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PROLOGUE





 




6th March 1991 – Sabina Park, Jamaica


Although a day lost to rain has ruined any chance of a result in this first Test against Australia, the West Indian early-order batsmen have made amends for a disappointing first innings. After an opening stand of 114 between Gordon Greenidge and Desmond Haynes, Richie Richardson continues to restore West Indies pride. On the departure of Carl Hooper, he is joined by his captain, Viv Richards, who has earlier queried the wisdom of continuing a ‘dead’ game on a dangerous pitch.


The match may be dead but the crowd is alive with excitement at the prospect of witnessing an historic moment in West Indian cricket history. Viv Richards needs 32 runs to pass Gary Sobers’s record aggregate in Test cricket. Reluctant to be out there at all Viv starts cautiously with little regard for record-breaking. As he nears the required total, Clive Lloyd, in the commentary box, prepares the crowd for the great moment. Almost without seeming to be aware that he is making history Viv Richards passes the record.


The noise around the ground then reminds him of the landmark that he has reached and somewhat as an afterthought he raises his bat in acknowledgement. To Viv the real satisfaction is not as much in becoming the new record-holder as in having provided a reward for those who have stayed to watch the match draw to its inevitable conclusion.


Viv Richards, master batsman, record-breaker and cricketing entertainer, has once again given the crowd their money’s worth and sent them home happy, with a tale to tell.
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THE YOUNG


ANTIGUAN





 




November 1990. Darcy’s Bar, St John’s, Antigua. Feet embedded in large white trainers, torso proudly sporting a black Bob Marley T-shirt, the young Rastafarian swaggers along the shop-lined street. To naive tourists, who trickle continuously, if nervously, through the bustle of mid-day St John’s, the Rastafarian might seem rather intimidating. But this is an illusion, be it intentional or otherwise. The Rastafarian is quite blind to tourism, immersed as he is, in the complexities of local society. The tourists, equally, seem rather blind to this web of life. True enough, they like to feel as though they are tasting the culture of the Caribbean, but more often than not they prefer to drift idly about the gift shops and café bars.


As they sit, drinking Red Stripe lager or ostentatious cocktails, Antiguan daylife pulsates all around them. But it is not within their vision, it is in the supermarket next door, or the dilapidated chemist’s shop on the corner, or down in the market. However, although this divide seems, at all times, massive and unbridgable, it is a far from unhappy separation. On the contrary, both sides of the divide co-exist quite harmoniously. Whatever problems, financial, social or political, Antigua may face, the prevailing atmosphere is one of contentment. And if the tourists really do wish to step out of ‘themed Antigua’ to sample genuine local life they are welcomed with open arms.


This crossover is particularly successful if the tourist is prepared to spend endless hours chatting about sport. For sport is the lifeblood of Antigua, especially among the young or young at heart. It permeates everywhere – on street corners, in bars, in taxis. Sporting gossip can bring traffic to a standstill; it can make the participants very late for important meetings; it can cause shop tills to cease ringing. Sport is all important. It crashes through the barriers of race, religion, class and age. Amongst the locals, of course, sporting chat is delivered at great speed and they seem happy for it to remain completely unfathomable to the casual listener from foreign parts. However, this mysterious dialect can be dispensed with instantly if an outsider is to be welcomed into the conversation.


The Rastafarian wanders past the faded pinkness of Darcy’s Bar. The bar is a silent oasis in the centre of this ever lively city. It is patrolled by lizards and seems to attract only those who are in the most desperate throes of thirst. But today this silence is savagely ripped apart by the sudden shriek of a transistor radio. An excitable, disembodied voice snaps through the atmosphere. The bar man shakes his head sadly, as the news from Pakistan begins to register. The West Indies cricket team, on tour in that most difficult of lands, seems to be in all kinds of trouble. Things will improve over the coming weeks but, for the moment, the sports crazy people of the Caribbean are united in thought with the despondent commentator:


‘...and, as the Windies seem to be at their lowest ebb for a decade, it must be said that Viv Richards, who is at home in Antigua recovering from an operation, is more than a little conspicuous by his absence.’


Across the dusty street a Range Rover pulls to a careful halt. From inside, the face of Antigua’s most famous sporting legend, Viv Richards, can be seen casting a reflective glance towards the bar. ‘Man, when I used to work in there, that place was kickin’,’ he states, and his concentration is only broken by the constant car horns and demands for attention which punctuate his every public moment on the island. On noticing this scene, the Rastafarian spins around in delight. His hand rises in acknowledgement, and for once his profound dialect needs no decoding. “HEEY MAASTER BLAASTER!”


Viv Richards is in his natural habitat, happy to be away from the spotlight, if only for a month or so. After which he will reunite with a remarkable career path, heading, hopefully, towards a climactic final three years. But despite being, so many times, at the epicentre of a raging controversy, he has never really taken time out to explain his side of the story. Viv Richards has much to say.








 


I could not possibly begin this book without immediately talking about my parents. Today I can feel really proud in the knowledge that I had the kind of parents who had the foresight necessary to shape me and prepare me for what turned out to be an extremely unusual kind of lifestyle. They provided me with a very pure upbringing, which may not be all that fashionable today, but I now realise that they made it possible for me to build upon that family base. I owe everything to them.


I was very fortunate in having a mother and father who not only went to, and believed in, the Anglican church but were extremely involved in church activities like Sunday school. I am not saying that I was an angel, far from it in fact, but, in time, I did come to understand the importance of living in such a family. I even sang in the choir at one period.


I grew up very much under the influence of my father. He was a proud man, and a disciplinarian, and it was the sheer power of his presence that initially shaped my approach towards life. He was acting-Superintendent at the local prison in St John’s. It was a tough job which required a good deal of self-control, and I think it is fair to say that he did bring a little of his attitude towards work home with him.


Looking back, I feel that I was extremely fortunate to be subjected to his discipline. I certainly did not lose out because of it even if I did not see it that way at the time. On many occasions I disliked having to buckle down to his way of thinking. I thought he was just too direct, but then I was blind to what he was trying to do.


I suppose, in my childish way, I resented the prison and the effect it had on our everyday life. I am not saying that he was a rough man, but he was an individual who was conditioned to living in a very military kind of way. There were all kinds of little things, details, which he impressed upon me and which I now think were very important. I always had to be tidy, my shoes immaculate, that kind of thing. I am certain that, had he not instilled that discipline in me, I would never have reached as far as I did in life. I will be eternally grateful for that. I think that my father understands and accepts my gratitude.


My mother, equally, was always a great believer in discipline, although she was quieter and always used a more subtle approach. But, in her own way, she was just as strong, just as influential.


We were brought up in a basic Antiguan wooden house. That might sound as if we were poor, but that was never the case. We were not, in any sense, poverty-stricken. My father always had a good job. To be a civil servant, as he was, in those days gave you some form of social standing and provided you with a feeling of security.


They were strange times in Antigua. In areas like ours, you would encounter so many different standards of living. Poverty and wealth seemed to co-exist quite happily. We lived in an area that was pretty much ‘in town’, right at the centre of everything. I can remember having a few fairly hard times, when my father would want to buy something for the house but would not be able to afford it on his civil servant’s salary. But he always made sure that we had the essential things in life. We always had plenty of food – always had cornflakes in the morning. There was never any doubt that we would be able to eat and be comfortable. That might not sound like much, especially these days, but it meant that we had a higher quality of life than many of our neighbours.


I was not particularly successful at school, to say the least. At first I went to St John’s Boys School, which was a basic, honest, open school – no different, really, from junior schools across the world. After that, I attended Antigua Grammar School.


I was only really interested in the sports side of things and, to my delight, my father encouraged me in this. Mind you, he was a sports fanatic himself. He was an excellent footballer and cricketer, and the happiest photographs of him seem to have been taken when he was playing cricket. He was the father of four sons – Mervyn, Donald, David and myself – and took great delight in playing cricket with us. And it was mostly cricket that we played, because our back yard was not big enough for football. All we had was this little strip of land, a yard which became a little cricket pitch of our own.


I think that I was no different from any other kid growing up in Antigua. Everyone of that age seemed to be heavily involved in sport. In a sense it was expected of them. As they grew older, most would draw away from sport and start trying to establish themselves in a career. But sport was where they learned to get along with other people and where they learned some kind of discipline.


I loved those knockabouts with my father. He was a sporting hero of mine. After all, he did play a lot of cricket for Antigua, which did make him something of a local star and he often brought home his bats for us to play with.


I remain very proud of my father’s achievements in cricket. Mainly because I know that my own talent is something that has been passed down. I am always glad when I hear the guys talking who played or watched cricket in his era. What they see in me today, either batting or bowling, they saw in him long ago. It is fascinating to me because they pick out bits of my game which, apparently, are identical to the way my father played. It makes me feel good to know that people still think that highly of him.


He was an unusual character in many ways, and his approach to cricket reflected his individualism. He was an all-rounder, which was not so fashionable in those days, but for him it was natural. He wanted to work hard. He had this tremendous power within him, this massive self-confidence, and felt that he was capable of doing anything and everything. Most cricketers in his day wanted to specialise in one area, and then use the rest of the game to relax a little. But my father wanted to do it all.


At Antigua Grammar, I began to follow in my father’s footsteps. Like him, I had a natural tendency to want to be involved in all aspects of the game. It was very fashionable, even in those days, for a boy to want to become a macho fast bowler, but I bowled slow off-breaks. I did receive a certain amount of criticism for my bowling which was not helped by the very uneven pitches we played on. Eventually I decided to devote more of my time to batting. This was not part of some great plan for the future. At that time, around the age of eleven, I saw myself as no more than an average young cricketer.


We never had any facilities that we could depend on. We had no groundsman. We had to do our own rolling. If we wanted a game, we had to go and prepare our own pitch. Sometimes we had to make one from nothing, the two teams helping out to clear away some patch of waste ground. It could be any piece of land, most of the time we never bothered to check out who the owner was. It was quite hard work, too, preparing a roughly playable cricket pitch in those temperatures.


The night before the game, we would wet the strip and just hope that the cows did not move in overnight. Quite often in the morning we had push them off with our own hands, then shovel up the cow dung and fill in the hoof marks. If we found hoof marks on the wicket, and we often did, we tried to roll them out, but the ball could still bounce anywhere – and I mean anywhere.


At the time we did not know it, but the total unpredictability of those pitches provided us with the best possible cricket training. For a start, we hardly had any protection at all. Much of the time we wore home-made pads, fashioned from cardboard or the like. Sometimes we had no proper bats, and wicket-keepers had to risk all kinds of injuries because they had so little protection.


It was madness in a way, and it was certainly some of the most dangerous cricket I have ever played, but it gave us a real sharpness. Wherever you were playing, you really could not afford to lose concentration for one second.


When I think of young English cricketers, all training on perfect, slow, springy pitches, they are learning a completely different game. We were learning to be sharp, to be attentive in order to survive. It was far more than just a quiet afternoon’s game of cricket. Even in those days the competition was fierce and, as I have stated, the pitches only served to add to the volatile nature of our game.


The player in most danger was the the batsman. He just had to be able to see the ball at a very early stage. The ball would move all over the place. It was full of surprising bounces. It made the batsman instinctively want to go for the big hit, to get rid of the thing. Playing defensively was pretty pointless and just as dangerous, so the batsman might as well try to hit the ball into the surrounding undergrowth. The hook shot was a particular favourite. And there was no point in telling a batsman not to hit across the line, in fact that was the way everyone had to play.


It was not the most beautiful cricket ever played. Sometimes it was far too frantic, but it was certainly exciting. I can’t imagine how a cricketer in, say, England could possibly have received such valuable training. Just think, not only were we playing against the unpredictable bounce but we also had very little protection. It helped us to develop a natural sense of judgment. It gave us an awareness. It made us streetwise and set us apart. If you compare our game with the English game where they cover a young cricketer in all kinds of padding and put him in to bat on a perfectly predictable pitch, there is no way he is going to develop the same degree of skill. We were given this sense of survival. It came from our relative poverty, and it provided us with something that no other young cricketers in the more developed world could possibly experience. It was, and continues to be, the basis of the West Indian cricketing philosophy.


We also played beach cricket, which was a different game altogether. The accent was on fun, and we played to a different set of rules using tennis balls or little sponge balls.


The beach was another great learning ground. The batsman could make the most perfect defensive stroke imaginable, but if the ball bounced once, and the fielder caught it, he was out. So he had to play really cautiously. He had to know just the right time to break his wrists, to stop it dead. Standing up close to him he had a mass of fielders. There were no limits to how many could play beach cricket, and there were times when twenty or more fielders would be hovering around the batsman.


I remember this scene well. It left you with two options. You had to be so cautious. Either you played an immaculate, uncatchable defensive stroke, or you really hit out. You had to make this decision very early in each delivery, and go for one shot or the other. A moment’s hesitation and you were lost. Most times, when you hit out, you tried to hit the ball as far as possible into the surf. Then it was the task of the bowler, not the fielders, to swim out and retrieve it. The problem was that many bowlers just could not swim and the ball, if you really hit it, would be fifty or sixty yards out. More often than not the game would simply halt there and then and dissolve in one big argument. The bowler would scream, ‘Can’t swim!’ To which would come the stinging reply, ‘If you can’t swim, don’t play cricket.’


I became captain of the Antigua Grammar School team at around the age of sixteen. I think it is fair to say that I was a little bit wild, especially as a batsman. I did have a few huge innings, but quite often my recklessness would cause me to be needlessly caught. When I was at the crease I found I had this aggressive urge within me to hit out at everything. It was not easy to contain it. Some people would say that this urge has never left me, has never been fully disciplined. That may be so, but I do not feel it is necessarily a bad thing. At Antigua Grammar I was determined not to listen to the schoolmaster who told me, again and again, not to hit ‘across the line’. I would like to have complied, but I just had to play my natural game.


I had no particularly high opinion of myself. At that time I thought my brother, Mervyn, was a more naturally gifted cricketer than I was. I could never get to play the shots quite as well as him. But he was not so single-minded about sport. He had a lot of different interests and liked to pursue them all.


At one time, for instance, he was representing Antigua at cricket and was also part of a singing group called The Mindreaders. Antigua were playing in Nevis in a Leeward Islands tournament and Mervyn actually wanted to travel home after a day’s cricket so he could sing with the group in the evening then return to Nevis, and the cricket, the next day.


I could not understand how anyone could want to do that. I would never, in a million years, even dream of doing such a thing. I was worried about him wasting his talent and thought he should make his mind up, once and for all, about what he really wanted to do. After all, there were many truly dedicated people who would have given anything to have got a place in that Antiguan team.


Mervyn was also one of the best footballers around. But even though he played well, certainly better than me, he never really had that passion, that single-minded ambition. He wanted fun, and everybody loved him for it, but it meant he was never serious about anything. He was also involved in drama and would have made an excellent television comic. He loved to imitate people, and to this day he has kept his happy-go-lucky nature. He now works as a supervisor for Northern Telecom and still enjoys his life. He is much cleverer than me and much better at practical things. Even when we were boys, if the radio was not working, he would be there with his screwdriver. I was the opposite, I had no interest in such things at all. I was hopeless at them...and still am. While Mervyn can fix anything, I can’t even set the video, or wire a plug. In this sense, there is only one way of saying it. I am bloody hopeless...DIY drives me nutty.


Like Mervyn I also played an awful lot of soccer. I loved the flow and pace of the game and, like most of the kids in Antigua, I quickly became a ‘soccer expert’. Initially I played for the local team, The Ovals, but I did get to play quite seriously and even finished by playing for the Antigua national team in the qualifying rounds of the World Cup. For a while my sporting life was evenly divided between cricket and soccer. I had no idea which one to pursue. Many times I found myself having to pull out of a cricket match because I had a more important soccer game...and many times the opposite would happen. My loyalties were equally divided, and soon a day came when I had to make a big decision, probably the biggest decison of my life. I sat down with all my folks to talk it over.


It was my father who really made the decision. He stated, very simply, that he had never heard the West Indian football team on the radio. If there was a good deal of soccer talent in the Caribbean, which there obviously was, and still is, then something must be very wrong with the soccer system. What happens to all this talent? There are no local football heroes to match the likes of Gary Sobers or Everton Weekes.


I had to agree. There was another aspect to consider. As a kid, I had spent many years being totally mesmerised by the cricket commentaries on the radio. There was a certain magic about cricket that was lacking in soccer, not least because we were not a world force in soccer. I could listen, completely spellbound, to commentaries by John Arlott. As I sat in my room I could really feel the atmosphere and Arlott, through his knowledge and deep love of the game, managed to transmit the utter magic of Test cricket through to me. He was a massive influence. When he described the atmosphere from, say, Lord’s, the Mecca of cricket, it sounded like heaven. Looking back now, it might seem that there was no argument. It had to be cricket over soccer. However, at the time I was very confused.


The strange thing about this debate was that, although we all treated my decision as if it was a matter of the utmost urgency, we did not really see cricket as a future career. We talked about it, but in the family we had other priorities which had to be sorted out.


It was a very unsettled period at home. My father was not happy in the prison service. He was, at all times, a fairly outspoken man. He did not believe in tact. He was very straight and very honest too, but those qualities, however admirable, do not always help a man in his career. His refusal to toe the official line meant that he was moved around a lot. Although he knew more about prison security than anyone around, the authorities sent him off to do the book-keeping at the hospital, or work in the post office, things like that. He was constantly moved on and found this increasingly hard to take. Finally it made him decide to go to America.


It was a decision which I could feel him moving towards and, frankly, the prospect appalled me. Most of our relatives were living in America and he wanted me to go with him. He had this idea that I would be able to develop as an electrical engineer. I knew this was not for me and I was determined not to move. It led to arguments, and we fell out quite badly.


Although he had always encouraged my sport he could not see it as a career. I cannot say I blamed him for this. He, after all, had been a better cricketer than I ever thought I would be. So how could I make a go of it? He always said the same thing. I can hear him now.


‘CRICKET BALLS CAN’T COOK! WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO EAT?’


Although it was quite a sensible statement I thought he was being totally unreasonable. When my parents finally did leave, I stayed behind with my grandmother. I knew that going to America was never going to be my cup of tea. The prospect of living in a land so huge, so alien, terrified me. More importantly, I knew that they did not play cricket in the States.


So I had no doubts about making the decision to stay on the island. Cricket was becoming my life, even though I was not paid for playing. I felt emotionally tied to the sport and it would have broken my heart to leave it. I know it hurt my father, but I had to go with my passion.


There was one other reason for staying. My girlfriend, Miriam. We first met when I was just eight years old, then, as friends, we grew to know and rely upon each other more and more. She knew everything about sport. She grew up with it and had two brothers who were part of the same school soccer team as me. Whenever I went round to her house, the talk was always of sport. She came to the matches and was almost as obsessed and single-minded as we were.


Although I fell in love with Miriam at a very early age, how could I have realised how absolutely perfect she was for me? And how incredibly fortunate I was to have someone so close, someone with whom I could share an extraordinary life, from such an early age. Not only did she understand sport, she grew to understand the demands made on someone who chooses a sporting lifestyle. I could never be big-headed or ‘showy’ with her. There would never be any point. Miriam knew the basic Vivian.


Even though we did not get married until 1981, our relationship is almost lifelong. Throughout this story Miriam’s presence remains a constant if often unmentioned force for good.


However, for a young Antiguan, an inspiring girlfriend and a desire to perform well in sport were not enough. Reluctantly, at the same time as my father was struggling with his own work, I began to try and earn some sort of living. My first job was at Darcy’s Bar in St John’s. It was a really lively little place and, with tips, I would bring home a full ten pounds a week. It made me proud to be able to contribute towards the family upkeep. But even that job had come about as a result of cricket. The owner was a keen cricket supporter and wanted to help me in my game. I think he thought it would benefit my game if I had this safe job where he could keep an eye on me.


I was not a particularly good barman. In fact I spent most of my days dreaming about some legendary innings or other – probably like every other young man in the West Indies. While I was serving cold beer, in my head I would be Gary Sobers. Back in tedious reality, I also toyed with the idea of becoming an apprentice mechanic. A cousin tried to convince me that if I spent time working on cars, I might one day be able to graduate into engineering. Frankly I think I would have made a pretty lousy engineer. I really was not much good at anything non-athletic. I Would always be dreaming of cricket.


It is difficult for me now to remember just how far I saw myself going in cricket. Perhaps I thought that I might just be able to eclipse my father’s achievements in the game. Meanwhile, as time went by, more and more people were saying that one day I would play for the Leeward Islands. The further prospect of playing for the West Indies was something which I did not dare to contemplate too seriously. Deep down, I think I really did believe that it could happen. But doesn’t every young cricketer have similar thoughts? It is natural for all boys who play sport to develop a certain confidence in their abilities. Then they look ahead, and dream about taking it all the way. However, in their own little sporting circle, how can they possibly know how good they really are, or how close they might get to becoming an international sportsman.


It is strange to reflect on these things, on the fates of others and on my own future, then unknown. For myself, as I look back now, part of me thinks that it was all meant to happen. But then, I wonder, how many people there are who have the talent and the ambition, but don’t make it because of some quirk of fate which is no fault of their own. When people charge me with arrogance, they do not really know me at all. Deep down I know that I have been lucky. I know how close I came to settling for a much more mundane kind of life. It could all have been so different.


In the days of my youth, Antigua was a sporting backwater. Nobody expected this little island to produce sportsmen of international standard. It was a dream that may have been in the heads of kids like myself but, other than that, nobody ever entertained such a notion.


At the start of the 1968 season, when I was just seventeen, I played in probably my most important cricket match to that date. It was important because it taught me one mighty lesson and helped to curb my arrogance, which I must admit was pretty rampant at the time. I had become the cricket wonder-boy of the island. Old men in bars would talk about my game, and I suppose I had attained the status of a very minor celebrity. Not because I particularly deserved to be talked about, but because the island was just bonkers about sport. It was the easiest way to make some kind of name for yourself. I was sharp but I was over-confident and felt I could compete against anybody.




OEBPS/images/f0009-01.png
WEST INDIES vs. AUSTRALIA (First Test)
at Sabina Park, Kingston on 1st, 2nd,3rd, 5th, 6th March 1991
Toss: West Indies. Umpires: D. M. Archer and S. Bucknor

133

Match drawn

WEST INDIES
CG. Greenidge c and b McDermott 27 ¢ Healy b McDermott 35
D.L. Haynes b McDermott 9 ¢ Healy b McDermott 84
RB. Richardson  c Healy b Hughes 15 notout 104
C.L. Hooper c Marsh b Hughes 0 b McDermott 31
LVA. Richards*  c Hughes bMcDermott 11 ot out 52
AL Logie not out 7
PJ.L. Dujon+ c Marsh b Hughes 59
M.D. Marshall Ibw b McDermott 0
CEL. Ambrose c and b Waugh 33
C.A. Walsh Ibw b McDermott 10
B.P. Patterson b Hughes 4

Extras (Ib 6,w 1,nb 13) 20 (b15lb6,w 1,nb6)

TOTAL 264 (for 3 wkts)
AUSTRALIA
GR Marsh ¢ Dujon b Ambrose 6
MA. Taylor cHooper b Patterson 58
D.C. Boon not out 109
AR. Border* ¢ Dujon b Ambrose 31
DM. Jones cand b Hooper 0
ME. Waugh Ibw b Marshall 39
GRJ. Matthews < Dujon b Patterson 10
LA. Healy+ Ibw b Walsh 0
CJ. McDermott b Patterson 1
MG. Hughes  Hooper b Patterson 0
MR. Whitney b Patterson 2

Extras (b4lb23w 4,nb21) 52

TOTAL 37
AUSTRALIA OM RW O M RW FALL OF WICKETS
McDermott 23 38 5 24 10 48 3 WI AUS WI AUS
Whitney 21 4580 17 350 1st 33 139 118
Hughes 2134 67 4 2 5 790 2nd 37 159 134
Matthews 1 2280 25 2 9 0 3rd 57 227 216
Waugh 6 1251 13 620 4th 68 228
Border 9 2210 5th 75 329

6th 75 357

WESTINDIES O M RW O M RW 7th 144 358
Ambrose 30 3 % 2 8th 166 365
Patterson 24 185 9th 234 365
Walsh 23 4731 10th264 371
Marshall 2 35 1
Hooper 21 7 371
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