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To my grandfather Samuel Lazarus,
who took me to Lord’s to see Compton and Edrich,
and to my grandson Jordan Urban,
whom sixty years later I took to see KP.




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


...The fielders draw long shadows
Through an evening clear and high.
Too soon into the pavilion
Players, umpires and I:
May there be cricket always
In the Long Room in the sky.


Brian Levison, ‘Timeless Test’
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ONE LEARNS WITH experience, unfortunately, that the greatest of men have feet of clay. It is a shame, because we like our heroes, our icons, our role models.


Large sections of the modern media rely on celebrities to appeal to a mass market, and there is probably a childish gene in most of us that craves fame and the privileges it brings. Those who achieve celebrity by whatever means, however – some through ambition and hard work, others by polishing divinely bestowed talent, a few by natural physical beauty and a willingness to exploit it, a few more through sheer notoriety – soon learn that to be famous is a mixed blessing.


It requires a responsibility which proves too much for some. For an unfortunate few it brings loss of privacy, and in politics and sport in particular even the worthiest of the mighty tend to fall sooner or later. So we do well sometimes to remember and dwell upon not the infamous, but the unfamous; not the well documented, but the often unconsidered. ‘Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest, some Cromwell guiltless of his country’s blood.’


This is a refreshing collection of writings on cricket not because it neglects to praise some of the famous men and women of the game – it does – but because it concentrates more on what some of the earlier anthologists referred to, in deference to the most assiduous of early cricket researchers, F. S. Ashley-Cooper, as the highways and byways.


Most of us know something about Alastair Cook or Sachin Tendulkar or Don Bradman but I dare say that no one will be aware until he or she delves into the pages that follow that Frederik Ferslev is truly one of the unsung heroes of cricket, a Dane who worked with extraordinary determination during the Second World War to find a means of making new bats to keep the game going under German occupation in a country that has never been especially associated with bats and balls.


We could not play or watch cricket without ‘quilt binders and pod shavers’, groundsmen and rollers, umpires and scorers, stumps and bails, pads and gloves, captains and coins, boundaries and (well, in my day at least) bars. Where better to mix warmly with opponents, discuss the Test team, revel in a successful day or forget a bad one?


Even the great had bad ones. I was surprised to read W. G. Grace, the Great Cricketer, admitting that in 1859, albeit at the age of only eleven, he played eleven innings for the West Gloucestershire Club that produced twelve runs. Less so that Rachael Heyhoe Flint (now the Baroness) made ‘about 380 not out’ in the garden against her elder brother and his friends, or to be reminded that Alfred Shaw took 13 for 11 against 22 of Wellington on the 1877 tour of New Zealand.


There is humour in the ensuing pages: Raymond Robertson-Glasgow on Somerset’s gateman; Alan Gibson on the travelling that overshadowed the joys of reporting county cricket; or Mike Brearley on why Bob Barber summoned him on to the field with a fresh pair of gloves. There is drama – Frank Tyson describing his greatest day, Angus Fraser recalling Lara’s 375 out of 593 – and poignancy: Graeme Fowler reflecting on the professional’s need on tour to ‘catch your emotions, bottle them and throw away the bottle’.


About the only pleasure missing is poetry, which is noble of an editor who has won prizes for his own work in this field. But good writing was his sine qua non, and there is plenty of that. Dudley Carew, to give but two examples from the same piece: ‘Hobbs played his innings as an actor plays a part in a play he has written himself’; and ‘Sandham . . . works in cool monotones, never attempting the heroic, but seeing that everything he does is in perfect taste.’


Cricket, as Sam Johnson might have averred, has all that life affords. Almost every aspect is touched upon in this delightful collection. It is the product of wide reading, deep interest and a versatile mind.


Christopher Martin-Jenkins





Introduction
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IN A WAY, a cricket match at whatever level is a minor miracle given the many things that have to come together for it to take place.


This book takes a different approach from many other cricket anthologies. While it is a selection of high-quality writing, it also has an underlying theme: all the activities that take place in order for a day’s play simply to happen. This provides scope for writing not often found in anthologies, about spectators, umpires, groundsmen, scorers, players (famous and unknown), travel arrangements (home and overseas from club to international level), venues, equipment, the life of cricketers off the field as well as on, some of the less savoury aspects of the game, and how the love of cricket so often has its roots in childhood. And, of course, there is the excitement of the cricket itself, its great games and its greatest players.


Contributors range from the best-known names, such as John Arlott, Neville Cardus, C. L. R. James and E. V. Lucas, to contemporary figures like Marcus Trescothick, writing about his introduction to cricket at the age of three; Angus Fraser, thrilled to meet Nelson Mandela; Phil Tufnell, shanghaied by Mike Gatting; Rachael Heyhoe Flint, on being the first woman to step on to the Lord’s ground as a player; Harry Pearson, Graeme Fowler, David Frith and many more. From a century and more ago come the words of John Nyren, C. B. Fry, F. S. Ashley-Cooper, Alfred Shaw, Nicholas Felix, James Pycroft, H. T. Waghorn, Richard Daft and W. G. Grace.


Entertaining writers who may have fallen a little from public notice are also included, such as Alan Gibson, Dudley Carew, Vernon Coleman, Alec Waugh and Robert Lynd. You might not expect to find the old Essex cricketer Dickie Dodds in these pages but he has much of interest to say about the life of the county circuit professional cricketer who never quite makes it to the top level. And there are vignettes, some unexpectedly moving, such as Mrs W. G. Grace weeping at the Oxford–Cambridge match.


It seemed right to start with the basics – what is cricket? According to J. N. Crawford, it is ‘A Thoroughly Anglo-Saxon Institution’, though claims by the Egyptians, Scandinavians and others are not ignored. ‘Start of Play’ shows that for W. G. Grace, Marcus Trescothick, Rachael Heyhoe Flint and others the passion for cricket strikes early and is enduring. Finding a playing area, from Lord’s to a clearing in the Malaysian jungle, is a matter of urgency (‘Let’s Play Here’); as is acquiring bats, ball and stumps, and the proper outfit (‘The Tools of the Trade’). ‘Getting There’ deals with the sometimes difficult business for both spectators and players of travel; ‘On Tour’ gives us a taste of another side of this experience. Meanwhile the groundsman has been hard at work, and ‘Pitch and Toss’ covers the two factors which perhaps most affect a game’s outcome.


Those who have never been good enough to play for a living imagine that it must be the ideal occupation. ‘The Professional Life’ shows something of what it’s like behind the scenes for the players, as does ‘The Men in White Coats’ for the umpires, ‘Keeping Count’ for the scorers, and ‘It’s Not Cricket’ for aspects of the game that challenge the boundary between fair and unfair play.


But it is the cricket itself and the outstanding players and their achievements around which the game centres. ‘Heroes’ and ‘More Heroes’ feature the greats of the long and recent past involved in some of their most famous exploits, sometimes in their own words (Giffen, Botham, Tyson), sometimes in the words of those who played alongside them (Dick Lilley on W. G. Grace and Ranjitsinhji; Fred Root on Larwood; John Nyren on Noah Mann), and sometimes in the words of a beguiled but knowledgeable reporter (C. L. R. James on the overlooked West Indian wicketkeeper Piggott; Dudley Carew on Hobbs; R. L. Hodgson on Spofforth; R. C. Robertson-Glasgow on Wally Hammond; Dudley Doust on Derek Randall).


There is a facet of cricket which is perhaps best caught by the phrase Angus Fraser used to describe meeting Nelson Mandela: ‘One of Life’s Best Experiences’. That an adult such as Fraser or Tyson can articulate the feeling is not surprising, but, as Toby Pullan shows, a fifteen-year-old can do so too.


‘What to Do While Watching Cricket’ is for those occasions when the mind wanders during the day’s play. Drinks, Lunch and Tea intervals have been thoughtfully catered for with shorter pieces. If you are not at the ground, a radio will keep you in touch with the action (‘So Over to the Cricket at . . .’). ‘Extras’ are excerpts that did not fit neatly into any of the above categories but which were too good to leave out.


The distinguished mathematician G. H. Hardy is reported to have said on his death-bed, ‘If I knew that I was going to die today, I think I should still want to hear the cricket scores.’ There are probably many cricket-lovers who would say the same. ‘The Long Room in the Sky’ and ‘The Last Over’ both deal in their own way with close of play.


Selections range from the mid-eighteenth century right up to the present day. I have tried to represent names familiar from other anthologies with less well-known pieces. I hope there are writers here who will be discovered and enjoyed for the first time. The omission of fiction and poetry is deliberate.


I would particularly like to thank Jill Haas, Andrew Ward, Matthew Levison and Derek Barnard for giving very generously of their time, help and advice. I would also like to thank Neil Robinson, Librarian at Lord’s, Jo Miller, Librarian at The Kia Oval Library, the ever-helpful staff at the Bodleian Library for their assistance, and Dan Balado-Lopez.


Brian Levison, Oxford
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‘A THOROUGHLY ANGLO - SAXON
INSTITUTION’
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The Evolution of Cricket
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J. N. CRAWFORD


J. N. (Jack) Crawford (Surrey and England) first played for England in 1906 aged only nineteen. From The Practical Cricketer, published just three years later.


[image: image]


EVER SINCE WE as a nation became distinctly English we have played cricket, if not exactly in the form we know to-day. The precise origin of the game is lost in antiquity, and the fact that the sport has stood the test of the intervening centuries is a very tangible proof of its usefulness and favour. As a patriotic Britisher, I take little account of the traces which assign the genesis of cricket to Rome, Greece, and even Persia. Those peoples of the long-ago doubtless had some sort of ball game, and it is likely enough that ball games in general had a more or less common beginning. Cricket, in the strict sense, I believe to be a thoroughly Anglo-Saxon institution.


There are several references to the game being played in mediaeval times. Chaucer has an allusion to it, though even the charm of his masterpiece cannot induce me to wade through ‘The Canterbury Tales’ to locate the place. An ingenious writer in the Gentleman’s Magazine for March 6th, 1788, construed an entry in the household account of Edward I as representing a cricket allowance for his son, Prince Edward, from the use, among the games detailed, of the word creag, presumably a variant of the Saxon cricce, a wooden club, of which the modern term Cricket is deemed to be a derivative. The implements at this time appear to have been of a very primitive character, with a two-stump wicket bearing some resemblance to a dwarf goal-post.


In the Bodleian Library, at Oxford, there is, as Joseph Strutt notes in his ‘Sports and Pastimes’, an MS., dated 1344, ‘which represents the figure of a monk in the act of bowling a ball to another, who elevates a straight bat to strike it; behind the bowler are several figures waiting to stop or catch the ball, their attitudes grotesquely eager for a “chance”. The game is called “club-ball”, but the score is made by hitting and running as in cricket.’


So things went on until in the eighteenth century we see the game definitely evolving towards the form it now takes. Apparently it throve most in the Home Counties, and in 1744 Kent beat All England. The game was spreading apace by this time, and it became quite fashionable for gentlemen, noblemen, and even Royalty to play for large wagers, so much so that in 1748 a test case was brought, but the Court of King’s Bench decided that the practice was not illegal.


In 1750 the famous Hambledon Club, which included professionals, was formed, the first regular institution of the kind on record. Last season a celebration match was played at the old Hants village. Hambledon played All England annually, and nearly always won. In the match played in 1777, when Aylward, the Hambledon player, scored 167, probably a record innings then, three stumps were used for the first time.


The Hambledon Club gradually declined, and in 1789 the world-famous Marylebone Cricket Club was formed, the ground-man, Thos. Lord, securing a lease from the Duke of Dorset in the district from which the club takes its name. When the lease expired the club moved, after a short interval, to its present quarters at St. John’s Wood, still named Lord’s, after its superintendent. By the time the nineteenth century dawned the game was played by a number of counties, clubs, improvised teams, and schools, besides being seen on village greens all over the country. Single-wicket matches also had a considerable vogue.


In 1827 Lillywhite, the famous Sussex bowler of that day, caused a sensation by introducing overhand (really round-arm) bowling, which staggered the opposing teams, and met with a protest as being unfair, all bowling having hitherto been ‘the graceful underhand of the old school’. A good many county matches were played, although a regular championship was not constituted till a good many years later. The Surrey County Club was founded in 1845, and, having been granted a favourable lease of Kennington Oval by the Duchy of Cornwall, soon obtained a position of eminence in the cricket world.


In 1866 W. G. Grace burst upon the scene, and created a remarkable impression from the first. The development of the modern system has been too complex for a hard-and-fast date to be assigned; it is the outgrowth of accumulated improvements rather than of sudden transformation. In a wide sense, however, it may be dated from ‘W. G.’s’ appearance. The top hat on the cricket field and side wagers have receded from view, overhand bowling proper becomes established (although ‘W. G.’ worked havoc with the round-arm variety), we become accustomed to billiard-table wickets, delicate strokes like the late cut are more cultivated, the arrangement of the field is revised, including the disappearance of long-stop, the county championship is a fixed institution, countless clubs, composed of all ages and all classes, spring up all over the country, and teams tour every part of the globe where English-speaking communities abide, even carrying the bat and stumps into alien lands.



A Girdle Round the Earth
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F. S. ASHLEY-COOPER


F. S. Ashley-Cooper was a cricket historian and statistician.


From Cricket Highways and Byways (1927).
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DETAILS OF THE beginnings of cricket in France are lost in the mists of antiquity, for it can be said, as of many other countries, that the game was played there before details were published. Yet we know that as early as 1777 Boydell issued an engraving showing a match in progress at Belle Isle, and that within the next decade it was only the outbreak of the French Revolution which prevented the Surrey team, on the suggestion of the Duke of Dorset, then our Ambassador in Paris, going over to show the game in the Bois de Boulogne. The eleven, in fact, had journeyed as far as Dover – Yalden, the wicketkeeper, had been chosen captain – when, most unexpectedly, it was met by the Duke, who was flying before the coming storm. Soon after the Napoleonic wars the game took firm root in the country, owing largely to the presence of lace-workers from Nottingham, and before the middle of the last century clubs existed, if they did not actually flourish, at Dieppe, Calais, Boulogne, Bordeaux, St. Servan, Paris, St. Omer, and other places. Tom Creevey, writing in his Journal under date ‘Cambrai, July 16, 1818’, tells how, ‘To-day I rode to see a cricket match between the officers near the town, and presently the Duke of Wellington rode there likewise, accompanied by Mrs. Hervey and Miss Caton . . . He asked me to dine with him that day, but I was engaged to the officers who were playing the match.’ As early as 1833 St. Omer met Boulogne three times, the former team including Mr. Wettenhall, senior, aged sixty-two, four of his sons and a grandson. Messrs. Woodbridge and Charles Beauclerk, both well known at Lord’s, were supporters of the St. Omer Cricket Club, whose ground was described as ‘an open plain, a fine sward, on a free-stone bottom, which makes it peculiarly elastic’. It was, therefore, evidently superior to that at Boulogne, which was stated to be ‘a meadow, which was cropped last year’. In 1840 home-and-home matches were played between Calais and the River Cricket Club, of Dover, ‘after being three years on the tapis’, and five years later a good cricket ground was formed at the residence of Mr. N. Johnstone, at Lescure, Bordeaux. At the last-mentioned place the game flourished so well that during the first season about forty members, a third of whom were French, were enrolled. An impetus to the game across the Channel was given by occasional visits of teams from Nottingham, and respecting one of these events – in 1846 – the late Dean Hole wrote:


That England has no rival


Well know the trembling pack,


Whom Charley Brown by Calais town


Bowl’d out behind his back,


the said Brown possessing the genius of being able to deliver the ball at a good pace round his back with astonishing precision.


Since those far-distant days several well-known clubs, including M.C.C. and Butterflies, have played in France, and such events have almost invariably been productive of curious comments from the locals, whose views were, to say the least, generally original. Thus, when the M.C.C. were in Paris in 1867, a Frenchman remarked to ‘Bob’ FitzGerald: ‘It is a truly magnificent game, but I cannot understand why you do not engage a servant to field for you instead of having so much running about to do yourself.’ And in a report of the play it was recorded: ‘The bowler, grasping the ball in the right hand, watches for the favourable moment when the attention of the batsman is distracted, and then launches it at him with incredible force; the batsman, however, is on the alert; he strikes it to an enormous height, and immediately runs.’ This quaint view of things recalls the fact that, whilst the Emperor (Napoleon III), Empress and Prince Imperial were watching a match between Bickley Park and Beckenham, long-on brought off a difficult and spectacular catch. A minute or so later a gentleman-in-waiting, hat in hand, approached the successful fieldsman with a message from the Emperor, thanking him very much for his performance, and asking him to do it again. On another occasion the Emperor asked whether a certain West Kent match was being played for money, and Frederick Edlmann answered in his most dignified manner, ‘No, sire; for honour.’ At least once, however, the same Napoleon proved a good friend to cricketers. He had visited the Paris Cricket Club, and had the game explained to him, and this circumstance saved the club, for a few days afterwards an old Oxford man, while making a run, tripped, fell and broke his arm. The matter was at once reported to the police, and the club was about to be suppressed as dangerous, when an appeal to the Emperor prevented so dire a calamity.


Reference to the Paris Cricket Club recalls that, in 1865, there was published a handbook of twenty-four pages entitled, La Clef Du Cricket; ou Courte Explication De La Marche et Des Principales Règles De Ce Jeu. Par An Old Stump, M.P.C.C. It dealt with cricket generally, and gave the twenty rules of the Paris Cricket Club.


The Club was formed in July 1863, and among its early Presidents were the Duke of Edinburgh and the Duc d’Aumale. In 1865 it presented to the Prince Imperial an outfit consisting of two bats, two sets of stumps (silver mounted, with ebony bails), two balls, pads, gloves and spiked boots; also a treatise on the game. The articles were enclosed in a handsome and massive mahogany case lined with green velvet, and on the lid of which was an engraved silver plate bearing the inscription, ‘A son Altesse Impériale, Monseigneur le Prince Impérial.’ The gift called forth the following acknowledgement to M. Drouyn de l’Huys, the Club’s President:


Tuileries, June 1, 1865.


Sir,—The foundation of a cricket club cannot fail to promote the development of the public health, if the practice of the game should become as general as I desire, and as your efforts give reason to hope. I heartily applaud this institution, and accept with pleasure the implements of the game which you have had the kindness to offer to the Prince Imperial. You are well aware, Sir, of my sentiments of high esteem and goodwill for yourself.


Eugénie.


At the same time the Prince forwarded two thousand francs to the Club as a mark of the interest he took in its welfare, and in the following year, when he became a member, promised to subscribe one hundred francs annually.


The Emperor, when he visited the ground in 1865, confessed, ‘Je n’y comprends rien du tout.’ The Empress rejoined in English: ‘I understand a great deal, and I hope that next year the little Prince will have learnt this interesting game.’ Despite his ignorance of the finer points of cricket, His Majesty proved a good friend to the Club, and before the commencement of the season of 1867 granted it an important concession by giving it permission, through the Prefect of the Seine, to enclose and level its ground in the Bois de Boulogne.


The unconscious humour of which the French mind has proved so prolific was never more in evidence than in a ‘Guide’, in which, by means of a conversation, an attempt was made to explain the intricacies of the game:


‘Let us, then, observe the cricket game, my dear Gaston.’


‘But, my dear Henri, the cricket game I do not understand.’


‘Eh, bien, here is the tram; let us seat ourselves, and as we go I explain. There are eleven men on each side, two umpires, two wickets, a ball, and some guards, since the ball is very hard. A player stands at the wickets, and, behold, one hurls down at him the ball, the no-ball, the wide ball, the leg-break, the googly, the head-break, the rapid, the very slow. C’est terrible! Mon Dieu, you will admire! The batter, who has a flat club, makes the strokes – the on-drive, the off-drive, the back-cut, the upper-cut, the leg-pull and the left hook, strokes of a skill incroyable. The crowd cries “Brava!” like M. le Professeur Hall at the Opera. But, alas! The batter misses the ball; the wicket is knocked down. One cries “How out?” and the umpire nods the head. Thereupon the batter retires, and they place upon the board his score and the letters l b w. Sometimes the umpire cries “Over!” and all walk over to the other side for the sake of exercise. The game, Gaston, is of great simplicity. And – I almost forget – wearied by the continual striking of the ball, the batters, too, for the purpose of recuperation, run swiftly up and down between the wickets.’


‘It seems very dangerous, Henri.’


‘True! For me, I would rather exercise myself with diabolo or dominoes.’
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How It Started
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P. C. G. LABOUCHERE, T. A. J. PROVIS AND PETER S. HARGREAVES


After failing to find the origins of cricket in Romania, Holland and Germany, the authors follow a line of inquiry further north.


From The Story of Continental Cricket (1969), with a foreword by Colin Cowdrey.
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THE GAME OF cricket is played by the local inhabitants in only a very few places in Europe proper: in Holland and Denmark (the main centres), Malta and Corfu – and the thought of Corfu led us naturally to Greece and to Homer. Homer had little to say about ball games, mentioning them only once, in the story of Odysseus meeting with the princess, Nausikaa. Nausikaa played them herself, and we read of how she threw the ball at one of her maidens, and of how, missing the girl, the ball disappeared into the whirling waters from where it could not be recovered – ‘wild return’, ‘overthrow’, ‘faulty backing up’ and ‘lost ball’, all in one incident! Nausikaa’s father, King Alkinoos, held a Games in honour of Odysseus, and for use at this meeting a ball was made ‘of purple’ by one Polybos. The colour was nearly right for a cricket ball. It is possible that these ball games were part of religious ceremonies peculiar to this island, and if it was in truth Corfu, then the taking up of the game of cricket by the inhabitants of that island might be explained as the forces of an ancient tradition in their history working on them to create a racial predisposition for ball games. But Homer has told us that Nausikaa’s island was ‘at the edge of the world’, and Corfu could only be said to be this if Greece was the blind poet’s entire world.


All the trails seemed cold, with the exception of the old Finnish game ‘kurra’. We filed this game, played by ‘the Seven Brothers’, for future reference, and decided to make a fresh start, this time approaching our subject through the etymology of the word ‘cricket’. The Concise Oxford Dictionary gave us: ‘Cricket: etym. dub.; OF has criquet, a game, (also) a stick to aim at.’ It might be thought that there was little here to work on, but our determination not to accept any authority without critical examination came to our aid, and this definition immediately supplied us with a lead.


‘OF has criquet’. How could this interesting word have found its way into the French language? – for it did suggest a gallicization of a word borrowed from some other tongue. The Reverend James Pycroft, in his classic work, The Cricket Field, had relied to some extent on an etymological approach in his paragraphs of speculation on the name of the game. He had traced it back to an earlier game called ‘creag’, and to a derivation from the Saxon word ‘cricce’. Pycroft was on the right track, obviously, but did he go far enough north? We continued onwards past North Germany to Scandinavia to find what we submit here to be another likely – perhaps more likely – root in the Danish ‘krøget’, a dialect word derived from the Old Norse ‘kraekr’ which itself was an ablaut of Old Norse ‘krókr’. Every Scandinavian authority has agreed that ‘krókr’ was the original root word from which the English ‘crook’ – as used by a shepherd – was descended. This was by no means out of place, for it has been propounded that cricket was a game first played by shepherds using the crook as a bat, and this theory is not without its supporters. The crook would indeed be an admirable instrument for playing balls bowled along the ground.


The English words ‘croquet’ and ‘crochet’ are also derived from the French, and there can be little doubt that both these and ‘criquet’ are derived from the same root. Following the theory of its derivation from the Nordic languages, it is possible that the root word of ‘criquet’ was taken to France by the Vikings and is in fact Norman French in origin: its meaning having been perverted to some degree. From France it could have travelled to England, like many another notable, with William the Bastard. If, indeed, the true root word, the Old Norse ‘krókr’, had not already been introduced by the marauding bands of Vikings who first ravaged, and became then absorbed by, the British people long before the time of William and his ‘Frenchified’ Northmen.


In matters of such ancient date which come to us through centuries of misuse and corruption, we can deal only in probabilities, and we now found it probable that the name of the game was of Scandinavian origin.
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Cricket and the Pyramids
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ANONYMOUS


From the anthology The Light Side of Cricket (1898), edited by E. B. V. Christian.
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‘MY PREDECESSORS IN the study of Egyptology,’ said the Professor, ‘have wasted much energy and misdirected much ingenuity in attempts to discover why the Pyramids, those wonders of the world, were erected. With imperfect knowledge this was inevitable. But for us, in this twenty-first century, the riddle is answered, the oracle speaks plainly, the sphinx is no longer dumb. The truth is this: the Pyramids were erected to commemorate the exploits of great cricketers. It would be presumptuous, even with our fuller knowledge, to say that the first great age of cricket was the Egyptian; there may yet be found some record of cricket of a still earlier date. But at least we may say that one of the first brilliant epochs in the history of the game occurred under the third and fourth Egyptian dynasties. Darkness was again to fall upon the earth; the great game, with its gay refinement, its infinite lessons for mankind, its mirth, its joyousness, was to be forgotten; but here at least it flourished. It flourished; and not only as the game of the people, but as the sport of kings. The Memphite monarchs, we know from the records so strangely preserved, were adepts at the great game, and the greatest of all was Khufu, the Cheops of Herodotus, the greatest bat Egypt produced. Now it was Khufu who erected the great Pyramid. Why?


‘Why was the Pyramid of Ghizeh erected? To commemorate the greatest score then known, the finest achievement of even that great sportsman Khufu! We know from his cartouche that he was a great bowler, for a duck and an egg appear there, evidently a suggestion of the fate of his opponents. But as a batsman he was even greater, and his score of 482 was long the record. Now the height of the Pyramid was originally 482 feet. This is more than a coincidence; this is evidence. In the admiration excited by the great score of Khufu the people insisted on commemorating the achievement by erecting this great monument. It is probable that it is erected on the very site of the exploit – probably the match was played on a matting wicket under the very centre of the Pyramid. It was of this innings, which must have lasted many hours, that Leigh Hunt was thinking when in his fine sonnet on The Nile he spoke of the ‘eternal stands’ of the Egyptians. It was here, when stumps were drawn for the day, and the crowd had streamed down to the river and the boats, that the ground man noticed (as Leigh Hunt finely puts it) that


“Then comes a mightier silence, stern and strong,


As of a world left empty of its throng


And the void weighs on us.”


We may, each of us, notice this at night on any of the great cricket grounds now. . . .


‘It is strange,’ continued the Professor, ‘that this, the true explanation of the cause and method of building the Pyramids, was so long ignored. That great man, that mixture of ignorance and inspiration, Napoleon, knew the truth intuitively. “Soldiers,” he cried, when his troops were beneath the shadow of the great monument, “twenty centuries look down upon you.” This was scarcely a figure of speech. The monument of Khufu’s twenty centuries towered above them. One relic of the game as played in Egypt lingers with us still. We all know the Pavilion Cat; happy the batsman who sees that harbinger of good fortune, the black, pavilion cat, as he goes towards the wicket! And in Egypt I need not remind you the cat – because of its association with the game – was honoured as divine. . . .’
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The Dawn of Cricket
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H. T. WAGHORN


H. T. Waghorn was a cricket historian and statistician.


The Dawn of Cricket was published in 1906.
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TO TRACE CRICKET to its commencement seems almost an impossible task, for in spite of much research, it is still unknown when it was first introduced or played. It is generally agreed that England was its birthplace. Kent in early times stood pre-eminent in cricket. Surrey, Sussex and Hampshire followed.


It was between the years 1770 and 1780, that a great and decisive improvement took place, and that cricket first began to assume that skilful and scientific character which it now possesses. The following references to the game have been unearthed, and arranged chronologically.


[. . .] According to the following extract the county of Surrey appears to have been an early home of the game. I find in ‘The History of Guildford’, 1801, is a passage which reads as follows: ‘Anno 40, Eliz. 1598. John Derrick, gent., one of the Queen’s Majestie’s coroners of the county of Surrey, aged fifty-nine, saith this land before mentioned left to John Parvish, inn holder, deceased, that he knew if for 50 yeares or more. It lay waste, and was used and occupied by the inhabitants of Guildford to saw timber in, and for sawpits, and for makings of frames of timber for the said inhabitants. When he was a scholler in the Free School of Guildford, he and several of his fellows did run and play there at crickett and other plaies (games). And also that the same was used for the bating of bears in the said towne, until the said John Parvish did enclose the said parcell of land.’


The word cricket appears in the following work, being about the first time mentioned in any dictionary.


‘A Worlde of Wordes, or most copious and exact dictionarie in Italian and English, collected by J. Florio’. Printed in London, 1598.


‘Sgrillare, to make a noise as a cricket, to play cricket-a-wicket, and be merry.’


In a dictionary of French and English by Randle Cotgrave, 1611, which seems to be the first dictionary giving the word cricket, the following appears: ‘Crosse, f. a crosier, or Bishop’s staffe; also a cricket staff; or the crooked staffe; wherewith boys play at cricket. Crosser – to play at cricket.’


1635–40. In the ‘Life of Thomas Wilson’, Minister of Maidstone, published anonymously in 1672, p. 40, the following is mentioned: ‘Maidstone was formerly a very profane town, inasmuch that I have seen morrice-dancing, cudgle-playing, stool-ball, crickets, and many other sports openly and publicly indulged in on the Lord’s Day.’


The above must have been written some 30 or 40 years before his life was published, as the said Thomas Wilson was born in 1601, and died at or about the age of 52.


He had not been many years at Otham (1635) before the book, commonly called the ‘Book of Sports on the Lord’s Day’, was presented to him, with a command that he should publish it the next Sunday in his church, which he objected to.


1637. ‘Voyages and Travels of the Ambassadors’, by John Davies, 1662, p. 297. ‘They play there also a certain game which the Persians call Kuitskaukan, which is a kind of mall or cricket.’


1653. ‘The Works of Rabelais’ translated by Sir Thomas Urchard (Urquhardt) vol. I. chap. xxii, p. 61: The games of Gargantua. There he played cricket. This being one of the games mentioned. (The ancient way of spelling the word in French is Croyser, the modern Croyzer, which may mean as above for Crosser).


1676. ‘The Diary of Henry Teonge’, 1825, p. 150, (Aleppo Turkey). ‘On May 6, 1676, this morning early (as the custom is all the summer long) at least forty of the English, with his worship the Consull, rode out of the city about four miles to the Greene Platt, a fine valley by the river syde, to recreate themselves, where a princely tent was pitched; and we had several pastimes and sports, as duck-hunting, fishing, shooting, hand-ball, krickett, scrofilo; and then a noble dinner brought thither, with greate plenty of all sorts of wines, and lemonade, and at six we returned home in good order, but soundly tired and weary.’


[. . .] The earliest mention of the game of cricket, which I am able to trace in any newspaper are the following notices: ‘The Post Boy’, March 28 to 30, 1700. ‘These are to inform Gentlemen, or others, who delight in Cricket-playing. That a match at Cricket, of 10 Gentlemen on each side, will be Play’d on Clapham-Common near Fox-Hall, on Easter-Monday next; for £10 a Head each Game, (five being design’d) and £20 the Odd one.’ ‘The Postman’, April 3–5, 1705: ‘This is to give notice to any person whatsoever, that they do not presume to play at foot-ball, or cricket, or any other sport or pastime whatsoever, on Walworth Common, without lease of the Lords of that Manor, or their Bayliff, Henry Morris, as they will answer the same when they are sued at Law for so doing.’


[. . .] The earliest cricket in America appears to be, New York, May 6, 1751. ‘Last Monday, a match of cricket was played on our Common, for a considerable wager, by eleven Londoners against eleven New Yorkers. The game was played according to the London method, and those who got most notches in two hands to be the winners. The New Yorkers went in and got 81; then the Londoners went in and got but 43; then the New Yorkers went in again and got 86; and the Londoners finished the game with only getting 37 more, leaving the New Yorkers victorious by 87 notches.’


The first account of cricket in India is the following extract from ‘The Madras Courier’, February 23, 1792: ‘The Calcutta Club have challenged the gentlemen of Barrackpore, and Dum-Dum. They were to meet for a trial of their skill in the manly exercise of cricket, in the Second Week of February, on the Esplanade, Fort William, Calcutta.’


‘The above contest was to be happily followed by a plentiful dinner, when both parties might try their ability in another way.’


The first recorded cricket in the Arctic Regions:-


‘March 23, 1823. – The weather was so pleasant, and the temperature in the Sun so comfortable to the feelings when a shelter could be found from the wind, that we set up various games for the people, such as cricket, foot-ball and quoits, which several of them played for many hours during the day.’
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A Cricketer’s Notebook
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CHARLES BOX


From the preface of A Cricketer’s Notebook (1881).
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OF LATE OUR much-beloved old game of cricket has grown wonderfully in the public estimation in all lands where the English language is spoken.


When I was a boy, some seventy years ago, its greatest matches were rarely noticed in the newspapers of the day. When they did appear a few lines only were given to them, whereas now their celebrations occupy almost whole columns in all the leading daily news, and they are described with as much precision as the grand reviews of our troops, and a field-day of cricket excites as much attraction as a field-day of military manoeuvres. As a science, its rules and laws are now as well established as those of the game of chess, and the former requires as much exercise of the body as the latter does of the mind.


It is somewhat extraordinary that our volatile friends on the Continent take no notice of them, and that their sons know so little of the game; indeed, both the French and German youth have no games whatever that make any approach to it in wholesome exercise of the limbs and body, and the muscles of its limbs. In all my ramblings abroad in many lands I never saw any games whatever with bat and ball. Not even with trap-bat could I learn they were conversant. Beyond the soldiering of one and the gymnastics of the other I never could learn that they had any manual exercise whatever.


Only where the English language is spoken by Englishmen is its name celebrated; but our American brethren have no notion or aptitude of it. Yet our Australian brothers are the smartest and finest cricketers in the world, and we and they make no concern of the thousands of miles between us to enjoy the pleasure and hard work of a challenge.


‘What great effects from trivial causes spring.’ It is easy to be discerned how much the practice of this game has contributed to the formation of the manly character of Englishmen. I remember being on the grounds of the Chatham Lines when the Emperor Nicholas, one of the former Emperors of Russia, with Colonel Paisley and some soldier boys (drummers and others), witnessed a game of cricket, which he had never seen before, but had a great desire to see, from what he heard of it as a national game. Taking up the ball, which had fallen near him, he handled it and felt it and weighed it, and then said to the colonel, ‘I don’t wonder at the courage of you English, when you teach your children to play with cannon balls.’


The former Sultan of the Turks once saw some English officers playing the game. After it was over, ‘Wonderful, wonderful,’ said he, ‘what exertion the game requires; but why don’t you make your servants do all this?’


I am told the game was once witnessed by some Chinese, who seemed to admire it greatly. After a few weeks the same party was invited to see a cricket match by some Chinese, who in the interval they were told had learnt it. It is well known what great imitators are the Chinese, and not much surprise was occasioned by it. The ground in the neighbourhood of Shanghai was chosen, bats, ball, and stumps were provided, but not all were disposed of to the players for preparation. Some of the English residents were much interested. They came, they said, to see how many runs they would make, for they had never seen a Chinaman run in their lives. When the game began all the fielders were gathered together in a lump, and the gabble was deafening. The bowler gave his first bowl. When the ball was thrown a long string was attached to it, the end of which was secured to the bowler’s thumb. Of course the ball could only traverse the length of the string, thereby avoiding the necessity of any long fielder, and only two runs in all the play were accomplished. The English laugh became unlimited, but the poor Chinese looked much abashed and foolish, for they evidently expected to be praised for their ingenuity in saving bodily exertion.
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My Consulate in Samoa
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W. B. CHURCHWARD


W. B. Churchward was British consul in Samoa from 1881 to 1884.


He wrote the account of his time there in 1887.
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FOR THE FIRST two years of my stay in Samoa, neither I nor any of the few British residents could ever persuade one single Samoan to join in our cricket, although their congeners, the Tongan residents in the group, were always ready for a game.


In Tonga the game was adopted so strongly, to the neglect of all domestic pursuits, that a law had to be passed to prevent their playing for more than one day a week. All at once the village of Apia Samoa was seized with a most frantic desire to fathom the mysteries of the game, and to become proficient in its practice; owing, it appeared, to some discussion the Samoan inhabitants had had with some Tongans who had twitted them on the subject of their ignorance of so grand an amusement.


A deputation attended on the Judge, a Britisher, and myself, requesting us to instruct them in the strict ‘Fa’a Peritania’ – British manner – of playing cricket, for that was the version they wanted to learn, and not the ‘Fa’a Tonga’ – Tongan – one. They explained that as it was a British sport, we as British were likely to know more about it than the Tongans, and they thought that we could teach them in such a way that they might be able to beat these boasting men. We accordingly took them in hand, and soon succeeded in instilling the initial idea into their heads.


For a time all went on very smoothly, but the quiet and serious English style did not suit them long. One by one, innovations of their own and Tongan manufacture crept into the game, until soon nothing remained of cricket, pur et simple, but the practice of one man bowling a ball to another man trying to hit it. All the rest of the proceedings were purely of their own manufacture. However, this Samoan cricket found great favour all round, giving as it did in its improved form the excuse, always welcome, and never rejected, for feasting and parade, so dear to all Samoans. Soon all the neighbouring towns were playing, and cricket at last becoming quite an epidemic, it not only took possession of the island of its origin, Upolu, but crossing the straits on both sides, spread all over Tutuila and Savaii, until the whole group was infected with it. Age, sex and dignity alike fell under its influence, until at last there was not a village in which it was not vigorously practised to such a degree as to seriously interfere with domestic affairs.


The Germans were loud in their condemnation of cricket, seeing in it, quite irrespective of probable reduced supply of native produce for them to deal in, an inclination to favour things British, which it always was their studied practice to condemn and underrate, to the glorification of their own importance; and although they could not effect a cure in the provinces, they did succeed in putting such restrictions on the game in the municipality of Apia, that in the most popular play-places it was rendered impossible to carry it on. It was restricted on account of its danger, one ball having gone near to a woman in the course of over a year’s play. I don’t mean for one moment to say that these lunatics did not carry their frenzy to a somewhat hurtful extreme, but I am sure that the only damage done was to themselves; for I maintain that if they had never thought of cricket they would not have made an ounce more copra than they did. I also know that a very large amount of money must have passed into the hands of the store-keepers for cricket material and dresses, a different style of which they had new for nearly every match. These being the facts, the reason for so much Teutonic opposition must be sought elsewhere.


The processions on match-days are fearful and wonderful to behold. Headed by their Faamasinos, or judges, as they term their umpires, to the dulcet strains of the penny whistle and drum, banners flaunting gaily on the breeze, dressed up in the latest novelty specially designed for the purpose – most likely gone tick for at their pet store – bewreathed and begarlanded to an outrageous extent, the players in single file march through the town in swaggering military order. Each one is armed with his bat, shouldering it as though ’twere a war-club, and, at the word of command from their officers, goes through an entire special manual exercise whilst en route to the field. These officers are generally dressed in full naval uniform, with swords and cocked-hats complete, and are continuously running up and down the ranks, keeping their men in place and showing them off to the fullest extent in their power.


Following them close up will be the non-effective brigade, consisting of the women and children belonging to the doughty cricketers, also in gala dress, and carrying with them large quantities of eatables and drinkables for the refreshment of their relations about to do battle for the credit of the village they belong to.


It was the invariable practice of the Apia men on turning out for a match to halt in front of my Consulate, and drawn up in line receive word of command, ‘Salute the British Consul!’ whereupon the whole line would perform a studied exercise with their bats and arms, equivalent in signification, I suppose, to the ‘present’, whilst the band, with the colours in front of them, performed a duet for my benefit. They would then form up again in single file, and move off to their game.


This again roused the jealous suspicions of the Germans; for this compliment was never extended to anyone else but the Municipal Magistrate – who was a Britisher – and the one to whom they chiefly owed whatever they knew about cricket.


Their antics in the field beggar description. Each different club would have a distinct method of expressing its joy at the dismissal of an adversary from the wickets; some of them, of a most elaborate nature, must have taken much careful drilling in private to ensure such perfect performance in public.


The conventional number of eleven is thoroughly put on one side. It is nothing unusual to see thirty or forty opposed to one another, and I have known them to play as many as two hundred odd a side. The fact is, that these matches are of one town against another, in which all insist upon taking a hand. These huge meetings, as may be readily imagined, last a week or more, junketing going on the whole time, and generally wind up with a big feast.


Once, during a time of trouble, cricket assumed a political importance, by the aid of which the natives hoped to tide over a dangerous time until their expected relief arrived in the shape of British annexation, to put them out of their misery. They had officially written to England offering their country, and then, to avoid all further complications or roughly exacted explanations, they determined to start a cricket match of such stupendous proportions that it would last until they got an answer from home; during which time they considered that, being engaged in playing, they had a valid excuse for not taking notice of any business that might unpleasantly crop up. In fact, the entire Government was playing cricket, and could not be disturbed.


The game began, but I don’t know whether it was ever finished or not. Anyhow, I don’t think it had any particular effect upon the usual run of politics; but I do know that their letter to England never was answered. Shortly after this incident the Germans were very much down upon the natives, finding fault with everything they did, and continually informing them that their insignificant little group was insulting the great German Empire; and they eventually forbade the King, under dire penalties, to play the game called ‘cricket’ at his seat of government.


Another instance of cricket entering within the sphere of politics occurred somewhere about the middle of 1885. It was at the time that the rebel King was at Leulumoega, talking rather loudly about war upon Malietoa, who, out of regard for his promises to the foreign Powers not to begin war, was very loth to take extreme measures; and, in consequence, had incurred the displeasure of some of the principal chiefs, amongst whom were many Apia men.


About this time Apia was due to play a cricket match at Iva, a district in the neighbouring island of Savaii; and with this proclaimed intention, to the number of about two hundred, they embarked in their boats one fine morning and set off. No one had the smallest idea but that it was the peaceful expedition it was stated to be, and having been a well-known arrangement previous to political matters assuming an ugly look, no suspicion whatever was engendered.


Nothing more dangerous than cricket-bats and balls were seen going on board; but I am afraid that if the mats had been lifted, it would have been found that for every bat there was an accompanying Snider or Winchester rifle, and that balls of not quite so harmless a nature formed the principal part of the ballast.


It turned out afterwards that secret messengers had been sent out some days before to the Iva people and others, informing them of the scheme, which was – without the King’s knowledge, under the pretence of playing cricket – to assemble as great a number as possible, make a sudden descent upon the rebel stronghold, and put an end to the disturbance at one stroke.


It was hoped, and, indeed, to the last moment seemed probable, that neither the enemy nor the King would think that there was anything more deadly in the wind than the accustomed innocent cricket, and week or so of feasting.


Everything prospered well for the scheme. Whilst the juniors, to keep up appearances and to lull suspicions, were steadily playing, the old warriors were arranging all details for the raid. Everything was complete; but, as is usual in all things Samoan, no secret can be long kept, and the very night that the purpose was to have been put into action, a messenger from the King arrived forbidding it.


Within the last six months of my stay in Samoa, the cricket rage weakened very considerably in Apia and its vicinity, owing to a new craze seizing upon all, both young and old alike.


On the arrival of Woodyear’s Electric Circus, the entire population went mad for it.
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START OF PLAY
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Bangers and Bats
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MARCUS TRESCOTHICK


Marcus Trescothick made his debut for Somerset in 1993 and played seventy-six Tests for England between 2000 and 2006. From Coming Back to Me (2008).
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YOU’VE HEARD OF people who eat, drink, sleep and dream cricket. For a large part of my life, that was me.


My earliest memories are not of teddy-bears, bows and arrows, mud pies  or ray-guns, but of bats and balls, and mainly bats. I can’t recall when I first picked one up, but I have retained a fuzzy memory of what happened when I did. It felt great, and even better when I hit a ball with it. That feeling has never left me.


I was born into a cricket-mad family. With my dad Martyn – a stalwart, top-order batsman and brilliant slip fielder for Keynsham Cricket Club, in between Bristol and Bath, good enough to play second team cricket for Somerset and be offered a contract which he turned down – and my mum Linda, already well into her eventual 35 years of making the club teas, it was hardly surprising that I should have an interest in the game.


But an article in the local paper, recording the birth of Marcus Edward Trescothick at 9.15 a.m. on 25 December 1975, weighing a ‘healthy’ 9lb 4oz, said it all. Under the headline ‘On The Team For 1991?’, it read:


The couple, who live at Glenwood Drive, Oldland Common, already have a three-year-old daughter Anna, aged three.


Said Martyn: ‘I was secretly hoping for a boy, and he will have every encouragement to become a cricketer when he grows up.’


While that first paragraph was apparently put together by someone who had necked a glass too many of the Christmas spirit, the second one was spot on.


Mum tells me I had a little plastic bat thrust into my hands at 11 months old, only a couple of weeks after I started walking, and, from that moment, I went round hitting everything I could find. If there weren’t any balls to whack I’d have a go at those square wooden alphabet bricks, an early indication of my preference for sport over academic life. When I was about two, a family friend called Roger Loader cut a small bat down to a blade of around six inches and gave it to me as a present. It had a bit more go in it than the plastic one and, by all accounts, I was absolutely lethal with it. When mum and I returned after dropping off Anna at school, we’d get back in the house and I’d plead ‘bowl to me, mum, bowl to me’. In the kitchen, in the living room, in the garden, wherever she happened to be, I’d hand the ball to her, she’d bowl it, I’d hit it, fetch it, carry it back to her and say again: ‘bowl to me, bowl to me’. I never got tired of this. How she didn’t I’ll never know. No wonder, whenever they heard me coming, our pet cats, Cricket and Biscuit, would run for their nine lives. Anna thought I was just plain daft.


When I was four, dad went on a cricket tour to Sussex and came back with my first very own new bat, a Gray-Nicholls Powerspot which I still have at home to this day, and it was carnage. In the living room there were three sets of wall lights, each with two lamps under their own shades. By the time I had finished, of the six lamps and shades only one remained intact. I’d had all the rest. And one day, I managed to put a bouncy rubber ball straight through one of the French doors, clean as a whistle. Mum and dad never seemed to mind too much. In fact I was more likely to get told off for not hitting the ball hard enough than for the latest breakage.


From as young as I can remember, if I wasn’t tugging at mum’s skirts pleading with her to ‘bowl to me’ or outside in the garden with dad, playing cricket, and by now, football as well, I was glued to the television whenever the cricket was on, so much so that mum would often find me standing in front of it, bat in hand, repeating the shots I’d just seen. She is convinced that is how I became a left-handed batsman even though I am naturally right-handed. In those days, the late 70s and early 80s, the England side was dominated by right-handed batters like Graham Gooch, Geoff Boycott, Chris Tavare, Peter Willey and Ian Botham. David Gower was about the only one who batted the other way round. So, in mirroring the right-handers I was actually adopting a left-hander’s stance and practising the shots left-handed. The shots played by Gooch and Beefy obviously appealed to me more than the ones played by Boycott and Tavare.


Inevitably there were scrapes. I’ve still got a y-shaped scar on my left hand from when I tripped on the doorstep bringing in the milk and I very nearly became living proof of the warning passed down by parents to kids from the beginning of time: ‘It’s all good fun until somebody loses an eye’. I had my luckiest escape thus far when I tried to climb up the washing machine, planted both Wellington-booted feet through the open door, slipped sideways, and the door hinge made a deep cut along my eyebrow.


By the age of six, whenever people asked me what I was going to do when I grew up, I didn’t just say ‘play cricket’, I said ‘play cricket, of course’.



Cricket Memories
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R. L. HODGSON


R. L. Hodgson wrote under the nom-de-plume ‘A Country Vicar’.


Cricket Memories was published in 1930.
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MY EARLIEST RECOLLECTIONS of cricket are of myself – a very small boy, dressed in a plaid frock and white socks – trembling before the terrific bowling of my nurse. J. M. Gregory, the Australian bowler of 1921, with his long run and alarming leap into the air, did not frighten the professional batsmen of England more than my beloved Ann terrified me. She bowled underhand, in the style which used to be designated as ‘sneaks’, or ‘grubs’; but the ball – a small, hard one, made of India-rubber – had a horrible trick of rising unexpectedly from the surface of my father’s lawn and striking me a devastating blow on my bare legs. The cook’s bowling I despised; it was very slow and entirely guileless. But that of my nurse dominated me for, at least, one whole season.
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Wide
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MICHAEL SIMKINS


Michael Simkins is an actor and writer. He is watching the first Test against


West Indies in 1966 at Old Trafford. From Fatty Batter (2007).
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RIGHT TURN AND I’m in the inner sanctum, the rear parlour, the epicentre of my universe. Dad is sitting at the table with his dog-eared copy of William L. Shirer’s The Rise and Fall of the Third Reich on the table in front of him, the only book he ever reads. Except it lies unopened.


‘Dad—’


‘Shhhhh. I’m watching the cricket.’


I’ve heard about cricket. Dad often watches it during his brief lunch-break when it’s on telly in the summer. Someone bowls a ball to someone else who hits it with a bat, after which everyone stands round pontificating. A cross between rounders and Does the Team Think?.


Dad has liked cricket ever since he was a little boy. His own childhood hero was a famous batsman called Jack Hobbs, whom his own dad used to take him to see at the Kennington Oval when he was a kid. One of Dad’s favourite stories is how he once got Jack Hobbs’s autograph, and how to this day he regrets his decision a few years later to swap it for a balsa-wood glider. I think he made the right decision. Personally I’d rather have the test card on. At least you get some jolly oompah music.


With no sign of Mum or dinner, I break off a triangle with my teeth and settle down in the chair by the TV set, allowing Tobler’s exotic medley of milk chocolate, crushed almonds and honey to churn gently in my mouth.


And then I see him.


At first it’s almost impossible to make him out. He looks like nothing more than a large white bed sheet moving in the dark interior of the pavilion behind the serried rows of slumbering middle-aged men outside.


But there he is again. Moving with purpose and at some speed in the dim interior, just a snatched glimpse of a large gelatinous object between a bloke in a panama hat and another with horn-rimmed spectacles. A flash of sunlight reflecting off freshly Windolened glass as doors are thrown open, and he lumbers out of the darkness of the pavilion and down the steps.


He barrels down, two at a time, his huge stomach wobbling up and down each tread like a giant blancmange, the flesh straining against the flimsy buttons of his cricket shirt. He seems an amalgamation of every fat kid who has ever sat in the corner of a school changing room having gym shoes thrown at him by his classmates.


People this shape and size don’t appear on professional sport. They appear on programmes like Tonight and South Today, where they describe to a smirking interviewer how they’ve got into the Guinness Book of Records by breaking the world record for the number of boiled eggs eaten at a single sitting.


But he reaches the middle of the pitch, leans stiffly down to flick away a blade of grass from the crease, holds his bat carefully in front of the wicket and looks up at the umpire before gesturing with two fingers. In the distance the bowler, a huge black man with a dazzling smile, steps forward as if about to start a slow rumba, and next thing he’s hurtling forward, his body charging across the turf as if shot from a cannon.


Another triangle slips into my mouth. I’ve not even bothered to unwrap it properly, and a large sliver of silver foil churns around, looking for one of my many fillings on which to unleash its deadly cargo. There can only be one winner here. Any minute now the bloke out there on the pitch is going to have a cricket ball wedged halfway down his throat, there’s going to be blood and the spitting out of teeth, and men in gym shoes running on with bottles of TCP and bandages. I want to avert my gaze, but I can’t. It’s like watching a road accident. You know it’s disrespectful to look but somehow you’re mesmerised. I squint through splayed fingers. A whirl of the arms and the ball swinging through the air.


He rocks back, swivels on a huge ham bone of a right leg, rolls his wrists and, just as the ball is going to bury itself in his skull, his bat makes contact and the ball sails high, high into the sky and finally lands over the boundary, in among a load of spectators who scatter like pigeons to avoid being hit. A middle-aged bloke in a checked cardigan holds it briefly aloft in the stands in a gesture of triumph.


And as he waves the ball high above his head, the piece of silver foil, borne effortlessly on a ribbon of saliva, finds my deepest nerve ending in a bottom left premolar and deposits its sharp electrical charge.


By the time Colin Milburn has disappeared back into the pavilion, I’ve learnt my first cricketing statistic. England’s new batting hero can hit ninety-four runs in less time than it takes a kid of ten to eat a Toblerone followed by a plate of fish in parsley sauce. I may be only ten, but I can spot a role model when I see one. He’s not only fantastic at sport, but is obviously no stranger to a tub of Quality Street.
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A Cricketer at the Breakfast Table
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ALAN GIBSON


Alan Gibson was a journalist and broadcaster.


From Growing Up With Cricket (1985).
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PLAYING CRICKET BY yourself is not much fun. Besides, it kicked up too much of a din in the hall. I soon devised a better system, with the assistance of my lead soldiers, of which I had a large and varied collection. I played with them on the bedroom floor, using one hand for batting and the other for bowling. I soon learnt to keep a rough score, and father, seeing that I was working at it, bought me a scorebook. I must have filled dozens of those shilling scorebooks. When Essex were doing badly, I would replay the match in the bedroom, pausing only to shout downstairs to mother ‘O’Connor’s got his hundred’, or similar glad tidings. I wish I had kept some of those scorebooks, but all those records of mighty Essex victories in the early 1930s are lost. Nor did I confine myself to county cricket. I was an assiduous reader of the Gem and Magnet, and created matches between St Jim’s and Greyfriars, the two schools (I suppose I must explain to the modern generation) that featured in those publications. I was always inclined to be a St Jim’s man myself, but Greyfriars took some beating, and one of the most famous pairs ever to open an innings on that bedroom floor were Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry. Farmer Road School also played matches there, and I stooped to include myself in the eleven. I did not overdo things by scoring centuries. It was my habit to bat at, say, number seven, and make a careful, match-winning twenty-five or so. It was a nice blue carpet with a good pile. The gas fire was at one end, the cabin trunk at the other, and this was how I always thought of the ends, whoever was playing. Some of the fieldsmen necessarily had to be placed under the bed, which involved much bending and stretching on my part at the end of each over. I can remember now the sense of it, the smell of it. One small boy crawling around with his soldiers on the floor: and all the magic of Lord’s and Greyfriars. I can see Larwood as he came on from the cabin trunk end – Essex fifteen to win and a couple of wickets left – in all the majesty of a Zulu warrior.


For though I have called these toys my ‘soldiers’, they were an assortment, by no means all military. There were cowboys, Indians, and even civilians, relics of a Hornby railway. One of these, a plump middle-aged gentleman with a bowler hat, represented Hobbs, when he happened to be playing, and I think never anyone else. That was how we thought of Hobbs then: senior, apart, not to be impersonated. You knew he would be travelling first class. The Zulu warrior was always the fast bowler. If he was not being Larwood, he was Nichols or Farnes or Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. My supply of ‘soldiers’ was not sufficient to allow every cricketer to have only one incarnation. When I played myself, I went to the wicket as a sailor. There gradually developed a division between the soldiers (red coats) and the others. My side was ‘the others’, so they usually won. But the soldiers possessed a marvellous slow left-arm bowler. He had originally been the player of the big drum in the Coldstream Guards band (a splendid Christmas present from one of the wealthier members of father’s congregation). He had lost his drum and his head, and there was a hole in his chest where the drum had been attached, but I had a great affection for him. In the winter, when I turned my attention to football, he played inside-left much in the manner of Alex James, lying cunningly behind the rest of the forwards, the midfield link.


I do not think I ever really lost the delight of my lead soldiers’ cricket. It was just that as I grew older I became rather ashamed of playing with them and would wait till my parents were out: once they came back early, and found me on the blue carpet with the whole gallery set out, and I felt a bit silly, especially as I was giving a running commentary. (‘Now it’s Hurree Singh again to Tom Merry . . .’). So I progressed from carpet cricket to table cricket. There have been many varieties of this. In one form or another, it is probably as old as the game itself. There is a pleasant account of one variation in Eric Parker’s book, Playing Fields, published in 1922. The book was in some ways Eton’s answer to Tom Brown’s Schooldays. I found it rather dull, and have never been tempted to read it again, but I must say in its defence that Bernard Darwin liked it. On a rainy day, two young Etonians were playing table cricket.


You wrote down the names of two elevens on two sheets of paper and then dotted a pencil with your eyes shut on another piece of paper, which was marked with ‘fourers’, ‘sixers’, ‘caught’, ‘bowled’ and so on.


‘That’s another six to W.G. By Jove, he is hitting. That’s seven out of the ground now. That makes him 202.’


‘Bet he’ll soon be bowled, then.’


‘Bet he isn’t.’


‘There you are, then. Bowled Spofforth. Told you so.’


‘Well, he’s made two hundred, anyhow. Spofforth’s average must be simply rotten.’


‘Ass! He’s only just gone on.’


‘Why didn’t you put him on before, then? Just shows.’


But this was a primitive form of the table game, though widely played. If you had enough patience, you could allow nearly every possibility to be taken into account. Robertson-Glasgow once found a couple of youngsters who had a square marked ‘PM’, which stood for ‘pulled muscle’. It is, however, too chancy to give a realistic representation of cricket on a scoresheet, and the temptations to dishonesty, by the merest winking of an eye as you stab at the sheet, are more than most schoolboys can withstand. A better variation is to choose a page of a book opened at random and take the letters on the page one by one, each representing a ball and its outcome. This rules out cheating but limits variety since there are only twenty-six letters in the alphabet. It was in this form of the game that Robertson-Glasgow himself, who had chosen a team of composers against a team of authors, suddenly found that one of his principal batsmen, Beethoven, had been run out. He at once envisaged the scene: ‘Ah, deaf, poor chap. Never heard the call.’
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Cricketing Reminiscences and
Personal Recollections
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W. G. GRACE WITH ARTHUR PORRITT


W.G. was about six years old in 1854. These Reminiscences were published in 1899.
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IF I WAS NOT born a cricketer, I was born in the atmosphere of cricket. My father, who was a keen sportsman, was full of enthusiasm for the game, while my mother took even more interest in all that concerned cricket and cricketers. When I was not much taller than a wicket I used to wonder what were the hard cuts, leg hits, and long drives, about which my father and brothers were constantly talking. As far back as I can remember cricket was a common theme of conversation at home, and there was great excitement in the house when some big match was coming off in the neighbourhood.


[. . .] My earliest recollections of any cricket match are connected with a visit which William Clarke’s All England team paid to Bristol in 1854. Clarke’s combination used to travel about the country, playing matches against eighteen or twenty-two players of different districts. In this way a great deal was done to stimulate interest in cricket, as a visit from the All England team was a red-letter day wherever they went. My father organised this match, and captained the local twenty-two. The game took place in a field behind the Full Moon Hotel, Stokes Croft, Bristol, and I remember driving in to see the ground which my father’s gardener and several other men were preparing. It was originally a ridge and furrow field, and had been specially re-laid in the previous autumn. The pitch was first rate, but the rest of the ground was rough and uneven. I was with my mother, who sat in her pony-carriage all day. I don’t remember much about the cricket, but I recollect that some of the England team played in top hats. My mother was very enthusiastic, and watched every ball. She preserved cuttings of the newspaper reports of this and most other matches, and took great care of the score books. I have several of her scrap-books, with the cuttings pasted in, and very useful I find them, because in those days ‘Wisden’s Annual’ was not in existence, and no proper record was kept. I see from the score-book that my eldest brother, Henry, and my Uncle Pocock played besides my father. The All England brought down a first-class team, consisting of A. Claik; Bickley, who was a grand bowler; S. Parr; Caffyn, the great Surrey man; George Parr, the famous Nottingham cricketer; Julius Caesar, of Surrey fame, and one of the very best all round cricketers of his day; George Anderson, the genial Yorkshireman, one of the finest hitters of his time; Box, the celebrated wicket-keeper; J. B. Marshall, who was a great supporter of cricket; Edgar Willsher, of Kent; and W. Clarke, the slow underhand bowler – most of whose names are still famous in the annals of cricket. It is doubtful whether nine men out of the eleven could have been excelled and as was only to be expected, the West Gloucestershire twenty-two were beaten – by 149 runs.


[. . .] I learned the rudiments of cricket when quite a child. As small boys we played about the garden in a rough and ready way, and used to make the nurses bowl to us. In 1850 my father had moved from Downend House to the ‘Chestnuts’, which was a great improvement, because it had two orchards, and the grounds were larger. My father laid out a cricket pitch in one of the orchards, which E. M., who was already a keen cricketer, improved by his own efforts. My father, my brother Henry, and my Uncle Pocock practised at every spare moment, and we youngsters fielded for them from the time we could run about. Then they would give us a few balls, so I soon learned how to handle a bat. Uncle Pocock took special pains with me, and helped me a great deal, by insisting on my playing with an upright bat, even as a child. I soon got so fond of the game that I took every opportunity of playing, and when I couldn’t play proper cricket, I used to chalk a wicket on a wall and get a stableboy and one or two youngsters from the village to join me. So I got some sort of practice – sometimes with a broom-handle instead of a bat. We played all the year round, and at all hours of the day. I consider that a great deal of my quickness of eye is due to the fact that the boys with whom I played bowled a very large proportion of fast underhand ‘daisy cutters’, which used to jump about in a most erratic way, and needed a lot of watching. I also played fives, a game which is good practice for the eye during the winter months.


When I was at boarding-school cricket was encouraged by the masters, and I used to play as often as possible. Then I began playing for the West Gloucestershire Club, in which my father was the leading spirit. Of course, I used to go in last, and if I got a run or two I thought I was very lucky. As early as 1857 I played three or four innings for the West Gloucestershire Club. I was then only a boy of nine, and I couldn’t be expected to do very much against the elevens we played, which were composed of grown-up men. As I grew older I played oftener, and in 1859 had eleven innings, which realised twelve runs. The year 1860 marks an epoch in my cricket career. On the 19th and 20th of July (I was then in my twelfth year), I was selected to play for West Gloucestershire against Clifton, which was a keen rival of my father’s club, and one of the crack teams in our neighbourhood, as it is to-day. I mention that particular match, because it was the occasion of the first score I remember making. I went in eighth (my brother E. M., who at this time was in rare form, had already made 150, and my Uncle Pocock 44) and added 35 before stumps were drawn. My father and mother were delighted, and both were very proud next day when I carried my score on to 51. I do not think my greatest efforts have ever given me more pleasure than that first big innings.
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Opening the Innings
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RACHAEL HEYHOE FLINT


Rachael Heyhoe-Flint (Baroness Heyhoe Flint) captained the England women’s cricket team from 1966 to 1978. From Heyhoe! (1978).
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SUMMER MEANT CRICKET, and I have fond memories of packing up a picnic lunch or tea and setting off with Father in the car. From a very early age I took along my own scorebook and pencil, and it was rumoured that I could score a cricket match competently before I could even string a sentence together in a school book.


I was only eleven when I went along to watch Father playing cricket for the Technical College on a day when they were one man short. Amazingly, I soon found myself marked down to bat at number eleven for the college and had to go out to the crease to stave off defeat. The pads reached my waist and the bat felt like a tree trunk, but the men were kind enough to bowl me a few slowish half-volleys, and to everyone’s surprise I managed to score two or three undefeated runs and save the game.


Back at school, I was chiefly restricted to the orthodox girls’ games – hockey and netball in the winter, tennis and rounders in the summer. But things began to change when Lancashire-born Mary Greenhalgh, a representative cricket and hockey player, arrived to take charge of our PE department. In the summer of 1954, she took a somewhat rebellious school party to the Edgbaston Test ground to watch the Midland women’s team play the touring New Zealanders. This was euphoria for me. Not only were we missing school lessons to watch cricket, but it was women’s cricket, played at a very high standard.


As I studied the game that day at Edgbaston, I made up my mind that this was the life for me. Afterwards, we were allowed to go and meet the New Zealanders, and the autographs I avidly collected are still in my possession today. But I came away with more than signatures. I came away with an image of an exciting, challenging life, travelling the world playing cricket, meeting people. It seemed everything I wanted out of life, and I think it was there and then that I determined I must play cricket for England women – though, if the truth were known, I wasn’t even sure whether England had a women’s cricket team!
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