
		
			[image: Cover image: The Tourist: What happens on tour stays on tour … UNTIL NOW! by Phil Tufnell]
		


		
			[image: Title page image: The Tourist: What happens on tour stays on tour … UNTIL NOW! by Phil Tufnell, HarperCollinsPublishers logo]

		

		
			Copyright

			HarperCollinsPublishers

			1 London Bridge Street

			London SE1 9GF

			www.harpercollins.co.uk

			HarperCollinsPublishers

			Macken House, 39/40 Mayor Street Upper

			Dublin 1, D01 C9W8, Ireland

			First published by HarperCollinsPublishers 2023

			FIRST EDITION

			© Phil Tufnell 2023

			Cover design by Claire Ward/HarperCollinsPublishers 2023

			Cover photograph © Jay Brooks

			A catalogue record of this book is available from the British Library

			Phil Tufnell asserts the moral right to be identified as the authors of this work

			All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the nonexclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins e-books.

			Find out about HarperCollins and the environment at

			www.harpercollins.co.uk/green

			Source ISBN: 9780008641610

			Ebook Edition © October 2023 ISBN: 9780008641634

			Version: 2023-10-09

		

		
			Note to Readers

			This ebook contains the following accessibility features which, if supported by your device, can be accessed via your ereader/accessibility settings:

			
				Change of font size and line height

				Change of background and font colours

				Change of font

				Change justification

				Text to speech

				Page numbers taken from the following print edition: ISBN 9780008641610

			

		

		
			Dedication

			To Mum and Dad, without whom I’d never have got anywhere.

		

		
			Introduction

			I’ve been on more than a few adventures in my life. As an England cricketer I went on eight of the best holidays anyone could ever have. Not only that, but I did so alongside a whole bucket-load of my heroes. I know people will say, ‘They weren’t holidays – they were professional cricket tours.’ And they’re right. Sort of. While I know there was work to be done on those trips, it would be disingenuous to suggest there wasn’t a whole lot of fun and excitement to go with it. You only get one life, and if I was lucky enough for the world to be laid out in front of me, I was only going to enjoy it.

			Equally, when I retired,1 no way was I going to become a shrinking violet and start unfolding a picnic table in a layby on the A45.

			Even now, more than 20 years since I last played for England, it’s my touring tales that people ask me about more than anything. The reason for that is I had – or, more accurately, was given – a reputation for being a bit of a loose cannon. Some people went further and said I was a bad tourist. In which case, it’s pretty remarkable that I should have spent pretty much the entirety of Nineties’ winters jetting around the world playing for my country. Maybe there’s a conclusion to be drawn there – that actually I was a very good tourist.

			OK, there was the occasional bit of tomfoolery. Yes, there was that one time at the signing day before we departed Heathrow when I autographed several bats, T-shirts and team sheets as Mickey Mouse – if you have one of those bats, apologies, although to be fair so many different faces played for England at that time that it wasn’t totally inconceivable that Mickey might have got a run-out. But all in all I was a pretty decent person to have along, happy to be in the thick of the action and always on hand to make a complete and utter fool of myself.

			There’ll always be people who’d prefer a more sedate presence – Judith Chalmers perhaps, or Fiona Bruce – as a travel companion, but if you prefer someone who might decide to zip wire down a suburban Melbourne clothesline at 3 a.m. then I’m your man. Or was. My days of zip wiring down clotheslines are long gone. These days I see a clothesline and wonder if I’ve got time to air my cardigan before the rain comes on.

			Similarly, while I’m still not averse to the occasional blowout, my present-day travelling companions tend to be a little quieter than Allan Lamb and Ian Botham. I like people who are a calming influence; people who aren’t going to persuade me that helping a grand piano down a flight of stairs is a good idea, and that putting a shark in the captain’s bed will be seen by all concerned as a jolly good jape.

			These days, I do the majority of my travelling with my lovely wife Dawn. Not only is she the best company I could ever have, but she constantly reminds me that messing about with grand pianos will definitely put my back out.

			Me and Dawn have always enjoyed a getaway. There’s a big wide world out there – Europe, Africa, the Isle of Man – and we’ve been lucky enough to see quite a lot of it.

			But recently we’ve mainly been seeing the interior of Tufnell Towers. Poor old Dawn has had a hip operation and so I’ve been looking after her. To be honest, I thought it would be the other way round, that I’d be the first one to have my hips pawed at and mauled in an operating theatre. For someone known for his love of sleeping, I’ve spent far too much time on my feet, most of it on the cricket pitch, a lesser, but still sizeable percentage, stood at the bar afterwards and a small, but nevertheless significant, amount running away from Graham Gooch.

			Then there was my run-up. OK, rarely was I mistaken for Dennis Lillee, but doing that little hop, skip and a jump a few hundred times a day is bound to lead to wear and tear. After a long day in the field, next morning I could barely move. I was one of the few players to carry a can of WD40 in his holdall.

			Remember as well I did Strictly, and pointing your feet one way while going another is never going to be good for your skeleton. Gorka Marquez and Giovanni Pernice might look good now but come their 50s they’ll be hobbling down the promenade at Southend like the rest of us. I tell you, the minute I was eliminated I parked up my American Smooth forever.

			And yet it’s Dawn who’s stuck in bed recuperating while I play nursemaid. I’ve got legs like Chris Hoy I’ve been up and down the stairs so many times.2 That’s without the burns up my forearms from ironing and shoving shepherd’s pies in the oven. I’m like a tiger – a series of dark stripes where I keep catching myself on the grill.

			The way I look at it, your house is where you relax. You go out, do whatever it is you’re doing that day, come home, empty the cat tray, do a bit of cooking and have a sit on a nice plump settee for a few hours. Now I’ve reached the point where if I manage a sit-down with a cup of tea and a biscuit and catch ten minutes of Bargain Hunt, I’m happy. I actually look forward to Bangers and Cash. I sit there with a bourbon in one hand and a tub of cold cream for my litany of wounds in the other. Last week I got three Countdown conundrums in a row.

			If there was to be a documentary made about these few weeks, it would be called Hip Operation: The Aftermath. Tragic scenes would unfold of a bloke wandering round his house with a little bottle of beer in one hand and a feather duster in the other. Like a dog on a chain, I can only get so far. While dogs can’t get past the front door to bite the postman without the chain tightening, I can’t get beyond the airing cupboard. I have fevered dreams of donning my wife’s Lycra and escaping to the village hall for half an hour of keep-fit. More than once I’ve thought about scrawling ‘Help Me!’ in the condensation on the front window.

			The only time I’ve been out in the past few weeks is to get some bits from Asda. Once or twice while wandering the aisles I’ve wondered if the whole thing is an elaborate hoax. Whether Dawn is actually fully recovered and just runs upstairs and jumps into bed when she hears me come back. Maybe I need to install CCTV.

			There is some good news, though. In two days I’ll have a bit of company. Someone’s coming round to help me dismantle a bed. Until then, I’ve got an emerging friendship with the Amazon driver who delivers here, mainly because he’s round so often. He dropped a parcel off the other day. ‘Here, Phil,’ he said, ‘this is a really special one.’

			‘Oh yeah, why’s that?’ I asked.

			‘It’s for you.’

			You might well ask what’s happened to the person once dubbed ‘the wild man of English cricket’. Well, here’s the answer. He’s in a pair of Marigolds removing stubborn hairs from the plughole in the bath.

			And yet there has been one positive in all this. Being stuck at home has made me think about my times as a tourist. I am, after all, fairly well travelled. I’ve been to the majority of the Test-playing nations of course, but more than that I’ve been all over the place with Dawn, friends, family and all kinds of TV shows. I’m not comparing myself to the great explorers of yesteryear – at no point have I been greeted on the shores of Lake Tanganyika with the words, ‘Dr Tufnell, I presume’ – but I have seen some pretty remarkable sights. Even more remarkable than Mike Gatting emerging from the shower at Lord’s.

			As I’ve polished the pelmets and shoved the hoover round, my mind has drifted to the splendour of Sydney harbour, the immensity of the Kruger National Park and Blackpool Illuminations. Same when I’ve got a load of washing in. I’ll watch it spinning round and be taken off in an almost hypnotic state to a far-flung part of India.3

			The more I’ve thought about it, the more I’ve blessed my good fortune in being able to travel so fulsomely across the globe. It’s not something I ever considered when I started out playing cricket. Back then, a cheese sandwich in the pavilion at half-time was considered exotic. Little did I know that my ability to spin a small red ball would result in rather more magnificent feasts being placed before me, like swordfish steaks and, erm, witchetty grubs. Same with some of the most incredible views on Earth.4

			I thought it might be nice if I shared a few of these great memories with you. I hope you enjoy accompanying me on this voyage. If at any stage you’d like to stop at the services, please do let me know. Only ten minutes, mind – we’ve got a lot to get through.

				
					1 I knew it was time to jack it in when the Middlesex fast bowlers were slapping on a bit of ‘product’ in front of the mirror and requesting Gatorade at the end of the day.

				

				
					2 I’ve also acquired a real empathy for Carson in Downton Abbey. I’ve had a few injuries in my time but never did I think I’d get housemaid’s knee.

				

				
					3 Hopefully not that time I was stuck on a train with a rat.

				

				
					4 Again, not Mike Gatting getting out of the shower.
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			The Fear

			My older brother Greg, who got all the sense when it was being doled out to the Tufnell boys, will tell anyone who’ll listen that from a very early age if anyone told me not to put my hands on a hot grill pan I would immediately do exactly the opposite.

			‘Why don’t they want me to touch the hot grill pan? What are they not telling me? Why are they trying to trick me? Oww!’

			However, this anecdote is far removed from my own memories of being a kid. The way I remember it I was petrified of everything. And I wasn’t alone. Thing is, when I was a child it was dangerous to go anywhere or do anything. How did I know? Because public information films said so. You couldn’t turn the telly on without some kid being thrown 50 feet from an electricity pylon while retrieving a kite or falling foul of some terrifying piece of farming equipment. Even breakfast cereals made you glow orange.

			The whole world was a minefield. One public information film stated, ‘Don’t leave a mat on a varnished floor – you’ll slip and kill yourself.’ I don’t know if statistics were kept for the number of mat-related deaths in 1974 but if they were I’d like to see them. Another had some poor devil frying in a bath after dropping a hairdryer. And in another someone overloaded a plug and their house burnt down. That was three ways to perish before you’d even left the front door.

			Venture outside and it only got worse. Even having a picnic was a matter of life and death. There was one public information film which showed a couple, albeit a little bit messy, sat on a rug in a field – ‘Ooh, look, there’s a farmer down there with a very red face!’ He looked like he was going to shoot them. ‘FOLLOW THE COUNTRY CODE!’ we’d be told at the end. All right. All right. I was only leaning on a gate.

			The ‘Charlie says …’ adverts were the same. These had an unusually socially aware cat which issued warnings of imminent danger – running into roads, messing about with matches, global thermonuclear war, that kind of stuff. I saw the one about not taking sweets from adults about a hundred times. Someone’s dad offered me a fruit pastille at a party and I had to be restrained from punching him in the face.

			Even if you did the right thing and went somewhere that was supervised by adults, you couldn’t do anything when you got there. Remember that board they used to have up at the swimming pool?

			‘NO KISSING. NO PETTING. NO SPLASHING. NO BALLS. NO DIVING.’ I wouldn’t have been surprised if I’d turned up one week and it said, ‘NO SWIMMING’.

			There’s a whole generation of us out there who grew up paranoid, thinking everything held a hidden menace. Fridges – you could get trapped in them. Loose stair-rods – they’d have you tumbling headfirst into a solid oak front door. Paddling pools – watch out for the rip current.

			If it wasn’t public information films, it was disaster movies. After The Towering Inferno, I never went up a skyscraper for about 30 years. Switch the channel and there’d be a bedraggled vicar trying to claw his way through an upside-down iron hull on The Poseidon Adventure. After that it would be The Omen with plummeting lifts and blokes getting trapped under ice-covered ponds. You needed a tranquiliser just to watch TV on a Saturday night. You’d be scarred for life. To a young kid these films sent out an unavoidable message – in any given situation, no matter how apparently safe and normal, at any minute something could go horribly wrong.

			‘Do you fancy going to the zoo tomorrow, Phil?’

			‘The zoo? Are you mad? What happens if there’s an earthquake and everything escapes?’

			Or you’d have stayed up and watched King Kong the night before – ‘I’m not going anywhere near that gorilla!’

			‘Don’t worry, Phil, it’s toughened glass.’

			‘That won’t stop it. Didn’t you see? It plucked a biplane out of mid-air and crushed it like matchwood.’

			That’s where I get a little bit health and safety. These things do actually happen. A gorilla escaped at London Zoo a few years ago and drank five litres of Ribena before it was tranquilised. As someone who’s always liked Ribena I found this very disturbing indeed. What if I happened to be down there one day and it got a whiff of it on my breath. There could be very big trouble indeed.

			If we did actually summon up the courage to leave the house, and no horrendous fate befell us, we’d fill this void of terror by immediately taking the opportunity to scare ourselves half to death. We’d sit around in the woods telling ghost stories, desperately trying not to be the first one to start crying.1

			And then there’d be that spooky house we’d be scared of and yet were always drawn to for some reason. Over the fields from us, for instance, there was this great big old asylum. We’d all head over there on our bikes, for no reason other than no one dared say it was a really bad idea. When it started going dark, just as you were looking forward to going home, some fool would pipe up, ‘Come on! Let’s go and have a look around.’ The correct response at this point would be, ‘No, I’m not going to do it. It’ll be beyond terrifying. I’m going to go home for my tea.’ But next thing you knew you’d be pulling yourself through a window of this dilapidated, derelict old building, the kind of place even the Munsters would find a little chilling. A couple of minutes later you’d hear a bang down some distant corridor and that would be it, you’d be legging it out of there as quick as you could, ripping your coat on a hook or piercing your leg on a railing. Every time it happened – because obviously the week after you’d be back there again – I’d think, ‘This is mad – why am I putting myself through this stuff?’

			Kids of that era had very vivid imaginations. We had to – we didn’t have computer games. We made dens in woods and shot baddies with cap guns. I mean, when you look at it, most computer games are the same. They involve going into dingy places, fighting fantasy enemies and firing guns. Today’s kids just do it all sitting down. We were actually out there risking life and limb. We deserve our pensions just for that.

			In the end, round about the time I was awarded a benefit year, I worked out that I actually had no intention of climbing electricity pylons and the chances of becoming entangled in a threshing machine in London were relatively low. By then I was also quite big to be offered a sweet by strangers.2

			However, I still take any warning sign very seriously. I tell you, I’ve seen more people slip over on wet floors than I care to mention. When I see that little sign out, ‘WARNING SLIPPERY FLOOR!’, I’m down on all fours.

			‘Don’t be silly, Phil,’ friends tell me, and then next thing, they’re collapsing like a house of cards. Down they go, back of the head – whack! Growing up in the Seventies did have its benefits after all.

			My fear of the unknown has naturally extended to travel. If I go on a cruise, I want a cabin with a balcony just in case. After all, boats do end up at the bottom of the sea. And I don’t just mean the occasional one. I read a book about Cornish shipping disasters once when I was down that way and there’s hundreds of them. You can barely have a paddle round Land’s End without tripping over a piece of mast or a cannonball. OK, a lot of those wrecks date from hundreds of years ago, but the principle remains the same. They didn’t just sink. They smashed against cliffs or were caught up in some terrific storm. On the plus side, I believe Cornish villagers have stopped luring them on to the rocks.

			Even when they started building ships properly they still plunged to the ocean floor. They said Titanic was unsinkable and it was three miles down in the North Atlantic in less than two hours. I’m not sure how much help having a balcony would have been in that situation but I’m always trying to shift the survival odds slightly more in my favour.3

			Thing is, I’m very aware of my surroundings when I travel. Like a cat down a back alley, I’m on heightened alert. Everywhere I look I can see potential disaster. When I board a train, for instance, I always sit at the back. That way there’s always a few carriages in front to take the impact. Same with planes. I know it’s an old joke but you really have never heard of a plane reversing into a mountain. Odd really. I’ve been quite adventurous in my life and yet when it comes to travelling I’ve always had a lot of trepidation. I think it’s because, be it train, plane or boat, you never know who’s up front driving the thing. If someone’s speeding me through the English countryside at 200mph, it would be nice to think they haven’t become engrossed in a Sudoku or the last episode of The Crown.

			And yet, whatever my fear, I’ve pretty much always, somehow, worked through it, even if ten minutes later I was wishing I’d let my yellow streak win. Not too long ago, for example, me and Dawn did a bit of parasailing in Mexico. It’s great fun, but when you’re up in the air you can’t help noticing that the only thing keeping you airborne is a tiny little knot on a rope. ‘Hang on! Is that it?’ If that knot had come loose I’d have been landing ten hours later in Texas. Those weren’t Chinese spy balloons they kept spotting high in the skies over the US, they were people like me.

			I’ve got a strange sort of bravery where I’ll do something, but after I’ve done it no way will I do it again. If I was invited to a revolving restaurant at the top of a skyscraper, I’d do it, but chances are afterwards I’d feel really sick.4 Hopefully not because of the food but more because I’d start really thinking about how unnatural it is for human beings to sit in spinning buildings. I put that down to the fight or flight instinct. We are, after all, land-dwellers. If we’d been meant to go up high we’d have looked like pigeons (more on Henry Blofeld later).

			When I filmed the travelogue This Could Go Anywhere, where me and the former Kiwis captain, batting legend and pioneering England coach Brendon ‘Baz’ McCullum criss-crossed New Zealand doing odd and inadvisable things, I was required to do a bungee jump into a deep gorge. It wasn’t just the jump, it was the build-up. In an attempt to settle my nerves, I had a few drinks the night before, went to bed, didn’t sleep a wink – gripped by the kind of nausea I’d not experienced since witnessing Angus Fraser cutting his toenails – and then all too soon the birds were singing and it was time to get up and do the deed.

			No joke, as me and Baz left the hotel I was visibly shaking. ‘Bloody hell, mate,’ said Baz, who, heroically, would watch the whole thing from the ground, ‘are you all right?’

			‘No,’ I shrieked. ‘I really don’t know if I can do it.’ Sadly for the Louis Vuitton5 store next door, I then threw up all over their front step.

			It was odd. Usually, I’m quite good at blanking out what’s to come. It’s like sport. Overthink it, let it get to you, and doing it becomes harder and harder. My general approach to any kind of challenge is to go out the night before, have a nice dinner, a couple of glasses of wine and then get up next morning ready to go. I’m quite bullish like that. But with the bungee jump the anticipation was horrific, building up for days to this horrible crescendo.

			Brendon, as seemed to be the way in this show, drove me to the scene of my execution, and was, as also seemed to be the way, deeply entertained by my need for him to pull over so I could again be sick at the side of the road.

			On arrival, I approached the side of the gorge and the bungee people slid me out to a platform, a sickening height above what I’m sure I would otherwise have viewed as a beautiful example of New Zealand’s incredible geography. By now I wasn’t far off being in tears, actually retching. Somehow I managed to stand on the edge of the platform, now paranoid that I hadn’t been attached properly to the rope – ‘Please check! Please! Just do it for me!’ In fact, I asked, ‘Am I attached?’ so many times I’m thinking of patenting it as a catchphrase. I just wanted the misery over and done with, to jump right then, but then these mechanical arms began extending from the platform to take photos.

			‘No! Just do it! Get me down there and I can go and have a lie-down somewhere.’ Like I say, I’m reasonably bold, but doing a bungee jump was a whole different level of scary. I really don’t think I’d have managed to do it if they hadn’t given me a little shove in the back to send me screaming into the abyss, relying on nothing but an elastic band to stop an imminent argument with the extremely rocky floor of the canyon.

			All through this experience, the one thing that had reassured me was the presence of the This Could Go Anywhere camera crew. I don’t know why, but I always think nothing can go wrong if there’s a camera crew there. Daft – all it really means is that there’ll be great high-definition footage of my final moments.6

			‘He said he wasn’t attached,’ the newsreader will say, ‘but no one listened and just minutes later he dropped like a stone to his demise. And now the weather …’

			They say never say never. But I can say, with all honesty, never, ever, ever will I do a bungee jump again. At no time while I was dangling on the end of that elastic band did I think, ‘You know what? This really is the hobby for me.’ In fact, I decided there and then that the next travel show I do will be me going round being asked to do things and saying, ‘No! Absolutely not!’ I’m available for all programmes of that nature right now.

			I wasn’t going to do 30 bungee jumps any more than I was going to take up abseiling on a professional basis after being asked to descend 160ft down the side of Guildford Cathedral. The abseil was for the very deserving cause that is The Children’s Trust so I didn’t need that much persuasion. It was just a coincidence that it was 11 o’clock at night in a pub when I was asked if I’d do it.7 Only when I woke up the next morning did I remember I was afraid of heights.

			When the day in question arrived, I was very glad indeed that Dawn had agreed to undergo the abseil too, because when I dragged myself up to that famous spire I wasn’t feeling particularly confident about going back down swinging from a rope. When I tell people about abseiling off Guildford Cathedral, they tend to opine that it must be a great view from up there. I will point out by way of reply that while indeed you can see for miles, I was a little more concerned with the distance to the pavement below. I know it’s 160 feet, but in reality it felt like I was miles up in the air, sat on the edge of this little wooden platform with the whole of Surrey laid out in front of me. Again, I’m not sure I’d have been able to make the first move if I’d not had a little nudge. I’ve said it many times – there’s only so long you can sit on a church spire trying to build up your courage. The actual abseil was more like a long diagonal zip wire that bit by bit I had to ease myself down. It was a very slow process, during which I will admit to wondering why charity endeavours never seem to involve lying in bed watching telly, or sipping a Pina Colada down the pub.

			I’d have perhaps looked on the above events a little more favourably had I not taken part in Channel 4’s truly terrifying winter sports show The Jump. Fellow contestants were dropping like flies as every discipline – slalom, luge, etc. – seemed to result in another dislocated shoulder or cracked bone. It wasn’t so much The Jump as 24 Hours in A&E – On Ice.

			The biggest challenge, as the title might suggest, was the ski jump. We wouldn’t be going off the top of the platform – even reality TV hasn’t reached those lengths – but they still took us up there to have a look. Again the mere sight of the drop caused me to throw up.8 Even going off the little trainer jump was worrying enough, and again once I’d whizzed – well, plopped – down, no way was I going to be queuing up for another go.

			Another issue I suffer from is sympathetic travel nervousness. You know you hear about blokes getting sympathetic pregnancies – they can feel the baby kicking inside them and can’t stop eating charcoal, that kind of stuff – well, I get the travel version. Take the time Dawn went over to Spain to see her dad for a week. I’d stayed behind, with various instructions to follow to keep things ticking over at home. She’s good like that, Dawn. When she’s not here she makes me lists – when the bins need to go out, best mop to use in any given situation, where to find the toenail clippers, etc. Anyway, a day or two before she was due to fly back, the ash cloud happened. An eruption of the Eyjafjallajökull volcano – try saying that when you’ve had a few (in fact try saying that when you haven’t had a few) – in Iceland pumped great swathes of ash into European airspace. I was watching TV and they were saying how flights were being cancelled everywhere, including Spain, because the ash was a danger to aircraft engines. I didn’t like hearing that at all. In fact, I could feel myself starting to panic. It was a real nervousness in the pit of my stomach. And not just because the freezer meals only went up to Wednesday.

			On the day Dawn was meant to be flying, I rang her to see what was happening. She reported that they were on the way to the airport. All was looking good. Next time I checked she was on the bus from the airport out to the plane. Then she was saying the bus had stopped and it was turning round. Then it looked like, no, it was going out to the plane after all. Then it had stopped again. By this time my guts were doing somersaults. In my head I had a vision of the aircraft, and more importantly Dawn, heading into an ash cloud never to be seen again. I was in agony just thinking about it. In the meantime, she’d managed to have a word with someone from the airline and it looked like, yes, they were definitely going to give it a try. A try? I didn’t want to hear the word ‘try’! This was my Dawny not Those Magnificent Men in Their Flying Machines. By this time I was phoning every five minutes. ‘Crikey! What’s happening? What’s happening?’ It seemed they had actually now got on the plane. But then they sat there for an hour. Dawn told me there was some ‘deliberation’ about whether to go or not. Again, ‘deliberation’ – not a word I wanted to hear. There was talk of a ‘flight plan’ and a ‘slot’. But the majority view was that they were going to call it off and everyone was going to have to get off. I was relieved. I had visions of the engines clogging up with dust. I’d seen it happen with the hoover and it didn’t look good. And then the next thing I know Dawn’s rung me – as they’re taking off! The captain, although possibly not in these exact words, had told the passengers, ‘Ladies and gentlemen, sod it! We’re going!’ and that was it. It was the last plane out for a week and a half.

			Well, for the next two and a half hours I was an absolute mess. There was no way I could contact Dawn once she was up in the air. It was awful. I did everything – dusting, washing-up, hard skin removal – to distract myself from my worries but nothing worked. I thought about putting the TV on but knew for sure the first thing I’d see was an episode of Air Crash Investigation. It was horrible – the longest two and a half hours of my life.

			When eventually the call came to say she’d landed safely, the relief was unbelievable. God knows what I’d have done when that last lasagne had gone.

			I had a similar thing happen when I was on holiday in Turkey with Dawn and my stepson. They were up for a scuba dive whereas I prefer the bits of the world with air in it. Well, it was more scary being the one left behind than the ones 30 feet down. It was late in the day and the light was going a bit as they disappeared beneath the waves. While they were down there a bloke came round in a boat and started taking these great big things with antennas out the water. Being a bit nosey, I asked what he was doing.

			‘Oh,’ he said. ‘We bring these in at night. They’re the things that stop the sharks coming in.’

			‘WHAT? SHARKS! Hang on! My wife and stepson are down there. Put them back in!’

			Then something else occurred to me. ‘What sharks?’ Nobody had ever mentioned sharks in the first place. Six months down the line, a mako ate someone off a neighbouring beach.

			Dawn is very much someone who’ll try anything. This means I’m permanently waiting to have to extricate myself from a potholing weekend. If I do have one proper ‘phobia’, then it would be claustrophobia. I have no wish to crawl through a confined space known as the ‘cheese-press’ or hold my breath for 90 seconds while navigating a pitch-black sump. I’m just not convinced of the appeal of getting in very small caves with water levels that can very rapidly rise. It’s for the same reason I’ve never been a fan of the Blackwall Tunnel. I’d always hope against hope there wasn’t a traffic jam halfway through. If I did get stuck, I couldn’t help thinking about how just above that tiled ceiling was a massive great river full of water. I’d be peering up through the windscreen in fear of the first few drops coming through the roof, waiting to be deluged at any moment.9

			I’m not afraid of water. I can swim, just not like Dawn. She’s akin to a fish and beats me hands down if we have a little race in the sea on holiday. Also, I’m very aware of the dangers of deep water. It’s not my natural home. In fact these days I’m very much a stand in the shallow end with a lager on a floating table kind of bloke. I’m also a bit fussier about where I want to swim. I’m straight in the Caribbean Sea, for example, because it’s so lovely and warm. The North Sea off Gateshead, on the other hand, perhaps not.

			The water off the coast of Dubai is incredible, like sitting in a hot bath, although me and Dawn did have a slightly worrying experience there. We’d been out the night before and, as we strolled a little hungover down to the beach the next day, perhaps weren’t quite as aware of our surroundings as we might have been. Which is why we missed the board telling people not to swim that day. Anyway, we had a dip and a loll before deciding to go up on a parasail. We were up there wafting about and looked down to see that the exact spot where we’d been swimming was completely surrounded by sea snakes, jellyfish and stingrays. Two minutes longer in there and we’d have been eaten alive. When they wound us back in, I was shouting to Dawn, ‘Keep your feet up! They’ll have you! Keep them out the water!’

			There’s another travel fear that’s plagued me down the years – leaving pets behind at home. Oscar was our beautiful silver-shaded Persian, pedigree as long as your arm – not that it mattered, within two days of his arrival the vet had relieved him of his testes. Oscar was a very expressive cat, always happy to join in a party, and we both loved him to bits. When it came to holidays, we hated leaving him and he hated us going. As soon as the suitcases came out his face used to change. In fact, he’d sit in them to try to prevent their use. He also had a sixth sense for when we were coming back. I’m sure we never left him an itinerary, but be it two in the morning or 11 at night, he’d be there waiting. Whatever night out he’d got going on, he knew he had to be back to greet us at the appointed hour.

			When Oscar passed away, we did what any owners would do – cremated him and had him made into keyrings. Well, what I mean is we’ve got two keyrings with his ashes in them. At least we think they’re his. Who amongst us can honestly say they’d know a cat’s ashes from a dog’s or even a lizard’s? I could be walking around with a six-foot python in my keyring. To be fair, they did put a bit of Oscar’s fur in there too, and I’ve never seen a furry boa constrictor.

			I digress. Point is Dawn was away with some friends when Oscar took a turn for the worse. At this point we’d gone through a run of holidays which entailed a mildly terrifying and historically unlikely weather event. We’d be in Majorca and there’d be the first recorded cyclone in 45 years, or walking down the promenade in Mauritius when it suddenly start raining fish, these sort of things. Anyway, in Dawn’s case she was on a Greek island in the middle of August when a freak weather front dumped a load of snow on her head. Oscar had been showing a few signs of getting a bit poorly at this stage. He’d been into the vet’s for various scans, which in itself was a shock to the system. I reckon it costs more to put a cat through a CT scanner than it does a human. It doesn’t seem to matter that they’re about a tenth the size.

			While Dawn was away, Oscar would come and lie next to me. As you do, I was telling him not to worry, that Dawn would be back in a couple of days, and she’d know what to do.10 In the meantime, seeing he was feeling a bit sorry for himself, I thought I’d make sure he was at least getting some good grub. I went out to M&S and got him some smoked salmon.11 In his later years Oscar developed the ability to read the name on the carrier bag as I came through the door. Waitrose, he was purring. Asda, it would be paws up with full claw extension.

			Eventually, I picked Dawn up from the airport. Again, it was like Oscar knew where I was going, possibly because Dawn’s imminent return from an excursion tended to be marked by me squirrelling away takeaway boxes and giving the hoover a quick shove around. I swear old Oscar hung on until she came back. When we got in from Gatwick he was lying on the floor with his tongue hanging out. Dawn wrapped him up in her arms and we scooted off to the vet’s.

			I’ll be honest, as we sat in the waiting room I was crying my eyes out. I did think, ‘Come on! It’s only a cat! And he’s just had Loch Fyne salmon!’, but anyone who’s lost a pet will tell you it is a very emotional time. When my stick insect passed away while I was on tour with Middlesex U-13s I was inconsolable. In his surgery, the vet confirmed that Oscar’s time was up. He’d chased his last shrew, flicked his last ball of wool round the carpet, eaten his last wasp.

			We’ve yet to replace Oscar. We’ve talked about perhaps getting another cat, potentially even a dog, but the worry of us both being away in time of need is overwhelming. Really we need something we can take with us. A tapeworm perhaps.

			Tapeworms aside, the point I am trying to make in this chapter is the world is an unpredictable place. Our planet has all sorts of highly dangerous elements to it. Sharks, volcanoes, electricity pylons, slippery mats and overloaded plugs form just a tiny number of them. I haven’t even mentioned lions, lightning strikes and a full-flow Jonny Bairstow. In fact, just writing this now has made me think it’s a miracle I’ve been anywhere – that I ever stepped out of my childhood bedroom. Had I thought about the perils of travel too much, chances are I’d have lived like a medieval monk. Oh, how my captains would have loved that vow of silence.

			For the fact I did break the shackles and see so much of this great world of ours, I can thank two people – Mum and Dad.

				
					1 This would later form an integral part of pre-season bonding sessions when first-class teams spent a week living rough in a forest in preparation for a solid tilt at the Benson & Hedges Cup.

				

				
					2 I’ll still call the police if you offer me a Polo.

				

				
					3 For similar reasons I always ask for a room with a bath – an excellent makeshift lifeboat.

				

				
					4 Never eat mussels in a revolving restaurant.

				

				
					5 Louis Vuitton – please don’t feel the need to send me any freebies for the brand mention in this book.

				

				
					6 To be fair, I do need a bigger presence on TikTok.

				

				
					7 I have since instigated a hard and fast rule of not agreeing to anything past 9 p.m.

				

				
					8 Sorry if this is an emerging theme.

				

				
					9 For reasons why I avoid the Woolwich Ferry, see earlier mention of The Poseidon Adventure.

				

				
					10 Some people believe cats can’t understand English, but I can think of multiple cats – Top Cat, Garfield, Lenny the Lion – who were fluent in the language.

				

				
					11 Actually, I’m wondering now if that might have finished him off – maybe it was a bit rich. To be honest, though, if I was a cat I’d rather go with the smell of smoked salmon in my nostrils than have Go-Cat for my last meal.
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			Blond Bombshell

			As a kid I had blond hair. My mother used to call me a ‘blond bombshell’. It’s one of the few things I had in common with Diana Dors.

			I was very lucky to be taken abroad for holidays and that non-stop exposure to the sun would bleach my hair almost white. The Tuffers of this infant era is best exhibited by a picture of me wearing a yellow short-sleeved button-up shirt, yellow knee-length socks, white shorts and a pair of white plimsolls standing on the steps of, if I recall correctly, the El Cid Hotel,1 in Benidorm. It’s a lovely picture, quite emotional to look at now, of me, my brother and my mum (Dad would have been taking the picture), probably on our way out to dinner. Even today, that yellow shirt is the brightest thing I’ve ever seen, brought to life in the most vivid way imaginable by the brilliant light of the Med. Thing was, compared to being at home, where the brightest thing was the sign at Woolworths, everything in Benidorm was bright. It was like being in a completely different world. With the sun came a real sense of freedom. One of those public information films that haunted me showed a kid running on a beach, freeze-framing at the point where his foot was about to be sliced open by a broken bottle submerged in the sand. But I wasn’t haunted here. Running on lovely soft warm sand on magnificent beaches felt like the most wonderful, natural, thing ever. Public information films belonged to that other world – the one back in Britain.

			Benidorm quickly became our go-to destination. If we weren’t on the beach, me and my brother would spend endless glorious days running around and hurling ourselves into the hotel swimming pool. We were both kitted out in the most ridiculous trunks,2 while my dad’s swimming attire was possibly the most 1970s thing I’ve ever seen. He had shorts made up of vertical black, blue, orange and brown stripes. They were the only shorts that came with matching wallpaper. For some reason, a lot of swimming gear back then was made of a quite unpleasant synthetic material that never felt comfortable to wear. I keep meaning to check if Michelin ever did swimwear.

			Meanwhile, there was little adherence to sun-protection guidance. In fact, completely the opposite. My dad used to cover himself in suntan oil and lie there like a massive chip. He wasn’t alone. Everyone did it. People would even have reflectors, essentially Bacofoil, around their necks to make sure no part of them was missed. I was always reminded how much they looked like those frilled lizards you’d get on David Attenborough wildlife programmes. ‘And here they are, sunning themselves in their natural habitat, a swimming pool on the Costa Blanca. Any minute now their rest will be disturbed by one of their young, a blond boy in ill-fitting Speedos, asking for
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