





[image: ]













[image: ]













[image: ]






Published by Affirm Press in 2021


28 Thistlethwaite Street, South Melbourne,


Boon Wurrung Country, VIC 3205.


affirmpress.com.au




Copyright © Dan Liebke, 2021


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced without prior permission of the publisher.






[image: ]






Title: 50 Great Moments in Australian Cricket / Dan Liebke, author


ISBN: 9781922626073 (flexibound)


Cover and internal design by Karen Wallis, Taloula Press


Typeset in Garamond 10 / 15pt 













[image: ]

















CONTENTS


Introduction


THE SKILLS OF CRICKET


SHANE WARNE BOWLS MIKE GATTING


PETER SIDDLE TAKES A HAT-TRICK ON HIS BIRTHDAY


JOHN DYSON GRABS AN OUTFIELD CATCH


CHARLES BANNERMAN SETS THE OLDEST RECORD


BEN STOKES STEALS THE HEADINGLEY TEST


ELLYSE PERRY SCORES A DOUBLE-CENTURY


ALLAN BORDER SPINS AUSTRALIA TO VICTORY


GRAEME SMITH BATS WITH A BROKEN HAND


THE LAWS OF CRICKET


BRIAN JOHNSTON TALKS ABOUT ‘HOLDING WILLEYS’


SHANE WATSON REVIEWS HIS FINAL LBW


CHETESHWAR PUJARA SUCCESSFULLY USES DRS


JONTY RHODES CRASHES THROUGH THE STUMPS


HERSCHELLE GIBBS DROPS THE WORLD CUP


DARRELL HAIR NO-BALLS MUTTIAH MURALITHARAN


CAMERON BANCROFT PUTS SANDPAPER DOWN HIS PANTS


THE SPIRIT OF CRICKET


ADAM GILCHRIST WALKS IN A WORLD CUP SEMI-FINAL


GARY PRATT RUNS OUT RICKY PONTING


DENNIS LILLEE KICKS JAVED MIANDAD


HAROLD LARWOOD HITS BERT OLDFIELD


BEN STOKES OBSTRUCTS THE FIELD


TREVOR CHAPPELL BOWLS AN UNDERARM DELIVERY


VINOO MANKAD RUNS OUT BILL BROWN


THE EVOLUTION OF CRICKET


MICHAEL BEVAN HITS A FOUR


ALYSSA HEALY COMPLETES A RUN-OUT


GLENN MAXWELL SCORES A MILLION-DOLLAR GOLDEN DUCK


KERRY PACKER ORDERS COLOURED CLOTHING


SARFRAZ NAWAZ TAKES 7/1


MIKE GATTING REVERSE SWEEPS ALLAN BORDER


DENNIS LILLEE WIELDS AN ALUMINIUM BAT


MARNUS LABUSCHAGNE REPLACES STEVE SMITH


THE TACTICS OF CRICKET


MONTY PANESAR CHANGES HIS GLOVES


BRIAN MCMILLAN NEEDS 22 RUNS OFF ONE BALL


STEVE WAUGH ASKS INDIA TO BAT AGAIN


JASON GILLESPIE SCORES A DOUBLE-CENTURY


KIM HUGHES RESIGNS AS CAPTAIN


ALLAN BORDER MAKES A SECOND DECLARATION


RICHIE BENAUD GOES FOR THE WIN


THE NUMBERS OF CRICKET


DON BRADMAN SCORES A DUCK


STEVE WAUGH HITS A FOUR


MARK TAYLOR CLAIMS THE SIR FRANK WORRELL TROPHY


BRIAN LARA SCORES 375


GARFIELD SOBERS HITS SIX SIXES IN AN OVER


SHANE WARNE IS OUT FOR 99


ALLAN DONALD DOESN’T RUN


THE COMEDY OF CRICKET


PETER WHO? IS SELECTED FOR A TEST


DEAN JONES ASKS CURTLY AMBROSE TO REMOVE HIS SWEATBANDS


MARK BOUCHER PLAYS A DOT BALL


GLENN MCGRATH SCORES A FIFTY


GREG CHAPPELL BREAKS BRADMAN’S RECORD


STEVE HARMISON BOWLS A WIDE


(REPRISE). SHANE WARNE BOWLS MIKE GATTING














INTRODUCTION


Cricket is a gem of a sport.


Like any half-decent gem, cricket can dazzle us with its brilliance, holding our attention for far longer than should be possible. It’s a precious sport, priceless to its devotees.


Cricket also sparkles from every angle you choose to examine it. Although, it is, of course, best observed in the sunlight of a cloudless day, where its luminance shines brightest. 


In addition, cricket, like many gems, may contain flaws, yet be beautiful despite them – or perhaps because of them.


Cricket is not, however, one of the myriad valuables hoarded in Smaug the Dragon’s caves of Erebor or Scrooge McDuck’s personal money bins. (This is despite the pair’s ongoing tussle for top spot in the Forbes Fictional 15, the list of the richest fictional characters as calculated by the Forbes business magazine.) Cricket is not a gem in that sense. It’s important to know the limits of your metaphors. To keep a tight rein on your literary conceits. Otherwise, you run the risk of wasting the time of an otherwise serious financial periodical by ranking the relative wealth of imaginary ducks and lizards.


So we’ll be keeping our ‘cricket is a gem’ analogy under control from here on in this introduction, and restrict it to one final point of similarity.


That point is that cricket, like most gems, has multiple facets. And that’s what this book will explore as we roll the sport around in our fingers, squinting at it through our goofy-looking jeweller’s microscope monocle thing. As we examine cricket’s various facets, we’ll try to determine what makes the sport so special.


We’ll focus primarily on events of the last fifty years, and limit our gaze mostly to matches that feature Australia. Australian cricket is a subset of cricket. But it’s a big subset. The Australian men played the first Test, the first One Day International and the first T20 International. The Australian women also played the first women’s Test and the first women’s ODI. They had to settle for the second women’s T20 International (England and New Zealand pushed in ahead of them). But the Australian women have since compensated for that snub by crushing every team that dares cross their path in the format. So examining cricket primarily through a baggy green lens (some kind of woollen emerald, perhaps?) provides us with plenty of moments that define the sport. (And if a few of those moments have only tenuous links to Australia, then so be it. Why should our exploration of what makes cricket such a great sport be hindered by the shameful unAustralianness of other cricketing nations?)


The fifty great moments in the history of cricket in this book illustrate all the fascinating facets of the sport. The skill of cricket. The Laws and the Spirit of Cricket. The evolution and the tactics. The numbers and the comedy. All these aspects will be covered.


We’ll start with a gem. A diamond, to be precise. Or, at least, a man with a diamond stud in his ear. It’s 1993, and he’s about to thrill everybody watching with a moment of unparalleled skill.
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SHANE WARNE 


BOWLS MIKE 
GATTING


Balls of the Century


THE MOMENT: 
In 1993, with his first delivery in Ashes cricket, Australian leg-spinner Shane Warne bowls ‘the Ball of the Century’ to dismiss Mike Gatting





We’ve all seen the footage. Shane Warne comes in to bowl his first ball in Ashes cricket. The delivery fizzes out of his hand, swerving through the air towards leg stump. The ball touches down outside leg stump, where it bounces and turns with improbable sharpness. It snaps back past the bat and into the off stump. Ian Healy jumps in the air in delight. On commentary, Richie Benaud divulges the simplified version of what just took place: ‘And he’s done it.’ Celebrations ensue.


It’s the most famous delivery in the history of cricket. The ball of the century.


The delivery didn’t take place until the second day of the Test. England had won the toss and chosen to field first, which limited Warne’s bowling opportunities on the first day. Even at his peak, Warne rarely took wickets while Australia was batting. But after Australia were knocked over for 289 early on the second day, it was time for Warne to show what he could do. It took until England had reached 1/80, however, before captain Allan Border threw the ball to him.


There was curiosity about Warne in England at the time, but little of it had to do with his bowling. Yes, he’d performed well against New Zealand in his most recent series, taking 17 wickets in three Tests. But overall, he’d taken 31 wickets in eleven Tests, at an average of 30.80. Nothing to get excited about on that front. Leg-spin bowling was always an exotic conversation piece, for sure. But had you noticed that this Warne character was blond? With an earring! Playing an Ashes Test! Can you imagine such a thing?


That confounding first ball to Gatting refocused attention on his bowling. Even more so when Warne continued to tear through England that northern summer, taking 34 wickets at 25.79, with Australia securing a 4–1 series victory.


When the ball to Gatting was later anointed as the Ball of the Century, it was justifiable. We were already 93 per cent done with the 20th century. Enough had been seen to make the claim. But the number of claimants for the ball of the 21st century is really rather extraordinary, given that there remain eighty-odd years to go.
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There’s Ryan Harris’s ball to Alastair Cook in the 2013/14 Ashes. Australia needed ten wickets to reclaim the Ashes for the first time since 2007. So Harris summoned a first ball of the innings that seamed in, then swung away to clip the bail of the off stump. Cook was later knighted. Despite this sensational delivery, Harris was not. Presumably, this ball was also too good for the Queen, causing her to dub and miss.




Four years later, Mitchell Starc put forth his own ball of the century candidate. In Perth he let fly with a 143-kilometre-per-hour ball angled down leg side. Not a problem for the batter. At least, not until it hit a crack and jagged back 42 centimetres – twice the width of the stumps – to smash James Vince’s understandably exposed off peg.


There are others. Plenty of others. In 2006, Pakistan’s Mohammad Asif pre-empted Starc’s ball without WACA crack assistance to cartwheel VVS Laxman’s middle stump. Against left-handed Indian opener Sadagoppan Ramesh in 2001, Muttiah Muralitharan came around the wicket to deliver the off-spin equivalent to Warne’s Gatting ball. Then did the same trick from over the wicket a year later to undo England’s Mark Butcher.


All these balls were dubbed ‘the Ball of the Century’ by excitable commentators, journalists and/or fans. As indeed were many others, including several from Warne himself.


Perhaps the best candidate came from fellow Australian leg-spinner Amanda-Jade Wellington. In the 2017 Women’s Ashes, she pulled out a near perfect replica of Warne’s original to bowl Tammy Beaumont. It swerved past the leg stump line, ripped back, beat the outside edge of the bat, crashed into the off stump and everything. There was even a jubilant Healy (Alyssa) in the background celebrating the dismissal.


Wellington’s ball of the century contender is a standout not only because of its similarity to Warne’s, but because it’s another leg break. Leg-spin is the most difficult form of bowling, so balls of the century from a leg-spinner score bonus points.


However, despite the quality of all these deliveries, the issue is clear. There are far more balls of the century than one might traditionally expect in a mere couple of decades of 21st-century international cricket.


This is a problem.


There is a psychological technique designed to stoke addictive behaviour. That technique is called ‘intermittent reinforcement’. It works on the idea that if you want somebody to behave in a certain way, you should not reward them for that behaviour every time. Instead, rewarding them only occasionally and unpredictably turns out to be far more effective.


The success of this technique has been observed by the kinds of scientists who like to tease rats with random morsels of food. Closer to the real world, poker machines deal in pure intermittent reinforcement. Hence their addictiveness for some people.


Do you find cricket gripping and difficult to turn your attention away from? That’s probably because the game has its own form of intermittent reinforcement.


As a rule, runs tick over steadily, but wickets? They tend to fall at irregular intervals. Heck, even the worst tailenders in history (think Chris Martin, Glenn McGrath, an out-of-form Joe Burns) are more likely to survive any single delivery than lose their wicket to it. It’s what makes the final innings of a tight Test match so gripping. The drip-drip-drip of the runs required for victory coming down, combined with the erratic nature of when a wicket might fall. Even in a far-fetched run chase, with the wickets likely to fall before the target is reached, you can never know exactly when those wickets will come.


This is intermittent reinforcement at its best. Your reward for following cricket on a ball-by-ball basis is the rush of dopamine whenever a particular ball delivers a wicket. And if the fall of a wicket is like a poker machine paying off, then the fall of a wicket to a Ball of the Century is like a Mega Jackpot paying off. An outsized reward for our actions.


But if it happens too often, then we undercut the entire intermittence that is at the heart of intermittent reinforcement. Unintermittent reinforcement (to use the scientific term I’ve just invented) is nowhere near as effective as its ununintermittent counterpart.


Yes, it takes an exceptional sport to have balls of the century that occur more often than our standard understanding of chronology permits. But for balls of the century to continue to impress us, they need to stop happening quite so often.


NEXT: 


What happens when wickets are so unintermittent that three of them fall in a row? On a bowler’s birthday? Plus, rabbit jaws!















PETER SIDDLE 


TAKES A HAT-TRICK ON HIS BIRTHDAY


Hat-tricks


THE MOMENT: 
On the first day of the 2010/11 Ashes, Peter Siddle celebrates his birthday by taking a Test hat-trick







For the first twenty-five years of his life, Peter Siddle celebrated his birthday in a normal fashion. He’d open presents, feign enthusiasm about them, then eat cake until he threw up.


On his twenty-sixth birthday, however, Siddle got greedy. Like a precocious primary schooler, he took his birthday wish and wished for more wishes. Then he crammed in as many sub-wishes as he could.


‘I wish I could play my first home Ashes Test in front of a packed Gabba crowd, and help bowl England out on the first day for only 260, and take a six-wicket haul, and also take a hat-trick, and maybe even have Ricky give me a new BMX – a red one with flash racing stripes.’


And because it was his birthday, somehow it all came true. While England won the toss and chose to bat, they never got away from Australia. In the first innings, anyway. In the second innings, England finished on 1/517d, a trademark ‘getting away’ innings. (This second innings took place after Siddle’s birthday, and hence was beyond the purview of his all-powerful wish.)


In the first innings, England reached 4/197 in the final session of Siddle’s birthday, when the newly minted 26-year-old began his hat-trick.


It started with Alastair Cook playing forward at a ball outside off stump. The edge flew to a delighted Shane Watson at first slip.


One ball later, 5/197 became 6/197. A 142-kmh full ball from Siddle proved too fast for wicketkeeper Matt Prior, knocking over his middle stump.


Stuart Broad, at the very peak of his Malfoyness, arrived at the crease to face the hat-trick ball. Three years later, Broad would react to a rampaging Mitchell Johnson by spending eight minutes adjusting a sight screen. He would then be hilariously bowled first ball. In 2010, however, Broad spent no time on sightscreen adjustment. Nor was he bowled first ball, in hilarious fashion or otherwise. Instead, he was LBW, with another full ball from Siddle zeroing in at the base of the stumps.


Siddle leapt and pirouetted in midair to appeal, but Aleem Dar had already raised his finger. After a brief discussion with non-striker Ian Bell, Broad momentarily dimmed the Australian celebrations. He punched fist to forearm and reviewed the decision.
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Of course, every decision that Broad reviews is destined to not go his way. The ball-tracking therefore denied him a reprieve. And the celebrations of Siddle’s birthday hat-trick echoed anew around the Gabba.




The day ended with England all out for 260 and Australia 0/25 in reply. A satisfied Brisbane crowd saluted the young fast bowler’s feat as he rode back to the team hotel on his wicked new Mongoose BMX.


(Things went less well for Australia during the rest of the series, as they were thrashed 3–1 by an indomitable England team. For the rest of the series, there was only one other Australian cricketer who played a Test on his birthday. That was captain Ricky Ponting, who celebrated his thirty-sixth birthday in Perth by overseeing his side’s only win. The selectors’ refusal to acknowledge the power of birthday wishes was, in retrospect, a critical factor in the home Ashes loss.)


Siddle’s birthday hat-trick was the defining moment of his career. This was despite the best efforts of certain television commentators to later talk up his tendency to eat bananas. The banana talk was tiresome, because the hat-trick was always far more interesting than a fondness for a run-of-the-mill grocery item. That’s because hat-tricks are innately compelling. If, as theorised, one of the keys to cricket’s appeal is the intermittent reinforcement of wickets falling, a hat-trick is the temporary suspension of that intermittency.


If a ‘ball of the century’ is a single moment of improbable quality, a hat-trick generally dials down the quality, only to compensate in quantity. (Although, if somebody wants to take a hat-trick with three balls of the century some day, be my guest. At that point, we’ll completely give up on the whole idea of balls of the century appearing once per hundred years.)


To follow up one wicket with another wicket first ball to the new batter is far-fetched enough. (Let’s not get too bogged down with Merv Hughes–style hat-tricks over multiple overs and multiple innings. These ‘trick hat-tricks’ are for advanced users only.) Even though a batter is most vulnerable when they’re first at the crease, it’s still asking a lot to take their wicket at the first possible opportunity. To then follow up that unlikely feat by doing it again is an idea that should be too implausible to contemplate. Especially since the notion is so powerful that everybody – from fielding side to new batter to crowd to umpire to banana-obsessed commentator – is aware of the significance of the moment, and how preposterous it is to expect it to unfold as hoped for.


But it’s that very unreasonableness that makes a hat-trick, when it happens, so thrilling to behold. It’s a magician pulling a rabbit from a hat – and then yanking open the rabbit’s jaws to pull out another hat. Inside of which is another rabbit.


Other sports have hat-tricks of various kinds, but none are quite as rare as the cricketing version. This makes hat-tricks a next-level example of intermittent reinforcement. You have to watch several overs of cricket to have a reasonable chance of seeing a wicket fall. But you have to watch fifty or so Tests to have a reasonable chance of seeing a hat-trick. It’s a reward for the more seasoned cricket watcher, one who dedicates years to the sport.


This kind of intermittent reinforcement, at both the micro and macro levels, makes cricket more and more riveting the more you watch it. If you were designing a sport to grow more addictive, the more you become involved with it, you honestly couldn’t wish for anything better.


Not even a flash BMX from Ricky Ponting.


NEXT: 


Hat-tricks from bowlers are improbable. The equivalent for fielders are catches that, for lack of superior alliteration, we deem to be ‘classic’. Plus, satirical wartime novels!













JOHN DYSON 


GRABS AN OUTFIELD CATCH


Classic Catches


THE MOMENT: 
In the second Test of the summer of 1981/82, West Indies tailender Sylvester Clarke lofts Australian off-spinner Bruce Yardley into the outfield, where John Dyson takes an eye-popping leaping catch
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‘That’s some catch,’ observes Yossarian in Joseph Heller’s satirical wartime classic Catch-22.


‘It’s the best there is,’ comes the reply from Doc Daneeka.


Of course, the characters in the book are referring to the titular Catch-22, a paradoxical law built on self-contradiction. However, they could just as easily be referring to John Dyson’s stunning goalkeeper grab. Assuming, that is, that we overlook the fact that Yossarian and Daneeka were both (a) stationed on an island off the coast of Italy during World War 2, forty-odd years before Dyson took his catch and (b) fictional.


Dyson’s grab was part of a striking spell of bowling from Bruce Yardley. The off-spinner took the final seven West Indies wickets as the visitors fell from 3/179 to 255 all out.


The Dyson catch gave Yardley his fifth wicket, and it’s difficult to imagine a five-wicket haul being brought up in more dramatic fashion. A lofted slog from Clarke to wide long on had Dyson skipping backwards with ever-increasing urgency. With each hop back, he reassessed the shot’s trajectory. Only at the last moment did Dyson realise that to be in the correct position to take the catch would take more than mere hopping and skipping. Which meant he had to jump.


As jumps went, it was an almighty backwards Fosbury flop of a thing, with both arms outstretched and straining for the ball. Miraculously, Dyson intercepted the ball with his right hand. He clung to it with the unbreakable grip of the vacuum cleaner with which he shares his name, even as he crashed to the ground. Clarke was out. Yardley had his fifth. And Dyson had taken a screamer.


Having batted at three in the first innings, Dyson then opened the batting in Australia’s second. From there, he guided the home side to the security of a draw with a six-hour 127 not out, his highest Test score. Yet as fine as that century was, it was still overshadowed by his incredible catch. Not just in this match, but over his entire career.


The catch instantly became the archetype for outfield catches: the standard against which all others were measured. A Dyson catch became shorthand for a particular brand of outfielding excellence. If it wasn’t the best catch ever, then it would always be in the conversation.


One of the difficulties of declaring any catch the best is that catches come in all shapes and forms. Each of those shapely forms shows off different skills. And those skills are appreciated by different kinds of fans.


Does it even make sense to compare a brilliant grab in the slips with a running and diving take in the deep? The first will be defined by reflexes and reaction time (notable exception: Mark Taylor juggling a catch with his feet). The second by speed over the ground and judgement of the ball’s flight (and, these days, willingness to get a teammate involved). Sure, they’re both catches, but is it reasonable to declare one better than the other?


Well, yes. Yes it is. Especially if you want to take part in a Classic Catches competition.


Admittedly, in modern times there’s little incentive to take part in such a contest. Classic Catches were once beloved parts of every summer. Then broadcasters discovered they could charge people to send them text messages. And Classic Catches segments devolved into fried chicken–based telemarketing schemes. Ones with only a passing interest in the recognition of spectacular snares.


A Classic Catches segment in the modern format is flawed from its initial conceit. (Even if we ignore the purported reward of gorging down fast food on a weekly, sponsor-subsidised basis.) A modern Classic Catches contest isn’t won by an entrant voting for the best catch. Instead, they win it by voting for the catch with the most votes.


That kind of circular illogic should have been stamped out the moment the format was developed. Instead, it was somehow allowed to slip through. And once that was allowed to slide, the entire structure of modern Classic Catches decomposed.


Heck, one summer in the dying days of Channel Nine’s coverage of the game, they even included a Faf du Plessis catch that he took off a no ball. It’s old-fashioned, perhaps, to think of a ‘classic catch’ as being one that’s actually caused the batter’s dismissal. But if anything was a harbinger of Nine’s imminent demise as the official broadcaster of the game in Australia, it was madness such as this. What was next? Adding run-out attempts to the segment? Return throws to the keeper? Particularly high-intensity fielding drills? Thankfully, Nine’s time was cut short before we could find out.


It was all a far cry from the good old days of the 1980s, when Classic Catches was a summer-long journey of ranking excellence. During that decade, Classic Catches candidates were logged throughout the cricket season. In the summer’s last few weeks, they were whittled down to a top seven. Then that supreme septet of snares was screened over and over in those final weeks to ensure as many television viewers got to see them as possible. Finally, those viewers who wanted to enter the competition filled out a form attempting to rank those seven catches in the same order as Nine’s commentators (a 1 in 5040 chance) and mailed it in.


That was the classic form of Classic Catches. The proper form. With nary a KFC Maxi Popcorn Chicken Combo to be seen.


Catches that made the final list became enshrined in the public consciousness. Through both repetition and contemplation of their relative merits. It’s why the Dyson catch – the winner of the 1981/82 season of Classic Catches – is still remembered so fondly forty years later.


Any television broadcaster who returned the original ‘rank the seven best catches of the summer’ form of Classic Catches to screens would no doubt be rewarded handsomely with more engaged viewers. But would they be rewarded handsomely enough to convince television station bean-counters to pry the format away from the ephemeral but lucrative ‘SMS your vote for this week’s best catch (or catch-like moment)’? That’s the question.


Maybe the only way to convince broadcasters to get rid of the SMS poll format of Classic Catches is by having them run an SMS poll on the matter.


A classic catch-22 for Classic Catches.


Yossarian was right. That’s some catch.


NEXT: 


Balls of the century, hat-tricks and classic catches are all rare. But the rarest record of them all belongs to a batter. Plus, unkillable alien hobgoblins!













CHARLES BANNERMAN 


SETS THE OLDEST RECORD


Individual Performances


THE MOMENT: 
In the very first Test match, Charles Bannerman of Australia scores 165 out of a team total of 245, a contribution of 67.3 per cent, a record that has never been broken
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There’s no ‘i’ in team. There is, however, one in cricket. Along with two ‘c’s, a ‘k’, an ‘r’ and 1982’s favourite unkillable alien hobgoblin, E.T.


But as tempting as it might be to divert immediately into a discussion of the xenobiology and agoraphobia of a beloved cinematic extra-terrestrial, that’s not what this book is about. Or, if it is, there will be plenty of time for it later. Instead, let’s divert into a discussion about cricket’s unique relationship between individuality and teamwork.


Cricket is, ostensibly, a team sport. There are eleven players on a team, all competing against the opposition’s eleven players. In this it’s much like football, field hockey or eleven-a-side tennis.


Yet within the team structure of cricket, individualism runs rampant. We’ve all seen partnerships in various fields of human endeavour where one of the pair was substantially less talented than the other. Think Simon and Garfunkel. Or Hall and Oates. Or the Olsen twins.


These kind of unbalanced partnerships also exist in cricket, particularly when batting. But one of the great things about cricket is that such grotesque skill mismatches can be circumvented. Indeed, such is the structure of the sport that it’s possible for a sufficiently skilled individual batter to score an unlimited number of runs. This is true regardless of the talent, or lack thereof, of their batting partner.


As long as the non-striker can stay in their crease and then stroll to the other end of the pitch on the final ball of each over, the talented batter can get the job done. Furthermore, if that same batter is more talented than every other member of the team, that’s no problem. They can open the batting and control the strike for the whole innings, reducing a team sport to an individual showcase.


Of course, such complete batting dominance by an individual has never been seen; it remains a purely abstract possibility. But one of the best things about cricket is that the closest anybody has ever come to achieving this feat came in the first Test match ever played.


Charles Bannerman attained several records in that Test, many of which by definition cannot be broken. He faced the first ball in Test cricket, scored the first run and wore the first silly cap. He also scored the first fifty and the first century.


But the most impressive Bannerman record is one that could have been broken in the 144 years since, yet somehow hasn’t been: he scored the highest proportion of his side’s runs in a completed team innings – which is to say, one in which the batting side was bowled out. Bannerman made 165 not out before retiring hurt thanks to a broken finger (to quote E.T., ‘Ouch!’). His runs represented 67.3 per cent of Australia’s total of 245.


The standard for individual batting dominance of this team sport had been set. It has never been surpassed. (At least, not in men’s cricket. In women’s Tests, Enid Blakewell of England scored 112 not out in a team innings of 164 in 1979, pipping Bannerman by less than one per cent.)


There is, it should be acknowledged, some minor naysaying about the Bannerman record. Some statisticians claim that the retired-hurtedness meant that Australia were in fact only ever nine wickets down. The innings therefore wasn’t a ‘completed’ one.


If one excludes Bannerman, the record in men’s Tests falls to Australian opener Michael Slater. In Sydney in 1999, he made 123 in a completed team innings of 184, a proportion of 66.8 per cent. However, Slater was almost certainly run out for 35 during this innings. He was only given not out because the television replays failed to find a clean angle of the stumps being broken while his bat was out of the crease. This was despite the fact that even the most primitive use of split-screen technology would have shown him several inches out of his ground. Still, since the victims of this pedantic third-umpiring were England, who in the 1990s were always getting into such comical misadventures, nobody made too much of a fuss.


The point is, if we have to have some pedantic controversy over who the legitimate record-holder is, let’s give it to Bannerman. At least he can claim to never once having irritated us with his television commentary.


But it’s not just batting in which an individual can dominate a cricket match. A bowler can similarly monopolise a match. The initial impulse here is to turn to Jim Laker, who in 1956 took nineteen wickets in a Test match: nine in the first innings and ten in the second. Or Anil Kumble, who replicated the ten-wickets-in-an-innings feat in 1999.


But both those bowlers relied on the assistance of teammates to take catches. A truer measure of bowling individualism would only count wickets that were taken bowled, caught and bowled, or hit wicket. (Leg before wicket dismissals are a grey area, given their dependence on the opinion of the umpire and/or ball-tracking computer programmer. Timed out is even murkier, as it would have to be proven that the tardy batter was reticent to arrive at the crease for fear of facing the bowler.)


With those individualistic restrictions in place, Johnny Briggs from England is our bowling Bannerman. In the second Test against South Africa in Cape Town in 1889, he took 8/11 from 14.2 overs in South Africa’s first innings of 43. Every wicket he took was bowled. When South Africa made 47 in the second innings, he took 7/17 off 19.1 overs, six bowled and one LBW. Briggs was, it must be assumed, a stump-to-stump bowler.


Briggs took fourteen of the possible twenty wickets bowled, the most individualistic form of dismissal. And the 70 per cent proportion is eerily close to the Bannerman equivalent in batting.


Yet while cricket allows for such individual dominance, it can also be played in the purer team form. In 1963/64, South Africa made 302 all out in the first innings of the first Test against New Zealand. The highest individual score was 44. The rest of the scores were 24, 22, 31, 30, 40, 30, 27, 7, 24 and 2 not out. It was the most consistent completed batting innings in Test history. Heck, even extras contributed 21.


The corresponding most shared bowling performance in a Test again came in a match between South Africa and New Zealand. This time in South Africa’s second innings of the first Test of the 2005/06 series. New Zealand used seven bowlers, each of whom took either one or two wickets. (If we extend our scorecard gaze beyond Tests, we find an Ireland v India women’s ODI in 2006. In that match, India used eight bowlers, seven of whom took a wicket, with the other taking two. Oh, and there was also a run-out. A team performance for the ages.)


Within these broad extremes of individualism and team performances lies the entirety of cricket. And faithfully guarding the limits of cricket individualism is Bannerman, with his ‘innings of the sesquicentenary’. That’s how you do it, bowlers.


NEXT:


 A more recent example of individual heroics compensating for the shortfalls of the rest of the team. Twice in one summer! Plus, Turbo Boost buttons!













BEN STOKES 


STEALS THE HEADINGLEY TEST


Miracle Innings


THE MOMENT: 
In the Headingley Test of 2019, Ben Stokes scores an unbeaten century in the final innings to secure a miraculous one-wicket win for England and keep the Ashes alive
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In the very first match of the 2019 World Cup, Ben Stokes began his magic summer by top-scoring in England’s first innings of 8/311. His innings of 89 off 79 balls wasn’t, however, the moment that stuck in the memory. That was a valuable innings that ensured England reached a defensible total. But the moment that had all cricket fans around the world gaping in awe was the one-handed, Dysonian catch that Stokes took on the boundary.


The commentary of Nasser Hussain reflected most people’s reactions. ‘No way,’ he said. ‘No. No way. You cannot do that, Ben Stokes.’


But Hussain was wrong. Ben Stokes could do that. And as the summer went on, he unveiled a whole heap of other remarkable things that he could do. All of which most sane people would have responded to with an emphatic ‘no way’.


Stokes’s ‘no way’ moments before 2019 had generally been of a negative ilk. On the cricket field, he had always seemed fuelled by a combination of Red Bull, inexplicable rage and imminent heatstroke. He did everything with a furious intensity and energy that often seemed to undercut his attempts to play the best cricket he could.


His first Test wicket was taken away from him when, in striving for extra pace, he overstepped and no-balled. He punched a locker in the West Indies after being dismissed for a duck. (He’d been playing in the West Indies at the time . . . it wasn’t like he flew over there from Lord’s or somewhere to punch that one specific locker.)


He was enraged to be given out for obstructing the field when he parried away a throw at the stumps from Mitchell Starc while out of his ground. And, of all his pre-2019 ‘no way’ cricketing moments, he’d most infamously continued to charge in and bowl deliveries that Carlos Brathwaite then deposited in the crowd to snatch victory in the 2016 World T20 Final.


(There was also, of course, an off-field ‘you cannot do that’ moment for Stokes when he was involved in a late-night Bristol street brawl. This incident saw him arrested and charged with affray. While later found not guilty by a jury, the incident still cost him the opportunity to take part in the 2017/18 Ashes.)


In between these ‘no way’ downsides, Stokes had many triumphs. He established himself as one of the finest all-rounders in world cricket. He hit mind-boggling centuries and double-centuries. He took unplayable five-wicket hauls. He snared catches that most cricketers would not even process as chances.


Yet in the summer of 2019 he would surpass all those previous triumphs, with the ‘no way’-est pair of ‘no way’ innings any batter could hope for.


First, there was the World Cup final. Since their ramshackle effort in the 2015 World Cup, England had built the best ODI team in the world. They’d established a fearless attacking batting mindset that left every other team in their wake. (Not only in their wake, but lying awake as they tried to work out how to combat it.)


Yet England had never won a World Cup. And the final was at home, at Lord’s, in front of a crowd torn between expectation and ingrained pessimism. The pressure threatened to become too much.


Chasing New Zealand’s 8/241, a total far short of the 300-plus targets they’d effortlessly run down over and over in the previous few years, England stumbled to 3/71 in the twentieth over. That was when Stokes arrived at the crease.


They were soon 4/86 when captain Eoin Morgan fell. A run-a-ball 59 from Jos Buttler got England within striking distance of the total. But New Zealand were still favourites.


And yet Stokes hung in there. Run by run, he whittled down the target, charging between the wickets like a madman, hitting the occasional four or six to keep in touch. With three balls remaining, he managed both a four and a six in one ball. His desperate dive for the crease for a second run as the fielder’s throw came in saw the ball deflect off his bat and go to the boundary for a bonus four runs – making six in total.


Off the final two balls, attempted twos became singles and run-outs. It left the World Cup final tied in a fashion that could only be described as breathtaking.
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