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FOREWORD 


I grew up listening to my father, Brian Johnston, telling jokes and stories. He remembered funny anecdotes in the same way that other people collect stamps, and he loved retelling them in his after-dinner speeches and in his one-man show An Evening with Johnners. 


Most of those stories were about cricket – it is a game that has inspired more humour than any other sport. The popularity of my father’s recording of An Evening with Johnners led me to produce two CDs of The Wit of Cricket which have both been a huge – and surprising – commercial success. So I began compiling this anthology from the abundant harvest provided by five of the greatest raconteurs the game has ever known – Brian Johnston, Dickie Bird, Henry Blofeld, Richie Benaud and Fred Trueman. Then I looked for other cricket stories from home and abroad which would add spice to this already potent brew and discovered a curious phenomenon. 


Cricket stories can be rather like Chinese whispers. Every time an anecdote is retold a small detail gets altered or exaggerated so that after a while it bears little relation to what actually happened. The rise of the internet has made things even more complicated, with cricket fans being able to post their own versions of stories on websites and in chatrooms. In researching this book I have read accounts of well-known incidents where the year, the ground and most of the players mentioned were all wrong. An anecdote involving Viv Richards in the 1970s turns up in the 1990s as being about Sachin Tendulkar or Ricky Ponting. 


Sometimes it doesn’t really matter, as long as it makes you laugh, but wherever possible in this book I have tried to include the original version. I have gathered together anecdotes from past and present Test and county players, as well as the most famous cricketing sledges, plus the gaffes and giggles in the Test Match Special commentary box. The wonderful thing about cricket literature is that it continues to thrive, so I have also been able to include amusing stories from Penguins Stopped Play, Batting on the Bosphorus, Rain Men and Fatty Batter, books that have become modern cricket classics. 


Cricket is often said to be a funny game. Now you can read why. Here is my choice of the funniest jokes, the most humorous anecdotes and the wittiest stories as told by former and current Test players, club cricketers, umpires, commentators and journalists. 


I hope you enjoy reading them as much as I have enjoyed compiling them.


Barry Johnston 


2009 










CAPTAINS 


Barry Johnston: 


In October 1998, during the Second Test against Pakistan at Peshawar, the Australian captain Mark ‘Tubby’ Taylor tied Sir Donald Bradman’s sixty-eight-year-old Australian Test record of 334 runs. Although the team voted for him to continue to bat the following morning, Taylor declared his side’s innings closed after he had tied the record. The Don, who was then ninety years old, sent Taylor a telegram of congratulations. 


Shortly afterwards in Australia a newspaper advertise ­ment for toilet paper appeared. It read: ‘Tubby, it’s good to see you with the runs again!’ 


Dickie Bird: 


A former Hampshire captain is Nick Pocock, who once played in a benefit match for Ken Barrington in Amsterdam, on a very hot day. He got quite a few runs, and when he came off the field, sweat was pouring out of him. His shirt was wet through. He wasn’t too sure where the showers were, never having played on the ground before, but Surrey’s Ron Tindall was quick to help. 


‘We’ve made arrangements,’ said Ron, ‘to shower in that house on the other side of the road. If you don’t fancy a shower, you can have a bath.’ 


So Nick made his way over, undressed, helped himself to a whisky and settled down to soak in the bath. He had been luxuriating in the tub for a few minutes when, to his amazement, a woman walked in. Nick didn’t know how to cover his embarrassment, and she was just as shocked as he was. ‘What on earth do you think you are doing in my bath?’ she demanded. 


Nick stuttered, ‘I’m playing in the cricket match across the road and we’ve been given permission to shower and bath here.’ 


The woman shouted for her husband, who stormed in red-faced. ‘Who are you? I’ve given no one permission to shower, bath, drink my whisky or anything else. Now clear off before I call the police.’ 


When Nick returned to the pavilion, Tindall popped his head round the door and asked, ‘Enjoy your shower, Nick?’ 


Brian Johnston: 


There’s a different sort of captain I rather like – Keith Miller, the jovial chap from Australia. A marvellous figure of a man. He loved hitting sixes, bowling bouncers and backing horses. He loved women and they loved him. He didn’t worry much about tactics or laws, but he just enjoyed playing with his friends on, and off, the field. 


There’s a lovely story about him. He didn’t captain Australia, but he captained New South Wales and he was leading them out once, walking twenty yards in front, a majestic figure, tossing his hair. 


A chap called Jimmy Burke ran up and tugged his sweater and said, ‘Nugget!’ (He used to call him ‘Nugget’.) ‘Nugget, Nugget, we’ve got twelve men on the field!’ 


Miller didn’t pause. He went walking on and said, ‘Well, tell one of them to bugger off then!’ 


Graeme Fowler: 


In my first season of opening regularly for Lancashire, I was batting with Clive Lloyd, when he called me down to him mid-over. It was getting to a stage where we needed to accelerate, and he was captain at the time, so I went down the wicket and asked, ‘What?’ 


He looked down at me and said, ‘My piles are killing me!’ And he turned round and walked back. 


I said to him afterwards, ‘What on earth did you do that for?’ 


He said, ‘Well, I thought you were looking a bit tense!’


Dickie Bird: 


Keith Miller was one of the great Australian characters before and after the war. He was a bit forgetful at times, and one day the team was all set to take the field when Keith was asked, ‘Where’s old so-and-so?’ 


‘No idea,’ said Keith. ‘Is he supposed to be playing?’ 


‘Yes,’ came the reply, ‘. . . and you were supposed to be giving him a lift!’ 


Simon Hughes: 


In a knock-out match against Surrey at The Oval, the galumphing Sylvester Clarke produced a terrifying spell with the new ball, bulldozing through Middlesex’s top order. The Middlesex captain Mike Brearley began the procession, getting out in the first over caught behind off a flier. His simmering mood was inflamed by Ted, the old Cockney attendant in the pavilion, saying  innocently, ‘’Ere, Mike, wot you doin’ back so early? Ain’t they started yet?’ 


Brearley nearly wrapped the bat around him. 


Henry Blofeld: 


Colin Ingleby-Mackenzie was the flamboyant captain of Hampshire who led them to their first county champion ­ship in 1961. Hampshire’s training diet in those days used to be ‘wine, women and song’. Colin was once asked what time he liked his players to be in bed and he said, ‘By nine.’ When someone said, ‘Isn’t that a bit early?’ he replied, ‘Well, play does start at eleven thirty!’ 


Dickie Bird: 


New Zealand have never been one of the strongest cricketing nations, but they have always retained an ability to laugh at themselves. With his team in desperate straits on one tour of England, captain Ken Rutherford gave a perfect example of how a little bit of light-hearted repartee can deflect criticism, and lift the mood at a time of crisis. 


He was asked by a journalist if he found it personally distressing to be captain of the New Zealand ship. Rutherford looked at the journalist, smiled, cupped a hand to his ear and said, ‘Sorry, I didn’t quite catch that. Did you say ship?’ 


Chris England: Balham to Bollywood 


At my level, being a good captain is at least as much about having the ability to cajole people into giving up half a Sunday as it is about motivation, skill or tactics. This means that I often find myself pitted against the type of captain I fear becoming above all others – the passenger captain. He is alarmingly common in the cricketing circles in which I move, and his approach has too many similarities to my own for me to sleep easy at nights. 


He is the captain who organises a team, and puts himself through all the torture that entails, because he knows he wouldn’t ever get a game otherwise. Typically, he will begin his career by forging a side from a bunch of old college mates or work colleagues, fixing up the odd friendly here and there. Soon he will move on to building up a fixture list of more frightening proportions, until the team threatens to take over the entire summer. 


He makes all the telephone calls, he makes all the teas. He frets all week about some dilettante who doesn’t let him know whether he can actually play until the morning of the match. When the dilettante does finally withdraw, usually because otherwise he’ll only see his girlfriend for six days in the week, the passenger captain knocks himself out ringing everyone he knows trying to get an eleventh man. He turns up at the pub at lunchtime, twitching and sweating, having just persuaded someone who lived across the corridor from him at university fifteen years ago and whom he hasn’t seen since to turn out for his team. 


He then spends a will-sapping three-quarters of an hour trying to hurry his team out of the pub to actually start the game. He goes out to do the toss with the opposing captain, which he loses, and then scuttles off to pad up, because nobody else wants to open the batting. Instead of having a couple of balls lobbed at him to get his eye in, he trots around trying to get someone to do the scoring, begging others to put down the Sunday paper and do a couple of overs’ umpiring. 


Some years ago we played against an archetypal passenger captain. It happened that the team I had managed to put together for the occasion had only one decent bowler, and he hadn’t appeared by the time the match got under way. As it turned out, he had left my painstakingly detailed directions to the ground by the phone and then gone to another completely different ground on the other side of London that he once vaguely remembered playing on. I thus was forced to open the bowling with someone who hadn’t bowled in years, and wasn’t really sure he could remember how to do it. 


The umpires came out, followed by their openers. One, relaxed, swinging his arms, grinning, made his way to the non-striker’s end with his pal the umpire. The other, the passenger captain, was wound tight as a coiled spring. His kit gleamed whiter than white. Brand-new pads and gloves, an expensive, new, freshly linseeded and as yet unmarked bat, and, amazingly, given my bowling attack, a bright spanking white helmet with a grille. 


Grub, my makeshift opening bowler, shuffled in to begin the innings. As he brought his arm over, the ball slipped from his grasp a split second too soon and looped gently twenty feet up into the sky. As it arced slowly down the pitch some giggling broke out in the field, but nothing disturbed the awesomely tense concentration of the passenger captain. He kept his eye on the ball all the way, brand-new bat paused at the top of his backlift, just telling himself to wait, wait, wait and see if he would need to play the ball. 


At the last instant, he seemed to realise that if he continued to keep his eye on the ball, the ball was actually going to smack him right in the eye. Perhaps not trusting his new grille, he ducked. The ball dropped over and behind his crouching form and, descending almost vertically now, landed perfectly on the top of middle stump, dislodging a single apologetic bail. 


As I watched the passenger captain trudge disconsolately back to the pavilion to spend the rest of the innings either scoring or umpiring while his team-mates read the paper, what could I think, except: ‘There but for the grace of God . . .’ 


Dickie Bird: 


There can hardly have been a more endearing character at Essex than Brian ‘Tonker’ Taylor. They called him that because he loved to give the ball an almighty tonk. He was both captain and wicket-keeper, and under him Essex were never short of ideas for getting batsmen out. Like one time, when Tonker set out to trick a compulsive hooker into playing the shot that would most likely prove his undoing. 


Sure enough, the batsman, unable to resist the temptation, hooked the ball high and hard and was brilliantly caught just inside the ropes. Tonker and his team were ecstatic – until they realised that the umpire had called ‘no-ball’. 


All eyes turned accusingly towards the bowler and his frustrated colleagues tore him off a right strip until the umpire explained that he had not called the bowler for over-stepping. He turned to Tonker. ‘It was your fault, skipper,’ he said to him. ‘You’ve three men behind square-leg.’ The laws allowed for only two. 


Tonker looked round in disbelief. He counted once. He counted twice. And he counted again. Then the penny dropped. ‘Don’t tell me you were counting that chap right on the boundary edge,’ he muttered menacingly. 


‘Of course,’ replied the umpire. 


Tonker exploded, ‘That’s not a fielder, you fool, that’s the bloody ice-cream man!’ 


 


 


Ian Brayshaw: 


Some suggest it is a mistake to appoint a bowler to captain a cricket team because he either bowls himself too little or too much. Legend has it that it was invariably a case of the latter when J.W.H.T. Douglas captained England. Bowlers in Douglas’s teams were known to mutter to each other when a new batsman came in, ‘You go on now and bowl him in, Mr Douglas . . . we’ll come on later and bowl him out.’ 


One day Douglas had gone on for so long that one of them felt moved to approach him: 


‘Don’t you think it’s time we had a change in the attack, Mr Douglas?’ 


‘You could be right,’ came the reply. ‘I’ll have a go at the other end!’ 


Dickie Bird: 


Brian Close was a great captain. He joined Somerset from Yorkshire in 1972 and provided the spark that was to ignite the county and turn them into a trophy-winning side. He proved inspirational with his fearless batting and fielding. He instilled discipline into the side and injected a new determination to succeed. The only problem with Closey was that nothing was ever his fault. 


Once, at Trent Bridge, he went out to bat in a bid to avert a Barry Stead hat-trick. The scoreboard read 42 for 3. As he came out he had a quick word with the outgoing batsman, Richard Cooper. There was a hush as Stead came in, with nine men huddled round the bat. Ever the one to take the bull by the horns, Close aimed an almighty swipe at the hat-trick ball. 


It was bold, brave and not as daft as it looked, because there was only one man, Nirmal Nannan, in the outfield. Unluckily for Close, although he made good contact, the ball seemed to be attracted like a magnet to Nannan’s hands and the fielder took the catch. The ground erupted. 


All was quiet, however, in the Somerset dressing room as the players waited for the inevitable explosion when Closey stormed in. Sure enough, he hurled his bat to the floor, glared at the unfortunate Cooper, and snarled, ‘Bloody hell, lad, you said it were swingin’, but you never said it were seamin’ an’ all!’ 


Barry Johnston: 


By the start of October 2001, England captain Nasser Hussain’s lack of success with the coin toss was becoming the stuff of legend. Back in February, long-suffering England cricket fans were already grumbling about the loss of eight tosses out of ten, the odds against which were about 22 to 1. By the end of the summer the England skipper had lost twelve tosses in a row, a stunning run with odds against of more than 4,000 to 1. 


Then in October, on tour in Zimbabwe, Nasser Hussain was injured. Marcus Trescothick took over as England captain on 10 October for the fourth one-day international against Zimbabwe, in Bulawayo, and immediately won the toss. Three days later Hussain recovered and returned to the captaincy for the final match in the series – and promptly lost his thirteenth toss in a row! 


Dickie Bird: 


Robin Marlar was the captain of Sussex between 1955 and 1959 and it has been somewhat unfairly suggested that, while players followed David ‘The Rev’ Sheppard out of faith, and ‘Lord Ted’ Dexter out of loyalty, they followed Marlar out of sheer curiosity. 


John Barclay became captain of the side in 1981. Barclay was an Old Etonian, as you can probably tell by his remark following a difficult decision he had to make when G.D. Mendis was batting for Sussex. Barclay declared with Mendis on 97 not out and chasing his fifth century in six innings. Said Barclay, ‘Oh, I do hope he doesn’t think I’m a swine and a cad!’ 


 


 


Martin Johnson: 


There are many stories revolving around Brian Close’s total belief in his own infallibility, the most quintessential of which was experienced by Peter Roebuck when Close was captain of Somerset. Roebuck, then right at the start of his career, was batting pretty well, unlike the veteran Close at the other end, who could barely lay bat on ball. At the end of an over Close wandered down the pitch for a chat, and Roebuck fondly imagined that he might just be in for a word of encouragement, if not praise. 


‘I don’t know, lad,’ sighed Close. ‘Don’t understand it. It’s bloody unplayable at my end, but they’re bowling complete rubbish to you!’ 


Dickie Bird: 


Chris Tavaré was the captain of Somerset for three years between 1990 and 1993. There is no way, however, that Tavaré can be included among the list of big-hitting crowd-pleasers who have graced the Somerset county grounds through the years. 


Journalist Martin Johnson once revealed that he used to carry a box of pigeons by way of insurance, just in case the telephone lines went down. One day, he said, it backfired on him. He was strapping an account of a six-hour Tavaré innings on to the pigeon’s back when he realised that the poor bird had fallen into a deep coma. By the time he managed to revive it, the last edition of his paper had long gone! 


John Barclay: 


Middlesex v Sussex at Hove in 1980 – I toss up with Mike Brearley and win. Walking back to the pavilion to convey this news to the team, I was addressed by a lady at the boundary edge. 


‘Mr Barclay,’ she said. ‘Have you won the toss?’ 


‘Yes,’ I replied proudly. 


‘And are you going to bat?’ 


‘Yes,’ I said, even more proudly. 


‘And are you opening the batting?’ 


‘Yes,’ I said, puffing out my chest. 


‘In that case,’ said the lady, ‘I’ll go into Hove to do my Sainsbury’s shop before lunch!’ 


Dickie Bird: 


I was still at school when I saw Walter Hammond play but I reckon he was probably the best player on all pitches who has ever lived. He played for Gloucestershire and England and, of course, he captained England. 


For many years I umpired with Arthur Jepson  – we were both on the first-class umpires list – and before that Arthur used to play for Nottinghamshire. He told me this story about a match he played in against Gloucestershire at Bristol. He said, ‘It’s a true story, Dickie, because I bowled at Hammond, so I know it’s true.’ 


Walter Hammond won the toss and decided to bat first. He said to Charlie Barnett, ‘I want you to go in first.’ 


Charlie said, ‘I’m not going in first. I’ll go in at number three when the shine’s off the ball.’ 


Hammond said, ‘I’m captain. If you don’t open the innings, you can go home.’ 


So they had an argument and after that Charlie Barnett had to go in first. He got out to the last ball before lunch for 99. He came back to the dressing room, threw down his bat and said to Walter Hammond, ‘That’s how you bat, you so-and-so.’ 


After lunch Hammond went in at number three and between lunch and tea – Arthur Jepson told me he bowled at him all afternoon – Walter Hammond scored more than 200. He came into the pavilion at teatime and he said to Charlie Barnett, ‘That’s how you bat, Charlie. That’s how you bat!’ 


Barry Johnston: 


Before he became a popular Hollywood character actor in the 1930s, Sir C. Aubrey Smith was captain of Sussex for three years and he even played in one Test for England. He was known as ‘Round the Corner’ for his unusual bowling style and he was a founder-member of the Hollywood Cricket Club. He was playing cricket once in America when he dropped an easy catch and called for his butler to bring out his glasses. Soon after­wards he dropped another catch and exclaimed, ‘The idiot brought my reading glasses!’ 


Later in his life Smith was very deaf and he was at a dinner party in Hollywood when the conversation around him became very animated. He guessed that they were talking about the merits of different sports, when in fact they were discussing homosexuality, and the other dinner guests were surprised when he suddenly remarked, ‘Well, whatever you say, give me three stumps, a bat and a ball!’ 










BATSMEN 


Brian Johnston: 


Denis Compton was the vaguest man there has ever been. He never remembered a single invitation, never arrived on time, always forgot his box or his bat or his pads, but went out and made a hundred with everybody else’s equipment. 


Many years ago Middlesex were giving a birthday party for him, on his fiftieth birthday. Champagne corks were popping in the Middlesex office up at Lord’s when the telephone rang and they said, ‘It’s for you, Denis.’ 


He went, and came back looking a bit rum. 


‘Well, who was it, Denis?’ they said. 


‘It’s my mother,’ said Denis. ‘She says I’m only forty-nine!’ 


Dickie Bird: 


The first West Indian batsmen to capture the public’s imagination were the famous ‘W’ trio of Walcott, Weekes and Worrell. Jim Laker, that great England off-spin bowler, regarded Everton de Courcy Weekes as the greatest of the three, but was always curious about how he had come by his first name. One day he plucked up the courage to ask him. 


‘Ah, well, you see,’ explained the West Indian, ‘my dad was a football nutter. At the time I was born, Everton were the cock of the walk in the English First Division. So he decided to call me after that team.’ 


Said Laker, ‘It’s a bloody good job he wasn’t a fan of West Bromwich Albion!’ 


Simon Hughes: 


During a county championship match between Middle-sex and Yorkshire at Lord’s, Geoffrey Boycott kept reminding everyone that it was his one thousandth innings in first-class ‘crickit’. Angus Fraser bowled superbly in the match and got so frustrated with Boycott’s playing and missing that he finally emitted an agonised, ‘D’you want a bell in it, Grandad?’ 


‘If tha can see so well, why doesn’t tha bool at stoomps?’ came the triumphant reply. 


Michael Parkinson: 


Harold Larwood once told me of a famous encounter with Don Bradman at Leeds during the Third Test of the 1930 Ashes series when the little man played one of his great innings. Harold said there was no doubt in his mind that Bradman was the greatest batsman to whom he ever bowled. 


‘We worked on the theory he was uneasy against the short-pitched ball early on,’ said Harold. ‘Maurice Tate got Archie Jackson and they were 2 for 1. I gave Bradman a short one first ball. He played at it and there was a nick. George Duckworth caught it. We thought we had him but the umpire didn’t agree. Mind you, we got him out shortly after.’ 


‘How many had he got?’ I asked, walking blindfold into the trap. 


‘Three hundred and thirty-four,’ replied Harold with a grin. 


Dickie Bird: 


Back in 1963 I played for Leicestershire and I always used to open the batting. We were due to play the tourists, the West Indies, at Grace Road but I was having a terrible time. I couldn’t get a run. In fact, I was in the second team. 


The Leicestershire selection committee – all thirty-nine of them – sat down to pick the team to play against the West Indies and they decided to bring me back into the team. That was a big mistake for a start, because I was in such terrible form. 


That 1963 West Indies team was a great side. They had Rohan Kanhai, Basil Butcher, Seymour Nurse, Frank Worrell, the captain, and Garfield Sobers, the greatest all-round cricketer that I’ve ever seen. But they also had two great fast bowlers – Wesley Hall and Charlie Griffith. 


I thought, ‘Oh dear! I’m in terrible form and they’ve selected me to play against these two. Well, I’ll get to the ground early tomorrow morning and have a look where we’re playing – see what sort of pitch our grounds­man has prepared.’ 


Now I’m always early, wherever I go. I arrived that Saturday at about seven o’clock in the morning and I couldn’t get into the ground, all the gates were locked. So I threw my bags over the wall, climbed over and went out to the middle to have a look at the pitch. 


When I saw it, I couldn’t believe it. The groundsman had left the grass on and I thought, ‘Oh no!’ Two of the world’s fastest bowlers and Garfield Sobers as first change – and he could bowl a bit, I can tell you – and I always went in first and took the new ball. 


So when the groundsman arrived, I said, ‘Hey! Get this grass shaved off, man. Make it as flat as you possibly can.’ 


He said, ‘I’m not going to touch it. I want to see some excitement today!’ 


I said, ‘Tha’ll see some excitement if thy don’t get this grass off.’ 


He said, ‘I’m not touching it.’ 


So when our captain, Maurice Hallam, arrived, I said, ‘Hey, Maurice, if you win the toss, shove the West Indies in to bat because I don’t fancy going out there and play­ing against Charlie Griffith and Wes Hall.’ 


He said, ‘No. Neither do I, not on here. I’ll shove them in if I win the toss.’ 


I said, ‘Don’t forget.’ 


So the two captains went out, Frankie Worrell and Maurice Hallam. Up went the coin, down it came and, after all I’d told him, Maurice won the toss and decided to bat first. Now that was another big mistake. I thought, ‘Well, I’ve got to go out there and do my best.’ So I padded up and went out with Maurice Hallam to open the innings for Leicestershire. 


In those days we didn’t wear helmets and we didn’t have big chest protectors or thigh pads. We had nothing like that. My ‘thigh pad’ was my handkerchief. I just kept thinking, ‘I’ve got to face them,’ took leg-stump guard from the umpire and prepared for the first ball from Wes Hall. 


I watched him marking his run-up out at the Pavilion End and I thought, ‘Where’s he going?’ I thought he might be going to move the sightscreen. But he wasn’t. He was marking his run-up at the side of it. I looked in front of me and I couldn’t see any fielders. I thought, ‘That’s funny. Where’s his fielders?’ I looked over my right shoulder and, thirty yards back, he’d got nine slips. I said, ‘Are you playing with us?’ 


I thought, ‘Well, I’ll show him.’ I saw Wesley Hall race in and he had this big gold medallion that was swinging in the breeze as he ran, and I didn’t see anything else. I think I pushed forward, I don’t know, I may have played back, but I saw nothing. 


I looked up and all the West Indies players were running round him and hugging him. ‘Well bowled, Wes! Well bowled!’ I thought, ‘Well bowled? That’s funny.’ Then I looked down and there were no off and middle stumps. I thought, ‘Where did they go?’ I looked over my right shoulder and I could see them many a mile past the wicket-keeper. 


And I’ve often thought, if I’d taken off and middle, I don’t think I’d be here today! 


Barry Johnston: 


On 31 December 1920 a young woman named Mrs Park was sitting in the VIP enclosure at the Melbourne Cricket Ground, watching the Second Test match against England and happily doing her knitting. At one point, she fumbled and dropped her ball of wool. She bent down to pick it up – and missed her husband’s entire international career! 


Roy Park, known as ‘Little Doc’, was a doctor by profession. He played for Victoria and was making his Test debut, batting at number three for Australia. He was bowled first ball by Harry Howell, who was also making his Test debut. Australia went on to win the match by an innings and 91 runs, so Park did not face another ball, and was never selected again. Years later he admitted he hadn’t been to bed the night before the Test because he had been supervising a difficult birth. 


The good Dr Park was bowled by the only ball he ever faced in international cricket! 


Simon Hughes: 


There are as many Geoffrey Boycott stories as he’s played forward defensives, but this is my favourite. Mike Hendrick had been bowling some dastardly leg-cutters at our Geoffrey, none of which he could lay a bat on, but he kept up a gibing banter for most of the morning. 


Hendrick (after an edge had gone between the slips): ‘How many great bowlers are there in the world?’ 


Boycott (defiant): ‘One less than tha thinks there are. Now, get back and bool.’ 


Hendrick (later, beating the bat): ‘Has that bat got ’ole in it?’ 


Boycott: ‘I’d put thee in mook and nettles if tha give me woon to reach.’ 


At length the mischievous umpire, Arthur Jepson, had had enough of this incessant rabbit and when Hendrick nipped one back into Boycott’s pads and let out a half­hearted appeal, Jepson gave him out. Stunned and appalled by what appeared to be an outrageous injustice, Boycott marched off, muttering to the umpire as he passed, ‘Hey, Arthur, what’s happened to your guide dog?’ 
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