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  For all those who ever dreamed that
 one day they'd play cricket for Australia.
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  PROLOGUE


  WHY DO I BOTHER?


  I stand in front of the mirror in this bleak suburban dressing room. A weary-looking man stares blankly back at me. A man wearing long, grass-stained white pants, a baggy white shirt and a wide-brimmed cricket hat. A man whose face is lathered in sunscreen, flourishes of zinc covering his nose and cheeks. His shoulders are slumped; his eyes, once sparkling and alive, are now dead. This is a man collecting his thoughts ahead of yet another long, painful afternoon in the harsh Australian sun.


  This is me. And this is what I’ve become.


  I slowly pull away from the mirror and slink over to my usual corner position in the dressing room. As always, I scan the room to assess each of the 10 misfits with whom I’ve chosen to spend my weekend. Directly to my right is our brash, 22-year-old wicketkeeper, Timbo. Timbo has some of the worst chat I’ve ever had to endure. His hair is long and his hands are poor, but his confidence is something to be admired. Timbo wears a short-sleeved shirt, which is essentially his way of telling the batsman that he hasn’t performed a stumping since 2007. This morning, when he entered the dressing room and put his cricket kit down next to mine, my heart instantly sank. I was hoping Nuggsy would get here first and claim his usual spot by my side, but if his text message at 4.25am is anything to go by — ‘Where are you mate? We’re kicking on to Lounge Bar! YIEW!’ — he definitely had a massive night. In fact, it’s nearly 1:30pm and he still hasn’t turned up. Must have got a chop, in which case all is forgiven.


  Next to Timbo is the new bloke. I don’t actually know his name and hopefully I won’t need to. I think it might be Darren, but I’ll condescendingly refer to him as ‘champ’ until he proves himself. A quick glance at his kit reveals a luggage tag, which suggests that he’s spent time playing in the UK. This could just be from a school cricket tour seven years ago, but I’m instantly intimidated, regardless. He has played cricket overseas and is therefore a threat to me.


  One seat over from Timbo is Swampy. Swampy’s a pretty solid bloke, but he’s going through what seems like a painful divorce. Since Suzy walked out on him, Swampy has become increasingly prone to bursts of extreme fury. Last week, he absolutely destroyed the dressing room door after being given out caught behind when the ball flicked his thigh pad. The club has charged him $800 to fix the door, but Swampy’s a bit low on cash now, so he’s appealing the decision. On the upside, his drinking has increased four-fold since the separation, which means he’s always good for post-match beers. He’s usually knocked back seven before he gets out of the showers. Classic Swampy.


  Wazzasits in the corner opposite me. He’s definitely the best looking bloke in the team. I feel like he doesn’t even know I exist, yet I know his batting average to the third decimal point. I’d really love to be mates with him one day; to bask in his reflected glory. I’d also love to know what hair product he uses, because whatever it is, it’s working. Incredible volume.


  John, who’s sitting next to Wazza, is the smartest bloke I know. His cricket kit is impeccably maintained: pad straps all done up to keep their shape, bat placed inside its cover, training gear folded neatly away. I wish I had that kind of self-respect; my cricket kit looks like someone threw an IED in there. John’s definitely a virgin, but he logs the scores into the online portal at the end of the day and he’s handy with a crossword, so John’s alright.


  I briefly snap out of my malaise to catch a few words from our skipper, Robbo.‘Let’s just fuckingwork hardand get these cunts out!’he implores us, for the fifteenth time this season. Robbo, all ٥’٨”of him, arches backwards to project his voice, the nasal tones echoing around the poorly insulated dressing room. Robbo is yet to put his pants on. I suspect this impassioned team talk might be more effective if he were actually wearing pants.


  Robbo, a 39-year-old chartered accountant who still lives at home, turns up to every training session wearing a suit. I presume this is the only reason he was given the captaincy — the bloke set a 9-0 field last week for our part-time leg-spinner. Wearing a suit to training is an intelligent ploy when trying to establish political capital at any club. It indicates that other people think you are smart — or at the very least, have chosen to employ you. It’s basic consumer confidence. In reality, Robbo had been unemployed for the best part of 14 months and was applying for interviews near the training ground.


  Robbo’s had many problems over the course of his life. I’d estimate he drinks 10-12 schooners after each game before driving home. No one ever thinks to stop him because he says some pretty funny things after about six or seven. Nothing funny after eight beers, though. I don’t think he’s ever paid his registration fees at the club, but I’ve seen him blow $400 on the pokies after training a couple of times. He also seems to have discovered ecstasy quite late in his life. He played first grade for half a season, though. I know this because he somehow manages to work it in to every conversation.


  Bretty is our Chop King — and he’s about as interested in the captain’s fire-up talk as I am. I love it when Bretty asks me for a lift to the game because he’ll always divulge, in sordid detail, his sexual escapades from the night before. For a bloke who works part-time at Target, Bretty’s got a real knack with the ladies. I think he’s slept with over 20 women this summer, which is significantly higher than his batting average, but that’s mainly because I’ve never seen him play sober. It’s fair to say that I live vicariously through Bretty. His chat is first class, his rig is excellent and his hair is something I’ve envied for a long time. He’s got a great set of hands in the cordon too, which is funny because he never holds onto a girlfriend for more than 15 minutes. It’s a shame my own catching is shit because I’d love to spend a day standing next to Bretty at second slip, feasting off his impossible sexual conquests and later retelling them as if they were my own.


  Damo is the lucky bastard who’s managed to burgle a spot next to Bretty. He’s in his forties now and has played cricket for over 20 years, including a bit of first grade in the late 1990s. I’m not a psychologist, but I suspect that Damo’s still playing because it’s all he’s ever known and he has a deep-seated fear of change. I think the bloke just needs other things in his life — a girlfriend or a hobby, at the very least — but he’s the closest thing I’ve got to an idol so I’m pleased he’s
 still around.


  Sitting in the opposite corner are two private school kids, Nathan and Chris. They must be in the 4-6 percent body fat category; their skin folds are absolutely amazing. I too once boasted a rig of similar stature, back in the days when I could look at a dumbbell while eating a cheeseburger and still lose three kilograms. These kids have no idea how good they’ve got it.


  Then, there’s our scorer,Ronald. Ronald’s a lovely bloke, but I sometimes wonder why he chooses to spend his Saturdays dutifully recording the fourth grade results with an HB pencil. I think it’s because he hates his wife. Ronald’s best known for passing around jelly-babies andsnakesto keep our blood sugar levels up, which is still something I get ridiculously excited by. To summarise, Ronald’s key function, for which he receives no remuneration, is to record our results and to ply us with jelly treats. He must really hate his wife.


  Our home ground is located right next to a tennis club. Polite shouts of ‘nice shot, Meryl’ and ‘I think that one hit the line, Albert!’ can be heard from our dressing room; the sounds of seniors competing in friendly social games under beautiful blue skies. Meanwhile, we huddle together in this grim, indoor setting, as Bretty regales us with the filthy details of his latest seduction story.


  At this point in my career, I’m clearly torn. I was once like Nathan and Chris, blessed with a ripping rig and a bright future. Now, I’m just a couple of years and a failed marriage away from being a Swampy or a Robbo. Once upon a time, I’d have breathed in every single word, every ounce of energy that our captain — our leader — would impart on us during the pre-game speech. Now, I’m wondering whether I should have gone a bit harder on the circuit last night. Wondering what it would be like to go to the beach on a Saturday for the first time since 1995. Pondering the pros and cons of this life that I have chosen for myself.


  But deep down I still reckon I could play ones or twos anywhere else. Because inside every grade cricketer is a persistent voice telling you that a change of club is the answer. It doesn’t matter that you haven’t made a tangible contribution to any cricket team since you were 16. At a new club, you can start again.


  I snap back into the present. Robbo is still talking. The way he’s going, you’d think we were three wickets away from victory. I think he’s forgotten we got bowled out before lunch.


  Suddenly, I receive a text from Finn:


  ‘Hey mate, is your game over yet? We’re thinking of hitting up the beach this arvo...’


  It’s a gorgeous day outside. 29 degrees, faint breeze, not a cloud in the sky. My mates are heading to the beach, but I’m paying to play cricket against 11 terrible blokes who laughed when I got out.


  ‘Sorry mate. We’re just about to go out and defend 136,’ I write
 back hastily.


  I throw my phone back in the kit and allow myself a brief sigh. I tell myself I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else, but the cold, hard reality of the situation sinks in. Sure, Nuggsy scored 730 runs last year and took 35 poles with a bowling average of 19.4, but my mates went to the beach twice so I’m not sure who had the better summer. The only woman at the ground today is Nathan’s 59-year-old step-mum. I’m not even sure what a‘beach’is anymore; it’s been years since I felt the sand between my toes.


  Then, a knock on the door. It’s the 74-year-old umpire with crippling arthritis in his knees. He wobbles into the dressing-room, face lacquered in 50+ sunscreen.‘We’re on our way, lads.’


  Fuck. Another Saturday. How did I get here?


  


  1


  I WAS GOOD


  I used to be good at cricket. 


  As a kid, there was nothing better than the Saturday morning before a cricket match. Young, wide-eyed, and yet to encounter life’s harsh realities, every Saturday felt like Christmas Day. I’d wake up, fresh-faced and clear-headed after 10 hours of uninterrupted sleep, ready to take on the world. The perfect state of mind to succeed in cricket. Fast-forward 20 or so years, and there’s honestly nothing worse than the Saturday morning before a cricket match. Older, wearier, and now acutely aware of life’s harsh realities, every Saturday feels like a fucking funeral. I wake up, sleep-deprived and bleary-eyed after a 10-hour post-work bender, ready to give up. The absolute worst state of mind to succeed in cricket.


  As a kid, I was really quite a good cricketer, though. I can’t prove it, obviously — this was a time before statistics were available for all to see online — but suffice to say that I was a bloody good player. I think my love of the game back then stemmed from my father. Dad was a surly type of very few words. He worked long hours at a complicated job that involved numbers and necessitated a leather briefcase, which he carried manfully with him everywhere he went. He always looked frustrated and weary, which perhaps gave the impression his job was more complicated than I’m giving him credit for. Perhaps, he just hated his life. During the week, Dad was a heavy yet almost invisible presence in the household. He’d arrive home late most nights, his loud footsteps marking the end of our brief détente period. He’d slink his weary 6’4” frame into the sofa; beer in one hand, remote in the other, glazed eyes staring blankly at the television. We knew he needed a good 20-30 minutes of time to himself, so we generously afforded him that. It was the least we could do.


  As a kid, Dad refused to provide me with any overt affection or encouragement. It was a passive, unspoken refusal; sure, I could have sought his affection myself, but I feared his rejection. I still do. As such, I focused my energies on the cricket field — the one place where it seemed I had a chance to prove myself as a son. I was determined to gain my father’s elusive love by scoring runs and taking wickets. It was the only way that the family could stay together.


  On the odd occasion he finished work early, Dad would take me down to the nets. For hours, as day faded into dusk, he’d pepper me with throwdowns, sweating profusely, his shirt undone and tie askew, barking two-word commands at me: ‘Elbow straight!’ ‘Work hard!’ ‘Head down!’ The lack of sex that Dad received during this period of his marriage was clearly integral to my career, in that he focused all his physical energy on giving me throwdowns. After my hit, of course, he’d demand that I bowl to him, where he would arrogantly dispatch my pre-teen bowling all over the park, perhaps living out a long-dormant fantasy of dominating a bowling attack once more. These foundations would serve me well for grade cricket in the future, in that I gained valuable experience bowling against a hard-nosed bastard who hated the shit out of me.


  Soon enough, Dad entered me in the local club competition, where I effortlessly dominated my peers for several years. Having grown up facing my dad’s frustrated medium-pacers, it was embarrassingly easy playing against a bunch of sheltered pin-dicks bowling 25 km/h with an Incrediball on synthetic pitches. It wasn’t long before word got out — and soon enough, I was a ‘representative cricketer.’


  Rep cricket was where I really excelled. It was also where my unhealthy, lifelong obsession with ‘kit’ began. As you likely know, rep kit is a status symbol for young kids, regardless of the code. In the suburb where I grew up, no one incited more jealousy among his peers than the kid wearing representative rugby shorts. The club crest sitting handsomely on one side; the Canterbury logo on the other. It was ‘official’; it was pure — and by god it was intimidating to the rest of us. When I received my rep kit for the first time, I truly felt like I’d made it. This apparel is reserved for a select few — and of course, I resolved to wear it at every given opportunity, regardless of the occasion or dress code requirement. I was now a ‘rep cricketer’ — and what’s the point of being a rep cricketer if no one knows it? I needed every single person — from the 17-year-old female babysitter to the 67-year-old bloke serving me at IGA — to know that I had gained selection in a combined cricket team.


  Eventually, I was given the captaincy, and, later, selected for even higher honours after one particularly productive season. While it wasn’t a ‘state’ side per se, the combined team that I was selected for did include the name of my home state, and therefore, to my uneducated non-cricket mates, I was a state cricketer. 


  Of course, all this success had not escaped the attention of my father. Dad was driving me to every game, casting a watchful, judgemental eye over every innings I played, every ball I bowled.  Even into my teens, my entire self-worth was based upon gaining approval from Dad. On match days, he’d let me sit in the front seat on the way home (if I had performed well). The chance to sit next to Dad on the return drive was what spurred me on at the crease; it was the catalyst for many of my underage triumphs. A personal milestone — say, a 50 not out, or a five-wicket haul — might even earn me the coveted double: a front seat position and Drive Thru McDonald’s. I’d scoff down my Big Mac meal, a titanic wave of catharsis sweeping over me, all the while making sure not to drop a single crumb on the leather seat, lest I risk ruining this precious bonding moment. On the rare occasion that I did fail, it was the back seat for me, the gentle, fuzzy sound of ABC radio’s Grandstand providing the aural backdrop for an otherwise silent homeward bound. 


  It wasn’t just the desire to please my father that spurred me to such great heights as a child. I also wanted to get my name in the Sunday newspaper. All cricketers in the early-to-mid-1990s, prior to the widespread take-up of the internet, aspired to get their name in the paper. It’s a sentiment that remains largely intact to this very day, despite the decline of print media and simultaneous emergence of online platforms such as MyCricket. I envisaged thousands of other youngsters trawling through the papers, as I did, squinting desperately in search for their own name amid the densely populated size four font. I hoped, tragically, that my 30-odd would be enough to make it, even though it was only the third-highest score of our innings. I genuinely craved public recognition of my talents. I was a tortured artiste with an enormous ego. Basically, I was the Kanye West of the U12 local cricket competition.


  As I grew older, word of my on-field exploits grew stronger — particularly at school. Here, I was seen as the cricketer — my entire identity hinged on the fact I was better than anyone else at a particular sport. It entitled me to a modicum of respect among the rugby-skewed ‘jock’ contingent: they understood that I was ‘good’ at a sport, even if it was one they didn’t necessarily care much for, and I subsequently gained their moderate acceptance. Teachers, too, recognised that I was elite. Occasionally, I’d be permitted to leave class early to attend a rep training session. It goes without saying that these were the greatest days of my life. I am still known as the cricketer among former classmates, even all these years later. At a recent school reunion, I openly trumpeted my (vastly exaggerated) results at grade level — ‘one level below state cricket, actually’ — and basked in the warm, familiar comfort that, at least among my school brethren, I was somebody. Obviously they can never know that I’ve averaged just 14.7 across all grades since graduation. Thankfully, no one asked about my career, marital status or investment portfolio during this brief jaunt down memory lane.


  My greatest on-field achievement as a kid was the time I tonned up in an U16 representative game. Our opposition contained one future test player, rumoured to be bowling around 130+ clicks — even though he was about 14 at the time — so it was a big achievement. Throughout my glorious knock, I cleverly farmed the strike so as to avoid having to face the young paceman. My strategy was to peel a couple of boundaries off the part-time off-spinner and block the last ball of the over, thereby forcing my batting partner to fend off his frightening barrage of yorkers and bouncers. I’d stand at the non-strikers’ end behind the umpire, refusing to back up, watching the wickets tumble. Today, I deliberately omit this act of cowardice when describing my chanceless knock at dinner parties and work functions. I’ll also neglect to mention the result (we lost in the last over, due to a bowling change error that I was responsible for).


  This century was timely. The current state coach was in attendance; his kid, a wicketkeeper, was playing for the opposition. As I strolled arrogantly off the field, raising my bat to the crowd, I asked my teammates whether the coach had seen my innings. Perhaps he had been taking down notes, identifying me as a Sheffield Shield prospect; making a few phone calls to national selectors to get me on a plane for the U17 World Cup? Maybe, just maybe, this was my big break?


  ‘Actually, he slept through the entire thing,’ one of my mates informed me, with obvious relish.


  I was crestfallen. Obviously, my 137 (not out) off 146 deliveries lacked the entertainment value required to keep this bloke from falling unconscious. At the same time, I felt sorry for his son. His Dad would rather catch a few zeds than watch him play cricket. Alpha’d by your own dad. Fuck me.


  Having dominated the junior circuit for 5-6 years, my cricket career looked promising. However, I was coming towards what many describe as the ‘crossroads’ — where I would be forced to choose between cricket and study. While I wanted to ‘play cricket for Australia’, there was an overwhelming expectation from my parents — particularly Mum — to get a good entry mark to university. It is no surprise that during these critical late-high school years, my cricket suffered tremendously. As it turned out, I never ended up playing cricket for Australia, nor did I attend university, so I bet my parents are really proud of the man I have become.


  To be honest, high school cricket felt pointless by the time I reached Year 12. I’d been in the school’s first XI since the age of 14, tapped early as the youngster of the future, stoically facing up against near-adults with all the confidence in the world. But three years later, in my final academic year, the novelty had worn off. I was an elder statesman at 17, playing against pubescent children. My sledging became increasingly aggressive and profane. My batting suffered; my captaincy was questionable. It was a telling snapshot into the future. School was about to end, and I was about to be thrust out into the real world, where high-school cricket stats mean nothing.


  Nothing will ever compare to that brief period in time when I was great. From the age of 10-17, I had the cricketing world on a string. My batting average was excellent; my bowling action was pure; my teenage rig required very little upkeep. Nowadays, my batting average is lower than Bretty’s iPhone battery after a full day of Tinder. On the rare occasion I’m called upon to bowl, my ungainly action draws an audible gasp of horror from the batsman. And my rig? Let’s just say that I’m in no danger of earning a rig-based call-up to second grade.


  I’m 99 percent sure that this will be my last season.
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  When I was about 10 or 11, my parents — having duly recognised my burgeoning, undeniable talent — decided to buy me a cricket bat for Christmas.  I woke up that morning to see a suspiciously shaped present nestled under the tree. I quickly tore the wrapping off, eyes ablaze, literally salivating at the prospect of owning an actual


 cricket bat.


  My first bat was a size six blade crafted from Kashmir Willow, which sounded exotic at the time. I was quietly impressed that despite being caught in an at-times violent territorial dispute between India and Pakistan, the Kashmiri people were still able to establish such a thriving industry, but equally saddened that this was the likely reason for the decades-long conflict. Every week or so, Dad and I would coat the bat with linseed oil, leave it to dry for about a day, then carefully sandpaper it back to achieve a smooth finish. Dad was particularly invested in the maintenance of this bat. At times, it felt like he cared for it more than me.  At times, he may well have. Regardless, breathing in the strong, pungent fumes from the linseed oil; running my 10-year-old fingers over the various ‘grit’ levels of the sandpaper, savouring its coarseness — I felt like a man for the very first time. It was masculinity in its purest form: a father and son bonding over a cricket bat purchased at Rebel Sport.


  The make of the bat was a Slazenger V100 — a hat tip to Mark Waugh, my cricketing idol.  The primary redness of the ‘V’ popped off the blade; the ‘100’ implied that centuries were on the horizon. It was the perfect first bat for a young aspirational cricketer who dared to dream. I of course aimed to emulate Mark Waugh in every facet of my life. His casual, stylish swagger became a trademark of mine even as a kid; my efforts to elegantly whip everything off my pads would at times bring me undone, but I always looked good. Looking good was — and remains — the most important part of being a cricketer.


  Soon enough, like a married man with an increasingly wandering eye, I began to take an active interest in other people’s bats. A lot of my teammates came from ‘privileged’ backgrounds. This was reflected in the proliferation of quality bats that emerged out of the woodwork, quite literally, during the early stages of my rep career. Almost overnight, I found myself bowling to players with test-quality English willow, when just weeks earlier the playing field was level. Christmas 1997 was a fruitful period for the bat industry, it seemed. One teammate, who came from a particularly high socioeconomic background, had recently been gifted the Gunn & Moore Diamond cricket bat, drawing considerable envy upon unveiling it for the first time at training. The sheer modernity of the blade, with its refreshing blue-green colour palate and angular diamond-shaped cut, intrigued me. It looked like it was from the future. This was the direction that bats were going, I realised. Suddenly, my V100 didn’t seem so hot.


  We were entering an arms race — and I needed to bolster my artillery. My first bat got the job done, but my second bat had to be a statement. I wanted to inspire jealousy at training, just as my teammate had done. I wanted it to be of the highest-grade English willow, with 6-8 perfectly spaced grains on the blade. I wanted kids to know how much it cost (which they would, of course, because we were all very familiar with the Queensgrove catalogue, even at that age). And just for that extra little edge, I wanted a bat cover, too; a holster to draw my weapon from, like a medieval swordsman.


  As a kid, I spent a lot of time browsing the Queensgrove catalogue. However, I had yet to actually visit this mythical, much-vaunted Mecca. I had heard plenty about it from my teammates, though, who spoke with wide-eyed enthusiasm about this wondrous sporting complex. It sounded vast, plentiful, like Willy Wonka’s Chocolate Factory, but for cricketers.


  I had to make this pilgrimage; I had to.


  I took the train out there to do my initial reconnaissance. The journey took over an hour, taking me out to some strange foreign outpost that, to my young eyes, resembled an industrial wasteland, or some shit. I hopped off the train and strolled over to the famed warehouse, trembling at the thought of what lay ahead. A rush of nervous energy permeated my tiny 12-year-old body: I was about to look at cricket bats.


  The shop attendant couldn’t have been much older than 22 and freckle-faced, his skin frighteningly raw and sunburnt. Having caught my eye, he offered me a benevolent yet odd greeting, where one half of his mouth formed a smile and the other half lay completely motionless — as if he could only be bothered to complete half the job. For that brief moment, he resembled a stroke victim. He was wearing a slightly-too-tight Queensgrove polo, with the sleeves rolled up to accentuate his (newly acquired) pipes. I assumed, safely, that he played something called ‘grade’. I was not yet sure of what ‘grade cricket’ meant, but I understood it to be competitive, elite, and played by intelligent, consenting adults.


  ‘What can I help you with, champ?’ the young man asked me, nonchalantly.


  Having not heard this word before, and quite startled by the aggressive upward inflection, I paused briefly before answering: ‘I need a good cricket bat so I can look good.’


  I told him that the bat needed to be expensive but affordable enough that Dad wouldn’t completely lose his shit. It also needed to be buzzworthy, new to the market place and manufactured using the latest technological advances in bat making. I stressed that this bat would be seriously integral to my social standing over the short-term, and that I viewed this investment as a chance to establish my personal brand as a cricketer.


  Slightly taken aback by my candour, the Queensgrove attendant nonetheless computed the brief. ‘No dramas, champ. We’ll sort you out. Come with me.’


  Again with the ‘champ’! What was this strange new word, and why did it make me feel slightly inferior? I bottled my emotions and followed his lead.


  We started by browsing the Grey Nicolls section, then shuffled across to Kookaburra, Millichamp & Hall and several other notable brands. Throughout, the young attendant pointed out the bats specific to international cricketers. Mark Taylor’s Stuart Surridge Turbo. Michael Slater’s Grey Nicolls Millennium. Steve Waugh’s GM Maestro. They seemed even more beautiful in the flesh. One particular bat in the Gunn & Moore section caught my eye: The GM Purist. The word Purist appealed to me instantly. Webster’s defines ‘purist’ as ‘a person who insists on absolute adherence to traditional rules or structures, especially in language or style.’ Even at this young age, I knew that coaches generally frowned upon anything outside the norm. The Purist was more than a bat; it was an ethos, a belief system. It would subsequently form the basis of my entire approach to cricket. Now, I needed to sell it to my Dad and make this dream a reality.


  In his book, In Search of the Lost Grail of Middle Management: The Renaissance of Middle Managers, Quentin R. Skrabec describes the prime years for a middle manager as 30 to 45. At 45 you should be prepared, if necessary, to start an alternative career, he writes. At this stage of his career, Dad was a depressed, anxious, cash-poor 52-year-old man who worked in middle management. His corporate ambition — once burning brightly — had since simmered to a standstill. Occasionally, he’d have enough disposable income to take us on a week long family holiday to some (usually tropical) location, where we would get a bit of sun before returning to our uninspiring suburban lives, perhaps hating each other slightly more for the experience. But in the main, money was tight.


  But this bat was important, with the implications far-ranging. I presented Dad with a proposal. I told him that my peers — streets below me in natural ability — were now using expensive, top-of-the-line cricket bats. These bats offered them a clear advantage over me, and I was concerned it could jeopardise my future selection in representative teams. I also told him that my self-esteem would suffer irreparably if I were forced to continue using a $60 bat. Having listened patiently to my sales pitch, Dad agreed to accompany me to Queensgrove. It was at that moment I knew I had him — and the GM Purist — in the bag.  Sure enough, Dad forked over the money and suddenly, I was the proud sole owner of a top-line cricket bat.
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