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  FOREWORD




  In writing about The Art of Captaincy I want to capture something of Mike Brearley himself. At the outset, Mike points out that the book is not a formal autobiography.

  That’s true. But the result is far more revealing about its author than most explicitly autobiographical books. In describing the challenges he faced as a cricket captain and his responses to

  them, Mike reveals how he thought and how he acted. In the process, we see the subtle interplay between intelligence and the practical world.




  Mike is a man of contradictions. His great gift is for holding those contradictions in balance, in constructive equipoise, rather than trying to artificially ‘resolve’ them. His

  captaincy was an expression, the perfect expression, of those contradictions. He enjoyed being complex and hard to read, both central to his success. In the same vein, The Art of Captaincy

  is a subtle, wise book. But it is hard to pin down or summarise because it resists tidying up the messy, practical question of leadership. The book is like the man: it presents both sides of the

  argument, suggesting that the answer lies in appreciating the appropriate balance. Judgement is what really matters, not overarching theory.




  The word ‘misunderstood’ is usually associated with failure – a consistently misunderstood man is usually making a grievance. So we tend to neglect a

  parallel truth: many highly successful people are also misunderstood, perhaps deliberately so. They are happy to throw others off the scent; and the pack is content to follow the crowd of

  conventional wisdom.




  Rereading The Art of Captaincy suggested to me that Mike’s public reputation – though justly high – sometimes misses the point about what made him so effective for such

  a long time. It is now thirty-four years since the Ashes summer of 1981, when those improbable, glorious victories cemented Mike’s reputation as a unique captain. But it is important to

  review the book, not the legend. The terms ‘thinker’, ‘tactical genius’, ‘academic’, ‘magician’ are thrown around lightly. Read this book and

  you’ll see that some other terms, rarely applied to Mike, are just as appropriate: ‘arch competitor’, ‘fighter’ and, sometimes, ‘manipulator’.




  As a former professional philosopher, Mike has a highly trained and academic mind. So his register – his careful use of language and an urbane, donnish tone – suggests the cloistered

  world of academia. But his temperament is intensely practical. He is only interested in abstract ideas up to a point. Cricket writers such as Peter Roebuck and Simon Barnes – the Platonists,

  if you like – have been fascinated by capturing the essence of things, aiming for the purest and clearest distillation. Mike is more interested in the ways that people resist over-tidy

  classification. He is at home in the grey areas. Indeed, his empathy for players – central to his leadership – was informed partly by acceptance of his own flaws. The sporting world is

  often guilty of pigeonholing players into simplistic categories. In contrast, Mike understood that bravery, resilience and confidence are not absolutes: they always exist on a spectrum. We are all,

  to varying degrees, gutsy and fearful, confident and uncertain. And that degree is always in flux, never fixed. Mike’s ability to identify his own shortcomings (and

  strengths) helped him to recognise them in others. A more resolved man would have been a less perceptive captain.




  Another misapprehension about Mike is that he could wave his magic wand and turn around any cricket team in a few seconds. This was reinforced by the miracle of 1981. The context is missed. By

  then, Mike had been a professional captain for eleven seasons. The captain who re-joined the England team (a team he had recently captained, after all) was not coming in cold. He brought with him a

  store of experience, knowledge and respect. Passing Ian Botham on the way to bat in the nets, Mike famously joked, ‘Want to get your confidence up, Ian?’ – the implication being

  that Mike’s batting would make Botham’s bowling look good. But only an established leader would find it so easy to play himself down. The confidence that flows from ten years’

  self-awareness and judgement allowed Brearley to gauge the situation perfectly.




  But how often, in today’s impatient environment, are captains allowed to develop for over a decade? Ironically, invoking Mike’s example – ‘We need a natural

  leader’, or ‘If only we had a tactical genius’ – is often used by coaches, pundits and fans to justify decisions that actively weaken the foundations on which true

  leadership depends. I knew one coach, who, though a kindly man, routinely undermined the team’s captain through indiscretion and loose gossip. He said he longed for a ‘strong

  captain’ to take control of the group. In reality, he prevented any captain from doing so by denying him sufficient scope, security or trust.




  So it’s worth recalling the long-term nature of Mike’s success as captain. He took over as captain of Middlesex in 1971 and the seasons of 1971, 1972, 1973, 1974 and 1975 slipped by

  without Middlesex winning the championship. Mike has privately told me that in those early seasons he often found the job very difficult. Did he have enough support? Was he

  changing the culture of the club in the ways he hoped? Results improved, but not always evenly. The graph was clearly pointing upwards, but its trajectory did not point inevitably towards a

  glorious era for Middlesex (let alone England) under Mike’s leadership.




  In that six-year period, Mike’s gift for patience was tested. So was the club’s. As I write this, only one of the eighteen captains of the first-class counties has been leader for

  six uninterrupted seasons. I am not arguing that there are dozens of Mike Brearleys out there, if only clubs would persevere with them. But it is clear that it took Mike a long time to establish

  all the elements of his captaincy at Middlesex – the success that subsequently underpinned his triumphs for England. If Middlesex had been less patient – or, put differently, less in

  need of stability and control from their captain – then England might have been deprived of their most iconic captain.




  Mike relates Raymond Illingworth’s judgement on him. ‘The luckiest of England captains,’ that was Illingworth’s curt assessment. In one crucial respect, Illingworth was

  right, but not in the way he meant. Illingworth’s argument was that Mike was lucky in his opponents, especially given that Australia were weakened by losing many top players to Kerry

  Packer’s World Series Cricket. A much more interesting aspect of Mike’s good fortune was its broader timing. Bear in mind the following two dates. In 1962, when the archaic distinction

  between amateurs and professionals was abolished, English cricket turned fully professional. In 1986, the England team appointed its first fully professional coach, Mickey Stewart. In other words,

  between 1962 and 1986, English cricket was fully professional but largely uncoached, in any formal sense of the term. The county clubs had players fully at their disposal – they owned their

  time, their attention and their livelihoods. But coaches had not yet been appointed to run the day-to-day organisation of the cricket. This was still the preserve of the

  captain.




  In effect, there was a golden age of captaincy, a period of unrivalled potential power and control. The players were available as never before, but they were still answerable largely to the

  captain rather than a coach. In a pattern repeated in the biographies of great men throughout history, Mike’s talents perfectly fitted the moment: his career spanned the years 1961 to 1983.

  Mike had the imagination to see how a captain could take control of the team and shape its collective personality.




  Control is the underlying theme of The Art of Captaincy. Mike admits to micro-managing every dimension of team life. At times, his style may have seemed ‘light-touch’. Beneath

  the surface, however, he was always tweaking the levers of influence. On being recalled as England captain in 1981, one of his first acts was to restore the pre-match warm-up and stretching

  routine. It is unimaginable today – when the England team’s back-room staff of physios and trainers numbers dozens – that this area of team life would be the preserve of the

  captain. Rightly or wrongly, the tripartite separation of power within a cricket team (between captain, selectors and the coaching staff) has moved gradually against the influence of the captain.

  Critics of modern captains lightly ignore a contradiction: modern captains certainly have less power than ever, yet they are still held solely accountable for decisions and tactics which must have

  originated, by definition of the power-sharing arrangements in all top teams, in discussions between captains and coaches.




  In this one respect, I question one of Mike’s assessments. He has sometimes implied to me that it must be nice for modern captains to have coaches to handle the duties (net rotas, dealing

  with medical staff, the practicalities of touring life) that he felt could wear a skipper down. I suspect, in contrast, that Mike used all these chores – however bland

  they seemed at the time – as ways of strengthening and reinforcing his influence. Leaders often feel the job would be more enjoyable if it was less all-consuming. Perhaps. But let’s not

  forget that the most enjoyable aspect of leadership is success. A smaller job is a less influential one.




  Mike’s position as the team’s unequivocal central figure also granted him another privilege: so long as he brought the team with him, he was, relatively speaking, left alone. Today,

  the coach expects to dissect the captain’s decision-making daily, indeed probably three times a day, at the end of each session. But the best captaincy, as Mike often points out, is

  spontaneous and adaptive. He quotes the adage, ‘How can I know what I think until I see what I say?’ Sometimes the best plan is experience, trust and intuition.




  Rereading The Art of Captaincy, only very occasionally did I feel aware of how much the game has changed. (At one point, Mike makes a case against banning ‘lob’ bowling!) And

  it is true that the beginning of Mike’s first-class career in 1961 is closer to W.G. Grace’s last formal cricket match (1914) than it is to today.




  Yet for the most part, Mike describes a timeless series of balances that always maintain the health of a team: between individualism and the group, between planning and intuition, between

  discipline and freedom, between conscious thought and sporting instinct, between intervention and letting people be, between canvassing opinion and being clearly in command.




  There is no right answer; the appropriate balance is always different according to the context. Only judgement, not theory, can help good captains be right more often than their rivals. One

  story from the book sums up Mike’s philosophy. A lionkeeper at Dublin Zoo had a remarkable record in breeding many lion cubs, but never losing one. Asked for his

  secret, he replied, ‘No two lion cubs are alike.’ ‘Like a good cricket captain,’ Mike adds, ‘he responded to each situation afresh.’




  In one central way, Mike’s captaincy was sui generis. Late in the book, he makes a quietly startling confession. Looking back over his career, he is ‘surprised at how much he

  wanted to win’. Here the psychoanalyst is assessing the cricketer. How could such a sophisticated, refined person spend such a large portion of his life dedicated to the grind and guts of

  opening the batting and, just as difficult, the relentless demands and challenges of captaincy? Wasn’t it all slightly beneath a man of his intelligence and breadth?




  The truth is that Mike is fiercely competitive. I’m reminded of Norman Mailer’s assessment of his friend and rival George Plimpton, who possessed ‘quietly buried competitive

  passion (large as Vesuvius, if smokeless)’.




  Far more typically with elite sportsmen, that degree of competiveness is expressed through their own individual performance. Yet from an early age Mike realised that captaincy, leading and

  guiding a group, offered a more complete form of victory.




  The tactical nous, underpinned by thousands of hours of observation and patience, all flowed from that starting point: desire, clarity of purpose, single-mindedness. Just like the gifts of a

  great batsman – only far, far rarer.




  Ed Smith, JANUARY 2015




  Ed Smith is the author of four books, including Luck – a fresh look at fortune (Bloomsbury). He played three Tests for England and captained Middlesex in 2007 and

  2008.




  





  Introduction to the thirtieth anniversary edition




  In the set-up of international cricket in the twenty-first century, when England (for example) have in and around the dressing room up to fifteen

  ancillary people – coaches, masseurs, dieticians, physiotherapists etc. – there are, nevertheless, times when the question of who should be captain becomes a matter of national

  importance, of front-page news.




  Of national importance too is the mental state of whoever currently occupies this often unenviable position, harried by at times stupid and intrusive questions, his every failing unsparingly or

  pityingly highlighted (sometimes simultaneously). ‘He spent the weekend hunkered down at home, not speaking to the media’, they said of Ed Miliband, embattled leader of the Opposition,

  a few months before the election of 2015, his ratings low. Of course he did! What else was he to do? Appear on TV, and with your voice, demeanour, gait – everything – irritate the

  public, your failings ever more apparent, like those of a spouse in an uneasy marriage; yet don’t appear, and you’re a coward, you evade straight challenges.




  In 2014, after the debacle of a 5–0 defeat in Australia, Alastair Cook was put through the wringer in this sort of way. His position was made harder by the fact that he had, for a

  year or so, been scoring far fewer runs than earlier, each dismissal avidly replayed and commented on; each change of bowling and field-placing dissected with suspicion.




  Like most current Test captains, reared in an era of central contracts and limited availability for county cricket, he had had little experience of captaincy before getting the England job. He

  had always looked the part of a future England captain – intelligent, reliable, presentable, and one of England’s most successful batsmen ever. His qualities of integrity,

  conscientiousness and responsibility have never been questioned, before or after. Whether he is sufficiently daring and shrewd to seize initiatives and impose himself on the game was a question

  sharply put to the test by Australia, by Mitchell Johnson, Ryan Harris, and the rest, and not conclusively answered then or since. On top of this came the dramatic sacking of Kevin Pietersen by the

  ECB (England and Wales Cricket Board), followed by the emerging charges by Pietersen, in his scathing autobiography, of bullying and unpleasantness in the England dressing room. His point of view

  was later backed up by one or two of his fans or friends.




  What Cook did reveal in the summer of 2014, when England lost to Sri Lanka, and were defeated at Lord’s by India after winning a vital toss, was a stubbornness and determination that one

  could only admire, and that endeared him to the cricketing public. The relief when he scored 95 at Southampton, in the Test following that Lord’s defeat, and when England won that match

  convincingly, was palpable.




  When I was captain, I used to think that the impertinent and ignorant questions were a sign of ineptness in the interviewers, fooling me to the top of my bent, as Hamlet put it; but now

  I’m not so sure. There is something relevantly testing in how you respond to rude or apparently naive questions; are you provoked into a tight-lipped defensiveness? Do you betray a telling

  arrogance? Are you reduced to pleading or irascibility? Can you find, amidst the hectic shards of anxiety and alleged failure, a place to be, if not serene, then at least solidly present, up for

  the next challenge, neither shrill nor uptight, neither manic nor depressed, optimistic but not triumphalist, bold and cautious? Do you, in short, have what it takes when the pressures

  mount, whether on the field or off it?




  But maybe we should also ask whether all this hubbub and publicity is a media-blown bubble? In the age of Directors of Cricket and Head Coaches, is captaincy still so important a role? The

  captain of a football team – football or rugby – has significance, no doubt, as exemplar and motivator of the team, but the title is to a much greater degree honorific than it is in

  cricket, and is widely regarded as such. In these sports the coach/manager is the boss, the creator of strategy, the tactician, the disciplinarian. In cricket there is at least the mystique of

  captaincy. Is it more than that?




  My answer is an unequivocal yes. The role of captain is more than a mystique or a puff of old-fashioned romanticism. And many of my reasons for this appear in this book.




  Here I will make one broad point. The game, and particularly in Test and other first-class formats, has not changed that much. The pitch is as it was, 22 yards long, the ball still weighs

  5½ ounces. The batsman scores runs, and gets out, in much the same ways. Batsmen are better protected, physically; they have better bats, and the boundaries are shorter. Their attacking

  resourcefulness has been enhanced by the proliferation of the shorter form of cricket, in particular through the introduction and popularity of T20 leagues. They have learned that they are now more

  likely to be given out lbw on the front foot, thanks to the new knowledge provided by cameras and the umpire review system now used almost universally in international

  cricket. But still they face a hard ball delivered at speeds approaching 100 mph, a ball that swings, seams and spins.




  For their part, bowlers still get tired, and have to work hard for their wickets. There have been new resources for them too, one of the biggest being the discovery of the art of reverse swing,

  which means that a skilful fast or fast-medium bowler can be an attacking force with an old ball, even or especially on dry pitches which in the past would have been regarded as graveyards for them

  once the new ball had lost its zip and bounce. And the doosra, that controversial but fascinating ‘other one’, has revolutionised spin bowling. Like its predecessor, the googly, the

  doosra enhances the game for players and spectators alike. Yet bowlers who have used it have often gained an unfair advantage over more orthodox spin bowlers. It is undoubtedly hard to bowl a

  doosra without considerable straightening of the elbow. What course cricket will take to deal with this conflict between the desire to allow fascinating innovation and the determination to keep a

  tight definition of throwing has yet to be seen.




  Despite these innovations and conflicts, cricket is still the game it always was, particularly in its Test match format. And all cricket is made up of discrete events, individual deliveries and

  overs, between which there are pauses in which thought can be brought to bear (or not). Cricket has always been a game played in the head as much as the body. Over time plans can be laid, carried

  through, or aborted. Each game goes on for a long time. There is, moreover, a limit to what a coach, a hundred yards or so distant from the action, can do to run things on the field. Given the

  distaste amongst cricket administrators and players alike for an American-style process of repeated time-outs, when coaches harangue teams and arrange the next plays,

  there is, psychologically and tactically, a need for a hands-on, close-to-the-action captaincy role involving both decision-making and motivation.




  There are at least five main reasons for putting a fielder in a particular place. The most obvious is for a catch that the bowler is aiming to induce. Jimmy Anderson’s slips are there for

  this reason. Second, the fielder is there to save runs. At the beginning of an innings, mid-off and mid-on are not primarily wicket-taking positions. They are there to stop easy runs being scored,

  and to give the bowler the confidence to pitch the ball up to enable it to swing. A third reason is to invite the batsman to play differently, to do things he doesn’t want to do. In 2008, on

  a turning pitch at Chennai, India scored 387 for four in the fourth innings of the match, with Sachin Tendulkar ending up on 103 not out, to defeat an England side who had both their spinners,

  Graeme Swann and Monty Panesar, playing. Watching from the Press Box, I felt that Pietersen (who was then captaining England in the second of the three Tests he was in charge for), allowed

  Tendulkar to score too easily with ones and twos to deep cover or to one or other of the several deep fielders on the leg side. Only once or twice was he tempted to hit over the top. My view was

  that having, on this slow pitch, four fielders on the boundary played to the batsman’s strengths, allowing him easy back-foot play. If, in order to keep the score moving, Tendulkar and others

  had been forced to hit over the top, they may still have won the match for India; but they would have had to take unwanted risks to do so. The fourth reason for placing a fielder in a certain

  position is to bluff the batsman, to make him expect one thing and get another, or to make him uncertain and preoccupied with some possible ploy when in fact nothing of the kind is intended. And,

  finally, one may put a fielder in a place in order to allow a bowler to be more confident, to ease his way into his task.




  Leadership generally, as with cricket captaincy in particular, most obviously comes into its own when things go wrong. Things can go wrong on the field, in terms of scores and results, or

  interpersonally, as with Pietersen. A few words about both.




  First, what can one do when things go wrong? I am increasingly impressed, in life in general as much as in cricket, with the need for resilience, resourcefulness, recognition of shortcomings

  along with a sense that things can be changed for the better, and a willingness to try things out and learn from the outcomes. And every person who has responsibility, at times, needs help.




  A person trying to fix a computer when old applications are incompatible with a new system has to have all these qualities, as does a fork-lift truck driver whose ancient vehicle has got stuck

  in the mud. They require resilience in the face of the difficulty. It helps if they have seen and either themselves dealt or helped others deal with similar situations – though they will also

  know, like Mr Flood (lion-keeper at Dublin Zoo, p. 245), that no two situations, no two lions, are (precisely) alike. They will not deny that things have gone wrong, sometimes caused by their own

  errors, but this knowledge will not preclude them from the creative thinking that goes beyond the routine. They can think out of the box, as well as logically within it. They are resourceful. They

  do not give up easily. As the CEO of a leading Japanese electronics firm once said on the radio: ‘I like problems; problems give chance of solutions’ – and he said it with such

  relish, with an almost naive enthusiasm, that one could only believe him, and be inclined to trust his willingness to face disappointment unflinchingly in his quest for better outcomes.




  As to interpersonal difficulties, a large part of a leader’s problems in any field comes from the relationships with one’s own team. A psychoanalytic

  colleague, considering whether to apply for a challenging job with disturbed patients in a mental hospital, asked a senior colleague for advice. The latter asked him: ‘Do your patients keep

  you awake at night?’ ‘Very rarely,’ replied the younger doctor. ‘And your colleagues? Do they keep you awake?’ came the pointed response. The implication is just.

  Some, nominally on our own side, our colleagues, get under our skins. There are those who successively get under the skins of whoever is in charge. Sometimes, but by no means always, these are

  amongst the most talented and skilful performers. Such a colleague was, it seems, Kevin Pietersen, and amongst the skins he got under as a sort of sleep-interfering irritant were those of Andy

  Flower and Andrew Strauss, as well as Cook’s. In recent times, the most common questions I have been asked when in the company of cricket followers were: ‘KP? What went wrong? Could it

  have been avoided? How would you have dealt with him?’




  These are not easy questions, and my overall answer is that I don’t know. One can’t know for sure without having tried. No two lions are alike and no two relationships (between

  captain and player) are alike either. Pietersen is not Ian Botham. And Botham was not always the Botham I encountered, at the beginning of his career, in his pomp as a player, irrepressible in his

  desire to compete with bat, ball and in the field.




  Back to 2008 and the Chennai Test match. This tour had been hastily rearranged in the face of the atrocious shootings in Mumbai a few weeks earlier. Instead of Tests in Mumbai and Ahmedabad, the

  new arrangement involved a long plane trip from Chennai in the south to a second Test in Mohali in the north. Enhanced security meant players and press all travelled in one

  plane. On board, I was moved from the back of the plane to the front, only to find myself sitting next to KP in the business-class section. I gathered that this was a move arranged by Giles Clark,

  Chair of the England and Wales Cricket Board, in the hope that I might talk to Pietersen about captaincy. The poor fellow, smartly track-suited, earphones securely clamped to his head, barely

  glanced at this old chap he found sitting next to him. I wasn’t sure he had a clue who I was. He nodded and went back to his music. This went on for forty-five minutes or so until,

  fortunately, lunch was served; the earphones came off. I think I introduced myself. He pleasantly asked if I’d enjoyed the recent match, and we started to talk. I asked him about his

  thoughts. He was generous, open. He told me what a privilege it had been to field at mid-on, with the best seat in the ground to watch the Little Master score yet another century. I commented on

  how much his graciousness and smile had meant to the disabled man who had ‘fielded’ a ball beyond the boundary rope that Pietersen had gone to collect; he told me that the Indian side

  paid for that man to go all over India to watch them play; and how this too had made him realise how lucky he himself was.




  Impressed and (to be honest) surprised by these expressions of humility, I decided to take the bull by the horns, and to tell him my views about his field-placings in that last innings,

  especially to Tendulkar. I emphasised the idea of trying to make the batsman do what he least wants to. He listened, asked a few things, did not become offended or defensive. In the next match, it

  seemed to me that he had taken on board some of my comments. I was encouraged, and thought that this personable man with a range of qualities, not least his apparent (and flattering) willingness to

  listen to me, might make it as England captain – only to hear, a few weeks later, along with the rest of the cricketing world, that he, along with coach Peter

  Moores, had been sacked from his role.




  The first part of my answer to ‘how would I have coped with KP’ is, then, to try to enlist him. I have no doubt whatever that my trying would have been disrupted from time to time.

  The people under whose skin he got were good people, sensible, constructive, intelligent thinkers about the game, totally committed to the good of the individuals and the team as a whole. I’m

  sure they had tried hard to enlist KP, his ideas and his support.




  I don’t know, close-up, the ins and outs of the dressing room and its environs. But I do know in general how insidious the impact of difficult team members can be. Sometimes there is a

  drip-drip of negativity and contempt. There may be a subtle or unsubtle undermining of authority, including, for instance, the enlistment of younger or disgruntled players. The difficult individual

  may have an insecurity that has to be covered up by a veneer of indifference or alienation. I felt, from a distance, that Pietersen was a bit gauche; he would say things for effect, and without

  much thinking. It is not unprecedented in cricket for tension, and even collisions, to occur between the more abrasive and overtly brash style of some white colonials and our more sardonic, even

  cynical, British ways. It is often hard to put one’s finger on such emotional enactments. They are rarely of a kind to be itemised in a public charge-sheet.




  What is more, such activities – and I’m not saying that KP was guilty of all this – are almost bound to elicit less than perfect responses from those in charge. We all react in

  our own ways, causing further reactions. Downhill slides or spirals are all too easy to get into, and all too hard to get out of.




  Pietersen may feel that he has been misunderstood and scapegoated. On the other side, the England authorities may feel that they did well to keep him onside, more or

  less, for 104 Tests and for more than ten thousand Test runs. As with other divorces, it’s often hard to know how to apportion blame. One thing is certain; such outcomes are sad, a

  disappointment to the individuals concerned, not to mention to the cricketing public, for whom he was always a batsman electrifying in his ability and power. It is, indeed, a central part of the

  job of coach, manager and captain to get the best out of a range of players, including those who make the job difficult. But sometimes, in the interests of the team, it may be necessary to admit

  defeat. Divorces aren’t always the worst outcome for a family. The team is bigger than any individual member.




  Finally, though cricket has not essentially changed over the last thirty years, have I? Would I write the book differently now? Have three decades as a psychoanalyst altered my view, radically?

  Do I subscribe to the regrets expressed by ‘if only I knew then what I know now; if only I could do now what I could do then’?




  One thing I do understand better: that it may be harder to lead oneself than others. Harder to provide for oneself that subtle mixture of freedom and control, spontaneity and planning, giving

  free rein and using the bit, than to supply it for others. It has been possible to see this with other players – Ian Botham needed someone to help him sort out when he should be bowling and

  when not, when to rein himself in and when to give himself licence. He needed someone to bounce off, to spar with, and to listen to. I sometimes feel that being a slow learner I might now be better

  able to encourage the moderate batsman-me to do moderately well in Test cricket rather than poorly.




  A second discovery is the significance of the element of mystery at the heart of the process of leadership. From time to time teams are magically transformed. For good

  teams, for much of the rest of the time, something good enough happens; there may be no magic but people rub along together, doing the right things often enough, helping each other along. And in

  such teams the moments of potential crisis are dealt with soon enough, or moderated by the whole team, or borne with and repaired by enough good will, for them not to cause too much harm.




  Occasionally, someone has to go; time is required, new influences come in, and older cynical ones leave the scene. There are no final states of happiness, no eternal functioning on an even keel.

  Boats are buffeted, thrown off course, need repair, meet stormy seas. There are, in the short and the long term, inevitable phases of crisis, drama, calm, and aimlessness. Nothing stands still for

  long. There is no recipe. Some leaders thrive in crises, some on hard work and stabilisation in periods of relative peace and well-being. And no one can quite ‘pluck the heart of (the)

  mystery’, as Hamlet (almost) said to the spying Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. There is always an incalculable mix of qualities in tension with each other: hard work and letting go, conscious

  planning and gut feeling, conviction and an empty stage, containment and confrontation.




  How quite this can happen is incalculable. Nothing is guaranteed. One cannot pluck the heart of the mystery.




  Mike Brearley, JANUARY 2015




  





  Introduction




  ‘Why do so many players want to be captain?’ Derek Underwood wondered, perplexed. It is a good question. A French general was once tactlessly asked, after a

  famous victory, if it hadn’t really been won by his second-in-command. He thought for some time before answering. ‘Maybe so,’ he replied. ‘But one thing is certain: if the

  battle had been lost I would have lost it.’




  In 1981, shortly after being recalled as England’s captain, I had a letter which read curtly:




  

    

      

        

          

            

              

                Dear Brearley,




                There is an old Italian proverb:




                if you want to know that a fish is bad look at its head,




                Yours sincerely . . .


              


            


          


        


      


    


  




  A captain is held responsible when things go wrong; and any rottenness in him spreads through the whole organism. Moreover, he tends to feel responsible when the side

  does badly. He may of course be right. But there may also have been nothing more that he could have done.




  Captaincy can be a hassle. At the level of county cricket, the captain is responsible (in most cases) for how long everyone practises in the nets, for insisting on or

  making optional physical exercises during rain-affected days, for arranging cars and passengers for away trips; and so on. He may delegate some of these jobs, but disputes or problems will be

  referred back to him. In club cricket, the captain has to deal with last-minute withdrawals from the team (as when the long-distance lorry-driver phones from Turin on a Saturday morning warning

  that he might be late – an example I was recently told). He has to ensure that everyone gets to the ground; and after smiling at the opposition during the match is supposed to entertain them

  after it.




  What is more, cricket captains do not have the luxury of being elevated above the activity of those they lead. It is easier for a football manager to ‘play God’, to read the riot act

  to the players, because he does not have to perform himself. Sales managers don’t sell, foremen don’t hump bricks. All cricket captains bat and field, and some bowl. We receive repeated

  intimations of our own fallibility.




  Despite all this, there are, as Underwood implies, many who aspire to the job. Why, incidentally, do so many more regard themselves as potential captains now than, say, thirty years ago? It is

  an interesting sociological question which I look at in Chapter Two. The fact is that there are plenty of us who feel that we know best and like the idea of putting that ‘knowledge’

  into practice. It is more agreeable to tell others what to do than to be told what to do. We like being bossy.




  We also prefer stimulation to mental inactivity. There are those who, as Ranjitsinhji wrote in The Jubilee Book of Cricket, ‘grow grey in the service of the game and are

  astonishingly ignorant about it’. These cricketers are content to leave tactics, man-management and the rest to others. Between innings they play poker or flick through

  magazines. They prefer being punted in a gondola through Venice to organising the trip and planning the route. But we actual and potential captains are a very different breed. We are struck by the

  length of time that may elapse between one knock and the next. Above all, we are fascinated by the complexity and variety of the game. We see that, tactically and psychologically, there is infinite

  scope for sense, sensitivity and flair. There are also, necessarily, almost unlimited ways in which we can go wrong.




  For various reasons, the role of leadership is more significant in cricket than in any other sport. In the first place even in its shortest form each game lasts too long, and its pace is too

  slow, for excitement and intuition to achieve all or most of a team’s aims.




  Then, changes in conditions and climate make an enormous difference to what is tactically required or possible. Just as the batting and bowling skills needed for playing on a dead strip of baked

  earth at Karachi are a world apart from those called for on a bouncy ‘flier’ at Perth or on an old-style ‘sticky-dog’ at Brisbane or on a damp, green pitch in murky light at

  Manchester, so the tactics will have to be equally diverse. Even on one day, in one place, the ball may suddenly start to swing when the atmosphere changes, and the new ball offers totally

  different opportunities for attack from one fifty overs old. Hand in hand with this versatility in tactics goes the requirement of flexibility in approach by the players and, above all, by the

  captain. Like the conductor of an orchestra, he determines the attitude of the players and of the team as a whole to each situation.




  I have mentioned two factors that help to differentiate cricket from other sports and make the leader’s contribution more crucial, one to do with time-span and tempo, the other to do with variation in conditions. The whole book will, in part, constitute an extension, in detail, of this claim. At this point, I will merely add one other feature: the variety of

  roles within a team.




  Unlike a rowing eight, a cricket eleven works only by dint of differentiation. The skills, like the shapes and sizes of their owners, are diverse. I have always felt it to be one of the charms

  of the game that it accommodates the vast Colin Milburn and the svelte Michael Holding, the towering Joel Garner and the tiny Gundappa Viswanath. Amongst the fielders, we need skilful specialists

  in the slips; and agile, deft movers halfway out. We need courageous close fielders; and good runners and throwers in the deep. There is the wicket-keeper, whose job is unique and calls for at

  least a book to do justice to its subtleties and range. A well-balanced side will have steady batsmen as well a brilliant ones; Desmond Haynes as well as Viv Richards. Indeed, Peter Roebuck, who

  for many years went in at Number Four for Somerset, described his job as staying in long enough to prevent Richards (the Number Three) and Ian Botham (at Number Five) from being at the crease

  together: for when they were, Botham would try to hit the ball further, and higher, than Richards, and their partnerships, though dynamic and unnerving to opposition bowlers and captains, were

  unproductive. Roebuck’s role was as vital to the team as it was unspectacular. The range in bowling skills is equally diverse, from fast to slow, with all the variations of swing, cut, bounce

  and spin.




  The captain must know how to deploy whatever skills his players have at their disposal. He must enable them to widen their own range, to have the confidence to experiment. (My last remark, like

  many generalisations, is a partial truth, and the partial truth expressed by its opposite also needs saying: he must sometimes discourage experimentation in a batsman or a

  bowler, and insist upon a dogged orthodoxy.) In short, a captain must get the best out of his team by helping them to play together without suppressing flair and uniqueness.




  Cricket’s range separates it from a sport such as rowing. Apart from the cox, eight men (or women) have much the same job as each other, and that job does not vary greatly over the period

  of the race. Each oarsman submerges himself in the whole, and much of his pleasure derives from being part of an efficient machine. The cox takes over each person’s decision-making; he

  becomes the mind for a single body. But even he has few parameters within which to exercise his thought.




  Or take a sport that is much closer to cricket: baseball. Both have individual duels within the setting of a team game. Both have ‘throwers’ and ‘strikers’, speed of

  delivery and swing or curve. Yet the scoring arc of baseball is 90°, a quarter of cricket’s; in cricket the ball bounces, which produces a whole new world of deviation and trajectory; and

  the pitcher’s assistants, his fielders, are deployed in relatively unchanging positions, while the bowler’s are scattered about in all sorts of patterns, sometimes clustered together

  and nearly all behind the batsman, sometimes higgledy-piggledy and nearly all in front of him, in as many different arrangements as there are shapes of the cricket grounds themselves, which may be

  round, oval, rectangular or, more likely, any old shape. Canterbury even has a large tree inside the playing area, while Lord’s drops eight feet from one side to the other. It is no accident

  that cricket’s literature is richer than that of rowing or baseball.




  What is surprising is that so little has been written about the art of captaincy. There are excellent chapters by Ranjitsinhji, Sir Donald Bradman and others. The only study I know of that deals

  specifically, and in an informed and perceptive way, with cricket captaincy is Ray Illingworth’s little book, but even that is slight; of its 118 pages thirty-three deal

  in a chatty way with the qualities of a few individuals.




  The discovery of this curious gap in the literature was one motive for the present attempt. But however prolific the bibliography had been I think I would still have been tempted to add to it.

  For one thing, it was a great privilege to captain Middlesex for twelve years, and England on four tours and in thirty-one Tests, and I should like to be able to convey something of the fascination

  of the job at this level. But my own fascination with tactics began decades before. I have loved the game for as long as I can remember, and would, like many youngsters, persuade anyone to come and

  bowl to me, even, as a last resort, my great-aunt. From a very early age, my father was instilling in me not only a straight bat and a pointed left elbow (which had a suspiciously Yorkshire

  quality) but also a sense of who was bowling and why someone else should have been; of where certain fielders stood and why they ought to have been elsewhere (though no doubt these

  ‘oughts’ would have been misplaced during the three years that my father was himself captain of Brentham Cricket Club, in Ealing, while I grew from eight years old to eleven).




  My earliest memory of being a captain goes back to the football field, and a match between City of London School Under-12s against Forest School. We considered Forest pretty hot stuff, so

  we were surprised and pleased to be holding them at 0–0 shortly before half-time. Then came the excruciatingly exciting moment; we were awarded a penalty, by the Forest ref. Penalties were

  almost unheard of in those days and at that level, but were glamorous and dramatic so we had practised them for hours. Just as school cricket captains open both batting and bowling, football

  captains take penalties; this I knew, in the safely hypothetical time before the Actual Penalty, and I had even gone so far as to develop my own style, wrong-footing the

  goalkeeper by using the outside of my right foot. So far so good. But when the whistle blew, and Mr Lodge – a delightful man, I discovered, whom years later I occasionally met at first-class

  cricket grounds – pointed at the spot, I panicked. I dashed around asking everyone who should take the penalty. (‘Please say me. Please don’t say me’). I tried to persuade

  the other ‘star’ – Warren Pantzer, the centre-half – to face the fearful responsibility. In the end, it had to be me. Needless to say, all subtlety about placing the ball or

  using the outside of the foot had completely disappeared from my mind. I just ran at the ball and kicked it as hard as I could in the general direction of the goal. What happened next shows the

  curious state I was in. The ball hit the bar and bounced back. I knew well the rule that states that after the penalty kick some other player much be the next to touch the ball. At that instant, I

  remember both realising the fact with perfect clarity and quite cold-bloodedly gambling on Mr Lodge’s not knowing it; so I kicked the ball into the net. I was wrong about Mr Lodge, and

  the final score was: Forest 5 – City of London 0.




  Even as I write this, I tremble and sweat from reliving the anxiety of the awful moment as well as from embarrassment at my absolute lack of coolness, followed swiftly by misguided coolness.

  Captaincy material, was I? It is hard to believe.




  Thirty years on, I am nervous, though less so, at the challenge of trying to put into words something of the possibilities of the art of captaincy. This book also makes a bridge between one

  career and another. It is an effort at capturing part of the essence of what played a big part in my life for a long time.




  This book is not, though, an autobiography. If I have taken examples from my own experience, that is because these are the examples whose detail I know best. Nor is it a

  history of captaincy, which I am not qualified to write. Nor again is it a handbook on captaincy, though I hope that captains young and old may find in it practical hints that will help them,

  whatever their level, despite the fact that the book deals mainly with the first-class game.




  So much for what the book is not: what is it? If the word did not call to mind ancient, dusty and probably unreadable tomes, I would call it a ‘treatise on captaincy’. I hope,

  too, that it will turn out to contribute to broader discussions about the interactions of individuals and groups and, in particular, about the relations between leaders and led. Some of the

  contents will be familiar to the managers who have listened to – and contributed to – my seminars on leadership and motivation.




  I should like to end this introduction with an appeal to any would-be captains among my readers: please don’t be put off by my going on about how many ways one can go wrong! Much of what I

  say will be a reminder of what you all know already, but perhaps have not put into words. Parts of the book may consist of ideas, ploys, aspects of the job which have not occurred to you before. It

  is often easier to describe sickness than health, defects rather than perfection. An occupational hazard for a coach, for example, is to harp on about the faults in a youngster’s batting or

  bowling instead of stressing his strengths. Nevertheless, an account of good batting will include much about batsmen’s shortcomings, and an account of health will talk about diseases. The

  danger is that just as one who embarks on the latter may end up a hypochondriac, so someone who reads my book may give up any idea of becoming a captain.




  Please don’t! Learning about indigestion need not stop us eating, though it may change our habits of eating. We should never give up what we enjoy because we discover

  that it is more complex and difficult than we realised. Most things are. Think of batting; or having children! Two of the greatest pleasures of life have innumerable snares.




  Captaincy is difficult. But we must also do justice to a quite opposite criticism of the book, that I make complex something essentially straightforward. A man said to me recently,

  ‘Motivation is basically simple; it’s a matter of bringing the best out of people.’ Batsmen may be overcoached; it is said of Ian Botham that he is a wonderfully natural

  cricketer. As Kapil Dev remarked recently, ‘There is no room for copying anyone else’s play at Test level.’ Without doubt we have to be natural to be captains, too; we must

  be ourselves. Every good captain leads his side in his own way, as suits his own personality. He must be willing to follow his hunches. The captain, like the batsman or the mother, is impeded and

  stilted in his performance if his head is constantly cluttered up with theories.




  The trouble is that not every spontaneous response is appropriate or valid. How can a mother ‘behave naturally’ if what she longs to do is strangle her brat? Or a batsman if,

  whenever a slow bowler tosses one up, he is irresistibly tempted to slog it over mid-wicket? It is true that captaincy is at best often a matter of intuition; but only if the intuition has been

  honed and trained and developed along the right lines. The heart must be in the right place, but so must the mind and its attention to detail.




  The kindest, or perhaps most flattering, remark made about me as a captain was in an article by Mihir Bose. He wrote that my Brahminical attention to detail managed to avoid fussiness because

  the spirit of my captaincy was sound. The principle is right, though the Middlesex players who played under me would by no means all, or always, have agreed with its

  application. It also leads me to my next question: how does a captain think?




  





  1




  Captaincy in action




  What sort of things do go on in the captain’s head? And what makes thinking difficult for him?




  As captain, you sometimes feel the whole operation is on the verge of collapse. You are swayed by conflicting demands: both short-term and long-term, tactical and psychological: amongst your own

  players one is fuming, another sulking: your opponents are rampant, or perhaps eking out their resources better than you feel they should be. Even the umpires may add to your confusion.




  At Perth, in 1978, during the second Test, there was a brief period on the third day, in which I felt under siege from all directions. We had scored 309 in our first innings, on a pitch that had

  helped seam bowlers. Our own bowlers had made excellent use of the conditions to reduce Australia to 128 for eight. At this point, Peter Toohey, who was playing well and had reached 50, was joined

  by Geoff Dymock – a tail-ender with no great pretensions to batting but with a competent defence, especially when able to push forward in safety.




  Our problems started when we tried to give Dymock the strike, by allowing Toohey a single at the start of the over. This was reasonable enough in theory, but in practice the policy can

  have drawbacks. Toohey turned Hendrick to long-leg, for instance: the ball went between two deep fielders, and the batsmen scuttled back for two. Next ball he took the

  offered single. Then a leg-bye enabled the batsmen to change ends again. We were playing eight-ball overs in that series so less than half the over had gone by, Toohey had strike again, and four

  runs had already been scored, none of which might have accrued with orthodox fields.




  However, we did succeed in keeping Toohey from most of the strike; I discovered later that he received only twenty-two balls while Dymock faced fifty-three. Our problem was getting rid of

  Dymock. The ball was by now softer, and the sun had eased the pitch. The irrational furore that had erupted six months earlier, when Bob Willis had hit Iqbal Qasim, the Pakistan night-watchman, in

  the face, had led to an undue namby-pambiness about bouncers being bowled at tail-enders. In the current series Graham Yallop, the Australian captain, and I, had to agree before each match which

  tail-enders were exempt from bouncers and which were allowed a certain leeway. (The situation was absurd; it was like requiring Don Bradman to bat with one arm behind his back against second-string

  bowlers.) Anyway, in this Test, Dymock had been designated a borderline case in this respect: he was to have impunity from bouncers to begin with, but if he hung around for a while we were to be

  allowed to bowl him some.




  As Dymock’s assurance increased I said to umpire Robin Bailhache that I thought he warranted a bouncer or two. Bailhache agreed, but told me to make sure they were occasional. (I’m

  surprised that he didn’t insist on the bowler waving a red flag to let the batsman know when it was coming.) I also reverted to orthodox field-placing for Toohey. I felt that some of our

  momentum had left us – the necessary tension and urgency can be hard to sustain in bowler and fielders alike when several fielders are thrown back to allow a single.

  This change was costly, however, as the batsmen took ten runs off an over from John Lever, and fourteen – all pulls by Toohey – off the next, intemperately bowled by Ian Botham. He was

  annoyed at being told to pitch the ball up to Dymock, and then only being allowed one bouncer in eight balls at him; but as this over was the sixty-fifth and the second new ball was due at the end

  of it Botham’s attempt to prove a point with Toohey was particularly inappropriate.




  We took the new ball. As he handed it to me, the other umpire, Tom Brooks, said, ‘We don’t think you should bowl bouncers at Dymock with the new ball.’ I refused to accept

  this, arguing that it was my decision, not theirs. Brooks replied that it was the umpires’ responsibility to ensure that tail-enders did not get hurt. I disagreed again: in my view,

  anyone who walks to the crease accepts a risk. The umpires should prevent sheer intimidation, and should be prepared to step in to protect a tail-ender who clearly cannot defend either himself or

  his wicket. The mere threat of a bouncer often makes a man play differently, and less well. My conversation with the umpires was amiable: but the outcome was a blunt confrontation. I refused to

  instruct our bowlers not to bowl bouncers at Dymock, and they threatened to report me if we did.




  Meanwhile Willis, who was to bowl the next over, was indignant with Botham. His main concern was that I shouldn’t let him bowl any more. ‘Don’t give the new ball to Guy;

  he could go for twenty an over.’ When I arrived at slip, Botham was fuming too. He wanted revenge on Toohey. Meanwhile Lever was disgruntled at being taken off – after only two overs

  – for Willis, and the umpires were threatening to report me. And we were in a winning position! To restore some sanity to the proceedings, I told Hendrick to get

  loose to bowl the next over.




  As it happened, Hendrick bowled Dymock with his second ball, so the matter went no further, and we could all calm down; but how far my decision was the outcome of reason I don’t know.

  Hendrick was certainly the most economical of our seam bowlers; he was also the most phlegmatic and the least likely to bowl bouncers at anyone.




  Certainly it is a requirement of captaincy not to panic in such situations. Another failing is to be reduced to helplessness. However bad things are there are always options that would be less

  catastrophic than others. I remember feeling close to impotence in the World Cup final in 1979, when Collis King and Viv Richards cut loose. Admittedly we had to bowl Geoff Boycott, Graham Gooch or

  Wayne Larkins for twelve overs, which was, in those conditions, like attacking tanks with pea-shooters. But it was a mistake to ask Larkins, of the three, to bowl at all. He was out of both

  practice and confidence. His two overs cost 26 runs.




  A captain can be saved from tactical or other mistakes by sound advice, given at the right moment. Or the timely word may crucially restore a bowler’s confidence. On the last day of the

  Headingley Test in 1981 Dennis Lillee and Ray Bright were, at the last gasp, clawing back the game for Australia by their robust and shrewd batting. Willis, who had rampaged his way through the

  main Australian batsmen, was suddenly and momentarily uncertain. Lillee had flicked him over the slips for four, and cut him for two more boundaries. When Bob over-adjusted his line Lillee helped

  him off his legs for a three. The pair had taken Australia from 75–8 to 110–8 in a mere four overs. I knew, too, that Bob rarely bowled his best against the great fast bowler: a failing

  that stemmed, he thought, not only from the latter’s ability to improvise with the bat, but also from the unnerving realisation that he himself could become a helpless

  target when the roles were reversed. During a single over in 1974 two of Lillee’s deliveries had narrowly missed his nose as he played robotically forward; his plight looked so desperate that

  Greg Chappell came up from slip to implore Bob not to keep lunging suicidally down the pitch.




  Now, at this tense moment, with Australia only 21 runs short of victory, Bob needed some clear word from me: something more definite than mere encouragement. As I walked towards him before the

  start of his next over, Mike Gatting ran up to me. ‘Tell him to bowl straight at Dennis,’ he said. ‘It doesn’t matter what length.’ I realised he was right, and

  said just that to Bob. Four balls later, Lillee scooped the ball – a straight, well-pitched-up delivery – towards mid-on, and Gatting himself raced in, dived and caught the ball inches

  above the ground.




  Advice may, of course, be misguided; and it is then the captain’s fault if he follows it. World Cup Final again. At tea, we were 79–0 off twenty-five overs. The target was another

  208 runs from thirty-five overs, five of them to be bowled by the potentially weak link in the West Indies’ attack, Richards or King. Batting: Boycott and Brearley. To come: Randall, Gooch,

  Gower, Botham, Larkins and Edmonds (not to mention Old, Taylor and Hendrick). The tactics? Plain as a pikestaff, one would have thought: to go all out for a rate of six an over from the first over

  after tea, aiming at seven or more against Richards/King.




  What happened? In the next thirteen overs we scored 50 runs, Richards conceding only 23 off six overs; then Garner – whose hand when he delivers the ball comes from above the signboards at the Nursery End – took five wickets in eleven balls. We collapsed from 129–0 to 192 all out.




  Why? When we walked off for the tea interval on the lovely midsummer afternoon we felt that we had done pretty well: 79–0 was preferable to 90–3. Our score was, I felt, a

  launching-pad for an onslaught. The rest of the team were buoyant and enthusiastic. After downing several glasses of iced lemon squash, I started to discuss our tactics as I changed clothes and

  tried to rub myself dry with a towel. I had two cups of tea and a rock cake. I rolled a couple of cheese sandwiches up in a paper napkin in anticipation of my dismissal and as a bulwark against

  champagne, ours or the West Indies’. And I was talked out of my plan.




  My idea was that we should have a hit. I would tell Boycott to look to score faster, while I myself would take any number of risks. But one of the lessons of one-day cricket that has been

  learned by us professionals with difficulty is the value of having wickets in hand. All too often teams have thrown games away by outright slogging.




  With this in mind, Botham pressed me not to take too many chances: we still had a long way to go. And Randall, similarly, with his ‘Carry on, skip, it’s magic’, urged

  moderation. I doubt if I asked Boycott, because I knew how reluctant he was to throw caution to the wind; but the advice that was uttered echoed his unvoiced approach, and I was swayed. Not that it

  would ever have been easy to score 287 in sixty overs against Holding and Roberts, Garner and Croft, however flat the pitch. Pakistan had made a brave effort to chase a big score – 294

  – in the semi-final at the Oval, but despite brilliant innings of 81 by Majid Khan and 93 by Zaheer Abbas they too had fallen increasingly behind the rate required and ended 43 runs

  short.




  There is no guarantee that if I had stuck to my original plan the outcome would have been different; but our chances would have been a little better as Gooch, Gower,

  Botham and the others would have had some space in which to play themselves in.




  In fact, the decision-making process is often a matter of ideas being thrown in, played with, criticised, until it is hard to say whose idea it is that the captain eventually acts on

  – and is judged by. In retrospect, it is easier to recall the spectacular successes and defeats rather than the buzz of reflection, intuition, bluff and memory that actually makes up the

  job.




  John Lever once maintained that one of a bowler’s main weapons is a good memory. I should like to bask in a couple of dismissals that depended on that, together with freakish good fortune.

  In 1982 we played a weakened Nottinghamshire side at Trent Bridge. The pitch helped bowlers, and once we had scored 383 in our first innings we were in a strong position. The main danger-man would

  be Clive Rice, the fine South African all-rounder. In their first innings Norman Cowans, our young fast bowler, was making the ball lift from a little short of a length around Rice’s

  off-stump. I noticed that Rice was looking to force the ball away off the back foot. Two years before we had caught him in the slips from this shot; but I could also remember the ball sailing over

  the slips from a thicker edge. So I moved Radley from orthodox gully to a rarely used position, behind fourth or fifth slip, perhaps twenty-five yards from the bat. Next time the batsman tried the

  shot the ball flew precisely to Radley.




  When Notts followed on, Rice’s dismissal was even more fortuitous. We tried the same ploy as in the first innings, but by now the pitch was less bouncy, and Cowans not quite so fast, so I

  switched Radley to a deepish backward short-leg. Rice favours a flick off his legs which can go in the air in this direction. Roland Butcher had caught him in that position

  in 1977. With much display, I adjusted Radley’s location, and he, entering into the joke, exaggeratedly marked it with his boot. Lo and behold, in the same over, Rice clipped the ball

  straight to him.




  I need hardly stress that one is rarely so fortunate as this; but we may as well enjoy such manoeuvres when they work.




  I also still squirm to think of opportunities missed, of hunches not acted on. In 1967, on the Under-25 tour of Pakistan, our first representative match was on a fine batting pitch at

  Lahore. Pat Pocock, the Surrey off-spinner, took a wicket, and Mushtaq Mohammad came in. He was the best batsman in the opposing side; but I knew that he tended to stab at the ball early in his

  innings. I wanted Pocock to have a short square-leg, in case he did this and the ball turned, but Pocock preferred not to risk a man there: I let him have his way. Sure enough, a few deliveries

  later, Mushtaq hastily pushed forward, and the ball lobbed up in a gentle arc from bat to pad to where the short-leg would, and should, have been. Mushtaq gave us no second chance, and scored

  132.




  By contrast with this, it is arguable that I sometimes put too much pressure on the bowlers by wanting over-attacking fields. Mike Kirkman, a leg-spinner who played only a few first-class

  matches, remembers me doing this to him at Cambridge, way back in 1963. I apparently insisted on a silly-point, and refused him a deep extra-cover – and this against Rohan Kanhai on an easy

  Fenner’s pitch! Dermott Monteith, the Irish slow left-arm bowler who played occasionally for Middlesex, felt that I made him nervous by moving his one-saving man at short fine-leg to a

  catching position before he had relaxed and found a rhythm. John Emburey, Phil Edmonds and Geoff Miller all felt similarly early in their careers; though for the most part

  they would agree that they had to learn to bowl with attacking fields sooner or later. Such matters of timing, confidence and degree of attack are delicate issues on which there may well be no

  clear-cut answers.




  Similar problems arise with regard to the dilemma between orthodoxy and experiment. In 1981, in a Sunday League match, Lancashire needed over 100 runs in the last twelve overs, and I told our

  bowlers to adopt what was then the orthodox policy in such situations – to keep bowling straight and pitch the ball fairly well up.




  The rationale is, in part, that if the batsman misses the ball he is out. The old Middlesex and England leg-spinner Jim Sims used to drum this into my head when I went to Lord’s for

  coaching as a schoolboy of sixteen. ‘Michael,’ he would say, in his surreptitious, confidential manner, ‘a straight ball has a certain lethal quality about it.’ Here Jim

  would pause, before delivering the dramatic summing-up from the corner of his mouth: ‘If you miss it you’ve ’ad it.’ He also told me that he had once taken eight wickets

  against Sussex at Lord’s, which the Evening Standard had described as ‘Sims takes eight wickets with long-hops’. ‘What they failed to say,’ he said, ‘was

  that six of them long-’ops were straight long-’ops.’




  A second reason for bowling straight and well-up against batsmen who are hitting out is that one can control the direction in which the batsman hits the ball; it is hard to hit such deliveries

  square with or behind the wicket, whereas short-of-a-length bowling can be pulled or cut, hoiked or deflected, in any direction.




  On this occasion, however, Clive Lloyd was batting; we were able to control the direction of his shots, but not their distance. Lloyd kept hitting the ball for six, or so hard along the ground that it would beat defensive fields, and Lancashire eventually won off the last ball. I felt that we should not have allowed them to win, despite Lloyd’s immense power

  and skill, and I think my policy was too rigid. We ought to have varied our bowling more, experimenting, perhaps, with an occasional bouncer or slower ball; or to have switched to bowling outside

  his off-stump when the shorter boundary was on the leg-side. Simon Hughes, our young quick bowler, asked me if he could try a slower ball or a bouncer in the last over, from which nine were needed,

  but I told him not to take the chance.




  I shall have much more to say about tactics in later chapters. The examples that I have given show clearly enough that the captain must be alive to different possibilities of attack and defence,

  of experiment and conventionality. They have also shown how there is, or should be, a constant interaction between the captain and other players. It is his responsibility to sort out good from bad

  advice, and to know when to, and when not to, seek it. It is also an important facet of captaincy to be able to deal with many conflicting demands at the same time.




  The captain may also have to pay attention to the role that a certain player has in a team. Roles may be restrictive or enabling. For instance, Bob Willis had, in 1981, been the spearhead of

  England’s attack for a decade. But during the previous two years there were periods when his ability to bowl fast appeared to be waning. At the same time, Graham Dilley had been emerging as a

  genuinely fast bowler, but he was still raw and had, in Willis’s words, to be mothered and used mainly in short spells. Moreover, in 1980 and 1981 Ian Botham could be depended on less to bowl

  reliably and aggressively for long periods.




  All these factors meant that, in the early part of the 1981 season, Bob was called upon to bowl more overs in a day than before. It was impossible for him to keep going

  flat out throughout. He had therefore begun to aim more for accuracy than for speed. His role in the attack had gradually, and without explicit recognition, changed from that of the front-line

  strike bowler to being – partially at least – a stock bowler.




  In the first innings of the Headingley Test Bob had bowled pretty well, but without taking a wicket. He had not reached maximum pace, partly for the reasons already mentioned, partly too because

  he was anxious about even more no-balls if he aimed for that final edge of speed. On the evening before the last day, when Botham’s prodigious innings had given us an outside chance, we

  talked in the bar. Willis himself made the crucial suggestion that in the first innings we had been too concerned to bowl a good length and let the pitch ‘do’ the rest. Shouldn’t

  we, and he in particular, bowl faster and straighter? I agreed. Graham Gooch underlined the point. ‘Even Gatt is harder to bat against when he really runs in,’ he said. I told Bob to

  forget about no-balls, the thought of which had made him hold back. On a pitch with such uneven bounce the harder the ball hits it the more devastating its variations will be. Moreover, bowling on

  the next day would be an all-or-nothing affair, a huge effort without thought of conservation of energy.




  We were, in effect, restoring Bob’s old role to him. The effect was spectacular – eight wickets for 43 runs, and a nail-biting win by 19 runs.




  I should like to end this chapter by looking at this final, dramatic innings from my own point of view, as captain, to indicate the sorts of consideration that entered into my decisions.




  The first question was, who should open the bowling? We had four seamers for the match, and in the first innings I had started with Willis and Old. Willis and Dilley had

  both preferred to come up the hill from the Football Stand End, with the wind slightly behind them, while Old and Botham wanted the other end. Such an amiable division is rare; as the match went

  on, and the wind veered, there was a time when all four were keen to bowl from the Kirkstall Lane End. At times a captain has to point out to his bowlers that someone has to bowl the other end, and

  that batsmen cannot choose theirs: but hills and winds do make a considerable difference. Running downhill, a bowler is liable to bowl no-balls, over-pitch and generally lose control. Running up

  the hill, on the other hand, a bowler may find himself under-pitching, straining to get to the crease and, especially if the wind too is against him, he may lose his fire.




  By the last day of the match the wind and the bowlers’ preferences were again as they had been on the first, but I chose to open with Dilley and Botham. I felt Dilley’s batting (he

  had scored a brave 56) had lent him confidence. He had a high wicket-taking rate with the new ball. I also thought that if the match became tense it would be impossible to expect him to bowl his

  first spell when we had few runs to play with. I would give him two or three overs in which to click; if he didn’t, I would bring Willis on early. The other choice was also influenced by what

  had happened so far. Botham’s bowling, like his batting, had been transformed. If anyone could create a miracle it was he. As he took off his pads, undefeated on 149, I reminded him of our

  conversation before the match in which I had commiserated with him for the way in which he had been harassed and pursued by the media. I had added, half-joking, that he would probably score a

  century and take twelve wickets in the match! Now, almost a week later, I mentioned that he still owed us six wickets.




  Well before we went on to the field, I told all four fast bowlers who would be starting. I made a brief exhortatory speech to the team before we went out. ‘More aggression, more

  liveliness, more encouragement for the bowlers,’ I said. ‘They’re the ones who are nervous now.’ I think I also said then what I had said at the end of the first

  day’s play, when Australia were 210–3: ‘On this pitch, a side could be bowled out for 90.’




  Botham’s first ball was a long-hop, his second a half-volley, and Graeme Wood hit both for four. In the third over, we had a stroke of luck; Wood misjudged a half-volley from Botham and

  edged to Taylor. Despite these three bad balls, Botham was bowling well, but without sharp movement or real pace. I was more worried about Dilley. His first two overs went for 11 runs. I decided to

  take him off. Moreover, he told me he was feeling a thigh strain. I sent him off to have Bernard Thomas, the team’s physiotherapist, look at it. He was soon back on the field, strapped up,

  with the message that he could bowl through the injury if needed.




  For the sixth over I gave the ball to Willis. He said, ‘Faster and straighter, right?’ I nodded. At once he bowled well, coming up the hill as he wished.




  The wind should have helped Botham’s outswing; in fact, the ball was swinging little in the bright sunshine. Trevor Chappell and John Dyson struggled on, beaten from time to time, but

  nudging runs here and there. As we had decided before the innings began, we kept a third man and a fine-leg to stop the edges and deflections from going for too many runs over the fast

  outfield.




  After he had bowled five overs, Willis said to me, ‘Give me a go at the other end.’ I had just replaced Botham with Old at the other end, hoping, probably

  vainly, that he might be able to swing the ball out. My reaction, playing for time, was ‘You mean you’ve had enough of coming uphill into the wind?’ This acknowledged

  Willis’s problem (the wind had again veered slightly) without committing myself. The response probably also expressed irritation that he should suddenly prefer the other end and thereby make

  my plans less clear-cut. Willis replied, grumpily, ‘Okay, I’ll carry on here then.’




  During the next over, Old’s second, I put Willis’s question to Bob Taylor and Botham. They favoured giving Willis the choice of ends. Ian said, ‘He’s looked our most

  dangerous bowler.’ I agreed. We must give Willis his head. I indicated as much by signalling to him down at fine-leg.




  Someone had to bowl the next over from the Grandstand End. I was not keen to try Dilley again, as I feared that he might be expensive. Botham was a possibility, but he had not looked

  penetrative. Old was the more likely bet to bowl with Willis, but he could not bowl two consecutive overs. I decided to put Peter Willey on. Not only for want of anyone better: he had turned his

  off-breaks even on the first day, so he was bound to find some assistance from the pitch on the fifth. I felt, too, that neither Dyson nor Chappell would go on to the attack against him. Anxious

  about taking undue risks, they might give a catch to a close fielder, and even if not, two or three overs should not prove costly. This was almost certainly the last chance to see if Willey’s

  spin looked capable of making a decisive contribution. (I still felt that we might miss John Emburey after all, whose omission from the twelve had been a difficult decision: but selection is not

  the issue at this stage in the book, nor was it a factor at this point in the match, so I will leave it until later.)




  Willey bowled three overs. They did not look particularly dangerous, though the ball did turn. At least they cost only four runs. After them I reverted, with conviction,

  to Old.




  Meanwhile, Willis was steaming in downhill. We reminded him not to worry about no-balls and encouraged him to keep harrying the batsmen as he was doing. At last his – and our – luck

  changed. First Willis bowled a perfect bouncer at Chappell who, hurriedly protecting his face, could only lob the ball up for Taylor to catch. Next over, Old twice hit Dyson painful blows on the

  hand as he pushed tentatively forward. There was nothing tentative about the bowling or the fielding now. Old, too, was bowling with more aggression than earlier in the match, and his contribution

  as the accurate, mean foil to Willis proved invaluable. Until Bright took ten off his last over with a couple of slogs to leg he was hit for only 11 runs in the eight overs he bowled.




  Willis summoned up all his energy for his last over before lunch. In four balls he took two wickets – those of Kim Hughes and Yallop. Once Hughes had gone, with the score 58–3, we

  knew we had a real chance. We roused Willis still further: he must surely fancy getting Yallop out this time. Yallop lasted just three balls, beautifully caught by Gatting at short-leg off a nasty,

  kicking delivery.




  The score was 58–4. We lunched – in the dressing-room, at such a crucial stage – knowing that the odds must have come down from 500–1 to about 6–4.




  We spent some time trying to predict how the remaining batsmen would play. Rod Marsh might well ‘have a go’. In the first innings of the first Test, at Nottingham, on a similar

  pitch, he had slogged a quick 19 before being caught off a skier at long-leg. Geoff Lawson and Lillee too might have a swing (if we got down to them) especially if we pitched the ball up.

  Dyson, Allan Border, and Bright would probably ‘graft’ – that is, fight it out by orthodox batting. One thing was clear: we must keep running at them, and

  attacking.




  It was also clear that, unless there was an unpredictable change, I should rely on Willis to bowl until the death from the top – Kirkstall Lane – end. There was also no difficulty in

  deciding to continue with Old, especially as Border was the next batsman; Old has always fancied left-handers.




  In the event he soon bowled Border, for a duck, and Willis dismissed Dyson and Marsh in quick succession, the latter falling to another fine catch, this time by Dilley, a few feet in from the

  boundary at fine-leg: 74–7. Between overs Willis came up to tell me that umpire David Evans had told him not to bowl bouncers at Lawson. I was surprised. Lawson is a more than competent

  batsman – except against the bouncer. ‘Forget it,’ I retorted to Bob. ‘But don’t bother with an out-and-out bouncer at first; just short of length, rib-height.’

  Next over, with his very first ball at Lawson, Bob had him caught behind: 75–8.




  Willis had taken six wickets in six overs, after bowling thirty-seven overs in the match without a single wicket. In fifty-eight minutes seven wickets had fallen for 19 runs, on a pitch playing

  little worse than in the first innings, when the same batsmen had amassed 401–9.




  This extraordinary match still had an unnerving twist or two in its tail, and some awkward captaincy problems calling for quick decisions. Australia may have been 75–8; but they still

  needed only 55 to win. In four overs Lillee and Bright added 35. I have already mentioned Willis’s block against bowling at his best to Lillee. Lillee is no mug with the bat, capable of

  shrewd improvisations as well as a resolute correctness. We soon saw that he had settled for unorthodoxy – a policy that was entirely justified by the conditions.




  As soon as Willis dropped short Lillee stepped back and poked the ball high over me at first slip for four. I decided that we had to guard against that shot, so I took Gooch from third slip and

  put him at deep fly slip, behind second slip. Again Lillee made room to cut, this time beating Dilley at wide third-man: another four. Immediately Willis was forced to switch either his length or

  his line, or both. So Lillee deftly moved the other way, towards off-stump, and clipped the ball away to backward square-leg for three more runs. When he cut another four and Bright connected with

  two solid, though risky blows to leg off Old we were suddenly back on the defensive, on the brink of defeat. This was the point at which Gatting helped us to dismiss Lillee. At this stage we could

  afford only two close catchers, both at slip. We had been forced to have two third-men, as well as a backward point and an extra-cover. And short-leg had gone back to backward square-leg, saving

  one. Now Lillee tried to play more conventionally – again a reasonable approach, as we had so few close fielders. He may have changed his mind when he saw the ball well pitched up, and

  decided too late to drive it.




  Terry Alderman, the last man in, really is a moderate batsman. I was not in favour of wasting bouncers on him. But Bright had the strike, at the end of Willis’s over. I took Old off and

  brought Botham back. This too seemed a straightforward decision. However well Old had bowled Bright had obviously got used to his action and had picked him up all too easily: a change was

  essential. Australia still needed 20 runs, so I decided to allow Bright a single at the beginning of the over, if he chose to take it. We could then bowl at Alderman. Bright accepted the single. I

  discussed fields with Botham. We agreed that we needed a mid-off, as Alderman’s lunge forward might give him runs in this direction. We also needed a square-leg, rather

  than a short-leg, to cut off thick edges or nudges on the leg-side. We were left with only three close fielders. Two should be at slip. I was not sure if we could afford a third slip, as there

  would then be a wide open space backward of cover. I asked Botham which he preferred, third slip or gully. He wanted the extra slip; he was right. Agonisingly, two sharp chances went to Old in

  exactly that position, and he missed both. Perhaps it was as well that it was a Yorkshireman standing at third slip at that moment.




  But a few moments later it was all over. Appropriately, Willis finished the match in a perfect, most emphatic way, clean bowling Bright middle-stump with a yorker. Australia were all out for

  ‘Nelson’ – 111. It was only the second time in Test history, and the first this century, that a side had won after following on.
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  On class and charisma: choosing a captain




  Imagine that a company whose business is to make recommendations to the boards of other companies on the appointment of senior personnel has been employed by the committee of

  an ailing county side to seek a captain for them. And then imagine that they are perceptive and knowledgeable not only about management but also about cricket.




  What qualities would they most hope to find in the captain? Is there in any sense a blueprint for their man?




  I suppose there are entirely general requirements. The man must have some ability as a player. He must have common sense. He needs to know the game, and have ‘leadership qualities’,

  whatever they are. He must be willing from time to time to take an unpopular line.




  These remarks seem hardly worth making. Yet as soon as we probe, the water rapidly becomes muddy.




  To take the first point first: how much ability as a player is called for? The Maharaja of Porbandar captained the first All-Indian team to tour England in 1932; he played in only six

  matches, invariably batted late in the order, and did not bowl. His tally for the tour was six runs in six innings. I doubt if our ‘headhunting’ company would recommend Porbandar for

  India’s World Cup Squad, or for reviving the fortunes of, say, Leicestershire in the late ’60s or Derbyshire in the mid-’70s. Even the Wisden of the

  day commented that ‘no injustice is being done to him by saying that, admirably fitted as he was in many respects for the job, his abilities as a cricketer were not commensurate to the

  task.’ Porbandar is a joke, a relic of a bygone age and culture. But what of Brearley, as captain of England? Private Eye suggested that my favourite piece of music was Haydn’s

  Duck Quartet, as that was what I usually scored. I was certainly no Len Hutton or M.J.K. Smith, or even Douglas Jardine with the bat, but no Porbandar either.




  Nevertheless, the job becomes that much harder when, as captain, you are struggling to find your own form. In 1978–9, in Australia, I knew what it was like to be regarded as a liability to

  the team one week and as the Duke of Wellington a week later.




  This was the tour which took place in direct competition with World Series Cricket. While England had lost six leading players of whom four or five would have been in our touring party,

  Australia had lost seventeen, of whom probably seven or eight would have been in the Test side if available. We won the first two Tests against Yallop’s team; but in the third, at Melbourne,

  we were resoundingly beaten. In that match I scored nought and one, after dropping two catches at slip on the first day. My tally from six Test innings was then 37. There were the inevitable

  comparisons with Mike Denness’s situation at the same stage of the 1974–5 tour; he had scored 65 runs from his six innings, but England were 0–2 down in the series. Denness

  decided to leave himself out of the side for the fourth Test.
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