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INTRODUCTION



When television cameramen cut to the crowd during a sporting event, they invariably focus on three types: the beautiful, the famous and the wacky. Yet when those cameras lingered, apparently inexplicably, on a random middle-aged woman during the final Ashes Test of 2009, it provided a different and infinitely more rewarding type of beauty.


The woman was desperately biting her clenched fist in an attempt to stop herself from haemorrhaging tears. This was not, as might reasonably have been presumed, the default setting of the England cricket fan during an Ashes series, but the reaction of Donna Trott to the sight of her son, Jonathan, reaching a glorious century on his Test debut.


Her attempt was doomed to failure, and tears of pride soon flowed. It was an extraordinary moment: in the midst of a monumental contest, the overriding emotion was of the wonderful poignancy of a mother’s love for her son. It was the feelgood shot of the summer. In the context of such a fiercely contested sporting encounter, it was as incongruous as a lullaby in a heavy-metal song.


And yet in a sense it wasn’t incongruous at all. Cricket has always had the capacity to transcend sport and, in that moment, the spirit of cricket – and the spirit of life – was in the rudest health. There are inherent contradictions in our understanding of the spirit of cricket. How could there not be? To one person the spirit of cricket would be embracing it as part of a rounded, cultured existence, as C. L. R. James did with his famous quote ‘What do they know of cricket who only cricket know?’; yet to another it might manifest itself in an all-consuming love of the sport.


Equally, in the current climate many will surmise that Twenty20 is against the true spirit of cricket, yet the issue is not a simple one. In its early guise it had an innocence and a celebration of the game itself over winning and losing that truly evoked cricket’s Golden Age; a hit-and-giggle philosophy which, at some level, resonated with the distant past. Similarly, after the inaugural World Cup in 1975, the umpire Dickie Bird said that ‘It had everything. Such great players, and a freshness in spirit and approach that is not possible now.’


To some the pervasion of statistics is against the spirit; yet even many of those who hold such a view could not fail to be charmed by the sight of a small boy scoring every ball diligently on an idyllic summer’s day. We can be at peace with these contradictions: cricket is a game which allows one of us to say ‘tomay-to’ and the other to say ‘tomah-to’ without ever feeling the need to call the whole thing off.


That which contravenes the spirit of cricket to one will embody it to another. The us-against-the-world captaincy of Arjuna Ranatunga manifested itself in a number of on-field contretemps, but in doing so he significantly accelerated the development of a cricket nation that currently provides more exceptional talents than any other.


Even within the accepted parameters of sportsmanship, there are contradictions. As Duncan Fletcher says, why is claiming a catch on the bounce seen as inherently reprehensible whereas not walking is widely acknowledged as part of the game?


The inevitable influence of national characteristics also serves to undermine a homogenised definition of the spirit of cricket. The same is true of eras. Our understanding of the concept has inevitably evolved; it seems remarkable now, but at the start of the 20th century it was emphatically the case that Test cricket was seen as being against the spirit of the game, an ideal that was firmly associated with the blissful innocence of county and village cricket. The spirit of cricket changes insidiously and intangibly; it is as marvellously elusive as the meaning of life.


Consequently, the aim of this book is not so much to define the spirit of cricket as to celebrate the myriad things that make cricket at least a unique sport and at best a superior one. Ostensibly, such an endeavour involves a significant focus on displays of sportsmanship; yet the longer the concept marinated, the broader its flavour became. This is not to suggest that cricket is whiter than the whites the players sometimes wear. Far from it; wrong’uns exist outside the legspin fraternity. This is not something of which cricket needs to be ashamed; there is no area of life that can legitimately claim the moral high ground, or a ticket to utopia.




DUNCAN FLETCHER


The spirit of cricket has become far more complicated than it needs to be. To me it is quite simple: if you are doing something that you would not want a child to copy in a game on a school playing field, then you are breaking the spirit of cricket. It is a question of conduct and respect. You are allowed to question the umpire, for example, but how do you go about doing it?


You would not want to see three fielders charging up and attacking the umpire over a decision in a school match, so that is conduct which I would say was against the spirit. The Laws may allow you to do something, but there is still the question of how you do it. Take appeals: they can be done responsibly or irresponsibly. Would you want to see children get down on their knees and shout at the umpire? No. It’s excessive, and against the spirit.


Some people have a very confused understanding of what the spirit of cricket is. Claiming a catch on the bounce, for example, is often seen as cheating. Well, yes, it is, but I don’t see why a fielder claiming the catch and leaving it to the umpire to make a decision is any different from a batsman nicking a catch behind and not walking. Yet one is seen as cheating and the other is not. How about when a batsman runs in front of the ball to block a throw for a run out? That’s obstructing the fielder. What about when the non-striker leaves the crease before the bowler has delivered the ball? That is trying to steal a run. It is all cheating, but some of it seen to be ‘in the spirit’ and some of it isn’t.


The spirit of cricket is not about whether a player is cheating or not; it is about how he conducts himself on and off the field, the respect with which he treats the game and the courtesy he shows the players and umpires.


Duncan Fletcher was England coach 1999–2007





The spirit of cricket is very much in the eye of the beholder. It might be nothing more than the glazed look in a grown man’s eye as he stares lovingly at a little urn, as Andrew Strauss did at the Oval in 2009. For the purposes of this book, it might be defined simply as that which makes cricket special to the individual. A personal memory is of staying up until the small hours in the early nineties, despite having school the next day, to play just one more over on the dice game ‘International Cricket’ by Lambourne Games, and then excitably regaling stories of my Test Championship to bemused classmates the following day. Ramiz Raja’s 212-ball 52 never sounded so exciting. They might have had active social lives and the ability to make eye contact with the opposite sex, but I knew who was winning.


There were many who did not understand cricket at all, a situation that endures. During the 2009 Ashes, a Danish friend sent me an email which began: ‘To take your mind off that dreadful game you call cricket …’ It is not his fault that his soul is doomed to leave this world unfulfilled. The fact that cricket is so alien to so many gives cricket the feel of our little secret, almost of a cult, yet one that is also widespread; a plain-Jane-super-brain whose beauty few others can see. It is one of so many things that are unique to this magnificently ludicrous sport we all cherish.





The voice of the reformer is often the most powerful, and cricket’s zeal for purity in part stems from its tainted past. The phrase ‘It’s not cricket’ was a marketing technique in response to a number of match-fixing scandals in the 19th century; it was done so skilfully that it has come to refer to anything in life which is immoral. That it exists at all is fairly remarkable; after all, it’s hard to imagine the phrase ‘It’s not football’, ‘It’s not rugby’, or ‘It’s not synchronised swimming’. That it has achieved quite such ubiquity is incredible.


Not least because, at the time the phrase was infiltrating the consciousness, cricket was embodied by a man in Dr W. G. Grace whose moral compass was, to say the least, a little restless. His habit of putting the bails back on after being bowled and informing the opposition that ‘they’ve come to see me bat, not you bowl’ is legendary.


He has grown into something of an anti-hero. Geoffrey Moorhouse describes him as ‘not only one of the outstanding mercenaries of all time, but one of the most conspicuous offenders against that spirit of cricket which became glorified during his era and which he was supposed to represent.’ Against that, cricket would be unrecognisable were it not for Grace dragging it kicking and screaming towards becoming a spectator sport. Perhaps the best summary comes from Matthew Engel: ‘He exists in our imagination halfway between a child’s conception of God, and Edward VII as played by Timothy West.’


Nobody could deny his influence. On his 50th birthday, the MCC moved the Gentlemen v Players match – at that time almost as big an occasion as Christmas – so it could serve as a celebration.


Grace lorded over the game at a time when the spirit of cricket, in England at least, was almost exclusively associated with county and particularly club cricket. Evolution is invariably governed not by the good but the bad, with change more often than not resulting from the latter than the former, and moral panics in cricket are nothing new. As Richie Benaud said so shrewdly during his 2001 Spirit of Cricket Cowdrey Lecture: ‘Over the years neither behaviour nor the play itself has changed so much as people seem to think.’ A heartfelt complaint that a belief in the spirit of cricket is seen as old-fashioned would have seemed entirely logical in 2009; that very complaint appeared in the Manchester Guardian on 18 April 1909.


Around that period, Test matches were seen by many as both too long and, irony of ironies, little more than a device for making money. ‘The elders of the cricket rather believe that the Test matches do no one any good except the Australians, and theirs is simply a financial good,’ said a piece in the Guardian in 1908. ‘It would be difficult to find a real cricketer who would speak out for the Tests as in the slightest degree beneficial to cricket as a game. Primarily there is little conduct in them that breathes the real spirit of cricket.’


It was not a fleeting viewpoint. As late as 1935, in a report of the final day of the West Indies’ series victory over England, The Times cricket correspondent wrote: ‘With all due respect to those who have to make such important decisions in the duty of the propagation of cricket, is there not a little too much of this so-called “Test match cricket”?’


When 186 runs were scored on the third day of the final Test between Australia and England in 1928–29, the Manchester Guardian correspondent had had enough. ‘This Melbourne game has now lasted three days, and we are not yet within sight of the halfway stage,’ he wrote. ‘Is there anything good to be said for this sort of cricket? Is it even cricket at all? … I shall be only too happy to sing the praises of the modern Test match once its virtues are revealed to me.’


Another reason for the hostility towards Test cricket was what that same report described as ‘the false sanctity of averages’. This was a recurring theme as the sport’s Golden Age gave way to one of cold practice, when cricket hit a wall – or a Wall Street of emotionless achievement. In the 1909 Wisden Cricketers’ Almanack, Alfred Lubbock wrote: ‘I do not think the game (unless Gilbert Jessop is in and scoring) is quite so attractive as it was in the [eighteen] sixties.’ The same year, the Guardian’s imperious dissection of a game newly obsessed with averages blamed ‘bad bringing up’ and ‘being reared on a species of figure food’, before concluding disgustedly that ‘it would seem far more important for Tom Hayward to beat Mr Fry’s aggregate of runs than that Surrey could beat Yorkshire’.


When Jack Hobbs famously passed W. G. Grace’s record of 126 first-class centuries in 1925, there were some murmurs as to the relevance of such quantitative achievement. It was a perception that most had little truck with. ‘We should indeed be surprised to hear anyone at the Kennington Oval lay an indictment against the great batsman,’ noted the Guardian. ‘After all, the scoring of centuries is certainly good cricket. I should be very much surprised if his captain, Mr [Percy] Fender, had any knowledge that Hobbs has ever overstepped the bounds not only of the Laws of the game, but ever in his life contravened the spirit of the game.’


The operative word was ‘game’. An endearingly recurring phrase was simply ‘the game’s the thing’. For Hobbs, the game was the only thing. Yet even the virtuous nature of English cricket’s most famous batsman could not reduce discontent with the development of county cricket. ‘A blight has descended on championship cricket of the North of England,’ wrote Cricketer in the Guardian in the 1927. ‘Day after day the same dull tale has to be told. A team wins the toss, bats first on an easy wicket, lays a solid foundation for the innings, and then goes on the day long pushing and poking, risking nothing, making a wicked travesty of the best of games. The age of chivalry is gone; that of sophisters, economists and calculators has succeeded.’


The real spirit, many felt, was confined to the village green. ‘In villages cricket is played for the game alone,’ said the Guardian in 1926. “‘Gates” are unimportant … and there is no time and less inclination for the pampering of players.’ Even the public school match at Lord’s the same year was subject to much criticism when it ended in a draw: ‘a finish there ought to have been,’ said The Times, ‘if the true spirit of cricket shown by two very keen and level sides is to count for anything.’


For all that, facilitating a result through declaration – orthodox, not the contrivances that would come later – was not originally seen as acceptable. Until 1889 sides had to bat on until the last wicket fell, a situation that engendered umpteen farces. The most notable came during a match between Surrey and Sussex in 1887. Surrey, with a substantial lead, wanted to have a go at Sussex in the fourth innings; Sussex were equally keen to stay in the field. Thomas Bowley tried to get himself stumped, but the Sussex wicketkeeper declined to do so. Then Sussex bowled a number of no-balls to prolong the innings. By the time Bowley kicked his own stumps down, the damage was done: Sussex had taken enough time out of the game and escaped with a draw. When Surrey almost caused a minor riot by deliberately giving wickets away at Trent Bridge in a similar situation later that summer, the time had come for action and the law was soon changed.


Yet all these other problems paled in comparison to probably the biggest crisis cricket has known: Bodyline, the mother and father of all sporting international incidents that changed the game irrevocably.





BODYLINE



Victory rarely comes without some sort of price, but few have been as potentially great as during the Bodyline series in 1932–33. It was the series in which, as Michael Brearley put it, ‘England won the Ashes and almost lost an empire.’ You know a sporting contest is of serious importance when it has its own page on Wikipedia, eBay and even the Internet Movie Database. Bodyline is the only major cricket event to have been re-created on film.


The genre of that film was as much politics as sport. And the tagline was ‘The day England declared war on Australia’. There is so much to say about Bodyline that it could fill an entire book of its own. Of the many books it has spawned, David Frith’s majestic Bodyline Autopsy stands out as a definitive work.


For the uninitiated, Bodyline was a response to the superhuman talent of Don Bradman, who had scored 974 runs in the 1930 Ashes series. It came about when England’s cold, unyielding captain, Douglas Jardine, had his own ‘Eureka!’ moment, announcing: ‘I’ve got it: he’s yellow,’ after studying footage of Bradman flinching on a lively wicket at The Oval in 1930. The tactic involved bowling at the body with a cradle of close-in fielders on the leg side. It made run-scoring a hugely risky enterprise in terms of preserving one’s wicket and even one’s life.


In statistical terms it was an unmitigated triumph: England won 4–1 – their only victory in an Ashes series between 1928 and 1953 – and Bradman’s series average was 56.57, well down on his career average of 99.94. Yet there was so much more to it than that. The dangerous nature of England’s approach was the real issue. Bert Oldfield fractured his skull when he missed a pull at Harold Larwood (although Larwood was bowling to a conventional field at the time); the Australian captain Bill Woodfull collapsed after taking a sickening blow on the heart, at which point Jardine pointedly shouted: ‘Well bowled, Harold’, largely for the benefit of Bradman at the non-striker’s end.


Relations between England and Australia broke down almost completely. When Woodfull, who refused publicly to complain or copy England’s tactics, received a visit from the England manager Pelham Warner in the dressing-room at Adelaide, he famously said, ‘There are two teams out there. One is trying to play cricket and the other is not’, a line which, to his chagrin, was soon leaked.


There were fears of a riot during the third Test at Adelaide, with mounted police gathered outside the ground, although it never materialised. Wisden described that match as ‘probably the most unpleasant Test ever played’, and asserted that ‘the whole atmosphere was a disgrace to cricket’.


During that match, the Australian Cricket Board sent a telegram to England which threatened relations between the countries. ‘Bodyline bowling has assumed such proportions as to menace the best interests of the game, making protection of the body by the batsmen the main consideration. This is causing intensely bitter feeling between the players as well as injury. In our opinion it is unsportsmanlike. Unless stopped at once it is likely to upset the friendly relations existing between Australia and England.’


The MCC, not realising the severity of the situation, responded brusquely. ‘We … deplore your cable … We have fullest confidence in captain, team and managers and are convinced that they would do nothing to infringe either the Laws of Cricket or the spirit of the game … if it is such as to jeopardise the good relations between English and Australian cricketers and you consider it desirable to cancel remainder of programme we would consent, but with great reluctance.’


The matter was raised in Cabinet but, after much to-ing and fro-ing, the ACB backed down a little, conscious of the financial implications of a complete meltdown. Not that it ended with the series: the MCC decided to wash their hands of Bodyline and ordered Larwood to sign a written apology. When he refused, feeling he was being made a scapegoat, he was blackballed. Despite being 28 and the best fast bowler in the world, he never played for his country again.


The Laws would inevitably be changed with regard to short-pitched bowling and leg-side fields, although Bodyline remains cricket’s signature crisis. As much as anything, it accentuated the distinction between the Laws and the spirit, and rammed home the need to play within both.


Despite that, and the general acceptance that England’s tactics compromised the spirit of the game, attitudes towards the series and its protagonists have evolved significantly. ‘This mellowing reflects not merely the passage of time but the changing of fashion,’ wrote Gideon Haigh, the game’s premier historian. ‘Batsmen skewered by pace from four prongs in the 1970s and 1980s found it hard to imagine bowling any more hostile; and if they could take it, then could Bodyline really have been so bad?’


Bodyline was far from a simple case of good versus evil, right versus wrong, Australia versus England. Was Jardine the man who, John Arlott said, ‘among Australians, is probably the most disliked of cricketers’, or a man whose tactical ingenuity and emphasis on looking after his team to the exclusion of everything else would later be repeated by the likes of Arjuna Ranatunga? ‘To me and every member of the 1932–33 MCC side in Australia, Douglas Jardine was the greatest captain England ever had,’ said Bill Bowes. ‘A great fighter, a grand friend, and an unforgiving enemy.’


His opposite number, Bill Woodfull, was the good guy of Bodyline, but even his role has been questioned. ‘This stoical acceptance of England’s strategy for the sake of imperial harmony has a certain nobility, but it is also strangely lacking in imagination,’ wrote Gideon Haigh in 2007. ‘It left Woodfull’s comrades to solve by their own lights the perplexities Bodyline posed.’


Finally Larwood, who vividly recalled a child saying ‘Mummy, he doesn’t look like a murderer’ during the series, would become an adopted son of Australia, emigrating there on the suggestion of Jack Fingleton, who had opened the Australian batting in three of the Bodyline Tests.





Australia were involved in another significant incident in 1947–48, when the Indian all-rounder Vinoo Mankad ran Bill Brown out for backing up too far. The practice, within the letter of the Laws but firmly against the spirit, became known as ‘Mankading’. For decades it was left to the individual’s conscience – Kapil Dev did the same to South Africa’s Peter Kirsten as recently as 1992–93 – but the law was eventually changed so that a bowler could not run a batsman out once he had started his delivery stride.


The other major cricket controversy of the 20th century, described by Richie Benaud as ‘disgraceful … one of the worst things I have ever seen on a cricket field’, was Trevor Chappell’s underarm delivery against New Zealand in 1981. With the New Zealand number 10 Bruce McKechnie needing to hit a six from the final ball of the match, his first, just to tie the third World Series final at Melbourne, Greg Chappell instructed his brother Trevor to roll an underarm delivery along the ground so that McKechnie could not hit a six. It caused an almighty storm – the New Zealand prime minister Robert Muldoon said that it was apt Australia were playing in yellow – and prompted an inevitable law-change.


If that was a risible exploitation of the rules, then slightly more imaginative manipulations of the Laws have also been deemed against the spirit over the course of time. In 1979, the Middlesex captain Mike Brearley, keen to enliven a dying match against Yorkshire, put a helmet at midwicket when the left-arm spinner Phil Edmonds was bowling; the logic being that, if the Yorkshire batsmen tried to get five runs by hitting the helmet, they would have to play riskily against the spin. The Laws were soon revised with a section on where the helmet could and could not be placed.


In 1996, another captain with a wonderfully keen mind, Warwickshire’s Dermot Reeve, was batting to save a match on the final day against Hampshire, and particularly their left-arm spinner Raj Maru. With Maru bowling into the rough outside leg stump, Reeve started to throw his bat away so that, if he was caught off the glove, he could not be given out. It was fiendish and ingenious; it was also soon outlawed.


Such incidents led to the perception that the spirit of cricket was being eroded, which in turn led to Ted Dexter and Colin Cowdrey suggesting a formal Preamble to the Laws of the game. ‘He [Dexter] hugely admired the way in which golf was self-regulated by players who knew the game was not only bigger than they were,’ said his son Jeremy, ‘but had very special values that had to be preciously guarded.’ The Preamble was announced in 1999 and introduced in 2000.




THE SPIRIT OF CRICKET PREAMBLE


Cricket is a game that owes much of its unique appeal to the fact that it should be played not only within its Laws but also within the Spirit of the Game. Any action which is seen to abuse this spirit causes injury to the game itself. The major responsibility for ensuring the spirit of fair play rests with the captains.


1. There are two Laws which place responsibility for the team’s conduct firmly on the captain.


Responsibility of captains


    The captains are responsible at all times for ensuring that play is conducted within the Spirit of the Game as well as within the Laws.


Player’s conduct


    In the event of a player failing to comply with instructions by an umpire, or criticising by word or action the decision of an umpire, or showing dissent, or generally behaving in a manner which might bring the game into disrepute, the umpire concerned shall in the first place report the matter to the other umpire and to the player’s captain, and instruct the latter to take action.


2. Fair and unfair play


    According to the Laws the umpires are the sole judges of fair and unfair play.


    The umpires may intervene at any time and it is the responsibility of the captain to take action where required.


3. The umpires are authorised to intervene in cases of:


    Time wasting


    Damaging the pitch


    Dangerous or unfair bowling


    Tampering with the ball


    Any other action that they consider to be unfair


4. The Spirit of the Game involves RESPECT for:


    Your opponents


    Your own captain


    The roles of the umpires


    The game’s traditional values


5. It is against the Spirit of the Game:


    To dispute an umpire’s decision by word, action or gesture


    To direct abusive language towards an opponent or umpire


    To indulge in cheating or any sharp practice, for instance:


    (a)  to appeal knowing that the batsman is not out


    (b)  to advance towards an umpire in an aggressive manner when appealing


    (c)  to seek to distract an opponent either verbally or by harassment with persistent clapping or unnecessary noise under the guise of enthusiasm and motivation of one’s own side


6. Violence


    There is no place for any act of violence on the field of play.


7. Players


    Captains and umpires together set the tone for the conduct of a cricket match. Every player is expected to make an important contribution towards this.





The consequence was a significantly heightened awareness of the concept, aided also by the introduction of the Spirit of Cricket Cowdrey Lecture, which has taken place at the start of every English summer from 2001. The inaugural speaker was Richie Benaud, who has been succeeded in order by Barry Richards, Sunil Gavaskar, Clive Lloyd, Geoffrey Boycott, Martin Crowe, Christopher Martin-Jenkins, The Most Reverend Dr Desmond Tutu, Adam Gilchrist and Imran Khan.





The introduction of match referees in 1993 was also partly designed to protect the spirit of cricket. But if cricket is to reflect the good in life, it must also reflect the bad, and there have been all manner of incidents in the last 20 years. During a particularly fractious Test between Sri Lanka and England in Kandy in 2001, one that Wisden described as a ‘bar-room brawl’, the former Hampshire captain Mark Nicholas, writing in the Daily Telegraph, said: ‘Every player should have to recite “The Spirit of Cricket” until he is blue in the face otherwise we will all go blue in the face watching them turn this most special game into a joke.’


Two winters later, when Michael Vaughan made a thrilling 177 against Australia at Adelaide only after he survived Justin Langer’s claims for a low catch early on, the Australian newspaper pronounced the spirit of cricket dead.




On a day when England’s troubled tour came to life through a wonderful Michael Vaughan century, the spirit of cricket was pronounced dead by the actions of the players. [The game’s spirit] clearly is now irrelevant in this uncompromising, unforgiving, graceless age of professionalism. Batsmen are entitled to wait for the umpire to give them out even if they appear clearly caught. Bowlers are entitled to appeal even if the crowd feel the ball has bounced. This is what happened yesterday and cricket is poorer for it.





And yet, and yet. For all the inevitable controversies, there have been, as we shall see, so many wonderful examples of the spirit of cricket in the last decade. The very fact that it is so widely discussed suggests a game which, if not in rude health, is at least conscious of its responsibilities. During the Ashes and the Champions Trophy in 2009, you could scarcely move for debates about what was and was not in the spirit of the game.


The ICC has continued to push the concept. The 2006 Champions Trophy was dedicated to the Spirit of Cricket, while a year earlier Getty Images produced a Spirit of Cricket exhibition. The ICC also released its own book, The Spirit of Cricket, full of compelling imagery of the game’s history. And in 2009 it launched the Catch The Spirit initiative as part of its centenary celebrations.


In the Autumn of 2009, The Times carried an extended debate as to what the spirit of cricket was and whether it even existed. It involved three generations of their cricket correspondents, John Woodcock, Christopher Martin-Jenkins and Mike Atherton, as well as their chief sports writer Simon Barnes. The spirit of cricket is very much a live topic, one that has changed throughout 150 years and will continue to do so. We cannot be sure what direction it will take, but we can probably be sure that Donna Trott will not be the last mother reduced to tears of joy by this most human of games.





CHAPTER ONE



A predilection for using the nearest mirror may ostensibly be the preserve of the self-centred, but it can signify virtue rather than vanity. The desire for constant self-inspection, to be true to thine own self, is surely the essence of the spirit of cricket. During his time as England coach, Duncan Fletcher gave every England player a copy of Dale Wimbrow’s poem ‘The Guy In The Glass’ (‘Your final reward will be heartache and tears/If you’ve cheated the guy in the glass’) and was even asked to read it out on BBC Radio.


For the most part, the obligation on cricketers to take the appropriate degree of personal responsibility is not so formally expressed. A culture of doing the right thing has evolved over centuries. That evolution has taken it into unexpected areas. Forty years ago, when ‘walking’ – a batsman accepting his dismissal and returning to the pavilion without waiting for the umpire’s verdict – was an almost universal practice, it would have been unthinkable that the landscape could change to such an extent that walking would become one of the cornerstones of contemporary discussions of the spirit of cricket.
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