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To Julian, Richard, Mitch and Steven, my fellow trufflers





Introduction



The genesis of this book was an essay I wrote for that splendid cricket periodical The Nightwatchman, and that piece arose from a short holiday I took with my friend Julian, who lives in Lincolnshire. Julian used to be a senior civil servant, and he has a mind like a stiletto. We were watching the semi- final of the Champions League on Sky Sports. Pakistan’s exciting new fast bowler Rumman Raees came on to bowl.


I looked at Julian. I said the word ‘Raees’ and then raised my eyebrow, as though to say, ‘What other cricketing relevance does that name have?’


It took him, at most, a second and a half to respond.


‘The only Mohammad brother not to play Test cricket,’ he said. I congratulated him.


‘Do you know anybody else who would have got that?’ asked Julian, with a big beaming grin.


I thought a moment. ‘Only two people. Steven Lynch of ESPNcricinfo, and my friend Richard, who lives in Hampshire.’


Later on, I emailed Richard to tell him of this conversation. He too used to be a senior civil servant, and he has a mind like a sabre. The following day he replied.


‘By an astonishing coincidence,’ he wrote, ‘I was looking at the Mohammad family (which also includes Shoaib, the nephew of the five brothers) yesterday morning just before the start of the game. I’d searched “Raees” on Cricinfo to find out more about Rumman Raees and of course one thing led to another. When I found a Mohammad Raees, who played a single first- class match in the early 1970s for Pakistan International Airlines, I got to wondering whether I could think of any other pairs of cricketers who shared their names in reverse. Unfortunately I didn’t get very far because I was forced to start doing some work.’


I’m imagining him in his huge office, drinking incredibly strong coffee and asking his secretary to take dictation, while actually trying to think of cricketers who share their names in reverse. His email continued:


‘At a birthday lunch last Sunday, I profoundly impressed an Australian woman by knowing that Wally Grout’s full name was Arthur Theodore Wallace Grout. I promise you, it just came up in conversation.’


I have some very strange friends indeed.


Richard has sent me some wonderful emails over the years. He specialises in putting together cricket teams of players of the past with particular characteristics: all called Herbert, maybe, or Test players with fathers who were vicars, or, if he’s really in the mood, Test players whose fathers were vicars called Herbert. When he was working at the Home Office in the early 2000s, they moved to a vast and splendid new building in Marsham Street, Westminster. To be precise, it is three connected buildings. The Home Secretary of the time, David Blunkett, decided to run a competition to name the building. Richard suggested they should be called Hobbs, Hammond and Hutton. As he recounts, ‘One of the most serious mistakes Mr Blunkett made in his time as Home Secretary was to reject my suggestion and instead to name the buildings Peel, Fry and Seacole after some “social reformers”.’


Julian, meanwhile, specialises in sending me fiendish quiz questions, which he has put together while pottering around on Cricket Archive when he really should be finishing his forthcoming paper on early Windsor armchairs. ‘Which England fast bowler in the twenty- first century took ten wickets in an Ashes Test match and was never picked again? Only one man has carried his bat three times in three completed innings in Tests. Who?’ Sometimes he gives me the answer before I start gnawing off the handle of my umbrella, and sometimes he doesn’t. (The answers are Andrew Caddick and Desmond Haynes.) Here he is on August 5 2016: ‘What do Shane Warne, Darren Gough, Harbhajan Singh, Nuwan Zoysa, Stuart Broad and Rangana Herath have in common? Answer: each has taken a hat- trick as a bowler in Tests and also been one of the batsmen dismissed in another Test hat- trick: Warne by Harbhajan, Gough by Warne, Harbhajan by Broad, Zoysa by Mohammed Sami, Broad by Peter Siddle and Herath by Abdul Razzaq.’ I’m guessing that a lot of important work went undone on that day as well.


Psychiatrists might wonder why intelligent men waste their valuable time on such rot, but I don’t. Julian and Richard are, in their different ways, two of the happiest men I know. I occasionally wonder whether I should introduce them, but I worry that their meeting would cause a vast rip in the space–time continuum, and bring the end of the universe as we know it. The risks wouldn’t just be to me and my friendship with them both, but to all humankind.


I had fun writing this up for The Nightwatchman: the piece essentially wrote itself. A few days later I got a call from Chris Lane, the man in charge at Wisden, who had an idea for a Cricket Miscellany, a little like Ben Schott’s famous volumes of nonsense but aimed squarely at the crazed cricket fan. He thought I was the man to compile it, and I have to admit, I agreed with him. This book, then, is the result, of decades of enthusiasm, years of reading and months of serious scribbling. I enjoyed compiling it so much that I actually finished it and submitted it a full month before deadline: an unprecedented and almost certainly unrepeatable event. And it would not have existed without Chris’s conceptual powers or his immense generosity, for which I’m very grateful.


Berkmann’s Cricketing Miscellany is split into twelve chapters, starting with January and ending, as these things do, with December. This is an entirely arbitrary structure, but it works as well as any. Most of the features I have included have no chronological content at all, and are just thrown in willy- nilly. But some do, as you will find out. The only element that needs a little explanation is my selection of twelve favourite Test matches, for which I give the scorecard and a brief match report. The original idea was to have one a month: the best Test ever played in January, for example, followed by the best ever played by February. But this quickly foundered. There have been no interesting Test matches ever played in May, and I know, because I have checked. And there were four wonderful games played in December. I thought it would be possible to write about some slightly obscure matches in an entertaining manner, but why include some boring match everyone has forgotten and have to leave out Edgbaston 2005? Bonkers. So I abandoned that idea and have just included twelve matches I really wanted to write about, for various reasons, with a maximum of two matches per calendar month. (The two December games that don’t make it are the 1982–83 Ashes game, when Allan Border and Jeff Thomson put on eighty- odd for the last wicket and we won by three runs; and the victory in the dark in 2000–01, when England beat Pakistan virtually in the middle of the night, thanks to Graham Thorpe, Nasser Hussain and Steve Bucknor, who refused to take the players off. Maybe next time.)


The book naturally reflects my own preferences and prejudices. It’s strongly Anglocentric, because so am I. T20 cricket barely features in it at all, and even one- day internationals are given short shrift. This isn’t through snobbery or more generalised disdain, but a feeling that these matches don’t last in the way that Tests and first- class cricket do. They are cricket retooled for instant gratification, and thus almost instantly forgettable. (That’s not to say I am entirely indifferent to their pleasures. I rather like T20 and have found, to my surprise, that going along to watch a match is much more fun than watching it on TV. A huge six is best seen in the flesh, especially if it’s accompanied by fireworks. The opposite is true of ODIs, which are better viewed from the comfort of one’s sofa than on a plastic chair surrounded by drunken men dressed as nuns.)


The strongest sense I have had while putting this book together is that I am only scratching the surface of cricket trivia. Every book I have read has unearthed unimaginable joys, and there are many more books to read. I have also been helped immeasurably by the assistance of four of my friends, who have come up with some extraordinary facts, stories, stats and assorted drivel. They are Julian Parker and Richard Corden, as described above; the legendary Steven Lynch from ESPNcricinfo; and the indefatigable trivia hound Mitchell Symons, with whom I have been exchanging daft facts and quiz questions for nearly thirty years. The book would have been appreciably shorter and duller without their contributions.


Julian, for instance, has recently made the acquaintance of Ms Fiona Crampin, granddaughter of Herbert Crampin, once a Grimsby trawler magnate and a keen cricket fan. All the Crampin Steam Fishing Company vessels, he has discovered, were named after cricketers with seven letters in their surnames. Over twenty- five years, from the 1930s to the late 1950s, the Crampin trawlers were as follows:


Pataudi, Bradman, Compton, Hammond, Statham, Trueman, Larwood, Jardine, Yardley, Barnett, Wellard, Padgett, Paynter, Leyland, Hendren, Gregory, Hassett, Pollard.


‘A catholic selection, if a trifle odd,’ he tells me, ‘caused by the requirement for seven- letteredness, the reason for which I have never deduced. Ms Crampin, though a splendid woman in so many ways, knows little of her grandfather’s trawler- naming criteria.’ Richard theorised that maybe Crampin preferred seven- lettered names because both of his own names had seven letters. All I know is that I’d rather talk about rubbish like this than do almost anything else.


Julian actually went a bit further in his researches. He established that both Hammond and Larwood were sunk by aircraft off the coast of Norway while in Admiralty Service in April 1940; and that each were salvaged by the Germans and relaunched under new German non- cricketing identities. The shame of it! Here’s a photograph of HMT Hammond sinking.


[image: illustration]


And here’s one of the Larwood’s (British) crew:


[image: illustration]


If the ships had been named after footballers, would we care? We would not.


I hope, therefore, that you enjoy the following, and if any of it reminds you of some piece of cricketing trivia you feel has been unfairly excluded, please email me at marcusberkmann@macace.net. I have tried to exclude stories I myself have heard too many times before, which may explain some obvious omissions. And I have tried to verify all the stories told, although one or two are simply too good to be left out, whether they are true or not. Do I believe the Jack Crapp/hotel receptionist story, for instance? Not for a moment, but it’s a corker.





January






 



January Birthdays


  3: Arthur Mailey (1886), Alex Hales (1989)


  5: Nawab of Pataudi, Jr (1941), Bob Cunis (1941), Marlon Samuels (1981)


  6: Kapil Dev (1959)


  8: Lawrence Rowe (1949)


11: Rahul Dravid (1973)


12: Richie Richardson (1962)


13: Mitchell Starc (1990)


14: Ken Higgs (1937), Martin Bicknell (1969)


15: Ryan Sidebottom (1978)


16: Wayne Daniel (1956)


17: Sir Clyde Walcott (1926)


20: Christopher Martin-Jenkins (1945)


21: Andy Ganteaume (1921), Simon Taufel (1971)


22: Lord Byron (1788)


23: Adam Parore (1971)


26: Kim Hughes (1954)


27: Dean Headley (1970), Chaminda Vaas (1974), Daniel Vettori (1979)


28: David ‘Syd’ Lawrence (1964)


29: Andy Roberts (1951)


31: Brian Bolus (1934), John Inverarity (1944)





 


Arthur Mailey (January 3)


Australian leg-spinner and, according to Neville Cardus, ‘incorrigible romantic’ who took ninety-nine wickets in twenty-one Tests in the 1920s, including thirty-six in the 1920–21 Ashes series. He also holds the record for the most expensive bowling analysis in first-class cricket. Playing for New South Wales at Melbourne in 1926–27 as Victoria compiled a first innings of 1107 (still a record), Mailey bowled sixty-four eight-ball overs, didn’t manage a maiden, and took 4 for 362. He said afterwards that his figures would have been rather better had not three sitters been dropped off his bowling – ‘two by a man in the pavilion wearing a bowler hat’, and one by an unfortunate team-mate, whom he consoled with the words ‘I’m expecting to take a wicket any day now.’ R. C. Robertson-Glasgow was an unabashed fan. ‘He has always, I fancy, regarded batting as a necessary but inferior part of cricket . . . He is so different from the typical Aussie player of games or runner of races. In Mailey, humour ranks higher than success, kindness above personal triumph.’ When he was a young man, he once took the wicket of his hero, Victor Trumper. As he wrote in his autobiography, ‘There was no triumph in me as I watched the receding figure. I felt like a boy who had killed a dove.’


Mailey began his working life as a labourer, but later became a writer on cricket, a cartoonist and a painter in watercolours and oils. In London, he had a private exhibition of his paintings, and Queen Mary came to visit. In the main she was gracious and approving, but in front of one work of his she paused.


‘Mr Mailey, I don’t think you have painted the sun quite convincingly in this picture,’ she said.


‘Perhaps not,’ said Arthur. ‘You see, your Majesty, in this country I have to paint the sun from memory.’


Alex Hales (January 3)


In 2005 The Times reported that Alex Hales, aged sixteen, had scored 52 in an over during a Twenty20 competition on the Lord’s Nursery pitch organised by the London County Cricket Club. He had hit eight sixes, three of them off no-balls, and a four.


Bob Cunis (January 5)


A New Zealand all-rounder who appeared in twenty Tests between 1965 and 1972. On Test Match Special, Alan Gibson once said, ‘This is Cunis at the Vauxhall End. Cunis, a funny sort of name. Neither one thing nor the other.’ You wouldn’t get away with that nowadays.


Kapil Dev (January 6)


‘An all-round cricketer of charismatic brilliance’ was Christopher Martin-Jenkins’s pithy assessment. Kapil Dev was the first man to score five thousand runs and take four hundred wickets in Tests. Not so long ago, filmmakers were shooting a film in Hindi about Kapil’s finest hour, the 1983 World Cup win. The actor playing Kapil was born in 1985.


Lawrence Rowe (January 8)


Elegant West Indian batsman who scored 214 and 100 not out on debut against New Zealand in 1972, and 302 against England a couple of years later. Michael Holding said he was ‘the best batsman I ever saw’. But it didn’t quite work out for Rowe. In 1974 he played for Derbyshire and suffered crippling headaches and hay fever. The following winter the West Indies sent him home from their tour of India after problems with his eyesight. Finally the problem was resolved: he was diagnosed with a severe allergy to grass. By any standards that’s bad luck for a cricketer – it’s like a restaurateur having a severe allergy to food.


Rahul Dravid (January 11)


Until 2003, India hadn’t won a Test in Australia for twenty-three years. But at Adelaide that year Australia were beaten by four wickets, despite scoring 556 in the first innings. This was mainly due to Rahul Dravid, who made 233 and 72 not out, batting for nearly fourteen hours in all. In his autobiography, Steve Waugh describes the innings as ‘poetic, with flowing follow-throughs . . . His head was like the statue of David, allowing for perfect balance and easy hand-eye co-ordination.’ Which is rather more lyrical than we are used to from the old bastard, but as Rob Smyth explains, ‘the historian in Waugh recognised that beautiful moment when a player moves from very good to great, and knew it should be marked accordingly’. Maybe he’s not such an old bastard after all.


Richie Richardson (January 12)


Often wore a watch while batting. But oddly enough, never looked at it. I think it was his way of telling fast bowlers that he was better than them, that they weren’t going to hit him, and that, on the contrary, he was going to hit them, all around the ground. The maroon sunhat he wore in preference to a helmet may have enhanced this impression. As he scored 5949 runs in eighty-six Tests at 44.39, and is now Sir Richie Richardson, it all seems to have worked rather well.


Christopher Martin-Jenkins (January 20)


In Wisden 2013, Mike Selvey wrote an appreciation. ‘Only once did I see him flummoxed. Like many cricketers, I used rhyming slang by habit, so if I were to say that someone was having treatment on their Vanburn, you might surmise Holder, or shoulder. During one commentary stint, he thought he would have a stab. “I’ve been having some trouble with the old Conrad,” he said. At first it stunned me, and then I corpsed – so badly I had to leave the commentary box. He meant Conrad Black. I am sorry to say my only thought was of a former West Indian opener by a different surname.’


Andy Ganteaume (January 21)


Slow-scoring West Indian batsman – a beautiful rarity in itself – who has one of the strangest Test records of them all. In 1947–48, England came on tour. Ganteaume played for Trinidad and scored 101 and 47 not out, but was criticised by observers for scoring too slowly in decent batting conditions. In a second match against the tourists, he scored 5 and 90 but was not selected for the Test match that followed. Ganteaume claimed that his non-selection was a result of his underprivileged background, and not his inability to get the ball off the square. But Jeff Stollmeyer was injured and Ganteaume was brought in to replace him at the last moment. He opened the batting and scored 112 in his only innings. But again he was criticised for slow scoring, was dropped for the next Test and never played again. His only innings of 112 thus gives him the highest average in Test history.


Lord Byron (January 22)


Romantic poet with a club foot who, despite his infirmity, batted at number seven for Harrow in the very first Eton vs Harrow match, at Lord’s in 1805. Possibly because he was a peer, he was allowed a runner. According to F. S. Ashley-Cooper, ‘Harrow men object strongly to this match being counted as one of the regular series of games between the two sides. It was, in all probability, a holiday fixture arranged between Lord Byron, acting for Harrow, and Kaye, for Eton.’ According to the Harrow captain John Arthur Lloyd, ‘Byron played in that match, and very badly too. He should never have been in the eleven, if my counsel had been taken.’ Harrow scored 55 and 65 to Eton’s 122 and lost by an innings and 2 runs. Byron would later write, ‘We have played the Eton and were most confoundedly beat; however it was some comfort to me that I got 11 notches the 1st Innings and 7 the 2nd, which was more than any of our side except Brockman & Ipswich could contrive to hit.’ The scorecard has him making 7 and 2. There was no further match between the schools until 1818, when the (still extant) annual fixture began.


Kim Hughes (January 26)


Captain of Australia for twenty-eight of the seventy Tests he played, Kim Hughes played two glimmeringly good innings (117 and 78) at the 1980 Centenary Test at Lord’s, but is now mainly remembered for bursting into tears during the press conference at which he resigned as captain. Hughes was much mocked for his lachrymosity, which was considered unmanly and not strictly Australian. How things have changed in the intervening years. Nowadays it is almost compulsory for Australian captains and coaches to blub as they hand in their resignations. Hughes’s only sin was to lose a few Test matches. Pioneers so often find themselves unfairly scorned.


Chaminda Vaas (January 27)


Sri Lanka’s best-ever opening bowler was born Warnakulasuriya Patabendige Ushantha Joseph Chaminda Vaas, and as such is the only Test cricketer in all history to have more initials than letters in his surname. (Unless you know better, of course.)


Nicknames


Cricket has a long and honourable tradition of giving daft nicknames to its more able practitioners. Many, of course, are either very obvious or slightly more obvious than that. Allan Lamb, for instance, spent years being addressed as Legga. Countless others have just had the letter Y appended to their surnames. Andrew Strauss was known to many as Straussy, while Dominic Cork was widely addressed as Corky. Sometimes this formula produced less than comfortable results, such as Ian Bell’s nickname, Belly. And Kevin Pietersen was always going to be KP after someone tried Pieterseny and decided it wasn’t quite the thing.


Here, then, are some of the more inventive nicknames cricketers have been given, with explanations where they are available. Some are so brilliant (see Z) that no explanation is required. My favourite nickname of those I have heard on the field of play was given to a guy with the surname Vickery, who played for a team called the Weekenders. He was universally known as ‘Morty’. (More tea, Vickery?)


Shahid Afridi: Boom Boom


Hit the ball very hard indeed. The Duckworth Lewis Method recorded a song called ‘Boom Boom Afridi’.


Jonathan Agnew: Spiro


After the 39th Vice-President of the United States. (Who may have taken the ‘vice’ part of his job title too literally.)


Shoaib Akhtar: The Rawalpindi Express


Because he’s very fast and he comes from Rawalpindi. My friend Chris Douglas, who also played for the Weekenders, used to be known as the Islington Express for similar, if slightly more satirical, reasons.


James Anderson: The Burnley Lara


Because, despite being so hopeless with the bat, he avoided being out for 0 in each of his first fifty-three Test innings. (He has made up for it since.)


Warren Armstrong: Big Ship


The Australian captain for the 1920–21 and 1921 Ashes was 6 foot 3 inches tall and weighed over twenty-one stone.


Michael Atherton: FEC, Cockroach


FEC is an acronym, reportedly written on his locker, that stands either for ‘Future England Captain’ or ‘Fucking Educated C***’. The Australians, less bothered by class, called him Cockroach for his durability as a batsman.


Trevor Bailey: The Boil, Barnacle


Barnacle because of his dedication to the forward defensive. The Boil because of the way supporters from the East End of London are supposed to have pronounced his name. ‘Come on, Boiley!’ they would shout, flinging their non-existent flat caps into the air.


David Bairstow: Bluey


Because he had red hair. Do keep up at the back.


Gareth Batty: Nora


After the character in Last of the Summer Wine, which all cricketers watch religiously.


Ian Bell: The Shermanator, The Sledgehammer of Eternal Justice, The Duke of Bellington.


Shane Warne called him The Shermanator after a red-haired geeky character in the film American Pie. The Sledgehammer of Eternal Justice, by contrast, is the greatest nickname ever given to anyone in the history of the world.


Ian Botham: Beefy, Guy the Gorilla


See Warren Armstrong. When he was younger his friends had another nickname for him: Bungalow, a reference to the fact that he had nothing upstairs.


Geoffrey Boycott: Fiery


According to one of his many autobiographies, he’s Fiery because Fred Trueman was ‘Fiery Fred’ to most fans and all headline writers. And since Boycott also came from Yorkshire, he must be GeofFiery. Which was shortened to Fiery after Trueman’s retirement. If you believe that, you’ll believe anything.


Stuart Broad: Westlife


He was so good-looking, he had to be a boyband singer. ‘Come on, Westlife,’ shouted Matt Prior, ‘give us a ballad!’ You probably had to be there.


Andrew Caddick: Shack


From Caddy, to Caddyshack (a film about golf starring Bill Murray), to Shack.


Michael Clarke: Pup


Because when he joined it, he was the youngest player in the Australian team. He was still called Pup when he was the oldest player in the team.


John Crawley: Creepy


Graham Dilley: Picca


Allan Donald: White Lightning


Partly because of his exceptional pace, but also his predilection for smearing white zinc cream on his nose and cheeks.


J. W. H. T. Douglas: Johnny Won’t Hit Today


Nicknamed by Australian hecklers infuriated by his glacial progress at the crease.


Rahul Dravid: The Wall


In his own (slightly boring) words: ‘I can’t remember exactly the first time but I know where it sort of came out from, where it originated. I think, it probably came out after one of my long, typically maybe boring innings; when I saw the headline, [it read] “The Wall”.’


Phil Edmonds: Goat


Suggests an overwhelming fondness for the ladies. But our lawyers inform us that this was not so. The very thought. (Could it, instead, be an acronym: Greatest Of All Time?)


Steven Finn: The Watford Wall


For his resolute defensive batting as a nightwatchman in a Test in New Zealand.


Andrew Flintoff: Freddie


After Fred Flintstone, the first cartoon character ever to share a bed with his wife on American television.


Joel Garner: Big Bird


Not, as it has been widely assumed, named after the character in Sesame Street, but after Jamaica’s national bird, the Doctor Bird, which is known for its stilt-like legs.


Sunil Gavaskar: Swoop


So named by Ian Botham when playing for Somerset in 1980, for his stark refusal to dive in the field under any circumstances.


Chris Gayle: World Boss, Universe Boss


Rare among these nicknames in that Gayle gave them to him himself. Universe Boss is a recent upgrade from World Boss. ‘Who wouldn’t want to be me?’ he asked in his autobiography, Six Machine.


Ashley Giles: The King of Spain


Giles ordered some mugs to be made for his benefit year, with the words King of Spin printed on them. The printer made a mistake. Juan Carlos I was said to be less than impressed.


Jason Gillespie: Dizzy


John Gleeson: CHO


An acronym for Cricket Hours Only, as that was the only time you ever saw him.


David Gower: Lubo, Stoat, Dregsy


Lubo is after his favourite steak bar in Adelaide. Stoats are reputed to be randy little buggers (see also Phil Edmonds). Dregsy, though, is the best. It was given him by his friend Gary Lineker, who noticed his tendency, after a big dinner, to go round all the tables after everyone had left and drink all the wine people hadn’t finished. Does he still do this? I do hope so.


Umar Gul: Guldozer


Michael Holding: Whispering Death


Because you couldn’t hear him as he ran up to bowl. Unusually, he was given this nickname by umpires, who are The Men Who Know.


Merv Hughes: Fruitfly


The biggest Australian pest.


Michael Hussey: Mr Cricket


Because of his encyclopaedic knowledge of the sport. He is said to dislike the nickname, finding it ‘a bit embarrassing’.


Anil Kumble: Jumbo


Coined by Navjot Singh Sidhu. One of Kumble’s balls really took off, and Sidhu (at mid-on) shouted, ‘Jumbo Jet!’ The ‘jet’ fell away, the Jumbo remained.


Gavin Larsen: The Postman


He always delivered.


Darren Lehmann: Boof


In Australian slang, boof means head, and is typically used to refer to someone with a big head. Lehmann himself says that as a twelve-year-old he had a huge bouffant hairdo, and the name stuck.


Dennis Lillee: FOT


When he’d just started playing for Western Australia, his captain Tony Lock called him over and said, ‘Dennis, you’re bowling like a flippin’ old tart.’ Do we believe he said flippin’?


Clive Lloyd: Super Cat


Long arms, sinuous demeanour, fielded like a panther. See also Phil Tufnell.


David Lloyd: Bumble


Because of an apparent similarity between his facial profile and those of the Bumblies, characters in an ancient kid’s TV show created by Michael Bentine.


Glenn McGrath: Pigeon


His New South Wales teammate Brad McNamara, on seeing his skinny pins, said, ‘You’ve stolen a pigeon’s legs, McGrath.’


Ken Mackay: Slasher


An extraordinarily obdurate defensive batsman. Such a perfect nickname, no one ever called him anything else.


Ashley Mallett: Rowdy


In his own words: ‘When I first came to Adelaide from Perth in 1967, I was 12th man for the first match. Not a word did I utter unless I was answering a question from one of the players. After pouring the drinks at the close of play on day three, the keeper, Barry Jarman, walked past me, stopped abruptly, turned and yelled: “Shut up, you rowdy bugger!” The nickname stuck.’ Chris Tavaré was also nicknamed Rowdy, for similar reasons.


Vic Marks: Skid


Not one to think about too closely, this one.


Mitchell Marsh: Bison


Someone on a tour game glued his head on a picture of a bison and it fitted perfectly. (The nickname Swampy had already been taken, by his father Geoff.)


Rodney Marsh: Bacchus


Tragically, not because he likes a drop, but because there’s a place called Bacchus Marsh in Australia.* As Frank Keating once commented, ‘“Romney” might have been slightly more original.’


Christopher Martin-Jenkins: The Major


Mike Selvey: ‘There was nothing secret to it, nothing to do with a military bearing, or clipped diction and moustache to match. One day he blustered his way into the press box. “Hampshire won,” he announced to nobody in particular. “Did it, Major?” we chorused, echoing Basil Fawlty. And so The Major he became.’


Glenn Maxwell: Big Show


Apparently he hates this nickname, which is presumably why he was given it.


Keith Miller: Nugget


Constantly described by journalists as ‘the golden boy’ for the way he lit up cricket in the immediate post-war years. Hence Nugget.


Don Mosey: The Alderman


So named by fellow TMS commentator Brian Johnston, in recognition of his rather mayoral demeanour in the box.


Tim Murtagh: Dial M


Phil Mustard: The Colonel


Paul Nixon: Badger


‘Sometimes they call me The Badger, because I’m mad for it,’ said Nixon. Andy Bull called him ‘the most abrasive and irritating cricketer to play for England since Dominic Cork’.


Chris Old: Chilly.


From ‘C. Old’, i.e. cold.


Ricky Ponting: Punter


Likes a bet on the horses.


Matt Prior: The Cheese, The Big Cheese


According to Kevin Pietersen, Prior used to refer to himself in the third person as The Cheese or The Big Cheese. In KP’s autobiography, he dedicated an entire chapter to ridiculing Prior’s nickname. It was entitled ‘Le Grand Fromage’.


Derek Randall: Arkle


After the prominent racehorse, as a tribute to his skill and agility in the field. Randall called himself Rags, which had been his childhood nickname (for ragamuffin). He would talk to himself while batting. ‘Come on, Rags. Get stuck in. Don’t take any chances. Take your time, slow and easy. You idiot, Rags. Come on, come on. Come on, England.’ Drove the opposition round the bend.


Barry Richards: Glue


Acquired for standing his ground after being apparently caught at the wicket during Australia’s 1966–67 tour of South Africa.


Greg Ritchie: Fat Cat


Not a slender man, our Greg. See also Ian Botham.


Paul Romaines: Human


Harbhajan Singh: The Turbanator


Robin Smith: Judge


His crinkly hair looks a little like a judge’s wig.


Andrew Strauss: Levi, Johann, Muppet, Lord Brocket


The first two are appalling puns on his surname. Muppet was simply an insult, and Lord Brocket came about because he was posh. (Brocket was on a TV reality show, and Marcus Trescothick saw a slight resemblance.)


Mark Taylor: Tubby, Tubs


See also Greg Ritchie.


Jeff Thomson: Two-Up


From a famous gambling haunt in Sydney, Thommo’s Two-Up School.


Marcus Trescothick: Banger


Trescothick is famously keen on bangers and mash for his lunch. ‘Sausages were my favourite,’ he wrote in his autobiography. As a schoolboy he ate ‘sausages, chips, sausages, toast, sausages, baked beans, sausages, cheese, sausages, eggs, sausages and the occasional sausage thrown in, topped off with a sprinkling of sausage’. (The Trescothick Diet is available from all good bookshops, price £9.99.)


Phil Tufnell: The Cat


Because he slept all day and went out all night. See also Clive Lloyd.


Michael Vaughan: Virgil


Because (it is said) he resembled the similarly named Thunderbirds puppet. Oddly enough, anyone who has seen any of his numerous TV appearances might have gained the distinct impression that Vaughan is held up by strings.


Max Walker: Tangles


From his strange, wrong-footed bowling action.


Mark Waugh: Junior, Afghan, Audi


Junior because he’s a few minutes younger than his brother Steve. Afghan because he didn’t get into the Australian side for many years despite scoring mountains of runs: hence the forgotten Waugh. Audi, after the car-maker with the four-circle logo, because in 1992–93 he was out for four ducks in a row. (If he’d been out for a fifth, his team-mates told him they would have called him Olympic.)


Steve Waugh: Tugga


Also, at Somerset in the 1980s, dubbed Melon, because of his habit of encouraging the team’s fast bowlers with the phrase ‘Come on, hit him on the melon.’


Monde Zondeki: All Hands


(N.B. In real life Danish Kaneria only had one underwhelming nickname, Nani-Danny. In our house, however, he was always known as Pastria. I’ll get my coat.)





 



JULIAN’S XIS



My friend Julian is a clever man and a master of procrastination. He knows he should be working, and indeed, most of his friends he calls up and chats to for half an hour know he should be working too. Like most experts in his field, he finds distractions: things to do that feel a bit like work, and aren’t. For one joyous month as I was starting this book, his distraction took the form of creating cricket elevens out of real cricketers, some of whom lived a long time ago, and all of whom had odd names. It started with his Freshwater Fish XI, and went on from there. This is research at its most abstruse and its most abstract, done for its own sake and also for the sake of not doing something else more urgent. Here’s the first:




Freshwater Fish






	1


	B. Zander


	(Stoke d’Abernon)







	2


	A. Tench


	(Nairobi Club)







	3


	A. B. Shad


	(Whittingham and Goosnargh Second XI)







	4


	Rudd


	(Royal Military Academy Sandhurst)







	5


	A. Roach


	(Botany Bay Second XI)







	6


	Perch


	(West Kent Wanderers)







	7


	Pike


	(Dorsetshire and Devonshire Regiment Colonel’s XI)







	8


	E. Guppy


	(Bootle Nomads)







	9


	G. W. A. Chubb


	(Border, South Africa, Transvaal)







	10


	W. Gudgeon


	(Stoke d’Abernon)







	11


	H. Grayling


	(Wokingham Oaks and Acorns, Wokingham Third XI)







	12th man


	J. W. Bream


	(Leicestershire Second XI)














 




The Village Year


Summer starts early in village cricket. By January, we have most of the following season’s fixtures wrapped up and tied with a bow. Some fixtures secretaries like to have all theirs done by October, which is a little too keen for me. My preferred technique is laissez-faire. I do nothing until people contact me, most of them by email, although a handful of ancients still use the wind-up telephone. We like to play once a weekend every weekend between the end of April and the end of September, which means twenty-three or possibly even twenty-four games in all. Some fixtures have the exactly the same weekend every year; others move around the schedule like wills-o’-the-wisp. A new fixture, I find, needs about three years to bed in properly. The first year is a blind date: you’re both trying to see whether you have anything in common at all, and probably attempting to seem nicer than you really are. The second is the difficult second date. Fundamental differences in the way you both play will start to emerge. The third year is the decider. Is there a long-term relationship to be considered, or are you merely two ships passing in the night?


Most years, though, putting together a fixture list is a little like knitting with spaghetti. Some sides have strict hierarchies of teams they want to play. If they like you they’ll give you a plum July or August fixture. If they’ve gone a little cold, you’ll play them in freezing late April or soggy September. (If you’re only offered April 15, you know you’re in Last Chance Saloon.) Other teams give you the same weekend every year, which is great, but every six years or so will want to shift the game forward a week to bring their calendar back into line. Which is fine, but every team has a different year for shifting forward a week. The fixture secretary’s problem is best summed up thus: how many teams have you arranged to play on the first Sunday in July? If it’s one, or even two, there’s room for manoeuvre. If it’s seven you might be in trouble.








[image: illustration]





 


______________


* The parents of double Booker Prize-winner Peter Carey ran a motor business in Bacchus Marsh.





February






 



February Birthdays


  1: Graeme Smith (1981)


  2: James Joyce (1882)


  3: Lord Harris (1851), Bill Alley (1919), Bobby Simpson (1936)


  5: E. H. ‘Patsy’ Hendren (1889), Brian Luckhurst (1939), Darren Lehmann (1970)


  6: Albert Trott (1873), Fred Trueman (1931)


  8: Mohammad Azharuddin (1963)


  9: Jim Laker (1922), Glenn McGrath (1970)


10: John Hampshire (1941), Michael Kasprowicz (1972)


11: George Deyes (1879), E. W. Swanton (1907), Bill Lawry (1937)


12: Gundappa Viswanath (1949)


13: Ted Pooley (1842), Len Pascoe (1950)


14: Chris Lewis (1968)


15: Desmond Haynes (1956)


16: Michael Holding (1954)


17: AB de Villiers (1984)


18: Phillip DeFreitas (1966)


20: Eddie Hemmings (1949)


21: Michael Slater (1970)


22: Devon Malcolm (1963)


23: Harry Pilling (1943), Herschelle Gibbs (1974)


24: Brian Close (1931), John Lever (1949), Derek Randall (1951)


25: John Arlott (1914), Farokh Engineer (1938), Stuart MacGill (1971)


26: Sir Everton Weekes (1925), Matt Prior (1982)


27: Graeme Pollock (1944)


28: Tim Bresnan (1985)


29: Alf Gover (1908)


James Joyce (February 2)


Cricket obsessive (in his youth) who managed to squeeze the names of thirty-one famous cricketers, and many cricketing terms, into a single page of his modernist masterpiece Finnegans Wake (1939). ‘She had to spofforth, she had to kicker, too thick of the wick of her pixy’s loomph, wide lickering jessup the smooky shiminey.’ There are two in there. Later on: ‘Goeasyosey, for the grace of the fields, or hooley pooley, cuppy, we’ll both be bye and by caught in the slips for fear he’d tyre and burst his dunlops and waken her bornybarnies making his boobybabies.’ And two more in there. (For the second, see February 13.)


Bill Alley (February 3)


Substantial Australian all-rounder who had flourished for many years in the Lancashire Leagues before signing for Somerset in 1957, aged thirty-eight. In 1961 he scored 3019 runs – he will be for ever the last man to score three thousand runs in an English summer – and took sixty-two wickets. ‘On and off the pitch,’ his Telegraph obituary told us, ‘Alley was a tough, highly talkative competitor, very much in the Australian mould.’ He found a worthy opponent in Fred Trueman. One time he drove Trueman’s first ball and hooked his second, both for four. It was, said Alley, ‘a gesture tantamount to tickling a bush snake. Fred reacted with two bumpers, the crowd booed, and at the end of the over I set them off again by striding down the pitch with bat raised. Fred played along by striding out to meet me halfway. Suddenly the fans grew very quiet as they saw Fred push his face into mine. And out of the corner of his mouth came the promise, “First pint’s on me tonight, Bill”.’


E. H. ‘Patsy’ Hendren (February 5)


Only one batsman, Jack Hobbs, hit more centuries than Hendren’s 170. Only two, Hobbs and Frank Woolley, scored more runs than Hendren’s 57,610. Hobbs said he was ‘as good a player as anyone’. Hendren shares the record (with John Wright of New Zealand) for the most runs ever hit off a single ball in Tests – eight. He hit the ball towards the boundary and was coming back to complete an all-run four when the Australians tried to run him out. The ball missed, and whizzed off to the boundary for four overthrows.


Sir John Betjeman once rhymed his surname with ‘rhododendron’.


Albert Trott (February 6)


Dual international for Australia and England, who is believed to be the only person ever to hit the ball over the Lord’s pavilion, on July 31 1899. Some 119 years later, I was at Lord’s with some friends when this fact came up in conversation, and we agreed that knowing this distinguished the true cricket tragics from the half-interested, the uncommitted, the johnny-come-latelies. Trott was the pre-eminent all-rounder of his age, and in his benefit match in 1907 took two hat-tricks in the same innings. Unfortunately, this remarkable feat (which only one other person has managed since) shortened the match, and Trott didn’t make as much money from it as he had hoped. Later he said he had bowled himself ‘into the workhouse’. In 1914 he wrote his will on the back of a laundry ticket, leaving four pounds and his wardrobe to his landlady. Then he shot himself.


Jonathan Trott claims to be a distant relation of Albert Trott, as would we all if we were given the chance.


Fred Trueman (February 6)


In the words of John Arlott, ‘He argued with authority. He used a vivid vocabulary. He could be harsh and gentle; witty and crude; unbelievably funny and very boring; selfish and wonderfully kind. And he was, when the fire burned, as fine a fast bowler as any.’ In his own words, ‘To be a great fast bowler, you need a big heart and a big bottom.’


Trueman played his first Test match against India at Headingley in 1952, and opened the bowling with Alec Bedser. When England took the field, Trueman strode up to Bedser, who was playing his 39th Test and had carried England’s pace attack since the war. ‘If you keep them quiet at one end,’ he said, ‘I’ll get the bastards out.’


In 2005 Trueman’s biographer Chris Waters attended a summit meeting in a pub of the Four Greatest Living Yorkshiremen, Brian Close, Ray Illingworth, Geoffrey Boycott and Trueman. ‘To say that it was one of the most bizarre experiences of my journalistic career is an understatement,’ wrote Waters in The Nightwatchman. ‘I tell you what,’ said Trueman, hungrily devouring a plate of steak pie. ‘I’d like to see Steve Harmison or any of that England lot bowling on the f***ing flat pitches of the West Indies in the 1950s.’ Says Waters, ‘I could have used any number of conversational examples from that day, but the gist of his gab was that everything to do with modern cricket was crap and that he and the old days were the best things since sliced bread . . . Most bizarre of all was when the conversation turned to the comedians Ant and Dec, who were given even shorter shrift than Twenty20 cricket. “Ant and Dec? Ant and f***ing Dec?” expostulated Trueman, nearly bringing up his steak pie in the process. “They’re not fit to lick the boots of Morecambe and Wise.”’
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