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Dan Liebke is a comedy writer who was a regular contributor to MAD Magazine in Australia for two decades before coming to his senses and turning his focus to cricket. In addition to a social media presence on Twitter (@liebcricket), Dan has contributed articles making fun of cricket and cricketers to the ABC Cricket Guide magazine as well as websites such as Cricket365, The Roar, The Guardian, FirstPost and Greenfield Post. He also co-hosts both the Can’t Bowl, Can’t Throw and Ridiculous Ashes cricket podcasts. His book The Instant Cricket Library, a comic anthology of fake excerpts from imaginary, unpublished and other hard-to-find cricket books, was published in 2018 by the Slattery Media Group. His books The 50 Greatest Matches in Australian Cricket, The 50 Greatest Australian Cricketers, 50 Great Moments in Australian Cricket and The 10 Greatest World Cup Wins in Australian Cricket were published by Affirm Press. Dan is a genuine all-rounder, equally inept with both bat and ball – and he steadfastly believes that cricket is the funniest, and hence best, sport that humanity has invented.





INTRODUCTION

Funny cricket is better than good cricket. Sure, good cricket has its merits. Which fan of the sport doesn’t enjoy a spirited battle between bowler and batter, or a spectacular catch on the boundary, or a particularly well taken quick single? Good cricket fills us with admiration for the skills and game sense of the players.

But funny cricket? Funny cricket is where the game truly sings. Cricket is a sport that embraces hilarity in a myriad of shapes and forms, and it’s in the moments of comedy cricket that we move beyond mere admiration of the players and connect with them as human beings (plus whatever kind of creature Steve Smith is).

Comedy is, of course, a very personal thing. What some people find hilarious leaves others cold. Nevertheless, as we count down the funniest moments in Australian cricket history, I’ve tried to put aside my personal preferences and provide as broad a variety of comedy as possible.

There are moments of physical slapstick and moments of verbal repartee. There are moments when bad decisions lead to terrible outcomes, and moments when dumb luck leads to delightful outcomes.

There are comical moments from players, spectators, umpires, commentators and cameramen. There are moments where the comedy arises from the match situation, with improbable reactions driving much of the humour. There are moments where the comedy arises from external forces imposing themselves on the game. Moments in between matches. Moments at the selection table. Moments in scheduling.

Moments that are instant classics. Moments that take a decade to pay off. And, of course, moments where somebody gets hit in the nuts.

Pretty much the only form of comedy that is excluded from the countdown are the various moments of epic controversy – the underarms, the Bodylines, the sandpaper stuff. Yes, from a certain perspective these moments all have comedic elements (I particularly like the moment following the underarm delivery when batter Brian McKechnie throws away his bat in disgust because the Chappells have so thoroughly outmanoeuvred him tactically), but, as a rule, if a moment tended to make more people angry than it made delighted, I’m eliminating it from contention. (There is one notable exception to this rule. You’ll know it when we get to it.) Apart from the hyper-contentious moments, though, everything else is up for grabs.

Good cricket is good – I mean, it’s right there in the description. But funny cricket is amazing, and I’ve got 100 examples here to show you why. Let’s get cracking, shall we?






100



STEVE WAUGH’S FACE-DOWN CENTURY CELEBRATION
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The notoriously unfunny Steve Waugh’s most famous attempt at cricket comedy was, inevitably, an afterthought to scoring a bloody-minded century.



Steve Waugh was not a funny cricketer. Quite the opposite. He was a deadly serious, win-at-all-costs, ruthless, unfunny, cricket-match-winning automaton. (Mark, on the other hand … well, we’ll get to him.)

There was, however, one moment in Steve Waugh’s lengthy career in which he was funny. Needless to say, it came about by accident, and as Waugh was in the process of a) scoring a century and b) proving just how scandalously soft those pathetic Poms were.

The incident happened in the fifth Ashes Test of 2001. Waugh had recently led Australia to an improbable sixteen Test wins in a row, before India had put an end to the record streak in even more improbable fashion. Stung by the defeat, Waugh had recommenced a string of wins, starting with his favourite band of hapless victims, England.

Australia, under Waugh’s Cobra Kai–like leadership for the first time in an Ashes series, rampaged around the mother country for the first three Tests. Utterly remorseless, they crushed the England batters, bowlers, fielders, coaches, support staff and Barmy Army soldiers beneath their collective spiked feet.

The only setback for Waugh’s merciless conquest came in the final overs of the third Test. With victory in sight, Waugh tore his calf muscle while attempting a run. The injury ruled him out of the fourth Test. Australia, under the fool leadership of Adam ‘I will occasionally smile at my opponents’ Gilchrist, lost the Test after being in an almost unbeatable position, because it took place at Headingley and that’s what always happens there.

In the nineteen days between the end of the third Test and the start of the fifth, Waugh and physiotherapist Errol Alcott spent ten hours a day in rehabilitation in an absurd attempt to reduce a four-month recovery period to something far, far shorter. Theoretically, they succeeded, as Waugh was duly selected for the fifth Test. In reality, of course, he shouldn’t have played. Torn muscles aren’t healed by really, really wanting them to heal. Not even if you’re Steve Waugh. Sometimes you just need to give things time.

But Waugh wanted to show the England side how tough he was – and how weak they were and how far-fetched it was for any of them to dream that they might ever regain the Ashes in their lifetime.

None of this, by the way, is the funny bit. This was just Steve Waugh being Steve Waugh.

During his innings (Australia only had one innings, because that’s how the Australian team under Waugh tended to roll), Waugh injured his other leg, twinging his right buttock. Then, for good measure, tore his left calf muscle again.

But because he was Steve Waugh, he ignored his impending transformation into Monty Python’s Black Knight and batted on through the flesh wounds, alternating between slogged boundaries and walked singles. And because he was Steve Waugh, he scored an unbeaten century, bringing up the ton with a scampered, staggered, half-crippled single that ended with a full-length dive to make his ground. Again, all classic Waugh.

Now, finally, the funny bit. The crowd, as one, applauded Waugh’s innings, his last as a Test cricketer in England. They knew a champion cricketer when they saw one, even if he was a stubborn, pitiless supervillain. In response to the applause, Waugh, still face-down on the pitch, raised his bat, like a periscope from a submarine, poking straight up. Down but, quite literally, not out.

It’s not gut-busting humour. But this was Steve Waugh, one of the unfunniest cricketers who ever graced the sporting arena. You take what you can get.
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GRAHAM GOOCH’S SERIES OF LBWS TO TERRY ALDERMAN





Sometimes, a batter and a bowler become entangled. (I’m thinking of metaphorical entanglements here … physical entanglements are a completely different kind of comedy.) Generally, this is to the bowler’s benefit, because such entanglements are most often noticed when a batter becomes a bowler’s bunny – an opponent over whom they have an uncanny hold.

For example, Graham Gooch and Terry Alderman. During the 1989 Ashes, Alderman’s wicket-to-wicket bowling troubled Gooch, one of England’s finest ever batters, like nobody else had previously. Alderman would head to the top of his mark, turn and start trundling in, sunscreen glistening, a rictus flight-attendant smile on his face, before ultimately delivering the ball. Gooch, at the other end, would inevitably be beaten by Alderman’s movement through the air and struck on the pad. The umpire would have no choice but to send Gooch packing, with yet another ‘LBW Alderman’ added to his formidable tally.

At least, that’s how the story lives in the memories of those who watched the series. In fact, Alderman only dismissed Gooch three times LBW in that series. (He also had him LBW once in 1981 and once in 1990/91, along with a couple of other shameful non-LBW dismissals over the years.)

Perhaps the speed with which Alderman trapped Gooch LBW (two of the three dismissals were first-over ducks) helped them live in the memory. Perhaps our minds conflate all of Alderman’s other LBWs that series (nineteen of his forty-one dismissals were leg before wicket) and Gooch’s LBWs (five of his nine dismissals) and bolster the record accordingly. Perhaps it’s just funnier to think of Gooch completely George-McFlying up the joint as Alderman metaphorically knocks on his head, searching for his brain.

Whatever the reason, ‘Graham Gooch LBW Alderman’ became such a legendary dismissal that eventually even Gooch saw the funny side of it. Supposedly he changed his answering machine message to say: ‘I’m not here right now. I’m probably out … LBW, to Terry Alderman.’


Other Great Dismissal Pairings


	Another England opener, poor old Mike Atherton, was not at the level of Gooch as a batter. But he was still quite a good Test cricketer. Unfortunately, as an opener, he had to face Australia’s opening bowler, Glenn McGrath, on a regular basis. And McGrath was an all-time great. It’s little wonder, then, that McGrath ultimately had Atherton caught behind the wicket on sixteen occasions, with ‘Atherton c Healy b McGrath’ becoming the most common dismissal in the history of Test cricket.

	The late Phillip Hughes similarly enjoyed a summer of misery at the hands of New Zealand. Rather than merely edge it to the keeper or a random slipper, however, Hughes found a specific slip fielder on every occasion: Martin Guptill. Even when Guptill moved a few steps over to gully one day, Hughes still tracked him down, completing the clean sweep of being ‘c Guptill, b Martin’ on all four occasions he batted in the series against New Zealand in 2011.

	Daryll Cullinan and Shane Warne? Hold your horses, we’ll get to them …
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ASHLEIGH GARDNER’S BOUNDARY FACE PLANT





If Meg Lanning says something is the funniest thing she’s ever seen on a cricket field, who am I to argue? She’s Meg Lanning – perhaps not an expert on comedy, but certainly somebody of whom I’m very frightened, what with her relentless intensity. So when Lanning claims that Ash Gardner’s face plant in the outfield during a practice match was a funny moment, I’m inclined to agree with her.

The game was a three-day warm-up match before the one-off Test between Australia and England in 2019. It was played on a charming ground at Marlborough College. Like many charming grounds, this one contained hills upon which spectators could sit and enjoy the day’s play.

At least one of these hills was perilously close to the boundary. By which I mean that approximately a metre beyond the rope, the hill rose out of the ground, with fans perched upon it, merrily enjoying their slanted picnics and precariously balanced champagne. Great for the spectators, and presumably great for boundary catches, where a sufficiently athletic fielder could perform some kind of parkour move, springing off the hillside and back into the field of play.

It was not, however, ideal for those chasing the ball to the boundary. This much was obvious. Sufficiently obvious that, before the game, Lanning told her team that nobody was to dive near that boundary’s edge, because the prospect of crashing into the side of the hill like a dimwitted TIE fighter pilot was too ominous.

Despite this, when a ball was driven through the covers, Gardner gave chase all the way to the boundary, where, ignoring her captain’s orders, she dove near the rope in a desperate attempt to prevent the four. And, as predicted, Gardner crashed face-first into the hillside.

Classic slapstick.

It’s why, in matters of both comedy and when to not bother to dive to save fours, you don’t argue with Meg Lanning.






97



JACK RYDER’S AWKWARD ASHES AXING





An underrated area for cricketing comedy is the selection table, where mostly faceless men (not literally faceless) get together to determine whose careers they will brutally truncate and whose they will birth into existence, while every fan in the country becomes enraged with them for not choosing their favourite cricketer.

It’s excellent, no-win stuff, that usually just provides a baseline buzz of comical background, but occasionally has spikes of comedic quality. You have, for example, the ‘Peter Who?’ headlines when, in 1987, the selectors plucked unknown off-spinner Peter Taylor from obscurity and thrust him into the Australian Test team, where he took 6/78 in a player-of-the-match performance. 

There have been other highlights too. Shaun Marsh’s presence (or lack thereof) in an Australian side, with his fans delighted (or devastated) that he had (or hadn’t) finally (or for about the fifteenth time) been given a chance to prove himself. A great divider of Australian cricket fandom, was Shaun, and we thank him and the selectors for their services to humour.

There was also the 1999 West Indies tour, when captain Steve Waugh and Shaun’s dad (also, technically, Australian coach) Geoff Marsh voted to axe out-of-form vice-captain Shane Warne for the fourth and final Test. Although Australia won that Test and retained the Frank Worrell Trophy, Warne never forgave Waugh, successfully holding a grudge against him for the rest of his life. If you ever listened to Warne’s commentary and paid careful attention, you might just have been able to pick up how he felt.

But for true selection nonsense, we have to move one step beyond the dropping of a vice-captain. We have to go all the way back to 1930, when Australian captain Jack Ryder was part of the selection panel during the Ashes tour of England.

As tours of England went, this was going to be a good one to lead, what with some young hotshot named Bradman destined to score a harebrained 974 runs all by himself in the Test series. Ryder could have put his feet up in the dressing room and collected the Ashes without breaking a sweat.

Instead, Bill Woodfull got to reap the urn-claiming benefits of Bradman’s shameless showboating, because, prior to the tour, Ryder was outvoted by the other two selectors and axed from the squad.

Yikes! Awkward selection meeting, that one. Probably the kind of get-together where you really would rather be faceless.


Six (?) Different Ways Shane Warne Bowled a Ball that Went Straight

Any fool can bowl the ball of the century, a massively turning leg-spinner that sends shudders through England dressing rooms for more than a decade. How much better, though, to be a spinner and defeat a batter with a ball that doesn’t turn at all?


	The Flipper: Warne’s number-one variation in his early years, a ball that was flicked out from between thumb and fingers, taking fool batters by surprise and hurrying straight on to their pads or stumps.

	The Topspinner: A delivery where rotations were added over the ball, rather than sideways, producing more loop and higher bounce as it carried straight on to defeat the hapless batter.

	The Slider: Bowled with the action of a leg-spin delivery, but without the addition of any sidespin, the slider was effectively the opposite of a top-spinner, still carrying on straight, but with a lower trajectory and less bounce that nevertheless made batters look like absolute idiots.

	The Zooter: A flipper-lite, but instead of being snapped out of the hand between thumb and fingers, it’s pushed out from the heel of the palm, producing less backspin and less dramatic results, despite still going on straight to befuddle easily deceived batters.

	The Floater: Even less mysterious – a ball that more or less comes straight out of the hand and goes straight on, because at no point was any spin of any kind added to it.

	The Mystery Ball: An entire Nike television ad campaign was built around the concept of the Shane Warne Mystery Ball, and such was the master’s level of bluffery that pretty much any delivery in this list could have been a secret variation of any one of the others, and none of us would be any the wiser.
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TIM ZOEHRER’S TRUNCATED WICKETKEEPER/
BOWLER CAREER





One of the more amusing things in cricket is seeing wicketkeepers bowl. Mostly because of all the hassle involved. This isn’t just tossing the ball to a random batter who might trundle in with some part-time seam bowling or filthy leg-spin or grim offies that might lull the batters into confusion.

No, to give the ball to a keeper requires finding somebody else to don the pads and gloves and helmet and assorted paraphernalia. Simultaneously, the keeper needs to discard that same paraphernalia. Only then can they be given the ball to see what they might accomplish.

It’s a headache to go through all that hullaballoo, no matter how desperate a captain might be to jag a wicket. Which is why, when they do, it’s almost always a comic prospect to savour.

Adam Gilchrist ended his IPL career by discarding the gloves to bowl an over. He captured the final wicket of the match with his first ball – Harbhajan Singh, caught in the deep – which meant Gilly finished with a career T20 strike rate of 1.00 and a bowling average of 0.00. A perfect bowling record that he celebrated with a forward roll and a ‘Gangnam Style’ dance, before promptly retiring from the format.

Matthew Wade would also, on occasion, get rid of the gloves and come on to bowl some surprisingly sharp seam-up deliveries. This is why Wade – a quadruple threat (keeping, batting, bowling and sledging) – is one of Australia’s all-time comedy cricket greats.

One of the finest wicketkeeper/bowlers, however, was Tim Zoehrer. The last man on the alphabetical scoresheet bowled leg-spin and bowled it well, finishing his first-class career with thirty-eight wickets. Impressively, as a member of the Ashes squad of 1993, he bowled 87.2 overs across the various county matches, ending the tour with the leading bowling average: twelve wickets at 20.83. (He just pipped promising youngster Shane Warne, who took seventy-five wickets at 22.64, and who no doubt picked up some helpful tips from the more senior leg-spinner.)

Zoehrer’s prowess with the ball was such that the constant temptation to give him a bowl surely limited his time as the Australian keeper. The last thing Allan Border needed in the 1980s was to be constantly looking over to his gloveman and considering chucking him the ball for an over or two.

Time to go, Tim. Let’s get Ian Healy in there: 119 Tests, 168 ODIs, zero overs, zero wickets. Zero temptation to ever bowl him. That’s a proper keeper.
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RODNEY HOGG’S NON-SHOT TO MICHAEL HOLDING





Sometimes the easiest pieces of comedy are the best. Consider the timeless classic of a pie in the face. Or the exquisite simplicity of Henry Youngman’s minimally misogynistic one-liner, ‘Take my wife … please’. Or punching a clown in the jaw. Sometimes you don’t have to do much to earn a laugh. You just have to do the little things perfectly.

The equivalent in the world of cricket to these simple comic masterpieces was Rodney Hogg facing up to Michael Holding at the WACA ground in 1984. The contest was a complete mismatch from the beginning, of course. Holding was one of the most sublime fast bowlers the West Indies ever had roll off their 1980s sublime fast bowler conveyor belt. Hogg was, in contrast, a pretty typically inept batter, produced on Australia’s equally prolific conveyor belt of inept batters in the 1980s.

To be fair to Hogg, he wasn’t in the team for his batting (a good thing, if this dismissal was anything to go by). We expected Hogg to be dismissed quickly by Holding. What we didn’t expect was the precise nature of the dismissal.

Holding went for the yorker, but didn’t quite get it right. The ball was pitched too far up and swinging down the leg side. A batter with a modicum of ability would have spotted the low full toss on leg stump and clubbed it to or over the midwicket boundary.

Hogg, however, did not have a modicum of batting ability. He did not even have enough skill to use the bat that was in his hands. Instead, he instinctively recoiled away from the ball, pulling his bat behind his head as he swivelled three-quarters of the way around.

The ball swung into his pads. It would not have been LBW, because the ball was swinging too far down leg side. Even the drunkest of ball-tracking algorithms would have determined that.

But although it might have been missing the stumps when it hit the pads, it wasn’t missing them afterwards. Because the full toss ricocheted directly off Hogg’s pads and onto the stumps, giving Holding a five-wicket haul. (Given the rapidly improving arena of artificial intelligence, should ball-tracking be expanded to allow for rebound dismissals off the pads of flinching tailenders? Yes, obviously.) Holding then had Carl Rackemann out from the next ball to finish with figures of 6/21.

In the moment, commentator Ian Chappell described Hogg’s dismissal as ‘the easiest wicket’ of Holding’s career. Perhaps, but it was also comfortably the funniest.

Sometimes the easiest pieces of comedy are the best.
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IAN HEALY’S SPECTACULAR SEGWAY STUMBLE






[image: ]
Ian Healy completely misunderstands his producer’s request to segue into a commercial break.



The modern era of television coverage famously began with Kerry Packer being annoyed that the ABC had cameras only at one end, which meant that he spent half the time watching cricket ‘looking at a batsman’s arse’. When World Series Cricket commenced, Packer therefore ensured that there were cameras at both ends, so that batters’ buttocks were no longer so regularly seen on our screens.

This was just the beginning. During Channel Nine’s long coverage of the game, further technology was added. Some would stick (stump cameras), others would fade (heat maps of the pitch).

One of the very best additions to the game was the introduction of camera people on Segways. There were a couple of reasons for this. Firstly, it gave viewers the opportunity to get a close-up 360-degree view of a departing batter. But secondly, and far more importantly, Segways are tricky vehicles for novices to ride. Which meant that when Ian Healy demonstrated one as part of Channel Nine’s lunchbreak show, he did what approximately 85 per cent of first-time Segway riders do. He overbalanced and tumbled to the ground as the Segway wheeled away, sniggering to itself.

Technical innovations that make cricket a more entertaining spectacle during play are one thing. Technical innovations that bring an element of slapstick into the lunchtime coverage are a next-level boon. Even if it did mean we were all the way back to square one, heading to a commercial break on vision of Healy’s tumbling arse.


Times Technology Turned to Trash


	All these new cameras were part of the impetus for umpire reviews and what has now become DRS. Drunk Hawkeye became a M*A*S*H-inspired meme, as fans decided their eyes were more accurate than 340-frames-per-second cameras and associated computer projections. Perhaps the best (i.e. funniest) use of camera technology for an umpire review came during the SCG Ashes Test in 1999, when Michael Slater was reprieved from a run-out despite being very obviously short of his ground. The rationale for the not-out decision was that there was no single camera angle that showed both the stumps being broken and his bat outside the crease. Excellent, funny umpiring to not allow a common-sense interpolation of information between two different angles to overrule a needlessly literal interpretation of the laws.

	Spidercam opened up a new front for camera–player interaction. Glenn Maxwell once successfully hit a ball straight up and destroyed the Spidercam camera. An expensive shot. But great footage. In retaliation, during the 2022/23 Test series, Spidercam swooped down from nowhere and smashed into the back of South African fast bowler Anrich Nortje.

	Stuart Broad, of course, is the voice of reason against all this nonsense – the Kyle Reese to the impending machine dominance of cricket. During the 2021/22 Ashes, while bowling, Broad stopped at the top of his mark and bellowed at Foxy Rover – one of the remote-control car things that drive all around the ground. ‘Stop moving the robot!’ screamed Broad, speaking for all of humankind.
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NEIL HARVEY’S ALL-RUN FIVE TO BRING UP HIS CENTURY





There is a tendency to assume that only modern cricket has funny moments. That old-timers simply weren’t as amusing as the contemporary cricketer. This is not true. We think it because YouTube doesn’t have enough footage of ancient cricket matches, which makes it hard to appreciate exactly the kind of nonsense they were getting up to back then.

We do, however, have scorecards and match reports. And I put it to you that the fifth Test between Australia and India at the SCG in 1947/48 was full of just as much silliness as any modern cricket game. Let’s have a quick look, shall we?

India weren’t the powerhouse of the game that they are today (to be fair, not a single player on either side even had an IPL contract). They’d been thrashed in the previous Test and were thrashed again in this one. The important thing, however, was that they were thrashed in a funny way.

In Australia’s first innings, Australia’s two openers, Sid Barnes and Bill Brown, were both run out, which you might think is nonsense enough. Then you notice that Bill Brown was run out for 99 – easily the silliest score on which to get run out (although not the silliest run-out for Brown that series; see four paragraphs below). Excellent stuff from both men.

The Old Showoff came in at three, as he so often did those days, scored a lazy 57, then retired hurt. It’s not clear what the problem was, but let’s say he accidentally bit his tongue while calling for a single. That would have fitted with the vibe of this silly Test.

The Indian bowling was led by the masterful spinner Vinoo Mankad (yes, that Mankad), who bowled thirty-three overs for the perhaps less-masterful figures of 2/107, as Australia amassed 8/575 declared.

Mankad, however, was not merely a spinner. He was a great all-rounder. He opened the batting and surpassed his century with the ball by scoring 111 at the top of the order, which was a neat little comic touch. India amassed 331 in reply to Australia’s total, but were forced to follow on and, in the second innings, could merely reach a magnificently hopeless 67 all out, to lose by an innings and 177 runs.

Everything I’ve told you about that Test so far is extremely silly and fun, and you’d be forgiven for thinking that Mankad was the comic superstar of the match. (He had, after all, mankaded Brown in the second Test of the series to establish his comedy credentials.)

I haven’t yet told you about Neil Harvey, though. Harvey, a youngster in the Australian side, came in at five, after the loss of Keith Miller’s wicket. He scored 153, which, in itself, wouldn’t seem all that ridiculous.

The way he brought up his century, however – and it was his first Test century, to be clear – was exquisite tomfoolery. All-run fours are fine comedic entities. A fielder sprints after a ball that’s been struck into the outfield. They chase with all their might to prevent the boundary and somehow just drag the ball back in. Only at that point do they discover that their effort has been for naught, as the over-eager batters have scurried back and forth between the wickets sufficiently often to score the four runs anyway. An all-run four is great.

But an all-run five? An all-run five to bring up your century? An all-run five to bring up your first ever Test century? Well, that’s just perfection, isn’t it? Fives are always good in cricket – the overthrow that goes for five, the five-run penalty. But the all-run five is top-tier nonsense. Saving a boundary, but having it cost you a run? You don’t get any better than that.

Wish we could have seen it on YouTube.






92



JAMES FAULKNER POKING BRAD HADDIN’S EYE
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James Faulkner has been told to keep his hands away from Brad Haddin. He will, however, shortly kick him in the face.



There are some old-time comedy groups that have earned Hall of Fame status. Your Laurel and Hardys, your Abbott and Costellos, your Marx Brotherses. And, of course, your Three Stooges. Even if their style of humour may not be to modern tastes, we can certainly appreciate them as comic phenomena of their particular era. Good on them for having a go.

One of the Three Stooges’ running bits saw Moe, their leader, perform amusing acts of violence on his subordinate stooges. To the accompaniment of comical sound effects, he would slap them on the head, twist their ears, pull their hair, tweak their noses and, most importantly for the purposes of this entry, poke them in the eyes.

It was funny stuff. Funny, 1930s-era stuff. It is, however, a form of humour safely enshrined in the past. Perhaps Bradman loved the antics of the Three Stooges as a young man touring England for the first time (although I doubt it – can you imagine the Don laughing at anything?), but their shenanigans are less compelling to contemporary comedy fans.

Until one day, in a match against India in 2013, James Faulkner, without a single word of warning, brought Stooges-style japery back. Faulkner took the wicket of Shikhar Dhawan, caught behind by wicketkeeper Brad Haddin. The usual celebrations began. Backs were slapped. Bums were patted. High-fives were exchanged. Somewhere in the swarming mass of celebratory flailing, Faulkner poked Haddin in the eye.

Classic Stooges gear from Faulkner. Unlike Larry and Curly, however, Haddin recoiled in pain and was forced to leave the field for twenty-two overs while his cornea recovered. Phillip Hughes donned the gloves in Haddin’s absence and held two catches, looking comfortable enough behind the stumps to encourage Haddin and his injured eyeball to make a triumphant return.

After the match, captain George Bailey spoke out against Faulkner’s efforts to revive Three Stooges–style slapstick. ‘How embarrassing is that?’ said Bailey. ‘We couldn’t even get our high-fives right. What about just a handshake? Just take it back to “well bowled”.’

A disappointing stance from Bailey. (Although not his most disappointing stance – stay tuned for that.) Sure, it may not be a sophisticated style of comedy. But it’s better than a poke in the eye with a blunt Faulkner finger.
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