From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 

Date: Thu Aug 11, 2005  3:32 pm 

Subject: Proust and Cricket in a Man's Life  hewardwilkinson 

Cricket in a man's life

Dear All

England and Australia are in the midst of the cricket 'Ashes' (see

below).

It might seem a matter far removed from Jung to consider the part

cricket, the game Americans say they dont understand (see below),

played in ones childhood and manhood. But Douglas Adams in `Life the

Universe and Everything' invents a universe in which cricket as the

English know it is an unconscious folk memory of a cosmic form of

war, Krikkit, - name of a paranoid planet, - which threatens the

destruction of the entire universe.

http://ld.johanesville.net/adams-13-life-the-universe-and-everything

(For `The Ashes', see below!)

http://ld.johanesville.net/book.php?author=adams&book=13&page=0

Adams has caught very well the peculiar paradoxical character of

cricket, as combining brutal injurious savagery, with

the `gentlemanly' character of a graceful non-contact sport.

Jung, like Nietzsche, idealised the social form and tradition of the

English Gentleman, and cricket has been a significant aspect of that

form (it is mainly English, it has never caught on to any great

extent in Scotland, Wales, - except for Glamorgan, whose players are

eligible for England, - and Ireland). (At the bottom I have put

links which make some sense of it especially for Americans, to whom

commonly it is a very perplexing game. And I cannot explain what it

meant to me without giving a bit of the history.)

Until 1962 - so recently! - there even used to be an annual official

first class game in England between `Gentlemen' and `Players',

Gentlemen being those who were non-fee receiving (Amateurs) and

Players the fee-receiving (Professionals), it being therefore in

England a game pervaded by the English class system. In Australia,

which has historically been the most powerful and successful cricket-

playing country, and also produced far and away the most able and

successful batsman of all time (Sir Donald Bradman) this distinction

did not exist, as far as I know, and some sense of that distinction

has always entered into the culture clash in cricket between England

and Australia, with the Australians commonly seeing the English as

effete, class-ridden, and lacking in `balls', and in the capacity

for genuine blunt interchange. So, symbolically, cricket is a good

medium to express a culture clash between England and Australia. I

dont think there is anything comparable between the US and

England/Britain or Europe - unless this is the significance of golf!

TS Eliot, the American who became naturalised as British,

significantly omitted cricket from what he wrote in 1948 about what

defines English culture `Derby Day, Henley Regatta, Cowes, the

twelfth of August, a cup final, the dog races, the pin table, the

dart board, Wensleydale cheese, boiled cabbage cut into sections,

beetroot in vinegar, 19th Century gothic churches and the music of

Elgar' (T.S. Eliot, Notes towards the Definition of Culture, 1948).

How he could have missed out the Englishness of cricket on a village

green, the sound of bat upon ball, and cries of `Hows That?' (the

traditional appeal for a batsman being given out by the umpire) on a

village green with the church and the pub nearby in the background,

in early evening, perhaps our American colleagues can tell us!

http://www.london2012.org/NR/rdonlyres/A2C2B06D-DAA1-4BD0-8F5C-

F5ECB298F1A6/0/village_cricket.jpg

My father played cricket in the early 1900s, before WW1, for the

archetypal second class English `county' county, Wiltshire.

http://www.wcbinfo.co.uk/index.htm

He was in his 70s when I was growing up, but the world I grew up in

was equally defined by cricket as by butterflies and by the map of

the world being still largely pink (for the British Empire). Taunton

cricket ground, the home ground of Somerset, was the Mecca of my

childhood in Somerset but, fickle as children are, when Surrey, to

which we had moved, won eight county championships in a row under

the captaincy of Stuart Surridge, my loyalty shifted.

The equivalent of the international cricket battle between England

and Australia at county level was then that between Surrey and

Yorkshire – Yorkshire a county of tough blunt dour spoken `players'

like Len Hutton, Ray Illingworth, Geoffrey Boycott, and Surrey

represented by the cultured aristocratic ex-Cambridge `gentleman'

PBH May (whose even more gifted Cambridge colleague, who went to my

own college, Trinity Hall, Revd. David Shepherd had a strong sense

of vocation and later went on to become Bishop of Liverpool). In

1957 I watched PBH May and Tom Graveney bat against the West Indies

(West Indies Cricket is another legacy of British colonialism and

the class system, as is cricket in India and Pakistan) at the Oval,

Surrey Cricket Ground, near where we live in South London, and the

legendary ground where the symbol of `The Ashes' was born – now

theres an image for Jungians to conjure with………

http://www.vauxhallsociety.org.uk/Oval.html

But in 1956 two Surrey bowlers, Jim Laker and Tony Lock,

particularly Laker (who played for Surrey, my team, though was a

Yorkshireman), devasted the visiting Australian team in a way which

has never been paralleled before or since. I was an effete eleven

year old struggling for manhood. In the Old Trafford Test Match

Laker took 19 out of 20 Australian wickets, a record which has never

been equalled in first class cricket let alone Test Matches.

(Earlier in the season he had also taken all ten wickets in an

innings when Australia had played Surrey; Australia were NEVER

beaten by a county side in those days.)

http://www.cricinfo.com/db/ARCHIVE/1950S/1956/AUS_IN_ENG/AUS_ENG_T4_2

6-31JUL1956.html

So, this is one of the imprintings which is etched on my memory. My

copy of Wisden Cricketers Almanack for 1956 was dog-eared with use.

Earlier in my childhood we had gone to Somerset Cricket Ground at

Taunton and bought a used cricket ball, red, leather bound, with a

peculiar leather smell, redolent for me of childhood through and

through, one of those `saturated' memories which Proust writes about

in `Remembrance of Things Past'.

http://www.totaltravel.co.uk/library/britain/cricket-england/

"And once I had recognized the taste of the crumb of madeleine

soaked in her decoction of lime-flowers which my aunt used to give

me (although I did not yet know and must long postpone the discovery

of why this memory made me so happy) immediately the old grey house

upon the street, where her room was, rose up like the scenery of a

theatre to attach itself to the little pavilion, opening on to the

garden, which had been built out behind it for my parents (the

isolated panel which until that moment had been all that I could

see); and with the house the town, from morning to night and in all

weathers, the Square where I was sent before luncheon, the streets

along which I used to run errands, the country roads we took when it

was fine. And just as the Japanese amuse themselves by filling a

porcelain bowl with water and steeping in it little crumbs of paper

which until then are without character or form, but, the moment they

become wet, stretch themselves and bend, take on colour and

distinctive shape, become flowers or houses or people, permanent and

recognisable, so in that moment all the flowers in our garden and in

M. Swann's park, and the water-lilies on the Vivonne and the good

folk of the village and their little dwellings and the parish church

and the whole of Combray and of its surroundings, taking their

proper shapes and growing solid, sprang into being, town and gardens

alike, from my cup of tea."

http://etext.library.adelaide.edu.au/p/proust/marcel/p96s/chapter1.ht

ml

Well, we took that cricket ball down with us to the seaside and on

the way back we called at a village name Eype in Dorset!

http://www.eype-dorset.co.uk/

There was a patch of ground where it was possible to play cricket

and I persuaded my parents to stop and play. And we lost that

ball! We searched everywhere for it. It was one of the great

losses of my childhood! Whenever the `cricket' leitmotif is revived

in me I am liable to dream of that ball! As people will perhaps now

understand, for us English, accustomed as we are to being beaten by

Australia at cricket, a year in which we stand a chance of defeating

the Australians is a year etched in the psyche! The game of

cricket, in decline for many a year, suddenly revives in the English

mind at such a time!

http://content.cricinfo.com/engvaus/content/story/215361.html

Such a time in recent years for us in England was 1981, when Ian

Botham, a Yorkshireman after the Aussies own hearts, almost

singlehandedly, with the help of Bob Willis, wrested The Ashes away

from Australia.

http://www.cricinfo.com/link_to_database/ARCHIVE/BY_OPPONENT/AUS-

ENG/HISTORY/ENG_IN_AUS_ASHES-HISTORY_1970-1997.html

And this year is such a time. And, with the victory for England in

an epic match, by a mere 2 runs at Edgbaston Birmingham (see link

above), levelling the Ashes Series, instead of what it would have

been if England had lost, 2-0 down, out of five, almost certainly an

insuperable hurdle against a fantastically good Australian side,

there is now for English cricket a faint hope against a still

improbably good if ageing Australian side. Any one of us such as

myself whose psyche is stirred by cricket responds to this, not just

in a shallow way, but in the recesses of ones psyche.

So now I am dreaming of cricket balls again! I dreamt I found two

whilst watching a cricket match which was not being watched by many

spectators – the ball came to me, and then there were even two

balls! Red shiny balls! (Freudian interpretations verboten please!)

The earliest county cricket match of the season, the first against

the visiting tourists, always used to be at Worcester, a

classic `village-type' county ground, and that too has always played

a part in my dreams of an innocent idyllic Eden-like pre-urban

England (the sort which pops up in Orwell's `1984', associated with

Shakespeare, as a contrast to the `fallen' world of Big Brother's

world

http://etext.library.adelaide.edu.au/o/orwell/george/o79n/chap3.html

).

http://members.virtualtourist.com/m/87aaf/49e0f/

(Scroll down!)

Its an English idyll which is evoked well and very poignantly by

Enoch Powell – though not in his case around cricket, - but it was

for me.

http://www.churchill-society-london.org.uk/StGeorge.html

So it is centred for me around those bulwarks and filaments of

memory which one erects to cope with an insane world. In Jungian

terms it is a bulwark against shadow.

Yet cricket is also a war game – like chess. In it we Brits

can `fight' one of our closest and oldest allies!

I wish I could find an image of the adverts which have been going

out for the Channel Four Televising of it!

It is even an alchemy! – for there are as is well known elements in

the game of cricket which have a monumental boringness beyond any

other game – and evoke the parallel boringness which is associated

with alchemical opening into creative chaos in analysis (Michael

Brearley, the captain who replaced Botham as captain, so freeing him

to play his game, in that 1981 series, is indeed a psychoanalyst,

and a subtle one!).

Yes we even have a synchronistic cross-over into a very different

debate with which some here will have a little familiarity!!……………

http://www.psychoanalysis.org.uk/brearley3.htm

As I say the ambiguity of it is well caught by Douglas Adams

(above)! As indicated by the extract, no English writer could evoke

cricket in science fiction other than through evoking an Ashes match

at Lords!

If 'Field of Dreams' is right, there is something comparable in

respect of baseball in the US psyche.

Ray, people will come Ray. They'll come to Iowa for reasons they

can't even fathom. They'll turn up your driveway not knowing for

sure why they're doing it. They'll arrive at your door as innocent

as children, longing for the past. Of course, we won't mind if you

look around, you'll say. It's only $20 per person. They'll pass over

the money without even thinking about it: for it is money they have

and peace they lack. And they'll walk out to the bleachers; sit in

shirtsleeves on a perfect afternoon. They'll find they have reserved

seats somewhere along one of the baselines, where they sat when they

were children and cheered their heroes. And they'll watch the game

and it'll be as if they dipped themselves in magic waters. The

memories will be so thick they'll have to brush them away from their

faces. People will come Ray. The one constant through all the years,

Ray, has been baseball. America has rolled by like an army of

steamrollers. It has been erased like a blackboard, rebuilt and

erased again. But baseball has marked the time. This field, this

game: it's a part of our past, Ray. It reminds of us of all that

once was good and it could be again. Oh... people will come Ray.

People will most definitely come.

http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0097351/quotes

Not that there is anything the least Jungian about any of this.......

Love

Heward

History

http://www.cricinfo.com/db/ABOUT_CRICKET/HISTORY/

http://www.cricinfo.com/link_to_database/ARCHIVE/BY_OPPONENT/AUS-

ENG/HISTORY/

http://www.cricinfo.com/db/STATS/BY_OPPONENT/AUS-ENG/AUS-

ENG_TEST_SERIES_SUMMARY.html

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gentlemen_v_Players

Rules (including rules explained in terms of baseball)

http://www.seattlecricket.com/history/crick.htm
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 

Date: Fri Aug 5, 2005  10:07 pm 

Subject: Early Days yet of course.....................  hewardwilkinson 

Australians caught in a Giles tailspin

By Chloe Saltau at Edgbaston

August 6, 2005 - 3:15AM

[Off you go, duckie … Matthew Hayden departs and England players

celebrate after he was caught first ball off Matthew Hoggard.

Photo: Getty Images]

http://www.smh.com.au/articles/2005/08/05/1123125907473.html?

from=top5&oneclick=true

Ashley Giles stated the obvious before this second Test when he said

he would never be the king of spin in Shane Warne's company. But he

was king for a day yesterday, answering his critics by lifting

England's hopes of squaring the series as Australia slumped to a 99-

run first-innings deficit.

Rubbishing Giles has become a national sport in England and an

enjoyable pastime in Australia, much to the irritation of the bowler

who lashed out at his detractors this week. If, as Terry Alderman

asserted before the series, any Australian batsmen dismissed by him

during the Ashes should hang his head in shame, then Ricky Ponting,

Michael Clarke and Warne will all be keeping a low profile in the

coming days.

The fact was that Giles bowled extremely well, taking 3-78 to help

bowl Australia out for 308 late on the second day. The job was

finished by Andrew Flintoff, who dismissed Jason Gillespie and

Michael Kasprowicz with successive yorkers.

England repeated their fluent start of the first innings, racing to

0-25 and a lead of 124 - but cue the return of the king. No sooner

was Warne thrown the ball than he removed Andrew Strauss with a

vicious leg-break that the left-hander tried to pad away but

understimated greatly. The ball screwed past his front leg and hit

middle stump.

After four sessions of daring and beautiful batting, it was only an

ugly innings of 82 from Justin Langer after a zillionth blow to his

head and a sensible 49 not out from Adam Gilchrist that kept

Australia in touch.

Langer was eventually out after tea when Simon Jones speared a ball

in at his toes, reducing Australia to 6-261. The opener's innings,

consuming 275 minutes and 154 balls, was not pretty but it restored

a leisurely pace to a match that had hitherto been defined by helter-

skelter scoring.

Langer was hit once on the head and once on the abdomen by Steve

Harmison in the early overs, and applied himself carefully rather

than audaciously thereafter.

Giles suckered Australia's captain into his second dubious decision

of the match and slowed the tourists' charge on another eventful

morning. Ponting, criticised for sending England in on a benign

pitch on the amazing opening day, flew in exhilarating style to 50

in 51 balls, applying the polish to his fifty with three consecutive

fours off Simon Jones.

However, he then played an awful paddle to the left-arm spin of

Giles to short fine leg, where he was caught by Michael Vaughan for

61. By lunch, a dawdling Damien Martyn had been brilliantly run out

by a direct hit from Vaughan for 20.

Matthew Hoggard had made the first breakthrough by coaxing Matthew

Hayden to drive straight to short cover for his first golden duck in

Test cricket. Clarke played some gorgeous strokes after lunch but

was caught behind when Giles sent down a quicker delivery and Warne

later charged at the spinner, swung his bat wildly and was bowled

for eight.

It was Warne, ironically, who a day earlier came came under

sustained, probably premeditated attack from a set of batsmen who

breathed new life into the Ashes, and his frustrations showed. He

risked an appointment with the match referee by making his dismay

obvious when decisions did not go his way.

Umpire Billy Bowden, who turned down several strenuous Warne appeals

for lbw and close catches as audacious England rattled along at more

than five an over, did not lodge a report on Thursday but ICC rules

say that the umpires have until after the match to do so.

Strauss, Marcus Trescothick and Flintoff showed a clear intention to

get after Warne in the first innings, Strauss immediately hammering

him back over his head for four. The unusual lack of turn in the

pitch meant on Thursday he was a less threatening proposition than

at Lord's. Flintoff, in particular, was fearless, clubbing Warne for

three of the five sixes in his explosive 68.

When Warne conceded his 100th run and the raucous crowd loudly

mocked him, he had the good grace to lift his hat and take a bow. He

then snuffed out a spirited display of slogging by the England tail

to finish with 4-116.

Flintoff could only lament that neither he nor Trescothick or

Pietersen could have batted England into a second day with a

century. But Australia's top order would be left with deeper

feelings of regret.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------

From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 

Date: Wed Aug 10, 2005  1:51 am 

Subject: Illusions Delusions Possibles Universes  hewardwilkinson 

Geraint, you beauty;

Funny thing, tension

Lawrence Booth

Tuesday August 9, 2005

http://sport.guardian.co.uk/thespin/idx/0,12496,1545563,00.html

A CATCH FOR THE AGES

It is only 48 hours since It happened, but already the Spin has

developed a recurring nightmare. Steve Harmison bangs the ball in,

Michael Kasprowicz gloves it down the leg-side, and Geraint Jones

allows the chance to squeeze under his orange cymbals and away to

the boundary for four. Australia have won by one wicket, the Ashes

is over, and several journalists resign on the spot.

In its four years of existence, nothing has been able to give the

Spin greater pleasure than to leave that tortured vision to the

imaginings of the mind. Jones held on, bless him, and the series is

alive. Yet that barely even scrapes the surface of the moment.

Because - and you will forgive the hyperbole - the Jones catch might

just be the most important in the history of Test cricket.

Consider the consequences had he dropped it. Australia would have

turned the series into a cakewalk, public interest would have waned,

cricket would have been devoured as greedily as ever by the

Premiership, and the media would have spent the rest of the summer

speculating about the future of Michael Vaughan (whose miserable run

with the bat can, for the moment, be overlooked).

Worse than that, the gap between Australia and the rest of the world

would have widened again, just when it had threatened to narrow. The

international cricket community would have thrown up its hands in

despair. And Walkabout pubs throughout England would have become

unbearable pits of smugness. "Hell is other people," contended

Sartre. Wrong. Hell is a 2-0 lead to Australia for the seventh time

in nine Ashes series. On Sunday, England had a brush with the devil

and lived to tell the tale.

So instead of doomsday, we have a brave new world. A glance at the

back pages of yesterday's papers found hardly a hint that Chelsea

had just beaten Arsenal in the Community Service Platter, or

whatever it's called. Friends who have tended to overlook cricket

for football are suddenly questioning their belief-systems. The Spin

is doing interviews with an Irish radio station. Cricket has never

felt as vibrant.

Where next? For England, it is simple. They have to become the first

side since India in March 2001 to win successive Tests against

Australia. And that means winning only their seventh toss in 25

Ashes Tests, batting first and scoring 450. With Glenn McGrath out,

Brett Lee only 50/50 after picking up a knee infection and Jason

Gillespie and Michael Kasprowicz bowling with all the confidence of

Martin McCague at Brisbane in 1994-95, it suddenly feels as if

England really can take a 2-1 lead.

To achieve that, they need bigger contributions from four players:

Vaughan cannot afford to be bowled for the fourth time in five

innings; Ian Bell needs to turn the promise of his second-innings 21

into something more substantial, even if he did get a rough decision

from Rudi Koertzen; Geraint Jones cannot allow the glory of the

catch to obscure another shoddy performance with the gloves; and

Matthew Hoggard needs to pull his weight (he has so far bowled 37

overs in the series, compared with 65 by Andrew Flintoff, 57.3 by

Steve Harmison, 52 by Ashley Giles, and 49 by Simon Jones).

But now is not the moment to pick nits. England beat Australia on

Sunday. It still gives the Spin a thrill just to be able to write

those words.

QUOTE OF THE WEEK

"I'm actually pretty happy at the moment" - No, not Michael Vaughan.

This was Ricky Ponting's assessment after losing the second Test.

Imagine Ian Chappell looking so sunny after losing an Ashes Test.

EXTRAS

Was Michael Kasprowicz out? About half an hour after Billy Bowden

gave him caught behind, a fellow hack entered the press conference

to report that extensive TV analysis had shown his right glove had

just managed to extricate itself from the bat handle at the moment

of contact with Steve Harmison's ribtickler. Technically, then, it

was not out, and a couple of Australian newspapers struggled to hide

their outrage. No doubt the English tabloids would have done

precisely the same thing if the roles had been reversed, along with

pictures of Bowden with a turnip superimposed onto his head and his

mobile number underneath.

But you can't have it both ways. When Kasprowicz had scored only a

single, and Australia still needed 55, Andrew Flintoff trapped him

in front of off stump. Not out, said Bowden, and no one thought too

much of it at the time. It was only because the fatal decision came

with three runs required that the armchair umpires moved into

action. This is understandable. Emotions were running out of

control. But the fact that it took TV so long to reach their

conclusion suggests that Bowden's decision did not even approach the

realms of being a shocker.

Certainly no one in the ground cared. The tension in the press box

was physically painful. The prospect of writing 600 words on

Australia's great escape was enough for the Spin to briefly consider

a change of career, while the noose in the corner began to look

strangely inviting. But when the moment came, there were cheers -

cheers! - among the cynical old pros. This doesn't happen in press

boxes, mainly because we all live under the pathetic delusion that

we are calm vessels of objectivity. That myth was exploded in

spectacular fashion on Sunday, most obviously by the journalist next

to me who stood up, raised both arms in the air and let out a

primeval roar of delight. When the fans and the hacks merge into

one, you know you've seen something special.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 

Date: Thu Aug 11, 2005  6:38 pm 

Subject: Re: Proust and Cricket in a Man's Life  hewardwilkinson 

--- In Jung_and_Plurality@yahoogroups.com, "JennyG" <aurum@t...>

wrote:

Australia are our arch-rivals too :)

My enemy's enemy is my friend.............. :-)

I must say that Glen McGrath can bowl me over anytime ;-) He is

gorgeous.

I couldnt possibly comment on that daarling....... :-) (What tight

trousers he has though...............)

love

Heward

> Heward, you didn't mention South Africa in your "(West Indies

Cricket is

> another legacy of British colonialism and

> the class system, as is cricket in India and Pakistan)".

> I love this post of yours and can totally relate to it. Thank you

for

> sharing and for all that you give to this group/forum. It really

enriches

> my life.

> I watched my son grow into a man in the game of Cricket. He has

been

> playing since he was seven years old. At age twenty he regrets

not being

> able to play, due to time constraints. As a mom I had to make

sure the

> whites were sparkling, with Vincent being a bowler, you know

how that red

> ball can stain the trousers. For those who don't know the ball is

rubbed,

> spit and polished on one side till the leather is shiny to give

it swing.

>

> I am supporting England as I watch the Ashes live. Australia are

our

> arch-rivals too :) I am just trying to recall the mini series or

film about

> the life of Sir Donald Bradman. Was it called "Bodyline"?

Or "Bodyline"

> was about one of the old Ashes Tests.

>

> And all good Cricketing aside I must say that Glen Mc Grath can

bowl me

> over anytime ;-) He is gorgeous.

>

> Jenny

-------------------------------------------------------------------------

From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 

Date: Tue Aug 16, 2005  4:48 pm 

Subject: Re: Out of The Ashes  hewardwilkinson 
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--- In Jung_and_Plurality@yahoogroups.com, "JennyG" <aurum@t...>

wrote:

> Dear Heward,

Dear Jenny

Just taking a brief respite from some filing - will just respond to

the Ashes bit of your post.

The other way to look at it is, when did the Ozzies last go mad

cheering - a DRAW !!!

No I am optimistic; we were thrashed at Lords, Edgbaston could have

gone either way though we won, Old Trafford we dominated all way

through, and Australia could not have won. I am going to stick my

neck out and say, I now think a changing of the guard is going on.

We'll see at Trent Bridge.

'We'll meet again at Philippi'.

love

Heward

> I couldn't help but admire how a game of skill and prowess, could

so

> quickly turn into a mind game of strategy, where the players

instinctively

> know without any communication between them, that now is the

time. When

> Kevin dropped that all important catch, Australia smelled victory

and in

> that split second the tide turned from an almost certain win for

England.

> Even though the match was a draw it may just as well have been a

victory for

> Australia.

>

> Isn't life just like that. One small drop-catch and all is lost

or at least

> nothing gained which might have been. How one misplaced word to

two can

> change the course of history. In the old days when wars were

fought fairly

> in the sense that two armies opposed each other with foreknowledge

and

> intent, they could be won or lost on miscommunications. The

same goes

> for friendships and relationships.

>

> While I don't see life in cyberspace and particularly on lists and

forums as

> a game or a war to be won or lost, it still ends up with unknown

entities

> trying to form and take shape in the mind's eye of another. What

have we

> to offer if not our thoughts and personal viewpoint. In real

life I could

> hug or make a pot of tea, bring a gift of a book, listen

intently with the

> appropriate body language showing sincerity and true interest.

Marte could

> sing for us and we would be moved by her heartfelt passion and

love for the

> music. Another could uplift us with their beautiful smile, and

gracious

> words, spoken in a melodic tone of voice.

>

> You said in a precious post:

>

> "There is also an element I acknowledge in myself of something like

> laziness or weariness - how much of my life and significance, time

> and energy, am I, who am busy enough and weary enough in all

> conscience, investing in what is 'just words on a cyberlist'. Well

> I guess there is SOMETHING in all that, for any of us, but it is

> also true from experience that these lists bring about BIG changes

> in our lives, and enable us to be connected with and meet with

> important people we would never have met or been connected with

> without the lists." End quote.

>

> Yet we do get something out of these lists, for people are

after all is

> said and done, a culmination of all their thoughts and dreams and

visions.

> It is these which inspire and motivate us into action. We can

know people

> through their words, we can tell if a person is being sincere and

truthful

> or not. Even a 'created persona' would have to have it's

source in

> something true within the being who presents themselves as such.

I suppose

> we could be having a conversation with an AI, with a computer

which is

> designed to respond to certain words and sentences in a way which

mocks

> human behaviour, but the memories and subtle nuances would be

missing.

>

> And here is Marte concerned about her supposed 'long' posts :)

>

> with lovingkindess,

>

> Jenny 

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------

From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 

Date: Wed Aug 17, 2005  10:15 am 

Subject: Re: Out of The Ashes  hewardwilkinson 

--- In Jung_and_Plurality@yahoogroups.com, "JennyG" <aurum@t...>

wrote:

170805

Dear Jenny

PS Of course, overall we are way down on Australia. In effect we

just have a periodic resurgence. But I think we are due for one of

those.

Tests W Aus W Eng Draw Tie

Total in Australia 160 80 54 26 0

Total in England 149 46 42 61 0

----------------------------

Grand Total 309 126 96 87 0

http://uk.cricinfo.com/db/STATS/BY_OPPONENT/AUS-ENG/AUS-

ENG_TEST_SERIES_SUMMARY.html

http://uk.cricinfo.com/db/STATS/BY_OPPONENT/AUS-ENG/

I found an article - I wish I had marked it, to refind it - which

argues that Australia is the ONLY nation which has PRIMARILY defined

its identity through sport. If I can turn it up I shall repost it.

After, Freud and Jung taught us sublimation/transformation as the

way forward for human beings, given our biology, and what more

important sublimation/transformation than WAR into SPORT?

In that case, Australia may have pioneered the most important

sublimation/transformation in the history of the species!

For how can Nietzsche's precept that human beings need to 'live

dangerously' ('Gay Science' §283 ) in order to retain our force and

dynamic as a species, and not to succumb to nihilistic passivity and

emasculation of the spirit (which is the danger in ALL utopian value

systems, Nietzsche was right about this, and both Freud and Jung

follow him!) without offering a dynamic alternative to homicidal

violence?

http://www.geocities.com/thenietzschechannel/diefrohl7e.htm

Then we would also have an alternative to Hegel's pioneering model

in the Lordship/Vassal section of 'The Phenomenology of Spirit'

(which is also the Nietzschean model in 'Genealogy of Morals', the

Freudian model, and, except in the imaginal space, also the

Jungian)!

I've written more about sublimation in relation to analytic

understandings under the heading The Freudian Infinite and Hegel's

Infinite p12 ff of my Grotstein paper, which is in the files here in

pdf and also on my website.

Viva Australia, after all, then!

love

Heward

website:

http://hewardwilkinson.co.uk

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 

Date: Tue Aug 30, 2005  12:48 am 

Subject: The Savage Beauty of Defeat  hewardwilkinson 

300805

['The savage beauty of defeat' was a phrase once used by, of all

people, the snooker player Steve Davis.]

http://www.timesonline.co.uk/article/0,,23069-1755931,00.html

The Ashes

August 30, 2005

Wounded warlord refuses to accept the role of victim

By Matthew Syed

Marvelling at Shane Warne's bitter struggle against defeat

ON SUNDAY I fell in love with Shane Warne. With his dastardly

ability and pugnacity. With his willpower and sun-drenched

enthusiasm for a match that to any sane person had drifted beyond

any possibility of victory. But, most of all, I fell in love with

that smile moments before the final ball that conceded all power and

glory to his opponents and evidenced an unexpected (and glorious)

ironic amusement at the futility of his efforts.

Of course we already knew about Warne's greatness as a leg spinner.

We knew about the satanic capacity of his wrist to convert a cricket

ball into a whirlwind of uncertainty. Sunday, however, was not about

his skill but his soul. There is a moment in the life of every bully

when he comes up against a bigger, stronger man and then (more often

than not) falls to pieces. For the last decade, Australia has been

the bullyboy of world cricket, trampling upon its victims with

contemptuous glee. Warne has been the Tormenter-in-Chief.

But in this Ashes series, culminating in the ignominious follow-on

in the fourth Test, Australia has had an overdue taste of its own

medicine. How we hoped Warne would crumple. Instead we were forced

to watch through barely parted fingers as he took a lost cause by

the scruff of the neck and brought it back to life. Some have

criticised our batsmen for failing to twist the knife — but this is

far from easy when the victim has his fingers reaching for your

throat. Particularly when those fingers belong to Warne.

Cricket seems to have come full circle: 123 years ago yesterday, the

Ashes were born after England's seven-run defeat by Australia at the

Oval. England were roundly lampooned for failing to defeat the old

colony. Now Australia is the super-power of world cricket and, until

this series, England seemed to have accepted the role of hapless

victim. But now for another turn of the roulette wheel of history.

Ricky Ponting suddenly looks like a hunted man as he countenances

the grim possibility of becoming the first Australia captain to lose

the Ashes for 16 years. English fans wait in fevered anticipation

for a rare opportunity to gloat. But do not write them off. Not

while Warne has breath.

There are moments when a sportsman reaches such elevated levels of

virtuosity that he becomes synonymous with his team. After

Middlesbrough's match against Liverpool recently, Gareth Southgate

joked that Steven Gerrard was heading his own crosses. On Sunday

afternoon, Warne seemed to be catching, fielding and bowling all on

his own. His very presence gave hope to his team-mates (and

inspiration to Brett Lee) and instilled fear in his opponents. His

ubiquity extended into the living room. My parents and brother

recoiled whenever he had the ball in his hand. To judge by the

expressions of the English batsmen, it was as if the Grim Reaper had

pitched up to bowl.

Warne's genius lies in his concealed diversity. Each whirl of the

wrist creates a fiendish conundrum, the solution to which lies in a

careful monitoring of action, flight and bounce. It is like solving

advanced geometry at speed with most of England looking on. Then

there is the intimidatory effect of his appeals. Some regard them as

breaching the etiquette of the game but connoisseurs revel in their

intensity. There is something primeval about them, a harkening back

to the days when we would have used a cricket ball to throw at a

deer before dragging it back to the cave for supper.

On Sunday his appeals were of a distinctly different tone and tempo

to the norm. They no longer evidenced the boastful glee of someone

with his foot on the neck of a vanquished opponent. Rather, there

was a hint of desperation, like the bellicose cry of a warrior

having to take on 11 foes single-handedly. What is more, he almost

did it.

The fourth Test will be remembered for many things. But, for this

observer at least, it will be best remembered for the fourth day

when a podgy, pizza-loving playboy proved his status as one of the

greatest sportsmen on the planet. No other player is capable of

weaving such bold and vibrant colours into cricket's rich tapestry.

English or Australian, if you love sport, you cannot help but love

Warne.

Matthew.syed@mps-sports.com

------------------------------------------------------------------------------

From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 

Date: Tue Aug 30, 2005  12:57 am 

Subject: 1986  hewardwilkinson 

 Offline 

 Send Email 

Remove Author | Ban Author  

http://sport.independent.co.uk/cricket/article308978.ece

Remember then?

England last won the Ashes on 28 December 1986, a year when ...

* Margaret Thatcher was Prime Minister and gave permission for US

bombers to take off from Britain to bomb Libya after a series of

Libyan-inspired terrorist attacks

* A pint of beer cost £1.03; a loaf of bread cost 33p

* The Independent was only two months old

* Top Gun, starring Tom Cruise, and Paul Hogan's Crocodile Dundee

were the box office hits of the year

* The first disposable camera was launched by Fuji. Casio also

launched the first home sampling keyboard

* Jackie Wilson had the Christmas No 1 with "Reet Petite". The year

also saw "The Chicken Song", a spin-off from the satirical puppet TV

series Spitting Image, and "The Sun Always Shines On TV", by

Norwegian band A-Ha, top the charts

* A first-class stamp cost 18p; a second-class stamp cost 13p

* Gary Lineker won the golden boot award at the World Cup. That year

he was transferred from Everton to Barcelona for £1.1m

* Everton were about to win the football league. Aston Villa were

relegated at the end of the season

* Prince Andrew had just married Sarah Ferguson

* The BBC and ITV had a combined audience of 20.5 million

* Kylie and Jason married on Australian soap Neighbours, helping

launch the young stars

* Panini football stickers were found in playgrounds across the

country

* Samantha Fox left Page 3 and became a television presenter and

singer

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 

Date: Wed Sep 7, 2005  5:41 pm 

Subject: Answer to Job?  hewardwilkinson 

070905

Dear All

Last Man Standing

As usual, despite these sad times, I cannot resist a cricket post.

(First time I knew we English are regarded in Australia as less

stuffy than the Ozzies!!)

Perhaps he should be put in charge of FEMA?

love

Heward

http://www.theaustralian.news.com.au/common/story_page/0,5744,1652787

6%255E2722,00.html

The Australian

Manic Warne leads his beleaguered team in all but name

Simon Barnes

September 08, 2005

LET me draw your attention to the madness of King Shane. To the

trained observer, it is becoming increasingly clear that Shane Warne

is going off his head. I shall run through the symptoms in a moment,

but the reason for his developing madness is his single-minded

attempt to retain the Ashes for Australia all by himself. I still

wouldn't put it beyond him to do it.

Watch him fielding at first slip, a man possessed by an insane

spirit of restlessness. He is desperate for the ball, willing it to

come to him, believing that every next ball would turn the match,

save the day, put Australia once more in the ascendant.

Watch him appealing. Warne has never been diffident when asking the

question, but as the series has developed, he has taken appealing to

a new pitch of intensity. He was always a 10 for volume (perhaps

even a Spinal Tap 11) but he has added an element of length. He

holds the note of interrogation for about 16 bars, like the fat one

in The Three Tenors, agonising, beseeching, demanding.

He has lost all shame, all embarrassment, nothing matters to him any

more except wickets. A man with fewer than 600 Test wickets may have

known official reproof, for Warne is taking the players' code to the

limit and beyond.

It's vibe that saves him. He is not cheating, he is not trying to

get something for nothing, he is not trying to intimidate. He is not

really addressing the umpire, he is howling to Job's God to cease

the torment and return the world to his accustomed order, i.e.,

Australia beating England by a considerable margin.

Above all, watch him batting. Warne has always liked to tease

opposition bowlers with his capable and idiosyncratic batsmanship,

but now he is compiling large and seriously significant innings. The

reason is because the batsmen are not doing their job and someone's

got to do it.

So he has brought his talent and his cricketing intelligence and his

will to bear on the subject of batsmanship. All these things are

great with Warne, but the greatest of these is the third. And so he

just missed a maiden Test century in the first innings at Old

Trafford and made a powerful contribution to Australia's saving of

the match in the second.

He bowls in a frenzy of appetite - not the bowler he was in his

prime, but even cannier. His ability to will a batsman out is now

the most important part of his armoury. He is trying to do every job

on the field himself, carrying his team by means of his own skill,

his own will.

In Nottingham, Warne willed out four batsmen in each innings. He was

Australia's leading wicket-taker both times. Again. That's 28 in

total this series: no-one else on either side is close.

The only thing he is not doing is captaining the side. If he had

been captain, Australia would now be two up. Why isn't he captain,

then? He is one of the smartest cricketers that ever drew breath, a

team man through and through, a generous man among colleagues, and a

rallying point for his side. He also has the hardness of the great

Australia captain, Steve Waugh, the willingness to take risks, to

seize a weakness, to dominate and to overwhelm.

But the respectable Ricky Ponting is captain, and Ponting is

presiding over the decline of the great Australian cricket team.

Australia has a reputation for an unflinching hard-headedness about

sport and a marked taste for the larrikin ethic. That is to miss

another and less thrilling aspect of Australian life, the kind that

Dame Edna satirises, with its suburban smugness, its gladioli and

lawnmowers, and its unthinking stuffiness.

If Warne had been English, he would certainly have been made

captain. But Australia mistrusts the raffish side of Warne: the

naughty text messages, the rebellious youth, the ban for the

silliest drug-taking event in sporting history - a borrowed slimming

tablet taken in the vain hope that it would stop him looking like an

old fat-face.

Warne can do daft things, but he is not a daft cricketer. If

Australia manage to save this series, it will be because of Warne.

If it loses it, it will be because Warne is not captain. Warne knows

these two things and the knowledge is driving him mad.

The Times

--------------------------------------------------------------------------

From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 

Date: Sun Sep 11, 2005  11:27 pm 

Subject: Drama and Cricket  hewardwilkinson 

Yes you guessed it, more cricket............

love

Heward

http://sport.guardian.co.uk/columnists/theobserver/story/0,10541,1567

485,00.html

England are onto a Shaw thing

WIll Buckley

Sunday September 11, 2005

The Observer

Cricket is the playwrights' game. Harold Pinter, David Hare, Tom

Stoppard, Simon Gray are all devotees; the director Sam Mendes is a

half-decent batsman (though Sir Tim Rice is an exception that proves

the rule). It is entirely natural that writers who exhibit precision

and timing and complexity in their work should be drawn to a game

imbued with all these qualities. In contrast, football - short,

sharp, easily digestible and emblematic of the 15-second culture -

is very much an advertising man's game.

This Ashes series has been a 120-hour epic. The first act was set at

Lord's with the status quo being established: Doughty Champion still

too good for Flighty Challenger. The second act opened with a comic

pratfall when Glenn McGrath slipped on a cricket ball and exited

stage left. A moment of farce that was to have historic

consequences. Invited to perform first, the challenger came out

fighting, not cowering. The act ended amid scenes of improbable and

impossible drama with parity restored.

On to the third act and perhaps the most masterful depiction of the

beauties of the draw in cricket history. A contest in which both

captains performed to the maximum of their abilities and cancelled

each other out.

And so to the fourth act, set in the heart of England and perhaps

the finest of the very fine. Just as something can be so bad as to

be unmissable so it can be so good as to be unwatchable. Those new

to the game can merrily sit transfixed for hour upon hour. Those

blurred by long exposure to it can barely watch an over. They

subsist on a mix of television, radio and teletext with long

absences spent pacing outside, smoking cigarette after cigarette.

Displacement activity proliferates. Reading the umpires' house

magazine from cover to midwicket to cover during the fourth act, I

came upon a long letter about a group of friends who pack a pre-

selected Wisden for their holiday each year. I might hesitate before

going away for a fortnight with a collection of people all carrying

a 1923 Wisden - an evening at a book club is normally quite a

stretch - but I think I see their point.

The scorecards in Wisden are like the texts of a play. And the 2006

Wisden will be a classic text. Its bald facts acting as an aide-

memoire to assist us in remembering the action. The ad men have

bullet points; cricket lovers have their scorecards. 'Trescothick c

Gilchrist b Kasprowicz 90' evokes memories of the start of the

fightback and 'Flintoff c Gilchrist b Gillespie 68' of its

continuation. Other questions quickly follow. Did Gilchrist really

take two catches? And Gillespie a single wicket? The final entry is

perhaps the most poetic: 'Lee not out 43'.

The guts of the third act are invoked by 'Vaughan c McGrath b Katich

166'; 'Ponting c G Jones b Harmison 156'; 'Match drawn'. Memories of

the fourth act are rapidly recalled on reading 'Flintoff lbw Tait

102' and 'Warne 13.5-2-31-4'. It was the magnificent Warne - smoker,

drinker, thinker, texter - who bowled the ball that lost the Test.

During the summer of 2005, from swish pubs in the Kings Road to my

local hardware shop in Harleston, south Norfolk, the conversation

has been about cricket. And the weather. Specifically, the effect

the weather will have on the cricket. For one glorious summer there

has been a cricket narrative sweeping the nation.

Nearly every pub in the land has been showing the action with

passers-by continually sticking their heads through open windows to

check out the state of play. A favourite moment occurred at an under-

new-management pub in an unpronounceable village in north-west Wales

at the climax of the fourth act. Huddled round the set was an

audience of a dozen or so, as a couple of lost souls walked in and

called out: 'Can we turn over, United are playing?' They were told

to get lost.

The pub is uncontestably the best venue for those without tickets.

Watching alone at home is like being the only person in a church:

you need the comfort and solace provided by fellow believers.

George Bernard Shaw wrote: 'The English are not a very spiritual

people so they invented cricket to give them some idea of eternity.'

And nothing has seemed more akin to eternity than the England team's

two-decade search for the holy urn.

Throughout that search, Richie Benaud has been the narrator. A

consummate performer who, in a performance spanning 42 years, has

never said the word 'we' to describe Australia. Faux patriotism

abounds, but Richie stays steadfast. It will be he who provides the

commentary to the final scenes before, rare thing in the media,

departing on a point of principle. Benaud believes that the play

should be available to all and if it is not 'free to air' he wants

no part in it.

In act five rain has taken the main part. Usually I flinch from

writers piling more freight than it can bear on the poor overused

weather. But with cricket it has been apposite. For those who could

no longer bear to watch, it came as a relief that there was nothing

to watch. 'What a glorious feeling, it's raining again,' sang the

audience as they waited for the first Australia wicket to fall.

Halfway through the middle of the final act, it did: 'Langer b

Harmison 105'. The cheer that greeted this development was immense.

And then it rained. And everyone relaxed.

There are only a handful of hours to go in this epic, but they

promise to be the most stressful yet. With each passing downpour

England's task diminishes, but with each passing hour anxiety

increases at their ability to overcome one final task, however

diminished.

http://content-usa.cricinfo.com/ci/content/player/24553.html

Samuel Beckett

Ireland

Player profile

Full name Samuel Barclay Beckett

Born April 13, 1906, Foxrock, Dublin

Died December 22, 1989, Paris, France (aged 83 years 253 days)

Major teams Dublin University

Batting style Left-hand bat

Bowling style Left-arm medium

Batting and fielding averages

class mat inns no runs hs ave 100 50 ct st

First-class 2 4 0 35 18 8.75 0 0 2 0

Bowling averages

class mat balls runs wkts bbi bbm ave econ sr 4 5 10

First-class 2 138 64 0 - - - 2.78 - 0 0 0

Career statistics

First-class span 1925 - 1926

Notes

Nobel Prize for Literature 1969.

Profile

Wisden obituary

Samuel Barclay Beckett, who died in Paris on December 22, 1989, aged

83, had two first-class games for Dublin University against

Northamptonshire in 1925and 1926, scoring 35 runs in his four

innings and conceding 64 runs without taking a wicket. A left-hand

opening batsman, possessing what he himself called a gritty defense,

and a useful left-arm medium-pace bowler, he had enjoyed a

distinguished all-round sporting as well as academic record at

Portora Royal School, near Enniskillen, and maintained his interest

in games while at Trinity College, Dublin. Indeed, Beckett, whose

novels and plays established him as one of the important literary

figures of the twentieth century, bringing him the Nobel Prize for

literature in 1969, never lost his affection for and interest in

cricket.

Wisden Cricketers' Almanack

Related images

Samuel Barclay Beckett

--------------------------------------------------------------------------

From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 

Date: Sun Sep 11, 2005  11:37 pm 

Subject: PS Douglas Adams on Krikkit  hewardwilkinson 

110905

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Places_in_The_Hitchhiker%

27s_Guide_to_the_Galaxy#Krikkit

Krikkit

The planet Krikkit is (at the beginning of Life, the Universe, and

Everything) located in a dust cloud composed chiefly of the

disintegrated remains of the enormous spaceborne computer Hactar.

Hactar was originally created by the Silastic Armorfiends of

Striterax to design the Ultimate Weapon. Hactar produced a very,

very small bomb that, when activated, would connect every star to

every other star and, thus, destroy the universe. The bomb proved

disfunctional because Hactar had designed it with a tiny flaw,

reasoning that no consequence could be worse than that of setting

the bomb off. The Silastic Armorfiends disagreed and destroyed

Hactar.

Due to the dust cloud, the sky above Krikkit was completely black,

and thus the people of Krikkit led insular lives and never realised

the existence of the Universe. With the population thus prepared,

Hactar, disintegrated but still functional, built and crashed a

model spaceship onto Krikkit in order to introduce its inhabitants

to the concept of the Universe. Secretly guided by Hactar, the

Krikkiters built their first spaceship, Krikkit One, penetrated the

dust cloud, and surveyed the Universe before them. Unbeknownst to

the Krikkiters, Hactar had been subliminally conditioning their

minds to the point where they could not accept a Universe into their

world view with the intention of putting them into a similar mindset

to that of the Silastic Armorfiends. Sooner or later, they would

require an Ultimate Weapon, and this would allow Hactar to finally

complete his purpose, something he had felt considerably guilty

about not doing before. Upon first witnessing the glory and splendor

of the Universe, they casually, whimsically, decided to destroy it,

remarking, "It'll have to go." Aided again by the mind of Hactar,

the Krikkiters built an incredible battlefleet and waged a massive

war against the entire Universe. The Galaxy, then in an era of

relative peace, was unprepared, and spent the next 2000 years

fighting the Krikkiters in war that resulted in about two "grillion"

casualties.

When Krikkit was eventually defeated, Judiciary Pag sentenced

Krikkit and its sun to be sealed in a Slo-Time envelope within which

time would pass almost infinitely slowly until the end of the

Universe, thus serving the dual purpose of protecting the Universe

from Krikkit, and allowing the Krikkiters to enjoy a solitary

existence in the twilight of Creation. Light would be deflected

around the envelope, making it invisible and impenetrable. The

Wikkit Gate, the key that would unlock the envelope, was

disintegrated into time, and could therefore not be used to free the

planet from the envelope ahead of time.

However, a Krikkit warship carrying deadly white robots of the kind

used in the war escaped before the envelope was sealed, and, within

a brief ten billion years, managed to reassemble the Wikkit Gate.

The Gate was composed of the Steel Pillar (Marvin The Paranoid

Android's artificial leg) of Strength and Power, the Golden Bail

(The Heart of Gold, the small golden box that makes the Infinite

Improbability Drive function) of Prosperity, the Perspex Pillar (The

Argabuthon Scepter of Justice - "Plastic Pillar" in the American

version) of Science and Reason, the Silver Bail (The Rory Award For

The Most Gratuitous Use Of The Word "F***" In A Serious Screenplay -

The Rory Award for the Most Gratuitous Use of the Word "Belgium" in

a Serious Screenplay in the American version), and the Wooden Pillar

(The reconstituted ashes of the stump signifying the death of

English cricket (see: The Ashes)) of Nature and Spirituality.

The robots unsealed the envelope, but Arthur, Slartibartfast,

Trillian, and Ford Prefect, with the unintentional help of Marvin,

were able to disperse Hactar's particles, freeing the Krikkiters

from his continued influence, and thus saving the Universe. Arthur

then went to live on Krikkit for three years, before leaving for an

unexplained reason.

Krikkit also managed to leave other marks besides the destruction of

numerous worlds: due to racial memories, the Earth sport of cricket

and the pan-dimensional sport of Brockian Ultra-Cricket were based

on the Krikkit Wars.

(Most of the Krikkit material from the novel was adapted by Adams

from a script, 'Doctor Who and the Krikkitmen', which he had written

for the series Doctor Who. It would have featured the Third Doctor

and Sarah Jane Smith.)

For page references, see the Ultra-Complete Index.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------

From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 

Date: Mon Sep 12, 2005  7:15 pm 

Subject: And in Another Universe Near You...........  hewardwilkinson 

http://content-uk.cricinfo.com/engvaus/content/story/218987.html

England v Australia, 5th Test, The Oval, 5th day

The urn has turned

Australian View by Peter English

September 12, 2005

Shane Warne: scrapped to the end, but his dropped catch proved

crucial © Getty Images

Australia did not give up the Ashes with a whimper. The only problem

was that Kevin Pietersen's bang was bigger and his century and the

crowd straining over Jerusalem will ring in Ricky Ponting's ears

until the next series in 2006-07.

For two sessions Ponting eyed a miracle through his chief magicians

as Shane Warne and Glenn McGrath zeroed in on the greatest of

escapes. The third was the decider for Australia as they forfeited

the game's most cherished prize and ended a golden era with another

debate over bad light.

Ponting laughed at the start of the tour when asked if he'd be the

man to lose the Ashes. He now has to carry the title around like the

scar on his cheek from the opening morning at Lord's. It will be a

big burden after 16 years of ownership through Border, Taylor and

Waugh. Months of post-mortems will re-examine the faults of a flawed

campaign in which desire was heightened when the side was at its

most desperate.

Day five was the most crucial of a pulsating series and Warne and

McGrath, playing their final Test hours in England, showed a vampire-

like tendency to keep the team alive. Both men walked out after

lunch with arms around each other's shoulders, having floored

England with four wickets in the first session.

Michael Vaughan's side should never have been in danger of giving up

a match hampered by rain and bad light, but McGrath almost dished up

a hat-trick - the third ball narrowly missed Pietersen's glove on

the way to his shoulder - and Warne dumped Marcus Trescothick and

Andrew Flintoff. Australia's two most successful bowlers had

breathed fire and silenced a crowd intent on celebration.

Ricky Ponting in refelctive mood on the final afternoon © Getty

Images

Warne was adamant throughout the series that he would leave England

with an untarnished record, but despite capturing 12 wickets for the

match and 40 for the series, it was his spill of Pietersen on 15

that will be hardest to erase. Adam Gilchrist and Matthew Hayden

both got hands to a difficult chance on zero, as did Shaun Tait on

60, but Pietersen's edge off Brett Lee flew straight to Warne. It

was an unfair moment considering his brilliant series and he leaves

as the most successful bowler in England with 172 victims.

Throughout the afternoon Warne tried bravely for redemption, but the

innings ended with him again at McGrath's side and a host of what-

might-have-beens? It was that sort of series for Australia. The two-

run loss at Edgbaston, a clutch of missed catches, wickets from no-

balls and a slow response to England's dramatic improvement.

The upshot for Australia was a series of reverse. Swing that proved

unplayable highlighted the decline of a team that was at the front

of the game for a decade. And with Warne and McGrath on their last

rounds of the world's grounds there will be further huge holes to

fill. McGrath signed off with a superb leg-cutter to bowl Pietersen

while Warne decided it was time for another Englishman to be bowled

around his legs, picking on Ashley Giles before adding Steve

Harmison's edge.

Australia deserve to be admired for their regular refusal to die in

this series, but the urn has turned. In the commentary box Richie

Benaud said "it was time to say goodbye". He was referring to

England viewers following 42 summers in their lounge rooms. After 16

years the same applied to Australia and the Ashes.

Peter English is the Australasian editor of Cricinfo

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------

From: "Heward Wilkinson" <HewardWilkinson2@aol.com> 
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Brian Viner: Greatness of Flintoff and Lee proves the value of right

kind of upbringing

http://sport.independent.co.uk/cricket/article311621.ece

Colin and Susan Flintoff, and Bob and Helen Lee, have played a part

in this series, too

Published: 10 September 2005

Not until the last ball is bowled in a remarkable Ashes series will

it be truly appropriate to select the most enduring images from this

best of all cricketing summers. But those 22 cricketers will be

going some at the Oval if they manage to provide anything more

memorable than what, from where I was sitting, on the very edge of

my sofa, were the two stand-out, pop-up moments that in their

different ways, still encapsulate the entire thrilling contest.

It is no accident that they both involved Andrew Flintoff and Brett

Lee, two of the leviathans of the series. While we all knew

Flintoff's nuclear capabilities with bat and ball, not everyone was

aware of his qualities as a man. Yet his solicitude towards a

bruised and battered Lee at Edgbaston, while the rest of the England

team and indeed the rest of England was going bananas following

Steve Harmison's last-gasp dismissal of Mike Kasprowicz, was

wonderful to behold.

It might seem perverse to pick a non-playing moment as definitive of

a series that has yielded so much great play, but that's what it

was. And on another level it transcended not only the match, not

only cricket, but sport itself. Magnanimity in victory, nobility in

defeat, respect and concern for your opponent; those are life

skills, not merely sporting attributes.

But before I get so sentimental that I start writing in rhyming

couplets, let me also ladle some praise over Lee. He has been

magnificent, too, bowling but also batting his heart out, and

conducting himself with such manifest decency that he has denied us

the one pleasure that previous Ashes series have delivered yet this

one has signally failed to produce: the Aussie quick bowler we love

to hate.

Which brings me to my second unforgettable image, Lee's positively

primal roar as he clean bowled Flintoff at Trent Bridge with a

brilliant off-cutter that might just have been the ball of the

series. I can be generous about it now; at the time, by reducing

England to 111 for 6, it seemed like a hammer-blow to our hopes of

winning the Ashes. England needed only 18 more runs to win the

match, but far more pertinently, no longer had Flintoff to get them.

Even as my heart sank at the sight of Lee roaring like the lord of

the jungle, however, it thumped with exhilaration. Whatever your

allegiance, it was a great sporting moment, and the drama of it was

compounded by what had passed between the two men in Birmingham.

Now, reams have been written about Flintoff these past few weeks,

and quite a bit, too, about Lee. Yet there is one dimension to both

of them that has scarcely been explored: their relationship with

their parents.

That subject might seem a little tangential with the Ashes still in

the balance, but stick with me: Colin and Susan Flintoff, and Bob

and Helen Lee, have played a part in this series, too.

I once touched on this business of parental influence in a

discussion with a fine American sportswriter, Tom Callahan, about

Tiger Woods. "The key to Tiger and most of these guys is the

father," Tom said. "In sports like American football, it's often the

mother, mainly because there were no fathers in those

neighbourhoods. And with Nick Faldo and Greg Norman it's the mother,

but usually it's the father."

Callahan added: "The real patriarchs of the US tour were men like

Charlie Nicklaus, Harry Player and Deacon Palmer, and if you want to

get those guys to blubber, you just mention the old man."

I have met Flintoff three or four times, Lee not at all, and

wouldn't like to speculate in either case on which parent has been

the most telling influence. But it seems abundantly clear that the

reason both men play uncompromisingly hard yet in exactly the right

spirit lies in Preston, Lancashire, and Wollongong, New South Wales,

in their upbringing.

Flintoff is tremendously close to his parents, and Colin Flintoff,

who is a former plumber, is by all accounts a disarmingly modest man

(Preston seems to specialise in disarmingly modest ex-plumbers,

there's another one called Sir Tom Finney), a quality that is

evident in his younger son.

Lee, meanwhile, comes from a similarly tight family unit (one of his

two brothers, Shane, has played one-day cricket for Australia) and

has been phoning his folks frequently during this tour. Bob Lee,

like Colin Flintoff, is said to be a decent, modest, sound man, with

a strong sense of morality.

My spy in the Australian camp assures me, in what is admittedly not

the greatest stroke of espionage, that the older Lees are "really

lovely people".

All of which should perhaps be kept in mind as men in blazers

discuss how to build on England's momentous cricketing summer: at

the end of the day, or more aptly at the beginning of the day, it's

not educational infrastructures or coaching systems that produce

great Test cricketers with all the right virtues, but parents.

b.viner@ independent.co.uk
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Subject: Balls, Bails, and the Buddha  hewardwilkinson 
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Dear All

Yet another cricket post below....

My other reader may perhaps be asking, what's with all this cricket

on a Jung list?

I have tried to convey this, in one way and another, over the last

months.

But what I can say about cricket - perhaps, for the connoisseur,

more than any other sport, though I dont want to get into the kind

of 'better or worse' arguments which are the only flaw in Simon

Jenkins' rich article below - is that it is a huge symbolic vehicle

of basic human impulses, dramas, and therefore archetypes, through

which a student of human nature can study the basic psychological

mechanisms of human interaction, realism, illusion, and deception,

on a canvas larger than any other sport offers (whoops, there I

go.......), as if in a laboratory.

As quoted the other day, someone, some say a French theologian, some

say George Bernard Shaw, once said, God gave the English cricket

since otherwise they would have had no concept of eternity'.

Otherwise put:

'Cricket "God's own sport"

Cricket is the quintessential English sport. It is played within a

complex microcosm detached from the rest of the known universe. It

is defined by arcane laws, it speaks with its own esoteric

vocabulary, it observes its own codes of morality, and it is

entirely populated by eccentrics. Ample reasons for Phespirit to

enjoy.

As with football, England offered up the game of cricket to the rest

of the world but, predictably, the ungrateful planet declined this

baffling gift. Only those countries which had already been conquered

or colonised by the arrogant English would accept the game, and then

only at gunpoint. Subsequently, these 'test playing nations' have

all proceeded to wipe the floor with the English national team to

such an extent that, by the end of the nineteen hundreds, the

country which had devised cricket was officially the worst in the

world at playing it.

The cricketing establishment within England is (and probably always

will be) out of time and out of touch with the modern game, but

Phespirit remains loyal to the sport itself - to his country,

England, and county, Essex C.C.C. - because to be less than loyal,

frankly, is ..... just not cricket.'

But if we step out of the peculiarly English element in cricket

(though the first test match was actually between the USA and

Canada!)then cricket is indeed a divine metaphor, as Andrew Lang

wonderfully wrote:

Brahma

IF the wild bowler thinks he bowls,

Or if the batsman thinks he's bowled,

They know not, poor misguided souls,

They too shall perish unconsoled.

I am the batsman and the bat,

I am the bowler and the ball,

The umpire, the pavilion cat,

The roller, pitch, and stumps, and all.

Andrew Lang

After England had won the last Test match, and regained the Ashes, I

became aware that I had been in a kind of trance for the duration,

wherein the best I was able to do was see clients, and read this

book and that, in my usual compulsive way. Pressing work I had to

do was completely neglected. I wondered if I was chronically

exhausted or had a low grade illness. But in view of my near

immediate recovery after the Ashes were won I have to recognise that

I was simply symbolically hypnotised by the cricket. I was not full

aware of it until it was over.

I even had a dream in which I was at some kind of occasion, like a

sponsored meal or something, and I met Shane Warne who was there. I

found myself in a position to speak to him by himself and I found

myself, earnestly passionately and tenderly, trying to persuade him

and reassure him (as if he had been a client who was lacking in self-

esteem and unable to affirm himself!) that he was actually the

greatest bowler of all time.

Of course the fact that Shane Warne, who has indeed taken the

greatest number of wickets in a Test Match (600 plus now) than

anyone else, and who took 40 wickets in this series, almost double

what anyone else took, is a leg break bowler, and that when I was at

school trying to get into the school cricket team my speciality was

leg break bowling, for which I had a natural knack, has NOTHING to

do with it……

(Whats a leg break - see below:

http://www.channel4.com/sport/cricket/analyst/bowling/ana_64.html

)

When I have caught up with sleep lately my dreams have been ALL

cricket........

Cricket – yes I WILL now come out and say it straight, and it is no

accident that it is one of the central things we British share with

Indian Hindu culture (yet it is ALSO adapted to the very

entrepreneurial Australian culture) – is the most symbolic of all

games. It embodies a kind of time process which only a Hindu or a

Buddhist (or the European Hindu-Buddhists, Schopenhauer and Proust)

could comprehend. Andrew Lang's poem (above) could have been

written about no other game.

For those who know cricket one of the mysteries is the extraordinary

way in which it manipulates our time sense (Marcel Proust's cricket

novel is one of his less known works!!).

More than any other game – and sport in general does it pretty

powerfully, but cricket is different in a way I shall explain in a

moment – cricket fosters that illusion which, maya-like, in the grip

of samsara, leads us to absolutise or eternalise the PRESENT MOMENT

in time. Thus, for instance, I went with a friend last Saturday

10th September to watch the third day of the final test match.

England had scored 373 in the first innings and for the first time

in the series the Australian openers, Langer and Hayden, had begun

to put together the serious large scale stand they are capable of

(and that they produced with monotonous regularity in all previous

Test Series!) and they continued it on this Saturday. They got it

up to 180 and this is where the illusion comes in – whilst this was

going on not only I but the commentators and everyone around were

thinking in terms of Australia AUTOMATICALLY scoring (rapidly) in

the region of 500 – 600 runs, leaving England to bat out against

Warne on the Sunday and Monday, NOT an easy task…….

http://aus.cricinfo.com/db/ARCHIVE/2005/AUS_IN_ENG/SCORECARDS/AUS_ENG

_T5_08-12SEP2005.html

http://aus.cricinfo.com/db/ARCHIVE/2005/AUS_IN_ENG/SCORECARDS/

Well, my point now is that we were ALL indeed eternalising that

moment (to be sure, in the light of past data on these batsmen).

For at 185 Harmison struck (one of three absolutely key wickets

Harmison took, despite having a poor series in general, the other

two being Michael Clarke the last ball of the third day at

Edgbaston, and, of course, the final wicket of Kasprowicz at

Edgbaston).

From that point on our mentality changed. From heading towards a

colossal score we assumed from then on in that the England bowlers

would claw back Australia's potential advantage. And indeed it was

so. To be sure, the next wicket took another 79 runs to come but we

sensed that big innings was not going to happen. In the end England

actually got a first innings lead of six. The last eight wickets

fell for 86 runs.

The next day after lunch England were 126 for 5, and Pietersen had

been dropped at 15 by Shane Warne, we, England, were on the ropes,

but in the first hour after lunch it went away from the Australians

as Pietersen scored the bulk of the runs in a stand of 60 with

Collingwood (who scored a crucial 10, above all not getting out

while Pietersen scored). In the end England scored 335 in the second

innings.

Here, again, is another instance of the tendency to absolutisation.

Many commentators said of the England victory by 2 runs at

Edgbaston, `although they only won by two they were always ahead,

Australia were always playing catch up'. Well – they wouldn't have

been saying that if Australia had scored three more runs!!!

(See Jung_and_Plurality, post 1726)

http://aus.cricinfo.com/db/ARCHIVE/2005/AUS_IN_ENG/SCORECARDS/AUS_ENG

_T2_04-08AUG2005.html

Now! the difference between cricket and other sports is that cricket

not only subjects us to a temporal illusion in this way, but IT DOES

IT IN A LEISURELY WAY. (See the Bernard Shaw/French theologian

comment above.) The field is changed, the ball is thrown around

between the fieldsmen, the batsman settles his stance, the bowler

walks back, theres no rush – yet in an instant it CAN all change.

I shall leave it there and hand you over to Simon Jenkins of the

Guardian.

Love

Heward

http://sport.guardian.co.uk/ashes2005/story/0,15993,1569557,00.html

Simon Jenkins: Cricket belongs to Britain as a whole

Forget the bling and egotists, this is the beautiful game

The Ashes series showed cricket at its best, but this glorious sport

should belong not to England but to Britain as a whole

Simon Jenkins

Wednesday September 14, 2005

The Guardian

Please, not Downing Street. Anywhere but Downing Street, I prayed,

as the bus left Trafalgar Square. Go to the Palace or straight to

Lord's. If we must make cricket a state occasion, greet it with a

head of state, not a politician. And since the triumph was, above

all, a victory over spin, don't go where they manufacture the stuff.

But politics could not miss its photo opportunity.

Do the Ashes matter? Of course they matter, if enough people think

so. Some time between two and three o'clock on Monday afternoon the

nation heaved a sigh of relief and delight as Pietersen's bat

scythed through the Australian bowling. The prospect of England's

first Test series defeat of Australia in 18 years was enough to cut

30% off stock market trading and cause a de facto public holiday. It

stopped traffic and blew fuses between sessions. The values

inculcated by sport are no different from those of any other

communal activity. They permeate our lives and supposedly make us

feel good. That is what was felt in central London yesterday.

The final Test match began after a different sort of sports event.

It was a typical foul-mouthed exchange between two of soccer's bling-

encrusted idols, Wayne Rooney and David Beckham. They were

participating in the defeat of England by Northern Ireland.

Everything about that game was awful: the supposed tribal

distinction between the teams, the publicising of the obscenities,

the ludicrous one-nil scoreline and the ritual evisceration of the

team manager afterwards. Soccer is now a modern version of

prizefighting, choking on egotism and vulgarity.

Cricket, in contrast, has just presented a spectacle more thrilling

than any I can recall in a lifetime of enjoying sport. The intricate

saga has been seven weeks of ghostly backdrop, until the final

denouement. It has been present in casual conversation, in dimly

heard radio commentary or the winking of a shop-window television.

The five-day longevity of a finely balanced Test offers an ebb and

flow of suspense unequalled in any other sport. Its subtleties are

grandmaster chess to the noughts-and-crosses of other games.

The Manchester Guardian's celebrated cricket writer Neville Cardus

described the components of the great 1932-33 Ashes series in

Australia as each a field of study in itself. There was the precise

composition of the soil and its qualities of bounce. There was the

climatology of "those presiding geniuses of the game, the elements".

There were the geometrical field settings of Jardine's "fast-leg

theory" and the impact of Larwood's bodyline bouncers. Above all

there was the psychology of the play: "We remember not the scores

but the men."

Thus it has been this summer. We have watched each player fighting

his battle within a wider war. Giles had to prove his place.

Pietersen had to conquer his demons. Vaughan had to maintain his

wavering form. Then they all had to confront the astonishing talent

of the Australian Shane Warne as he raised to a fine art the bounce

of a spinning ball (without which baseball is mere slogging). Half

the pleasure of this series has been the advances in slow-motion

replay. I shall never forget the easy grace of Warne's deliveries on

their lethal corkscrew way to bat, pad or wicket. Slow motion has

almost given television the edge over radio as an enhancer of the

game; I repeat almost.

Sports define themselves by the manner in which players win. Soccer,

ostensibly a beautiful game, is vulgarised by the shortage of

scoring chances. I can appreciate Beckham's passes and Rooney's

goals. But they are just kicks. It is frustration at the sheer

difficulty of turning skill into a score that explains the pouting,

spitting, swearing and dissent. A result so often turns on one or

two incidents, themselves vulnerable to the match-turning decisions

of a referee. Soccer needs more goals, however it is done.

Pundits have long sought an explanation for the gulf between the

behaviour induced by cricket and soccer. Cricket does not lack for

passion or patriotic appeal. Yet it contrives them without soccer's

taunting tribal abuse and its ready lurch into drunken violence. Nor

will distinctions do that are rooted in social background. Players

and supporters of both sports are not dissimilar. Yet the ritual of

a football crowd is awesomely vulgar, even when tickets cost £50

apiece.

The difference lies in the essence of the game. Hurling a hard ball

very fast at an ill-protected opponent might seem an improbable form

of sportsmanship. Its crises are every bit as tense as soccer's,

with as much sudden-death ferocity. Yet it has fairer outcomes.

Cricket is composed entirely of scoring chances. It calls for a

mathematician rather than a lager lout. Its laws impose their own

measured dignity, their "slow movements", on the spectacle. If

cricket prides itself, to the point of pomposity, on its gentlemanly

ways, it is right to do so.

Hence the images of its latest saga have been entirely elevating.

They include the rueful smile with which Glenn McGrath greeted the

umpire's refusal of his hat-trick; the Australians' collective

applause for Pietersen as he reached his century at their expense;

the calm with which both sides accepted cricket's crueller slights,

the dropped catches, unfair dismissals and bad light. The advent of

big money and limited overs in the last two decades has not in any

way diminished the greatness of a Test match. It is incomparable.

There is one matter of unfinished business. I do not buy Orwell's

version of Clausewitz, that international sport is war by other

means. War is too serious for that. But it is the globalisation of

the tribe.

Yesterday's victory was laboriously attributed to "England". The

flag of Saint George waved everywhere over its celebrations. This

was as absurd as that "England's" World Cup team should be beaten by

Northern Ireland, and that what is really Britain must face the

world explicitly to the exclusion of Scotland and Wales.

Americans do not stage a knockout competition to decide which state

should represent it abroad. Bavarians and Catalans, with far more

autonomy than Wales or Scotland, do not exclude themselves from

their national teams. British cricket has always respected the

United Kingdom, and even its governors have felt obliged to add

Wales to their formal title. For goodness sake wave the union jack

and let this glorious game belong to the nation as a whole.

simon.jenkins@guardian.co.uk

