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Introduction


Any cricket fan growing up in Lancashire or Yorkshire during the sixties and seventies would have heard of Learie Constantine, known affectionately, and almost universally, as Connie.


The great West Indian all-rounder had played his last competitive match, for Windhill in the Bradford League, a few years after the end of the Second World War; his greatest days had been before it started. Yet people spoke of Connie’s deeds as if they had happened yesterday, as if they had seen them, as if they had been old enough to have seen them. Little footage of Connie exists, and even if it had, in those pre-internet days we would have had no access to it. Yet Connie’s whirlwind fast bowling, cavalier batting and magical acrobatics in the field remained vivid decades after he had played his last meaningful match, so imprinted on the collective consciousness of cricket followers across the northern counties it seemed that, if you closed your eyes and really tried, you could see him, front foot down the wicket, back knee on the turf, heaving a decent-length delivery over the midwicket boundary, bouncing across the street beyond, scattering the queue outside the Odeon.


Born in rural Trinidad in 1901, Connie was the most dynamic all-round cricketer of his age. When he signed to play as professional for Nelson in the Lancashire League in 1929, he became one of the highest-paid sportsmen in Britain, and one of the country’s first black stars.


Constantine established the blueprint of Caribbean cricket: bowling fast and short, batting audaciously and fielding with such athleticism John Arlott thought ‘he must be made of springs and rubber’. As Jamaican prime minister Michael Manley observed, ‘He brought the nature of West Indies cricket to the world: good-natured aggressiveness, extrovert exuberance, panache.’


Few who saw Connie in action would ever forget the experience. Playing for the West Indians against Middlesex at Lord’s in 1928, the Trinidadian smashed a century in fifty-nine minutes, including one blow off the back foot that flew over cover point and ricocheted off the Father Time weather vane on the roof of the old Grand Stand. The future British prime minister Alec Douglas-Home (then Lord Dunglass) was in the crowd that day. Close to half a century later he would still recall the shot as ‘prodigious’.


Cricketers and cricket writers lined up to acclaim him. Sir Neville Cardus called Connie ‘a genius’ and ‘the most original cricketer of recent times’. Sir Pelham Warner wrote that ‘Next to Donald Bradman, Constantine is the greatest “draw” of any living player,’ while Raymond Robertson-Glasgow rated him ‘The most exciting cricketer of his generation’.


What makes this praise all the more astonishing is that in his entire career Connie played in just eighteen Tests and a meagre 119 first-class matches. Connie never much cared for figures or averages (he thought they led to cautious play), and perhaps that is just as well, for his own are not impressive. In Tests he took fifty-eight wickets at 30.10 and hit 641 runs at 19.42, with a highest score of 90. In first-class matches his 439 wickets came at 20.48, his runs at 4475 runs at 24.05. He scored five centuries and ten fifties. Compared with other great all-rounders, this is a moderate return. So how did Connie come to engage the imaginations of so many, to be spoken of as a genius? Showmanship was part of it, star quality, charisma, an ability to apparently defy the laws of gravity and play havoc with conventional notions of time and space. Connie was a man not of days, but of brief golden moments that stayed in spectators’ memories long after the context surrounding them had faded into blankness: a cartwheeling catch, a lightning-fast yorker that splintered a stump, a lofted back-foot drive that cannoned off the pavilion fence. He turned matches in an hour with bravura hitting, a spell of hostile pace interspersed with cunningly disguised slower deliveries, or in a split-second with a panther-like pick up and throw that saw the key opposition batsman stranded in mid-pitch. Connie played some cricket in India, at the invitation of a wealthy maharajah. What sort of fee might he have commanded in the Indian Premier League, had it been around in those days?


Connie came into my life shortly after his own had ended. It was 1972. I was eleven. In the early seventies, cricket in England was, by and large, an attritional affair occasionally enlivened by men who had followed in Connie’s footsteps: Clive Lloyd, Garry Sobers, Keith Boyce, Alvin Kallicharran. During long afternoons at Acklam and Scarborough watching Richard Lumb (‘The Pudding’, as my father, a Lancastrian, always called him) and the sacred Geoffrey Boycott advancing the score by glacial increments my head was often filled with daydreams of the players of bygone eras I’d read about in books borrowed from the village library: Prince Ranjitsinhji, Gilbert Jessop, Arthur Wellard and Connie. They were far more colourful than reality. But then so was the North Sea.


I read Connie’s autobiographies, Cricket and I and Cricket in the Sun. The tone was avuncular, ebullient, and perhaps a little bumptious. If Connie had done something amazing, he did not gloss over it, but told you so in a style that suggested leaping and cries of jubilation. I had Connie’s coaching manual for young players, a gift from one of my father’s colleagues at British Steel. In games in the garden I tried to put into practice his lessons. Connie favoured the unorthodox and his techniques were soon knocked out of me by the MCC coach who came to our school once a week and drew chalk outlines on the playground to show where our feet should be. It was the sort of coaching Connie railed against for churning out mediocre cricketers. In my case, that was not true. I aspired to mediocrity.


Over time Connie slipped from my mind, replaced by the cricketers who enlivened my later teenage years – Jeff Thomson, Tony Greig, Michael Holding. He came back into my life a few years ago when I was writing Slipless in Settle, a book about cricket in the northern leagues. In Lancashire, Connie still loomed large in the minds of supporters. Indeed, it would be as hard to meet a cricket fan in East Lancashire who had not heard of him as it would be to locate an Argentinian who is ignorant of the name Diego Maradona. We live in an age when events and people are forgotten ever more quickly, which makes the longevity of Connie’s reputation all the more extraordinary. In large part it was built far from the traditional arenas of cricket, in the Lancashire League. As his friend and fellow countryman C. L. R. James wrote, ‘Constantine is not a Test cricketer who plays in the Leagues. He is a League cricketer who plays in Tests.’


Connie signed to play at Nelson for financial betterment – professional cricket barely existed in Trinidad. But though he was always conscious of money, there was another reason too. The West Indies was a divided society, and white people ruled it. For black people like Connie there was no chance of social advancement. His father’s position as an overseer on a small cocoa plantation was the highest to which he could aspire. No black person could be put in a position where whites might have to defer to them. Playing for Trinidad and the West Indies, Connie always served a white captain. There were other, less publicly obvious, slights to black cricketers in their homeland. It transpired, for instance, that visiting MCC tour parties were invited to post-Test dinner-dances at which only the white members of the West Indian team were present. That the MCC players had no idea this was the case was revealed to Connie in Jamaica when Jack Iddon, whom Connie knew well from playing alongside him in various charity matches in Lancashire, remarked that he would ‘see you at the dance later’. This was the life of black cricketers in the West Indies in those days – heroes on the field and uninvited guests off it.


C. L. R. James commented, ‘He revolted against the revolting contrast between his first-class status as a cricketer and his third-class status as a man. The restraints imposed on him by social conditions in the West Indies had become intolerable and he decided to stand them no longer.’ In England opportunities were open to Connie that were closed to him in his homeland.


Connie’s impact on northern life spread well beyond the cricket field. In his spare evenings he toured Lancashire, giving lectures in town halls, mechanical institutes and working men’s reading rooms about the West Indies and its inhabitants. ‘Nearly all the prejudice I have ever encountered,’ he would later write, ‘was based on ignorance.’ It was a situation he did his best to rectify.


Constantine battled prejudice and ignorance with charm and dignity – ‘firm but free of acrimony’, John Arlott would note. He maintained a sense of humour, often in difficult circumstances. His performances when fielding on the boundary at Nelson’s away fixtures, during which he would converse with the crowd in mock Lancastrian, provoked almost as much delight as his cricket.


In Nelson, Connie shone by example, on the field and off it. Unlike many professional cricketers he did not lie in bed until late in the morning, nor was he reluctant – as some were – to help in the coaching of the youth-team players. Nelson was a town of nonconformists and self-improvers; Constantine’s lifestyle and work ethic was admired there. The local newspaper went so far as to describe him as ‘the ideal citizen’.


At Nelson’s Seedhill ground Connie’s legend grew so great that even fifty years after he had left the Lancashire League and entered the House of Lords he remained the measure by which all other professionals were judged.


During Connie’s years in the Lancashire League other great names from Test cricket arrived to challenge him, including the great Indian all-rounder Amar Singh, and Australian Test stars Arthur Richardson and Alan Fairfax, as well as English stalwarts such as Fred Root, Nobby Clark and George Macaulay. Aside, briefly, from Amar Singh, none ever did eclipse Connie.


Hundreds of West Indian cricketers would follow his path into northern league cricket, first contemporaries such as George Headley, Manny Martindale and Edwin St Hill, and then the post-war generation of Sonny Ramadhin, Frank Worrell, Everton Weekes and Clyde Walcott. In the sixties, seventies and eighties there was barely a West Indian Test player who had not played league cricket. Even giants of later decades such as Courtney Walsh had spent seasons in their youth swaddled in sweaters beneath grey skies. They played in Lancashire and Yorkshire, Durham and Northumberland, and in Scotland too. Would they have come without the example of Connie to follow? Would they indeed have been invited, had it not been for his glowing example?


Connie’s life outside cricket was also influential. He worked tirelessly throughout the war as a welfare officer, helping newly arrived workers from the Caribbean, and playing charity cricket before huge, sport-deprived crowds. Though he struggled to keep himself out of mainstream politics and did not enjoy the experience when he was finally pulled in, his brave campaigning work on racial equality would pave the way for the 1965 Race Relations Act. He became a barrister, was appointed an MBE and later knighted, and became the first black person to sit in the House of Lords. He appeared on This Is Your Life and Desert Island Discs.


Life was not always plain sailing. He had a bitter feud with Walter Hammond that lasted a decade; found himself embroiled in the Bodyline controversy; was accused of having ‘communist sympathies’ by some sections of the British media because of his outspoken views on racial discrimination; quit his seat in the Trinidad Legislative Assembly after becoming disillusioned over repeated and unfounded allegations of corruption; and was forced to give up his post as Trinidad’s High Commissioner in London after falling out with prime minister Eric Williams. In the sixties Connie became an establishment figure, sitting on the Race Relations Board and the Board of the BBC. He was mocked in Private Eye for perceived pomposity and accused of arrogance by others, while many West Indians felt disappointed by what they saw as his preference for life in England over that in the Caribbean. To some, he would remain a ‘black white man’.


Over time, the verdict on Connie’s political life has been kinder and the strength of his legacy more widely recognised. For many, though, it is the game of cricket, which Connie loved and which never seemed to let him down, which carries his name forward. He had been there at the birth of the West Indies as a Test nation, playing his part in the often uneven struggle against England and Australia in a side that was too often, by his own estimation, more mob than team: inexpertly led, ineptly administered and selected by criteria that often saw the best players omitted for reasons of race or politics.


All that changed after Connie’s retirement from playing. He saw Frank Worrell become the West Indies’ first black captain – a breakthrough for which he had campaigned for decades – and the former colonies emerge as one of the major forces in the world game. He would not live to see their rise to dominance under Clive Lloyd, nor their slide back from seeming invincibility into the chaotic vulnerability he had battled so hard to raise them from. Certainly the West Indies could do with his galvanising and inspirational presence now.


Cricket has changed massively since I first read about Connie, sitting in my bedroom in North Yorkshire, the John Player League on the television, Peter Sainsbury bowling to Brian Bolus. It is more exciting, attacking and dynamic. It is almost as if the game has finally caught up with him at last. Yet to this day, on the benches of grounds across the north of England, and likely in Port of Spain too, you will find old men who will react to the mention of some brilliant prodigy of our era with a sniff and a shake of the head, and the words, ‘He’s not a patch on Connie.’




Chapter 1


Sipping Nectar with the Gods


It was just before lunch on 18 March 1935, the fifth day of the final and deciding Test, that Jackie Grant fell heavily on the damp outfield while chasing a shot from Walter Hammond and twisted his ankle. The West Indies captain knew straight away that he could not continue. His team had fought hard for four days at Sabina Park and in the weeks before that too, struggling to overcome an England side packed with tough old county pros and gifted amateurs from the universities. They had rallied after a shattering first Test defeat in Barbados, tied things up in Trinidad and now, in Jamaica, were within touching distance of their first-ever victory in a Test series. Before he hobbled back to the Sabina Park pavilion, Grant called his team around him, exhorted them to do their best and told them that, in his absence, the team would be captained by his fellow Trinidadian Learie Constantine.


The message was delivered matter-of-factly, yet it carried great import. Connie was the most experienced, charismatic and popular player in the team. Yet in a system in which leadership was inextricably linked with class, education and, ultimately, race, it was a call that Connie must have thought would never come, even temporarily. Grant had attended Queen’s Royal College and Cambridge University. He was privileged, and white. Connie was neither. Though he was fêted around the world for his prowess and his sportsmanship, neither counted when it came to the captaincy of the West Indies.


Yet while the elevation was no more than Connie’s due, Grant deserves a little credit for his action. Had he observed the strictures of the society he had been raised in he would surely have passed the reins to his younger brother, Rolph. Certainly it is impossible to imagine that, in similar circumstances, England’s amateur captain Bob Wyatt would have handed over command to an experienced and popular professional such as Patsy Hendren – and, as we shall see, he didn’t.


Connie was a man for the big moment, a master of the match-changing hour. As Grant limped from the field, the caretaker captain immediately went on the offensive. England had no chance of winning; the West Indies needed just seven wickets for victory. Hammond, one of the world’s greatest batsmen, and the classy and experienced Les Ames were at the wicket. Rain clouds were building. A storm seemed guaranteed before close of play. For the home side, time was running out …


When the MCC touring party had arrived in the Caribbean – after a particularly rough crossing from Avonmouth on the banana boat SS Cavina – nobody would have anticipated such dramas. Not in England certainly. The West Indies were the newest Test-playing nation and had hardly distinguished themselves on tours of the British Isles and Australia. There had been flashes, and most would agree that the Caribbean islanders were in all likelihood better than fellow fledglings New Zealand, but still the feeling prevailed that the MCC had been a little hasty in promoting them, and most around the counties agreed with Maurice Tate, the doughty and popular Sussex all-rounder, who had concluded that ‘Only matches against Australia can really be counted as Tests.’


One English observer who would have taken issue with that assessment was the man tasked with captaining the MCC in the Caribbean. Warwickshire’s Wyatt was a tough, shrewd cricketer, a gentleman who at times played with the gritty no-quarter-asked-none-given attitude of a pro. Wyatt had come up against the West Indians many times and considered the prevailing opinion of them to be wrong. In his view, the West Indies were not to be taken lightly, especially at home. The England skipper believed that the MCC had underestimated the strength of West Indies cricket and selected a touring party accordingly. Right from the outset he had misgivings about the task facing him. For while a batting line-up featuring Walter Hammond, Les Ames, Maurice Leyland, Patsy Hendren and Jack Iddon looked strong enough, and Eric Hollies and George Paine provided decent spin options, the fast bowling appeared underpowered. Wyatt himself could swing the ball both ways at medium pace, Hammond was nippy for a few overs and Big Jim Smith of Middlesex, a nineteen-stone slab of a man, could be relied upon to deliver over after over of the sort of nagging seam-up that was the default setting of the English county pro, but the only genuinely quick bowler in the party was Ken Farnes, a tall, wavy-haired amateur from Essex. Farnes was fast enough to have caused controversy by bowling Bodyline in the 1933 Varsity Match, pinging the ball off various Oxford batsmen’s chins, but he was suffering from a variety of niggling injuries and certainly did not seem capable of carrying the attack on his own. Wyatt had travelled west with a sense of foreboding, keeping up his spirits – and irritating the always-irascible Hammond – by playing 78s on the wind-up gramophone he had brought with him.


By contrast, the West Indians were more optimistic. The domestic game was in good fettle. George Headley could now be placed alongside Hammond and Don Bradman in the top rank of Test batsmen, while the fast bowling trio of Connie, Manny Martindale and Leslie Hylton was potent enough to prey on the nerves of even the toughest opponents. There were high hopes for Rolph Grant, recently returned from England, who had just struck the highest score ever recorded by a West Indian on the matting wicket at Port of Spain. With promising wicketkeeper-batsman Cyril Christiani and the leg spin of Ellis ‘Puss’ Achong, they could at least allow themselves a little optimism.


There was a feeling too that West Indian cricket was becoming a little more professional, particularly when it came to selection. The days when the team was picked to save travelling costs and appease local fans had thankfully passed. (In 1930, the Test in Port of Spain had featured no fewer than eight Trinidadians, while the one at Sabina Park a couple of weeks later had seen the same number of Jamaicans taking the field.) The policy of selecting a local captain for each Test had also been abandoned. Yet a degree of chaos remained, and it touched Connie.


The all-rounder had spent the autumn of 1934 coaching in India. When he arrived home in Nelson in mid-December after a long sea voyage via the Suez Canal, he found a telegram waiting for him from the West Indies selectors, inviting him to take part in the forthcoming series. Connie was taken aback, having apparently been given no previous indication that he might be picked and having therefore presumed that he would be spending the winter with his family in Lancashire. The invitation had arrived too late for him to have any chance of getting back to the Caribbean for the first Test. Nevertheless, he elected to accept it and booked his sea passage to Trinidad, arriving several weeks after the MCC party.


Wyatt’s party had arrived in Barbados on 27 December. They were warmly greeted by the locals and by Patsy Hendren, the Middlesex batsman having travelled to the Caribbean ahead of his team mates to play, coach and referee football matches. The amiable Hendren, a gifted all-round sportsman who played on the wing for QPR and Manchester City, was hugely popular in the West Indies and – according to Wyatt – there were any number of small boys around the islands who had been named in his honour.


The Englishmen enjoyed the sunshine and fresh winds of Barbados, and the happy nonchalance of the Barbadians themselves. At the Kensington Oval the nets were damp and lively, the ball jumping and turning alarmingly, though Hendren seemed untroubled, amusing the locals by continually straight-driving balls onto the roof of the pavilion.


With Connie still on his way across the Atlantic, the West Indies were unable to select their first-choice side for the opening Test. Jackie Grant was named captain. His side batted: Roach, George Carew, Headley, Charles Jones, Derek Sealy, Jackie Grant, Rolph Grant, Hylton, Christiani, Achong and Martindale. Carew, Rolph Grant, Hylton and Christiani were all making their Test debuts. Jones had played a single Test five years before. Headley had just completed his first, highly successful season in the Lancashire League with Haslingden. Luckily – unlike Connie – the great Jamaican had no commitments to detain him and was able to return to the Caribbean as soon as the board’s invitation arrived.


The game began in English conditions of dark skies and heavy rain. The wicket was damp – a ‘real pig’, Farnes thought – and the game was one of the most sensational in the short history of West Indies cricket. Wyatt won the toss and inserted the West Indies. Farnes bowled at his fastest and the first five West Indies wickets fell for 31 runs. Headley alone was master of the situation and batted with bravery and style before falling for 44 – run out by Christiani. When Farnes tired, Paine and Hollies took over and the home side were dismissed for 102, Headley run out for a brilliant 44 that confirmed Bradman’s view that he was the best bad-wicket batsman in the world game.


West Indies small total was put into context when England batted. With Martindale and Hylton both bowling fast the visitors struggled to 81 for five at close of play. But for a plucky 43 from Hammond, it might have been far worse. No play was possible until tea on the second day. When play did recommence, two England wickets fell quickly, prompting Wyatt to declare 21 runs behind. It was a bold decision designed to give his bowlers another go on a wicket that seemed likely to get better, provided no further rain fell.


The pitch was treacherous and Grant responded by sending his tail-enders in first, in the hope that they could keep things going until conditions had improved. The plan came to nothing. Big Jim Smith found the perfect line and length for the wicket and sent back Martindale, Achong and Rolph Grant with only four on the board. Christiani and Hylton – who always chewed a toothpick when batting – shored things up and the West Indies were 33 for three at the close, ten of the runs coming in extras.


More rain fell during the night, soaking the uncovered wicket and preventing play from commencing until late in the day. The West Indies attempted to consolidate their position but lost three wickets for 18 runs, including Headley for a duck. At tea Grant made a move even bolder than that of Wyatt and declared, setting England just 73 to win – still the lowest target ever set by a declaration.


Some saw Grant’s decision as adventurous, others as so rash as to border on the foolish. In his defence the wicket was still borderline unplayable, and with Martindale and Hylton at their best England were soon struggling at 49 for five. Martindale in particular bowled brilliantly, in a spell that Farnes considered ‘as fine a piece of fast bowling as you could ever wish to see’. Once Martindale tired, however, the West Indies had no real back-up. If only Connie had received the telegram sooner, things might have been different. As it was, Hammond, who had survived a number of near-misses early on and rarely looked comfortable against the rising ball, found the going much easier against the home side’s second-string attack. With Wyatt batting with commendable solidity the pair took England to within five runs of victory, at which point the Gloucestershire man stepped down the wicket to the flagging Martindale and drove him for six, a magnificent hit that provided a fitting end to an extraordinary match.


In the aftermath of defeat Grant was widely criticised by the home supporters. Wyatt recalled seeing people pointing him out in the street as ‘the man who lost us the Test match’. The England captain was more charitable, concluding that in the circumstances Grant’s decision was the correct one and that he had come as close to winning the match as anyone might have expected.


England, meanwhile, celebrated the win in high style at Bridgetown Aquatic Club. Wyatt, who was usually a teetotaller, downed a huge rum punch then astounded everybody by doing a backward somersault off the high diving board.


The following day the MCC party left Barbados for Trinidad on board the SS Venezuela. Connie would be waiting for them.


They arrived in Port of Spain to a climate that was hotter and more humid than that of Barbados. While they amused themselves by visiting the Angostura distillery, listening to local calypso musicians singing songs about the Graf Zeppelin and the recent nuptials of the Duke and Duchess of Kent, and bathing in Macqueripe Bay (where Les Ames surprised the rest of the party by learning to swim at the ripe old age of thirty), Connie was practising in the nets and reacquainting himself with his Trinidad team mates. He had not played for the island since turning out against the MCC in 1930. The Inter-Colonial Tournament still barred professionals, a short-sighted policy that, as outside observers noted, forced the best and most ambitious cricketers such as Constantine to leave the Caribbean, depriving local youngsters of their example and expertise.


Connie also needed to familiarise himself with the new batting surface at the Queen’s Park Oval. The wicket was still matting laid on fine-grained mud that had set like concrete, but the original coconut matting, which Connie had played on in his youth, had now been replaced with jute. The coconut matting had produced vicious bounce and cut, while the jute (which Wyatt thought looked like string) lay flatter and played more like turf. For Connie, used by now to the wickets of the Lancashire League, adjusting to the man-made surface was as much an issue as it was for the English visitors.


Despite the new surface, Connie was looking forward to the forthcoming matches. The Queen’s Park Oval was one of his favourite grounds. He loved the hard, sun-baked outfield, the yelling and wild betting of the Trinidadian fans and the encouragement of those ‘barefoot people who have paid good money’. The crowd were Connie’s inspiration wherever he played, but here on his home soil he felt the power of their support most keenly. He knew they desperately wanted him to succeed. Other players might have counted this as pressure. To Connie, it was a pleasure to be revelled in.


The first tour match began in perfect conditions, the scarlet blossoms in the shrubbery around the pavilion contributing to the scene. Farnes, who had spent the previous evening dancing with American ladies from a visiting cruise liner to the accompaniment of a rumba band, found it all delightfully picturesque.


Wyatt won the toss and elected to bat. When Connie came out onto the field he was greeted with enthusiastic cheers from a large and lively crowd. He opened the bowling for the home side. There were to be no heroics. The MCC batted sensibly and made 348. In Trinidad’s reply a debutant named Arthur Maynard made an unbeaten 200 and once he had reached that milestone Grant declared with Trinidad 23 in front. Maynard was the first West Indian to score a first-class double century in Port of Spain. According to Farnes, Maynard’s performance created such local interest that it was ‘made the subject of a speech of political propaganda in favour of the separation of Trinidad from the British Commonwealth of Nations’. It did little for Maynard’s career, however. When the twenty-five-year-old was not picked to play in the Trinidad Test he was reportedly so disappointed he retired from first-class cricket with a batting average of 208 and concentrated on playing football instead. It was the sort of sudden, sad ending to a career that would blight Caribbean cricket throughout the era.


The MCC crawled to 200–6. Wyatt then declared, leaving Trinidad the task of scoring 178 in eighty minutes to win. They could not manage it, though Connie, coming in at number three, thrashed 25 in ten minutes, including consecutive sixes off the notoriously niggardly slow-left armer Paine. The second of these blows went straight over the fence into Elizabeth Street, a prodigious hit. Connie’s contribution had been small statistically, but his presence had given his team and the spectators a massive psychological lift. With the great all-rounder in the side anything seemed possible.


Trinidad’s second match with the tourists was another tightly contested affair. Connie bowled faster than he had in the first match, and produced one bumper that bounced so high it flew over the leaping wicketkeeper’s gloves and smacked into the sightscreen. Farnes was impressed, since the wicketkeeper was standing well back. In Trinidad’s first innings Wyatt swung the ball both ways and reduced the home side to 42 for six. Connie and his brother Elias now came together at the wicket – it was the first time they had played together, a touching moment for them both. Connie took a fraternal interest in his younger brother’s career and was constantly urging the selectors to give him his chance at a higher level, sometimes to a degree that suggested filial loyalty was clouding his judgement. Batting in a manner Wyatt thought ‘calm, unforced and unorthodox’, Connie produced an amazing display of hitting, including some prodigious sixes, and finally fell for 68. The rest of the match was rain-affected, though a series of MCC batting collapses served to confirm Wyatt’s mistrust of the surface and his side’s ability to cope with it. It would affect his approach to the forthcoming Test.


Connie duly took his place in West Indies side. His presence helped refocus a team still a little shell-shocked after the events in Barbados. Oscar Da Costa was also brought into the team, with Clifford Roach – who would not play international cricket again – and George Carew the men to miss out. The Australian Test cricketer Arthur Richardson, who was coaching on the island, was asked to stand as one of the umpires, despite having no experience in the role. Connie knew Richardson from the Lancashire League, where the Australian had been enjoying a successful spell, and they’d played together in various benefit matches. This familiarity, as we shall see, would be of little help to the West Indies.


The weather was hot and rather humid, and after the shocks of the two previous games Wyatt set out simply not to lose this match. On winning the toss, he inserted the West Indies. It was a defensive decision, one that placed the onus on the home side. With the matting surface remaining true throughout the match, it would allow him better to determine whether to pursue victory or settle for a draw. Wyatt was emphatic that he had consulted other members of the party before making his decision – a fact that suggests he was criticised for it in the English press.


The first day’s play was uneventful to the point of dullness. Their selection reshuffle had left the West Indies short of opening batsmen, so when Wyatt won the toss and put in the home side Grant sent out wicketkeeper Christiani and Charles Jones to do the job. The makeshift pair failed. True to Wyatt’s intentions, England bowled defensively, particularly the slow left-armer Paine, who went round the wicket with an offside field to contain Headley, and switched to over the wicket with a packed leg-side field to confound Derek Sealy.


The policy worked, with Headley out for a scratchy 25, while the normally aggressive Sealy became bogged down and crawled to 92. He fell to Wyatt, who was making the second new ball wobble about in the air. The skipper then also dismissed Rolph Grant and Puss Achong.


When Connie came to the wicket Wyatt spread the field to prevent fours. In an attempt to overcome this tactic Connie played some extraordinary shots, moving across to the on-side and pulling balls from well outside off stump away to square leg. Though he failed to make contact on a number of occasions, when he did, the ball went racing to the boundary as if fired from a howitzer. His unorthodox approach saw him race to 73 not out as the home side closed the day on 284–9.


The following morning, with Martindale as a more-or-less silent partner, Connie added a further 17 to his score, but with a first Test century within reach sliced a shot high into the air off Jim Smith and was caught in the slips by Hendren for 90. ‘It was just one of those days when people like Smith, Paine, Farnes [actually the Essex paceman was not playing – deemed unsuitable for the matting, he was left to watch from the pavilion] and Wyatt look easy, and the ball is always in the right place as the bat goes flashing through the sunny air.’ Such was Connie’s modest assessment of an innings Wyatt thought one of the most extraordinary he had ever seen in his life, and also one of the luckiest.


Smith and Wyatt both bowled well, but England were missing Hollies, who had a thigh strain, and soon regretted leaving out Farnes. Since the West Indies had spent a day and a bit compiling a total of 302, Wyatt and his men were relatively pleased with events. However, any feelings of security were quickly blown away. With Connie, Martindale and Hylton extracting bounce off the jute and Rolph Grant fielding brilliantly at short leg, England soon found themselves in trouble at 23–5. Connie grabbed the first wicket, that of Townsend, lbw, and celebrated exuberantly – vaulting over the stumps as the batsman trudged off.


Wyatt considered it one of the best sustained spells of pace bowling he had ever witnessed – not as quick perhaps as Larwood and Voce at their most hostile, but fast and accurate, and, with Connie now producing the odd cunningly disguised slower delivery, extremely difficult to play against. Watching from the stands the schoolboy Jeff Stollmeyer, a future West Indies captain and opening bat, found it a fearsome sight, the thought of facing such bowling sending shivers down his spine.


The first five English wickets fell for 23. Hendren and Iddon slowly pulled things around, Iddon making a patient 73 and Hendren scoring 41. Errol Holmes continued the good work and was 41 not out when close of play came with England 200–8. The following morning Rolph Grant got amongst the wickets with his bowling and when England were all out they trailed by 44. Grant finished with three for 68. Martindale conceded just 26 runs in seventeen overs. However, he fractured a finger on his right hand fielding and was forced out of the attack.


Despite having a small first-innings lead on a low-scoring track, the West Indies did not force the pace, batting sensibly and reaching 150–3 by the close. Headley was the mainstay of the innings, though he was not at his best and had a lucky escape when Hammond dropped him in the slips.


Despite the fact that there were just three sessions left of the match, the West Indies spent the final morning batting in a slow, methodical manner. Headley, still struggling for form, was trapped lbw by Jim Smith for 93 (it is a mark of Headley’s unflappable temperament that this was the only time in his Test career that he was dismissed in the nineties). Connie and Rolph Grant attempted to ginger things up late on, the two Trinidadians smashing 31 and 38 not out respectively despite a widely spread field. When Connie fell, Grant and Da Costa then pushed the score rapidly along, adding 55 quick runs.


At lunch, Jackie Grant told Farnes he intended to carry on batting. Farnes thought the West Indians had been annoyed by England’s defensive tactics and were doing so ‘in a fit of pique’. Farnes underestimated Grant. His remark had been a deliberate piece of disinformation. Grant had every intention of declaring during the interval – he just wanted to do so as late as possible to disrupt the preparation of the England batsmen.


Wyatt’s side started the fourth innings needing 325 to win in 210 minutes. Some observers, Farnes amongst them, felt England should have chased the runs. Wyatt, however, was determined to put safety first and, having told his men to play out time, he sent in the defensively minded Farrimond to open with Townsend. Out on the field Connie thought Wyatt’s decision mystifying. Not that he much cared: the situation was tailor-made for him. The result of the Test had come down to a few hours of focused endeavour. He looked around at the stands packed with adoring fans, felt the hot sun on his back and was so charged with energy and confidence he ‘felt as if I could throw the ball as high as the moon’.


When Farrimond fell early, he was replaced by Paine, another player noted for his belt-and-braces approach to batting. He was out for 14, hit wicket. Townsend at least showed some enterprise striking a six off Achong, but when he tried to repeat the shot he was caught at deep gully. The big-hitting Jim Smith, promoted up the order, was soon run out. And now there was Hammond. After making just a single in the first knock he came in with a stern look on his face that Connie recognised from previous encounters. The great batsman was determined to put away his flashy and fluid strokes and save the game for his side. Connie bowled to him with ‘the loving care a mother gives to her child’. He fed Hammond full deliveries on off stump to tempt the flashing drive. The Englishman resisted, for a while, but then went after one that cut back in off the wicket and bowled him through the gate. He had made 9. In ninety minutes England had lost five wickets in amassing 71 runs. Wyatt’s tinkering with the batting order had handed the initiative to his opponents. The momentum was now with the West Indies. The crowd in the ground, and hanging from the trees outside, knew it. As Hammond’s stumps were knocked back they howled and cheered until it seemed to Connie the sky trembled.


The West Indians were, to Farnes’s mind, ‘right on their toes’, sensing victory and needled by Wyatt’s obvious defensive tactics. Martindale came out after tea and bowled despite his broken finger. He took the first over. Connie bowled the second to England’s captain. Wyatt was obdurate and determined, but his opponent was irresistible. The third ball was Connie’s quickest. It pitched on middle stump and moved away, catching Wyatt’s edge, and flew ‘like a meteor’ into the slips, where it was brilliantly caught one-handed by Headley. Hendren contrived to get himself run out. Leyland came out to join Ames with the situation desperate and the crowd boiling with excitement. Fifteen minutes remained; three wickets were needed.


Leyland and Ames were as reliable a pair of county pros as could be imagined. They stuck to the task. Connie decided to soften them up and pinged a couple of bouncers past Ames’s chin. Richardson called Jackie Grant over and warned him that if it continued he would bar Connie from bowling again. Fearful of losing one of his most potent weapons, the West Indies skipper removed Connie from the attack, much to the bowler’s exasperation and the ire of the crowd. It appeared an over-reaction from the novice umpire. Connie would later deduce that the trauma of the infamous Bodyline tour had left a mark on Richardson, and that he had determined to stamp leg theory out even where it did not exist.


The frenzied atmosphere seemed to get to the normally phlegmatic Ames. When Hylton bowled him a full toss the Kent player played it tamely into the hands of Achong at short leg. In came the reliable Lancastrian Iddon. He fell second ball.


Holmes, fresh from his first-innings 85, was last man in. Seven minutes remained. The vociferous crowd of eleven thousand – the largest in West Indies history – had fallen utterly silent.


The England vice-captain played out the remainder of Hylton’s over. Connie’s spell of cooling off did not last long, and now he returned to the attack with renewed and furious intent. Leyland, a Yorkshireman who more-or-less embodied the word ‘doughty’, was on the receiving end. With some difficulty he played out the over. Holmes then safely negotiated a maiden from Hylton. The clock ticked on. One over remained.


Connie took the ball and advised umpire Victor Guillen, standing in his first Test, that he was changing from bowling over the wicket to going round it. The first delivery was fast and straight, the next aimed a little outside leg stump, the third swinging away to tempt Leyland into a rash drive. The Yorkshireman refused the bait. The fourth ball was Connie’s slower delivery; the hand dragged slightly over the ball at the last moment to arrest its flight. It pitched wicket to wicket, rose. Leyland offered no shot and was struck high on the pad. The entire ground erupted in one massive howled appeal that – Connie thought – could be heard in Los Angeles. Guillen hesitated for a second, then raised his finger.


According to Hammond watching from the pavilion, ‘Every tree instantly deposited all it had. The crowd rushed the pitch and chaired the winners off to the accompaniment of such shouting as I have seldom heard.’ Constantine was carried off the field on the shoulders of the gleeful West Indian fans who slapped his back and patted his head and yelled and laughed. Resistance would have been futile, and besides, Connie admitted, he loved the experience. ‘It was one of those moments when one sipped nectar with the Gods,’ he would recall later.


Like Grant before him, Wyatt was widely blamed for the defeat. His defensive tactics had handed the initiative to his opponents and allowed the West Indies to get on the front foot. Wyatt accepted a degree of the criticism, but after making a veiled complaint about the umpiring – the dismissal leg before of Leyland to a delivery bowled from around the wicket had vexed him and left Leyland dumbfounded – he laid the blame squarely at the feet of his batsmen who, with the exception of Oxford University’s David Townsend, had performed deplorably in the second innings.


The West Indies had won by 217 runs. In England’s second knock Hylton took three for 25 and Connie picked up three for 11. With his two brilliant innings, and his incisive pace bowling, whatever part Wyatt’s decisions had played in the home side’s victory, Connie was the hero of the hour.


It was a demoralised MCC party that sailed for Georgetown. Nor did British Guiana do much to raise their spirits. The players went through their usual routine of nets, sightseeing, dancing and dinners, but the city and its scenery were uninspiring, Farnes comparing the views of Georgetown to ‘washing day somewhere on the outskirts of Manchester’ before concluding that, on the whole, it was perhaps better than certain quarters of Birmingham.


Wyatt, meanwhile, was tormented by a local cricket fan named Daddy Bell, who hung a coffin bearing a photo of the England skipper from a tree and claimed to have put a spell on him that would bring him ill fortune. Wyatt was promptly struck in the ribs by a Farnes bouncer during a net session and had to go to hospital for an X-ray. Worse was to follow for the England captain.


After the feverish excitement of the first two encounters, the third meeting of the international sides was an oddly lifeless affair. The West Indians brought in Ken Wishart and James Neblett, both locals who had done well in the tour matches. Neblett had toured the British Isles in 1928 but, like Wishart, was making his Test debut. Neither man would earn a second cap. Da Costa and Achong were the pair who made way. The bespectacled Arthur Richardson again took on umpiring duties. Wyatt won the toss and elected to bat. Heavy rain then fell, preventing play from starting until a quarter to four. On a damp and unresponsive wicket England’s progress was grim. They were finally all out for 226 just after tea on the second day. Paine top-scored with 47, but only the mighty Smith seemed like he wanted to shake the game out of its torpor. One huge drive struck off Connie flew over the sightscreen and into the trees beyond, scattering the spectators who were sitting in them. Hammond later said it was the best hit he’d ever seen. Hylton was the pick of the bowlers with four for 27, though as Connie commented the painful crawl of England’s batting owed more to their mindset than the quality of the West Indies bowling. When the home side batted they struggled against the leg breaks of Hollies. Wyatt again set defensive fields and ordered his bowlers to focus on line and length. Runs came in sluggardly manner, Headley ignoring or padding away dozens of leg-side deliveries from the persistent Paine. Wishart made a half-century but took more than four hours to get to it. Hollies finished with seven for 50 as the West Indies were bowled out for 186, 42 adrift. With just over a day remaining there appeared little chance of a result, but stranger things had happened already in the series, and when Connie sent the first three English batsmen back to the pavilion with just 9 runs on the board it seemed like another extraordinary result might be conjured. Wyatt – despite problems breathing due to the bruising to his ribs – put a stop to such ideas, scoring 71, and Hendren helped him along the way. With two hours remaining, Wyatt declared, setting the home side 203 to win. The target would have required huge risk-taking on a slow and lifeless wicket, and with the series at 1–1 Grant decided not to go after the runs. The match ended in bad light, much to the relief of everybody involved.


The MCC tour party spent two weeks in Jamaica, though to the obvious frustration and annoyance of one or two of the party twelve of those days were spent playing cricket. By now the long stretch away from home and the constant travelling had started to take its toll on the tourists.


More worryingly for Wyatt, as the final winner-takes-all Test approached, his side was beset by a series of mishaps. In the first tour match Jamaica’s Groves took a big swing to leg and struck wicketkeeper Farrimond on the head with his follow through, knocking the Lancastrian unconscious and putting an abrupt end to his tour. Hammond and Iddon both tore leg muscles, while Hollies’s old leg strain recurred and he was forced to leave the field. Farnes was troubled by a neck injury. Maurice Leyland, meanwhile, had suffered one of the most bizarre sporting injuries of all time, when a British sailor to whom he had just told an amusing anecdote gave him a hearty slap on the shoulder, sending the Yorkshireman tumbling off his chair. The fall damaged Leyland’s back so badly he was bedridden for several days. Like Farrimond, his tour was over.


On the eve of the Test, Farnes (who had been suspended from ‘a gibbet’ by a blind local osteopath in an attempt to cure his neck problems), Hammond, Hollies and Iddon were all passed fit, though none were able to train or practise.


While the tourists were aching and jaded at the end of a long tour, the West Indies were in confident mood. For the first time, they felt they had the beating of their Test opponents. Headley was back to his best, while Connie and his pace colleagues were nodding in approval at a Sabina Park track that was so hard, smooth and lacking in grass it was said you could see your face in it. The West Indies selectors clearly saw pace as the key and added Dickie Fuller, a big, raw Jamaican with a slinging action, to the attack.


Anticipation levels were dangerously high all across the Caribbean. When Connie and the rest of the team arrived in Kingston they found the whole city nattering incessantly about the match. Crowds began to assemble early on the morning of the first day. Reggie, the most famous of Jamaica’s fans, took up position outside Sabina Park almost at daybreak, twirling his trademark colourful umbrella and assuring passers-by that ‘We’re going to win at a common canter, a common canter.’


Grant won the toss and his batsmen, high on the expectation of the five thousand in the crowd, launched into the England attack in a style that had calypso cricket stamped all over it. Headley was at the wicket early. Christiani kept him company until after lunch, when he was out to Paine. It was the last wicket to fall that day. Headley (‘Graceful, swift, exact,’ as Connie put it) went on to make 270 not out, a Test record for his country. He batted superbly, hitting thirty fours and giving just one chance, spilled by Farnes. Derek Sealy with 91 and Rolph Grant 77 ensured a massive total. With the England bowlers tired and demoralised, Connie strode in. He was by his own estimation ‘happy from the ground up’ and didn’t care who knew it. In whirlwind innings filled with wristy cuts, flashing drives and the occasional improvised heave, he thrashed 34, including two huge sixes, allowing Grant to declare at twenty past four. The total of 535–7 was a record for the West Indies, and ended England’s chances of winning the game and the series.


The following day’s Jamaica Gleaner was inspired by Connie’s brief but devastating innings to offer the following encomium: ‘Some of his work is essentially of Constantine’s exclusive manufacture, there being no necessity for taking copyright or forbidding imitations. Will we ever again have a player like this?’


In light of the fact that a Jamaican had just made the highest score in West Indies Test history, this was praise indeed.


Fired up by their batting success and with only a short time until the close, Connie and Martindale tore into the England batting. Martindale, in particular, bowled at a ferocious pace – ‘far faster than he had ever done before’, in Farnes’s view. His fourth ball pitched only slightly short of a length, rose sharply and at speed. Wyatt played a normal defensive stroke, and saw the ball whizz past his wrist before it struck him in the face. ‘It was like being hit by a sledgehammer … down I went like a felled bullock.’ ‘You could hear the crack all over the field,’ said the watching Farnes. The England skipper was carried from the field spitting blood, his jaw fractured in four places.


The sight of their captain – celebrated for his bravery and skill in playing pace – leaving the field dazed and bleeding can hardly have done anything for the English batsmen’s confidence. Hammond visited Wyatt in the treatment room, where bloodied towels were strewn about the floor, and left ashen-faced.


Martindale and Connie both bowled at express speed, but on the fast wicket they resisted the obvious urge to overdo the short-pitched stuff. Connie continued to vary his pace cleverly, occasionally producing a brilliantly disguised googly without any apparent change in his action. Errol Holmes took over the captaincy in Wyatt’s absence. The dashing Surrey amateur determined to play a captain’s innings, but was bowled by Martindale with a delivery so fast he later told Wyatt that the first he knew of it was when he heard it collide with the stumps.


Yelled on by nine thousand fans, Martindale picked up two wickets more, while Connie got the vital scalp of Hammond, deceived by a slower one and driving uppishly straight into the bucket-like hands of Hylton at cover. England had lost four wickets for just 26 runs. Hendren survived till the close, but on returning to the pavilion told Farnes that his first ball from Connie had whistled by him ‘like a bullet’.


Arthur Richardson was no longer on umpiring duty, but if he, or anybody else, was questioning the legitimacy of Martindale’s delivery, Holmes was on hand to put them straight. Wyatt’s injury, he said was, ‘caused by a ball which was, in the opinion of all the MCC members, perfectly fair, and bowled by a man we all consider to be one of the fairest fast bowlers playing the game today’. It was a gracious statement, and given the bile that had been spouted about short-pitched bowling during previous series, a welcome and level-headed one too.


After the excitement of the final session, the following day was an anticlimax. In bright sunshine and a slight breeze, with a ball that had by now lost much of its shine and bounce, the West Indian pacemen struggled to reproduce the electrifying performance of the previous day. Connie, Martindale, Hylton and the beefy Fuller gave it everything. The crowd shouted and cheered and bet on each ball. Reggie declared that a West Indies victory was so assured it was already in the history books. Yet Ames and Hendren would not be budged. Indeed, Ames seemed to be enjoying himself, collaring the bowling, setting the scoreboard numbers flicking rhythmically. Connie clean-bowled him with a snorter that knocked his middle stump out of the ground, but the umpire had called ‘No ball!’ before Ames launched his airy drive.


Jackie Grant switched the bowling regularly. Gave the pacemen rests, brought them back at opposite ends. Nothing seemed to work. Then his younger brother returned to the attack, the only slow bowler in the West Indies team. Hendren, on 40, went to chip him into the outfield, hit the shot harder than he’d intended – and straight to Ivan Barrow in the deep.


It was a breakthrough, but the West Indies could not capitalise on it. Iddon and Ames took the score from 90 to 254, Ames making a century on the way, despite having to use a runner after a bad bout of cramp, and Iddon batted competently to reach his fifty. The pair appeared to be easing England towards a draw, but with Ames on 126 Connie intervened. Fielding at silly mid-off he flung himself full length to catch a slashing drive one-handed with his arm outstretched. For a moment Ames stared at him in incredulity, then gave a rueful shrug. The crowd rose to the Kent batsman as he walked off the field; it had been, Connie thought, ‘the sort of innings to which every cricket lover’s heart goes out, sound, steady, fast, with never a chance, pulling his side out of the pit of despair’.


With Ames gone, England fell to pieces. Smith aimed a swipe at a Connie straight one that seemed designed to send the ball to Cuba, but missed it completely and lost his off stump. A couple of overs later Iddon got tangled up trying to farm the strike and went lbw to Mudie, and Connie brought things to a close clean-bowling Farnes, who looked like he’d rather be back at the osteopath’s.


With England 264 behind and Wyatt unable to bat, Grant elected not to fool around. He asked the visitors to follow on. There was half an hour, plus three sessions of play, left, on a fast track that was starting to deteriorate. The West Indies players looked up at the sky. Dark clouds had rolled in as the game progressed, but surely rain would not rescue England now.


Once again England tinkered with the batting order. Iddon came out to open with Townsend. Urged on by the crowd, Connie and Martindale hurtled to the stumps, exerting every muscle, every ounce of strength. Maybe they tried too hard. The half-hour passed without a wicket. Fourteen runs were scored. The next day was Sunday, the rest day. Rain fell, but there was not enough of it to save England. In fact, it only made things worse for them.


When play began at eleven o’clock on Monday, the usually glassy Sabina Park strip had turned sticky. Connie bowled the first over to Iddon; he had dropped his friend in the first innings and it made him more determined than ever to get him out this time around. The first two deliveries were looseners, the third was quicker. Iddon did not get forward fast enough. The ball cannoned off his pad: lbw. Next over, Martindale produced one that broke back into Townsend and flattened his middle stump. Hendren joined Hammond. The two saw off Connie and Martindale. Mudie came into the attack. Connie moved in at silly mid-off, until he was just a few yards from the bat. He had studied Hendren closely. He knew the shots he favoured. Sure enough, the Middlesexman went to push one gently through the off side, it was in the air for only a split-second but that was enough, Connie hurling himself forward to scoop it up a few feet from the bat. And then Jackie Grant slipped on the wet outfield and Connie took charge.


With rain clouds closing in, he acted decisively. Elated by the unexpected turn of events Connie brought himself on to bowl, and in his first over had Ames – who alongside a thunderstorm seemed England’s last hope – caught at silly mid-on by the athletic Rolph Grant, who got to it just inches above the ground.


As if to prove his almost magical powers, Connie then decided that he and Martindale should change ends. To effect the switch he brought on Sealy for an over of his occasional medium pace. The innocuous Sealy promptly trapped acting captain Holmes in front of the stumps, one of only three wickets he would claim in his eleven-Test career.


As trouble raged at the other end, Hammond soldiered on. It was after lunch and he had made 34 when Martindale produced another blazing delivery to clean-bowl him off an inside edge. The broad-shouldered, bandy-legged paceman followed that delivery by smashing two of Jim Smith’s stumps clean out of the ground with a ferociously quick yorker, and having Farnes caught at the wicket for a duck. It was just after two o’clock. England had no hope, but Paine resisted bravely, scoring 10 runs in a last-wicket stand with Hollies.


Connie brought himself back into the attack. Hollies cracked a short ball to the boundary and took a couple more off the next. Connie charged in again; Hollies aimed to drive through the covers but mistimed it. Martindale, alert and predatory, pouched the catch. It was all over. England had been bowled out for 103, giving the West Indies victory by an innings and 161 runs. Martindale had taken seven wickets in the match for 84 and Connie six for 68.


As the players left the field the rain began to fall, prompting Errol Holmes to remark, ‘I see that the rain has come just a little too late for us.’


The crowd gathered outside the pavilion and called for their heroes, Headley, Martindale and, of course, Connie, to come out onto the balcony. When they did they were rousingly cheered. Their team had proved to the world that their elevation to Test status, so long held in doubt by the major cricket powers, was merited. The visitors had been handicapped by Farnes’s persistent neck and ankle injuries, by Smith’s inability to find his best form and Wyatt’s negative tactics. Yet the fact remained that an England side not too far below full strength had been defeated by a team that was simply better than they were.


For Connie, leading the side in that final push for victory was sweet indeed.


The match and the series had been a personal triumph. He had batted with dashing belligerence, bowled with brio and skill, and fielded with his characteristic fiery genius. His personality and charisma had shone throughout, boosting the morale of his team mates. Little wonder the Jamaica Gleaner described him as ‘the most attractive personality in cricket the West Indies ever had’. Moreover, it was Connie who had piloted the side to victory on the final day. Unsurprisingly, this was something that he particularly cherished. That night he attended a reception given by the Governor of Jamaica and afterwards fell asleep dreaming of the jubilant, encouraging roars of the West Indian spectators. Though Connie did not know it, it was the last time he would ever be cheered on by his home crowd. For he would not play a competitive match in the Caribbean again.
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