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Foreword


by Michael Parkinson


 


 


If Dickie Bird is 80, then I’ve known him for more than 60 of those years. I don’t know about him, but it makes me feel very old.


We’ve both slowed down a bit and when we meet nowadays we walk with measured tread when once we used to race quick singles.


We didn’t know what life held for us when we first met at Barnsley Cricket Club in the 1950s, except we shared an ambition to play for Yorkshire. Neither of us, nor Geoffrey Boycott who joined us in our dreams, could have predicted what did happen. Sometimes it’s not that dreams come true but that they exceed all expectation. 


We met up not too long ago to celebrate 150 years of cricket at Shaw Lane, the home of Barnsley Cricket Club.


H.D. Bird and M. Parkinson – as it used to appear in the scorebooks – reluctantly wore the coloured clothing of the modern game and together we walked out to bat, just as we had done six decades before. 


The bowlers lobbed a few dolly drops our way in the vain hope we might make contact. We didn’t. For a start, Dickie had left his glasses in the pavilion, and I could barely lift the bat, it was so heavy.


Once upon a time we took on the fastest bowlers the Yorkshire League could offer. Fred Trueman was one. 


I wish I could claim it was an overwhelmingly nostalgic trip down memory lane. But it wasn’t. It seemed most of the landscape of our youthful ambition had disappeared. The pavilion with its balcony, where we would sit and fantasise our ambitions, had been knocked down and replaced with what looked like a warehouse for bedding plants. The scoreboard – fully automatic, the best in the league – had simply disappeared. 


The ‘blue remembered hills’ had been flattened. 


Before I left Barnsley I inspected Dickie’s statue in the town centre. Future generations will regard it as simply a tribute to a famous man of cricket. I see it as a reminder of my lifelong engagement with a man of great integrity and unfailing humour who can look back on a long and successful career and be very proud of what he has achieved. 


What he can be most proud of is that – unlike the cricket ground of his youth – he hasn’t changed nor allowed himself to be demolished and reinvented as someone else. He remains a one-off, an individual, and I treasure our friendship.


For one thing, the fabric of his make-up was so intriguing I found him an inspiring subject to write about. Looking back at the thousands of words I have written about him, I count an article composed twenty years ago as one in which I managed to create an accurate portrait:


 


To say Dickie Bird loves cricket doesn’t get anywhere near describing exactly what he feels for the game. It’s a bit like saying Romeo had a slight crush on Juliet, or Abelard had a fancy for Héloïse.


The game consumes his life and defines its horizons. It shapes the very posture of the man.


Like a tree bent and moulded by the prevailing wind, so the curve in his spine, the hunch of his shoulders, the crinkled eyes as he inspects the world, have been sculpted through a lifetime’s dedication to cricket.


 


In years to come, when they ask you what Dickie Bird was like, all you need say is that he dedicated his life and soul to the most wonderful game of them all. If you don’t believe me, read on.


 


Sir Michael Parkinson


February 2013










Introduction


It is fifteen years since I retired as a first-class cricket umpire, but I have remained very much involved with the game and hope to be so for many more years to come. It has been the focus of my life ever since my early days with Barnsley Cricket Club.


So much has happened since my last match out there in the middle and I would very much like to share with you some of those adventures – some funny, some frightening – as well as giving you my thoughts on the future of this great game of ours.


At the same time I have, of course, a huge store of memories, and over the past few months I have taken much pleasure in recalling them in the company of former Barnsley Chronicle Sports Editor, Keith Lodge, a trusted friend who did such a tremendous job recording my words so faithfully and accurately in my autobiography and its sequel, White Cap and Bails.


He has been a great help in compiling the stories and we have spent many happy hours sifting through them prior to the publication of this book to mark my 80th birthday on 19 April 2013.


Inevitably there will be those you have heard before, especially if you are of a certain age, but I ask for your indulgence in this respect. It is impossible for me to take a wander down memory lane, as I have been asked to do, without making reference to those times which brought so much fun and laughter.


When ex-players and umpires get together we never tire of repeating the oft-told tales and I hope that you will feel the same.


As I have said on previous publication occasions, some of my stories may have been given a little poetic licence along the way, but the essence of them remains, as always, to try to convey to you just how much I enjoyed – and still enjoy – the times spent in the company of so many truly wonderful people in a sport which, for me, is the best in the world.


I do hope that you will find the same enjoyment reading about them.


I am also pleased to tell you that some of the proceeds from the sales of this book will go to the Dickie Bird Foundation, which provides under-privileged youngsters with encouragement and support at a time when they most need it.


 


Dickie Bird


January 2013
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They Think It’s All Over


‘Well, that’s it, Dickie lad. Finished. Over and out.’


How well I remember muttering those words to myself after standing at my final Test match – between England and India at Lord’s in June 1996. But it wasn’t quite over. And I was certainly not out. There were two more seasons in the County Championship to come before my retirement – my last appearance was in the Yorkshire v Warwickshire fixture in 1998 – and a lot more has happened since then.


Now here I am at 80, still involved with cricket, revelling in the present, looking hopefully to the future and being able to look contentedly back to the past with pride and satisfaction.


However, I have to admit that I very nearly didn’t make it. There was a time in 2012 when I thought I was going to be caught out on 79.


It was when I had my stroke. It hit me in the early hours one morning – about three o’ clock. I felt this almighty pain throughout my whole body, reaching right up to the back of my neck. There’s summat wrong wi’ me, I thought to myself, being remarkably quick on the uptake. 


I could feel myself passing out, drifting into unconsciousness. I don’t know how I did it, but I forced myself to keep going through the rest of the night, willing myself to stay awake, although I am sure I must have drifted off now and then, and first thing in the morning I dialled the doctors’ surgery in Huddersfield Road, Barnsley.


My speech was slurred and I had difficulty getting the words out. The receptionist, recognising the symptoms, told me quite firmly, in a businesslike yet sympathetic way, ‘You don’t need a doctor; you need an ambulance. Stay where you are and we’ll get one to you straight away.’


She was as good as her word. They were with me very quickly and rushed me the three miles or so to Barnsley Hospital. By this time I was beginning to lose the feeling in my arms and legs, at first down my right side, then down my left. All the strength drained out of me. I didn’t know where I was; I was in a complete daze. And by this time I could not talk at all.


When I eventually, and thankfully, recovered I was told that the stroke had been brought about as a result of high blood pressure, which I had been suffering with for some time. It had been diagnosed back when I was in Sheffield Thornbury Hospital with a bladder infection. The people there had written me a letter to take to my doctor, and I was put on tablets, but it seems they had not had the desired effect.


I have to say that the staff at Barnsley Hospital have always been first-class with me, and here again they cared for me extremely well, so much so that I began to make a good recovery. When they discharged me, I was determined to make every effort to ensure that recovery continued. As well as making regular visits to the specialist for a check-up, I launched myself into a rigorous programme of fitness work. Exercise and shower, exercise and shower, exercise and shower. I made myself do it. I’m still a lot weaker than I was before the stroke, but I’m much stronger than I was immediately after it. To look at me now, you wouldn’t think I’d suffered one, but appearances, of course, can be deceptive. There are repercussions that are not immediately obvious – or even visible.


I have always been emotional, to say the least, but I’m even more so since my stroke. That’s how it can leave you. The specialist warned me about it, and I’ve talked to a lot of people who have had the same experience. The smallest thing sets me off. I can be just watching television and something completely insignificant will make me well up. Before long, the tears are rolling down my cheeks. People think you’re going soft, but you’re not; it’s caused by the stroke.


Then there are the times when I know what I want to do, but I just can’t do it. I used to be a good letter writer, but not now. I know what I want to put, but I can’t piece it together. My memory has been affected as well – although some of that might be down to the natural ageing process. It’s all so frustrating. It leaves you very depressed at times. That’s why I have to keep getting out and doing things. On one visit to the hospital they said I had to rest and take it easy. But if I just sat there in the chair, I’d go bonkers. You’ve got to keep your mind active.


My voice has come back, but I have to speak slowly. When I try to speak more quickly I can’t get the words out. Lots of people who have had strokes tell me that they have been affected in the same way, and I do wonder if speech therapy might have helped.


There are also problems when I swallow. Sometimes food gets stuck fast in my throat and I start to choke. It can be scary. When it happens, sweat pours out of me as I try to get my breath and clear the blockage. It has happened a few times in restaurants and people will say, ‘Are you all right, Dickie? Shall we call an ambulance?’


If I can give one piece of advice to people who have suffered strokes, it is this – fight it. I know it’s difficult; I know what it’s like; but it is the only way. Don’t let it get you down. You need willpower to get you through it all. But keep on fighting. Never give up hope. Never. And have faith.


I attend the Methodist Church in Staincross as often as I can and I have no doubt that my faith has helped me through these and other very hard times. Indeed, I am convinced, to this day, that the Good Lord once performed a miracle with me.


There was a time when I was in danger of completely losing my sight. It was as a result of all those years standing in the glaring sun in such places as India, Pakistan, Sri Lanka, the West Indies, Australia and New Zealand – not so much England, I hardly need to add. There were no wrap-around sunglasses in those days, and my eyes became so badly affected that my sight was deteriorating rapidly. I was warned there was a possibility that I might go blind. 


Providentially, I was put in touch with one of the top eye specialists, Mr George Turner, at Manchester Royal Eye Hospital, who gave me hope. After examining me, he told me about a very difficult operation. There was no guarantee it would be successful, but he was willing to go ahead with it if I agreed. I gave him the nod, the operation went ahead – and my sight was saved. 


As far as I was concerned, it was a miracle.


The magic of television


It may seem surprising, but in 2010 a television programme called The Young Ones did me a power of good – both physically and mentally. It was a restaging of an experiment which tested whether reliving your youth could make you young again. What if you really could turn back the clock? What if you could simply think yourself younger? Those two questions formed the heart of the programme, and I was one of six well-known personalities invited to go back to 1975 for a week to see if it could make us feel young again.


The other five were dancer Lionel Blair, that lovely actress Liz Smith, film star Sylvia Syms, newsreader Kenneth Kendall and Fleet Street editor and broadcaster Derek Jameson, who, they tell me, at one time held more power than the Prime Minister!


That year, 1975, was an interesting one for news, culture and sport. Maggie Thatcher was elected as the first female leader of the opposition; the Bay City Rollers were attracting huge crowds; Arthur Ashe became the first black man to win Wimbledon; and, the one that really appealed to me, the first ever Cricket World Cup final took place at Lord’s – with me as one of the umpires.


We were all introduced to Professor Ellen Langer, from Harvard University, who had conducted the original experiment, and Dr Michael Mosley, who remained with us all week, checking how we went on. We had to live as though it was 1975. The only television programmes we could watch, the only radio broadcasts we could listen to, and the only newspapers and magazines we could read, were all from that year.


This caused a problem when me and Derek Jameson, with whom I struck up a great friendship, were particularly keen to hear a certain piece of news from the outside world. So, when everybody had gone to bed, Derek and I slipped out and climbed over the big locked gate on the edge of the grounds. We flagged down this chap in a car, who must have been a bit surprised to see a couple of strange men in dressing gowns and pyjamas. He probably thought we’d escaped from a mental hospital.


Anyway, he wound down the window and asked what we wanted. 


‘Can you tell us who won the men’s singles final at Wimbledon?’ we asked.


‘Nadal,’ he replied.


‘Thank you very much,’ we said – and climbed back over the gate and off to bed.


Nobody ever found out about our break-out – at least not until now!


The best experience I had that week was being taken to Lord’s Cricket Ground to relive the 1975 World Cup final between the West Indies and Australia. I was able to retrace my steps from the umpires’ room, through the Long Room, on to the green and then out to the middle, having a chat with the groundsman along the way. It was quite an experience. I really enjoyed that.


Back at the house, I had been delighted on the first day when I walked into my bedroom and saw all the photographs of royalty dotted around the walls. It was almost a replica of the sitting room in my cottage. There was one of me shaking hands with the Queen, another with Lady Diana, yet another with Prince Philip, and so on. There were also photographs of the Yorkshire and Leicestershire teams of that time. It really was a lovely touch, and I felt right at home.


We were all supposed to do our share of the gardening, cleaning and cooking – although I have to say I didn’t really pull my weight in the kitchen. Everyone knows I hardly ever cook anything. Thankfully, Derek did my share for me. He was particularly good with the breakfast eggs, boiled or fried. At other times Sylvia Syms helped us out – but don’t tell anyone!


Neither of us was much good with the gardening, either. We did a bit of digging, set a few potatoes and then sat down for the rest of the day exchanging stories. Well, you never know with gardening. You’ve got to be used to doing it. If you are not, it can bring on a heart attack. So Derek and I were taking no chances. A good lad, Derek. We remained good friends and I was really sad when I heard he’d passed away in 2012.


They also brought in a young lady every morning to give us a yoga session, and I found it very beneficial. In fact, I still practise yoga in my bathroom every day in addition to my other exercises. Then I have my shower and I’m ready to face whatever the world might throw at me.


The programme proved a big hit with the viewers, and it did all of us who took part in it a power of good. For example, Liz Smith, a great actress and a beautiful person, went into that house in a wheelchair. She came out at the end of the week walking with the aid of just one stick. That’s what it did for her. I could see a complete change in her. It did so much for me as well. I was a new man when I came away from that house. They did an assessment at the end that showed some tremendous improvements.


It was a great programme and I think the BBC should show it again. It was really inspirational for a lot of people. When you consider all the rubbish repeats there are, I can’t understand why they don’t repeat something really good like The Young Ones.


A lot of bleeding nonsense


Despite all my efforts, my blood pressure still goes up and down like a yo-yo, which led to another really scary episode. I got up as usual on the morning of Tuesday, 11 September 2012, went to the bathroom and, whoosh!, blood poured down the back of my throat, out of my nose, out of my mouth. I was in a right mess. Luckily, by this time I had been given an alarm buzzer, and I managed to get to it and press it. The signal was picked up straight away and the paramedics were with me in next to no time.


It was panic stations as far as I was concerned. There was blood all over the place – in the sink, down the side of the bath, on the carpet, even some on the walls. They took me just as I was, in an old pair of jeans and a T-shirt. There was no chance to grab anything else – night things, toothpaste, shaver – nothing.


They got me safely to hospital and I was told they would have to keep me in. They tried to pack my nose, but I continued to lose so much blood it’s untrue. In the end, they had to operate to repair a popped blood vessel and I was in for nine days. They again did a very good job on me and, praise the Lord, at the time of writing I’ve had no bleeding since.


Add to all this the fact that not only had I had a pacemaker fitted some years earlier, but I had also been put on Warfarin, to avoid blood clots. On this occasion I have to be thankful there was no clotting – but on the other hand we couldn’t stop the bleeding! And I still have to be very careful because I bleed so easily. But what can you do? As a precaution I have bought myself an electric razor to replace the old cut-throat I have always used, because if I do happen to nick myself . . .


Incidentally, when I went back for a check-up after the blood vessel had popped, the ENT specialist I saw was an Indian chap. As soon as I sat down he said, ‘Dickie, delighted to meet you. You’re a legend. A legend.’ 


He then launched into a discussion of some of the great Indian cricketers – Sunil Gavaskar, Kapil Dev, Rahul Dravid, Anil Kumble, Chandrasekhar – and as he mentioned the great leg-spinner, he imitated his action, still sitting there in his swivel chair. Before long he was singing the praises of Sachin Tendulkar. ‘I hear there’s talk of him retiring,’ he said. ‘What a player he’s been.’


I had to try to change the subject quickly before he thought of anyone else. 


‘All this is very well, doctor, and I’m really enjoying chatting about these truly great players, but have you any advice for me? What should I do?’


He replied, ‘Just make sure you don’t knock yourself. We can’t have you bleeding again.’ And that was it. He got up, shook my hand and said, ‘All the best to you, Dickie.’


As I moved towards the door, he called me back and said, ‘By the way, could I have your autograph?’


Down to earth with a bump


I’ve got a new knee as well. About time, too, I suppose. After all, it’s sixty-odd years since it was so badly damaged that it cut short my football career. Instead, I focused my attention on cricket, and even then the knee was a problem; not so much when I was an umpire, but certainly as a player. It really restricted me, especially when playing off the back foot. I had four operations on that knee over the years and later it became arthritic, until finally I was advised to have a replacement. 


Before performing the operation, the surgeon, Mr London, said to me, ‘Can I have a word, Dickie?’


‘Aye,’ I replied. ‘What is it?’


‘You’ve got to sixty-six and I don’t know how you’ve got through all these years playing and umpiring. I’ve never seen a knee joint like it in all my life. It’s a right mess.’ 


I have no doubt that all my regular exercises helped me to cope with it.


The new knee took a bit of a knock one day last autumn when I was shopping in Barnsley. I tripped up and fell headlong, grazing it quite badly, but thankfully suffering nothing more serious than that. My pride was hurt most. You do feel daft in such circumstances, don’t you? Especially when two middle-aged women take an arm each to lift you to your feet, saying as they do so, ‘Ey up, it’s Dickie Bird! Are you all right, luv; are you sure you’re all right?’


To make matters worse, there was my newly bought pork pie rolling down the pavement towards the busy road . . .
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As One Door Closes . . .


To my amazement, retirement opened up a new career for me in radio and television. It was quite unbelievable the number of shows I was asked to do after announcing that I was standing down from my umpiring duties, and it simply snowballed from there. I sat down and compiled a list one day, and when I’d racked my brains to remember them all, there were twenty-one different programmes on my sheet of paper – and some of them I appeared in more than once.


For example, I’ve been on A Question of Sport no fewer than six times, including those while I was still umpiring. The most memorable was when I was in Ally McCoist’s team along with the great Romanian tennis player Ilie Nastase, who was world number one in 1973–74. Snooker star John Parrott was the opposing captain and his team included Manchester United footballing legend George Best and racehorse trainer Jenny Pitman. They said it was the best edition of A Question of Sport they had ever done.


I can see Nastase now, a bewildered expression on his face as he’s confronted by the combined babbling of a Yorkshireman and a Scot, turning to host Sue Barker for help because ‘I just don’t understand you.’


As for Best, he was asked to remember a certain incident and he said, ‘Just a moment, I can’t even remember what I did this morning.’ Cue an explosion of studio laughter.


Do you remember that other footballer who played for Tottenham Hotspur? An outside-left, as we used to call them in my day. Frenchman he was. David Ginola. I was watching a recording of an earlier show just before I was due to go on for one of my appearances and I saw him present a red rose to Sue Barker.


In typical French style, he went up to Sue and said, ‘Sue, you’ve been my sweetheart for a very long time, so I’ve brought this lovely red rose especially for you.’


I’ll show him, I thought to myself. So before I went for my recording I popped into Barnsley market and bought a rose. I hid it behind my back as I was introduced on television, then I went up to Sue and said, ‘Sue, forget about that fellow Ginola and his red rose. I’ve brought this all the way from Barnsley market for you – the white rose of Yorkshire.’


Then I added, ‘It’s for your birthday, April 19.’


She was a bit taken aback and said, ‘That’s very kind of you, Dickie, but how did you know it was my birthday?’


And I replied, ‘Because it’s the same day as mine!’


Remembering my lines


I also enjoyed appearing in a couple of popular programmes of a very different kind, Heartbeat and Top Gear.


If you recall, there was a chap on Heartbeat who was portrayed as a bit of a simpleton. David, I think they called him in the programme. And he had a vital role in one particular episode involving a cricket match. I was asked to take on the challenging role of umpire and it was a treat to go up there to that glorious countryside just south of Whitby in the heart of the North Yorkshire Moors for the filming.


Brian Close and Raymond Illingworth were also involved, having been asked to form part of the crowd, and typically they kept shouting ‘Get on with it, man,’ as David tried unsuccessfully to hit the ball over the pavilion for the winning six, as the script demanded. It was at that point that the whole crowd was supposed to cheer in wild excitement. But it seemed we would never get to that stage.


Unfortunately, it was soon evident that dear old David was not a born cricketer. We spent all afternoon filming, and he could hardly hit a ball, never mind send it soaring over the pavilion. Finally, in desperation, I said to the bowler, ‘Just send him one down underarm on his leg stump so he can hit it like schoolboys do.’ So he did. And wham-bang, straight over the pavilion it went. The crowd went mad – including Illingworth and Closey.


I look back and think that, if it hadn’t been for me, we might still have been filming!


I played a similar role in Top Gear. I was asked to umpire a staged cricket match on a village green. All of a sudden, in the middle of an over, there was this three-wheel Robin Reliant – a real old banger – charging through the gate, across the boundary edge and on to the square, smack in the middle, where it tore up the pitch, turned over on its side, did another roll and came to a standstill, with smoke billowing all over the place.


As it did so, out stepped Jeremy Clarkson, with his helmet still on, and I spluttered, ‘Oh dear. Oh dear, look at the pitch. Do you mind; do you mind, there’s a cricket match going on here!’


It was really very funny, as I am sure you will agree if you saw that programme.


Caught out . . . again


I was also the subject of one of the incidents in the Dom Joly show Trigger Happy TV. If you remember, Joly filmed people in ludicrous or embarrassing situations in public places and a lot of the humour was provided by the fact that they didn’t know they were being set up on television.


I had gone down to London to be on a cookery programme. Why they had invited me, goodness only knows, but I enjoyed it, although I have to admit that I didn’t do very well. I really hadn’t a clue. I think they eventually regarded me as a lost cause and wrote me off. Anyway, while I was there I was asked by Channel Four to do an interview with Dom Joly at King’s Cross station.


When I arrived he was waiting for me with the cameras and we started recording. He made the introduction, saying, ‘Dickie Bird, you are without doubt the greatest living Test umpire,’ which was all very flattering. Then he asked me a few questions, but he couldn’t stop fidgeting and looking at his watch. All of a sudden, he turned on his heel and jumped on to a train! 


I didn’t know what was happening. I turned to the camera crew and said, ‘Where’s the bugger gone?’ 


Desert Island Discs


Another memorable experience was when it was my turn to be the castaway on Radio 4’s Desert Island Discs. It was broadcast on Sunday, 7 April 1996, after I had made it known that I would be umpiring my last Test at Lord’s that summer. I really enjoyed that, chatting to presenter Sue Lawley about my church-going childhood in Barnsley, my anxieties about punctuality, the highlights of my career – and choosing my favourite recordings.


The first was Nat King Cole singing ‘When I Fall in Love’. He was a tremendous artist and a great perfectionist. I admired him a lot. I told Sue that the song brought back happy memories of my youth and my love life. Later in the programme, when I made a similar comment on asking to hear Shirley Bassey sing ‘Till’, Sue wanted to learn more about this ‘love life’ of mine. After all, everybody knew I was a confirmed bachelor!


I confessed that I had come close to marriage but couldn’t go through with it. You see, with all the travelling I did then – and always have done – I was virtually living out of a suitcase, and that wouldn’t have been fair on any woman I married. It simply wouldn’t have worked. So, as I have said many times, I married cricket instead. And it’s been a good partnership.


Do you know, I still get a lump in my throat listening to that recording by Shirley Bassey. What a marvellous singer she is.


Another of my choices, ‘Abide with Me’, sung by the King’s College Choir, brought back childhood memories. My dad was a member of the Young Men’s Christian Association and he insisted that I joined as well. I played football for them and they were good times. That early upbringing has stood me in good stead throughout my career, and I have always gone to church, although maybe not as often as I ought.


It’s not surprising that, coming from Yorkshire, I have a soft spot for brass bands, particularly when they play some of those rousing quick marches. They sometimes had a band playing at Lord’s prior to a Test match and when you walked out on to the pitch to the accompaniment of that kind of music, it added to the thrill of it all. So I also selected Johann Strauss’s Radetzky March played by the Grenadier Guards. Great stuff!


Everyone knows I am a royalist and I told Sue of the time when the England and Australia teams, and the umpires, were invited to meet the Queen Mother at Clarence House. The latter chided me for not wearing my white cap and I told her, ‘Sorry, Ma’am, but I didn’t need to have it on today; it was overcast, you see.’ She replied, ‘Well, I do prefer to see you in the white cap. Then I know it’s you.’ Having told that story, we then listened to ‘Land of Hope and Glory’.


I had to admit to Sue that there was a bit of a mystery surrounding another of my selections. It was listed as Julio Iglesias and Pam Bunning singing that lovely composition ‘Feelings’ – but I had never heard of Pam Bunning. I’ve still no idea who she was after all these years. Can anybody help? But it was a good recording.


I also recalled a time when I was relaxing swimming in the sea in Barbados during a trip to the West Indies and I thought I’d bumped into a whale. It was Luciano Pavarotti. That’s partly the reason his terrific version of ‘Nessun Dorma’ was on my list.


That leaves just one artist and one song. My favourite: Barbra Streisand singing ‘The Way We Were’. Magic. I remember asking Vic Lewis, a keen cricket follower who was also an agent for some of the most well-known names in show business, who was the best of all the artists he had handled, and he told me, ‘There are none to match Nat King Cole and Barbra Streisand.’


In my opinion, Streisand is the best professional artist of them all. I have never met her or heard her sing live, however. That’s something I would dearly love to do.


All the castaways are given the Bible anyway, so for my book choice I picked Wisden, and as my luxury item I requested a TV set with a satellite dish so that I could still watch all the Test matches!


 


Game for anything . . . almost


Cash in the Celebrity Attic was a programme that gave me particular pleasure, because it was in aid of my charity, the Dickie Bird Foundation. Gloria Hunniford came to my cottage to do the research, I produced some auctionable items, and off we went to Derby to record the programme. I’m glad to say quite a lot of money was raised. Talking of Gloria Hunniford, she had me on her own show four times.


I also appeared on Through the Keyhole three times, and I have three golden keys to prove it. I have to say, though, that they always guessed my identity so quickly that they had to pad out the show with a bit more chat than usual. On one occasion it was the row of white cricket shoes beside the bed that gave it away!


Another time the artist Alan Hydes had been commissioned to do a series of paintings on television showing the gardens of well-known personalities, and it was decided that I should be included. When Alan rang to suss things out, he asked if I had plenty of flowers in my garden and I replied, ‘Oh, aye, loads of ’em.’


It wasn’t strictly true. It’s a pretty big garden with apple trees, plum trees, a few shrubs and an extensive lawn, but I have to admit it’s no contender for a Britain in Bloom competition. There is a Yorkshire rose near the doorway but, as far as colour is concerned, that’s it. And, of course, the Yorkshire rose is white! So poor old Alan ended up painting the rose – my pride and joy – surrounded by an array of plants obtained from a local garden centre.


At least Alan was pleased with the resulting painting – and I was absolutely delighted with the splash of colour the variety of flowers brought to my garden. More delighted still that it hadn’t cost me a penny!


There was one time when I wasn’t particularly keen to play ball, however. It was when they wanted to interview me in bed with someone called Lily Savage for The Big Breakfast show. They tried to persuade me by telling me that Gary Lineker, Frank Bruno and my mate Ian Botham had had no objection, but I told them in no uncertain terms, ‘You’re not getting Dickie Bird in there. I’m not going to leap into bed with a fella dressed up in a wig and a nightie and wearing make-up. If you want him – or her – to interview me, it will have to be done with me sitting on a chair, otherwise I’m taking the next train back to Barnsley.’


So that’s what they did. Another good decision, I reckon.


It was so very different a few years later when Paul O’Grady, aka Lily Savage, invited me on to his new show. Michael Parkinson, who was celebrating his birthday, was the main guest, and Paul had asked me to make a surprise entry with a special present for my long-time friend. I ended up carrying a crate of wine by taxi to the railway station, on the train to London and then taxi again to the BBC studios. Thankfully, I managed it without breaking a single bottle and the presentation was duly made. Afterwards Sir David Frost invited Parky and myself to a slap-up lunch at a London restaurant, which brought a perfect ending to another very enjoyable day.


 


Keeping it local


In 1986 it was the centenary of a fund-raising event known as the Barnsley Hospital Sing in the village of Staincross, where I live, and I was delighted to be able to take part, along with the actor Brian Blessed. 


On the first day, a parade of decorated floats, bands and groups in fancy dress, extending over a distance of half a mile, wended its way round the village in rather showery weather, but the following day we were blessed with glorious sunshine for the sing itself, which was attended by two thousand people.


It was a wonderful celebration of an event which had been going for so many years, during which time an enormous amount of money had been raised for the hospitals in Barnsley, presenting a perfect example of how ordinary people in places like this all over the country work hard and tirelessly to help those less fortunate than themselves.


Yorkshire Television filmed that weekend – along with interviews, shots of village activities and various organisations – and the following year brought out a half-hour documentary entitled The Hospital Sing. It was marvellous. So was the weekend.


Now then, were you aware that a documentary about my career won an award? Harry Gration, of BBC Yorkshire, interviewed me and accompanied me on visits to many places that had played a big part in my career, both as a player and umpire. We went to Barnsley Cricket Club, where it all started, and Lord’s, where my Test career ended, and we shared lots of wonderful memories of all that had happened in between. The resulting programme, Dickie Bird: A Rare Species, won the Royal Television Society Sports Documentary of the Year award in 1996.


That was the year that I won the Yorkshireman of the Year Award – an honour that Seb Coe rightly won in 2012. At the time, I could not get to the dinner where the presentation was due to be made, so Lord Harewood invited me to Harewood House to receive it from him personally at a later date. It was marvellous. Just him and me. And he put on a quite wonderful spread. 


Sports Personality of the Year


There’s one television institution I’ve been associated with for a very long time. It started for me in 1959, when Yorkshire, having won the County Championship after Surrey had held the trophy for seven years, were voted as the BBC’s Team of the Year. We were all invited down to London for their Sports Personality of the Year evening, which was then in its infancy – and I’ve been invited every year since.


I was back there in London for the 2012 awards, and it was a really special occasion because of the Olympic Games. It was anybody’s guess as to who would win the vote for the main prize because there were so many people who deserved it, but it eventually went to cyclist Bradley Wiggins – now ‘Sir’ Bradley – who won the Tour de France and then the gold medal at the Olympic time trial.


My mate Pete Bristowe took me all the way there and back in his taxi. He’s a good lad is Pete, despite the fact that he’s a Manchester United supporter, but he can also be a bit forgetful. He had parked his taxi in the enormous underground car park at the ExCel and when we returned after the presentations he could not remember exactly where the car was. As I hadn’t taken particular notice either, we were clearly stumped. We spent forty-five minutes wandering around the maze of bays before we eventually found the damn thing.


The individual winner in 1959 was motorcyclist John Surtees, but what I remember most vividly from that occasion was Formula One world champion Jack Brabham actually driving his car into the studio. The vehicle was not quite what you see Lewis Hamilton driving today, but back then it was a very impressive sight.


The cricket memories come flooding back


It always surprises me these days when I am asked to comment on various topics, controversial or otherwise, on radio and television, but I also take pride in the fact that people obviously still value my opinion, and in the autumn of 2012 I was thrilled to be invited by the television production company Twofour to go down to London to talk about three great cricketers – Ian Botham, Viv Richards and Kapil Dev.


Pete Bristowe was on hand again to take me to Wakefield railway station for a first-class trip to the capital city, where I was met on the platform by the production coordinator, and taken to the studios by car. Journalist Hugh McIlvanney was also there, having been a personal friend of Richards’s. 


I was told that after they had finished with us, the production team were catching the seven o’clock flight that evening to Spain, where they were to interview the players of Real Madrid. After that it was on to the Nou Camp for a session with the Barcelona players. Apparently they were going all round the world to put together a series of programmes called something like The 80s Greatest, covering events as diverse as Maradona’s notorious ‘Hand of God’ in football, the space shuttle Challenger disaster and the birth of the Internet. I was delighted to be part of it by giving my opinion of three of cricket’s greatest.


I told them that when Botham was involved in any match, whether for Somerset or England, the bars and hospitality marquees would empty as soon as he strode out on to the field, such was his appeal. That was the character of the man. He was a match-winner, a Roy of the Rovers, who played the game in a wonderful spirit – having fun but always giving 100 per cent. You don’t see his like in the game today. The characters are no longer there. Players don’t smile and enjoy themselves as much as they did in that era.


At the same time, Botham had tremendous mental strength and an unshakeable self-belief. I recalled the Headingley Test against the Australians in 1981, one of the most exciting ever. The position at the end of play on Saturday was that Australia, having won the toss, had decided to bat and carded 401 for 9 declared, Botham taking 6 for 95. In reply England had been bowled out for 174, of which Botham had made 50, and they had then been asked to follow on. It seemed there was no way that England could win; so much so that the home team had booked out of their hotel and Botham had invited some of the Australians round for a barbecue; steaks, burgers, chops, the lot.


There was no play on the Sunday in those days, so on Monday morning it was apparently a case of Australia wrapping things up as quickly as possible. Before long, at 135 for 7 it looked a lost cause for England, but then came the incredible turnaround.


‘Both’ began swinging the bat as only he can and when he was joined by Graham Dilley, he told the tail-ender, ‘Give it a bash. Let’s have some fun out there.’ And, boy, did they give it a bash! Before the Aussies knew what had hit them, the pair had added 117 in 80 minutes, Botham making an unbeaten 149 and Dilley 56. A further 29 from Chris Old helped take England to 356.


That still meant that Australia needed only 130 to win and at 56 for 1 they were back in the box seat, but what people tend to forget about this remarkable match was the magnificent spell of bowling by Bob Willis which clinched a famous victory. He changed to the Kirkstall Lane End, bowled quick and straight and took 8 wickets for 43 runs, the best analysis of his career, and Australia were all out for 111. When people recall that game, Willis’s contribution is often overshadowed by that of Botham and Dilley, but he played a massive part.
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I didn’t umpire that match, but I was on duty for the next one at Edgbaston, which was just as remarkable. Australia were 87 for 3 in their second innings, needing only 151 to win. It was just a matter of time. Or so everyone thought. England captain Mike Brearley, who was fielding by me at square leg, asked, ‘What do you think, Dickie?’


I said, ‘I think you’ve had it, skipper. If I were you I’d put yourself on, bowl a few long-hops and get it over with, then we can all go home.’


He smiled and said, ‘Thanks for the suggestion, Dickie, but I’m going to put the Gorilla on at the City End for a final attack.’


I can see Botham now, eagerly peeling off his sweater as Brearley said to him, ‘Come on, give me 100 per cent.’ 


Now, Botham respected Brearley as captain. He would have jumped over the pavilion for him. So he said, ‘For you skipper, make that 200 per cent.’


And he went on to take five wickets for one run to win the Test, a victory which also clinched the series, the last Test at The Oval ending in a draw.


Is it any wonder that the series has gone down in history as ‘Botham’s Ashes’?


That is all the more amazing when you consider what had gone before. If you remember, Botham had been made captain for the series, but in the first two matches he hardly got a run or a wicket, so the selectors took the captaincy off him. I was always pleased that he had been given that opportunity to captain England, because I do not think there is any greater honour in sport, but it was clearly not working out for him.


Then, in the build-up to the next Test at Old Trafford, the new captain, Brearley, went up to him and said, ‘I’m sorry, Ian, but we’re going to leave you out of this Test match.’


Botham told him, ‘You must be joking! Look, you play me at Old Trafford and I’ll not only win that game for you, I’ll win the series for you as well.’


Brearley replied, ‘That’s just what I wanted to hear. You’re playing.’


That was a mark of the great captain Brearley was. He had Botham sussed. He knew what his reaction would be to being told he was being left out of the side. It was great psychology.
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Australia v England  3rd Test
Headingley, Leeds, 16-21 July 1981

Australia Ist i Runs Mins Balls ds 65

1 Dyson 24 14 0
GM Wood M 71 5 40
TM Chappell  c Taylor b Willey 27 16 135 2 0
KJ Hughes* &b Botham 89 270 208 8 0
RJ Bright b Dilley 7 48 36 10
GN Yallop ¢ Taylor b Botham 58 208 167 5 0
AR Border Tbow b Botham 8 33 2 1 0
RW Marsht b Botham 28 6 50 5 0
GF Lawson ¢ Taylor b Botham 1B 45 3 20
DK Lillee not out 3 8 6 00
TM Alderman ot out o 0 0 00
Extras (b4,1b13,w3,nb 12) 32

Total (9 wickets dec; 155.2 overs) 401

Fall of wickets: 1-55 (Wood), 2-149 (Chappell), 3-196 (Dyson), 4-220 (Bright),
5-332 (Hughes), 6-354 (Border), 7-357 (Yallop), 8-396 (Lawson), 9-401 (Marsh).
Bowling: RGD Wills 30-8-72-0; CM Old 43-14-91-0; GR Dilley 27-
Botham 39.2-11-95-6; P Willey 13-2-31-1; G Boycott 3-2-2-0.

-78-2;1T

England 1st innings Runs Mins Balls 45 65
GA Gooch Tow b Alderman 7 00
oycot b Lawson 128 8 0 0
IMBrearley’ ¢ Marsh b Alderman 0 6 5 00
1 Gower  Marsh b Lawson 4 58 50 30
MW Gatting  Ibwb Lillee 15 %8 29 20
P Willey bLawson 8 29 2 00
IT Botham  Marsh b Lillee 0 80 54 8 0
RW Taylort Marsh b Lillee 5 3% 2 10
GR Dilley c&bLillee B 17 20
Mol < Border b Alderman 0 4 4 00
RGD Willis ut 1 5 4 0@
Extras (b6,1b11,w6,nb 11) 34
Total (all out; 50.5 overs) 174

Fall of wickets: 1-12 (Gooch), 2-40 (Brearley), 3-42 (Boycott), 4-84 (Gower),
5-87 (Gatting), 6-112 (Willey), 7-148 (Taylor), 8166 (Botham), 9-167 (Old),
10-174 (Dilley).

Bowling: DK Lillee 18.5-

~49-4; TM Alderman 19-4-59-3; GF Lawson 13-3-32-3.
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England 2nd innings (following on)

GA Gooch
G Boycott
JM Brearley*
DI Gower
MW Gatting

RW Taylort
GR Dilley
cMold
RGD Willis
Extras

Total

¢ Dyson b Lillee
notout
¢ Bright b Alderman

 Border b Alderman
(b5,1b3,w3,1b5)
(all out; §7.3 overs)

2
16
356

Mins Balls
2 3
25 141
3 2
% 2
010
81 56
219 148
9 9
80 75
54 31
a9

cocoNoc—uwmo

Fall of wickets: 1-0 (Gooch), 2-18 (Brearley), 3-37 (Gower), 441 (Gatting),
5-105 (Willey), 6-133 (Boycott), 7-135 (Taylor), 8-252 (Dilley), 9-319 (Old),

10-356 (Willis).

Bowling:

g
23-4-96-1; R Bright 4-0-15-0.

Australia 2nd innings (target: 130 runs)

TM Alderman
Extras

Total

< Taylor b Willis
¢ Taylor b Botham
¢ Taylor b Willis
 Botham b Willis
¢ Gatting b Willis
bold

< Dilley b Willis
b Willis

< Taylor b Willis
¢ Gatting b Willis

not out
(Ib3,w1,mb 14)
(all out; 36.1 overs)

K Lillee 25-6-94-3; TM Alderman 35.3-6-135-¢

Runs

10

19
1
17
0
18
i

: GF Lawson
Mins Balls
1 8

9 10

68 56
o9

2 3

15, 4
189
49 32

2 2

2 15

6 5

as

cwuencccoo W

65

cocor~ccccos

ccccccccocos

Fall of wickets: 1-13 (Wood), 2-56 (Chappell), 3-58 (Hughes), 4-58 (Yallop), 5-65
(Border), 6-68 (Dyson), 774 (Marsh), 8-75 (Lawson), 9-110 (Lillee), 10-111
right).

Bowling: IT Botham 7-3-14-

CM 01d 9-1-21-1; P Willey 3-1-4-0.

Umpires: DGL Evans and BJ Meyer
England won by 18 runs

GR Dilley 2-0-11-0; RGD Willis 15.1-3-43-8;





