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INTRODUCTION





In 1955 Australia, having been beaten at home by England in Tyson’s series, went straight to the Caribbean and demolished the West Indians 3–0, becoming in the process the first visiting side to beat the West Indians on their own pitches. In 1957 England, under Peter May, beat West Indies 3–0 at home. A mere seven years earlier John Goddard’s side, with the three W’s and Stollmeyer as leading batsmen, and Ramadhin and Valentine as spinners, had cleaned up England 3–1 in England. Four years later only miraculous efforts by Hutton had salvaged a draw from a series England were losing 2–0 by the time of the third Test in Georgetown, Guyana.


It was expected by most people that West Indies would do more than hold their own in 1960. They had in Wesley Hall the fastest bowler on view, they had a dazzling array of fast scoring batsmen, and they still had Ramadhin, to say nothing of the all-round skills of Worrell and Sobers.


In the event, without ever looking the more talented side, England won their first ever series in the Caribbean. Only one Test, at Port-of-Spain, was finished and, despite some time-wasting bottle-throwing, England won it by 256 runs.


For the most part it was a batsman’s tour, though Hall and Watson, both warned for intimidatory bowling, gave England a rough time. There were no helmets then, nor did anyone appear to need one. But from Cowdrey and Pullar, the opening pair, all the way down the line England batted with immense determination. When May, never in good health, had to return home before the final Test, Parks came into the side and made a saving hundred.


England were lucky to win every toss, but they played as a side, and a single day of inspired bowling by Trueman and Statham won them the crucial advantage. Thereafter, Dexter, Barrington, Smith and Subba Row made sure it was never thrown away.


Looking back, that journey down the islands twenty-five years ago seems to belong to a magical period. No one can forget their first experience of cricket in the Caribbean, and the West Indies then seemed pleasure-loving and trouble-free, as well as the most beautiful place on earth.


Since then, the image has lost some of its shine, the feeling become less friendly. Although there were bouncers enough bowled by Wesley Hall in his day, there was no endless battering by relays of pace bowlers at each end, hour after hour. Ramadhin even finished top of the West Indian bowling averages, though Hall took more wickets.


Of course, it was no paradise in the Caribbean in 1960, whatever it may have seemed like superficially. But the islands were much cheaper to live in and they were less Americanised. Politics, visible though they were, intruded less. Best of all, there was the heat of the tropics, day after day of hot sun, blue skies and breaking surf, and England edging their way to memorable victory.


A. R., 1985      

















PREFACE





THE 1960 Test series between West Indies and England will be renowned for two things especially: for England’s first victory ever in the Caribbean, and for the riot that so dis figured the Second Test at Port-of-Spain, Trinidad. The former, against most predictions, was memorable; the second will, I hope, be regarded as a signal lapse that must not be repeated.


It was a grim, ruthless, evenly contested and sometimes dramatic group of matches. Not until the final morning of the Fifth Test was the outcome certain. In such circumstances the tension was bound to hold; and for the student of the game, no less than for the partisan spectator, these Tests were of absorbing interest. I trust that this tension, as well as the technical interest, carries over into print.


Yet all was not entirely well; four draws in five matches speaks for itself. Draws can be exciting, and two of these, at least, were. But such pitches as were provided on this tour make for impossible contests, if the final result is taken to matter. Otherwise the time element would have to be scrapped and each match played to a finish. Had these been timeless Tests West Indies would probably have won, though it is doubtful if there would have been anyone there to watch. But the time element exists: and if at the end of six five-hour days, the game is barely more than half over, then something must be badly wrong. In this case, it was, of course, the pitches. In West Indies, unless a team is willing to lose, it has usually small chance of winning—except, as happened with England on this occasion, when it consistently wins the toss, or is overwhelmingly the stronger. It is not enough to settle for a steady 200 runs a day: which is more than what, once England got wise to the correct defensive tactics, West Indies were usually reduced to. The side that can miraculously achieve a break-through calls the tune thereafter. West Indies lost the tosses, fatally buckled up in the Second Test, and disappointingly failed to strike a faster scoring rate than England in the last three. In the circumstances, though they possessed brilliant individual players, they deserved as a side to lose. England were the better team, the one which showed greater determination and which developed a shrewder overall tactical appreciation.


I don’t know what can be done about West Indies pitches: they conduce to a dog-in-the-manger attitude on the part of batsmen and to slave mentality among bowlers. Considering everything, the results, especially as far as England are concerned, were remarkable. The more casual spectators often found themselves assisting at a ritual, rather than enjoying a spectacle, but this was in the nature of things—assuming the pitches, the climate, the sequence of events, and the prize at stake.


The number of overs bowled during each day was often less than one likes to see: but on discouraging wickets, in great heat, an air of urgency is a lot to expect. Speed up the wickets and you will speed up the tempo. Taking everything into consideration, there was nothing to choose between the two sides: they were both slow.


One factor, more than any other, marred this series, producing a lack cf sympathy, if not actual hostility, between the two sides. That was the persistent short-pitched bowling of the two West Indian fast bowlers, Hall and Watson. Certain critics in the West Indies could see nothing untoward in three, sometimes four, balls an over being banged into the pitch so that they rose at the batsman’s throat, forcing him to fend, or duck, or, if he were quick enough, to hook. They regarded this as perfectly reasonable, given the pitches and, of course, the bowlers. But if the law referring to such bowling has any meaning at all, then, not twice as actually happened, but a dozen times the bowlers should have been restrained. Unfortunately, the law, as it stands, makes impossible  demands on any but the toughest, and most assured, of umpires. One must be clear about this. It is not the out-and-out bouncer that is in question: these fly harmlessly overhead and merely waste time. It is the repeated pitching, by fast bowlers, on a length of such shortness that the batsman’s instinctive concern—however he may adjust and control it—must be for his physical safety. It is hard to pin down in words: in practice, what I mean is quite plain. Again, it is the wickets that are to blame, generally. But something will have to be done soon if the finer arts of batting are not to fall into desuetude, or the spectators simply to give up.


It has been suggested that one remedy against slow play by a fielding side might be the introduction of a standard number of overs, rather than of hours, for each day, any deficiencies being made up on the next day. About both this and the question of defining and remedying persistent short-pitching there will have to be careful thought. Cricket has had constantly to adapt itself to problems throughout its history and up till now it has succeeded without loss of character, if not entirely without loss of charm.


However, this book is not all about cricket. As in Australia 55, and as in Cape Summer, I have presumed some interest in places and people, in environment and local character. A tour of this kind is both a journey into colonial history and an exploration of its landscape. Cricket is as much an integral part of West Indian culture as it is of our own, and I have treated it so. It is also part of the process of learning, sometimes enjoyably, sometimes not. The non-cricket passages are quickly apparent and anyone desiring to skip is cordially invited to do so.


A number of the photographs are my own; for certain others I am indebted, as far as action pictures of the Tests are concerned, to Mr. William Alleyne in Barbados, to the Trinidad Guardian, to the Daily Gleaner of Jamaica, and the Daily News in Georgetown, British Guiana. I must acknowledge, too, the help of the Tourist Boards of Barbados, of Trinidad and Tobago, and of Jamaica, and of the Government Information Service, British Guiana. In addition, I am especially grateful for the help of Mr. George Hunte in Barbados; of Mr. Ernest Burbridge, of the British Council, in Jamaica; of Lieutenant-Colonel Roy Alston, Mr. Derek Walcott and Miss Margaret Maillard in Trinidad; and of Mr. A. J. Seymour in British Guiana.


A. R.
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DESCENT INTO BARBADOS





THE darkness that had begun at four o’clock on a gloomy, drizzling post-Christmas afternoon in London ended seventeen hours later with a thin sliver of light, like a piece of lemon skin, over Bermuda. The great wings of the Britannia cut and tilted through these growing segments of yellow as if peeling them. Fighting head-winds all the way over the Atlantic we had been forced to make for Gander to refuel, and there, at two in the morning, we had landed into a temperature seven under zero. The hardier spirits descended for coffee and to stretch their legs; John Woodcock, of The Times, my fellow-passenger, stumbled over me wrapped in a blanket as if emerging from an igloo. I was not among them. Behind me, Jim Swanton slumbered on his bunk, a sultan islanded in sleep. Ian Peebles, more upright of posture, nodded hopefully (for rest was not easy among airline dervishes re-stocking and cleaning), doubtless dreaming of Chalfont St. Giles, if not Inverness.


We had assembled, what seemed an age earlier, at London Airport, Jim and Anne Swanton, Rex and Elspeth Alston, Ian, John and myself, with racing honourably represented by Noel Murless, trainer of some of the Queen’s horses, and his wife, and Quinton Gilbey, an old friend, racing correspondent and tipster (though I know not at what financial profit to his readers), of whom I was to see much later. Such are the differences between our respective sports that the racing fraternity (one could not, with any regard for truth, call cricket writers and players a fraternity) were paying for their own holiday, while we were being paid to come. It could be said—depending on how you look at it—that we were the more fortunate, though during the first Test Match I began to doubt it.


Friends, wives, children, with Gubby Allen, Chairman of Selectors, on hand to provide official benediction, were there to see us off, but soon they had sunk away beneath us, left to resume their enforced hibernation while we should wake to the light and the coral sea. I got out my homework, Wiseman’s Short History of the British West Indies, and Nicole’s West Indian Cricket, but somehow there seemed too much to talk about, or one had drunk too many whiskies at BOAC’s expense, and such sentences like ‘Modern history in the West Indies begins with the discovery of the islands by Columbus and the influx of Spaniards, Portuguese, Dutch, English and French, seeking trade, settlement, souls to save and bodies to enslave, strategic bases, nurseries for seamen and testing-grounds for ships, treasure and adventure’ merely fuddled me, taking me back to those long hot afternoons at Hailey bury, when, listening to droning discourses about the Conquistadors, I fretted impatiently to get back to the nets and to Bert Wensley’s pithy admonitions about the outswinger. The history of West Indian cricket was little better, and though I returned to both with pleasure, I was contented enough now to let them drop off my lap and to doze fitfully into what seemed a disgracefully late dawn.


At Bermuda Airport, the only ‘dry’ airport in the world, I believe (though the idea of drink was repellent at that hour), we decanted passengers, sought coffee and attempted to freshen up. The coffee tasted like a detergent, the lavatories contained not even old newspapers, there were neither soap nor towels, nor, for those who use such things, plugs for electric irons. No wonder it was dry. A semi-intoxicated man would have broken the place up.


Three hours or so later—noon local time—we taxied in along the tarmac of Seawell Airport, Barbados, stepping out into what, after London and Gander, appeared the oven-like temperature of 82°.


Cameras flashed, we were welcomed by John Goddard, most genial and hospitable of former West Indian captains, who was to do so much to make our stay enjoyable, and by Stanton Gittens, the Press Liaison officer. Customs, tickets, immigration, and we were bowling along the shores of the bluest bays—the eastern Mediterranean and the Great Barrier Reef not excepted—that I have ever seen. Boats were drawn bows up on the salt-white sand, coral-pink fishing nets, slung between palms and casuarinas like frail hammocks, hung out to dry, poinsettias like scarlet mops bobbed in front of squat confectionery villas and coffee-coloured weatherboard shacks. We swung through narrow roads almost overhung by tall sugar canes, the driver of our taxi, in that curious Barbadian yawny singsong drawl, with its overtone now of the Welsh valleys, now of Ireland or the west country, answering questions with great good humour. Our taxi drivers became close friends, and by the time we left, there was little of their private lives we did not know. He told us about the fish and the monkeys, about illegitimacy and the snares of marriage (the possession of a family scarcely ever implied the possession of a wife), about the delights of Harry’s Niterie and the prospects for the Test.


‘Are there any snakes in Barbados,’ I asked. ‘I de only snake in de island, Boss,’ he replied, laughing hugely.


*


The Marine Hotel, our home for the next fortnight, is a large rambling place of coral stone weathered to pale pink, with deep eaves, verandas looking onto pleasant gardens, and a relaxed, informal air. Tussore suits and bow ties were de rigueur among the elderly expatriates, though occasionally American tourists, in baseball caps, plaid shirts and Bermuda shorts, outlining generally unsuitable bottoms, wandered through the palms and flamboyants, or collapsed, exhausted by sightseeing, on the Victorian white wickerwork chairs.


The Marine, by metropolitan standards, has decided drawbacks of service and cuisine, but a friendlier hotel there has never been. The brilliant sand and surf of Accra Beach are two minutes away by taxi, or a ten-minute walk through rock pools full of scuttling crabs and tiny striped fish. The rooms, each with adjoining bath, are comfortable, spacious and airy, and these at night, with the muslin mosquito nets hoisted like sails, and the tree frogs tinkling like the harness bells of Indian garis, returned me nostalgically to the Bengal of my childhood. I could smell my father’s cigar and hear the ice tinkling in the burra pegs that succeeded each other with formidable rapidity after bad days at the office, the Legislative Assembly or, more likely, the races.


M.C.C. had preceded us by the Camito to Barbados, ploughing through cruel December gales by way of Guadeloupe and Grenada, and one by one, in the bar, one greeted old friends. Peter May, Colin Cowdrey, Brian Statham, with whom I had been round Australia and South Africa: but it was a shock to realize that only those three of the present fifteen had been with Hutton in that legendary series of 1954/55 or on the more disappointing one through the Union in 1956/57. No Sir Leonard in the corner, with wary eye cocked for the calculated joke or features drawn after a night of metaphysical or financial speculation; no Jim Laker, stalking the foyers with the just air of one who regarded the taking of 19 wickets in a Test against Australia as little better than a chore; no Trevor Bailey, explaining in the lift with carrying tones just how the ball had come off bat to pad, rather than vice versa; no Frank Tyson, loping and camera-hung, nor Godfrey Evans, bubbling like Veuve Clicquot with the cork half off. No Denis Compton, nor not-so-happy-go-lucky Johnny Wardle. These were the great players among more or less my own generation, and it was impossible not to miss them.


Instead there were Geoffrey ‘Noddy’ Pullar, of Lancashire, one of the successes of the series against India, a sturdy left-handed opening batsman of sound technique and stolid temperament; Ken Barrington, restored to his rightful place as a Test all-rounder, with infectious sparring-partner’s grin; Fred Trueman, puffing on his pipe, and thinking four-letter thoughts about West Indian pitches; Ted Dexter, an aloof all-rounder whose selection had not pleased the popular pundits who saw in it a predilection for amateurs; Roy Swetman, as wicketkeeper, with Keith Andrew as deputy; Ray Illingworth, a Yorkshireman with at moments a disconcerting resemblance to Wardle, especially on the field, and Pinocchio-featured David Allen, with barely a full season for Gloucestershire behind him, as off-spinners; Tom Greenhough, as leg-spinner; Alan Moss as third pace bowler; Mike Smith, scorer of 3,000 runs during the summer, and Ramon Subba Row as batsmen. As Peter May said at a pre-sailing press conference—and was obliged to say what must have been monotonously often throughout the tour—it was ‘a young experimental side’. There were two other changes. Freddie Brown, as Manager, had been succeeded by Walter Robins; and we had no longer George Duckworth, most Pickwickian of wicketkeepers, as scorer, baggageman, philosopher and friend. However it all turned out, one thing was for sure: it would not, by a long chalk, be the same.


We had scarcely settled in before the West Indies players, 13 of whom had been nominated already, began to arrive. Sonny Ramadhin from Trinidad; Rohan Kanhai from British Guiana, with that great chuckling and noble giant Clyde Walcott, now retired, over to observe. Gerry Alexander, West Indies Captain, and Frank Worrell, last of the fabulous W’s, all of whom were born within a stone’s throw of each other within the same year here in Barbados, flew in from Jamaica. Already the local Barbadians, Gary Sobers, mercifully recovered from the heartrending car accident that killed his friend Collie Smith, Wesley Hall and Hunte had checked in. Perhaps, had it not been for Collie Smith’s death, we should not have seen Worrell, who had played no first-class cricket at all since West Indies toured England on their wretched tour of 1957.


Watching all the players arrive was like being in a concert hall with the orchestra tuning up. The full circus was present; the familiar circuit was about to begin.


*


I had few quarrels with the M.C.C. side when it was announced. My own choice, though, would have differed in two respects. First, likeable and technically proficient as Keith Andrew is, my second wicketkeeper would certainly have been Jim Parks. Not because he comes from my own county of Sussex, but because on a tour such as this the deputy wicketkeeper has scarcely any wicketkeeping to do and Parks would have made an extra batsman for colony matches, one moreover who would have pushed the others hard for a place in the Tests as a batsman in his own right. Parks has, in some quarters, been regarded as suspect in temperament and not exactly a placid player of the quickest bowling. This latter he is not: he cuts, drives and hooks it, and if sooner or later he pays the penalty, he has generally scored several dozen more runs against it than most of our backfoot prodders and pushers. I suggest that anyone who doubts this looks up Parks’ innings over the last three seasons against Surrey (Loader), Lancashire (Statham), Yorkshire (Trueman) or any other fast bowler they fancy in preference. The real point, however, is that he is as safe and dominating a player of off-spin and leg-break bowling as any we have, and in view of the probable arrival of Tayfield with the South Africans this summer and of Benaud the year after, his presence in the Caribbean could have been only to the good. (In fact, he was to arrive there, but in the capacity of coach in Trinidad). It’s true that 1959 was his first full season as a wicketkeeper and that he had no one faster than Bates or Thomson, or more ambiguous of spin than Marlar, to keep to. Yet by some extraordinary feat of sympathetic magic he induced bowlers who probably get the ball past the bat less than those of any other county to allow him the greatest number of catches in the country and to put him firmly at the head of the wicketkeepers’ table. This, I know, is no test of absolute merit and Andrew, with Tyson, Tribe, Manning, Allen and Barrick to take regularly, must of course be regarded as the more experienced and correct technician. Parks’ progress over the summer was astonishing to observe, and since wicketkeeping on Caribbean pitches demands less skill than anywhere else in the world, the chances are that Parks would have been more than up to it. At any rate, I, in company with the correspondents of the Daily Telegraph, The Times and the Sunday Dispatch—to name only three shrewd judges—considered it a risk well worth the taking.


As to temperament, Parks has consistently played magnificently for M.C.C. when under official scrutiny at Lords, and year after year he has carried the Sussex batting against every kind of attack.


It was a great pity that the West Indians, so appreciative of elegance and imagination in batting, were to be denied a view of one who, after May and Cowdrey, is our most exciting and varied stroke player. At least, denied hindsight, that was how it looked then.


What probably turned the scales against Parks was the fear that Swetman might be put out of action early on. In which case Parks’ form against Statham and Greenhough—the only two likely to cause him difficulty—would have had to be taken on trust. Yet Statham is of an accuracy that makes few demands on a wicketkeeper’s agility, while Greenhough, as it turned out, was not used as the striking force that had been expected.


The second change would have been Wardle. I don’t propose to go into this controversy yet again—and to readers of The Observer my views must be familiar to the point of boredom—except to say that, overseas, he seemed to me now our only potentially match-winning bowler. I base my views on his performances in Australia in 1954/55 (when Hutton confined him largely to stock bowling), in South Africa in 1956/1957 (when the South Africans could make little or nothing of his chinaman) and his showing on the last tour of West Indies, about which I quote Alex Bannister, Daily Mail correspondent, in his book Cricket Cauldron: ‘I thought that in the two Tests in which he played, Wardle proved to be an essential member of the team. These were the two Tests England won … Wardle baffled a surprising number of the West Indies batsmen with his left-arm chinamen and googlies, probably because no one in the islands bowls this type of ball, and therefore many of the batsmen found themselves playing against it for the first time in their lives.’ This still holds good.


I will add only that I regarded Wardle’s quarrel with Yorkshire as a local one, that though he behaved subsequently with crazy and shortsighted impulsiveness, it was under much provocation, and that, on any of his three M.C.C. tours, he never put a foot wrong. He may not be the most genial or sociable of creatures, and I express my opinion here, not expecting it to be popular, but merely practical. I find it hard to believe that anyone could seriously dispute that England would have been a stronger and better-balanced side with him. Those who would object to him on other grounds seem to me dismally ignorant of the stresses undergone, in this day and age, by a professional cricketer, of international class and possessing unique gifts, who finds himself passed over—as were Hutton, Watson and Wardle—in favour of a comparative nonentity (as far as cricket is concerned) by their county committee.


Nevertheless, I did not regard these omissions, predictable if disappointing, as of major importance. It was possible they might not even matter at all. And at least it allowed the entry into Test cricket of Allen, of Gloucestershire, a young off-spinning all-rounder, whose bowling, fielding and batting in the First Test quickly confirmed his promise.


*


As to the more general context of these Tests, both for England and West Indies they were something in the nature of experiment. Though nearly every player on each side had played in a Test Match before, few had done so against each other, or against the major cricketing countries of Australia and South Africa. The West Indians had been blooded against Pakistan, the young England players against India.


This in fact was to be M.C.C.’s eighth tour of the West Indies, though not till the fourth visit, when the captain was the Hon. F. S. G. Calthorpe, was a Test Match played. The first English visit was in 1895 when R. S. Lucas led a party, and this was followed a year later by two teams, under Lord Hawke and A. Priestley, touring the islands at the same time. In 1900 West Indies, under R. S. A. Warner, came to England, and this visit was returned in 1902 when R. A. Bennett took out a side. Professionals were included for the first time under Lord Brackley, in 1905, and then, in 1911, M.C.C. lent their name to the proceedings. A. F. Somerset led the two first M.C.C. teams, the Hon. F. S. G. Calthorpe the next two, R. E. S. Wyatt the fifth, in 1935, G. O. Allen the sixth, in 1948, and L. Hutton the seventh in 1954.


Not one of these sides returned victorious in the rubber. In 1929/30 Calthorpe won one, drew two and lost one; in 1934/35 Wyatt lost two, drew one, won one; in 1947/48 Allen lost two, drew two; and in 1953/54 Hutton lost two, won two, drew one. In England, West Indies lost all three Tests in 1928, lost two and drew one in 1933, under G. C. Grant, drew two, lost one under R. S. Grant in 1939. Then, after the war, in 1950, came J. D. Goddard’s great triumph. England won the first Test at Old Trafford, then lost the remaining three, including at Lords. It was the year of the three W’s, of Ramadhin and Valentine, of Lord Beginner’s victory calypso. 1957, when much the same stars, with the reinforcement of the young Sobers and Kanhai, came again under John Goddard, was a disastrous season for West Indies. Ramadhin ran through England in the first innings of the first Test at Edgbaston, but in the second innings May and Cowdrey, in their record-breaking stand of 411, literally hammered Ramadhin into the ground. He was never any trouble again, and West Indies, with Walcott, Weekes and Worrell never coming off together, were outplayed in each of the remaining Tests. Weekes played a legendary innings in a vain attempt to save the second Test at Lords, Walcott and Worrell batted at times with the dignity and magnificence of declining masters, but the weather, the toss and injuries were against them.


This series, then, saw the jettisoning of most of the established great on both sides. Of the West Indians, Walcott and Weekes had retired, Valentine was no longer regarded as of Test quality, Goddard and Atkinson, former Test captains, played only club cricket. In their places Hunte, Butcher, Solomon and Alexander, the new captain, had won their spurs in Pakistan. Of those who toured England in 1957 Worrell, Sobers, Kanhai, Ramadhin, Alexander and Hall remained. On paper it seemed a formidable batting side, especially on West Indian wickets. The bowling remained to be seen.


*


M.C.C.’s performance, in their first Colony match against Barbados, admittedly the strongest colony side, was not such as to inspire confidence. Towards the end of the second day Barbados had declared at 533 for 5, and M.C.C. were 23, with Cowdrey, Smith and May out. A comparative newcomer, Seymour Nurse, had thrashed around to the tune of 213, while Sobers, scoring 154 without apparent effort, proved that there was no psychological reaction after his accident. He batted, as he did throughout the series, with his right wrist strapped, though it’s doubtful whether it would have made much difference if his whole arm had been in splints. The first thing he had done, on returning home from England, had been to go out and practise on the streets with his brothers, using an ashcan as a wicket, in order to accustom himself at once to the greater bounce and the harsh glare. He played in this innings with ominous certainty, appearing to have all the time in the world against both Statham and Trueman.


None of the M.C.C. bowlers looked up to much, and May, not yet having got the hang of the field placing, had no answer to Sobers and Nurse. Trueman looked little over medium pace, his 24 overs costing him 110 runs without reward, while Statham, who bowled 19 overs for only 34, seemed intent on conserving his energies. Illingworth rarely flighted the ball, and his aim generally was too various for May to set the 6—3 field essential to keep runs down. Barrington bowled his leg-spinners rather more reliably than Greenhough, getting greater bounce out of the pitch, and this performance, keeping Greenhough out of the first Test, finally cooked his goose once and for all.


When M.C.C. batted, the pitch, that had seemed devoid of all spirit for two days, suddenly appeared to show signs of life. At any rate Griffith, a big hulking fellow, banged the ball down on it and even managed to run the odd one away. Cowdrey was l.b.w. to him for 16, Smith was yorked first ball, and May, surviving the hat-trick, edged a lifting outswinger to slip. One way and another, but pretty laboriously all the time, M.C.C. struggled up to 238. Pullar contributed 46, Barrington a painfully tentative 79, Dexter and Swetman, the two most fluent of the lot, 33 each.


Following on, M.C.C. did rather better. Smith was again yorked by Griffith, fourth ball this time, but most of the others got between twenty and eighty. Nevertheless, eight minutes before stumps were due to be drawn, M.C.C. were out for 352. It had been agreed, before the game began, that an extra half hour could be claimed if there was any likelihood of a finish. Everton Weekes, captaining Barbados for the first time—which he did with unobtrusive subtlety and skill, as well as taking 4 for 38 with donkey-dropping leg-breaks—therefore exercised his prerogative. Barbados needed 58 runs in 28 minutes.


Weekes sent in Hunte and a hitter of great local renown, Cammie Smith. The shadows of the palm trees and of the stands had placed the pitch in total shade. The sunset, flaring behind the tamarinds, was being overhauled by storm clouds. By the time Statham began his first over the light had almost gone.


Cammie Smith at once showed himself no respecter of reputations. With a series of long-armed pulls and hits off the back foot he smote at Statham and Trueman with such biblical fury that 50 came in 19 minutes. For some of this time it was raining heavily and Statham, cartwheeling to earth in mid-delivery, pulled a muscle that subsequently put him out of the First Test Match. The ball was wet, the bowlers, unable to get a foothold, pitched short, and Smith did the rest.


To mounting and frenzied cheers Barbados finally got home with two minutes to spare. The crowds gathered out side the pavilion, chanting ‘We want Weekes’, ‘We want Smith’, until at last these two heroes appeared.


It had been a great occasion, the first time Barbados had beaten M.C.C. since Sir Harold Austin led them to victory against Calthorpe’s team in 1926.


*


There were, of course, extenuating circumstances as far as M.C.C. were concerned. They had played on the mat in Grenada and, apart from this, the only fixture had been a two-day affair against Barbados Colts. That was scarcely enough for them to acclimatise themselves, to get used to the differences of light, of pace, of bounce. Colin Cowdrey told me how he had found that the ball seemed to hang up in the air, others appeared to find it on top of them before they got a proper sight of it. Either way, it made timing difficult and I have never seen a top-class batsman push back so many full pitches to mid-off as Barrington did in his two long painstaking innings. Another lesson that had to be learned the hard way was that it was not so much the half-volley that West Indians hammered but the ball just short of it which they hit on the rise off the back foot.


Again, the M.C.C. spin bowlers were novices in these conditions, uncertain of a suitable strategy, unaware yet of an economic field-setting.


But, even taking all this into consideration, it was plain that, unless Statham or Trueman were able to produce devastating spells, the M.C.C. bowlers were going to find it hard going. There was no left-arm bowler of any kind; no stock bowler to take Bailey’s place (unless Dexter was to make marked strides); no spinner with anything like the experience or subtlety of Laker, the occasional hostility of Lock.


M.C.C., too, had shown, at a crucial point of the second innings, their old fallibility against the leg-spinner, even so kindly a one as Weekes.


Yet, curiously, this defeat did M.C.C. some good rather than harm. It quickly removed any illusions about the nature of their task in the Tests, removing too a growing scepticism and fatalism about the possibility of bowlers taking wickets. They could be taken, it was plain; but guile and flight rather than finger spin had to be the weapons of the spinner on so placid a pitch, while the quick bowlers, afforded so brief a honeymoon with the new ball’s shine, had to rely on sheer pace and steepness of lift, or intelligent variations of pace, with discriminating use of the crease, for their wickets. Griffith, of Barbados, for instance, had used the full width to slant the ball into the batsman at an angle.


The other thing was that May, by playing on through the rain to allow Barbados victory, earned much goodwill—goodwill that, after M.C.C.’s last tour of these islands, was sadly needed. The constant on-and-off-the-field complaints about that tour—as also about M.C.C.’s tour of South Africa in 1956/57—became one of our most constant burdens when receiving hospitality. The truth was that several veteran members of those teams, Test-tour weary, affected a distant superciliousness of manner that often wounded and offended. At the same time, many people, wanting to be kind, and eager to arrange outings and entertainments, tend to forget the varying claims on a touring cricketer’s time. So that, if players seem to appear offhand and unenthusiastic, they need to remember how exhausting it can be constantly to have to see new faces, however well-disposed. There are, too, the professional buttonholers who fasten on to cricketers longing only to be left alone, and who regale them with stale and tedious cricket anecdotes till death would seem a better fate. Great strength of character, tact and charm are needed to prise off such leeches, the touring cricketer’s vocational hazard, and it has to be said that Test cricketers are not chosen specifically with these attributes in mind.


Kensington Oval, Bridgetown, where the Colony match and the First Test Match were played, is not among the most decorative of grounds, though it has a certain local appeal. The pavilion, with its green balconies and white bedhead back, is latched on to various stands that are both gimcrack in appearance and of contrasting and undistinguished design. The Challenor stand, where the gentry sit on the first floor, is under cover, the lower part forming a cream-coloured cement sight-screen. There are two other covered stands, also an uncovered one, but over half the ground is simply grass, wired off from the field of play so that the spectators there appear to be prisoners in a cage. There are no seats here, so people either squat on their haunches in front, or stand behind with faces peering through the wire. Down here are the fried flying-fish booths, the negroes in fabulous garish shirts, cowboy-style hats and pants, and their women in cinnamon, scarlet or turquoise dresses. Elsewhere, higher in the social scale, sit the coloured Barbadians, magnificently dressed, the lithe women moving to and from their seats with affecting and regal grace. Tall palms curve round to the south, studded here and there with flamboyants and tamarinds, and in several of these rickety private pavilions, howdah-like in opulence of decoration, had been constructed. At moments of excitement these swayed alarmingly in the north-east Trades.


On my first visit to the ground John Goddard and Gerry Gomez, both members of the West Indian Selection Committee, who had given me a lift up, described how Caribbean wickets are prepared. The pitch is completely shaved and after that watered. The cut grass is then rolled into the ground until it has almost disappeared. The result is a striated, camel-coloured wicket, like plasticine in texture, with a network of cracks, like small veins, on the surface. As the match progresses these cracks widen, sometimes chipping, though with little effect. Such life as the pitch possesses lasts for about half an hour, after its final watering; otherwise it starts slow, imperceptibly quickening up each day.


One other thing deserves recording about the Bridgetown ground. That is the daily appearance there of a gentleman variously known as King Dyall, the Count, or The Best Dressed Man in the Island. He takes his place in the open stand each day, carrying white gloves, sharkbone cane, and wearing alternately a scarlet, butterfly-yellow or white sharkskin suit. He uses two buttonholes, a rose in one, a piece of costume jewellery in the other, and as he comes through the gates the crowd rise to him, giving him prolonged applause. He doffs his white fedora in solemn recognition of his ovation, and takes his seat with the due deference and graciousness of a Governor. Sometimes he changes costume during an interval, and makes as formal a reappearance. The cricket usually has to stop for him.


Subsequently, I had several long talks with King Dyall. His full name, he told me, was Redvers Dundonald Dyall, and he was named after Sir Redvers Buller, a Boer War hero whom his father much admired. A man of about fifty-eight, gaunt and with steel-rimmed spectacles, King had inherited a certain amount of money from his father and, conducting himself in rentier-fashion, had scorned the servitude of employment. Instead, he strolled the streets in one natty outfit after another, or spent the time at home reading. Once launched into conversation, King soon revealed himself as a skilled monologuist on almost any topic—philosophy, haute-couture, negro culture, history, cricket, British imperialism. ‘I regard myself as an Englishman,’ he said, ‘this may appear funny to you, since I am black, but there’s no more loyal subject than me. I support England most fervently wherever they play.’


Another time, King discussed the revolution of the negro. He had written a thesis, he said, which he hoped to get published, called ‘I Plead the Negro Cause’. Despite his title, however, he had little faith in the negro as a leader, and though we tried to suggest various names to him in dispute of this, he shook his head sadly. ‘No, no, the negro lacks resilience, and the ability to co-operate. His history is against him. I explain all this in my book.’


I expressed admiration of one of King’s suits. ‘You would like one?’ he asked delightedly. ‘My tailor is a very old man, but I will take you to him. Of course, on a commission basis,’ he added sharply. ‘You see, I have squandered most of my money.’


I inquired about the cost of these suits. The answer was 100 dollars. Seeing me demur at the price, King said he would try for a special reduction, and thereafter he would come to the press box each day with further concessions. However, we failed to strike a bargain, so the King remained alone in his scarlet and canary glory. If one could not with honesty regard his taste as discreet or unerring, it was not without imagination or élan.


‘I always felt myself a man of destiny,’ he said once, ‘even as a child I predominated and was apart from others. At football, there was wizardry in my boots, and at all sports, I was a master all-rounder. Yes, a master all-rounder,’ he repeated nostalgically.


We used often to see him, striding purposefully through the streets, his white cane twirling, and a court of small boys chirping and, I fear, teasing, in his wake.
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THE FIRST TEST MATCH





IN the England camp, the suddenly revealed unfitness of Statham, the day before the Test was due to begin, came as a bombshell. Statham bowled half a dozen balls in the nets and announced that the hamstring at the back of the thigh was hurting him. He had kept quiet about this, hoping it would heal itself, but now he said he could not promise more than a few overs at full pace. It was a hopeless risk to take in a six-day Test. The only problems in the England team therefore were Greenhough or Allen as second spinner. The selectors—May, Cowdrey, Statham and Robins—decided on Allen, despite his total lack of match practice, on the grounds that Barrington could probably do all that Greenhough could, while Allen might be expected to bowl more accurately to his field. Allen, too, as the better field and batsman, would be an asset, unless a more defensive line had been taken altogether and Subba Row brought in to pack the batting.


The West Indies announced the following team, in batting order: Hunte (Barbados), McMorris (Jamaica), Kanhai (British Guiana), Sobers (Barbados), Worrell (Jamaica), Butcher (British Guiana), Alexander (Jamaica, captain), Scarlett (Jamaica), Hall (Barbados), Watson (Jamaica) and Ramadhin (Trinidad).


Of these, we hadn’t yet seen McMorris, a sound, stolid opener, Butcher, a busy player who made many runs against Pakistan and India, Scarlett, an accurate off-spinner, and Watson, a fast bowler.


There were ugly murmurs among Barbadians about the absence of Nurse, and Griffith, though neither could really have expected to oust successful Test players in the first Test. But inter-island jealousies, not only in politics and economics, are ever strong, and, besides, no love is ever lost between Barbadians and Jamaicans anyway.



FIRST DAY



There is nothing quite like the first minutes on the opening day of a Test series. The weather was pleasantly warm and a fair breeze blew through the palms. May and Alexander walked out to a pitch that shone like a mirror, May called correctly, though no one on the spot could have known it, for his features never softened, and a moment later the loudspeaker announced ‘England have won the toss and have chosen to bat on a lovely wicket.’ It seemed true enough.


The crowd settled itself, in pavilion balconies, in covered stands, in the branches of tamarinds and flamboyants, and in private contraptions complete with sofas, deckchairs and awnings, constructed on the corrugated-iron roofs of shanties. Hall from the south end set his field for Pullar—3 slips and 2 gullies, 2 backward short legs—and his first ball lifted to some height outside the off-stump. The second Pullar played at and it went through at shoulder height. He was soon off the mark, though, with a neat turn off his legs for 4 and a flowing off-drive through the vacant extra cover spaces, both off Watson, a gangling boneless fellow with long arms. Cowdrey flicked Hall, much the quicker of the two in this first spell, for 3, and Hall rapped him on the thigh. Twice in the next over Cowdrey fended down steep ones. Not satisfied, Hall bounced two in the next over at him, and then two in succession. Cowdrey hooked one for 4, lost his cap to the second, and ducked the others. Watson tried two at Pullar, and then Alexander spoke to Hall. Whatever he said, Cowdrey took the next one on the knuckles and just got out of the way of another bouncer. When drinks came after 11 overs, over a dozen bouncers had been bowled and 19 runs scored. It had been a torrid overture, and Cowdrey, who had borne the brunt of it, wore an expression of just distaste. Hall and Watson had gone all out to make a dent, and only in Cowdrey’s comfortable flesh had they succeeded.


Worrell, with easy loping run, replaced Watson and the drop in pace was notable. Cowdrey swung a full toss to the mid-wicket boundary and then pulled a long hop to the Goddard Stand at fine leg. So we had Ramadhin, rubbing the ball and his hands in the dust, on in Worrell’s place after only two overs, and he began with a maiden. Scarlett, a Bedsersize off-spinner, with an Oakman leisureliness of approach, spun one past Cowdrey at the other end. Pullar, fretting at Ramadhin, swept at a half volley and it sailed through Worrell’s outstretched hands at square leg. Cowdrey drove Scarlett off the back foot and the 50 went up. Scarcely had the polite applause died than an altogether greater volume of interest and noise announced the arrival of King Dyall, resplendent in red linen suit, white gloves, cane and hat. The latter he doffed to the crowd and took his seat. Watson, from Hall’s opening end, came back for a fling before lunch and with Hall’s length as a yardstick set about his own variations. He at once struck lucky, for Cowdrey, instinctively putting his bat up to a shortish flier, gloved it high to the slips where Sobers at full stretch took it with his back to the wicket. Cowdrey shook his knuckles in both pain and irritation. The striped parasols opened and shut in glee.


The flying-fish booths and Coca-Cola tents had long finished their luncheon business before England got on the move again. For twenty-five minutes Hall, Ramadhin and Sobers denied Pullar and Barrington a run. The sun beat down, the field was spread in a ring halfway to the boundary and Pullar, try as he might, could not force a way through. Barrington, taking it more philosophically, profited from an odd full toss and when Watson came on he slashed him twice, a shade riskily, to the third man boundary. Watson replied with a vicious bumper that struck Barrington above the elbow, and then another that earned England four byes over the wicketkeeper’s head. Pullar reached a fifty that was dour rather than modish. Scarlett, whose cumbersome, Jamaican bending in the field gave the Barbadians much malicious pleasure, bowled a fair spell without looking awkward, and the 100 slid quietly by in the wake. By tea England had been levered to 131, Pullar 57, Barrington 37, a rate of 37 an hour or just over 2 runs an over. No one could have fallen out of a tree with excitement. Yet the few English present must have been relieved, if not entirely content.


Alexander resumed with one fast, one slow: Hall from the pavilion, Ramadhin with a slight breeze blowing from mid-on. Hall demonstrated his virility with a flurry of bouncers but these were tame little fellows compared with those of the morning. Pullar jumped out to Ramadhin and just cleared Hunte at midwicket. Barrington now raised the 150 and the 100 for the partnership by pulling a long hop from Scarlett with something like enthusiasm. On 49 himself, he now hit a full toss from Scarlett hard to Kanhai at deep mid-off, paused and then ran. Pullar, whose habit is to follow the ball rather than watch his partner, was late in answering and never looked like getting in. So many comparatively easy runs had already been missed through indolence or excessive caution, that this seemed all the more sickening. Pullar had been there four hours and nothing short of a typhoon looked likely to shift him. But the calling all day was such that a run-out always looked on the cards.


May came in, relaxed and seemingly at ease, but such an unfamiliar sunniness of situation was not allowed to last. May had just taken his cap off—usually a good sign—when Hall pitched one well outside the leg stump. May got the faintest touch and Alexander, making ground quickly, took a low and brilliant catch.


So the last half hour, instead of seeing England stepping up her rate of knots, was as full of anxiety as the first. Smith, out twice to the fast bowlers in five balls against Barbados, was greeted with howls of anticipation and the new ball to boot. Hall began with a bumper and generally he and Watson pitched short to him, curious tactics when it is to the yorker that Smith is most fallible at the outset. Barrington now played two grandiloquent strokes off Hall, dispatching him off the back foot fine of cover and then cutting him sternly and late to the pavilion. Hall bounced the next ball past his ear and Barrington raised his cap in reply. Smith lost a short one from Watson in flight, ducked, but mercifully took it on the wrist. Twice then he hit Watson for 4, once on either side of the wicket, and we breathed again.


There was coolness now and a smell of rain in the air. A rainbow appeared briefly over the flamboyants. The field was striped tigerishly from end to end in shadow, the coconut sellers and peanut vendors packed their wares. Barrington at least looked glad when it was over.


It had been a day of bumpers and surprisingly hostile fast bowling, of shrewd captaincy and admirable wicketkeeping by Alexander, and some determined, wary batting by Pullar and Barrington. All in all, the balance remained firmly held.












	ENGLAND






	 






	
First Innings







	Pullar, run out

	65






	

M. C. Cowdrey, c. Sobers, b. Watson




	30






	

Barrington, not out




	73






	

*P. B. H. May, c. Alexander, b. Hall




	1






	

M. J. K. Smith, not out




	9






	     Extras (b.4 l.b.2 n.b.4)

	   10







	       Total (for 3 wkts.)

	188

















E. R. Dexter, Illingworth, Swetman, Trueman, Allen and Moss to go in. FALL OF WICKETS.—1–50, 2–153, 3–162.


BOWLING (to date)—Hall, 19–6–41–1; Watson, 16–5–44–1; Worrell, 2–0–11–0; Ramadhin, 19–9–37–0; Scarlett, 16–6–25–0; Sobers, 10–2–20–0.


WEST INDIES—*F. C. M. Alexander, C. C. Hunte, E. McMorris, B. Butcher, R. Kanhai, G. Sobers, F. M. Worrell, R. Scarlett, W. Hall, C. Watson and K. T. Ramadhin.









SECOND DAY



The first half hour would obviously be crucial. There were the last vestiges of shine on the new ball and Alexander gave Hall and Watson a long bowl with it. Neither got anything like the same lift or pace out of the wicket as on the morning before and though they managed half a dozen bouncers between them they were in the nature of ceremonial rather than declarations of war. Barrington and Smith were rarely hurried. Barrington contented himself with strokes off the back foot, taking singles here and there, and every so often flashing the ball to the third man boundary. Smith bided his time, awaiting the spinners. Ramadhin bowled a subtle and variously flighted maiden to him. Then Smith swept him off the leg stump into the palms for six and sent a no-ball skimming over extra cover. Barrington, with a string of Test fifties and seventies behind him, but no century, stuck on 97. At length Scarlett threw one up to him and Barrington smote it hard between mid-off and extra. It had been four and a half hours of concentrated grind, with few attempts at decoration, and none of the sudden rushes of blood that sometimes overturn him when apparently well set. His hundred behind him, Barrington reserved his watchdog wariness while Smith, with greater reach, swung his bat through a fuller arc. The 250 went by and then Smith, cutting at Scarlett, was caught at the wicket. Dexter arrived with the sky full of clouds behind Ramadhin and at once sent him scudding off the back foot past extra cover. At lunch England were 260 for 4, a score anyone would have settled for before the match began.


Barrington can scarcely have digested his lunch before, having cut Watson gorgeously for four, he was struck a fierce blow in the back by a bouncer that failed to get up. Having taken a boxerly count of nine or thereabouts, Barrington came back full of spirit. Yet he still seemed unable to carry the fight to the enemy. Hall and Watson bowled themselves out and it was Dexter now who kept the score moving with crisp off-drives and forces past mid-on. Ramadhin and Scarlett  returned and this time Ramadhin, having kept both batsmen quiet by giving the ball plenty of air and setting mid-off and mid-on deep, broke the stand. Barrington tried to turn one outside the leg stump round the corner, Alexander took the ball and both he and Ramadhin appealed. Barrington, seemingly unable to believe his eyes, saw the umpire’s hand go up. With many a dire look in the offending direction, he walked slowly away. This was an unhappy end to so much vigilance and control. Illingworth, looking the soul of confidence, went down the pitch to drive Ramadhin, the ball drifted away from him a shade, and he was bowled hitting well inside it.


Once again West Indies were back in the hunt. And a brilliant left-handed pick-up and throw by Hall all but ran Dexter out for the third time in four innings a moment later. Swetman pulled a long hop from Ramadhin and it looked all over a boundary. Dexter was halfway down the pitch when Hall, putting down an arm that seemed to be both retractable and extendable, picked up on the run, changed hands and prepared to throw. Swetman sent Dexter back and Dexter, skidding to a stop, just made his ground. Swetman could make little sense of either Ramadhin or Sobers. He was repeatedly hit on the pads moving down the pitch and an occasional tickle off the inside edge was about all he managed in the hour before tea. He tried with cap on, then with cap off, but it was no good either way. Dexter drove the first ball of each over for a long single and Swetman then had to fathom out the rest. Once Sobers beat him in the air, drawing him well out, but Alexander missed the stumps.


At tea Dexter was 48, and soon after he drove Worrell for two fours, one through the covers, one straight, and both times off the back foot. Hall came back but he was palpably done for, trudging back to his mark with the expression of one who had just learnt that his house, with his entire savings under the floorboards, had gone up in smoke. Scarlett too had the air of a man who would have settled for the rest of the day in the canefields. Dexter savagely pulled Sobers to long-on and hit the next ball with old-world grace through the covers. So at 382 Hall and Watson were summoned back for the new ball. They put the best face on it they could, though once Dexter had flicked Watson high over slips and then slashed him square to the off, he cut his losses and bowled off shortened run. Swetman earned five in overthrows and began to tuck the fast bowlers off his legs with the busyness of a squirrel storing up nuts for the winter. Dexter now flashed his bat at anything within reach. He cut Watson for another four, then bisected cover and extra with a stroke that cannoned the ball back off the picket to mid-off. The first of these raised the hundred for the partnership, and also saw England past the 400 and into safe waters. Hall found astonishing reserves of pace, but first Ramadhin, then Worrell were called back. Swetman cut Ramadhin, Dexter hit him back so swiftly that Ramadhin took his hand away as if he’d been stung. The batsmen at last were in full and happy command. Dexter went to 99 and then Swetman, trying to force Worrell, was caught at the wicket. Trueman, disguised as night watchman, entered with appropriate solemnity of tread and just in time to shake Dexter’s hand as the latter struck Hall, back yet again, through the covers. This was Dexter’s sixteenth boundary, and once only, at 28 when he hit Sobers firmly but low back at him, did he make the slightest error of judgment.


West Indies had stuck to it well, and once again Alexander, quick to set as hostile a field as his bowlers earned, had used them shrewdly. Swetman should have been caught at slip when only 11, it is true, but scores of runs were saved along the boundary edge and there were some thrilling pick-ups. Yet England, through Barrington’s tenacity, the enterprise of Smith and finally the commanding power of Dexter, were now in a position to dictate.


 















	ENGLAND






	 






	
First Innings







	Pullar, run out

	65






	

M. C. Gowdrey, c. Sobers, b. Watson




	30






	

Barrington, c. Alexander, b. Ramadhin




	123






	

*P. B. H. May, c. Alexander, b. Hall




	1






	

M. J. K. Smith, c. Alexander, b. Scarlett




	39






	

E. R. Dexter, not out




	103






	

Illingworth, b. Ramadhin




	5






	

Swetman, c. Alexander, b. Worrell




	45






	Trueman, not out

	0






	     Extras

	    14







	        Total (for 7 wkts.)

	430

















Allen and Moss to go in.


FALL OF WICKETS—1–50, 2–153, 3–162, 4–251, 5–291, 6–317, 7–426.


BOWLING (to date)—Hall, 35–8–88–1; Watson, 28–5–100–1; Worrell, 12–2–33–1; Ramadhin, 47–20–96–2; Scarlett, 26–9–46–1; Sobers, 21–3–53–0.






THIRD DAY



Dexter started off the day by hitting a ball barely short of a length from Watson high over extra cover to the fence. Trueman at the other end played Hall with exaggerated care, as if he fancied himself to take Pullar’s place at No. 1. Pullar, we learned, was hit on the toe by a yorker during his innings and would not field, nor possibly bat again in this match. Having survived Hall for half an hour, Trueman against Ramadhin was as a rabbit to a stoat, and Alexander soon took his fifth catch of the innings. Allen cut a neat single and then Dexter, moving out to Ramadhin, hit him to long on for six. Next he sent up 450 with a powerful scoop off Hall that left extra cover groping. A shower sweetened the air, giving the bowlers ten minutes’ rest. King Dyall, again in double-breasted red sharkskin, made his appearance, and Dexter greeted him with a lavish square cut off Watson. Worrell had bowled several accurate, containing overs, and Ramadhin began to make the odd one squat. Allen, after a compact useful innings, was l.b.w. to Watson at 478. Moss took four off the underside of his bat first ball and then, shifting his bottom rapidly to the off as if avoiding the closing doors of a tube train, looked back to see his leg stump flying.


So Dexter, who’d scored 33 out of the 52 added, was left high and dry for 136.


No sooner had England taken the field than there was high drama. Trueman bowled a no-ball to Huate who hit it back fine of mid-on and started to run. Allen chased across, and Hunte, seeing him go, sent McMorris back. Allen, almost with his back to the wicket, made an underhand flick and hit the stumps with McMorris well out. It was a brilliant piece of opportunism to which England have not accustomed us.


Trueman and Moss both opened without mid-offs and Kanhai and Hunte, leaning on half-volleys, fed juicily on them. Trueman, adjusting his field, bowled to five men on the leg—wide mid-on, mid-wicket, square leg, long leg and backward short leg—and two slips, cover and extra. Moss had four to the on in an evenly spaced ring, from backward short to mid-on, slip, gully, cover, extra, and, eventually, mid-off. Kanhai was quick to drive anything over-pitched but Trueman and Moss several times found the edge of both his and Hunte’s bats. There was a brisk keenness to the fielding and May, setting his men deeper for the drive, showed that he had learned something from Weekes in the Colony match and from Alexander. Dexter opened with two maidens, during the second of which he beat Hunte thrice in succession. Swetman whipped the bails off the first time but failed on the third which was a cruelly difficult chance on the leg side. Kanhai now cut and pulled Dexter for fours, and when Illingworth came on, swung a no-ball clean out of the ground. Allen replaced Dexter, keeping the ball well up outside the off-stump and he was not easy to get away. Trueman returned just before tea and Kanhai, driving at a ball that was altogether slower, found himself bowled off his pads. This was a wicket for which there had been no encouragement, since Kanhai looked safer than most of the houses on this island.


Trueman after tea bowled several excellent overs to Hunte while at the other end Illingworth, with six men on the off, attacked Sobers off-stump from round the wicket. Runs had grown scarce as fresh vegetables. Sobers, down at Trueman’s end, drove back a full toss and though Trueman was off-balance, it very nearly stuck. Trueman looked crestfallen, though he did well to get a hand anywhere near it. King Dyall went off past the Press Box for a quick change, reappearing this time in yellow blazer, with K.D. embroidered on the pocket and brown edging, pale blue trousers and mauve tie, fresh buttonholes and white fedora. He had looked better.


Allen had a go in place of Trueman, with a similar field to Illingworth, and he was scarcely less accurate. At a quarter to five Barrington came on, the first ball of his second over popped and Hunte, long silent at the crease, was snapped up by Swetman. Barrington gets unusual bounce from his rollicking matelot’s action and this was a shrewd move by May.


The great Worrell, last of his generation, made his slow, meditative way out. May brought back Moss, Barrington bowled two maidens, Moss two, and Sobers, for all his scarlet bat-handle and the extravagance of his power, had small opportunity to wield either.


 















	ENGLAND






	 






	First Innings






	Pullar, run out

	65






	

M. C. Cowdrey, c. Sobers, b. Watson




	30






	

Barrington, c. Alexander, b. Ramadhin




	128






	

*P. B. H, May, c. Alexander, b. Hall




	1






	

M. J. K. Smith, c. Alexander, b. Scarlett




	39






	

E. R. Dexter, not out




	136






	

Illingworth, b. Ramadhin




	5






	

Swetman, c. Alexander, b. Worrell




	45






	

Trueman, c. Alexander, b. Ramadhin




	3






	

Allen, l.b.w., b. Watson




	10






	

Moss, b. Watson




	4






	          Extras (b.4 l.b.6 n.b.6)

	  16






	             Total

	482

















FALL OF WICKETS—1–50, 2–153, 3–162, 4–251, 5–291, 6–317, 7–426 8–439, 9–478, 10–482.


BOWLING—Hall, 40–9–98–1; Watson, 32.4–6–121–3; Worrell, 15–2–39–1; Ramadhin, 54–22–109–3; Scarlett, 26–9–46–1; Sobers, 21–3–53–0.















	WEST INDIES






	 






	
First Innings







	

C. C. Hunte, c. Swetman, b. Barrington




	42






	

E. McMorris, run out




	0






	R. Kanhai, b. Trueman

	40






	G. Sobers, not out

	21






	

F. M. Worrell, not out




	8






	        Extras (n.b.3)

	   3






	            Total (for 3 wkts.)

	114

















*F. C. M. Alexander, B. Butcher, R. Scarlett, W. Hall, C. Watson and K. T. Ramadhin to go in.


FALL OF WICKETS—1–6, 2–68, 3–102.


BOWLING (to date)—Trueman, 13–5–24–1; Moss, 11–5–19–0; Dexter, 4–2–14–0; Illingworth, 13–2–28–0; Allen, 13–5–15–0; Barrington 6–2–11–1.






FOURTH DAY



The break-through we hoped for with the new ball did not come. It should, in fact, have taken place before the new ball was due. At 143, with Sobers forty, he pulled Allen straight to Trueman at mid-wicket. It came low, though at no great pace, but Trueman back on his heels and feeling somewhat out of sorts, was slow in starting. He got both hands on the ball but he was off-balance and dropped it. This, with the new ball ahead and Butcher yet to play in a Test against England, was little short of tragic. Then Moss in his next over brought one back at Worrell to hit him on the pads and it must have been a matter of centimetres. These were England’s only glimpses during the day into subtropical paradise. Barrington, Illingworth and Allen had bowled contemplative and accurate overs early on but once the new ball was taken Worrell, last surviving member of the most famous black triumvirate since Toussaint L’Ouverture, Christophe and Dessalines founded the republic of Haiti a century and a half ago, cut loose. A Barbadian renegade now in Jamaica, Worrell, who had appeared somewhat apprehensive of his reception here, had played no serious first-class cricket since the Tests of 1957 in England. He began cagily but suddenly he flashed successive balls from Moss gorgeously past cover and, restored now to proper eminence, crashed Trueman to the sight-screen. Trueman grew less quick and with Sobers patiently content to remain Worrell’s aide the chance of a wicket slipped steadily away. At lunch West Indies were 180, Sobers 52, Worrell 42.


In great heat, with a stiff breeze reaching only one wicket, Worrell and Sobers took their partnership to 150. Sobers every so often pulled and cut with the savagery of one who sees a sudden way out of captivity. The bowling was never untidy, Allen in particular making Sobers chafe at the leash. Somehow, though, the feeling spread that the crucial chance had been allowed to go begging and Worrell and Sobers, contained but ruthless, looked in no mood to offer another. A shower sweetened the air but an evening dip on one of Barbados’ coral beaches was really all that the English fielders had to look forward to. Sobers, after five hours at the wicket, had just time to reach his hundred before the shower thickened into a cloudburst that soon had the palm trees mirrored in water. The final hour was lost, so West Indies, at 279 for 3, were still 203 behind.












	ENGLAND






	 






	
First Innings







	Pullar, run out

	65






	

M. C. Cowdrey, c. Sobers, b. Watson




	30






	

Barrington, c. Alexander, b. Ramadhin




	128






	

*P. B. H. May, c. Alexander, b. Hall




	1






	

M. J. K. Smith, c. Alexander, b. Scarlett




	39






	

E. K. Dexter, not out




	136






	

Illingworth, b. Ramadhin




	5






	

Swetman, c. Alexander, b. Worrell




	45






	

Trueman, c. Alexander, b. Ramadhin




	3






	

Allen, l.b.w., b. Watson




	10






	Moss, b. Watson

	4






	         Extras (b.4 l.b.6 n.b.6)

	  16






	              Total

	482

















FALL OF WICKETS—1–50, 2–153, 3–162, 4–251, 5–291, 6–317, 7–426, 8–439, 9–478, 10–482.


BOWLING—Hall, 40–9–98–1; Watson, 32.4–6–121–3; Worrell, 15–2–39–1; Ramadhin, 54–22–109-3; Scarlett, 26–9–46–1; Sobers, 21–3–53–30.















	WEST INDIES






	 






	First Innings






	

C. C. Hunte, c. Swetman, b. Barrington




	42






	E. McMorris, run out

	0






	R. Kanhai, b. Trueraan

	40






	G. Sobers, not out

	100






	F. M. Worrell, not out

	91






	        Extras (l.b.2 n.b.4)

	   6







	             Total (for 3 wkts.)

	279

















*F. C. M. Alexander, B. Butcher, R. Scarlett, W. Hall, C. Watson and K. T. Ramadhin to go in.
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