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PREFACE





Re-reading this account of Test matches played nearly thirty years ago is to recognise the disappointment of the series as a spectacle. There were three drawn games, and the two matches that achieved a result did so rather one-sidedly. In the Postscript I tried to analyse why the matches were not more absorbing or entertaining, so there is no point in going into it again. What I had forgotten over the years was how much good cricket was played, especially by England, who, given little chance before the tour began, came nearer of the two sides to winning. What worked against real tension was the reluctance of either captain to set challenges that might result in defeat. There is nothing new or shaming in a Test context about that. Unfortunately the pitches were generally slow, the stroke-making batsmen tended to get out early, and the heat of the day was borne by batsmen of lesser gifts struggling to hang on.


A drawn series rarely catches the imagination, but I can remember a great deal about this one with pleasure. Nothing perhaps was more exciting or relevant than the batting of Dexter in both innings in the First Test at Brisbane, and the bowling of Benaud in the same match, each captain striving to impose himself on the other at the outset. With Dexter making 70 and 99, and Benaud taking 6 for 115 and 1 for 71, it was never less than compulsive watching.


At Melbourne England won decisively, largely due to magnificent bowling by Trueman. The batting, in contrast to some fairly stodgy performances by the Australians, was splendidly fluent and uninhibited, Sheppard, Dexter and Cowdrey all playing at or near their best.


The Third Test, at Sydney, was fairly even over the first innings, Titmus taking 7 for 79 in 37 overs to keep Australia to a lead of 40. Davidson, in a superb opening spell, removed the top three English batsmen for 25, and by the end of the third day England were reduced to 86 for 6. England’s last four opening partnerships between Pullar and Sheppard had produced 0, 5, 4, 0. The match was quickly over next day.


The Adelaide Test, very uncharacteristically, was spoilt by rain. Davidson, hit for 30 in three overs by Barrington, limped off, never to reappear. Harvey made 154, Barrington 195 in the match for once out, and Dexter an imperious 61. In the end, with England needing 356 to win and only four hours left, the match petered out, England comfortably placed at 223 for 4.


The weather in Sydney for the final Test was wretched, bad light interrupting play on each of the first three days. Barrington made 101 out of 321, and Burge 103 out of the Australians’ 349. Dexter, after England had made 268 for 8, declared, leaving Australia to make 241 in four hours. Trueman bowled Simpson for 0, and then Allen took 3 for 26 in 19 overs. Burge and Lawry dug in and that was that.


No one was really to blame that, finally, the series ended in anti-climax. Each side had its moments, but there were not quite enough of them for either to gain a decisive advantage. Warily, in the manner of Sumo wrestlers, the two sides circled each other, never quite getting to grips.


There were incidental curiosities. For Australia, Harvey and Davidson had come to the end, and Benaud almost. For England, two who played little part in the series, and could have been considered to have had their better days behind them, Tom Graveney and Raymond Illingworth, in fact had their greatest triumphs ahead. Graveney in his maturity was to display, especially against West Indies, the full glory of his stroke play, and Illingworth, at the age of 37, was to become not only a successful England captain, recovering the Ashes on England’s next tour of Australia, but a Test all-rounder of considerable quality.
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Introduction – Before the First Test





The seven weeks of M.C.C.’s first circuit of Australia, between October 16, when they played their opening match against a West Australian Country XI at the gold mining city of Kalgoorlie, and November 30, the date of the First Test at Brisbane, is always crucial. It has never been more so than this year when Dexter arrived with a party far from experienced in Australian conditions, which depended ultimately on how the several newcomers developed, and on how the players settled down together as a team. The fact that the M.C.C. arrived at Brisbane seemingly less co-ordinated than they looked to be at Perth and with no very clear tactical propositions in mind, is an indication of how difficult the various adjustments were. But that is anticipating rather.


The choosing of the team in the first place threw up a lot of problems. With Peter May’s reluctance to commit himself to another overseas tour, the choice of his successor lay between Cowdrey, Dexter, and Sheppard, the latter having announced his availability for Australia early in the 1962 season. Of these the conventional selection would have been Cowdrey, who had captained England a number of times during May’s different absences, usually in a brisk and efficient manner. His only notable failure had been against Australia at Lord’s in 1961, when England were soundly defeated, though that was scarcely Cowdrey’s fault in particular. He was the most experienced cricketer of the three, the most accessible and warm as a character. Against him were perhaps a certain fatalism of outlook, an absence of obvious drive, and the fact that around the time of the team’s selection he was in and out of hospital with a series of minor ailments.


In Dexter’s favour was his growing magnetism as a cricketer, the often thrilling and always dashing quality of his own all-round cricket, and the fact that he alone of the major contenders had been willing to take the side to Pakistan the previous winter. On the surface, there was little against him; what remained to be seen was whether he could thaw out sufficiently as a human being and make taking an interest in other people seem less of an obvious effort. Those who are neither good conversationalists nor natural mixers have obstacles to surmount in their dealings with others that are not achieved overnight. As a captain, Dexter had proved, mainly at county level, enterprising, wayward, but under pressure or when bored by adversity or lack of success, inclined to dissociate himself from the whole proceedings. He is a temperamental cricketer, and temperamental cricketers depend on the stars being right for them. Whoever captained England in Australia would need a cool head as well as an acute cricketing brain if they were to be any kind of match for Benaud’s audacity and cunning. In this respect, Dexter was bound to be something of a gamble.


The latest contender of all, Sheppard, had played scarcely any first-class cricket for several seasons, was uncertain up to a point of finding a place as a batsman, and could, in any case, be available only for this one tour. His credentials were his remarkably successful captaincy of Sussex, his superbly opportunist and immediate recapturing of Test form in his two subsequent returns to Test cricket – especially against Australia in 1956 – and his generally authoritative personality. Inspired rumours began to circulate in the early summer that it was he whom the selectors really wanted. All he had to do was to find his form in the eight weeks first-class cricket he was allowing himself before returning to parish activities. He took a long time to do this, much longer than ever before. He looked for over a month heavy-footed and laborious, playing only a few long innings interspersed with several failures, and appearing in the field altogether slower in reaction than of old. At the very crucial moment, however, he made a fine hundred for the Gentlemen against the Players – a match that had all the implications of a Test trial for him – and the job appeared to be his. The captaincy had been delayed, it seemed, exactly for this. However, it gradually became apparent that, during this protracted period of form-finding, selectorial opinion, for one reason or another, was hardening against Sheppard. Possibly it was felt short-sighted for the captaincy to be given to someone for one Test series only. The Chairman himself, initially an enthusiast for Sheppard, began increasingly to blow hot and cold, and when it came to the point, Dexter convincingly carried the day.


Of the rest of the party, about half picked themselves. On current form and general experience, Cowdrey, Barrington, Sheppard, Pullar, Graveney and Parfitt were certainties among the batsmen, though, at the time, I had my own reservations about the class of Parfitt and would have preferred Sharpe or M. J. K. Smith. Nevertheless, Parfitt had succeeded quantitatively in his two Test series against Pakistan, for what that was worth, and his fielding was something to set against the vintage locomotion of some of the others. Statham and Trueman remained, in their thirties, our only two fast bowlers of quality, though the thirties tend to be more advanced an age for English fast bowlers than for Australians. As far as they were concerned, one had to bargain on freedom from injury, no over-bowling between Tests, and their standing up to the hardships of slow pitches without too much loss of pace or hope.


Who were to support them remained another matter. Since the departure of Laker and Wardle no class spinner of any kind had emerged; since Bailey’s descent into county cricket no all-rounder of comparable stature had taken his place. Dexter had appeared, it is true, but the virtues he possesses are different in kind from Bailey’s.


What was required now were a reserve pair of fast bowlers, two if not three spinners, an all-rounder, and a wicket-keeper plus deputy.


By reasons of current form and future promise, there was little alternative to Coldwell and Larter to fulfil the first of these places. Coldwell, at something under Bedser’s pace, had nearly bowled Worcestershire to the championship, and though his dependence on pronounced in-swing and some help from the wicket might make him seem a bowler unsuited for export, he had at least the necessary accuracy and stamina. Larter, a gangling six foot seven, had youth, height and physique to set against obvious lack of experience and control. He could be expected to get plenty of bounce on Australian pitches, and with Tyson in mind – though Larter had nothing of his dynamism or speed – was as justifiable a gamble as any. As further support for the pace attack Knight, of Essex, an in-swing bowler with an indifferent action and of modest pace, was chosen, presumably on grounds of his aggressive batting. This was in fact to show its value in the early weeks of the tour. Unfortunately, none of these three would be likely to do anything but decrease the already precarious style and efficiency of the fielding.


As far as spin went, Allen, despite his low trajectory and rhythmic torpor, had proved his worth in the West Indies; if he had not developed as much as one had hoped since then, he was still the first choice. Lock, despite his total ineffectiveness in South Africa and again in Australia in 1958–9, was expected to accompany him, on grounds of variety if on none other. However, much to everyone’s surprise, he was left out, two further off-spinners, Titmus and Illingworth, being chosen instead. Lock was immediately taken on by Western Australia, allowed to bowl round the wicket as he likes, instead of over as May had demanded of him, and by the time M.C.C. had reached Brisbane for the First Test he had become the leading Australian wicket-taker.


It was not easy to account for this overloading with off-spin. There was no leg-break bowler of sufficient class, and Lock, the only left-arm bowler worth even considering, perhaps was felt to have been too consistently unsuccessful abroad.


Tayfield’s success in adapting himself to Australian conditions, Laker’s effectiveness, and the decided usefulness of the West Indian off-spinner Gibbs in Australia, probably settled it. But it was trusting in a steep rise on the previous form of Titmus and Illingworth to expect them to challenge the figures of such classic prototypes.


No one could find this array of English bowlers other than thin and monotonous. All that could be hoped for was that Trueman and Statham might make an early break, that thereafter the spinners could bowl accurately enough to carefully thought-out fields, and that Barrington and Dexter might pick up the odd wicket. It was not likely to be a spectacular business and it became increasingly hard to see where the wickets might come from. Lock’s wholehearted aggression under any circumstances, and the mere fact of his left-handedness seemed qualities put aside for too little.


However, there it was Murray, despite an unimpressive tour of Pakistan, remained the wicket-keeper in residence, and Smith of Warwickshire was somewhat unexpectedly picked as his stand-in. Myself, I should have preferred Parks to either, and it seemed to me, on the basis of his batting in the West Indies – when his scores of 43 and 101 not out saved the Fifth Test for England – to say nothing of his subsequent improved wicket-keeping, incomprehensible how he had been allowed to drift out of the Test running. On good wickets there are few better players of spin bowling in England and only the presence of a top-class leg-spinner would have made one think twice about his technical expertness as a wicket-keeper.


This then was the team:




E. R. Dexter


M. C. Cowdrey


D. A. Allen


K. F. Barrington


L. J. Coldwell


T. W. Graveney


R. Illingworth


B. R. Knight


J. D. F. Larter


J. T. Murray


P. H. Parfitt


G. A. Pullar


D. S. Sheppard


A. C. Smith


J. B. Statham


F. J. Titmus


F. S. Trueman





One’s imagination played with the vast increase in potential which May, Parks, Wardle (now lurking in the Lancashire League) might have produced had they been chosen or available. But they were not, so that was that.


Alec Bedser was wisely chosen as Assistant Manager, the Duke of Norfolk, Earl Marshal of England, as Manager. The latter appointment was as surprising at the outset as if Mr Macmillan had suddenly volunteered for the job to escape the Opposition battering over the Common Market and to avoid an English winter. But once the initial stir had died down, it was seen to be an opportunist move, calculated to create publicity, to remove the main social burden from Dexter, and to demonstrate aristocratic adaptability to a notoriously egalitarian country. Whether the Duke himself in the long run, despite his organizational flair at high levels and a passionate, but unassuming, love of cricket, would find the brute necessities of the post more irksome than he might have appreciated, was a matter for conjecture. What seemed initially to be a stunt, with faint diplomatic overtones, could conceivably work miracles in terms of both public interest, and public relations. His Grace, from the outset, seemed determined that it would.


Finally, the party was made up by Sam Cowan, the Sussex masseur and former Manchester City footballer, giving Sussex a triple holding in administrative posts. One would miss George Duckworth, whom I remembered singing in a feathered hat at Brisbane at 2 a.m. in 1954, but if anyone could be expected to combine his worldly wisdom, apparent cynicism and professional shrewdness, then Alec Bedser was he.


The arrangements were that the players would fly to Aden, there pick up the Canberra, and complete the journey to Fremantle by sea. This meant that their six month absence from home would be significantly shortened, in itself a good thing. It allowed ten days for necessary acclimatization and discussion, without the tedium of a long sea voyage.


*


The two Perth matches, with pitches of a lush greenness found nowhere in the eastern states, bear little relation to the Tests. They allow the visiting side to sort themselves out, and they give Australians the chance to size them up. Richie Benaud flew over for this very purpose. The results, a ten wicket victory over Western Australia and a ten wicket defeat by the Combined XI, were symptomatic of the violent instability that was to last until Brisbane. More importantly, they seemed to indicate the levels at which M.C.C. looked either a good or indifferent team.


The opening day, against Western Australia, was warm, but overcast, and not without its shocks, for M.C.C. lost seven wickets for 161, four of them to the fast bowling of Hoare. Not one of Pullar, Cowdrey, Graveney, Barrington and Parfitt reached 25, and only 76 by Dexter – the first of a thrilling sequence of innings that continued unbroken on the initial circuit of Australia – redeemed the early batting from the kind of paralysis M.C.C. are prone to abroad. Titmus, 88, and Smith, 42, added 119 for the eighth wicket, and M.C.C. scrambled to 303.


Just over two hours later, with Statham and Larter making impressive use of a lively pitch, Western Australia were out for 77. Of these, their left-handed captain, the burly Shepherd, who was to be Australia’s twelfth man in Brisbane and to play at Sydney and Adelaide, contributed 41. He had, I recollected, made a great impression on me at Bunbury in 1954, when he can have been little more than a schoolboy. Western Australia managed 274 in their second innings; Statham again bowling well to take 4 for 49. Pullar and Cowdrey knocked off the 49 required to win without actually being separated. So far so good. Lock, as a member of the opposition, had scored 0 not out and 9 not out and taken 4 for 68 in M.C.C.’s first innings.


The Combined XI, reinforced by Lawry, Simpson, and O’Neill, sent M.C.C. in to bat, and at the end of the first day were 96 for 0, having shot M.C.C. out for 157. Hoare took 3 for 42, McKenzie 4 for 38, and only Sheppard, with 43, and Knight with 65 not out got beyond twenty. Cowdrey, going in first, made the first of three successive noughts. The Combined XI, after being 170 for 2, with Simpson making 109, were cut back by some steady bowling from Allen and reached only 317. Allen failed to get another wicket before the First Test and, disintegrating under some heavy punishment by O’Neill at Sydney, lost his place. In their second innings M.C.C., despite an impressive 92 by Sheppard, a flamboyant 60 by Dexter, and 44 from Barrington, were out for 270. Graveney failed for the second time, adding 2 to his 1 in the first innings, and Hoare took another five wickets for 60. The Combined XI knocked off the 115 needed to win with contemptuous ease, Simpson making 66 not out in only eighty minutes. Trueman and Coldwell had been the fast bowlers this time, making much less impression than Statham and Larter. O’Neill, in Combined XI’s first innings, had struggled amnesiacally for over an hour for 15.


So to Adelaide, with proportion restored, and much thinking to be done. Here, on another cool cloudy day, Cowdrey lost the toss, and South Australia by the evening were 324 for 7. Sobers, temporarily disguised as an Australian, scored 42 of these, and there were useful innings from Lill, McLachlan, Chappell and Hawke. Statham, rolling up the innings quickly on the second morning, finished with 4 for 58, Larter with 2 for 76.


M.C.C., after losing Cowdrey for nought, batted agreeably all down the line. Barrington collected the first hundred of the tour, Graveney got 99, Titmus 137 not out, Knight and Smith 55 each. Cowdrey was able to declare at 508 for 9. Rain spoiled the last day when, after Favell had declared at 283 for 7, M.C.C. at 95 for 1 were only 15 short. Sobers was run out for 99, Statham took three more wickets, and Cowdrey, with 32 not out, at last got off the mark again.


For the Australian XI match at Melbourne, M.C.C.’s batsmen were offered only cut-price bowling, and they savaged it accordingly. Pullar and Sheppard went fairly cheaply, but Dexter annihilated Misson, Guest, Martin and Veivers in turn. His hundred, scored in only 110 minutes, contained thirteen fours and two sixes, and what sceptics still remained about Dexter’s legendary advance on the scratchy performances of 1958–9 had to retire to comfort themselves according to taste. At the end of the first day M.C.C. were 458 for 5, and Dexter batted on until the 600 was passed for only seven wickets. Such profligacy, whatever the quality of the bowling, had not been seen from M.C.C. for many a moon. Barrington was undefeated for 219 – reaffirming his unique (among English batsmen anyway) appetite for runs – Cowdrey at number four achieved a rehabilitating 88, and Knight made 108, full of flourishes and aggressive driving.


The Australian XI, without great trouble, reached 451, both Simpson, seemingly impregnable already, and Shepherd making hundreds. Dexter strove to give some point to the last day by hustling to a declaration, but in the process M.C.C. lost five wickets in rather an undignified fashion for 68. The match was drawn nevertheless, the Australian XI settling for some batting practice and finishing with 201 for 4.


By now, M.C.C. had impressed many with their lavish stroke play, a scoring rate of at least sixty runs an hour having been maintained all the way through, but the spin bowling had achieved next to nothing, and the fielding, with catches going begging in every game, had deteriorated rather than improved. The initial success of the fast bowlers at Perth had, predictably enough, not been maintained. Trueman had bowled scarcely at all; Larter, on the flawless Adelaide pitch, had come to realize that all was not honey and roses, Coldwell had been unfit, and Knight looked short of pace and accuracy.


No one, however, was going to take M.C.C.’s batting at its face value until Davidson and Benaud had been encountered. The wicket for the New South Wales match at Sydney was on the slow side, and Dexter, winning the toss, batted. Davidson bowled five bewildering overs of late swing at the start which Sheppard and Pullar were fortunate to survive. After Sheppard had gone to Martin at 31, Dexter rattled up 42 in even time before hitting over a long hop. Cowdrey played smoothly for 50, but Graveney was out for nought and Parfitt, who had had little practice, managed only 17. That M.C.C. reached 348 all out by stumps was due largely to Pullar who battled on, in face of much discouragement from the Hill, for 132, an innings of patience and determination that lasted over four and a half hours. Benaud bowled twenty-five overs during the day, finishing up with the wickets of Parfitt, Illingworth and Smith for 61. It could hardly be said to have been decisive either way.


Trueman bowled magnificently on the second morning, but once he had retired with fibrositis, New South Wales had it all their own way. Simpson scored his third hundred against M.C.C. in a month, O’Neill hammered up 143, Booth, Harvey, Davidson, Flockton and Benaud each scored between 40 and 63, and the bowling began to look ragged and purposeless. Benaud declared at 532 for 6. Three gloomy and desperate hours later it was all over. M.C.C. through a succession of bad strokes (Dexter was caught off a full pitch, and Cowdrey off a long hop) were put out for 104, Benaud taking 7 for 18 in 18.1 overs. Parfitt got his head down for eighty-four minutes to make 22, but otherwise resistance was token. Five boundaries only were hit in the whole innings, one of them by Trueman. The peacock scores of 500 at Adelaide, of 600 at Melbourne, dwindled into sudden insignificance.


Since Old Trafford in 1961 – when Dexter was within minutes of destroying Benaud and winning England the series – this meeting with Benaud was always going to be the crucial moment of recognition. That it had gone so meltingly in Benaud’s favour, with the First Test a bare fortnight off, could only be a matter for dismay. Technique where it has never properly existed cannot be developed against a bowler of Benaud’s class in a matter of days. Batsmen accustomed to pushing stoically down the pitch are hard put to muster the necessary confidence for co-ordinated attack. Benaud, calculatingly slow of movement, his delivery a model of hallucinatory control, could afford now to stare down the wicket or gaze hypnotically back over his shoulder on the way to the next ball. He found himself suddenly holding all the cards, with the need to play very few of them.


Such confidence as had been developed among the English batsmen over the past few weeks was seen clearly to have been falsely based. Two delusive Test series against Pakistan bowlers were no kind of mental preparation to meet a bowler who required instinctive action based on correct premises. But what were these premises? No English batsmen, save Dexter, and he only for brief bouts of savagery, had found time to discover and relate them.


The Queensland match, however restorative in other ways, could offer no further practice against leg-spin. Queensland on the first day proceeded to 433 for 7 declared, Mackay entertaining himself with 105 not out. Coldwell, with 2 for 106, was the best of the M.C.C. bowlers. The fielding and catching were jeered by scoffers under the fig trees, as they had been at Adelaide. Dexter, as sometimes happens on these occasions, alienated himself from the action altogether, and the bowlers were left to their own, largely arbitrary, devices. The disintegration and disappointment had become dangerously near chronic.


On the Monday, things took a turn for the better. Wesley Hall, viewed with some apprehension, found the pitch too slow for him and looked anyhow to have shed the rough edge of his violence. He finished with 0 for 106, and the other Queensland bowlers did little better. Dexter declared at 581 for 6, everyone except Titmus making runs. Pullar had ’flu, and Parfitt, opening with Sheppard, helped to put on 101 for the first wicket. Sheppard got 94, Parfitt 47, Dexter 80 (in eighty-five minutes), Barrington 183 not out, Graveney 52, and Knight 81. Queensland, batting a second time, were all but bowled out by Dexter who took 4 for 8 in 8 overs. Queensland at the close were 94 for 7, Grout being unable to bat, Hall having removed him from the first Test by landing one on his jaw.


Certainly, the manner of England’s batting showed a return of spirit and determination. But it was not at all the same thing as batting against Benaud and Davidson. For that we should have to wait another few days.


*


The England side, when it was announced late that night, was not without surprises. For a start, Smith was preferred to Murray. Dexter, having decided on only one off-spinner, settled on Titmus rather than Allen, which was in line with all-round form if not with intrinsic quality. Similarly Knight, on batting figures alone, had earned his place, especially since Larter, after being repeatedly no-balled at Adelaide for dragging, had since lost both rhythm and accuracy. The really contestable decision, though, was Parfitt to bat at number six, and not Graveney. Both averaged under 25, with only one decent innings – Graveney’s 99 at Adelaide – between them. However apparently out of form, one would have expected Graveney, on the basis of experience and class, to have had the initial opportunity. But Parfitt’s fielding could hardly be discounted in the circumstances, and that presumably was what ultimately counted. It must have been a sad setback for Graveney, after the long haul of the last two years, but in a sense he had only himself to blame.


The Australian team was as expected. The batsmen, save perhaps Lawry, were all in rampageous form, and the bowlers had all tasted blood. The length of the batting was such that Jarman, who came in for Grout and was no mean performer at all, found himself at number 11. It was scarcely possible to envisage England ever bowling them out. Trueman at this stage was an uncertain proposition, physically, and he had rarely been at full stretch. Dexter, save for that one purple patch against Queensland, had been bowling slower than his best speed. Knight, Barrington, and Titmus looked optimistic support for Statham, ever-reliable but no longer quite so whippy. And none of them seemed yet to have fixed on their most satisfactory method, with developed understanding of field placings, nor to have become a related part in a preconceived and thought-out strategy.


There is nothing quite like the assembling of teams, officials and Press on the eve of an England-Australian Test series. Everything lies ahead; the predictions of weeks can be made nonsense of in a few hours.


Each new flight from Sydney brought players from the other States. Lennons Hotel began to hum with excitement. The bar in the Rainbow Room swelled nightly and the barman who wore mauve eyeshadow was pirouetting from end to end of his command like a ballet dancer. A sexy-looking torch singer breathed huskily into her microphone while bronzed Brisbane couples smooched in the semi-darkness. A dozen oysters and a fillet steak took longer and longer to order, so in the end it was better and cheaper to settle for Chinese food round the corner. The coloured lights flickered along by the river where frangipani exhaled their musk alongside the poinsettias and the night air was exactly the right temperature.



















1 Brisbane: The First Test





First Day: The toss, unanimously accepted as crucial to England’s chances, was won by Australia, on a sunless, cloud-strewn morning. The scarlet poincianas shivered in a light breeze, the palm trees on the hill slung their branches over the red corrugated-iron roofs of the houses below them. On the grass banks in front of the stands it was for the most part bare legs and floppy white hats. A sweepstake in the Press Box for the day’s total gave Australia scores varying from 270 for 7 to 350 for 2. Everyone was afraid that if any inroad was to be made into Australia’s batting it had to be in the first hour. On the face of it, the pitch, a healthy camel-colour, looked good for thousands.


Statham, from the Pavilion end, bowled to Lawry, the latter, with a very short haircut, all baggy cap and nose, hunched over his bat like a kangaroo. Statham was immediately on a length, straight, with one that got up to hit Simpson on the gloves. Trueman, bowling down the slight slope, looked a shade quicker and twice Lawry all but played on. Now Trueman, bowling wide of the crease, concentrated on slanting the ball across Lawry’s body towards the slips. Twice Lawry played and missed; one he watched go by, almost superciliously; then to the last ball of Trueman’s second over, he pushed out along the line of the off stump, got an edge, and was caught at the wicket.


Simpson took two fours off Statham’s next over, a handsome turn off his legs, and a slash that sent the ball scudding high over slips. Neither bowlers used third man or fine leg.


Trueman at once produced two leaping bouncers for O’Neill, one on a length that thudded up at O’Neill’s heart, and one that he only came down on just in time. Off this latter, O’Neill hared off for an improbable single and, had Dexter at short leg picked the ball up cleanly, O’Neill would have been pushed to get home. As it was, he made his presence plain with a square cut off a short rising ball that sent it skidding between gully and cover. Trueman at this stage had two slips, two gullies and on the leg side a very close forward short leg, and two backward short legs.


He bowled again a shade short to O’Neill, O’Neill slashed and Sheppard, the finer of the gullies, knocked it up at full stretch. Parfitt threw himself from second slip, held it, only for the impact of his body on the ground to knock it out. A heroic effort, but he flung his cap on the ground in self-disgust. O’Neill was 6 at the time. It could have been the turning point.


Knight took over from Statham and the drop in pace was calculable in dozens of miles per hour. Trueman continued to harry both O’Neill and Simpson, and Simpson’s bat on the forward stroke looked oddly irresolute – neither straight nor more than cardboard in substance. The ball had not swung all morning, but Trueman was digging it in to ferocious effect.


O’Neill, after a nervy, fidgety period, suddenly late cut Trueman with annihilating swiftness. Sheppard at gully was providently not in its way. In the same over, O’Neill glanced Trueman to the vacant long leg boundary. The opening hour of the series had produced 41 runs, with twelve overs being bowled.


Trueman now looked to be tiring. O’Neill swung at a no-ball and missed heavily. Next, however, Trueman managed to make one lift sharply, O’Neill took it on the glove, and Statham, running in from backward short leg, held a gentle catch.


Knight was varying his pace interestingly, and now and again his inward flight found the inside edge of the bat, sending the ball only feet wide of the two short legs. But once an over he overpitched or dropped short, and at his friendly pace, Simpson could pick his spot on the fence.


Harvey did well to survive two overs against Trueman. Twice Trueman beat him outside the off stump, twice he came down on straight ones at the last second, his bat at an angle. After seventy-five minutes, Trueman came off with 2 for 28 in 7 overs; there would be few better spells of fast bowling in the series. Not since Port-of-Spain, when he bowled out West Indies in the bottle-throwing Test, had he looked so hostile and accurate.


Knight changed ends, and Statham came back, the cross breeze helping his in-swinger to drift away from Harvey. Simpson, driving a half volley from Knight to the sightscreen, was looking ominously settled. Statham dropped one short to Harvey who hooked viciously, only to find Pullar at backward square leg all but cling on. It was a hit to waken the dead, and Pullar examined the ball as if it had materialized from the underworld. He looked astonished to find both ball and himself in the same place, intact.


At 77, a quarter of an hour before lunch, Titmus relieved Knight, Dexter took over from Statham. Harvey at once moved down the pitch to Titmus, and seemed to relish being able to do so. Simpson drove Dexter through the covers, reaching 50 in the process. He went to hook the next ball, a long hop of no great pace, mistimed it, and Trueman, looking suspicious at the laziness of it, caught him at mid-on. Australia, at lunch, were 97 for 3; altogether an absorbing morning.


Trueman now attacked Burge on the leg stump, digging the ball in, with Dexter close up on Burge’s hip, and two other short legs squarer and deeper. Almost at once Trueman got one to lift, and Dexter, shooting up his right arm to its full extent, took a brilliant catch.


Trueman greeted Booth with a swift one to the jaw, embracing him with brotherly love at the end of the over. Booth got well over a short one on the off stump, steering it for four, then drove Trueman to the long-off boundary. At 128 for 4, Statham bowled for the first time from Trueman’s end. He looked at first to be getting considerably less life from it, but after Harvey had driven past mid-off he twice had him feeling outside the off stump and getting perilously close. In his second over, he suddenly produced a beautiful ball that pitched on Harvey’s off stump and came back between bat and pad to hit the middle. Harvey departed shaking his head as if satisfied nothing could have been done about it.


Dexter had bowled for half an hour fairly tidily from the pavilion end. Titmus, coming on under a now cloudless sky, immediately appealed loudly for l.b.w. against Davidson, but was refused. So Titmus changed ends and for some while he and Knight kept things surprisingly quiet. A stiffish breeze was helping Knight’s in-swing, and Titmus used it to curve the ball away towards the slips. Davidson, after taking his ease for half an hour, crashed Knight through the covers, and Booth cut Titmus for four almost out of the wicket-keeper’s gloves. Runs ticked up without either much distinction or difficulty, 50 coming in fifty-four minutes.


Dexter gave Barrington a go with the wind behind his leg-break. Davidson swung at a ball on the leg stump, and Trueman on the fence at long leg ran a few yards to take the ball before it crashed into the wood. In his fiftieth Test, he had had a hand in five of these first six wickets.


So Mackay loped in, chewing as demonstrably as for a TV commercial, with the new ball a couple of overs off. It was Booth, though, before and after tea, who took the brunt of the bowling, stroking Statham away to the long-off boundary and generally bestowing an air of uprightness and leisure. He stands straight, and, more than any of the others, gave the impression of having time and enough to get his body into the proper position. Anything remotely overpitched from Trueman or Statham he flashed to the boundary, the left arm beautifully in control. Once only was he made to look awkward, Trueman bringing one back sharply from outside the off stump to take the inside edge. Smith moved the wrong way and the ball shot to his left for four.


The fifty partnership went up in just under the hour, Mackay contributing seven of them. Self-effacement could go no further. The lack of a top class spinner began to show itself, for the fast bowlers were spent and the others looked increasingly amicable.


Mackay, after eighty minutes inharmonious stagnation, sliced Titmus past slip for four and, confidence achieved, twice carved Dexter through the covers. In the same over, Booth, just before five o’clock, stroked Dexter to the mid-wicket boundary to reach 100 in only his third test. He had scored his runs out of 165 made while he was at the wicket.


Barrington bowled again and Mackay began to acquire boundaries stealthily in all directions. Booth was resting up but the England attack seemed for the first time all day devoid of purpose. It is at such moments that Dexter’s hold on the proceedings seems altogether too remote.


The hundred for the partnership went up, the fielders’ shadows took on the elongated thin shapes of the sculptor Giacometti, and the play for the last forty-five minutes had a run-down automatic air. Booth eventually seemed to weary of it, and leaping down the pitch to Titmus he hit him hard and cross-batted to wide mid-on. Dexter, making ground, took a fine catch over his shoulder.


Without Booth it would plainly have been England’s day. He and Mackay had added 103 and they had emphasized that, even after an early breakthrough, England just had not the resources to press an advantage home on a good pitch and against such depth of batting.












	 

	AUSTRALIA – First Innings

	 






	 

	 

	 

	   






	    

	W. Lawry, c. Smith, b. Trueman

	5

	 






	 

	R. B. Simpson, c. Trueman, b. Dexter

	50

	 






	 

	N. O’Neill, c. Statham, b. Trueman

	19

	 






	 

	R. N. Harvey, b. Statham

	39

	 






	 

	P. J. Burge, c. Dexter, b. Trueman

	6

	 






	 

	B. Booth, c. Dexter, b. Titmus

	112

	 






	 

	A. K. Davidson, c. Trueman, b. Barrington

	23

	 






	 

	K. Mackay, not out

	51

	 






	 

	R. Benaud, not out

	13

	 






	 

	    Extras (b. 1, l.b. 1, n.b. 1)


	3

	 






	 

	 

	 

	 






	 

	             Total (7 wkts.)


	321

	 






	 

	

	 

	 






	 

	       FALL OF WICKETS. 1—5, 2—46, 3—92, 4—101, 5—140, 6—94, 7—297.


	 

	 















Mackay reached 50 before the end, going about it with a mortician’s lofty detachment from the irksome job in hand. He was chewing as frenziedly at the finish as at the beginning.


*


Second Day: Plainly if the striking achievements of Friday morning and afternoon were not to be wasted, England could afford little nonsense from Mackay and Benaud. The blue of the day before had given way to unbroken cloud and the leaves of the fig trees and poincianas still gleamed from a heavy breakfast time shower. Mackay, however, is not one to be distracted by aesthetic considerations, and while contriving to look as much on the run from trailing sheriffs as usual, he steered the fast bowlers at the most unlikely angles and with something approaching disdain. Benaud brings to batting a sense of pure pleasure, a feeling of adventure, and a correct technique. He hooked Trueman’s bouncer, glanced Statham off his middle stump and evoked lively memories of his tremendous 97 in the Lord’s Test of 1956. When he sees the ball as early as this he can be a formidable batsman. Trueman with little to encourage him grew nettled and fretful. Statham appeared slow enough for Mackay’s hyperdermic stab to acquire overtones of acute voluptuousness. Titmus halted progress for a while by bowling four overs for one run, but he came comfortably on to the middle of the bat nevertheless. At the end of an hour, Australia were 50 runs on, and the attack seemed without further ideas. Knight bowled and, although he came within a whisker of getting Benaud l.b.w., one could only long for some of Bailey’s intelligence and persistent accuracy. Once the fast bowlers were off the absence of penetration and control made batting seem an academic formality. Mackay once missed a sweep off Titmus and the bowler seemed justifiably aggrieved at the refusal of his appeal. Benaud reached 50 with a skimming off-drive but next ball, flicking Knight to leg, was neatly taken low down by Smith. The last two wickets had added 194 runs. An over later Knight flung himself down the pitch to take a tumbling return catch from McKenzie. Mackay continued to scoop and swivel his way towards his first Test century, but the final non-consummation of it was largely his own fault. For if you waste as many runs as Mackay does there comes a limit to the time your partners may care to remain. Five minutes before lunch, Jarman drove a half-volley from Knight, who had collected all the three wickets to fall, and Barrington caught him at wide mid-on.


After being 190 for 6, with the new ball due, 404 was more than Benaud can have assumed. Yet he would always have the comforting knowledge that happen what may in the first hour or two, his own batting was as long as England’s bowling was short.


The afternoon was no less cloudy, the cross-breeze a point or two brisker. Davidson, his breadth of shoulder seemingly vaster than in England, bowled to Pullar with an arc of four slips and two backward short legs. Pullar took six runs to leg off the first over, then Sheppard drove McKenzie through the covers. The innings was launched. For Sheppard, Davidson dispensed with cover and allowed Benaud to station himself off the batsman’s hip. McKenzie’s second over had Sheppard in real trouble. He shot one past the off stump, had him all but jab one off his ribs to backward short leg, and next saw Davidson at second slip fail to cling on to a low sharp chance to his right. Davidson’s direction was more variable than usual and Pullar was soon able to put a full toss away to the fig-trees at square leg.


At 25, McKenzie changed ends, and Mackay bowled, or rather propelled the ball with convulsive jerk of the wrist. McKenzie’s lift, accuracy and general aggression made him look every inch a bowler of the future. Benaud kept him going for eighty minutes, but at 40, came on himself. The whole match, it seemed, had been geared to this moment. From the beginning he turned the ball several inches and with the covers swoopingly patrolled by O’Neill, Harvey and others, was never easy to get away. Mackay came back and, pitching just short of a length, tied up the other end. Beer cans circulated under the eucalyptus and the packed shirt-sleeved gentlemen from the country grew vocal. Fifty was hoisted after an hour and a half: Benaud experimented with his flipper and bowled a wide: the picking up was precise, the throwing of a deadliness that never involved Jarman the wicket-keeper in more wrist movement than would flicking a cigarette lighter. Once Pullar hauled a full toss from Benaud for four, once Mackay got one to go the other way and Sheppard was perilously close to it. But for the most part there was little incident.


Then at 62 with sun shining and tea in sight, Pullar went to turn an off-break from Benaud to leg. The ball hung up somewhat in the air and Benaud received a dismally gentle return catch off the outside edge. In the last over before tea Benaud, throwing the ball up outside the leg stump with pronounced but laboured turn, and nobody deep, got Sheppard caught at backward short leg off an indeterminate prod. Benaud had taken two wickets for nought in eleven balls. No sooner had he come on than the batting degenerated into struggling diffidence.


After tea Davidson dug in a few at Dexter’s ribs but a ferocious hook and two lovely straight drives returned authority to where Dexter clearly thought it belonged. And it stayed that way. McKenzie replaced Davidson while Benaud for over an hour spun away with fastidious nonchalance. Cowdrey was content to push amiably forward at the pitch of the ball while Dexter cut, pulled, and on the rare occasions Benaud over-pitched, hit brutally hard. Together these two added 50 in forty-five minutes, Dexter’s share being 40.


Benaud, having bowled eleven overs for 19, came off after his next two cost 22. Dexter had won his second victory of the evening. He reached 50 out of 66 and he had made them imperiously. Davidson returned and Dexter crashed his first ball to the screen. Mackay now bowled several searching overs at Dexter, keeping the ball up to him, bringing it in a bit and inviting him to hit over the top of mid-off and mid-on standing deep. Simpson bowled his leg-spinners at 141 and Cowdrey cut the first for four. The third was a long-hop and Cowdrey swung it hard and high to leg. He had the whole of that side to aim at and he compulsively picked the one spot where Lawry stood isolated on the fence. A quarter of an hour from stumps Benaud came back and now there were leg-spinners at both ends. With eight minutes to go Dexter, who had been taking it quietly for some time, lost sight of a high-flighted one from Benaud, hit over it and was bowled. His 70 had been finely etched and often thrillingly struck. Whether it would be enough remained to be seen.












	    

	AUSTRALIA – First Innings

	   






	 

	 

	 

	 






	 

	W. Lawry, c. Smith, b. Trueman

	5

	 






	 

	R. B. Simpson, c. Trueman, b. Dexter

	50

	 






	 

	N. O’Neill, c. Statham, b. Trueman

	19

	 






	 

	R. N. Harvey, b. Statham

	39

	 






	 

	P. J. Burge, c. Dexter, b. Trueman

	6

	 






	 

	B. Booth, c. Dexter, b. Titmus

	112

	 






	 

	A. K. Davidson, c. Trueman, b. Barrington

	23

	 






	 

	K. Mackay, not out

	86

	 






	 

	R. Benaud, c. Smith, b. Knight

	51

	 






	 

	G. McKenzie, c. and b. Knight

	4

	 






	 

	B. Jarman, c. Barrington, b. Knight

	2

	 






	 

	     Extras (b. 5, l.b. 1, n.b. 1)


	7

	 






	 

	 

	 —

	 






	 

	             Total


	404

	 






	 

	 

	 

	 






	 

	        FALL OF WICKETS. 1—5, 2—46, 3—92, 4—101, 5—140, 6—194, 7—297, 8—388, 9—392, 10—404.


	 

	 

























	    

	ENGLAND – First Innings

	    






	 

	 

	 

	 






	 

	G. A. Pullar, c. and b. Benaud

	33

	 






	 

	D. S. Sheppard, c. McKenzie, b. Benaud

	31

	 






	 

	E. R. Dexter, b. Benaud

	70

	 






	 

	M. C. Cowdrey, c. Lawry, b. Simpson

	21

	 






	 

	K. F. Barrington, not out

	13

	 






	 

	A. C. Smith, not out

	0

	 






	 

	     Extras (w. 1)


	1

	 






	 

	 

	 —

	 






	 

	             Total (4 wkts.)


	169

	 






	 

	      P. Parfitt, B. Knight, F. J. Titmus, F. S. Trueman and J. B. Statham to go in.


	 

	 






	 

	 

	 

	 






	 

	      FALL OF WICKETS. 1—62, 2—65, 3—145, 4—169.


	 

	 















Third Day: The leg-spinners began where they had left off, Simpson towards the pavilion, Benaud away from it – the end from which he had bowled Dexter, and from which he had seemed to get more turn. Simpson’s third ball was a half-volley and Barrington drove it all along the ground to the long-off boundary. There were 26 runs to go to the new ball, if Benaud chose to take it. Benaud, using the full width of the crease, bowled a thoughtful maiden to Barrington. Off Simpson’s next over both Smith and Barrington took fours, one on each side of the wicket. Then Smith swung Simpson off his leg stump past the square leg umpire’s shins.


Barrington, taking note, did the same to Benaud, a stroke not without elements of risk. Benaud, seemingly unnerved, bowled two long hops and Barrington despatched both of them. The 200 went up, six boundaries coming in the first half-hour. O’Neill replaced Simpson, and Barrington swept him against the spin to long leg for four more.


So Davidson was summoned and at once took the new ball. He whipped one back to rap Smith on the pads, but was oddly wasteful outside the off stump. Smith steered McKenzie between the slips and 45 runs had come at one a minute. Davidson now softened up Smith by beating him continually outside the off stump, Smith’s left foot getting further and further from the line of the ball. McKenzie got one to kick in the next over and Smith, who had taken a nasty blow from Hall in the Queensland match, turned his head at the last second and was caught off his glove.


Parfitt showed such immediate signs of life, scuttling between the wickets with Barrington like an old tug behind him, that Benaud returned earlier than he can have intended. McKenzie changed ends and Parfitt played him away off his legs and then hit him cross-batted through the covers. England at lunch were 264 for 5, Barrington, who had batted without suspicion of error or uncertainty, 63, Parfitt 22. Benaud after his opening overs, had looked tameable, Davidson, ageing.


Parfitt pulled a full toss from Benaud soon afterwards, which meant the second 50 partnership of the day. Barrington looked to be taking root again, as solidly as a gum-tree. But Benaud, bowling with dissembling ease, occasionally found him mistaking the googly for the leg-break, causing him hurriedly to change his mind about intended off-drives. Parfitt on-drove Benaud through two scarlet sunshades and only several brilliant one-handed stops by Lawry saved them being disturbed further. Mackay satisfactorily sealed up the other end, pitching on or about the off stump the whole time and every so often getting one to run away. He beat Barrington once like this, the only false stroke Barrington had played in two and a half hours. For twenty minutes Mackay tied up Barrington, and Benaud, Parfitt. The fielders swooped in like vultures and even for Parfitt, the short single, that might have broken up the pattern, dried up completely. There was accuracy to admire, and concentration, but no anecdote. The sun poured down. Three times Barrington drove hard and scattered the stumps at the bowler’s end. He threw his cap down in frustration. It was difficult to discern whether Benaud or Barrington were running out of ideas quicker.


Parfitt now grew fidgety against Mackay, skying him suddenly just over the bowler’s head. Both batsmen might have taken warning from this, but a drink, far from cooling Barrington down, launched him out against Benaud; he failed quite to get to the pitch, and Burge at extra cover took a spinning overhead catch. Barrington came in looking understandably fed up, for it was a wicket thrown away, when everything was in favour of grinding Benaud down until he was forced to come off. On such pitches the bowler can only hope for mistakes and the less hopeful he becomes, the more relaxing for the batsmen.


Titmus started perkily, taking four past slip off the bottom of the bat, and then carting Benaud over mid-wicket. So Benaud, after bowling twelve successive overs for 25 runs, gave Simpson a bowl, bringing Davidson on from the pavilion. Parfitt, glancing Davidson the thickness of glass from Jarman, reached 50, a consolidating innings of initiative and character. Scarcely a run had come off the front foot through the covers, but on the leg side he was neat and productive.


Titmus looked so costive against Simpson, that Benaud faced him with two silly mid-offs and two short mid-ons. He assumed the proportions of a small, docile animal in an ostentatiously barred cage. But he stuck it out till tea, or nuts, which seemed more apposite in his case. England then were 331 for 6, Parfitt 59, Titmus 12.


With Simpson and Mackay still bowling, the half-hour after tea produced 10 runs. Titmus was more bullyingly imprisoned than even before, and Parfitt used his pads to anything outside the off stump. The drive had grown obsolete. The 50 partnership, when it arrived at half-past four, had taken ninety minutes. Mackay bowled five overs for 8 runs, after which Benaud came on himself, with McKenzie relieving Simpson. The cricket had permanence, but no pride.


Benaud began throwing the ball up to Titmus who, deciding contrarily to fetch a leg-break from outside the off stump to mid-wicket, sliced it to slip. One run later McKenzie’s first ball to Knight found the glove, and Davidson, moved across from slip to backward short leg by Benaud, received a comforting catch. With 0 for 77 at the time he was probably glad of it. He got further solace a moment later for Parfitt, putting scant faith in Trueman’s scowling presence, lofted Benaud to him at deep mid-off. Three wickets had gone for one run.


Trueman succeeded, by some curious legerdemain, in hitting a full toss from Benaud over his own head, and then, after a variety of miscues, pulled him for four, four, six, one, off consecutive balls. McKenzie in the next over had him caught behind, a judgment Trueman accepted with some grudgingness. Benaud came out of the proceedings with 6 for 115, in 42 overs; something worth putting beside his 6 for 70 at Old Trafford, an honest reward for long accurate spells on a wicket that offered him little.


Australia therefore began their second innings 15 ahead, with twenty-five minutes batting. Simpson faced Trueman, and the first ball he played down hard for it to roll back and nestle against the off stump without disturbing the bail. He snicked four runs between first and second slip, and played and missed at the next two. Trueman had reason now for grievance. Simpson, looking unhappy, appealed against the light, but was refused. Statham next beat him twice, and altogether he looked relieved to come in.












	AUSTRALIA






	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	First Innings

	 

	 

	Second Innings

	 






	W. Lawry, c. Smith, b. Trueman

	5

	 

	not out

	7






	R. B. Simpson, c. Trueman, b. Dexter

	50

	 

	not out

	7






	N. O’Neill, c. Statham, b. Trueman

	19

	 

	 

	 






	R. N. Harvey, b. Statham

	39

	 

	 

	 






	P. J. Burge, c. Dexter, b. Trueman

	6

	 

	 

	 






	B. Booth, c. Dexter, b. Titmus

	112

	 

	 

	 






	A. K. Davidson, c. Trueman, b. Barrington

	23

	 

	 

	 






	K. Mackay, not out

	86

	 

	 

	 






	R. Benaud, c. Smith, b. Knight

	51

	 

	 

	 






	G. McKenzie, c. and b. Knight

	4

	 

	 

	 






	B. Jarman, c. Barrington, b. Knight

	2

	 

	 

	 






	       Extras (b. 5, l.b. 1, n.b. 1)


	7

	 

	Extras

	2






	 

	—

	 

	 

	—






	     Total


	404

	 

	Total (no wkt.)

	16






	     FALL OF WICKETS. 1—5, 2—46, 3—92, 4—101, 5—140, 6—194, 7—297, 8—388, 9—392, 10—404.


























	 

	ENGLAND – First Innings

	 






	 

	 

	 

	 






	 

	G. A. Pullar, c. and b. Benaud

	33

	 






	 

	D. S. Sheppard, c. McKenzie, b. Benaud

	31

	 






	 

	E. R. Dexter, b. Benaud

	70

	 






	 

	M. C. Cowdrey, c. Lawry, b. Simpson

	21

	 






	 

	K. F. Barrington, c. Burge, b. Benaud

	78

	 






	 

	A. C. Smith, c. Jarman, b. McKenzie

	21

	 






	 

	P. H. Parfitt, c. Davidson, b. Benaud

	80

	 






	 

	F. J. Titmus, c. Simpson, b. Benaud

	21

	 






	 

	B. R. Knight, c. Davidson, b. McKenzie

	0

	 






	 

	F. S. Trueman, c. Jarman, b. McKenzie

	19

	 






	 

	J. B. Statham, not out

	8

	 






	 

	Extras (b. 4, l.b. 2, w. 1)

	7

	 






	 

	 

	—

	 






	 

	     Total


	389

	 






	 

	 

	 

	 






	 

	     FALL OF WICKETS. 1—62, 2—65, 3—145, 4—169, 5—220, 6—297, 7—361, 8—362, 9—362, 10—389.


	 















Fourth Day: Dexter’s policy could only be one of confinement. The chances of any serious inroad into Australia’s batting on this pitch, without a back-of-the-hand spinner, were fairly remote. If he could prevent Benaud from declaring before the day’s end, Dexter would have reason for satisfaction.


The first twenty minutes provided only three runs. Trueman again bothered Simpson, whose right foot tended to stray away from the line. Statham, bowling to Lawry, was unable to slant the ball across the left-hander’s body, and Lawry tucked him away off his legs. Simpson began to play some pleasant strokes off the back foot, but when he was 21 he pushed forward too soon at Statham’s slower ball, only for the incredulous bowler to put down a waist-high lob. Several fielding mistakes now, and an irrelevant overthrow to the boundary by Trueman, gave a sense of unearned ease to the batting.


Knight and Titmus bowled for forty minutes before lunch, without either incident or untidiness. Dexter set sensibly defensive fields and the bowlers bowled to them. It was much like the tactics of Benaud and Mackay the afternoon before, except that Benaud, even when his flights of fancy are curtailed by an unimaginative pitch, remains absorbing to watch. Five minutes before the interval Simpson’s 50 and the 100 partnership had been recorded, and that was about all that could be said of them.


Dexter and Titmus bore the early heat of the afternoon, the batsmen rather more comatose than the fielders. After half an hour, Dexter decided to dispense with slip, Cowdrey moving into the covers. Simpson, a figure bereft of all company near the wicket, went to glance the next ball and Smith caught him on the leg side. Simpson walked without verdict. It had not been one of his more assured innings.


O’Neill took time to settle in, but a hook and a cut off Dexter recalled echoes of latent savagery. Knight offered him several succulent half-volleys, Titmus meanwhile feeding Lawry over-generously on the leg stump. The fielding alternated between brilliance and ineptness.


Statham returned, but he, too, seemed mesmerized by Lawry’s leg stump, with the result that runs at last began to flow. O’Neill hooked Knight repeatedly, his field rapidly resembling a tiring off-spinner’s. Trueman was reluctantly pressed back into service, his aspect suggesting that such unprofitable labour should be reserved for younger, fitter, and less precious men.


Lawry neared an unremarkable century, its assiduous inevitability being cut short two runs off when Sheppard fastened on to a hook off Titmus. Australia at tea, with the new ball just taken, were 223 for 2, O’Neill 41, Harvey 3.


Statham’s opening over afterwards provided O’Neill with 11 runs, including a gorgeous hook, and Trueman’s first ball, a half-volley, O’Neill hammered through the covers. Dexter’s resources had begun already to look pitifully thin.


Fortunately, Statham now brought one back at O’Neill, who, pressing somewhat, was fulsomely l.b.w.


Harvey took over, placing Trueman through the covers and edging him wide of slip, while Trueman raised supplicating arms. Titmus bowled in place of Statham, and Smith failed to stump Harvey when, without announcement of intention, Harvey waltzed down the pitch. Dexter set no gully for Harvey, an unwise economy, for three times Harvey took fours for what would have been catches there.


Smith a second time failed to stump Harvey off Titmus, dropping the ball with Harvey well down the pitch. Evans at this stage of affairs was always able to keep the fielders from flagging, and the lack of someone with his ebullience and energy, to say nothing of his technical proficiency, was inevitably lowering.


Harvey continued to throw his bat fairly edgily but, when he did connect with Dexter, he sent a towering catch to Statham at deep mid-off. This followed some ragged fielding and throwing and Dexter, not daring to turn his head, waited interminably for applause or laughter. He was spared the latter.


Burge swept Titmus inconsequentially off his middle stump, and several times drove Dexter past mid-off. Australia’s lead passed 350 and, with half an hour left, it became plain that the threat of Dexter was deterring Benaud from an overnight declaration. In the circumstances, it appeared unduly deferential. For it was possible that Benaud, thanks largely to Lawry’s reluctance to bestir himself, might now run out of time, but find himself with 70 or more useless runs in hand.












	AUSTRALIA






	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	First Innings

	 

	 

	Second Innings

	 






	W. Lawry, c. Smith, b. Trueman

	5

	 

	c. Sheppard, b. Titmus

	98






	R. B. Simpson, c. Trueman, b. Dexter

	50

	 

	c. Smith b. Dexter

	71






	N. O’Neill, c. Statham, b. Trueman

	19

	 

	l.b.w. b. Statham

	56






	R. N. Harvey, b. Statham

	39

	 

	c. Statham, b. Dexter

	57






	P. J. Burge, c. Dexter, b. Trueman

	6

	 

	not out

	47






	B. Booth, c. Dexter, b. Titmus

	112

	 

	not out

	19






	A. K. Davidson, c. Trueman, b. Barrington

	23

	 

	 

	 






	K. Mackay, not out

	86

	 

	 

	 






	R. Benaud, c. Smith, b. Knight

	51

	 

	 

	 






	G. McKenzie, c. and b. Knight

	4

	 

	 

	 






	B. Jarman, c. Barrington, b. Knight

	2

	 

	 

	 






	     Extras (b. 5, l.b. 1, n.b. 1)


	7

	 

	Extras (b. 4, l.b. 10)

	14






	 

	—

	 

	 

	—






	     Total


	404

	 

	Total (4 wkts.)

	362






	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	     FALL OF WICKETS. First innings: 1—5, 2—46, 3—92, 4—101, 5—140, 6—194, 7—297, 8—388, 9—392, 10—404. Second innings: 1—136, 2—216, 3—241, 4—325.
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