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Introduction to the Second Edition





In the summer of 1956 England, in a wet season, comprehensively won their third consecutive series against Australia, the first time it had been achieved since W.G. Grace and A.E. Stoddart managed it between them from 1893–96. Hutton began it with victories in England in 1953 and in Australia in 1954–55, and May finished it off.


It was, of course, Laker’s year, with one astonishing performance after another. The Australians could make nothing of him and he finished with 46 wickets in the Tests at 9.60. While Laker and Lock bowled over 500 overs, Trueman, Statham and Bailey bowled only half as many to share a mere 22 wickets.


May dominated England’s batting, but Washbrook, Sheppard, Richardson and Cowdrey all played memorable innings when it mattered most.


Compton had only played in one Test during the Australian series, making 94 and 35 not out at the Oval, but his return to fitness seemed enough to compensate in South Africa for the absence of Washbrook and Sheppard. Unfortunately, in a curiously low-scoring series, it was not. Compton could average only 24 in the Tests, and May a mere 15. England won the first two Tests by considerable margins, Bailey taking 5 for 20 and 3 for 33 in Johannesburg, and Wardle 5 for 53 and 7 for 36 in Cape Town. Thereafter, Tayfield, taking 37 wickets altogether in the Tests, exerted an increasing stranglehold over the English batting. The third Test was drawn, the fourth narrowly lost and the fifth, on an appalling wicket, by 58 runs.


It was not quite the end for South Africa in Test cricket, for England came out eight years later and the D’Oliveira business was more than a decade ahead. The signs, nevertheless, were unmistakable, with almost every English-speaking family divided in their views. There still seemed hope in peaceful protest about apartheid then, and many white people joined forces with Africans, Coloureds and Asians in their struggle against intolerable conditions.


In the summer I drove round England, from cricket ground to cricket ground, as if it were a foreign country. South Africa offered a different kind of experience, but in both cases I tried to relate the cricket to the place and people, as I had done in Australia two years earlier and was later to do in the West Indies. There was never such offspin bowling as Jim Laker’s on the wet pitches of England, and I never again saw better bowling of orthodox left-arm spin and chinamen than Johnny Wardle produced in Cape Town. These two instances alone make the Tests of 1956 and 1956/7 seem to belong to another age.
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As I write, in an autumn that has assumed the better manners of summer, the Australians are already on their way home. The mists come smoking in across a flat nocturnal sea, and the sun bores its way through them to climb and descend in cloudless skies. By noon it is hot as those drowning months of June, July and August ever were. Under this laundered blueness of September, the beech clumps on the Downs stand out in their singed colours, altering daily, as clear as birthmarks. It has been a month of sunsets, flat bars of flamingo and cobalt and gold softening behind squat, hen-like Downland churches, and the windmills darkening in their arrested semaphore along the spine of these whale-like hills, barriers to the sea and the south-westerlies. Tractors and carts crunch in fading light up these white dusty lanes, marched first by legionaries, and driving sometimes at dusk over the Beacon into Brighton, one passes cattle lowing in the mist round the old dew ponds. The tinkling sheep, for which the Downs were long noted, have for the most part gone, but that magical arrangement of veering and backing slopes, grazing-green, corn-coloured and splashed with trees, still gathers the sky from Lewes to Chanctonbury; and, dipping suddenly to Brighton, with its pierside barley-sugar lights, its boats hauled up on the beach and that faint powder-blue air, salted and scented, pervading the emptied town, one makes a perfect transition between city and sea and country.


A cricket tour is a series of these transitions, and these last four months, in which I have seen and learned more of my own country than in all the other summers put together, constitute an experience that is indelible on more than one level. Cricket, whether one is playing it, writing about it or simply watching it, is not one of those games that exist, separately contained, in a compartment of its own: it is closely related to a season, to climate and atmosphere and environment. Not only does it lay such siege to the affections, stamping the mind with nostalgic images, but it also provides a background of varying intensity, with panels of diverse design, by which, and sometimes in terms of which, we can date the private and public events of our own lives. Thus can the eager, promising, but finally melancholy and ill-starred summer of 1956, be dated.


Looking back on it now, through the wrong end of the telescope, is to see it grown smaller but more essential. The dominating patterns, unobscured by triviality, stand clearly out, but of the details we shall need to remind ourselves by reference to scoresheets and our own daily accounts. The Test Matches themselves, with their individual contours, stand apart, five culminating battles in a long campaign. They are dealt with later, in the words with which I described them at the time—wherein infallibility and the retrospective view have been sacrificed to immediacy. To recapture the full excitement of a Test match, one has to re-experience it in the present, or near enough. So, as in Australia 55, I have left my original despatches exactly as they were written for The Observer, revising a phrase here and there, for stylistic reasons only, but neither a mood nor comment.


In this accompanying essay, however, I want to discuss strategies, not tactics, to pick up clues and to follow them wherever they lead. A newspaper correspondent is bound by numerous limitations, of technique as well as of space, by day-today happenings and the need for detachment in his treatment of them, and very often what he most wanted to write cannot even be read between the lines. He has the immediate shape of a match to deal with, and it is towards facts, not sensations, that his duty lies. He has little room to elaborate about individual styles, still less space for personality, or scene or social background. He cannot convey a feeling of movement, or the personal discovery of place: nor a sense of journey, nor any of those marginal impressions that make a summer of cricket what it is, and not the abstraction—warring and bitter—that one might imagine from the newspapers.


* * *


In the light of the successful Australian tour of the West Indies, and of England’s narrow victory over South Africa, the margin of which was no more than the character of the Oval wicket, it seemed, while the Australians were approaching these shores in April, that they must have more than an even chance of regaining the Ashes. In Australia, England’s sudden volte-face after the Brisbane disaster had depended on three main factors: the economy, skill and intuition of Hutton’s on-field captaincy, the bowling partnership of Statham and Tyson, the batting of May and Cowdrey, with the varied experience of Hutton, Compton and Edrich in support of it. Against South Africa in England, Hutton, after being appointed captain for all five Tests, had found himself unfit and obliged to stand down. May, who succeeded him, was, not surprisingly—since he captained neither Cambridge, nor, as yet, Surrey—in the exploratory stages of this complex, difficult art. Tyson was only intermittently fit, and Statham, except for a superb performance at Lord’s, never quite recaptured the sustained hostility of his Australian performances. And he, too, was not fully fit, so that as a pair they seemed ominously dogged by misfortunes. Appleyard, Hutton’s key bowler in support of his pace attack, suffered from recurrent strains and played only in one Test. The structure of the team that had so excitingly shot into blossom on the shoot of the Sydney, Second Test, triumph, looked to be basically impaired. More serious no new batsmen, despite constant experiment against South Africa, came to light. May and Compton between them—averaging 72 and 54 respectively—shouldered the whole of the batting. The opening batsmen altered from match to match, with unvarying moderateness, and Graveney, the only other batsman to play in all five Tests, repeatedly failed, charm making up less and less for crucial disappointments. Tyson’s fast bowling won the first Test at Trent Bridge, Statham’s fast bowling, against the balance of play, the second at Lord’s, South Africa won the third and fourth Tests, strictly on merit, on hard pitches and in brilliant weather, and at the Oval, given a fair figure to bowl against by May and Compton, Lock and Laker, taking 15 out of the 18 wickets that fell to the bowlers, fulfilled their annual responsibility.


Meanwhile the Australians, if their West Indies form was anything to go by, had recovered both form and morale. In the team picked for England the brittle promise of Favell and Hole had been replaced by the more stolid figures of Burke, Burge, Rutherford and Mackay, with Craig once more a player to be reckoned with. The first four of these are conspicuous for lack of backlift, and it was evident, after the 1954/55 surrender to speed, that the Selectors had hoped to provide Tyson and Statham with a frustrating buffer on which to expend their initial energies. If runs came, in the manner of French cricket, largely by deflections, that would not matter so long as time could be gained and foundations achieved. They were not to know then that the pace bowlers were merely reconnaissance patrols, to be relieved as soon as was courteously possible by the real shock troops. The attack, with Lindwall, Miller, Archer, Davidson and Crawford, depended as much on pace as had England’s in Australia, but since England’s spearhead appeared certain to be Tyson and Statham, they were fair answer. If not quite as fast, they were as a group rather better users of the new ball, especially in English conditions. The spin attack of Johnson, Benaud and Wilson appeared less of a proposition, but in the spring of 1956, few imagined that to be deeply relevant. In Australia Hutton had demonstrated, with extraordinary prescience and self-confidence, that, even on pitches breaking up and taking spin, fast bowlers could do all the job. That is, so long as they could be used in relays and supported by an accurate stock bowler such as Bailey or Appleyard—in Hutton’s economics, the genuine spinner was a luxury, reserved for wet wickets or, defensively, to rest the others.


In the winter of 1955/56 Hutton himself retired. He therefore plays no part in this book, although he is a cricketer whose influence is not yet over. On the week-end of his retirement I wrote this farewell to him:


‘Self-sufficiency, I suppose, is one of the true marks of the artist, and Hutton has been self-sufficient as a cricketer to the point of often seeming disinterested.


Like probably all men who can do one thing better than anyone else in the world, he seemed at moments unutterably wearied by it. The context of Hutton’s cricket, the bleak decade when he almost alone in England—Compton and Bedser were allies—preserved its dignity, has been such that grace and levity seemed almost excluded as indecencies.


Compton, born under a warmer star, has combined all these attributes, as it were in defiance. His genius is romantic and individual. Hutton has never made such an appeal; his art has existed within precise technical limits. It would have been as unthinkable for Hutton the man to step outside the figure of Hutton the batsman as it would have been for Nijinsky suddenly to assert his own personality while dancing the Faun.


It is in precisely this subservience of the personal to the impersonal, this sacrificing of the imp of human impulse to the demands of situation, that classicism consists. Hutton has been the embodiment of so many classical ideals—discipline, restraint, concentration, correctness and elegance of execution—that he came to be thought of as an abstraction, infallible and incapable of improvisation. But he was neither of these things. In 1948 he conquered majestically a fallibility against fast, hostile bowling; in 1946–47 in Australia he showed, when forced to it, powers of improvisation never hitherto suspected, of an order of which only the greatest are capable.


It was known, of course, that he could play every stroke—except perhaps the hook, but then the hook is a luxury and Hutton’s technical vocabulary, though complete, was spare in character—but he showed flashes during his great post-war seasons, flashes as rewarding as his own smile, the lightening of his eyes, that he took pleasure in playing the rarer, more dangerous ones. Only, however, when necessary; it remained an axiom of Hutton’s batting that economy was all, that flourishes were an indulgence and no part of perfection, no matter how esoteric and complex perfection may be adjudged to be. ‘I refrain from saying too much,’ he wrote to me not long ago, ‘I am Yorkshire bred and born you know, I have bought a drink but not too often.’


In his youth, he was, in fact, as near infallible as a great player can be: he was so, by cutting down on, by almost completely eliminating, risks. Cardus, in one of his most memorable essays, Hutton and Hobbs and the Classical Style, has written:


‘He is perfect at using the dead bat—rendering it passive, a blanket of a buffer, against which spin or sudden rise from the pitch come into contact as though with an anæsthetic.’ This defensive resourcefulness, based on a perfect and calculated technique, was certainly part of his genius: he made no moves that were not absolutely certain of success. His strength and superiority were likewise in his preparations, in his asceticism, his conservations of energy, his power of withdrawal till the right moment. He had the single-mindedness which Bradman also possessed, which enabled him to be solitary and to convey through the rigours of his own self-communings an air of nobility. He inspired admiration, rather than love, but that was his birthright, rather than, I suspect, his wish. The age and the situation created his character, and he respected them as forces to which the wise man bows assent.


Unexpectedly, but logically, he came to captain England: and to new problems he brought the same professional skill, the same monastic care as he had previously devoted to the problems of batting. Batting now became the lesser thing, indulged in with no less responsibility, but with greater abstractedness, as if his mind was on deeper strategies. His captaincy on the field was as evidently controlled and rehearsed as used to be his every innings, though it had limitations and obscurities. Nevertheless, he was a successful, as well as a lucky, captain, and his record against Australia will remain for everyone to see.


Whatever criticisms can ever be laid against him, he never spared himself; he seemed often on the point of exhaustion. I remember saying to him at Sydney that I should like to see him play a handful of innings in which, free of worry, he could bat ‘just for fun’. He nodded thoughtfully. At Leeds last summer, when he was already out of Test cricket, he turned to me and said: ‘A hundred or two will put me right, a few runs,’ and he looked up quizzically, as if he found them strange words to say, ‘made just for fun.’


It seems we shall have to do without the fun. We shall not again in serious play watch the beautiful ease of his stance at the wicket, the tugging of the shorter left arm at the cap peak, the thoughtful walk, toes slightly turned out, between the overs, the barometric sounding of the pitch. His mannerisms are part of contemporary cricket. A writer, a painter, however, live on through their work: a cricketer leaves only statistics and memories. Hutton’s statistics require no repetition. But I shall remember, among many things about him, the unique drama of his last great Test innings at Lord’s against Australia. He had, not long before he went in to bat, put down three catches, none easy nor greatly difficult either, and some unkind mockery had greeted him each time he subsequently stopped the ball.


When he went out to open the England innings with Kenyon, he looked even paler than usual, a frail, feverish magnetic figure, with an audience more critical than fond watching him walk to where Lindwall performed his tigerish preliminary antics and Miller lazily fondled the shining red ball. I felt then he would make nought—or a hundred. He made 145, a flawless innings. He cut exquisitely, drove gorgeously square, flicked the ball off his legs as it swung late into him. Next day the Members rose to him, and so they should have done. It was a peculiarly Huttonish triumph.


‘I am writing this at 3 a.m., unable to sleep because of the pain down my right leg’—so he wrote to me in a letter this autumn. ‘In the real dark night of the soul,’ observed F. Scott Fitzgerald the American chronicler of the Jazz Age, ‘it is always 3 o’clock in the morning.’ Well, it would not have been worth it, not just for a season or two’s fun: so Hutton has retired. Fun after all is a by-product; what went before was much more important. In so far as a game can produce great moments in life, Hutton has contributed to more of them probably than anyone else of his generation. For these, Leonard, thank you, as for much else; and Good Luck.’


*


In that same winter Compton underwent a series of operations on his right knee, and, though one knew that if it were humanly possible he would fight his way back to cricket, the chances of him playing again in a Test match appeared negligible. In the event, of course, it was not possible, but he played all the same, and the result was one of the legendary innings of cricket.


It was, therefore, with only May as an established Test match batsman, and with Tyson and Statham as something of an unknown quantity, that England faced the arrival of the Australians. Cowdrey, in and out of the Services in 1955, was technically still troubled by a foot defect and had looked, in the innings he played subsequently, a shadow, in all but physical stature, of the batsman he was on Australian wickets. Both he and Tyson had returned only a fortnight previously from an auspicious frolic, touring for six weeks in the West Indies with E. W. Swanton’s XI.


It was not an especially appealing prospect; two new opening batsmen had to be found, and two more for the middle of the order. That is a lot to accomplish in five weeks. A winter tour of Pakistan by an ‘A’ team, whose major accomplishment was the dousing of an umpire, had thrown up nobody new, though Richardson and Close had proved moderately successful as an opening pair. The first month of the season, and the policy of the Selectors, G. O. Allen, L. E. G. Ames, W. Wooller and C. Washbrook, with May eventually co-opted as Captain, was of particular significance. No less so to the Australians, whose party, consisting of the following, contained seven touring England for the first time:


I. W. Johnson (37) captain, off-spin bowler; K. R. Miller (36) vice-captain, all-rounder; G. R. Langley (36) wicket-keeper; R. R. Lindwall (34) fast-bowler; R. N. Harvey (27) left-hand batsman; R. G. Archer (22) all-rounder; R. Benaud (25) all-rounder; J. W. Burke (25) batsman; P. Burge (23) batsman; I. D. Craig (20) batsman; W. P. A. Crawford (22) fast bowler; A. K. Davidson (26) left-hand all-rounder; C. C. McDonald (27) batsman; K. D. Mackay (29) left-hand batsman; J. W. Rutherford (26) batsman; J. Wilson (32) left-hand bowler; L. V. Maddocks (29) wicket-keeper.


The likely pattern was fairly plain; McDonald and Burke, as opening batsmen, Harvey, Miller and Craig to bear the brunt of the batting; Benaud, Archer and Davidson, a leg-break bowler, and two medium fast bowlers, all three of whom could bat; Langley to keep wicket, Lindwall and Johnson. Miller to bowl a few overs with the new ball, Archer and Davidson to support Lindwall in longer spells, Johnson and Benaud to provide varying spins. It did not work out exactly like that; in cricket it rarely does. Weather and injury (and in this case, some surprising pitches) affected the balance of both sides from week to week, and in the end the essential disposition of forces was quite different from anything that had been imagined. Tyson and Statham, for varying periods, were absent from England’s attack, Appleyard was never properly fit or in form, while for Australia Miller, far from conserving his energies for batting, was required to bowl, through injuries to Davidson, Lindwall and Crawford, more than ever before.


* * *


But driving along the Downs to Arundel, on the last Saturday of April, for the opening match between the Australians and the Duke of Norfolk’s XI, the sterner Test future seemed a long way off. The spring had been late in coming, but boats all along the coast, painted ready for the summer, were being pushed to the water’s edge, and the light was softening and lengthening over a landscape, no longer burned by frost, but lush and green, the Sussex beeches and elms freshly sleeved in the folds above Clayton and Fulking, Bramber and Steyning and Amberley … the countryside of Sickert and William Nicholson, gnawed round the edges, but not so far, at least where the Downs are concerned, changed in flavour.


And one was on one’s way to a cricket match, through a be-flagged and happy town (though one rate-payer in Arundel High Street referred to the decorations as a shocking waste of public money—a hypocritical moan, as Robin Marlar pointed out, for his particular business made an inordinate profit on the day). One was back in the world of Hugh de Selincourt and Archie Macdonell, with tiny Down-backed grounds along the way being mown for the Saturday match, and the morning full of anticipation and promise. There could be no better setting than Arundel for the opening match of a tour; in atmosphere it is symbolic of a vanished age of country-house cricket, with a band and marquees and guardsmen’s busbies hung up in the branches of an oak, bottles popping and picnics in the sun and recumbent afternoon figures enjoying fantasies behind closed eyes to the ‘puck-puck’ of the cricket.


Indeed, it was like old times; Lindwall bowling to Hutton (though not, alas, for long), Harvey fielding in the covers, Bedser lumbering up with the new ball, Brown and Wright sharing the attack to Miller, Griffith crouching at the wicket.


Round the boundary, too, under the cedars, chestnuts and beeches which ring the Arundel ground, were historic cricket faces: Woolley, Mailey and Hassett, among many others. Tate stood with John Langridge as umpire; the scores were recorded by Hendren, also by Major Ginn, whose name is adequate substitute for fame. There was only required the sun to warm vintage blood as well as that newly flushed by the tropics, and in fact it shone all day, though an easterly breeze whistled piercingly round the Barbican towers of Arundel’s much-besieged castle.


Admirably on the dot, Hutton and Sheppard—greeted by flights of aircraft roaring over the Downs—walked out past the retiring band of Foot Guards, to open the Duke of Norfolk’s innings. Sadly, only five balls later, Hutton was returning, his middle stump leaning lazily under the impact of a mild Lindwall yorker.


However, Sheppard, joined by Marshall, Hampshire’s convivial West Indian, batted at once as though in continuation of some golden September innings. For three-quarters of an hour he played Lindwall, Archer and Johnson with the crispness and style of one who could expect to give any of England’s potential openers 25 runs an innings start. The Australian bowling, certainly, was of a modest pace, and the pitch perfect, but the authority and elegance of Sheppard’s driving and cutting were delights in themselves.


With Marshall hitting Lindwall high and often to mid-wicket, 92 runs were scored in forty-five minutes. Then Sheppard, having reached 50 with a swerving six to the cedar tree beyond cover, advanced next ball to almost within hand-shaking distance of the bowler, Johnson, and was stumped. Johnson’s previous over had yielded 22; six, one, four, four, one, six.


This joyous rate of striking was not long maintained. Benaud began a lengthy and accurate spell of leg-breaks from the Castle end, and, though the will to hit remained firm, intention far exceeded achievement. Johnson took a stinging catch at extra to remove Marshall; Cowdrey, in somewhat inhibited mood, soon cut Benaud on to his stumps; and with Brown hastening back to the luncheon tent, five wickets were down for 120.


The Foot Guards having warmed the air once again with brassy music, Insole and Griffith played friendly enough strokes for the Australians to chase and to prove the pleasure of the hard, straight return to the top of the stumps.


Marlar hit four spanking boundaries in as many minutes, but when Bedser, Warr and Wright had shown themselves briefly to the crowd, Benaud had the last word. His six wickets cost only 32 runs.


So, just before three, Bedser bowled to McDonald, one of the geese of the 1953 visit who was now bidding fair to become a swan, and to Rutherford, the first Western Australian ever to tour England. Rutherford, bulky and solid, succumbed quickly to Bedser’s inswinger, and Mackay, a left-hander of determination rather than beauty—the only other newcomer playing—was immediately snapped up by Sheppard at short leg, off Warr. There was not much, therefore, to be learned here.


The light, with its blue-green moisture and diffused shadows was plainly making the ball hard to pick out, and Harvey and McDonald for some time took things easily. But Harvey steered Wright to Hutton at slip at 31; at 38 McDonald was stumped by a mile, and Miller at the same score played Marlar hard and vexingly on to his wicket.


Thirty-eight for 5 after an hour was not quite what had been intended, and hereabouts Insole and Marshall were diplomatically introduced into the scheme of things to bolster Australian morale. Archer and Craig, however, needed no adventitious aids, and both in their separate ways encouraged the belief that the later Australian batting was quite as formidable as some of the earlier. Craig, especially, looked a model of correctness, certain to redeem himself. The score was 132 before they were separated, Marlar finding a very good one to bowl Archer. Benaud and Lindwall subsequently hit a hatful of sixes off the slow bowlers, and in the pleasantest manner the Australians were home with twenty minutes and three wickets to spare.


* * *


The month of May, in the South of England, was the best of the summer. At home, we had our meals on the terrace, the wistaria rioting above us, tulips and polyanthus striping the walls as the daffodils and narcissi died down at the foot of the apple trees.


The Australians were less lucky. They moved northwards after numbing days in the nets at Lord’s, to face cold, cutting winds at Worcester and Leicester, and then rain and a turning wicket at Bradford. Worcester, with its cathedral and its swans, in easy reach of the lush orchards of the Vale of Evesham, is the traditional, picture-postcard setting for the official start to the tour, and by habit the Australians score heavily here, asserting their several presences and cowing the faint-hearted by the controlled speed of their attack. They did not depart from custom, scoring 438 after bowling Worcestershire out for 90, except in that they did not win the match. P. E. Richardson, captaining Worcestershire for the first time, carried his bat for 130, and with the last man, Flavell, coming in to face three balls, the game was saved. Richardson, hopelessly at sea for a whole morning to Lindwall, batted all told for five and a half hours, and his unruffled calm, the pleasant ease of his stance, the continuous rectifying of mistakes and adjustments of technique, were happy indications of one who looked likely to improve steadily and be always that much greater than the sum of his gifts. So it proved.


Worcestershire, with only moderate bowling, proceeded to drop catches by the half-dozen. McDonald scored 86, Mackay, of the haunted, vulpine, Groucho Marx lope, 55, Maddocks 56 and Benaud, in a wonderful innings on the second day—the important precursor to his crucial innings on the fourth day at Lord’s—160.


This was a match the Australians should have won comfortably, and their failure to do so was symptomatic. Johnson’s attitude to these pre-Test games, expressed publicly in a statement to the Press, was that they existed simply as practice for his team, as opportunities to get each player into form. That is, as far as it goes, a perfectly logical position. But the unfortunate corollary to it in this instance was that the Australians reached Nottingham for the first Test without a single win against the counties, having been defeated by Surrey into the bargain. Not only had they lost the morale and prestige attached to a winning team, but the elusive extra quality, an offshoot of tension and high tuning, that is one of the by-products of continued success. Refusing to treat each match as an end in itself, and paying no attention to results, Johnson allowed those initial games to peter out in the dimmest of draws. In the process of compiling unnecessarily large scores and giving themselves insufficient time to get their opponents out, the Australians churlishly gave short measure to a public whose affections, when they later needed them, they were quite unable to recapture. This was a major blunder on Johnson’s part, misguided and unimaginative on every level, for instead of growing in stature with each triumph, however easily gained, and assuming proportions of invincibility, his team deflated in reputation, forfeiting on the wayside both speculation and interest.


The Grace Road ground at Leicester, the scene of the second match, is not immediately appealing, especially in the bleak conditions under which the game began. Converging rows of identical terraced, soot-red Victorian houses—each with TV aerial and drying laundry—form two sides to an unusually large and bare playing area, whose only visible natural feature is a thin line of poplars, dominated by rows of block pollarded stumps extending to a pink corrugated stand. On the Saturday, Leicestershire batted in a manner calculated to warm the hearts of an audience badly in need of warmth, and, despite some admirable bowling by Archer, off whom three vital slip catches were dropped early on, the county made 298. The Australians batted out the rest of the match, scoring 694 for 6 wickets. Burke scored 123, Mackay 58, Burge 99, Archer 88 and Miller, inexplicably tenacious, 281 not out—the highest and probably most pointless innings of his career. Discourtesy, in the circumstances, could hardly have been carried further.


The Yorkshire match at Bradford was the first of many to be wrecked by rain. There was no play on the first day or before lunch on the second, but after Yorkshire had declared at 120 for 9, Wardle and Appleyard bundled out the Australians for 94. In a quarter of an hour, once the ball had begun to turn, the score changed from 55–2 to 69–7, a decline that was evidence of a fatalistic attitude, as much as of poor technique.


At Trent Bridge, against weak bowling on a featherbed wicket, the Australians attempted to recover morale by batting until lunch on the second day. Out of a total of 547, for 8 wickets declared, McDonald made 195, Burge 131, Benaud 62. The pitch was so dead that probably the Australians could not have won the match at whatever time they declared, and with Nottinghamshire reaching 345, one more verdict of Match Drawn was added to the register. But it was the witless spirit of the thing that offended, the shelving of the moral responsibility to attempt a conclusive result, even if none should be forthcoming.


From Trent Bridge the Australians came south to the Oval, to the ambush of Laker and Lock. As the weeks progressed, Australian batsmen must have imagined themselves doomed to face these two in sleep as well as in all their waking moments, in nightly dreams that eventually turned into nightmares. ‘Hell is other people’ remarks the trapped hero of Sartre’s play Huis-Clos, and it is a remark that, maddened by the unrelenting familiarity of the bowling they were confronted with right through the Tests, posing the same simple, but nagging and insoluble problems over and over again, Australian batsmen would surely find sympathetic.


At twenty minutes past twelve Laker, from the Pavilion end, bowled his first over of the summer against the Australians. It was not until a quarter to six that he was allowed a rest, and by then the Australians were all out for 259 and he had himself taken all ten wickets—a feat achieved only once before. His full figures were 46–18–88–10, with Lock’s at the other end 33–12–100–0. In the second innings they switched ends and this time it was Lock who did the main damage, taking 7 for 49 in 31.1 overs while Laker took 2–42 in 25 overs. Though it was still by no means apparent, the pattern had in fact been created for all but one of the five Tests. When Surrey batted Johnson, not to be outdone by the County spinners, bowled in conjunction with Davidson almost throughout the innings. Lindwall was allowed two overs, Crawford only one, and then Johnson and Davidson in tandem bowled 104 overs between them. The second new ball was fatally ignored, and, the last four wickets adding 126 in ninety-five minutes, Surrey were able to snatch a lead of 88. Johnson’s failure to use Lindwall against such airy and fallible players of fast bowling as Laker and Surridge was crucial, for these two banged over 80 runs between them. A comparison of Johnson’s and Davidson’s figures—60.3–12–168–6 and 44–14–101–3—with those of Laker and Lock puts the pattern in both detail and perspective. Constable earlier on in the Surrey innings batted with much patience and resolution for 109, and it was as much due to him as to the bowlers that Surrey went in a second time needing only 20 to win. So, on the afternoon of May 18th, the County Champions, with four successive seasons of championship behind them and a further one looming up ahead, became the first county side to beat the Australians in forty-four years.


Over a pleasant but cool week-end at Fenners, when the candles on the chestnut trees might with benefit have held some real fire, the Australians rehabilitated themselves a little against a University side gay with turbans. Four wickets fell for 81, but Burge 61, Archer 61, Benaud 56, and Lindwall 116 not out, took them to a score of 414 for 7 wickets. As at Arundel, the power of the batting proved to be in the tail, but it was now that one began to realize fully how great would be the value of a good start in the Tests, for, murderers of moderate bowling as they might be, it was optimistic to assume too much in the way of counter attack from Burge, Archer, Benaud and Lindwall against Test-class bowlers, fresh and able to do a little something off the pitch. Benaud at Lord’s, and up to a point at Headingley, showed himself an exception, but of the others it was sadly true. Cambridge, out for 155 in the first innings, held out surprisingly long in the second, due to an unexpected and remarkable 116 by R. M. James, a Freshman from St. Johns, Leatherhead, playing in only his second first-class match.


And one began to notice now, too, without taking it very seriously, that the Australians were not finding it easy to bowl sides out, even when they truly set themselves to. The fast bowlers had not fully let themselves go, but too long a canter, by taking the edge off inclination, sometimes militates against the concluding gallop.


Northwards again, to Old Trafford, a lively pitch, and just when the match promised most, rain. Lindwall, Archer, Davidson and Crawford, all working up a truer pace, had Lancashire out for 108; whereupon Statham, put on his mettle, shot Rutherford and Mackay out for 7. Craig, Archer and Maddocks set things partially to rights, but Dyson, coming in to bowl off-spinners, took 4 wickets in 4 overs, and the Australian lead was only 52. There was only two hours play on the second day, but Wharton, a left-hander of ungainly style but newly revealed aggression, went on to score 137—an innings, on a nasty lifting wicket, much admired by his opponents. There was no prospect of a finish, but Miller had his first tentative bowl of the tour.


At Lord’s, against M.C.C., Harvey scored 225, having managed only 81 in his six previous innings. The bowling against him was not all that formidable—Loader, Moss, Titmus, Sainsbury—the pitch was good and the day hot, but it was a performance of ominous and impressive power. Three hundred and thirty-four for 3 on Saturday night, the Australians were quickly out to Titmus on Monday morning for 413. Playing their full pace attack—Lindwall, Miller, Archer, Davidson—the Australians lost all but Miller of these to injuries of one kind or another during the day. Archer, however, before retiring, took the wickets of Simpson, Milton, Graveney and Cowdrey for very little, and only Oakman, in his first important match at Lord’s, held them up, scoring an admirably composed 80. M.C.C. were 203 for 9 when a rainstorm caused the match to be abandoned.


The first of June found Sussex, though all too precariously poised, at the top of the championship, and the Australians in the Parks. Among trees that might have been arranged by Claude or Poussin for their own remedial passion and within earshot of punt-borne girls and gramophones on the Cherwell, Oxford, without greatly distinguishing themselves, kept a fairly even match going till late on the third afternoon. McDonald scored 112 out of the Australians’ first-innings score of 234—in reply to the University’s 157—and left with 117 to win, they finally did so by 8 wickets.


At Hove, on a morning of leaden seas and drifting clouds, the Australians were confined to 220 for 7 in a full day’s play. This was the last match before the first Test and before a crowd of 15,000, as many as could be squeezed in, with queues outside the ground long enough to have reached the West Pier, the Australians, yet again, batted as though struggling against the current. Sussex have not, for over twenty years, been anything but a moderate bowling side, but Marlar managed to keep his three medium-paced bowlers—Thomson, James, with busy, butler-like start to his run, and Smith, left-handed, all reasonably fresh, and the fielding was magnificent. Mackay, who unnerved the spectators, and seemingly his partners, by his loose croquet-player’s hold of the bat and mousy invulnerability to temptation, acquired 69 runs in four hours twenty minutes. Harvey, before the eyes of onlookers had reached the stage of requiring to be forcibly propped open, scored 60 excellent runs, and Australia were all out on the Monday evening—no play being possible through rain till after tea—for 231. Sussex, with only a first innings lead to play for, scored 298 in two hours less time, Sheppard making 97 in his own fluent and commanding manner, and Marlar, finding little over half an hour at his disposal, 64—a hurricane innings that included five 6’s and six 4’s.


* * *


This, then, as far as the Australians were concerned, was the pre-Test picture. Viewed as a whole, as Johnson wished it to be viewed, it could not be seen as other than disappointing. But Test matches are another thing altogether, and, though injuries to Archer, Craig and Davidson had interfered with team selection, there was every prospect that Trent Bridge would show up a team of very different capabilities.


These first five weeks of the season are introductory to personalities, exploratory of landscape. Sharp diagonals are drawn through a countryside foaming with blossom, frost dying out of the dawns and the dusk daily gathering fresh scents. The Australians, those whom one had not seen with any great frequency in their own cities, became individual characters with betraying mannerisms. Johnson, shirt open to the waist, black sea-crinkled head on one side as, coming up to bowl, he grips the ball preparatory to forcing it through the air, getting a purchase on it as though it were heavy as a cannonball, needing forearm to propel it. As yet he had found no tormenting length, nor managed to float it slipwards as he did nerve-rackingly to Hutton at Lord’s in 1948. Miller was still a deceptively lolling figure, arms akimbo at slip, capable of anything, but for the moment easily distracted by aeroplanes and seemingly detached in his appraisal. Lindwall, touching his toes, rolling his shoulders, stamping his feet, had not yet shown the tigerish appetite and impatience with which he once swallowed opening batsmen whole. Now, one felt, if he was to claw them at all, he would need to chew them bit by bit. Harvey strolled the covers, but Lord’s and Hove apart he had batted as one to whom a long innings is a treat, not an expectation. Benaud, slow of walk, upright and relaxed of physique, batted with a steelier purpose, one that promised to strike sparks when the day was right. Burke, reputedly the soul of the party off the field, with cap bunched over one eye looked sober and reflective on it. Burge, with several juicy scores behind him, as yet gave off merely an air of muscle, of steaks necessarily consumed, but not with sensuous pleasure. Crawford gangled and bumped to an array of slips, but was not recognizable as the bowler of New South Wales whom one had watched with such respect from the Hill. Craig, with his neat, brisk, ballet-dancer’s walk, toes and elbows turned in, but palms facing downwards and out, demure as a schoolboy in a 1st XI cap; Mackay loping and rolling the whites of his eyes and chewing gum, prolific inspector of taxes and runscorer for Queensland, who patrolled at third man as if on the lookout for Red Indians, but, batting, prodded and pushed like a piece of meccano whose locomotion had gone awry. Rutherford, who as a West Australian had veritably come through the eye of a needle in being selected at all, but who, camel or no, had curiously shrunk in the process; the left-handed Wilson, with an outline as pleasantly rounded as a breeze-filled sail, purveying his slows with relish and accuracy, but also with the fatalistic geniality of one who knows he is mostly there for the ride; Langley, beaming and expert behind the wicket, a dumpling of a man with the agility of a cat on a hot-plate; Maddocks, his fresh-faced understudy, walking with downcast head and interlocking gloves, whom one remembered from Melbourne as a batsman of pledged obstinacy; and finally Archer and Davidson, tall, square-shouldered, bowlers of pace and swing, able to catch anything, willing to hit anything, but taking the crease on no more than an over by over rental.


So that, driving up to Trent Bridge in the rain of Derby Day, they were, even to those who knew them only from television screens and newspapers, physically familiar people—variously gifted, fallible and only as a team an unknown quantity.


* * *


The England team for the First Test, selected on June 3rd, contained thirteen names: May, Appleyard, Bailey, Cowdrey, Evans, Graveney, Laker, Lock, Moss, Richardson, Statham, Wardle, Watson. Tyson, some little time before, had fractured a bone in his foot; Trueman also was unfit, and Statham was to require a full-pace try-out on the eve of the match to test a thigh injury. The try-out appeared at the time to be successful, but there was a reaction next morning and at the last moment he could not be included. There was, therefore, the gloomy prospect of England taking the field without her first three fast bowlers. Appleyard, moreover, was not bowling at his best, nor in peak physical condition, for he puffed and blew from ball to ball. The batting order was not certain, the position of No. 2 resting between Watson, Graveney and Cowdrey. The selectors having decided, for the moment anyway, against stiffening the middle order with an all-rounder—Smith and Oakman of Sussex were in tremendous batting form—the tail was bound to be long. But, as things were, there seemed no good alternative; all the same, it was far from the team, given no injuries, that anyone would have chosen.


The Australians, despite continuous predictions of their own to the contrary, were finally all reported fit. Johnson announced twelve names, adding that a batsman would probably be omitted. They were Johnson, Archer, Benaud, Burke, Burge, Davidson, Harvey, Langley, Lindwall, Miller, McDonald, Rutherford. Of the batsmen McDonald and Burge had been consistently in form, Harvey and Miller had interspersed one real bout of gorging with the Vichy waters of several short and non-committal performances. Rutherford, in his stolid way, had made a fair number of runs, averaging 35 in 13 innings. However, it was he who went, and he scarcely played a decent innings for the rest of the tour. The bowling all-rounders, Benaud, Lindwall, Archer, had batting averages of 57, 23 and 43, and only Davidson had failed to get a long look at the ball. On paper, therefore, the batting was consistent, if not generally elegant. The bowling, with Lindwall, Miller, Archer and Davidson to share the shine, seemed admirably suited to a green-top, or to a wicket that kept its pace, but, as had long been known, was shallow in spin. It is finger-spin, enabling the ball to grip, more than flight, that is essential to the slow bowler if he is to make full use of wet or breaking English wickets, and neither Johnson nor Benaud dig the ball considerably into the pitch. Tayfield, by the water-torture of relentless accuracy and the use of two buffers at short mid-on, attacked in 1955 through flight as much as turn, but Johnson is not really comparable in method.


* * *


The weather on the way up was not promising. It was drizzling in London and at regular intervals the drizzle turned into downpour. By the end of a summer the main roads northwards to Nottingham, Manchester and Leeds become a kind of running film behind one’s thoughts, the chart of one’s journeys across country as ranging and various as the diagram of an innings by Bradman. Now these great elephant-coloured trunk roads dripped and glittered, a drowned landscape misting away between the flick-flick of windscreen wipers. St. Albans, Luton, Bedford, Kettering, Oakham, Melton Mowbray—one emerges from the car-manufacturing suburbs on to the great spinal ridge of the Lower Midlands, the quilted farms tilting away on either side as if seen over the wings of an aeroplane, for the road north follows the high ground and the horizon seems always below. At Melton the rain died out, a thin, blue-washed sky emerging from the cloud banks, and a straw sun lighting up the Vale of Belvoir. The grey, flint villages had given way to soft sand and limestone, TV aerials in smoking valleys protruding like the masts of sunken ships, but the country vivid green, the road banks running clear water.
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THE FIRST TEST MATCH


Played at Nottingham on June 7th, 8th, 9th, 11th and 12th.












	ENGLAND






	
First Innings 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Second Innings


	 






	

P. E. Richardson, c. Langley, b. Miller




	81

	 

	 

	 

	

c. Langley, b. Archer




	73






	

M. C. Cowdrey, c. Miller, b. Davidson




	25

	 

	 

	 

	

c. Langley, b. Miller




	81






	

Graveney, c. Archer, b. Johnson




	8

	 

	 

	 

	

not out




	10






	

*P. B. H. May, c. Langley, b. Miller




	73

	 

	 

	  

	 

	 






	

Watson, l.b.w., b. Archer




	0

	 

	 

	 

	

c. Langley, b. Miller




	8






	

T. E. Bailey, c. Miller, b. Archer




	14

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	

Evans, c. Langley, b. Miller




	0

	 

	 

	 

	

not out




	8






	

Laker, not out




	9

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	

Lock, l.b.w., b. Miller




	0

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	

Appleyard, not out




	1

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	     Extras (b.5 l.b.1)

	6

	 

	 

	 

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

	8






	 

	—

	 

	 

	 

	Total (for 3 wkts.

	—






	       Total (for 8 wkts. dec.)

	217

	 

	 

	 

	dec.)

	188






	       Moss did not bat.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

















FALL OF WICKETS—First Innings—1–53, 2–72, 3–180, 4–181, 5–201, 6–203, 7–213, 8–214. Second Innings—1–151, 2–163, 3–178.


BOWLING—First Innings—Lindwall 15–4–43–0; Miller 33–5–69–4; Davidson 10–1–22–1; Archer 31–10–51–2; Johnson 14–7–26–1; Burke 1–1–0–0. Second Innings—Miller 19–2–58–2; Archer 9–0–46–1; Benaud 18–4–41–0; Johnson 12–2–29–0; Burke 3–1–6–0.


















	AUSTRALIA






	
First Innings


	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Second Innings


	 






	

C. C. McDonald, l.b.w., b. Lock




	1

	 

	 

	 

	

c. Lock b. Laker




	6






	

J. W. Burke, c. Lock, b. Laker




	11

	 

	 

	 

	

not out




	58






	

R. N. Harvey, l.b.w., b. Lock




	64

	 

	 

	 

	

b. Lock




	3






	

P. Burge, c. sub., b. Lock




	7

	 

	 

	 

	

not out




	35






	

K. R. Miller, l.b.w., b. Laker




	0

	 

	 

	 

	

l.b.w. b. Laker




	4






	

R. G. Archer, c. Lock, b. Appleyard




	33

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	

R. Benaud, b. Appleyard




	17

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	

*I. W. Johnson, c. Bailey, b. Laker




	12

	 

	 

	  

	 

	 






	

R. R. Lindwall, c. Bailey, b. Laker




	0

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	

G. R. Langley, not out




	0

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	

A. K. Davidson, absent hurt




	0

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 Extras (b.10 lb.3 n.b.1)

	14






	        Extras (l.b.3)

	3

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 






	 

	—

	 

	 

	 

	 

	—






	                Total

	148

	 

	 

	 

	

    Total (for 3 wkts.)




	120






	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

















FALL OF WICKETS—First Innings—1–10, 2–12, 3–33, 4–36, 5–90, 6–110, 7–148, 8–148, 9–148. Second Innings—1–13, 2–18, 3–41.


BOWLING—First Innings—Moss 4–3–1–0; Bailey 3–1–8–0; Laker 29.1–11–58–4; Lock 36–16–61–3; Appleyard 11–4–17–2. Second Innings—Bailey 9–3–16–0; Appleyard 19–6–32–0; Laker 30–19–29–2; Lock 22–11–23–1; Graveney .3–6–0.


MATCH DRAWN.







[image: ]









FIRST DAY



At a quarter past eleven came the news that Statham, having failed to pass a final tryout in the nets, and Wardle would be left out of the England 13. Rutherford was the batsman omitted by Australia. Soon after, it was announced that May had won the toss, an important one with rainy mist already blotting out the Derbyshire ridges, and would bat. The rain, in fact, coincided with the emergence of Richardson and Cowdrey, who were able just to prod the pitch and sniff the air before retiring from whence they had come. It was then eleven-fifty, twenty minutes having been lost through an earlier squall that beat the umpires to it on the dot of starting time. So, after these hesitant stammerings, Johnson finally led Australia out, with the clouds now torn apart and an ingratiating sun shining. The clock over the new built-in bridge that houses TV commentators directly behind the bowler’s arm showed twenty-five minutes past noon when Lindwall bowled to Richardson the first ball of the series. Richardson, with eight men in an arc behind him—five on the off, the two gullies well forward—needed to play at only two balls of the six, taking a single off the last. Miller, from the Radcliffe Road end, used three leg slips, two slips, two gullies, and quickly he showed, with one that lifted and one that skidded that the rain had toned up the pitch, acting on the close-cropped, fawn stubble rather in the manner of an after-shaving lotion. Richardson, however, fair, fresh-faced, and with an easy, relaxed stance, was notably unruffled, getting well over the ball that moved away from him, and placing to leg with time and tidiness. So smoothly indeed did both of England’s experimental opening pair play—their combined ages forty-seven as against the three score and ten of the legendary bowlers whom they confronted—that it seemed only just for the goddess who looks after lovers and newly-found opening partners to clasp them to her when, at only 8, meaner powers struggled for them. At that score Cowdrey, leaning Miller well wide of Davidson at cover set off for what seemed a comfortable two. A third of the way back he glanced up to find Davidson, who had moved exceptionally fast, already throwing to Langley. Richardson, turning, also noticed and hesitated. Cowdrey halted, Richardson, uncertain whether to go on or back, slipped and lost his bat. Cowdrey, seeing Richardson flounder, self-sacrificingly carried on and Langley, with the choice of running either batsman out, went for the greater margin, a length rather than a neck. He lobbed the ball gently to Miller, who seemingly impatient at the slowness of the throw, snatched, slipped and dropped it. Richardson, having run twenty yards without his bat in sheer disbelief rather than hope, scrambled home just as Miller, flinging himself at the wicket, crashed all three stumps to the ground. The witches having loosed their hold in disgust, Cowdrey now began to stroke the overpitched ball with that mellifluous follow-through one had scarcely seen since Melbourne. Lindwall was ominously early reduced to bouncing one or two an over, but there was more bark than bite in them, and by five past one the younger generation of fast bowlers, Archer and Davidson, were in harness. Miller, before he came off, made one truly characteristic gesture; having dropped the ball as he ran up to bowl, he picked it up on the run, as a cowboy a handkerchief at a rodeo, and carried on without return to his mark. Five overs apiece had been the old stagers’ ration, and though each made an accusing appeal for l.b.w. with their slower ball, neither had beaten the bat outside the off stump.


Archer and Davidson, declining to be driven, kept the ball that much shorter; in consequence, though slowing the England canter to a jog trot, they allowed Richardson and Cowdrey to play continuously off the back foot. This they did with bats of eloquent straightness, heads outside the line of the ball. Fifty-one nevertheless went up in the hour, with Cowdrey playing Davidson, who was much the fastest bowler of the morning, firmly to the third man boundary. So lunch, with one more run scored, found the foundation of the innings most effortlessly laid.


Cowdrey, whose Rubens rotundities are not belied by his renowned appetite, did not unfortunately long survive the satisfaction of it. Davidson, who had begun the afternoon’s work with Johnson, made a shortish one lift abruptly and Cowdrey, playing back, had time to look over his shoulder and watch Miller at slip gather the ball as it curved down at lessened pace off the shoulder of his bat. However, despite his professed distaste for the position of No. 2, he went in with many of his own misgivings patently soothed. Johnson had started with a silly mid-off, but Graveney, who seldom has entered in a Test against Australia with so genial a scoreboard, quickly forced him into retreat.


There was in Graveney’s immediate demeanour the confidence of one who has backed the winner of the 2.30 and who fancies the afternoon already well spent. He swept Johnson to the square leg boundary, made mid-off wring his hands more than once, and generally disseminated an air of the Burlington Arcade. Not for long, though, was such foppishness allowed to continue. Johnson, teasing Graveney’s fluency of swing, pitched wider on the off and Graveney, unable to resist, drove at him with feet not quite there: the ball floated a shade from him and Archer at slip held a snick left handed an inch from the grass. It was the same, sad old story, with Graveney, at the top of his form, showing his customary genius for yielding to temptation.


May, with few runs behind him for his county, joined Richardson, who skied Lindwall, bowling at greater speed in this second spell, high over slips for 4. Lindwall produced several bumpers for Richardson who, a shade slow at ducking (and hit by one at Lord’s), was once not more than an ear’s width off. Unmoved, he drove with honeyed sweetness through the covers and, tickling Lindwall for two to fine leg, reached a fifty solid as a Toby Jug. To May, Lindwall bowled a very full length both before and after a shower that, preceded by a violent shaking of George Parr’s elm, stopped play at twenty past three for seventy minutes. Often May was down only just in time: more than once both he and Langley were late on the fast yorker and the 100 went up with a boundary off the inside edge of May’s bat. It was off one such that May, in the next over from Lindwall, achieved a psychological victory at once made more significant than even at first it seemed. At last finding his touch, he struck Lindwall dead straight back with a sound that, full of music to May, must have been a shrivelling of hope to the bowler. Striving for still greater speed Lindwall, a ball or two later, stopped suddenly in his run-up as if feeling something give way and, delivering a slow full pitch, hobbled abjectly to his place in the field rubbing his thigh. That same over, moving to field a ball, he shook his head, and calling for his sweater limped for the dressing-room. So Davidson bowled in his place, and hardly can Lindwall have taken the weight off his feet than Davidson, cartwheeling to the ground at the moment of delivering his fourth ball, was lying crumpled in agony like a rag doll.


Burke, who throws his off-breaks in from a position that suggests a student of Judo, was called up from third man to bowl one over from the lethal spot, Johnson’s plan being to switch Miller there and take over himself at the Radcliffe end. Over this dispiriting compromise the merciful clouds, sailing in purposefully from the west for the third time, shed their metallic waters. When they had subsided there was time only for Miller to bounce a few with unnatural violence over May’s head and once to be struck crossbatted with equal force to the cover boundary. May, it seemed, had needed this final stimulation of fast attack from the old enemies to shake off the last sloth of winter.
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