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For all the kids like Marcus out there
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MY CRICKET DIARY e

Today is the worst day of
my life EVER.

EVER, EVER, EVER ...

I'm not kidding!!

It's a worse day
than when JT
(the school bully)
hid my clothes
after swimming

...and I had to go to class in my Speedos.

AR n,
It's a worse day W (; 'TL‘ ky
than when JT §
stuck a note on Kiel

my back saying
‘KICK ME'

=

Lo

-

-

... and kids followed me around all day aiming
swipes at my bottom.



It's a worse day than when I scored that own goal
with my bottom ... and some smart alec took a
photo for the school magazine.

i
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(My Diary of a Soccer Star
has details of that awful day.)

TODAY IS WORSE THAN ALL THOSE DAYS PUT
TOGETHERI!!

You see, Dad's decided that just
because I scored in that
soccer tournament a few
months back (with my
feet, not my bottom)
that I have a

GIFT for SPORT.

Right, Dad - it was a flukel!ll



He thinks that I have a
FUTURE in SPORT.

Get real, Dad - I
scored when no one was
paying attention — it
doesn't mean anything!!!

He thinks Nike or Adidas or Puma might be
interested inme ...

Isn't that some sort of mountain lion?
A mountain lion might be interested in me?
Is he threatening me? @
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Yes, but Usain Bolt can run really fast! He doesn't
have to be afraid.

oOLT

Is Dad going to feed me to the lions if I don't
have a FUTURE in SPORT?

What sort of dad are you???

I don't say that out loud. I don't know where
he's keeping these pumas and I don't want to
take a chance.

I may not have a GIFT for SPORT, but I'm not
completely DUMB, so there.



Back to the reason that this is the WORST DAY
OF MY LIFE, EVER ...

Dad wants me to play cricket.

Dad wants me to play cricket!!!

P

Isn't a cricket some
sort of insect?

Dad wants me to
play a game that's
named after an
insect?



cricket  the
Cuture of ;\SPOJ‘J{’
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1 thought |
W3 'H"IE'
U TURE oF SPor?

Dad is a marketing guru.

I know that because
it says so on his name
card ...

M Artkunsct Snp
MARK-TING
GURD)

and on his door,
letterhead,
envelopes and
even a T-shirt
(he had it specially made).




I thought 'marketing’ was something you did at the
supermarket with Mum.

A marketing guru?
A MARKETING GURU?

What sort of job is that?



Later, Gemma
(my older
sister) told me
that a'guru’ is a
teacher.

A 'kudu’ is a sort of deer. Easy mistake.
Anyone could have made it.

And 'marketing’ means being good at selling stuff.

I get it now — Dad teaches people how to sell
stuff.



Actually, T don't get it — why does that mean I
have to play CRICKET??

_E’Ec&u"_—.ﬂ 'I"inl'ii'fllI self g fap
& Tegnirts Son !

With Your nom,
on the backf_;

Yeah, right.



Dad's written a book called
Pull Yourself Up by Your
Own Bootstraps!

He's always quoting bits from it.
It's incredibly ANNOYING.

Actually, T tried the 'you are what you believe' thing.

I believed I was Michael Jackson.

: J}J
.

Nope, didn't work.
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I believed that JT and I were best matesl!

Nope, that didn't work.

I believed I could flylll

Nope, that really didn't work.

11



Dad's at it again...

Even I knew that!!

People buy Dad's book???

12



Spot is my dog.
T love Spot.

Dad got him for me as a

reward for doing well in that
soccer match where I finally
scored a goal (with my foot).

Dad must be pretty desperate — he's of fered me
a cat, a gerbil, a hamster or a parrot if I agree
to try cricket.

13



Mum looks worried. She thinks our house might
turn into a zoo soon.

I don't need any of
these other pets.

I have Spot.
But I don't want to disappoint Dad. Not when he's
so excited about his son — the FUTURE of SPORT
(NOT).

So I agree to give cricket a try.

WILL I EVER LEARN???
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Time to begin a new diary.

Even though I hid the last Diary (of a Soccer
Star) really well

in a box,
in a bag,
under my bed, ﬁﬁj
behind a box of old toys,
o,
N [
Y B
faas
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Gemma still found it.
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This time I leave the diary
on my desk — but I write

MATHS HOMEWORK on
the front.

Hidden in plain view.

She'll never find it now.

@&P\ H’q HA \)\‘5\\

A&

And it means I can write that:

16



he found ¥
:nd changd ol
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Dad gets me the cricket kit. It's all white.

Why would anyone play a game in white kit?

Haven't they heard of MUD?

Mum looks depressed. I don't blame her.

She's definitely heard of MUD.

18



What is all this stuff?
T've never seen anything like it!
It's not kit — it's armour!!

Helmet, elbow guards, back guards, shin guards ...

What sort of game is this ANYWAY?

I don't even know where some of these guard
things go ...

Oh, I see — well, that's just embarrassing!

19



Dad tried to explain the rules of the game to me:

There are two teams —
Okay, I got that.

Each team has eleven
players — Okay, I got that.

One team bats

and another
team bowls.
BATS? BOWLS?

I was on shaky
ground.

20



You bat until you're out. Then the other team is in.
When they're out, you're back in until you're out
again. You have to get the other team out twice
while staying in.

Ehhh?

Dad suggested we practise in the garden.

He passed me the ball.

? ?2? ?2?2? .
BALL? BALL?? BALL??? ()

It's more like a ROUND BRICK!!

7

21



This is a game where people throw

ROUND BRICKS at you. < &
No wonder everyone pSIN e

has to wear body armour-. g

I never thought I'd say this but I actually
miss soccer.

My best friend James came to visit.

heeYout 0 bowler ?

@

T thought a bowler was a type of hat like
Thomson and Thompson wear in Tintin?
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Apparently the stick thing is called a bat. Duh!

Dad throws the ROUND BRICK — the ball — at me,
bowls it at me, I mean.

Well, now I understand all
the equipment anyway —
even that last bit.

23



T swung the bat as hard as I could.

One window, two windows, three windows later ...
Mum came out of the house.

For once, it was Dad in trouble, not me.

And then I heard the words I've been dreading ...

24



The last time I had a coach, for soccer, it was a
nightmare.

5 ore }»bu gromhg
BTt there 72

ot

Nope, I don't think coaching is a good idea at all.

BUT WHO CARES WHAT I THINK???

My first lesson was bowling...

25



T wasn't sure why.

Later, Dad told me that Muttiah ‘Murali’
Muralitharan and Shane Warne were the greatest
spin bowlers ever.

Spin bowlers?

26



How do you spin and bowl at the same time?

I'd
hurt someonell

be lucky not to
Coach asked me if T wanted to bat or bowl ...

I remembered
the windows, \%:CL
so I said bowl. =~

Are You a
PN Dawier

ar O

£AST bowler

Well, for sure, I knew I wasn't a spin bowler.
(See above.)

27



The coach was turning red, so I picked up the ball
and threw it at the batsman.

28
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T knew it would be hard, but I never guessed
it would be as hard as this ...

= AT e e e
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Last lesson, I noticed a really strange thing ...

The team worked really hard o keep the ball
clean. They kept wiping it on their trousers. It
was weird. I know Mum would prefer that the
trousers stayed clean and the ball stayed dirty ...

chine the ba
Marcus!

I grabbed the ball and wiped it on my trousers.
I didn't want to get into any more frouble!

Hot that sicelly

They were all screaming at me.

How many ways are there fo clean a ball? They're
fussier than Mum!

30



Later Dad told me that you're only supposed
to rub one side of the ball so it gets shiny.
This helps the ball swing.

Well, T should have guessed
that — NOT!

Do I look like some sort

of scientist??? - ‘iiico

¥ g
ed TN

Sa
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Coach told me to bat.

So I stood there holding the bat while balls
whizzed all around me.

It was the SCARIEST experience of my life!

Finally, T swung
the bat and it caught
the ball, which flew straight

into a fielder's hands. Ay

32



Coach put his finger in the air.

I wondered what he was pointing at.

(r(

T looked up.
Maybe there was
a bird or a plane
or something ...

Wi

When I looked back, Coach had turned red.
(All my coaches seem to do that.)

No, T haven't — no one's caught me and I'm not
even running.
Is JT around???

33



Spencer 'Boom Boom' Harris explained that if you
hit the ball and someone catches it before it hits
the ground, the batsman is out. Pointing a finger in
the air is the way umpires signal to a batsman that
he's out.

'Out’ is definitely safer
than 'In’.

Coach made me bat again.

Spencer was bowling. This time the ball went
under my bat, through my legs and hit those
sticks with the bits of wood on top.

34



Again ...

Great Yorke.
SpenCer_f

'‘Out’ is definitely safer than 'In'l

Later Dad tells me that those stick things at the
end are called stumps. If the ball, bat or any part
of your body hits the stumps, the batsman is OUT.

He also tells me that a 'yorker' is a full-length
delivery. Duh.

I'm STUMPED why anyone would want to play this
dumb game!

35



Back to training ...

I made some real progress!

I finally hit the ball
with the batll

Is JT around?



Later Dad tells me that, in cricket, you and the
other batsman have to run between the wickets.

///—11 e
7

Unless you hit the ball \
,. ) h‘-‘x |

And each run is like
a point.

L/

&

'y

3
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to the boundary ... /‘%

Then it's four runs.
pandaty

Then it's a six (six runs).

Unless the ball flies
_over the boundary
"without touching the

ground ...

Who makes this stuff up?
Runs, fours, sixes?

Luckily, I'm good at maths
so I can add all these runs up.

Not that I have to do that, as I don't actually hit
the ball again that day.

37



e have o f‘es‘,e.
fomorroy !
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Dad just told me that a test is what you call a
match or a game in cricket.

HOW WAS I SUPPOSED TO KNOW THAT??

So there's a friendly cricket game — sorry, I mean
TEST — fomorrow. Our team against some kids
from the school across the road.

I just can't believe it. I't's happening again!!!

Don't they know that I'm Marcus 'Talk to the
Bottom' Atkinson???

ot worty Atkinse,™
g5 ho WC‘IY You're

%ﬁmﬁ o Pjﬂ}’ ..
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Dad's not happy that I'm not in the team.

Yok can't WM watho o

10 yeF feei wet, Mﬂ’?:ua.r
% .

Right, Dad. I don't mind putting my feet in
the water. It's having my bottom in the school
newspaper I don't like.

REMEMBER??

Anyway, I'm not in the team so it can't happen
again. Right? Right?? RIGHT???

40



T've just been told that LBW means 'leg before
wicket'.

You're not allowed to protect the wicket with
your legs — only the bat.

If the ball hits you on the legs in front of
the wicket — you're out.

Fair enough — anyway, not my problem,
since I won't be in the teamlll RIGHT???

Unfortunately, Boom Boom (Spencer) came
down with a cold the evening before the game.

DO I LOOK
LIKE I CARE???

41



Game time ...

We were down to ten men. All our other players
were out except Tom 'KP' Plate.

Coach sent me on.

That didn't seem too hard.
I just had to stand there, stop the ball from
hitting the stumps and not get caught.
RIGHT.

42



I saw Jack ‘the Brute' Montgomery come
racing up ...

He had the ball = that ROUND BRICK - in his
hand.

The Brute is the fastest bowler in his school.

He bowled the ball
at me ...

T panicked. (You
would have too!)

I dropped the bat. (You would have tooll)
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I turned around. (You would have toolll)

ol

THE BALL HIT

Py MY BOTTOMI!

(Why does that ALWAYS happen to me?)

;#

*
*

A camera flashed.

The finger went up. (This time
I didn't look up to see what the
umpire was pointing at.)

44



You guessed it — back on
the front page of the school
newspaper.

I was out, not
LBW but BBW!!

Time to spend an awful
lot of time in my room
with a paper bag over my
head ...

Hasn't this happened before?

45



The next weekend, I didn't want to go for training.
Who would?

Not Marcus 'BBW' Atkinson, that's for sure.

Right, Dad. And when I fall off my bike, I'll be sure
to do that. But this is CRICKET!!I

46



I don't say that out loud. I don't want to upset
Dad any further.

Not if you want to
sell T-shirts.

Maybe if you wanted to sell bloopers videos.

47



Finally, Dad said T could take Spot with me to
cricket to keep me company.

I'm put in to bat again.

Shaun ‘'Fingers' Wayne is bowling.

Second ball:

The ball spins past me
the other way.

(Mum would never let me say anything like that.)

48



Third ball:

(Are they talking about dolphins?)

Fourth ball:

The ball spins right past the bat.

(Who are they calling a wrong ‘un?)

49



Fifth ball:

I remembered to
set out for a RUN.

I was going to score
a RUNI

MY first RUN everl!

Spot, who was looking very bored, suddenly raced
after the ball.

50



Spot grabbed the ball and ran back to the crease.

Spot dropped the ball.

A fielder picked it up and knocked off the bails.
That means I'm out too.

Yes, thanks, Spot. How come you're playing for the
other feam? You're supposed to be MY dog.



Who's he calling
a DUCK?

Later Dad explained
that a 'duck’ was
when a batsman was
out without scoring
arun.

In that case, I'm a whole flock of ducks. I just
wish I could fly away for the winter and escape
from the game of cricket!!l

52



And the rest? Dad explained that ‘googlies’ and
‘flippers’ and 'wrong 'uns’ and ‘Chinamen’ were just
different ways of bowling the ball. DUH.

Where do they get these names anyway?

Dad wasn't sure, except that he thought a ‘googly’
was named after the goggle-eyed expression on a
batsman's face when he didn't know which way the
ball was going.

That would have been me, then.

Mind you, if it was based on my expression, every
single ball bowled in cricket EVER would be called
a GOOGLY. So there.

53



Things got worse ...

Did the coach just call me silly? Just because I
can't play his DUMB game??

Boom Boom
whispered that it
meant I had to field
at silly point.

Like that helped.

54



He dragged me by the arm and showed me where I
was supposed to crouch and catch the ball.

Tt didn't take me long to figure out why the
position was known as SILLY point.

Tci.LLhim p’gﬂ"ﬁn
Shane Worne,
(onch, and pui h:’:lfbﬂck an..
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I really can't believe Dad's making me play cricket.
I haven't scored a goal — a run, I mean — yef.

I'm back in the school papers. Well, my bottom is
anyway.

Spot is more popular than I am.

And he's a better fielder.

And my head is sore where I got hit by the ball.

SILLY is just about right ...

56



Dad, the marketing guru, said:

He's right, of course. There's no pomf cr‘ymg over
spilt milk. Well, unless you're my little sister,
Harriet, and it's your dinner ... or you're a caft.

But I'm not upset about spilt milk, am I?

I'm upset about making a complete and utter
IDIOT of myselflll

57



I took Spot for training
the next day as well. At
least he's company for
when T geft out.

This time Coach made me bow! again. You're
supposed to bowl six fimes in a row unless you
bow! a no ball.

First ball: My arm was crooked.

No ball.
'
2
Second ball: T stepped over A
the line. No ball. w

Third ball: I bowled a beamer
(threw it straight at the other
guy). No ball.

58



Fourth ball: T bowled a wide
(too far from the player to hit).
No ball.

Fifth ball: Too high. No ball.

Sixth ball: T bowled a proper delivery! The
batsman hit it.

A couple of fielders ran after it.

It was in the air.

59



Maybe they'd catch it and
I'd get my first wicket!!!

I'd forgotten about Spot.

He looked at me.

W

Spot charged away after the ball. T watched him
with horror.

W
o T

I thought he'd understood.
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Spot leapt in the air and
caught the ball in his mouth.

fielders running
towards him.

He ran right over the
boundary rope and dropped
the ball on the ground.

*- SIXII
e

Why does Spot always play for the other team?

61



"plltmst,,h"um—‘i'ﬂll Dad I dony
furve o play crickef ANy mera

Desperate times
call for desperate
measures ...

haneh You bnay,
?j.h & madns 3o h,‘nﬁ?y’

All right, Mum wants
to play tough ...

Fine, I know what
will work.

62



Thants,
Warss! |
e
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This is a huge offer, because
Gemma makes a real mess of it —
she never knows where the pieces go and she can't
follow the instructions.
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Mum tried.

Maybe not — but I'm pretty sure Rome was built
quicker than the time it's going to take me to
learn how to play cricket. So therelll

64



Next coaching session ...

T hit the ball.

We all looked around to see where it had gone.

Very funny (NOT!). Aren't they tired
of this joke yet?
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T hit the ball again.
This time I knew what to expect.

I looked up. Sure enough, the ball was hurtling
down at me.

T caught it.

1 wWaus Just
protectin

Later, Dad told me that if a batsman catches the
ball, he's out. Even if he's just protecting his head
from serious injury.

Go figure. Is this cricket or the army?
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Lizzie (from soccer) came to visit.
In her Liverpool shirt.
Doesn't she have any other clothes??

Lizzie eats, sleeps and breathes soccer.

67



We have another match. This time
Coach doesn't pick me.

\(ﬂ-—-\
RN

Thank goodness.

£

+
But Dad is like a L RSP,

bear with a sore
head. (Or me trying
to play cricket.)

He's like someone with ants in their
pants. (Or me frying to bowl.)

He needs
to hold his
horsesl!!

BTW, we're learning English idioms at school.
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(T didn't say that out loud. Dad's upset enough.

It would be like a red rag to a bull.)

\I'{}u have to
e extro J"h.lll're_{,.-"

x\g\ﬂlﬁ i L,';.‘I‘;.}J!'hr Y P

T would, Dad - if it was an extra mile away from
cricket.

I didn't say that out loud either.

69



7l do my best toJef in the Tm@

._‘.\-'jr-\

(4

1!} have a word with fhe conch,

D'm sure I can persuade bim fo pick You for #he e arm

And pigs might fly, Dad.
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T fhink yo should J¥e Morcus a chence.

(Coach didn't actually say any of this, but I could
read his mind. It's not difficult when you're
Marcus 'BBW' Atkinson.)

71



-i_‘llll 5P01'15"3r Qo newy’ S‘ﬂf{}f— I(Jf

Only Spot understands how I feel.

72



The match is in two days.

I'm having kittens.

1 cart wait for the Jame if

I must be adopted.



Maybe there was a mix-up at the hospital when I
was born?

Probably the real Marcus is out there somewhere
being forced to play computer games ...
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Sebastian came to visit.

His dad has given up trying to make him play sport.
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There was a new kid at cricket
today — Hari Sreenivasan.

He was short, wore glasses and
had a book under his arm.

T thought he'd be hopeless.

He wasn't.

Tt was like watching Luke Skywalker bat.
The Force was strong in this one.
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Later, I noticed the book was called
1000 Ways to Bat. Hari knew at
least 999 of them.

The other kids called him 'The
Littlest Master’, whatever that means. %

Later Dad told me that the greatest batsman of
all time, Sachin Tendulkar, is called ‘The Little
Master'.

I bet he sells a lot of T-shirts ...
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I asked Hari ...

T Hew'd Yoo

ed fo bow
& Use wi o
W P as @ smay ,&dﬁe

e’ -
2 o)
MR ML, . e Wb

I was really tempted to blame my dad because I
can't bat (or bowl).

But it wouldn't be fair.
You see — Dad did try.

When I was three, Dad used to roll balls to me ...

@
alie

It was more like bowling than soccer.
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When I was four, he tried throwing balls at me ...

b
g
™ s
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W
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Mum stopped him when he knocked me out cold.

When T was five, Dad gave me a hockey stick ...

I broke his toe.

When I was six ... enough already!
You get the picture.
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And he still hasn't given up hope.

The day before the game,
the kittens have had babies.

Coach told us that a big
crowd was expected to
the game.

I'm a celebrity — get me out of herelll

80



. Mgfﬂﬁ: Im 90"]""3 ‘30"5?@
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OR E{SE!
I'm a real-life bloopers video.

The kittens have brought their friends and
relatives ...
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Only one thing can save me now. If it rains, the game
will be called off.
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Mum, Dad, Gemma, Harriet, Sebastian, Lizzie, JT,
my teacher and even Spot had come o watch.

2
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There wasn't a cloud in the sky. Useless rain dance.

Coach tossed a coin. The Littlest Master called

'heads'.
o

It was 'tails’
and we had to

bowl first. ok
I was in the %
field — as far
away from the
action as
possible.
i M g aM




But it was like I was a magnet to the ball.

The batsman hit it ...

The ball slipped through my fingers. Four.

The batsman hit it ...

The ball hit me on the head and bounced over the
boundary. Six.
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The batsman hit it ...

ﬁa"’% The ball rolled between
Tyt my legs. Four.

Drinks break.

_‘:{'u'f-"'

PN

You need to stop watching the fantasy cricket in
your head, Dad.
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Coach put me in to bowl. He must really want that
new kit.

One over, six balls, thirty-six runs.
One over, six balls, THIRTY-SIX RUNS!

ONE OVER, SIX BALLS, THIRTY-SIX RUNS!!

.-;i- W

r!hg;:. A»Mﬁ:\

A ,-?L rJ'\’L\. LY A LR A L r.frlﬂ'." [
Even JT wasn't laughing.

Dad wasn't smiling. (There's no such thing as
failure, Dad???)

Coach was red and mad.




Our team needed one hundred and thirty-six runs
to win. In ten overs.

e Lt Youre fx:#fr';s, o

But we had The Littlest Master.

He waved that bat around like a light sabre.

The scoreboard was ticking over nicely.

But at the other end, batsmen were falling like flies ...
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Well, it's nice that the feam agreed with me for once.

We needed five runs to draw, six runs to win.
There were six balls left.

Unfortunately, I was at the batting end.
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I understood what Hari wanted. If I got a single,
he would bat, get the six and we would win.

If I got out, we would lose.
If I didn't score any runs, we would lose.

No pressurelll

89



WGy Fifth ball: T missed it.

90



Just one more ball.

I had to score a six nhow to win
the game.

NO CHANCE.

The Littlest Master was
leaning on his bat looking
depressed.

After the game, I'm going to go looking for my
real parents.
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The bowler came running in.
I swung the bat as if my life depended on it.

(Maybe it did, you .
should have seen
Coach's face when
I missed the first
five balls.)

I heard the beautiful sound of leather on willow.

Everyone looked in the air.

. 5
Ll SIS

o A
) fl"ilL i) hﬁl y S, I

Was it a four?

WAS IT A SIX?



where's the bajf?>
WHERE'S THE BALL?? 2

T looked down. Hari was right. I must have caught an
inside edge and the ball had flown into my POCKET.

I reached down ...

That's right — if I handled the ball, T was out.
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The other team had figured out where the ball was.
They were starting to walk towards me.

Once they got their hands on the ball, that was it.
Game over.

I heard Spot. He probably thought I was in danger
from all those fielders.

I remembered how Spot had scored a SIX for the
other team during training.

He'd carried the ball over the boundary ...
He'd carried the BALL over the BOUNDARY!

THE BALL

D
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I ran for the boundary.

The ball was still in my

The crowd was screaming.
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I jinked from side to side.

The other team was blocking my way.

I spotted a gap.

Dived for the line.
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The ball trickled out of my pocket.

We won the game by one run.

Thanks to Spot.
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Maybe I'm not adopted, after all.

Unfortunately, now that I've scored the winning
runs, Dad will probably make me play cricket for
the rest of my life ...

" crckef 45 hot yhur Game.
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