over	 and
Warne	just	disappeared	…	and	was	never	seen	again!!’
The	boys	 loved	 it.	 ‘C’mon,	Warney,	you’re	 the	man.	Do	 it	 for	all	of	us,	 the

caddies	especially.’
Well,	 I	hit	 this	ball	so	sweet,	 just	perfect.	 It	 felt	soft	off	 the	club	face	and	 it

flew	dead	straight	at	the	flag.	‘That’s	good,	very	good,’	I	thought.	‘Be	the	club	–
be	as	good	as	you	look!’
Suddenly,	we	were	all	shouting	at	it	to	be	good.	It	bounced	right	on	line	and

then	disappeared.
Silence.
Three,	maybe	four,	seconds	passed.
‘Did	that	just	go	in?’
‘It	sure	did,	man!	Shane,	you	just	got	a	hole-in-one	at	Augusta	National!’
Oh	my	God.
The	caddies	went	nuts.	So	did	we.	Ric	and	JC	were	chesting	each	other;	Ross

and	me	were	 high-fiving.	 It	 was	 electric	 out	 there	 at	 16!	 Hugs	 wherever	 you
looked,	laughter,	shock,	amazement.	Everyone	was	jumping	up	and	down.



‘Wow,	 man,	 no-one	 has	 ever	 done	 that	 before	 in	 the	 history	 of	 this	 club.
That’s	the	best	shot	I’ve	seen	at	Augusta,	man.	Arrrrsome!’
I	was	so	pumped,	I	drove	it	280	yards	down	the	17th	fairway	and	made	a	tidy

four.	It	was	much	the	same	story	at	the	18th.	This	had	to	be	a	dream.
In	the	pro	shop,	they’d	already	heard	the	news.	You’re	not	allowed	phones	on

the	 course	 at	 Augusta,	 but	 the	 caddies	 have	 little	 pocket	 cameras	 to	 record
special	moments.	They	were	so	damn	excited	that	there	were	more	shots	of	our
feet	and	of	the	sky	than	of	us.	No	worries,	guys!
Thankfully,	 there	 were	 three	 good	 ones	 that	 will	 live	 with	 me	 forever.

Meantime,	the	pro	showed	me	the	glass	cabinet	and	photo	of	the	hole	that	will
have	the	ball	mounted	and	the	scene	signed	by	the	four	of	us	that,	they	said,	will
be	sent	to	me	within	a	few	weeks.	I	was	pretty	rapt.	I	mean,	are	you	kidding?	I’d
just	made	a	hole-in-one	at	the	16th	at	Augusta	National,	home	of	the	Masters!	It
now	sits	in	pride	of	place	in	my	office.

24	March,	Cape	Town

Like	most	Australians,	and	many	genuine	cricket	lovers	around	the	world,	I	was
shocked	 and	 angered	 by	 what	 we	 all	 saw	 in	 Cape	 Town	 last	 March.	 It	 was
embarrassing	that	the	Australian	cricket	team	should	cheat	and,	worse	still,	in	a
pre-meditated	way.	There’s	no	way	their	actions	can	be	condoned.
At	 first,	 it	was	hard	 for	us	 to	know	how	 to	 react	because	no	Australian	had

been	accused	of	 tampering	with	 the	ball	 before.	The	hysteria	went	worldwide,
partly	because	of	‘Sandpaper-gate’	but	also	because,	over	time,	the	team	had	lost
popularity	through	failing	to	play	the	game	in	the	true	Australian	spirit	of	being
hard,	uncompromising	and	fair.	There’s	been	a	growing	arrogance	in	the	attitude
of	some	of	the	guys,	along	with	too	much	unpleasantness	on	the	field	–	both	to
umpires	and	opponents	–	and	a	whole	lot	of	whingeing	off	it.	Aussies	don’t	bleat
about	their	opponents	at	press	conferences	and	point	their	fingers	at	others	in	the
public	domain;	Aussies	go	out	and	make	their	point	on	the	field.
I’d	 say	 that	 over	 the	 last	 couple	 of	 years,	 there’d	 been	 a	 build-up	 of	 hatred

against	this	group	which	exaggerated	the	problems	they	suddenly	faced	on	that
horrible	day.	In	short,	everyone,	everywhere,	was	happy	to	put	the	boot	in.
Let’s	 examine	 the	 players’	 guilt	 for	 a	minute.	Ball-tampering,	 and	 therefore

bringing	the	game	into	disrepute	–	well,	yes,	 they	were	guilty	of	 that,	 for	sure.
But,	 and	 it’s	 a	massive	 but	 for	me,	 there’s	 a	 long	 list	 of	 players	who’ve	 been
charged	with	ball-tampering,	some	of	 them	big	names	–	Michael	Atherton	and
Sachin	Tendulkar	for	example,	though	both	had	the	tampering	charge	dropped	to



something	much	more	minor.	 It’s	 not	 so	 long	 ago	 that	South	Africa’s	 captain,
Faf	 du	 Plessis,	 and	 his	 new-ball	 bowler,	 Vernon	 Philander,	 were	 done	 and
convicted,	but	they	weren’t	vilified	for	it.
It	 was	 the	 pre-meditated	 bit	 that	 got	 everyone	 ticking,	 and	 the	 use	 of

sandpaper.	 So,	 is	 use	 of	 a	 mint	 to	 shine	 a	 ball	 not	 pre-meditated?	 Or	 the
application	 of	 sunscreen?	 And	 is	 the	 impact	 of	 a	 mint	 or	 sunscreen	 not	 as
effective	as	sandpaper?	Who	is	able	to	answer	that	question	for	certain?	Not	me,
I	know.	What	I	do	know	is	that	you	either	tamper	with	a	ball	or	you	don’t,	and
anyone	 who	 does	 is	 breaking	 the	 laws	 of	 the	 game	 and	 is	 as	 guilty	 as	 the
Australians	were	at	Newlands.
For	 that	 reason,	 I	 don’t	 believe	 the	 nine	 and	 12-month	 bans	were	 fair,	 and

were	certainly	not	in	line	with	the	punishments	previously	given	to	du	Plessis	or
Philander.	Yes,	the	three	Australians	–	Steve	Smith,	David	Warner	and	Cameron
Bancroft	–	were	hammered	for	breaching	the	spirit	of	the	game	–	something	that
is	so	important	to	us	all	–	but	they	were	also	hammered	for	not	playing	the	game
in	 the	 true	 Australian	 way.	 The	 fact	 is,	 the	 public	 had	 lost	 faith	 in	 them	 and
Cricket	Australia	decided	 to	 take	matters	beyond	the	ICC’s	 initial	punishments
and	nail	the	guys	for	more	than	just	ball-tampering.
At	times,	the	teams	I	played	in	made	mistakes	–	and	I	would	now	agree	that

we	pushed	behaviour	on	 the	 field	 too	 far	on	occasions.	 In	 truth,	 the	win	at	 all
costs	 attitude	 in	modern	 sport	 had	made	 a	 few	 of	 us	 do	 stupid	 things.	 I	 think
Steve	Smith	was	guilty	of	a	severe	error	of	judgement	that	day.	He	was	naive	to
think	he’d	get	away	with	it	and	was	a	victim	of	the	bubble	he’d	helped	to	create.
Once	 you	 think	 you’re	 indestructible,	 or	 above	 the	 law,	 you’ve	 lost	 sight	 of
reality.	For	 all	 that,	 however,	 I	 don’t	 think	Steve	Smith	 is	Pablo	Escobar	–	he
just	made	a	mistake.
I	 repeat,	 being	 rubbed	 out	 for	 a	 year	 was	 not	 a	 punishment	 that	 fitted	 the

crime.	Their	actions	were	indefensible,	but	they	didn’t	deserve	to	be	destroyed	in
the	way	they	were.	My	punishments	would	have	been	for	Smith	and	Warner	to
be	sacked	 from	 the	captaincy	and	vice-captaincy;	 for	all	 three	of	 them	 to	miss
the	fourth	Test	match	in	Johannesburg	and	then	to	be	hit	with	a	huge	fine.	After
that,	and	under	a	new	captain,	normal	service	should	have	been	resumed.
We’re	 told	 that	 Darren	 Lehmann	 didn’t	 know	 the	 ball-tampering	 was

happening.	 I	 believe	 it	 if	 he	 says	 it.	 Having	 said	 that,	 I	 understand	 people’s
doubts,	because	in	the	teams	I	played	in,	everyone	had	to	be	on	the	same	page	to
get	 the	ball	 to	reverse-swing.	If	one	player	shined	it	wrong,	or	got	 the	dry	side
wet,	it	just	wouldn’t	swing.	Other	plans	like	throwing	the	ball	into	the	ground	or
bowling	cross-seam	would	have	been	set	out	a	long	time	back,	not	last	minute	in



the	dressing-room	at	 lunch.	Therefore,	 in	 this	example,	 it’s	possible	 that	others
in	the	team	might	not	have	known	what	was	going	on.
I	felt	for	those	involved	and	could	imagine	what	they	went	through	over	those

dramatic	days	–	especially	the	three	who	bore	the	brunt	of	it	all.	It	comes	at	you
from	all	angles	and	you	 think	 there’s	no	way	out.	You	plead	from	within	your
heart	to	win	back	the	trust	of	your	team-mates	and	the	public	worldwide.
The	Australian	people	are	hard	on	 their	 sportsmen	and	quickly	 judgemental.

Only	 time	 can	 heal	 the	 relationship.	 Steve	 has	 already	 won	 a	 few	 hearts	 and
minds	 with	 his	 moving	 press	 conference	 and	 acceptance	 of	 the	 mistake,
alongside	 the	hours	he’s	now	putting	 in	 for	good	causes.	The	key	 things	 these
three	guys	can	continue	to	do	is	to	be	true	to	themselves	and	take	responsibility
for	how	they	move	forward.
I’ve	made	 a	 number	 of	mistakes	 in	my	 own	 life	 and	will	 continue	 to	make

them.	This	is	what	it	is	to	be	human.	I’ve	always	said	to	young	cricketers,	‘Don’t
worry	 about	 how	many	 runs	 you	make	 or	 how	many	Tests	 you	 play	 –	 do	 the
right	thing	by	cricket	and	it	will	do	the	right	thing	by	you.’	Our	sportsmen	and
women	are	held	in	high	regard,	that’s	why	this	hurt	so	much.	Playing	fair	might
be	the	most	important	thing	of	all.
This	group	of	players	needs	to	find	themselves	again.	What	happened	in	South

Africa	shook	everyone	and	now,	understandably,	the	guys	are	reacting	to	public
pressure,	 to	sponsors,	and	to	Cricket	Australia	by	doing	the	‘right	 thing’	–	 like
shaking	hands	with	 the	opposition	before	play	starts.	Pleeeese!	By	trying	to	do
the	 right	 thing,	 they’re	doing	 the	wrong	 thing.	The	best	way	 to	win	back	 trust
and	 popularity	 is	 by	 playing	 the	 Aussie	 way,	 and	 if	 that	 means	 some
confrontation	in	the	thick	of	the	battle,	so	be	it.	It’s	an	international	stage	they’re
playing	on,	not	the	village	green.
I’ve	 read	 that	we	 should	 play	 the	New	Zealand	way.	No	we	 shouldn’t!	We

should	play	our	way	–	I	repeat,	hard	and	fair.	Cricket	is	our	number-one	national
sport.	Australians	want	 to	 see	 us	win	 in	 style	 and	 in	 the	 right	 spirit,	 and	 they
want	us	to	respect	the	game	and	the	opposition.	Yes,	as	I’ve	said,	I	crossed	the
line	a	handful	of	 times	–	moments	I’m	not	proud	of	–	but	overall,	 I	played	the
game	true	to	its	traditions	and	earned	respect	for	that,	I	think.	The	teams	I	played
in	were	popular	for	the	way	they	went	about	their	cricket	and	admired	for	what
they	achieved.
Let’s	be	honest,	Australia	has	only	been	marginally	above	an	average	side	for

a	while	 now.	 Smith	 and	Warner	 have	 carried	 the	 batting,	making	 just	 enough
runs	between	them	for	a	quality	bowling	attack	to	do	some	damage.	The	young
batsmen	coming	through	the	first-class	structure	are	a	worry	and	I’m	amazed	to



see	 Graeme	 Hick	 as	 the	 national	 batting	 coach	 –	 nice	 fella,	 but	 hardly	 the
mentally	strong	character	that’s	needed	right	now.
Justin	Langer	gets	a	tick	from	me	but	he	needs	time.	JL	achieved	great	things

with	WA	and	the	Scorchers	but	international	cricket	is	a	whole	new	ball	game.
His	work	ethic	is	unbeatable	and	his	attention	to	detail	is	excellent.	I	just	hope	he
allows	the	guys	outside	the	box	–	flair	players	who	don’t	necessarily	conform	–
the	chance	 to	express	 themselves	freely.	That’s	 the	challenge	for	him,	 to	make
sure	he	doesn’t	 run	a	one-dimensional	unit.	He’s	 tough	and	he’s	smart,	 so	 I’m
backing	him	to	get	things	on	track.
He	 needs	 a	 good	 captain.	 In	 fact,	 Australian	 cricket	 is	 crying	 out	 for

leadership	on	and	off	the	field.	Tim	Paine	is	a	very	decent	bloke	but	a	caretaker
captain	–	an	interim	choice	–	and	with	guys	like	Alex	Carey	around,	his	place	is
by	no	means	certain.	Australian	cricket	has	always	picked	the	best	team	and	then
chosen	a	captain	from	those	11	players.	No	way	should	that	principle	be	changed
because	of	a	hiccup	in	Cape	Town.
What	 matters	 most	 now	 is	 that	 the	 old-fashioned	 principles	 of	 Australian

cricket	are	followed	religiously.	This	group	of	players	needs	to	stand	up	as	men
and	 represent	 their	 country	 like	nothing	else	on	earth	matters	more.	That	way,
they’ll	 soon	be	on	 the	 right	 road	again	and	an	 inspiration	 to	 the	kids	out	 there
who	see	our	cricketers	as	their	heroes.

13	May,	Jaipur

Unfortunately,	 this	was	my	last	day	with	 the	Rajasthan	Royals	 today	as	 I	head
back	to	Australia	 tomorrow!	It’s	been	great	fun	being	back	with	the	IPL	as	I’d
forgotten	 how	 intense,	 wonderful	 and	 great	 this	 tournament	 is.	 What	 have	 I
learnt?	 The	 modern-day	 batsmen	 in	 this	 form	 of	 the	 game	 have	 evolved	 into
terrific,	 innovative	 players	 with	 tremendous	 power.	 The	 bowlers	 need	 a	more
aggressive	mindset	 and	 to	 think,	 ‘How	am	 I	 getting	 this	 batsman	out?’,	 rather
than	 think	 containment	 first.	 The	 ground	 fielding	 is	 super-athletic	 and	 has
improved	out	of	sight	–	but	the	overall	catching	can	improve!
Lastly,	 a	 few	 thoughts	 looking	 ahead.	 Jos	 Buttler	 has	 to	 play	 Test	 match

cricket	for	England	as	he’s	a	quality	player.	What	a	difference	he	could	make	to
the	England	Test	side!	Mr	Root	should	demand	he	be	picked.	I’ve	really	enjoyed
his	company	as	he’s	a	quality	person	too.	Ben	Stokes	is	someone	you	want	in	the
trenches	with	you	and	has	a	quality	work	ethic.	 I’m	 looking	 forward	 to	 seeing
him	back	playing	international	cricket	–	he’s	a	bloody	good	man!	D’Arcy	Short
will	 become	 an	 awesome	 all-round	 cricketer	 for	 Australia	 and	 will	 surprise



people	 with	 his	 bowling.	 Sanju	 Samson	 will	 be	 the	 next	 big	 Indian	 superstar
batsman,	along	with	Rishabh	Pant.	Jofra	Archer	will	soon	be	the	best	fast	bowler
in	the	world!	Come	on,	the	Royals	…

17	May,	Melbourne

I’m	 at	 Junction	Oval	 in	Melbourne	 doing	 a	 photo	 shoot	with	Adam	Gilchrist.
We’ve	both	signed	for	Fox	Sports	 to	cover	the	cricket.	After	25	happy	years,	I
didn’t	want	to	leave	Channel	Nine	–	I’m	a	loyal	kind	of	guy,	sometimes	to	my
detriment	–	but	 the	deal	Fox	offered	brings	exciting	opportunities	and	a	pretty
decent	pay	cheque	too.
I	 didn’t	want	 to	 go	 to	Channel	 Seven,	 even	 though	 they	 had	 the	 free-to-air

rights.	Over	 the	 years,	 the	 Seven	Network	 had	 come	 hard	 at	me	 and	 the	 final
straw	 was	 bringing	 out	 the	 wheelchair-bound	 children	 and	 claiming	 that	 my
Foundation	had	 let	 them	down.	No,	Seven	and	me	were	not	 friends.	Nine	 still
had	 some	 bits	 and	 pieces	 of	 cricket	 and	 were	 keen	 for	 me	 to	 work	 on	 the
Australian	Open	tennis	and	Masters	golf	from	Augusta,	as	well	as	develop	other
ideas	for	new	shows.	I	was	happy	with	that,	really,	and	at	first	I	thought	that	was
where	I’d	stay.
All	 three	 networks	 offered	 me	 deals	 –	 how	 flattering	 is	 that!	 I	 like	 Steve

Crawley,	the	former	Head	of	Sport	at	Nine,	now	the	boss	at	Fox	Sports,	and	he
told	 me	 about	 their	 planned	 cricket	 channel	 and	 ideas	 for	 imaginative
programming	 around	 it.	Better	 still,	 he	was	 happy	 for	me	 to	 be	 non-exclusive
outside	 the	main	part	 of	 the	 cricket	 season,	which	 allowed	me	 to	 still	 do	 stuff
with	Nine.	So,	going	with	Fox	was	no	wrench.	 In	 fact,	 I’m	quite	excited	by	 it
and	 just	 hope	 that	more	 and	more	people	 buy	 into	 the	great	 coverage	of	 sport
that	Fox	provide.

15	July,	Las	Vegas

Disappointing!	Got	knocked	out	on	the	second	day	of	the	World	Series	of	Poker
Main	Event	–	a	bit	unlucky	but	there	was	a	silver	lining,	because	I	cashed	in	on
the	Wynn	Main	Event,	where	 I	 came	 70th	 out	 of	 nearly	 2500	 players.	Nearly
$10k	 in	 my	 pocket	 overall,	 so	 I	 can’t	 complain.	 I	 played	 well	 and	 feel	 good
about	my	game	at	the	moment.
Not	many	 things	have	grabbed	me	 in	 the	way	poker	has.	 In	 fact,	 it’s	gone	a

long	 way	 to	 replacing	 the	 heartbeat	 of	 cricket	 in	 my	 life.	 I	 heard	 a	 stat	 that



cricket	has	the	highest	suicide	rate	of	former	top-level	players	in	any	sport	and
I’m	not	surprised.	The	game	provides	 its	players	with	 the	buzz	of	competition,
alongside	the	comfort	of	a	controlled	and	rewarding	24/7	lifestyle,	which	means
tight	 friendships	 that	 come	 from	 long	days	and	nights	on	 the	 road	most	of	 the
year	round.	There’s	no	doubt	that	it’s	very	hard	to	replace	full-time	cricket.
I	am	a	super-competitive	guy	and	I	loved	the	ball	in	my	hand,	the	individual

match-ups,	 the	 team	ethic	and	 the	 satisfaction	of	winning	a	mind	game	 to	win
the	 contest.	 Cricket	 was	 the	 best	 part	 of	 25	 years	 of	 my	 life:	 replicating	 the
competitive	juices	that	flow	from	the	biggest	occasions	is	close	to	impossible.	Or
so	I	thought.	Though	golf	is	great	fun	and	I	love	nothing	more	than	playing	for
plenty	of	bucks	against	good	mates	at	great	courses,	 it’s	poker	 that	has	 rocked
my	boat	in	a	way	I	never	thought	possible	again.
There	are	three	variations:	online	poker,	which	is	good	for	learning	the	game

and	doesn’t	have	to	involve	much	money;	cash-game	poker,	the	T20	equivalent
that	seduces	the	guys	with	the	biggest	balls	and	the	biggest	wallets,	but	can	cost
you	dear	if	you	get	it	wrong;	and	tournament	poker,	which	is	the	game	I	love.
Tournament	 poker	 is	 the	 ultimate	 test	 of	 skill.	 Everyone	 puts	 in	 the	 same

amount	 of	 money	 and	 after	 that	 the	 strategy	 and	 mind	 games	 take	 over.	 In
cricket,	I	had	to	out-think	the	batsman	by	reading	the	play,	planning	ahead	and
staying	match	aware.	Poker	is	very	similar.
The	question	you	 ask	yourself	most	 is:	what	 is	my	position	 and	where	do	 I

stand	with	other	players?	There	are	10	players	at	the	table,	so,	simple	questions:
who	can	play,	really	play?	Who’s	the	pro?	Who’s	the	flashy	business	guy?	Who
won	his	seat	online?	Who	has	played	a	live	tournament	before	and	who	hasn’t?
Who’s	scared?	Who’s	not?	And	here’s	the	big	one	…	who	is	the	worst	player	at
the	table?	If	you	can’t	see	him,	it’s	almost	certainly	you!
Between	7000	and	8000	people	enter	 the	WSOP	Main	Event.	 It’s	a	$10,600

buy-in,	which	gives	you	50,000	worth	of	chips.	Do	the	maths	–	that’s	upwards	of
$80	million	prize	pool	before	TV	and	sponsorship.	Of	that,	it’s	10	million	bucks
to	the	winner,	so	it’s	big,	real	big.
Tournament	poker	is,	I	repeat,	a	game	of	skill,	so	you	need	to	be	sure	of	what

sort	 of	player	you	want	 to	be	–	 aggressive	or	patient,	 for	 example	–	 and	what
image	you	want	to	project	around	the	table.	First	you	position	yourself,	then	you
weigh	up	the	pot	odds	and	the	probabilities,	either	way.	Then	you	make	sure	you
play	 your	 opponent,	 not	 the	 cards,	 which	 is	 why	 you	 have	 to	 work	 out	 your
opponents.
The	 best	 players	 are	 one	 of	 two	 types:	 super-brainy	 mathematicians	 who

usually	play	in	structured	formats	based	on	probability;	or	 the	 less	brainy	guys
who	know	the	basic	maths	but	run	on	gut	instinct.	The	first	thing	I	do	is	look	for



‘tells’	–	people	who	scratch	their	nose,	play	with	their	earlobes,	look	down,	look
around,	cough	nervously,	 talk	 too	much	and	 too	 loud	or	not	at	all	–	and	 try	 to
limit	my	own	tells,	or	do	some	on	purpose!	My	table	image	is	loose	and	super-
aggressive	and	I	look	to	play	my	hand	as	if	I’m	not	too	bothered	how	it	turns	out.
The	essentials	are	(1)	how	you	bet	and	the	amount	–	you	just	have	to	learn	to

protect	 your	 chips	 without	 getting	 too	 curious	 elsewhere;	 (2)	 the	 ability	 to
concentrate	because	of	 the	amount	of	 time	you	spend	at	 the	 table	–	13	hours	a
day,	over	10	days	or	more,	and	 therefore	 it’s	pretty	easy	 to	 lose	concentration;
and	(3)	 the	courage	not	 to	be	afraid	 to	 lose.	 I	 love	 the	banter	and	 try	 to	mix	 it
with	anyone	on	the	table	who’s	ready	to	get	involved.	It’s	the	starers	who	get	me
–	these	blokes	who	stare	straight-faced	at	you	for	 three,	four,	 five	minutes	at	a
time.	That’s	daunting.	My	sort	of	challenge!
I’ve	played	all	my	life.	At	home	when	we	were	growing	up,	Friday	night	was

card	night,	or	other	games.	We	played	canasta,	kalooki,	500	and	poker,	as	well
as	backgammon.	I	loved	them	all.
I’ve	only	made	money	once	 in	10	attempts	at	 the	World	Series	Main	Event,

which	earns	a	cheque	of	about	$US30,000.	Three	times	I’ve	bubbled	–	in	other
words,	just	missed	out.	My	best-ever	finish	in	a	major	tournament	was	second	in
a	high-rollers	event	in	Melbourne.	I	was	all	in	with	10s	against	the	other	guy’s
eights	 (a	 two	outer,	only	 two	eights	 left	 in	 the	deck)	–	and	he	rivered	 the	only
card	 that	 could	 beat	me,	 another	 eight!	 That	was	 150K	 for	 the	winner,	 65	 for
second.	 And	 lastly,	 while	 I’m	 blowing	 smoke	 up	 myself,	 I	 came	 21st	 in	 the
WSOP	Asia	Pacific	event	that	features	a	lot	of	the	world’s	best	players.
The	very	best	 of	 them	are	Daniel	Negreanu	 and	Phil	 Ivey,	who’s	 become	 a

good	mate	of	mine,	and	is	known	as	the	Tiger	Woods	of	poker.	Imagine	I’m	a
scratch	 player	 …	 and	 he’s	 Tiger.	 That’s	 the	 gulf.	 My	 mate	 from	 home,	 Joe
Hachem,	won	the	Main	Event	in	2005	–	even	back	then	it	was	worth	7.5	million
bucks!	Joe	and	I	play	a	lot	together	and	I’ve	learnt	more	from	him	than	anyone.
He’s	been	a	great	mentor	in	the	poker	world,	and	became	a	great	mate.
I	 hope	 my	 new	 sponsor	 isn’t	 disappointed	 with	 me	 this	 week.	 I’m	 with

Dafabet	 now,	 a	 company	out	 of	 the	UK,	 having	 spent	 a	 happy	10-year	 period
with	888.	After	I	retired	from	Test	cricket	in	2006/07,	Crown	asked	me	to	play
in	the	Aussie	Millions,	the	world’s	biggest	tournament	outside	of	the	US.	They
paid	my	buy-in	fee	and	I	did	pretty	well.	888	picked	up	on	that	and	offered	me	a
deal	 to	 captain	 the	 888	 team	 and	 play	 around	 the	 world	 –	 a	 tough	 gig	 but
someone	has	to	do	it.	I	aim	to	please!
I	can’t	emphasise	enough	how	much	I	love	poker	and	how	fortunate	I’ve	been

to	 find	 something	 that	 goes	 a	 fair	 bit	 of	 the	 way	 to	 replacing	 the	 juices	 that
flowed	when	I	walked	out	at	Lord’s	or	the	MCG.	I’d	like	to	go	all	 the	way,	to



stare	down	the	best	at	crunch	time	in	the	Main	Event.	Phil	Ivey	says	he’s	looking
forward	 to	 the	moment	we	meet.	Meantime,	we	have	a	 few	beers	 together	and
I’m	always	 reminded	of	my	place	 in	 the	hierarchy	of	 the	game	by	 these	great
players.	But	I’m	off	dreaming	again	…



22

Simply	the	Best

Mac	and	Fries,	Tiger	and	Nugget

I’VE	HAD	A	good	life	and	fought	hard	for	most	of	it.	Jason	and	I	didn’t	come	from
anything	 fancy,	 but	 our	 parents	 made	 sure	 we	 wanted	 for	 very	 little	 and
maintained	a	price	on	good	manners	and	good	living.
I’ve	tried	to	tell	my	stories	as	honestly	as	I	know	them	and	hope	that	they’ve

given	you	something	of	the	life	I’ve	led.	I’m	not	a	hell-raiser	but	I	 like	a	good
time;	 it’s	not	a	 rehearsal,	after	all.	The	book	has	allowed	me	 to	confront	 some
issues	that,	before	now,	might	have	been	misunderstood.	Over	this	past	year	as
Mark	and	 I	have	worked	on	 the	 stories,	 I’ve	 looked	 inside	myself	more	 than	 I
have	done	before.
Mark	asked	me	if	I	thought	I’d	changed	the	game.	Maybe,	maybe	not.	It	has

certainly	changed	me.	The	longer	we’ve	talked,	the	more	often	the	Gatting	ball
moment	comes	into	 the	picture.	In	different	ways,	I	became	the	hunter	and	the
hunted	at	the	same	time.	The	night	after	that	Test,	I	was	walking	down	the	street
eating	McDonald’s	and	suddenly	there	were	five	or	six	photographers	in	my	way
taking	pictures	of	me	stuffing	my	face	with	a	burger	and	fries.
‘What	are	you	blokes	doing?’	I	said	naively.	‘What	the	hell	are	you	interested

in?	Leave	me	alone!’
It’s	 been	 pretty	 much	 like	 that	 ever	 since.	 As	 I’ve	 said,	 there’s	 no	 school

where	 you	 can	 learn	 how	 to	 handle	 the	 endless	 intrusions.	 Your	mistakes	 are
made	and	you	hope	you	learn	how	to	deal	with	them.	I’ve	tried	to	be	myself	but
probably	 should	 have	 been	 a	 little	 bit	more	 –	what’s	 the	word?	 –	 responsible,
because	the	consequences	of	my	actions	have	never	been	my	first	thought.	Yes,	I
admit	I’ve	made	mistakes,	but	they’ve	shaped	who	I	am	today.
At	the	time,	I	never	thought	I	was	having	any	significant	effect	on	cricket,	but

looking	back	now	I	can	see	how	perhaps	I	have.	Wrist-spin	was	dying	out,	but
by	performing	well	I	kind	of	gave	it	a	kick	up	the	backside	and	made	it	cool.	I
suppose	I	bought	a	sense	of	rock	and	roll	to	the	game	–	an	excitement	and	flair



that	 wasn’t	 usually	 associated	 with	 something	 increasingly	 seen	 as	 old-
fashioned.	 It	 was	 satisfying	 to	 bowl	 leg-spin	 –	 in	 fact,	 it	 was	 a	 gas	 –	 and	 I
wanted	people	to	be	able	to	see	the	fun	in	it.	A	lot	of	kids	have	had	a	go	because
of	me.	I	love	that.
There’s	 a	mystique	 to	 sliders,	 wrong	 ’uns	 and	 flippers	 that	 I	 was	 happy	 to

exaggerate,	and	when	those	balls	took	wickets,	they	were	bigger	news	than	your
average	off-break.	Add	in	the	fact	that	the	bloke	letting	them	go	had	dyed	hair,
an	ear-stud	and	liked	a	party,	I	can	see	that	there’s	a	story	there.
Of	all	 the	compliments	people	have	given	me,	 a	 couple	of	 short	 and	 simple

ones	 from	two	 truly	great	men	of	cricket	have	meant	 the	most.	There	was	Bill
O’Reilly’s	 article	 in	 the	 Sydney	 Morning	 Herald	 when	 he	 said	 I	 had	 a	 huge
future:	‘It	is	fantastic	to	see	leg	spin	back	in	the	game	…	I	hope	they	stick	with
his	guy,’	he	wrote,	which	was	really	nice.	They	say	he	was	a	brilliant	observer	of
the	game.
The	other	was	from	Keith	Miller	who,	unfortunately,	was	in	a	wheelchair	by

the	time	I	met	him.	Ian	Chappell	has	always	said	how	well	I’d	have	got	on	with
‘Nugget’	–	same	sort	of	blokes,	says	Chappelli.	Anyway,	it	was	soon	after	one	of
the	controversial	 tabloid	headlines	had	broken	 that	Keith	came	 into	 the	Aussie
change-rooms	to	meet	the	guys,	the	one	and	only	time	that	I	know	of.
He	shook	my	hand	and	said,	‘How	you	going,	Shane?’
‘I’m	good,	mate,’	I	answered.
He	kind	of	 smiled	before	 saying,	 ‘Don’t	 let	 those	 bastards	 bring	you	down,

mate.	Do	it	all.	I	love	what	you’ve	done	on	the	field	and	how	you’re	going	off
the	field.	Be	your	own	man.’
I	thanked	him	and	that	was	that.	Keith	Miller,	legend.

C’mon,	Aussie,	C’mon

You’d	struggle	to	leave	either	of	O’Reilly	or	Miller	out	of	Australia’s	best-ever
team.	 There’d	 be	 a	 few	 from	 my	 time	 playing	 in	 that	 side	 too.	 Obvious
candidates	 are	 Hayden,	 Ponting,	 Border,	 Gilchrist,	 McGrath	 and	 maybe	 even
Warne!	 I’ve	battled	with	 the	 idea	of	naming	a	best-ever	Aussie	side,	but	 I	 just
don’t	know	enough	about	the	older	guys.	Instead	I’m	going	to	have	a	crack	at	the
best	side	from	all	the	players	I	walked	onto	the	field	with.
Haydos	opens	the	batting	with	Michael	Slater,	because	they	set	a	tone	that	is

exactly	 as	 I	 see	 cricket	 –	 attacking,	 confrontational	 and	 exciting.	Ponting	 is	 at
three,	 the	ultimate	start-up	man	and	able	 to	switch	between	defence	and	attack
quickly;	 a	 great	 player	 of	 the	 short	 ball,	 less	 good	 against	 spin	 on	 the



subcontinent,	but	we	can	live	with	that.	In	my	view,	Punter	is	close	to	being	one
of	the	greats,	only	a	fraction	behind	Lara	and	Tendulkar.
Mark	Waugh	is	at	four.	With	the	bat,	his	talent	was	close	to	genius,	he	could

bowl	a	bit	of	everything	and,	jeez,	he	could	catch	and	field.	Then	Allan	Border,
because	he	was	all	 that	an	Australian	cricketer	should	be.	This	nonsense	about
worshipping	 the	 baggy	 green	 –	 just	 watch	 film	 of	 AB	 and	 you’ll	 see	 what
playing	for	Australia	means	to	any	proud	Australian.
Number	six	is	difficult.	At	first	I	had	Steve	Waugh	but	decided	his	style	and

tempo	 was	 too	 like	 AB’s,	 so	 we	 needed	 something	 different	 –	 pity	 Nugget
wasn’t	 younger!	 Other	 candidates	 were	 Dean	 Jones,	 Michael	 Hussey	 and
Michael	 Clarke,	 all	 sensational	 in	 their	 own	 way	 and	 on	 their	 day.	 But,	 on
reflection,	I	have	to	go	with	Steve	Waugh	for	his	all-rounder	skills.	We	had	our
differences,	 but	 there’s	 no	 denying	 Tugga’s	 strength	 of	 character	 or	 ability	 to
play	 at	 his	 best	 under	 pressure.	 His	 best	 was	 very	 good,	 enough	 said.	 His
bowling	was	more	than	handy	too.
Gilly	 at	 seven	 or	 Heals?	 Gilly	 just	 killed	 teams	 with	 the	 bat	 and	 that	 is	 a

powerful	thing	to	add	to	his	adequate	wicketkeeping.	Heals	was	a	genius	behind
the	stumps,	especially	to	me	when	I	bowled	round	the	wicket	into	the	rough	to
righthanders.	Hmmm,	let’s	go	with	…	err,	don’t	know!	Aarrggghh,	sorry	Healso,
it	has	to	be	Gilly	–	he’s	just	too	destructive	with	the	bat.
Tim	May	 is	 at	 eight.	 I’ve	 already	mentioned	what	 a	 terrific	 bowler	 he	was.

Then	pace	and	reverse	swing	with	Brett	Lee	and	sheer	class	with	Jason	Gillespie,
who	both	just	pip	Bruce	Reid	here,	I	 think.	Jeez,	they’re	all	good	bowlers.	No,
sorry,	Binga,	I’m	changing	my	mind,	you’re	out	–	it’s	‘Chook’	and	Dizzy	(Reid
and	 Gillespie).	 Chook	 had	 everything,	 but	 that	 extra	 bounce	 on	 the	 awkward
angle	sways	it.
Finally	 then,	 the	Pigeon,	of	course	–	563	Test	wickets.	That’s	1271	between

us!	I	didn’t	play	with	Mitchell	Johnson	or	Ryan	Harris.	If	I	had,	well,	the	team
might	 be	 different	 because	 they	were	magnificent	 bowlers	 and	 great	 together,
even	if	only	for	a	short	time.	I’ve	got	Merv	Hughes	as	12th	man	–	no	bowler	I
saw	 has	 a	 bigger	 heart	 or	 greater	 sense	 of	 humour	 and	 he	 was	 a	 very	 skilful
cricketer.	 The	 ultimate	 flat-wicket	 quickie,	 because	 he	 made	 miracles	 out	 of
nothing.
So	 the	 team	 is:	 Hayden,	 Slater,	 Ponting,	 Waugh	 M.,	 Border,	 Waugh	 S.,

Gilchrist,	May,	Gillespie,	Reid,	McGrath.	With	Hughes	the	12th.
I’d	 pick	 a	 World	 XI	 from	 the	 same	 era	 to	 play	 against	 us	 and	 still	 back

Australia	to	win.	Pidge	would	say	5–0!	Errr,	no,	Pidge.



The	Boys	of	Summer

Okay,	so	that’s	given	me	an	idea.	I	can’t	pick	a	World	XI	from	when	I	started
out,	because	guys	like	Ian	Botham	and	Viv	Richards	were	still	playing	but	past
their	best.	I	think	the	way	to	go	is	to	only	include	those	I	played	with	or	against,
including	 the	 Aussies,	 and	 the	 period	 under	 consideration	 is	 January	 1991	 to
January	2007.	I	won’t	pick	one	XI	because	any	team	is	dependent	on	conditions,
so	I’m	going	with	a	touring	party	of	16	but	a	first	choice	XI	for	the	first	Test	of
an	 imaginary	 global	 tour	 that	 opens	 up	 at	 the	 Gabba	 and	 goes	 on	 to	 see	 a
SuperTest	played	in	every	major	full	member	ICC	country.
Haydos	is	in	again,	just	ridiculously	powerful	and	frightening	to	bowl	to.	Then

it’s	one	of	Slats,	Graham	Gooch,	Saeed	Anwar	and	Virender	Sehwag.	I’d	like	a
left	and	righthander,	which	rules	out	Anwar	–	some	timer	of	a	cricket	ball,	that
guy	–	and	I	only	caught	Gooch	as	he	was	finishing,	though	as	I’ve	said	he	was
still	 the	best	English	batsman	I	played	against.	Sehwag	was	very	good	on	hard
pitches	and	very	brilliant	on	Indian	pitches,	so	he	gets	the	nod	over	Slats.	He	put
such	pressure	on	the	bowler;	in	fact,	they	both	did.	It’s	a	firecracker	start	to	the
innings.
Three	candidates	stand	out	for	first	wicket	down	–	Ricky,	the	most	explosive;

Jacques	 Kallis,	 the	 most	 correct;	 Kumar	 Sangakkara,	 the	 one	 with	 the	 most
natural	 touch	and	flexibility.	All	 three	will	 feature	 in	my	 touring	party	but	 I’m
going	with	Ricky	at	three	for	his	ability	to	both	set	games	up	and	close	them	out.
The	next	two	positions	are	already	pretty	clear	from	previous	chapters	in	this

book.	The	best	two	batsmen	of	my	time	were	clearly	Tendulkar	and	Lara,	each
for	the	different	reasons	I’ve	explained	a	couple	of	times	in	these	pages.	Often,
we	had	no	plan	 for	 them,	other	 than	 ‘hit	 the	 top	of	off-stump’.	They	both	had
slumps	 in	 form	 that	we	exploited,	but	 in	general	 their	batting	was	 ridiculously
good	–	Sachin	the	better	technician,	Brian	the	greater	matchwinner.
At	number	six,	I	want	an	all-rounder.	I	missed	the	age	of	Imran	Khan,	Kapil

Dev,	Richard	Hadlee	and	Botham	–	sadly,	 I	never	played	against	any	of	 them.
But	I	didn’t	miss	Kallis.	His	record	is	incredible;	every	opposition	had	to	break
him	 down,	 piece	 by	 piece,	 otherwise	 he	 was	 still	 there	 building	 a	 big	 score,
nagging	those	outswingers	around	off-stump,	or	catching	everything	at	slip.	He
has	to	play	in	any	team	of	the	past	25	years.
The	wicketkeeper	thing	is	the	most	difficult.	There	are	three	ways	to	go	–	the

best	keeper,	because	we’ve	got	plenty	of	batting;	the	best	middle-order	batsman
wicketkeeper,	which	was	my	pick	in	the	Australian	team	above;	or	the	best	all-
round	cricketer.	So,	in	order,	it’s	one	of	Healy,	Gilchrist	and	Sangakkara.	Given



the	six	batsmen	before	him	and	the	ball-strikers	who	follow,	I	was	committed	to
Heals	because	he’s	the	best	wicketkeeper	I’ve	seen	and	this	team	is	the	best	of
the	 best.	 But	 Gilly	 has	 nicked	 him	 out	 again,	 for	 the	 exact	 same	 reasons	 as
earlier.
Next	up,	Wasim	Akram.	 Incredible	bowler.	Fast,	or	very	 fast,	depending	on

his	mood	and/or	the	pitch.	Not	that	the	pitch	mattered	much	–	he	was	so	quick
through	 the	 air.	 He	 swung	 the	 new	 and	 old	 ball,	 orthodox	 and	 reverse,	 had	 a
bouncer	that	could	cause	grievous	bodily	harm	and	a	yorker	that	broke	feet,	toes
and	stumps.	He	won	matches	single-handedly	but	could	also	be	a	perfect	foil	for
Waqar	Younis,	Mushtaq	Ahmed	and	any	of	the	others.	A	master	of	his	art,	a	no-
brainer	of	a	selection.	Let’s	make	him	captain	as	well.
Then	Anil	Kumble	at	nine,	for	his	heart	and	competitiveness,	as	much	as	his

skill.	Curtly	Ambrose	and	Glenn	McGrath	come	next,	marginally	ahead	of	guys
like	Waqar,	Shoaib,	Shaun	Pollock	and	Courtney	Walsh.	Very	few	bowlers	that
I’ve	seen	can	both	hold	a	game	and	break	a	game.	There’s	no	question	that	King
Curtly	and	the	Pidge	are	the	most	accurate,	Pollock	included.	In	one	spell,	Curtly
took	that	7/1	against	us	in	Perth	–	that	does	it	for	me.	And	Glenn,	well,	he’s	my
partner,	so	he’s	coming	with	me	wherever	I	go.
My	XI	 for	 Brisbane	 is:	 Hayden,	 Sehwag,	 Ponting,	 Tendulkar,	 Lara,	 Kallis,

Gilchrist,	Akram,	Kumble,	Ambrose,	McGrath.
Now	we’re	 off	 on	 tour,	 so	 I	 need	 cover.	 Sangakkara	 is	 a	 definite.	 He	 bats

anywhere	 from	 one	 to	 six,	 keeps	 wicket	 and	 fields	 great.	 It’s	 interesting	 how
keeping	 affected	 his	 batting	 –	 40.48	 in	 48	 Tests	with	 the	 gloves;	 66.78	 in	 86
Tests	without	them.	He’s	still	my	number-two	keeper,	whatever	the	stats!
My	 other	 spare	 batsman	 would	 be	 Kevin	 Pietersen	 –	 I	 love	 that	 flair,	 that

game-changing	 ability.	 And	 I	 love	 his	 positive	 attitude.	 Murali	 is	 the	 second
spinner,	 easy.	 I	 also	 need	 a	 couple	 of	 reserve	 quicks.	 Andrew	 Flintoff	 is	 a
candidate,	because	at	his	best	–	like	in	2005	–	he	hit	the	bat	horrifically	hard	at
genuine	pace	and	made	runs	powerfully	and	quickly.	Pollock	offers	superb	all-
round	skills	so	 is	a	candidate,	but	 I	 favour	Fred	marginally	ahead	of	him.	But,
but,	but,	but	…	the	choice	is	simple,	 it’s	Waqar	Younis.	Wow,	what	a	bowler!
The	best	reverse	swinger,	the	best	destroyer	of	a	tail	and	bloody	quick.
My	final	choice	is	a	wildcard	but	I	want	him	around,	ready	to	be	unleashed.

Shoaib	Akhtar	is	the	man,	the	fastest	bowler	I	ever	faced	and	with	a	strike	rate	of
45.7	in	his	46	Tests,	which	is	only	bettered	in	the	modern	era	by	Shane	Bond	(18
Tests),	Kagiso	Rabada	(31),	Dale	Steyn	(87)	and	Waqar	himself.	He’s	a	good	lad
too	–	we’ll	have	some	fun.
My	final	five	are:	Sangakkara,	Pietersen,	Muralitharan,	Waqar	and	Shoaib.



This	collection	of	Warne’s	Warriors	would	 take	some	beating.	So,	who’s	up
for	it?
I	know,	the	blokes	from	the	era	I	first	watched	as	a	kid	–	a	fantasy	team	that

we	 play	 at	 the	 MCG	 on	 the	 Boxing	 Day	 of	 my	 dreams!	 Remember,	 these
selections	are	made	from	the	start	of	World	Series	Cricket	in	1977	to	the	day	I
first	played	for	Australia	in	January	1992.
Viv	was	my	hero,	so	he’s	captain	of	the	Master	Blaster’s	XI.	Here’s	the	line-

up:	 Barry	 Richards,	 Graham	 Gooch,	 Viv	 Richards,	 Greg	 Chappell,	 Martin
Crowe,	Ian	Botham,	Ian	Healy,	Malcolm	Marshall,	Jeff	Thomson,	Dennis	Lillee
and	Abdul	Qadir.	Joel	Garner	is	12th	man	–	I	loved	the	‘Big	Bird’.	Imran	Khan,
Richard	Hadlee	 and	Kapil	 Dev	 are	 a	 bit	 unlucky	 to	miss	 out.	 So	 too	Gordon
Greenidge,	Javed	Miandad	and	Chappelli.	Graeme	Pollock	didn’t	play	WSC,	so
I	never	saw	him.	No	worries,	be	a	hell	of	a	game	whoever	is	out	there.
Wasim	 tosses	with	Viv,	win	 it	 and	we	 bat	 first.	After	 that,	 the	magic	 takes

over	…



Epilogue

A	Beautiful	Noise

Brooke,	Jackson,	Summer

JACKSON:	‘He’s	a	father	in	the	right	way,	like	he’s	there	for	us	when	we	need
him.	For	sure,	we	can	rely	on	him,	and	through	all	of	our	lives	he’s	worked	hard
to	see	that	we’re	happy.	He’s	also	a	friend.	We	can	talk	to	him	and	share	stuff
that	matters	to	us.	People	say	we	must	be	embarrassed	by	him,	but	we’re	not,	we
love	 him.	 Errr,	 actually,	 we’re	 sometimes	 embarrassed	 by	 things	 he	 does	 on
social	 media	 –	 oh,	 Dad	 –	 but	 he’s	 learning	 from	 his	 mistakes	 and	 has	 even
started	to	listen	to	us	a	bit	now.	He’s	good	fun	to	socialise	with	–	I	mean,	he’s
pretty	cool,	isn’t	he?	I	don’t	see	him	as	Shane	Warne,	Australian	cricketer,	I	see
him	as	my	dad.’
BROOKE:	‘Yeah,	he’s	always	there	for	us	and	definitely	tries	his	best	on	our

behalf.	 You	 can’t	 ask	 for	 much	 more	 than	 that.	 I	 know	 a	 few	 families	 with
divorced	parents	and	the	dads	only	see	their	kids	once	a	month.	That’s	never	the
case	with	us,	unless	he’s	working	on	cricket	somewhere,	which	is	fair	enough.	In
fact,	we	all	 try	 to	see	each	other	as	much	as	we	can.	He	wants	us	 to	be	happy
more	than	anything	else.	I	hope	he’s	happy	–	I	 think	he	is.	Maybe	not	100	per
cent	of	the	time	–	who	is,	I	guess?!	–	but	mostly.’
SUMMER/BROOKE:	 ‘He’s	very	 funny.	We	 laugh	a	 lot	and	he’s	got	a	mad

side	 that’s	 really	 fun	 to	 be	 with.	 In	 fact,	 he’s	 not	 that	 “wanker	Warney”	 that
we’ve	heard	people	call	him,	not	at	all.	That’s	so	unfair.	He’s	a	very	genuine	guy
and	it’s	not	right	 to	say	he	searches	for	fame	or	celebrity.	 It	happened	because
he’s	good	at	cricket	and	a	natural	showman.	He’s	entertained	people	for	years,
hasn’t	he?	Why	criticise	him	for	that?’
BROOKE:	‘He’s	not,	like,	uptight	or	strict.	He’s	fun	…’
SUMMER:	‘That	depends	on	the	situation.	Sometimes	he	over-reacts	but	I’ve

got	quite	good	at	persuading	him	to	think	about	things	a	different	way.	He	can
still	be	strict	but	he’s	not	so	unreasonable	as	he	was.’
BROOKE:	‘Maybe	that	was	more	when	we	were	young.’



SUMMER:	‘I’m	still	young!’
JACKSON:	 ‘When	we	were	 little	 kids,	 it	was	 like	we	 didn’t	 have	 our	 own

name	–	we	were	just,	like,	Shane	Warne’s	son	or	daughter.	I	mean,	we	were	sort
of	labelled.	It	wasn’t	like	we	resented	it	because	I’m	proud	to	be	his	son,	but	it
got	to	a	point	where	we	wanted	to	develop	our	own	identity	and	be	recognised
for	who	we	were,	not	who	we	came	from.’
BROOKE:	 ‘That	 was	 worse	 for	 Jacko,	 I	 think,	 because	 girls	 don’t	 care	 so

much	about	cricket	and	most	of	my	friends	didn’t	really	know	who	Shane	Warne
was.	I	have	come	to	like	cricket	more	and	more.	Last	year	I	went	to	the	Adelaide
Ashes	Test	and	sat	on	the	hill	with	two	mates.	I	went	for	one	night	and	stayed	for
four	–	loved	it!	Back	at	home,	I	found	myself	watching	the	next	Test	on	TV,	first
time	ever!
‘The	 problem	 for	 us	 came	when	Dad	 appeared	 in	 newspapers	 and	 stuff	 for

things	outside	cricket.	That	was	embarrassing.	Like,	Dad,	what	are	you	doing?
But	I	agree	with	Jacko	–	we	weren’t	embarrassed	by	him,	only	by	the	story	that
appeared.	We	still	felt	bad	for	him	and	thought,	well,	people	make	mistakes	and
let’s	hope	he’s	learnt	from	them.	We	still	love	him	through	all	these	things.’
SUMMER:	‘Yeah,	I’ve	never	been	embarrassed	by	him.	There	are	times	when

you	think,	“Oh	no,	not	another	story,”	and	other	times	when	you	think,	“I	wish
we	found	out	before	the	newspapers,”	but,	well,	it’s	bad	the	way	he’s	followed
wherever	he	goes	and	stuff.	He	doesn’t	have	much	privacy.’
JACKSON:	‘He	hasn’t	fully	learnt.	He’s	learning	…’
BROOKE:	‘True!	We’ve	had	some	difficult	times,	whether	it	be	with	girls	or

the	break-up	of	 the	marriage	with	Mum.	I	guess	each	of	us	has	dealt	with	 that
differently,	but	over	time	you	sort	of	get	used	to	it.	I	think	we’re	stronger	people
now	than	we	were	10	years	ago.’
SUMMER:	‘Yes,	that’s	right.	We’ve	come	a	long	way	in	10	years.	For	a	start,

we’ve	got	to	know	him	better,	to	actually	understand	him.	As	a	kid	I	didn’t	have
a	clue	what	was	going	on	or	know	him	at	all.’
JACKSON:	 ‘We	were	all	kids	once,	 so,	 like	when	we	were	eight,	10,	12	or

whatever,	we	 just	did	as	we	were	 told	and	 lived	with	 it.	Now	we	can	give	our
own	opinion	and	he’ll	listen	to	us.’
SUMMER:	‘That’s	the	big	difference.	It’s	a	friendship	now.’
BROOKE:	 ‘We’re	 so	 lucky	 to	 have	 everything	 that	 we	 have	 and	 do

everything	we	do	because	of	who	he	is	and	how	hard	he’s	worked	in	his	life,	but
obviously	if	we	had	the	choice	not	to	be	in	the	public	eye,	100	per	cent	we	would
choose	not	to	be,	because	it	impacts	everything	else.	Whichever	way	you	look	at
it,	we’re	Shane	Warne’s	kids.	So,	when	people	say,	“Oh,	but	you	hang	out	with
Chris	Martin	 and	 Ed	 Sheeran,”	 it’s	 like,	 yes,	 but	 even	 those	 advantages	 have



their	disadvantages.	We	never	complain,	 though.	Overall,	we’re	very	fortunate.
Look,	sometimes	it	can	be	hard,	but	that’s	life,	isn’t	it?’
JACKSON:	‘Yeah,	like	we	can’t	go	out	to	dinner	and	just	sit	and	eat	without

someone	asking	Dad	for	a	photo,	hitting	him	on	the	back,	like,	“Hey,”	and	then
expecting	 him	 to	 talk	 to	 them	 about	 cricket	 or	 whatever.	 Last	 year	 at	 the
Melbourne	Cup,	 it	was	 just	me	 and	 him	watching	 the	 horses	walking	 around,
having	a	chilled	time,	and	we	went	for	a	hot	dog	–	a	walk	that	usually	takes	two
minutes	but	 it	 took	half	an	hour	because	every	step	someone	wants	something.
Social	media	kills	everything.	Everyone	thinks	they	have	a	right	to	take	a	picture
and	then	they	tweet	it	or	put	it	on	Facebook.	And	some	of	the	rubbish	people	say
about	him,	it’s	ridiculous.’
BROOKE:	 ‘Yeah,	 and	 I	 hate	 it	 that	 the	 press,	 and	 sometimes	 even	 social

media,	knows	things	before	we	do.	For	example,	Dad	and	Elizabeth	got	engaged
one	night	in	Europe,	but	he	hadn’t	had	the	opportunity	to	tell	us	and	someone	on
the	boat	blabbed,	 and	 the	next	 thing	you	know	 it’s	 in	 a	magazine.	We	had	no
idea	about	 it	 so	we	obviously	 jumped	down	Dad’s	 throat,	 like,	what	 the	hell’s
going	on?!	That’s	unfair	on	us	all.’
SUMMER:	‘Or	he	takes	someone	out	on	a	date	and	gets	followed	at	the	time.

He’s	over	 there	and	we’re	 in	Australia	and	we	find	out	about	 it	 from	someone
else.	That	really	irritates	us.’
JACKSON:	 ‘We	 are	 proud	 of	 him,	 though,	 whatever	 he	 does.	 His

accomplishments	 are	 pretty	 good	 –	 you	 know,	 708	 Test	 wickets,	 the	 IPL,
commentary,	even	writing	a	book.	We’re	always	going	to	be	proud	of	him.	Even
if	this	book	doesn’t	sell,	I’m	pleased	that	it	will	have	given	people	a	chance	to
see	who	he	really	is.’
SUMMER:	 ‘At	 the	 end	 of	 the	 day,	 life	 with	 Dad	 is	 what	 it	 is.	 Obviously,

things	 can	 hurt	 us,	 even	 in	 the	 book	 they	might,	 but	 you	 can’t	 change	what’s
happened,	 so	we	 all	 just	 get	 on	with	 it.	He	 tries	 his	 best	 for	 us	 –	 that’s	what
matters.’
JACKSON:	‘Yeah,	and	he	has	feelings	too.	People	can	say	all	these	things	on

social	media	and	think,	“Oh,	he	won’t	see	 them	or	 they	won’t	affect	him,”	but
they	 all	 add	 up.	 I	 mean,	 once	 everything	 has	 been	 retweeted	 and	 re-sent,	 it’s
millions	of	 people	 talking	 about	 him.	Say,	 it’s	 one-tenth	of	Australia,	 he	must
think,	“If	one-tenth	of	my	country	is	having	a	crack	at	me,	why	should	I	bother
to	 stop	 for	 them	 and	 have	 photos	 and	 sign	 autographs?”	But	 he	 does,	 always.
He’s	 really	good	 like	 that.	People	 say	he’s	brought	a	 lot	on	himself,	but	 that’s
easy	for	them	to	say	and	then	just	have	a	go	at	him	out	of	spite!’
BROOKE:	‘The	sort	of	people	who	do	that	can’t	have	met	him.	I	think,	with

Dad,	you’re	never	disappointed	when	you	meet	him,	because	he	always	smiles



and	tries	to	have	a	chat	–	most	of	the	time!’
JACKSON:	‘He	loves	his	fans,	he	really	appreciates	the	people	who	support

him	 and	 never	 forgets	 them.	 I’m	 always	 amazed	 by	 who	 and	 what	 he
remembers.’
SUMMER:	‘We	love	being	with	him,	especially	in	Spain	where	not	so	many

people	recognise	him.’
JACKSON:	‘Spain	has	brought	us	closer	together.	Brooke	and	me	are	adults,

Summer	is	17	–	I	mean,	we	can	just	all	go	out,	have	proper	conversations,	nice
dinners	and	have	a	great	time.’
BROOKE/SUMMER:	 ‘The	 three	 of	 us	 were	 talking	 yesterday.	 It	 doesn’t

matter	if	we’re	in	Spain,	London,	Australia	or	Antarctica	–	as	long	as	we’re	all
together,	we’re	happy.	And	he	gets	on	fine	with	Mum,	which	is	good.’
JACKSON:	‘They	are	very,	very,	very	good	friends.’
BROOKE:	‘A	hundred	per	cent,	he’s	a	great	dad.	I	wouldn’t	want	anyone	else

in	 the	 job!	We’re	 lucky	 to	have	him	and	anybody	 that	 knows	him	well	would
understand	why	we	say	that.’
SUMMER/JACKSON:	‘We	do,	we	really	do.	I	hope	the	book	sells	well.	He’s

achieved	a	lot.	Australia	should	be	proud	of	him.’



Mum	and	Dad’s	wedding	day,	21	October	1967.	It	was	Mum’s	21st	birthday	and	Dad	reckons	he
couldn’t	think	of	a	better	gift!



About	18	months	old	–	go	the	smile.





Aged	four	at	kindergarten.	I’m	in	the	front	row	on	the	far	right.	Don’t	ever	say	I	don’t	pay
attention!

Half	Moon	Bay	beach,	which	is	directly	opposite	our	home	on	Beach	Road	in	Black	Rock	–	a
great	place	to	grow	up	in	the	1970s.



Ten	years	old,	hooked	on	footy	but	starting	to	be	seduced	by	World	Series	Cricket.



Mentone	Grammar	first	XI.	I	guess	we’ve	all	got	one	of	these	photographs	somewhere.	The
trophy,	the	blazers	–	it’s	kind	of	cute.	Spot	the	mullet!



In	1988	the	footy	dream	was	alive	and	kicking,	literally.	Playing	for	St	Kilda	Under-19s	switched
my	allegiance	from	the	Hawks	to	the	Saints	forever	more.

Our	Cricket	Academy	group,	with	Justin	Langer	on	the	left,	Damien	Martyn	partially	obscured
and	Greg	Blewett	just	behind	me.	The	coaches	were	Peter	Spence	(left)	and	Jack	Potter	(right).

NEWS	LTD/NEWSPIX



I	like	this	picture.	The	shirt	suggests	it’s	from	Academy	days	and	the	action	suggests	the	boy	has
a	future.



With	Terry	Jenner,	the	teacher.	John	Buchanan	is	in	the	background,	where	he	should	have	been
more	often.

HAMISH	BLAIR/GETTY	IMAGES



Test	debut,	December	1991.	Ridiculous	how	young	this	kid	looks!
FAIRFAX	SYNDICATION/RAY	KENNEDY



My	first	ball	in	Ashes	cricket	…	wow,	not	even	in	my	wildest	dreams!	Mike	Gatting	says	he
answers	a	question	about	it	most	days	–	me	too.	My	joy	and	…

DAVID	MUNDEN/POPPERFOTO/GETTY	IMAGES



…	Gatt’s	pain.
GRAHAM	MORRIS



Celebrating	in	the	rooms	at	Old	Trafford	at	the	end	of	my	first	Ashes	Test	with	AB	and	Tubby,
the	two	best	captains	I	played	under.

DAVID	MUNDEN/POPPERFOTO/GETTY	IMAGES



‘What	a	cool	pic,’	said	Michael	Jordan.	Joke!	Working	with	Nike	was	an	incredible	privilege.



The	Gatting	ball	changed	my	life.	I	mean,	how	many	boys	from	Black	Rock	suddenly	hang	out
with	Michael	Hutchence?

GETTY	IMAGES

On	the	town	with	the	big	boys	–	opening	night	at	Crown	casino	in	Melbourne	in	1997	with	Joe
Montana,	Sylvester	Stallone,	Sugar	Ray	Leonard,	Shaquille	O’Neal	and	Michael	Johnson.



The	Gabba,	1994,	and	the	perfect	flipper	–	Tubby	and	Heals	seem	to	agree.	Alec	Stewart	too!
LAURENCE	GRIFFITHS/EMPICS	VIA	GETTY	IMAGES



MCG,	1994	–	the	hat-trick.	Babs	(David	Boon)	has	already	gone	walkabout.
FAIRFAX	SYNDICATION/JACK	ATLEY



30	December	1997	vs	South	Africa	–	what	colour	is	the	couch,	Daryll?!
GEORGE	SALPIGTIDIS/NEWSPIX



Meeting	Sir	Donald	Bradman	with	Sachin.	You’d	think	we	had	called	each	other	that	morning
and	agreed	what	to	wear!

FAIRFAX	SYNDICATION/BRYAN	CHARLTON



January	1999.	Every	picture	tells	a	story.	John	the	Bookmaker	lingered	on,	and	on,	in	our	lives.
Here	Junior	and	I	are	swamped	by	the	press	after	the	ACB	had	fined	us	heavily,	almost	five	years

after	I	met	John	in	Sri	Lanka.
FAIRFAX	SYNDICATION/VINCE	CALIGIURI



Such	a	huge	honour	and	really	great	fun	to	captain	my	country	in	the	1998/99	one-day	series	at
home.	This	is	the	first	final	against	England	at	the	SCG,	and	me	and	my	old	mate	are	bringing

down	the	Poms.
STU	FORSTER/ALLSPORT



Moment	of	truth:	World	Cup	semi-final	1999.	The	best	cricket	match	I	ever	played	in.
PATRICK	EAGAR/POPPERFOTO/GETTY	IMAGES



…	And	I	was	man	of	the	match	too.	Even	Chappelli	looks	happy	–	must	have	been	good!
ROSS	KINNAIRD/ALLSPORT



The	World	Cup	final	win,	Lord’s,	1999.	Can	you	name	everyone	in	the	shot?
PATRICK	EAGAR/POPPERFOTO/GETTY	IMAGES

Facing	the	consequences	of	the	diuretic	pill.	Such	a	contrast	to	four	years	earlier.	This	still	breaks



Facing	the	consequences	of	the	diuretic	pill.	Such	a	contrast	to	four	years	earlier.	This	still	breaks
my	heart.

GETTY	IMAGES

Hampshire	vs	Kent,	2005.	It’s	cold	out	there	…	and	surely	it’s	out	out	there	too!
DAVID	MUNDEN/POPPERFOTO/GETTY	IMAGES



Boys	of	summer	–	Hampshire,	2006.
PHILIP	BROWN/POPPERFOTO/GETTY	IMAGES



Marcus	Trescothick	was	my	600th	Test	wicket	at	Old	Trafford	in	2005,	but	it	meant	less	to	me
than	the	‘strength’	wristband	I’m	wearing,	given	to	me	by	Brooke	at	an	emotional	time	in	our

lives.
TOM	SHAW/GETTY	IMAGES



Caught	on	the	boundary	for	90	in	the	same	match.	Muppet!
GRAHAM	MORRIS



Trent	Bridge,	2005.	‘Oh,	Ricky,	why	didn’t	you	let	me	open	the	bowling?!’
GRAHAM	MORRIS



With	Viv	Richards,	my	favourite	cricketer	of	all	time	and	fellow	member	of	the	‘famous	five’	–
the	Wisden	Cricketers	of	the	Century.

GRAHAM	MORRIS



There	are	few	words	that	can	truly	explain	how	much	Richie	Benaud	meant	to	us	all.	Here,	he’s
presenting	me	with	the	trophy	for	the	2005	BBC	Overseas	Sports	Personality	of	the	Year.	No

better	man	to	receive	it	from.



Arriving	at	the	Quay	restaurant	in	Sydney	with	Simone,	2002.
SCOTT	HORNBY/NEWSPIX



Pre-Ashes	2006/07	–	boot	camp	…	and	respirator	by	the	look	of	it!
HAMISH	BLAIR/AFP/GETTY	IMAGES



This	is	the	ball	that	bowled	KP	round	his	legs	in	the	second	innings	at	Adelaide,	2006	–	a	plan
that	worked	and	one	of	my	favourite	deliveries	ever.

MARK	DADSWELL/GETTY	IMAGES



Ashley	Giles	kicks	the	ground	in	disgust	and	the	scoreboard	tells	the	story	of	England’s	demise.
Amazing	Adelaide	was	almost	complete.

TOM	SHAW/GETTY	IMAGES



Number	700	from	my	perspective	…
MICHAEL	DODGE/NEWSPIX



…	and	from	their	perspective!	I	was	lucky	to	have	a	long	and	happy	relationship	with	the
Melbourne	crowds.
GRAHAM	MORRIS



Farewell	to	the	MCG	–	or	so	I	thought	…
FAIRFAX	SYNDICATION/VINCE	CALIGIURI



And	goodbye,	Sydney,	from	me	and	my	mate,	the	Pigeon.
CAMERON	SPENCER/GETTY	IMAGES



IPL	ecstasy	…
HAMISH	BLAIR-IPL	2010/IPL	VIA	GETTY	IMAGES



And	IPL	glory.	This	picture	reminds	me	of	a	wonderful	time	and	an	amazing	success	story.

Warne:	The	Musical.	Eddie	Perfect	did	a	close	to	perfect	job.
DON	ARNOLD/WIREIMAGE



Joe	Hachem	–	great	player	and	great	mate.
HANNAH	MASON/WIREIMAGE

World	Series	of	Poker	Main	Event.	Contemplating	the	next	move	–	do	I	shove,	check	or	call?



Elizabeth	days	–	Flemington	races	and	the	opening	of	Club	23	at	Crown.	It	was	wonderful	to
have	her	by	my	side.

FAIRFAX	SYNDICATION/SEBASTIAN	COSTANZO



MARK	DADSWELL/GETTY	IMAGES



Aaron	Hamill,	my	best	mate.



Fun	at	the	tables	with	James	Packer	–	both	James	and	Kerry	have	been	important	figures	in	my
life.

FIONA	HAMILTON/NEWSPIX



The	Great	White	Shark	and	the	King	of	Moomba.	Greg	Norman	was	the	face	of	Australian	golf
for	a	couple	of	decades	–	we	all	loved	him.	Melbourne’s	sandbelt	has	a	truly	wonderful

collection	of	courses,	of	which	Kingston	Heath,	Metropolitan	and	The	Capital	are	my	favourites.



Eighteenth	tee,	first	round	of	the	2014	Alfred	Dunhill	Links	Championship	at	The	Old	Course,	St
Andrews.	It	is	right	here	that	you	walk	with	the	ghosts	of	the	game.

ROSS	KINNAIRD/GETTY	IMAGES

Channel	Nine	commentary	team,	November	2014.	This	a	special	picture	because	it	was	the	last
time	we	saw	Richie.	His	passing	is	still	felt	all	over	the	land.	Greigy	had	gone	too,	of	course,	and

televised	cricket	in	Australia	will	never	quite	have	the	same	magic	again.
GREGG	PORTEOUS/NEWSPIX



But	others	do	a	good	job	too.	These	days	Sky	set	the	standards.	Here	I	am	on	air	at	Lord’s	with
Andrew	Strauss,	Ian	Ward	and	the	Sky	cart.

GRAHAM	MORRIS



Miked	up	and	just	as	predicted.	Dismissing	Brendon	McCullum	for	Melbourne	Stars,	December
2011,	having	talked	it	through	with	the	Fox	Sports	viewers.

CHRIS	HYDE/GETTY	IMAGES



Cricket	All-Stars	in	New	York.	‘Sachin,	I	think	this	was	a	good	idea,	mate!’
JEWEL	SAMAD/AFP/GETTY	IMAGES



Everything	nicely	lined	up	here	and	ready	to	pull	the	trigger.
GRAHAM	MORRIS





A	lot	goes	into	winning	a	Test	match	and	the	celebrations	are	well	deserved	once	it’s	over.

Pup’s	World	Cup,	at	home,	in	2015.	The	MCG	roar	when	Mitchell	Starc	bowled	Brendon
McCullum	in	the	first	over	of	the	final	is	the	loudest	I’ve	heard	on	a	cricket	ground.



With	Brian	Lara	in	Melbourne	in	2005.	He	was	playing	for	an	ICC	International	XI	in	a	one-off
series	against	the	Aussies	–	a	worthwhile	experiment	that	didn’t	really	come	off.

WILLIAM	WEST/AFP/GETTY	IMAGES



With	Murali.	1508	Test-match	wickets	between	us,	so	lots	to	talk	about.

Suited	with	‘Beefy’	Botham	for	the	2013	golf	Ashes.	Come	on,	Aussie,	come	on!	We	lost.



Boxing	Day,	2010.	No	worries,	Hugh	can	play	…	err	…	a	bit!
SCOTT	BARBOUR/GETTY	IMAGES



With	Ed	Sheeran,	as	well	as	my	other	great	mates	Dimi	Mascarenhas,	as	good	a	human	being	as
there	is	out	there,	and	Ross	and	Stephanie	Desmond,	who	aren’t	too	dusty	either.



A	favourite	picture	of	mine	–	the	kids	and	a	couple	of	their	mates	with	Chris	Martin	and	a	couple
of	his.	Yes,	Coldplay	came	for	a	BBQ	before	the	concert	in	Melbourne	in	2017.



Wannabe	rock	star:	this	confirmed	it	was	never	going	to	happen!	Having	said	that,	what	a	night!



Guess	what	–	me	and	Becks	were	discussing	haircuts	and	face	creams.
TIM	CARRAFA/NEWSPIX



The	King	and	Queen	of	Moomba.

Spiders	excluded,	I	enjoyed	almost	all	of	I’m	a	Celebrity	–	no,	really,	I	did!



The	first-ever	hole-in-one	to	the	back	right	pin	position	on	the	16th	hole	at	Augusta	National.	A
ridiculously	exciting	moment	and	a	picture	that	will	take	pride	of	place	forever.



With	Mum	and	Dad	at	a	Foundation	event	in	2015.



Jason	and	Dad	help	me	celebrate.
PHIL	HILLYARD/NEWSPIX







The	family	album.	Geez,	they’ve	grown	up	quick.



It’s	all	about	the	balls	…



SHANE	WARNE	TEST	MATCH	STATISTICS
Compiled	by	Richard	V.	Isaacs



TEST	CAREER	–	SERIES	BY	SERIES





TEST	CAREER	–	AGAINST	EACH	OPPONENT

TEST	CAREER	–	ON	EACH	VENUE	AND	EACH	COUNTRY





TEST	MATCH	HALF-CENTURIES



BOWLING	WICKETS	BREAKDOWN

FIVE	WICKETS	IN	AN	INNINGS



TEN	WICKETS	IN	A	MATCH



TEST	MATCH	WICKET	TAKING	MILESTONES

LEADING	BATSMEN	DISMISSED



FIELDERS	WHO	ASSISTED	IN	DISMISSALS

TEST	MATCH	HAT-TRICKS	–	1

v	England	at	Melbourne	1994/95	–	dismissed	PAJ	deFreitas,	D	Gough	and	DE
Malcolm	MAN	OF	THE	MATCH	AWARDS



MAN	OF	THE	SERIES	AWARDS

FIRST-CLASS	RECORD	–	FOR	TEAMS	PLAYED	FOR



FIRST-CLASS	CENTURIES



ONE-DAY	INTERNATIONAL,	LIST	A	and	TWENTY20	STATISTICS



ONE-DAY	INTERNATIONAL	–	SERIES	BY	SERIES





ONE-DAY	INTERNATIONAL	CAREER	–	AGAINST	EACH	OPPONENT



ONE-DAY	INTERNATIONAL	CAREER	–	ON	EACH	VENUE	AND
EACH	COUNTRY







ODI	BEST	SCORES

BOWLING	WICKETS	BREAKDOWN



FOUR	WICKETS	IN	AN	INNINGS

ONE	DAY	INTERNATIONAL	WICKET	TAKING	MILESTONES



LEADING	BATSMEN	DISMISSED

FIELDERS	WHO	ASSISTED	IN	DISMISSALS

MAN	OF	THE	MATCH	AWARDS



MAN	OF	THE	SERIES	AWARDS

MATCHES	AS	ONE	DAY	INTERNATIONAL	CAPTAIN



LIST	A	CAREER	RECORD	–	FOR	TEAMS	PLAYED	FOR

TWENTY20	CAREER	RECORD	–	FOR	TEAMS	PLAYED	FOR

CAREER	HONOURS
Wisden	Cricketer	of	the	Year	1994
Wisden	Cricketer	of	the	Century	2000
Wisden	Leading	Cricketer	of	the	Year	2004
World	Cup	Winner	1999
World	Cup	Runner-up	1995/96
Man	of	the	Match	in	World	Cup	Final	1999	v	Pakistan
7-time	Ashes	Winner	(1993,	1994/95,	1997,	1998/99,	2001,	2002/03,	2006/07)
Friends	Provident	Trophy	Runner-up	with	Hampshire	2007
County	Championship	Division	2	Runners-up	(promoted)	with	Hampshire	2004
County	Championship	Division	1	Runners-up	with	Hampshire	2005
Indian	Premier	League	Winner	with	Rajasthan	Royals	2008



Index

The	page	references	in	this	 index	correspond	to	the	printed	edition	from	which
this	ebook	was	created.	To	find	a	specific	word	or	phrase	from	the	index,	please
use	the	search	feature	of	your	ebook	reader.
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23	328–9
100-year-old	egg	challenge	308–9
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500th	Test	wicket	195
600th	Test	wicket	228
700th	Test	wicket	2,	3,	6,	8–9,	142,	244
888	366

Accrington	CC	41–3
Adelaide	Oval	142,	183,	228,	349
advanced	driving	courses	192
Advanced	Hair	Studios	286–7,	306
AFL	22,	27,	29–30,	34–5,	36,	38–9,	76,	83,	216,	295,	326–8,	342
Afridi,	Shahid	264,	332
Agarkar,	Agit	336
Ahmed,	Mushtaq	‘Mushy’	95,	132,	136,	372
Ajmal,	Saeed	332
Akhtar,	Shoaib	336,	372,	373
Akmal,	Kamran	100,	250
Akram,	Wasim	162,	165,	169,	229
best	team	372
Cricket	All-Stars	335,	336

Alberton	Hotel	48
alcohol	41,	45,	64,	115,	188,	223–4,	233,	289–92
Alcott,	Errol	‘Hooter’	102,	146,	156,	182–5,	186,	222
‘Amazing	Adelaide’	2,	71,	123,	236,	240–4
Ambrose,	Curtly	71,	72,	102,	336,	372
Anderson,	Jimmy	41



Angel,	Jo	95
Annabel’s	339
Antigua	155,	157,	158,	162
Anurasiri,	Don	68
Anwar,	Saeed	371
Apollo	Bay	13
Archer,	Jofra	363
Ashes	5,	43,	215,	216–44,	350,	352
Australia	1994/95	144,	217
Australia	1998/99	148,	152
Australia	2002/03	182–3
Australia	2006/07	3–9,	237–8,	240–4
England	1993	76–82,	102–4,	144,	196,	217
England	1997	149
England	2005	116–18,	135,	220–37

Asnodkar,	Swapnil	253,	263
Atapattu,	Marvan	195
Atherton,	Michael	80,	232,	302,	359
Augusta	355–8,	363
Australian	cricket	302–3,	358–62
best-ever	team	369–70
grade	cricket	44
wages	104,	148–52

Australian	 Cricket	 Board	 (ACB)	 47,	 60,	 110	 see	 also	 Cricket	 Australia	 (CA)
collective	bargaining	agreement	150–1
match-fixing	scandal	97–8
sponsorship,	restrictions	on	149

Australian	Cricketer’s	Association	(ACA)	149–52
Australian	Institute	of	Sport	47,	53
Australian	Philanthropic	Services	318
Australian	Sports	Anti-Drug	Authority	(ASADA)	186,	190–1
Australian	Young	Cricketers	56
Azharuddin,	Mohammad	102

Badale,	Manoj	246–9,	251,	253–5,	257,	261–2,	270,	271–2,	293
Badree,	Samuel	137
baggy	green	49,	112,	149,	230–1,	238–40,	369
Balaji,	Lakshmipathy	269–70
‘The	Ball	of	the	Century’	see	‘The	Gatting	Ball’



ball-tampering	172,	219,	358–9
balls	352
Bancroft,	Cameron	359
Barbados	141,	142,	154,	158,	228,	349
Barker,	Trevor	27,	35,	327,	328
Barmy	Army	5,	301
Barnes,	S.	F.	166
Bassat,	Andrew	314
batting	30,	31,	206,	222,	275
bats,	size	of	351
ramp	shot	275
reading	the	batsman	62–3,	83,	125–7,	140,	184–5
reverse	sweep	275
set	plays	266–8
T20	261–3,	362
warm-ups	225

Bayliss,	Trevor	231
Beaumaris	Hotel,	‘the	Bowie’	33
Beaverbrook	339
Beck,	David	24
Beck,	Sarah	24
Bedi,	Bishan	108
beer	25,	29,	40,	43,	45,	60,	61,	107,	223
Bell,	Ian	220,	226,	234,	241,	242–3
Benaud,	Daphne	74,	75
Benaud,	John	‘JB’	57
Benaud,	Richie	27,	55,	57,	64,	72,	138–9,	235–6,	238,	299
bowling	advice	74–5,	134

Benjamin,	Kenny	72
Bernard,	Steve	238
Berry,	Darren	‘Chuck’	46,	61,	99,	172,	231
IPL	251,	253–4,	263,	264

Best,	Tino	332
Bevan,	Michael	46,	57,	159
Bharucha,	Zubin	252
Bichel,	Andy	157
Big	Bash	215,	273–8,	347–8
Bird,	Jackson	277
Birdman	Rally	329



Birtwistle,	Ian	43
Bishop,	Ian	71,	72
Black	Rock	23
Blewett,	Greg	48,	49,	51,	52,	146,	155
BMW	23,	192
Bodyline	166,	167
Bond,	Shane	336,	373
Bonegilla	Army	Camp	12
bookmaker	scandal	88–92,	97–8,	324
Boon,	David	‘Babsie’	5,	29,	69,	70,	102,	217
boot	camp	238–40
Border,	Allan	 ‘AB’	5,	29,	43,	49,	59,	102,	111,	142,	144,	155,	165,	216,	238,
369,	370
Ashes	1993	78–80,	84,	86,	126,	127–8
captaincy	69,	82,	83,	112
South	Africa	1994	108–10
Sri	Lanka	1992	66,	67–9
West	Indies	(Australia	1992/93)	71

Borg,	Bjorn	30
Boronia	17
Botham,	Ian	‘Beefy’	5,	43,	84,	158,	165,	204–5,	216,	223,	302,	370,	371,	373
Boucher,	Mark	160
bouncers	221
bowling	352
arm	action	controversy	169–70
injuries	145
round	the	wicket	85–6,	139–40,	177
set	plays	266–8
spin	see	spin	bowling	T20	cricket	248–9,	263–4,	352,	362
warm-ups	225

Boxing	Day	Test	2006	3–9
Bradman,	John	167
Bradman,	Sir	Donald	46,	72,	139,	164,	166–7,	226,	238
Bransgrove,	Rod	202,	205,	212–13
Breen,	Barry	327
Brereton,	Dermott	297,	316,	328
Brighton	1,	17,	326
Bristol	40–3,	103,	196,	216,	338
Brock,	Peter	22



Bronte	(dog)	23
Brown,	Campbell	316
Brown,	Havana	306
Brown,	Michael	188–9
Brownless,	Billy	316
Bruce,	James	211
Brych,	Milan	14–15
Bryson,	Rudi	42
Buchanan,	Aiden	319
Buchanan,	John	48,	179,	226,	230–2,	238–9
Bulawayo	57
bullying	46
Burger,	Schalk	341
Burkwood,	Les	30
Butchart,	Iain	57
Butcher,	Mark	148
Buttler,	Jos	362

Callahan,	Simone	1,	50,	101–3,	113–17,	213,	229,	279–80,	322–3,	346
career	117
children	118–20,	122,	280–1
diuretic	incident	191
divorce	115–16
marriage	111–12,	285
Shane	Warne:	the	Musical	324
Spain	192

Callea,	Anthony	306,	310,	311
‘can’t	bowl,	can’t	throw’	incident	171
Cape	Town	142,	172,	219,	355,	358–9
captaincy	148,	153–4,	157,	201–3,	207,	211–12,	247–8,	265,	276,	362,	372
Allan	Border	69,	82,	83,	112
Mark	Taylor	47,	57,	83,	112,	168
Rest	of	the	World	team	332
Ricky	Ponting	227
Steve	Waugh	156–7,	168,	227

Carberry,	Michael	211
Carey,	Alex	362
Carnoustie	340
Carr,	Joe	356



Carr,	John	356–7
Castellino,	Fraser	258
Castle,	David	48
Causby,	Barry	51
Challenge	313
Champions	Trophy	352,	353
Chanderpaul,	Shivnarine	140,	145,	332
Channel	Nine	150,	171,	218,	244,	297–302,	303,	355,	363
Channel	Seven	117,	297,	302,	320,	363
Chaplin,	Tom	341
Chappell,	Greg	27,	165,	238,	373
Chappell,	 Ian	‘Chappelli’	3,	26,	27,	47,	51,	72–3,	83,	167,	238,	244,	275,	299,
368,	373

Cheltenham	and	Gloucester	Trophy	211
Chennai	141,	179
Chennai	Super	Kings	268–70
Chisholm,	Sam	301
Christensen,	Helena	106–7
Cirencester	331
Clark,	Stuart	205,	242–3
Clarke,	Michael	‘Pup’	4,	116,	180,	205,	221,	329,	369
Ashes	2005	226,	227
Ashes	2006/07	241,	243

club	loyalty	212,	215
coaches	231–3
Coe,	David	149
Shane	Warne	Foundation	314

Cohen,	Michael	199–200
Coldplay	343–5
Colling,	Gary	38
Collingwood,	Paul	7,	8,	240,	243–4,	332
Colombo	65,	88,	91,	142
commentating	151,	297–300,	303
Compton,	Denis	166
Confederation	of	Australian	Motor	Sport	(CAMS)	licence	192
confidence	79,	83,	184,	209,	219,	242,	252
Conroy,	Daryl	48
Cook,	Alastair	243,	303
Coralie	290–2



Cornell,	John	27,	105,	153
Corvette	Stingray	22
Cottrell,	Stephen	47,	49,	112,	198
Coulson,	Andy	291
Couples,	Fred	322
Crane,	Mason	137,	138
Crawley,	John	‘Creepy’	203,	208,	210
Crawley,	Steve	363
Cricket	Academy	47–55,	57–8,	65
‘Cricket	All-Stars’	331,	333–8
Cricket	Australia	(CA)	171,	302
ball-tampering	incident	359–60
Big	Bash	see	Big	Bash	diuretic	incident	187–91
Forged	in	Fire	218
Memorandum	of	Understanding	151–2

Cricket	Star	255,	257–8
Cricketers	of	the	Century	164–8,	355
Cronje,	Hansie	98–9,	109,	160
Crowe,	Martin	373
Crowe,	Russell	147–8,	193,	314–15
Crown	Casino	153,	285,	300,	315,	322–3,	325,	366
Cullinan,	Daryll	42,	57,	111,	221
Cummins,	Anderson	72

Dafabet	366
Dale,	Adam	146
Daly,	John	322
Darcy,	Luke	316
Davidson,	Alan	238
Dawson,	Richard	184
de	Castella,	Rob	53–4
de	Klerk,	FW	109
de	Silva,	Aravinda	66,	67
Dearden,	Stephen	‘Dasher’	42
Deccan	Chargers	264
Delhi	175,	256
Delhi	Daredevils	256–7,	259–60,	270
Desai,	Monty	252
Desmond,	Ross	356–7



Dev,	Kapil	371,	373
Dharwam,	Shikhar	260
Dhoni,	MS	249,	250,	268,	270
Dickason,	Reg	238–9
diet	24,	25,	84,	107,	181,	193,	273,	286–7,	294,	311–12
Dion,	Celine	313
Dilshan,	Tillakaratne	195
diuretic	pill	incident	15,	173,	185–91,	346
Dodemaide,	Tony	46,	66,	149–50
Donald,	Allan	160–1,	336
Donaldson,	Jamie	342
Dovey,	Gavin	224
Dravid,	Rahul	175,	177,	178,	181,	206
IPL	249,	271
MCC	200th	Anniversary	team	332

Drinan,	Tony	32
dropped,	being	51,	154–7,	163,	191
DRS	349–50
Drysdale,	Denise	298,	329
du	Plessis,	Faf	359
Dunhill	Links	Championship	192,	340–2
Dunne,	Steve	129
Durack,	Lucy	329

Ealham,	Mark	210
Earl,	Robert	322
Eden	Gardens	143
Eden	Park	351
Edgbaston	82,	126,	140,	142,	159,	219,	226–8,	240,	350
Edgy	pub	33
Edwards,	Jack	91
Elliott,	Matthew	46,	155,	156
Elsternwick	17
Elton	John	346
Elworthy,	Steve	160
Emburey,	John	43
Emerson,	David	55
Emery,	Phil	46,	172
England	43–4,	302–3,	348	see	also	Ashes	county	cricket	39–43,	196–7,	210–15



World	Cup	1999	148,	158–62
Ernie	and	Denise	298
Erskine,	James	149–51,	273,	305–6,	323,	337–8
Evans,	David	275,	314
Evans,	Sergeant	32–3

fame	1–2,	9–10,	76–8,	282–3,	286–7,	289,	292,	295–6,	343,	367–8,	377
Farhart,	Paddy	‘Jaws’	290–1
Farnham,	John	329,	343
fast	bowling	123,	137,	211,	221,	260,	373
Faulkner,	James	277
Faxon,	Brad	322
Federer,	Roger	160
Felder,	Don	341
Ferrari	1
355	23,	152–3
360	23,	153

Fevola,	Brendan	304–11
field	of	maize	challenge	307–8
fielding	167,	222,	362
catches,	taking	86–7	,	267
setting	the	field	for	spin	125,	127–8,	132,	133,	137
sub-fielder	rule	234
warm-ups	225

Finch,	Aaron	332
finger	injuries	74–5,	145–6,	173–4,	178,	180,	184,	191
Fingleton,	Jack	16
Finlay,	Carmel	25
fitness	83,	84,	180,	193,	225,	286,	294
Fleming,	Damien	44,	46,	75,	160–2,	218
Fleming,	Stephen	208–9,	211,	246,	315
Fletcher,	Duncan	231,	232,	234
Fleure,	Laurina	306,	311
Flintoff,	Andrew	‘Freddy’	218,	226,	227–8,	233,	234
Ashes	2006/07	240,	243
best	team	372–3

flipper	5,	31,	41,	42,	55,	57,	62,	63,	75,	79,	85,	129,	130,	133,	136,	177,	185,	368
Flynn,	Brendan	54
follow	on	176–9,	227,	233



Ford,	Brian	197
Ford	GT	Phase	III	22,	23
Fox,	Ryan	341–2
Fox	Sports	151,	273–4,	297,	302,	355,	363
Freeman,	Tich	108
Fulton,	David	210–11

Gabba	133,	142,	144,	182,	217,	240
Galle	142,	195
Gambhir,	Gautam	259
gambling	88–90,	300,	326,	363–6
gamesmanship	41,	259,	265–6
Ganguly,	Sourav	175–7,	181,	249,	336
Garcia,	Andy	341
Garner,	Joel	373
Gatting,	Mike	43,	44,	216
Ashes	1993	79–82

‘The	Gatting	Ball’	2,	78–82,	103,	126,	132,	144,	196,	217,	354–5,	367
Gavaskar,	Sunil	166,	303
Gayle,	Chris	329
Gerangamete	13
Gerrish,	Mike	‘Biggsy’	104
Gibbs,	Herschelle	99,	159
Gilchrist,	Adam	‘Gilly’	49,	119,	149,	162,	171–3,	177,	187,	206,	239
Ashes	2005	221,	228–9,	236
best	team	369,	370,	372
Fox	Sports	363
IPL	264
Rest	of	the	World	team	332

Giles,	Ashley	123,	234,	235,	237
Gillespie,	Jason	‘Dizzy’	155,	156,	176,	181,	370
Goddard,	Brendon	325
golf	192,	194,	274,	292,	322,	325–6,	339–42,	364
hole-in-one	355–8

Gooch,	Graham	43,	44,	79,	80,	82,	126,	127–8,	141,	206,	216,	371,	373
Goodwood	279,	280
googly	see	wrong	‘uns	Gough,	Darren	232
Gough,	Ricky	39–40
Gower,	David	43,	44,	216,	302



Graf,	Shaun	44,	73,	111
Grant,	Hugh	288
Grapsas,	Brad	315,	321
Greatbatch,	Mark	40
Greenidge,	Gordon	373
Greig,	Tony	27,	217,	236,	245–6,	299
Grimmett,	Clarrie	62,	138–9
Gul,	Umar	332
Gurusinha,	Asanka	66,	68
Gyngell,	David	300–2

Hachem,	Joe	316,	326,	366
Hadlee,	Sir	Richard	165,	166,	371,	373
Hair,	Darrell	71
Halbish,	Graham	97
Hamill,	Aaron	15,	289,	316,	326,	327
Hammond,	Wally	165,	166
Hampshire	154,	197–8,	200–12,	219,	220,	289
captaincy	201–3,	211–12,	245,	265
Nottinghamshire	game	(2005)	207–10

Hampton	20–3
Hanna,	Milham	38
Harare	57
Harmison,	Steve	226–8,	230
Harper,	Roger	43
Harragon,	Paul	307,	311
Harris,	Ryan	370
Harrison,	Tom	334
‘Harry’	25
Hartigan,	John	97
Hartley,	Peter	‘Jack’	200–1
Harvey,	Neil	238
hat-tricks	5,	144,	217–18
Hawke,	Bob	22
Hawke,	Hazel	22
Hawke,	Neil	41
Hawthorn	AFL	Club	27,	34,	326
Hayden,	Matthew	‘Haydos’	49,	157,	172,	226,	236,	239
best-team	369–72



Cricket	All-Stars	335,	336
Haynes,	Desmond	70
Headingley	159,	228
Healy,	Ian	‘Heals’	66,	69,	81,	96,	102,	135,	145,	149,	172
best	team	370,	372,	373

Henderson,	Tyron	261–2
Henman,	Tim	325
Hick,	Graeme	79,	82,	221,	361
Higgs,	Jimmy	54,	55,	73,	134
Hill,	Benny	226
Hirth,	Chris	313,	317,	321
Hobbs,	Sir	Jack	164–6
Hodge,	Brad	46,	276
Hogan,	Paul	105
Hogg,	Brad	277
Hogg,	Rodney	44
Hoggard,	Matthew	226,	235,	243
Hohns,	Trevor	158,	172,	219
Holden
Group	A	Commodore	22,	23
Group	3	Commodore	22
Monaro	GTS	22
VK	Commodore	153

Holding,	Michael	302
Holdsworth,	Wayne	46
hole-in-one	355–8
Holland,	Bob	73
Holman,	Nathan	341
Homework-gate	303
Hookes,	David	27
Hooper,	Carl	70,	336
Hopes,	James	257
Hoy,	Greg	147–8,	173–4,	183,	185
Hudson,	Andrew	109–10
Hudson,	Peter	29
Hughes,	Merv	5,	29,	44,	46,	49,	66,	70,	102,	112,	221,	301,	370
Ashes	1993	78,	82,	102,	217
charity	match	331
South	Africa	1994	110



Hughes,	Sue	102
Hurley,	Elizabeth	1,	24,	50,	122,	273–4,	279–88,	292–3,	295,	300
break	up	287–8
charity	cricket	matches	331–2
engagement	273,	283–5,	377
The	Hop	Skip	and	Jump	Foundation	331
Shane	Warne	Foundation	314
Shane	Warne:	the	Musical	324

Hussain,	Nasser	182,	302
Hussey,	Mike	149,	241,	243,	277,	369
Hutchence,	Michael	106
Hutton,	Len	165,	166
Hyderabad	264

Ilhan,	‘Crazy	John’	314
Ilhan,	Yasmin	314
I’m	a	Celebrity	304–12,	320
Imperial	Club	(Bristol)	40
India	142–3,	174–5,	303–4,	348
Australia,	in	(1992)	3,	54,	58–9
Australian	tour	1998	141,	144,	146,	174,	175
Australian	tour	2001	174–80
Australian	tour	2004	180
Board	of	Control	for	Cricket	in	India	(BCCI)	181,	246,	266
World	Cup	1996	148

Indian	Premier	League	(IPL)	2,	99–100,	181,	215,	244,	246,	348,	355
first	auction	248
Rajasthan	Royals	see	Rajasthan	Royals	South	Africa,	in	272

Ingleby-Mackenzie,	Colin	213
International	Cricket	Council	(ICC)	110,	191,	351
ball-tampering	incident	359
bookmaker	scandal	94,	95
Cricket	All-Stars	334–5
scheduling	347–8,	353
tournaments	352–3

International	Management	Group	(IMG)	149,	321
intimidation	41,	109,	125,	168,	203,	266
bouncers	221,	260

Invincibles	168



Inzamam-ul-Haq	95–6
Iqbal,	Tamim	332
Irons,	Barry	30
Ivey,	Phil	366

Jackson,	Bo	105,	130
Jackson,	Paul	61
Jadeja,	Ravindra	252–3,	263,	265,	269
Jagger,	Mick	346
Jaipur	175,	246–7,	362
Jamaica	141,	154,	158
Jardine,	Douglas	72
Jarman,	Darren	327
Jayasuriya,	Sanath	195
Jayawardene,	Mahela	195,	257,	336
Jeans,	Allan	34
Jenner,	Terry	‘TJ’	41,	54–5,	74,	106–7,	136,	167,	217
coach,	as	60–5,	70,	72,	83,	134–5,	193,	220–3,	231,	342

Johannesburg	108,	110,	185,	189,	349
Johnson,	Dustin	341
Johnson,	Martin	234
Johnson,	Mitchell	370
Jones,	Andrew	128–9,	130
Jones,	Dean	44,	46,	49,	68,	69,	102,	369
Jones,	Geraint	228,	230,	234,	235
Jones,	Keith	31–2
Jones,	Simon	229,	233,	234
Jordan,	Michael	105,	328
Judd,	Melissa	104
Julian,	Brendon	156,	276
Just	Jeans	88,	105–6

Kaif,	Mohammad	250–4,	269
Kallis,	Jacques	160,	169,	170,	206
best	team	371,	372
Cricket	All-Stars	336–7

Kaluwitharana,	Romesh	66,	69
Kandy	66,	162
Kapugedera,	Chamara	268



Karachi	92,	97
Kasprowicz,	Michael	‘Kasper’	146,	176,	226,	227–8,	235,	238,	350
Katich,	Simon	205,	233–4
Keath,	Alex	277
Keating,	Ronan	341
Kennedy,	Graham	329
Kensington	Oval	142
Kenway,	Derek	202
Khan,	Imran	166,	371,	373
Khan,	Moin	336
Khan,	Rashid	137
Khan,	Shadab	137
Khan,	Younis	100,	250
Kidman,	Nicole	329
King	of	Moomba	329–30
Kings	XI	257,	259
Kingsbarns	340
Kirsten,	Gary	159
Klusener,	Lance	‘Zulu’	160–1,	336
Knight,	Phil	105
Knights,	Peter	27,	326–7,	328
Kohli,	Taruwar	256,	260
Kohli,	Virat	165,	175
Kolkata	174–80,	220,	228,	233
Kolkata	Knight	Riders	272
Kowalski,	Daniel	148
Krishnan,	Ravi	246–7,	270
Kruger	National	Park	305
Kumble,	Anil	136,	175,	229
Kundra,	Raj	271

Lamb,	Allan	43,	198,	216
charity	match	331

Lamborghini
Murcielago	23
Superleggera	23

Lancashire	41–3,	196,	197–8,	200,	217
Lane,	Tim	110
Laney,	Jason	202



Langer,	Justin	‘JL’	47,	49,	51,	172,	198,	239,	243,	361
Lara,	Brian	8,	70–1,	105,	140–1,	154,	157,	165,	169,	177,	206
best	team	369,	371,	372
Cricket	All-Stars	336
MCC	200th	Anniversary	team	332

Larwood,	Harold	167
Las	Vegas	326,	363
Latham,	Mark	171
Lawry,	Bill	45,	66,	82,	109,	176,	238,	299
Lawson,	Geoff	46
Laxman,	VVS	141,	175–8,	180,	181,	206
Cricket	All-Stars	336
IPL	249

Le	Roux,	Garth	26,	27
Le	Tissier,	Matt	212
Ledbury	house	286,	288
Lee,	Brett	‘Binga’	172,	227–8,	230,	234,	235,	242–3,	370
MCC	200th	Anniversary	team	332–3

leg-breaks	 2,	 8,	 27,	 31,	 41,	 55,	 63,	 64,	 74,	 79,	 85,	 129–30,	 140	 see	 also	 spin
bowling	leg-spin,	art	of	124–5,	137,	138–9,	143,	194,	221,	368
seam	rotation	131–2

Lehman,	Val	306
Lehmann,	Darren	‘Boof’	160,	250,	360
Lewis,	Huey	341
Lewis,	Ric	356–7
Lillee,	Dennis	27,	56,	142,	165,	166,	238,	373
Lindwall,	Ray	139
Little	Italy	(Soho)	339
Lloyd,	Clive	168
Lloyd,	David	302
Lockett,	Tony	35
London	338–9
Lord’s	78,	135,	142,	197–8,	199,	211,	332,	366
Ashes	2005	220,	226,	227,	240

Lucas,	Marge	22,	25
Lucio’s	(Fulham	Road)	339
Lynch,	Andrew	44
Lyon,	Garry	314,	316



McCabe,	Stan	166
McCullum,	Brendan	9,	276
McDermott,	Craig	49,	66,	69,	71,	102
Ashes	1993	80

McDonald,	Ian	58,	90–1
McEnroe,	John	30
McFadden,	Brian	341
MacGill,	Stuart	‘Magilla’	157–8,	162,	193–4,	230
boot	camp	238,	239

McGrath,	Glenn	‘Pidge’	46,	146,	149,	172,	206,	230
Ashes	2005	226–7,	228,	230,	235–6
Ashes	2006/07	240,	242–4
best	team	369,	370,	372
Cricket	All-Stars	336
India	2001	175–7
IPL	256,	260

McGuire,	Eddie	273–6,	278,	283,	325
Shane	Warne	Foundation	314,	317,	321

McIntyre,	Peter	61
Mack,	Chris	43
McManus,	Kieran	342
Macpherson,	Elle	48
MacSween,	Rod	339
Madurasinghe,	Ranjith	68
Mailey,	Arthur	62,	138,	139
Malcolm,	Devon	217–18
Mallett,	Ashley	51,	167
Mallya,	Vijay	272
Mandela,	Nelson	109
Manjrekar,	Sanjay	303
Mankad,	Vinoo	165
Marks,	Alfred	329
Marsh,	Geoff	‘Swampy’	102,	154–6,	159,	163
Marsh,	Rod	26,	29,	49,	65,	70,	72,	238
Marsh,	Shaun	277
Marshall,	Malcolm	165,	373
Martell,	Mick	277
Martin,	Chris	120,	319,	343–5,	376
Martin,	Ray	314



Martyn,	Damien	47,	49–51,	54,	56,	102,	156,	172,	198,	234,	350
Martyn,	Lucy	50
Mascarenhas,	Dimi	100,	250,	325
Mason,	John	30
match-fixing	89–90,	97–8,	100
Pakistan	1994	92–7
South	Africa	98–9

Matthews,	Greg	‘Mo’	46,	66–9,	70,	102
Australian	Cricketer’s	Association	149

Maxi	318–19,	321
May,	Tim	‘Maysey’	71,	79,	108,	137,	158
Australian	Cricketer’s	Association	149
Pakistan	tour	1994	92–4

Meckiff,	Ian	170
Melbourne	325–6
Melbourne	Cricket	Ground	(MCG)	3,	7,	90,	142,	144,	183,	192,	216,	217,	273,
351,	366
AFL	Grand	Final	2017	326

Melbourne	Stars	168,	212,	273–8
Meldrum,	Ian	‘Molly’	70
Mentone	Grammar	30–3,	327
Mercedes	23
Miandad,	Javed	373
Middle	Crescent	114,	115,	326
milkshakes	22,	181
Miller,	Colin	‘Funky’	155,	157,	158,	162,	173
Miller,	Keith	‘Nugget’	238,	368–9
Milne,	Stephen	328
Mindenhall,	Charles	255
mistakes,	making	115,	187,	292,	359–61,	368,	374
Modi,	Lalit	99–100,	246,	249,	266,	271,	272,	334
Molloy,	Mick	316,	321
Moody,	Scott	48
Moody,	Tom	56,	57,	69
Moomba	329–30
Moonee	Ponds	13,	19
Morkel,	Albie	268
Morley,	Robert	329
Morris,	John	198



Mugabe,	Robert	56
Muller,	Scott	171
Mumbai	175,	180,	303
Mumbai	Indians	259
Munro,	Mike	115
Muralitharan,	Muttiah	86,	134,	137,	169–70,	195,	268–9
best	team	372,	373
Cricket	All-Stars	336
Rest	of	the	World	team	332

Murphy,	John	299
Murray,	Will	317
Mushtaq,	Saqlain	336
music	345–6
musical	323–4

Nadal,	Rafael	160
Nastase,	Ilie	30
Nayar,	Arun	279
Necessitous	Circumstances	Fund	(NCF)	318
Negreanu,	Daniel	366
net	sessions	66,	79,	83,	85,	167,	180,	220,	222,	224,	252
New	Road,	Worcester	78–9
New	Year	Test	2006/07	3
New	York	331,	335–6
New	Zealand	90,	120
Australia	on	tour	(1993)	72
World	Cup	2015	9

Newcombe,	John	30
Newman,	Sam	316,	325
Newton,	Bert	329
Nicholas,	Mark	2,	236
nicknames	55,	262–3
Nicorette	155–6
Nike	88,	105,	328
Nisbet,	Darryl	34
Nissan	Vector	60
Nolan,	Helen	321
Norman,	Greg	314
Nottinghamshire	203,	204,	205,	207–10



Ntini,	Makhaya	268,	269,	270

Oakley	315
O’Brien,	Peter	‘Beans’	48
O’Donnell,	Simon	‘Scuba’	44,	46,	56
Victorian	team	56,	61,	73,	112

O’Keeffe,	Kerry	73
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