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‘I owe Barry Knight a huge debt of gratitude. I wonder what path my life would have taken without him. Through his coaching and guidance, he helped me fulfil my potential as a cricketer and beyond.’


Allan Border– former Australian Cricket Captain


‘Barry Knight was a fine cricketer for England, a good competitor and a respected opponent. His contribution to the game has been considerable since he retired, and Australia can be thankful that he emigrated to this country. I’m not sure why he needs my help with this book– he never needed anyone’s help in getting me out.’


Ian Chappell– former Australian Cricket Captain


‘Moving from the bush to Sydney as a teenager in the late 1970s could have greatly impacted my cricketing prospects. Fortunately, I spent time at Barry Knight’s indoor centre in Sydney. Those sessions improved my game and helped prepare me for the cricketing challenges that lay ahead. I’m sure that Barry’s vast cricket knowledge and experience will enlighten whoever reads this book. Barry has my sincere congratulations for his wonderful contribution to the game of cricket.’


Mark Taylor– former Australian Cricket Captain


‘Barry Knight should have been selected for more Test matches in England. You would find it difficult to find a better all-rounder suited to English conditions. A bustling fast-medium bowler of boundless energy who bowled a consistent nagging length and seamed the ball both ways, Barry was at you all the time and gave very little to hit. He was a dangerous batsman who scored quickly and could take the game away from the opposition.’


Sir Geoffrey Boycott– former England Test batsman, broadcaster and journalist


‘Barry was one of the few bowlers I played against who never bowled a straight ball, and it always caught your attention. He was someone that you had to respect. Thousands of cricketers from junior to Test level have benefited from his coaching. I urge you to read this book carefully, and you may learn something from one of the best coaches cricket has seen. I am proud to call him a friend.’


Doug Walters– former Australian Test batsman


‘When he moved from playing cricket at the highest level to coaching, Barry became cricket’s version of the Pied Piper. I do not know of any other coach who developed a generation of stars. Love his passion for the game and the stories he tells about dodgy pitches and pitchers dodgy.’


Jim Maxwell AM, journalist and broadcaster


‘After a lifetime in the game, Barry knew cricket inside out and taught us all the value of being a professional. Good enough to play twenty-nine Tests for England, he should have played more, and in any other era, it would have been a case of “what might have been”. While a good Test cricketer, he became more famous in Australia for his coaching. After a lifetime in the game, I can’t think of anyone more qualified to give an insight on the post-war evolution of the game.’


Barry Richards– former South African Test batsman


‘Barry’s cricket career began with Essex when he was fifteen years old and his enthusiasm for the game never decreased. Barry and I frequently coached together, and I came to admire Barry’s methods and skills. I soon realised that I was dealing with a man of great skill and knowledge who lived for the game. Few have contributed more to the game of cricket over seventy-two years than Barry.’


Peter Philpott– former Australian Test leg-spin bowler
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FOREWORD


It is with great pleasure that Iwrite this foreword for my good friend, Barry Knight, who Ihave known for over sixty years.


I first saw Barry when he was a skinny nineteen-year-old seam bowler called up from Essex’s 2nd XI to play the West Indies at Ilford under Sir Frank Worrell. I didn’t have a chance to bowl to him that day, and he didn’t face my bowling, but as budding all-rounders, after the match, we managed to have a chat in the dressing room, and a connection was made.


Fast forward five years, and our next meeting was at the Adelaide Oval when the MCC played South Australia during their 1962/63 Ashes tour. On that day, Barry started a lifelong habit, and on a perfect batting wicket, he clean-bowled me for 42. The only other bowlers that bowled me that season were Richie Benaud and Alan Davidson, so he was in good company.


Our duels continued over the years, and after I had retired a few years after Barry, I wasn’t surprised to learn that his strike rate against me was the best of any bowler in Test match cricket.


Like myself, Barry played the game in an attacking fashion with either bat or ball, and as all-rounders, we shared a common bond.


Barry played cricket with the flair and style of an amateur rather than that of a work-a-day professional. Together with Ted Dexter, Colin Milburn, Peter May, and Colin Cowdrey, he was one of the shining lights of English cricket in the 1960s. He was a breath of fresh air.


As an all-rounder, he accomplished the double of 100wickets and 1,000runs in each season from 1962 to 1965. In 1963 he achieved the fastest double in modern times, and in 1964, he won the World Single Wicket competition.


Unfortunately, Barry played in an era where the English selectors appeared to have an inconsistent approach to selection. In my view, and many others, he should have played many more Test matches for England than he did.


Notwithstanding that, he still played two more Test matches than the great Australian leg-spinner Bill O’Reilly and more Test matches than contemporaries Brian Close, David Sheppard, and Frank Tyson.


After retiring from first-class cricket and emigrating to Australia, Barry coached and mentored over twenty Test match players. He still coaches today. And as a coach, he has left an indelible mark and legacy on the game.


Most notably, Barry coached three of Australia’s finest players and captains: Allan Border, Steve Waugh, and Mark Taylor. It is no coincidence that in quick succession, these three players took Australia to a second Golden Age of cricket where Australia dominated the game at a level not seen since Clive Lloyd’s great West Indian team.


While this book is a story about Barry’s life, it also spans almost seventy-five years of cricket history. Considering that Test match cricket is 144 years old, Barry has been involved in one way or another for over half of it. That gives him a unique perspective on the game.


As such, this book is an important contribution to the history of cricket. But more than that, this book will inform you, entertain you, and occasionally give you moments for pause and reflection.


Sir Garfield StAubrun Sobers, AO, OCC


Barbados 2021
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PREFACE


It has been said that there is a history in all men’s lives. This is especially true of someone who has been involved in cricket for as long as Barry Knight.


I was fortunate to meet Barry in the mid-1970s when I needed some cricket coaching. Little did I know that a handful of batting lessons would develop into an enduring friendship that has spanned nearly fifty years.


As a coach, Barry has no equal. In succession, he coached and mentored three of Australia’s finest batsmen and most successful captains– Allan Border, Mark Taylor and Steve Waugh. As Ian Chappell has opined, Barry’s contribution to the game has been considerable, and Australia can be thankful that he emigrated to this country.


Barry’s genius was that not only did he know the game inside out, but he had the gift of communication. He dealt with all his students on equal terms, whether they were absolute beginners or established Test match players. Both on and off the field, Barry was a mentor. The best example is Allan Border, who said that he would have not fulfilled his potential as a cricketer without Barry’s coaching and guidance. Barry was a coach in the fullest sense of the term, and there were plenty of free lessons on offer if you were prepared to listen.


This is not just another cricket book. It is a story of over seventy years of social and cultural history seen through the eyes of one of cricket’s earliest Test match wayfarers.


While this book is a memoir, it is primarily about change. It is set against the backdrop of cricket’s post-war recovery, its social and professional upheavals, and finally, its devolution from a game into a multi-national business.


There have been many endorsements of Barry’s cricket career, and Sir Michael Parkinson spoke for many of Barry’s friends, teammates and students when he wrote:




It’s about time we acknowledged and paid tribute to Barry Knight. His career spanned the 1960s– Trueman, Boycott, the great West Indians, the D’Oliveira affair, through to the 1970s and 1980s, where he was a cricket coach firing thunderbolts from a bowling machine to Kerry Packer, which apart from all else, gave him an intimate view of the man who changed cricket forever. Barry has always had a shrewd view of cricket, the people who run it, and the rest of us, who share his passion for the greatest of games.





Andrew Leeming


Bowral 2022
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1


AN UNMANLY GAME


I was born in the year Adolf Hitler was named Time magazine’s ‘Man of the Year’, and Don Bradman’s batting average never fell below a hundred.


You could say that it was the very worst of times and the very best of times. I was raised in Chesterfield, Derbyshire, not far from the Yorkshire border, and as Fred Trueman once said to me, ‘Lad, for the lack of twenty miles, you could have been a good bloke.’


My father, Russell, was a classically trained musician, and he was good enough to win the England Youth Violin Contest. Russell became a professional musician and played saxophone in a band at the Albany Club in London. Despite the difficulty of working in a low-paying profession with neither tenure nor a pension, he was always upbeat. I think that came from his deep love for his family, cricket, and music. He was mad keen about cricket and an off-spin bowler for a local team.


A broken wrist during a match ended his cricketing aspirations, and as soon as I was able to hold a bat and a ball, I became the vessel into which he poured his love and passion for the game. His hero was Len Hutton, and they had something in common. Russell was a classically trained musician, and Len was a classical batsman.


One of the fringe benefits of playing at the Albany Club was that it was popular with cricketers. Over his twenty years there, Russell managed to acquire a fine collection of autographs. He also established friendships with some of the best players in the game. The club was a favourite haunt of the Australians. A good number of them were led by Keith Miller, and they spent a lot of time there whenever they were touring.


The Second World War began shortly after my first birthday, and during the London Blitz, my mother and I were evacuated to Norfolk in the English countryside. The first five years of my life were spent under a blanket of Luftwaffe bombing and, after the war, in a bomb crater called London.


My earliest memory of the war was waking up one night on my bedroom floor after I had been bounced out of bed and thrown against the wall by the shockwave of a V-1 German rocket that had landed just a quarter of a mile away from our Norfolk house. The V-1 rockets were unpredictable and terrifying. They were jet-propelled and hard for even our fastest fighter planes to intercept. When one of these German missiles made it across the English Channel, all you could hear was the engine until it suddenly cut out. There followed a deathly silence and an agonising delay as it made its descent. We had no idea where it was or where it was headed.


When I went down to see the bomb crater of my V-1, Ithought, ‘Crumbs, thank God it didn’t land on our house, or I would never have been able to play cricket again!’ My brush with death had been a moment of self-insight. I had framed the incident in terms of cricket. It revealed that even from a very early age, just how much in love with the game I was.


I once read that Hitler thought that cricket was an ‘unmanly game’ as it ‘lacked violence’. Later in life, I learned that he was very wrong on both counts.


Despite the war, cricket remained the national pastime. While no first-class cricket was played, Lord’s hosted twenty-six games. These matches featured diverse and intriguing match-ups such as City Police v. London Fire Service, British Broadcasting Corporation v. London Balloon Barrage, and StMarylebone ARP v. Hampstead ARP. There were occasional invitational matches that included former first-class and Test players whenever they were on leave. It must have driven Hitler mad that England, which was on the verge of being wiped out, was playing cricket, drinking tea, and giving him the finger.


Ironically, my main memory of that period was not my encounter with Hitler and the Luftwaffe, but when I tasted my first banana. I was nine years old at the time and, in 1947, England was still on rationing. Food was in short supply, and I had to produce a ration card to get half a pound of butter or a few ounces of meat. Fruit was nearly impossible to get, and bananas were especially rare.


When I look back, given the diet and poor nutrition that we endured during the war and its aftermath, it is remarkable that I grew up strong enough to play cricket. Australia had rationing; however, it was an anti-inflation measure and designed to reduce consumer spending. Moreover, rationing down under wasn’t nearly as severe as it had been in Britain.


In post-war cricket, I thought that this nutritional disparity might have given Australia an edge. Still, I recall reading in 1948 that Don Bradman said that the Australian team would also be subject to rationing and only eat what was available to the English team. In a remarkable gesture, his team brought over 16,000 food parcels for the aged and needy.


When we returned to London, I remember walking the streets of our neighbourhood. Where a row of twenty houses once stood, at best, there were six left. What remained was just rubble and bomb craters. As I had no memory of pre-war London, I returned to what seemed a ‘normal’ everyday city, and as such, I just got on with life.


Subconsciously I think the war and its aftermath did have a more significant effect on me than I realised at the time. I spent my formative years growing up in the East End of London, which, in reality, was just a giant bomb crater. Iheard stories that no person, let alone a youth, should ever have to hear. Nevertheless, as a young boy, I think it gave me a strength of character beyond my years. As Britons, we had been tested to the extreme. We emerged resilient and stronger. We felt that if we could withstand and turn back the Nazi Blitz, we could beat anybody. That didn’t quite apply to cricket, though, and Don Bradman’s 1948 ‘Invincibles’ soon put us back in our place.
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2


TAKING CANDY FROM KIDS


Together with a good friend, I was operating the scoreboard the day Don Bradman’s 1948 team scored 721 in a day’s play against Essex.


At one stage, we were 20runs behind the score and 8runs behind Bradman. The reason for this was simple. Boundaries were flowing, and we just couldn’t keep up with the scoring. My future Essex 2nd XI captain, Frank Rist, was keeping wicket that day. Frank said the Australians never let the ball past the bat, and he only touched the ball three or four times during the innings. Out of the 129overs bowled in Australia’s innings, there were only 4maiden overs.


Unfortunately, that was the day that Essex were trialling Eric Price, a spin bowler from Lancashire. Poor Eric returned 0 for 156 off 20overs. He wasn’t signed. If he had managed to bowl at least one of the 4maiden overs bowled that day, I think he might have landed a contract.


But the real story of that day was Keith Miller’s infamous dismissal. Keith went in to bat with Australia at 2-364 with Don Bradman at the non-striker’s end. Trevor Bailey bowled an innocuous ball to Keith, who just walked past the delivery and shouldered arms. As the ball clipped the top of his off stump, Keith looked back and said, ‘Trevor, I’m not taking candy from kids.’


In later years when I played with Trevor at Essex, he confirmed the story. However, there is a twist to the tale. Keith’s dismissal had little to do with ‘candy from kids.’ It turned out that Keith had a friend who lived at Newmarket which was not that far from the ground. After he was dismissed, Keith jumped into a taxi and went straight to the races. He assumed that Australia would bat out the day and that he wouldn’t be required to bowl.


However, that wasn’t quite the case. After having a record 721runs scored against them in the day, Essex managed to bowl Australia out. Ironically, Essex were the only team to do so in a day’s play on that tour. There were seven minutes of play left, and Australia could have bowled 2overs that evening. However, Don Bradman decided that Essex had had enough, and stumps were drawn.


As I was on scoreboard duty the following day, I was at the ground before play started. With ten minutes to go before the start, I saw a taxi pull up on the other side of the ground. The door was flung open, and Keith Miller and a very attractive young lady spilt out. Keith walked across the ground while the young lady walked around the perimeter. Keith disappeared up the pavilion steps and into the dressing room. A few minutes later, he came running down the pavilion steps with his bootlaces undone and onto the field to bowl the first over of the day.


In later years both Keith and Bill Johnston told me exactly what went on that day. Apparently, Don Bradman saw Keith when he came up the pavilion steps and asked him where he had been. Keith said that he had been to the races at Newmarket. Understandably Don wasn’t too impressed and wondered whether Keith had asked anyone for permission. Keith said that as he thought that he wouldn’t be needed, he hadn’t. Don told him that it turned out there were seven minutes left at the end of the first day’s play, and he was nearly required to bowl. Apparently, it was a tense exchange, and it didn’t end there.


When the team went onto the field, Bill Johnston said that Don threw the ball to Keith, who bowled overs and after dismissing three of the top four Essex batsmen, he said, ‘Thanks Don.’ But Don kept Keith on, and it was then that Keith realised that Don was getting back at him. At the beginning of each over, the ball kept being thrown backwards and forwards between Don and Keith. But Keith had to keep bowling because, as captain, Don was entitled to keep him on until he decided otherwise.


Essex were dismissed for 83, and they had to follow on. Keith took 3wickets for 14runs off 8overs.


In later years I asked Keith about the story, and he said it was all true. He added that he did manage to back a few winners that day and that the party that evening was worth the grief.


Even though Keith had an ulterior motive, he was pretty firm in believing that the runs made that day were cheap runs and were made against a weak side and on a flat deck. In his view, it was like taking candy from kids. I remember him saying, ‘What would I have achieved by smashing 50 off an attack that had already given away 364runs and taken only 2wickets?’


That said, Don was entirely within his rights to admonish Keith, but I can also understand Keith’s position. However, Don did play a different brand of cricket to Keith, and within all teams, there are going to be occasional disagreements.


As I spent the entire match climbing up and down the ladder behind the scoreboard, I didn’t see much of Don’s batting. I did, however, see Don bat the following week at Lord’s against the MCC. I was amazed that literally, he hit every second ball for 4. Don scored 98 that day, and as a ten-year-old watching that innings, I was struck by just how quickly he scored. It was a stark contrast between his batting partner Bill Brown, a very tall orthodox straight-bat player. Don, by comparison, was a diminutive figure and batted like a hurricane. The contrast between the two was remarkable, and I realised that there was more than one way to make runs.


As brilliant as Bradman’s innings was, Keith Miller managed to upstage him by scoring 163, after, no doubt, being at the Albany Club until 2 a.m.


Although Keith demonstrated in the Essex match that he could occasionally show mercy with the bat, he wasn’t afraid to send a few bouncers down when it suited him. Keith would let him know what he thought if a batsman dared to hit him for consecutive boundaries. When his good friend Denis Compton started to knock him around at the Lord’s match, Keith sent down a flurry of bouncers. Keith didn’t take Denis’s wicket that day, but he took 3-28 from 10.4overs to go with his 163runs.


Keith and Ray Lindwall made a big impression on me with their bowling in that match. In many ways, it changed my life. I decided there and then that I didn’t want to be just a stylish, hard-hitting batsman; I also wanted to bowl as fast as Ray Lindwall and Keith Miller. I reasoned that it would: a) double my enjoyment of the game, b) it would also double my value as a player, and, more importantly, c)it would improve my chances of playing first-class cricket.
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3


A GREAT LEVELLER


I can’t thank my father enough for his devotion to making me into a cricketer. As soon as I was old enough to hold a bat, he put one in my hand. He also managed to build a net in our back garden and laid down a pitch from some old wooden doors that he found. Before he built the backyard net, I played street cricket with a lamp post as a wicket.


I had an older friend George Catchpole, who was as mad about cricket as I was. George’s hero was the Australian leg-spin bowler Bill O’Reilly. He had seen him bowl in a match on the 1938Ashes tour and decided to copy him and bowl fast leg-breaks.


Unfortunately, Russell hadn’t considered what the weather and rain would do to our wooden pitch. Over time the doors began to buckle, and it gradually became a little more difficult to bat on. George was quite a handful on those warped boards but playing against older and better players was tremendous for my development as a batsman. I also think it is why I ended up being a reasonably decent player of spin, and I looked forward to facing the spinners no matter what the conditions,


One of the results of facing George was that I started to play more cross-bat shots. Inevitably this attracted criticism from Russell. I told him that I liked to attack the spinners, and shots like the sweep were essential to hitting the bowler off a good length. In later years I read that Ian Chappell believed that spinners were there to get you from 60 to 100 in the quickest time possible. That is how I viewed them too.


As the wooden boards in our backyard took more rain and warped even further, the ball became even more unpredictable. George just loved bowling on them, and he would occasionally bowl an extremely good wrong-un, and the ball would spit off the boards and fly past my right ear. It is fair to say that I faced my share of ‘balls of the century’.


Russell also decided that we needed to augment our practice. He invested in a very cheap roller; however, I discovered it wasn’t for our backyard. It would be used to make a wicket at Wanstead Flats. The Flats was an enormous area in East London where park soccer was played. Russell decided to hook the roller up behind his motorcycle’s sidecar, and on weekends, he towed it to Wanstead.


As part of our summer weekend cricket routine, we would pick up George in Russell’s motorbike and head to Wanstead. Russell would also make extra trips to collect anybody else who wanted to play, especially bowlers. That meant multiple trips for Russell, but he loved being the organiser of those weekend games. He was always willing to do whatever he could to improve my game. No boy had a better father.


Getting to Wanstead was a bit of a rigmarole, though– dragging the roller on a motorbike, picking up players, and finally rolling out a wicket. Despite our best efforts, the wicket was pretty rough and, at times, a bit of a nightmare.


Practising on the boards during the week and then on the rough wickets at Wanstead Flats on the weekend meant batting in unpredictable and challenging conditions. It was the closest thing to playing a Test match that you could imagine. And although I took some nasty blows that could have ended my love of the game, I loved it.


As I played on plenty of uncovered wickets and rain-damaged pitches throughout my career, I always felt that the unpredictable surfaces I played on gave me an edge.


As an only child, Russell was devoted to me and cricket. He didn’t have a lot of money. Nevertheless, he denied himself many of the simple pleasures of life just so that I could have everything to play the game. Not a day goes by that I don’t think about how lucky I was to have such a devoted father. I would never have played for England without the backyard nets, the rough Wanstead wicket or George Catchpole hitting me black and blue with his fast-spinning leg-breaks on Russell’s warped wooden backyard wicket.


Russell believed that if you were ever going to master a skill, you had to start young, and it was a parent’s duty to foster it. I discovered later that Ted Dexter also subscribed to this theory, especially in sports like cricket and golf. Ted believed that if the child gave up, they could always return and play if they had learned the fundamentals.


When I turned eleven, Russell decided that I was old enough to begin formal coaching lessons. However, as we lived in Ilford, there were no cricket coaching centres anywhere near us. The nearest was Alf Gover’s Indoor Cricket Centre in Wandsworth. There was also another cricket ‘centre’ at Chiswick– some indoor cricket nets at the back of a pub. This venue was something of a feeder system or nursery for the Middlesex Cricket Club. Russell decided that was where we would go.


Every Saturday at 9 a.m. during the winter, Russell, who had worked until 2 a.m., would take me to Chiswick. We would have three bus changes along the way, all for just a half an hour lesson. The coach at Chiswick was Harry Lee, who had opened the batting for Middlesex. Due to his batting stance– at the crease, he was very bent over– Harry was known as the ‘Human Hairpin’. He wasn’t a tall man and played in the obdurate Bill Lawry/Ken Barrington style rather than a stroke-maker. That didn’t affect his coaching philosophy, though, and he always encouraged me to play shots. After my batting lesson, I did a little bit of bowling. My pace began to develop as I started playing school and local cricket.


My first steps in competitive cricket were for my school and then for the East Ham Representative team. Unexpectedly, I seemed to be doing reasonably well with the ball. Being a bit quicker than most of the other boys, I had some pretty good bowling spells.


My early cricket hero was Len Hutton, and this, I think, came from my father, who loved the way Len played the game, and that spilt over onto me. Russell just adored Len as a technician and a stylist. I tried to follow in Len’s footsteps in terms of technique. I saw Len play a few times, and he was beautiful to watch. I also liked Denis Compton, who was the total opposite of Len. Denis was an unorthodox and non-technical player, but he was a great improviser. It was his attacking flair that appealed to me.


I never had the privilege of bowling to Len, but I did get to bowl to Denis later in his career. By that stage his kneecaps had been removed due to his football injuries. Nevertheless, that day he still scored about 70runs, but he could hardly run a single. Poor Denis had been messed around by various doctors and surgeons, and he wasn’t very mobile, but by God, it was a good innings.


I can remember him sweeping me from outside off stump. I thought I was quick, but he just went down on one knee and smashed me past square leg. After that, I wondered whether I should change to being a leg-spin bowler instead.


I always thought that the best way to learn the game was by watching other players. That applied whether you were a batsman or a bowler. When I was playing, very few people had a television, and if you could afford one, there were no video replays. I watched games with Russell and picked out players I liked, and I would study them carefully.


When I was about fourteen years old, I remember watching Peter May. He had a slightly different method of playing the forward defensive shot. Peter used to play the spinners with soft hands and withdraw his bat as the ball hit it. His bat would recoil slightly to a 45-degree angle which would stun the spin. I remember watching him using this technique on a turning pitch at The Oval. For the next month, I was in our back garden, throwing a tennis ball against the wall and copying Peter’s defensive technique to the spinning ball.


If I had been trying to learn the game in the modern era, I would have watched Sachin Tendulkar and Ricky Ponting whenever they were on television. All the slow-motion replays of their shots are a lesson in themselves.


Although I thought I lacked a sound defensive technique, I was reasonably successful as a schoolboy cricketer. I went to the Chiswick Indoor Cricket Centre for about four years. I started to show promise when Middlesex showed interest in me. I eventually progressed to captain the under-15 England schoolboys team and the London schoolboys team.


My big break came in a match where I took 9wickets for 2runs for East Ham. It came to Trevor Bailey’s attention. He was both a player and the Secretary of Essex at the time. Trevor fancied himself as a scout, and he came down to see me play in another match. Fortunately, I managed to bag a haul of wickets in that match. He immediately approached Russell about me joining the ground staff at Essex and becoming a professional cricketer. At this stage, I was at the then school leaving age of fifteen. I discussed it with Russell, who, as a ‘cricket tragic’, thought it was a great opportunity and said yes.


I was pretty thrilled. Not just from a cricketing perspective, but from the realisation that I wouldn’t have to work in an office for the rest of my life. It didn’t worry me that it was a small wage. I was just happy to be paid for doing something that I loved.


I owe a great debt of gratitude to Trevor. He wrote in later life that he discovered only two Test cricketers– Keith Fletcher and me. Eventually, I played in the same team as Trevor, and I copied aspects of his bowling action. To the relief of many people, I didn’t copy his style of batting, though.


I can still remember playing my first game as a fifteen-year-old for the Essex 2nd XI and looking down at my jumper and seeing the three scimitars of Essex. At last, I was playing ‘real’ cricket. I was playing on a manicured cricket ground that had a scoreboard, two umpires, and a pavilion. In addition, there were all the rituals that went with the game; lunch and tea, umpires ringing the bell at the start and the resumption of a session, and a crowd. I felt that I was on a movie set. It was such a thrill.


Another unexpected pleasure was being driven to the games by our coach Frank Rist. Frank had played for the Essex 1st team and had kept wicket the day that Don Bradman’s 1948 team scored 721 in a day. Being in the same vehicle and listening to him talk about the players and the game, in general, gave me a sense that I was part of something bigger now. It was a significant step up from playing against club cricketers to playing the best young players from Middlesex, Kent, Surrey, or minor counties such as Suffolk or Norfolk.


Despite the initial overwhelming impact of playing county cricket, I never felt out of my depth. If I failed with the bat, I would say to myself, ‘I’ve failed with the bat– so what? Give me the ball.’ And if I got hammered when I bowled, Iwould think, ‘Right, give me the bat.’ I also found that if Imanaged to take a few wickets, I was usually more relaxed when I battled, which always helped me score runs.


While serving my apprenticeship at Essex in the 2nd XI, I was lucky enough to have Arnold Quick as my captain. Arnold had a solid reputation in the club as a batsman and as captain of the 2nd XI. He had played first-class cricket and faced Fred Trueman and the might of Yorkshire. Arnold was an elegant and attacking player. He rarely played a defensive shot. When he batted, his hallmark was that he didn’t wear a thigh pad, and like Victor Trumper, a glove on his left hand. He said that he liked to have the left hand in contact with the bat, and throughout his entire career, he never got hit on his top hand. Arnold was always encouraging stroke play and attacking, attractive cricket.


Arnold was a regional East-Anglian newspaper publisher and a part-owner of a printing works at Colchester. After the war, he became quite a wealthy man when he sold out to Lord Beaverbrook of the Daily Express. He had a Bentley and a beautiful Labrador dog that came to accompany him to our games. Arnold’s dog made quite an impression on me because when Arnold went out to bat, his dog would follow him right up to the boundary line and sit down and watch him play. When Arnold came back, his dog would get up and follow him to the pavilion.


Occasionally I was lucky enough to travel to a match with Arnold in his Bentley. If you travelled with a professional in those days, you would stop at a motorway café and have sausage, egg, beans, and chips floating on fat. However, if you travelled with Arnold, an amateur, you would dine at a lovely country pub with much better fare, including wine.


Travelling with Arnold was an education in itself, and it opened up a whole new world for me. For example, Arnold taught me that whitebait was an excellent entrée selection and that pheasant under glass is one of the most luxurious main courses that you could ever order. He started to teach me about wine as well. Just by watching him, I learned which knives, forks, and spoons to use. I did as he did. The result was that I learned a lot about table manners and fine-dining etiquette in general.


One of Arnold’s lasting impressions was when he sent back a bottle of wine because it was corked. I had never seen anybody do that before or since. He was a very stylish man, and as a teenager, Arnold loomed large in my life. From his example, he improved my palate. I learned how to order, how to eat, how to behave, and how to comport myself. And for all of that, I am eternally grateful to him.
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