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  Foreword




  Remembering and committing to paper a collection of cricket stories for a book like this has been a long-held ambition of mine, because the game

  simply has so many tales to tell.




  These are the stories that are told up and down the land in bars after matches and in after-dinner speeches, and are the memories that we as pros hold on to. And when your career is finally

  over, that is what you have left – the memories.




  The statistics on a piece of paper and the medals in your trophy cabinet are great things to treasure, but they are there to remind you of what happened and what you achieved. This book is an

  attempt in some small way to record some of the memories that came out of being in a cricket dressing room and the fun you had. Often the moments that bring back the widest grin are not the fours

  or sixes that you’ve hit but the pranks and jokes that occur off the field, and you’ll get to read all about them in this book.




  My first and biggest thank-you has to go to all the players, past and present, who have agreed to share their stories first hand within these pages. There are plenty of anecdotes that can never

  be told, and each player knows only too well what must stay behind closed doors, but in each of these instances they have been as forthcoming as possible to give you a real feel for what goes on in

  a cricket dressing room.




  I think some have quite enjoyed the chance to tell the odd story about me, too, even though I don’t always come out looking the best. But that’s okay, since you’ve got to be

  able to take it as well as give it, and I certainly gave it plenty during my playing days!




  These guys are the ones who have made this collection of anecdotes possible and for that I am very grateful. I owe them all a huge debt of thanks for relaying their tales to my ghostwriter Dean

  Wilson, who has put them together in a sensible and coherent way.




  Deano has worked with me for over seven years now and I couldn’t have wished for a better ghost to help me put my words into print. He has been able to work seamlessly with the other

  players while squeezing what he could out of my fading memory banks.




  His company throughout this process, along with a well-chosen bottle of wine, has made it a labour of love and I thank him heartily for that.




  Of course I must thank my supportive family, especially my wife Kath, who will have seen and heard a fair few of these stories herself over the years but still indulges my retelling of them with

  a smile and maybe a roll of the eyes.




  Thanks also to the team at Simon and Schuster, especially Ian Marshall and Rhea Halford, who helped bring this project to life and guided it through from idea to finished book. It has all been

  appreciated.




  Now to go and have some more fun!
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  Introduction




  With well over 40 years in the game behind me, I’ve been involved with, seen and heard of everything that can go on within the four walls of

  a dressing room. Sometimes it hasn’t been pretty, but on the vast majority of occasions it has been interesting, funny, or both.




  Dressing rooms can be unusual places for the uninitiated, largely because they resemble a group of men who have failed to grow up properly. The humour is childish, the banter is puerile, the

  jokes largely born out of a playground mentality where kids tend to hunt in packs.




  Yet almost every person who has lived some of their life in a cricket dressing room has got one thing in common. They can do things on a cricket field that the rest of the Great British Public

  can only dream of, and that is why they are loved. They are capable of great feats of endurance and skill, incredible concentration, determination and power all under immense pressure. Perhaps that

  is why we like to unwind with fun and frolics, usually accompanied with a glass or two of our favourite tipple.




  In this book you will read about some of those antics, and between me and my fellow pros we’ve tried to give you a flavour of just what it is like to be a professional cricketer.




  There are tales from yesteryear from the likes of David Lloyd, Bob Willis and of course yours truly, but we come right up to the present with current England stars like Matt Prior and Steven

  Finn revealing what they get up to on and off the field these days too.




  Before each story kindly retold within these pages I’ve offered one or two thoughts about the men retelling them. Some of them I’ve shared a dressing room with and others I’ve

  commentated on, but one thing binds them all together and that is their love of the game.




  What shines through is that no matter how much the game changes – and, let’s face it, the cricket being played in T20 matches now bears little resemblance to a Test match in the

  1970s – the behaviour of cricketers has largely remained the same. The practical jokes that made us laugh 30 years ago still work a treat now, although perhaps the number of late nights has

  come down a notch or two.




  What is also apparent is that no matter where you played your cricket, be it England, Australia or India, the dressing room retains its unwritten rules of behaviour. The characters that brought

  the dressing room to life an age away are still there causing mayhem and laughter, and the truth is the game needs these types of players to keep hold of the sport’s rich tapestry. It is

  something I hope never changes.




  I’ve had such a good time playing and being involved in the game that my only hope is that players starting out today can still get just as much fun and satisfaction from it as I did. This

  is a book to celebrate those moments of brilliance on the field and the fun that goes with it off the field, and when all is said and done, cricket remains the greatest game of them all. I hope you

  enjoy it.




  Beefy










  




  

    In no other sport is the captain as important as he is in cricket and in that regard England have been blessed to have had some of the greatest minds in charge of the

    national team over the years. Right up there in a list of the great skippers must surely come Michael Atherton, not because he won more matches than anyone else or was the best tactician the game

    had ever seen, but because during a period of incredible instability for the team, and a run of some dreadful results, he stood firm and refused to be cowed or broken, leading his team by

    high-quality example. The 1990s were as tough as it got for English cricket and especially if you were a batsman facing up to the likes of Ambrose and Walsh, Donald and Pollock or Wasim and

    Waqar. Athers stood up to them all, tried his hardest to bring success to his side and on occasion did just that. Since he’s retired as a player, he’s become one of the most respected

    and thought-provoking pundits on the game and a fine journalist to boot. Still, all those brains can’t stop him making some ridiculous comments in the Sky commentary box and at least

    I’m there to put him right!


  




  MICHAEL ATHERTON – STAND UP FOR YOURSELF




  Looking back on my career as a professional and international cricketer, I have been in countless battles on the field and, if I’m honest, I

  thrived on it.




  As an opening batsman you have to have a certain amount of courage and desire to take on the world’s fastest bowlers and not only survive but succeed. I revelled in that challenge and even

  though you can’t expect always to come out on the right side of those contests, when you did there was a great sense of satisfaction in your achievement.




  It was the cut and thrust of that duel which made for the most interesting aspect of my job, and occasionally it would provide moments of intense drama for the spectators.




  The battle which appears to have stood out most for the general public was the one between Allan Donald and myself during 1998 when we were both at the peak of our powers as cricketers. AD was a

  fearsome quick bowler, dubbed ‘white lightning’, and had more than enough pace to back up that nickname. I had enjoyed some success against the South Africans in the past so there was a

  rivalry bubbling away, and it all came to a head during the fourth Test at Trent Bridge during what was the most intense piece of cricket I have ever been involved in. With AD bowling round the

  wicket at me, bowling at the speed of light, he was getting more and more worked up because a) he managed to take my glove but the umpire didn’t spot it and gave it not out, and then b)

  Nasser Hussain was dropped by Mark Boucher, at which point he let out an almost primeval scream.




  It was cricket at its most raw and looking back on it now I’m glad I was a part of it. The wonderful thing about it was that at the end of the game, AD came into the dressing room and we

  had a beer together and were able to chat and laugh about it. The mutual respect was obvious – he knew I wasn’t a batsman he could scare into submission, and I knew he wasn’t a

  bowler to take liberties with. While we were talking about that passage of play I showed him exactly where he had managed to beat me because there was a clear red mark on my glove, and he laughed.

  He laughed even harder when I asked him to sign the offending mark, and he did so without a problem.




  I still see AD every now and again on the cricket circuit. He is working with the South African team as their bowling coach while I am working as a journalist, and that mutual respect and

  friendship born out of the white heat of Test cricket is a special thing to treasure. Facing AD was one of the biggest battles I had on the field but I learnt very early on that I would also have

  to deal with one or two issues off the field, and they can be found in all corners of the dressing room.




  Right at the start of my career in the Lancashire team I was presented with a little scenario that told me a lot about how dressing rooms work. Back in the 1980s there were a few strong

  characters at Old Trafford and none more so than Paul ‘Walt’ Allott and Graeme ‘Foxy’ Fowler, internationals both. They pretty much ran the dressing room and quite a few of

  the younger players were a little fearful of them. They certainly gave guys like Ian Folley a bit of a torrid time. I didn’t really know too much about it as a fresh-faced lad coming straight

  from Cambridge University.




  Thankfully there were others who were a bit more helpful and Neil Harvey Fairbrother was one. He pulled me to one side and told me that if I showed weakness and let Walt and Foxy boss me around

  then they would make my life a misery and would be all over me from that point on. It was a message I took on board and I was determined not to be pushed around.




  It was during my first Roses match at Headingley against Yorkshire that I got the chance to put my resolve into practice. In the old dressing rooms that used to be square of the wicket, there

  was a small clothes dryer for players to use and on this particular day I had a few bits and bobs in there, a jockstrap and some socks and a T-shirt. During the lunch break we had just come in from

  a session in the field – Walt had been bowling and he wanted to put some things of his own in the dryer. He opened it, took out my stuff, flung it across the dressing room and put his kit in

  there instead. Well, I wasn’t having that. So I marched over to the dryer and removed his items and put mine back in. Walt looked at me and then at Foxy, but he didn’t do anything. He

  just sat there.




  After the day’s play we all got changed and Walt said to me, ‘All right, youth, Foxy and me are going to have a drink in Bradford on the way back – do you want to join

  us?’ I thought I’d arrived. They’d clearly been impressed by my earlier actions, standing up to them the way I did, and this was their way of saying I was all right.




  We went to the Novotel in Bradford and strolled up to the bar. As Walt and I ordered our drinks, Foxy said to get him a pint as he had to nip off to the loo. Just as the drinks arrived, Walt

  said he needed to go and relieve himself as well. So there I was, sat at the bar with three drinks, waiting for the other two to officially welcome me into the Lancashire team. Five minutes passed

  and no sign of them. It slowly dawned on me that far from treating me as one of them, they had left me stranded in Bradford. As a poor student, I had no money even to pay for the drinks let alone

  get a taxi back to Leeds.




  In a panic I legged it out of the bar and into the hotel car park, searching frantically for my ‘team-mates’, at which point I noticed their car pulling on to the main road.




  Never before or since have I run as fast as I did that day, and thankfully there was enough traffic to hold them up and I caught up with the car. I banged on the door and pleaded with them to

  let me in. They looked straight ahead. I kept banging, but they drove off down the road. Midway through cursing their very existence, the car pulled over about 20 metres up the road and, with all

  the relief of a child who has found its parents in the supermarket, I jumped in and they took me back.




  From that point on I knew not to mess with them and they too knew that this university kid would not be pushed around. We’ve got on famously ever since.










  




  

    Full credit to anyone who makes it to the pinnacle of their chosen sport and in that regard Rob Bailey did just that, playing four Test matches for England. His

    misfortune was that, with a tour to India cancelled in 1988, all four of those games were against the rampant West Indians of the 1980s and early 1990s. The game is littered with the remains of

    batsmen steamrollered by those quick men, but after a taste in 1988 he came back for more and, if luck had gone his way, perhaps he could have had a go against another opponent. As it was he

    turned his attentions instead to Northamptonshire, where he was a county hero for more than 15 years. He is now an accomplished umpire, experiencing international cricket again – and he

    will last much longer this time.


  




  ROB BAILEY – YOU WIN SOME, YOU LOSE SOME




  People have described me as an unlucky cricketer, because I played in just four Test matches, missed out on an India tour and was then on the end

  of a shocking decision when I got recalled. But actually I think I’m quite fortunate. I’m lucky to have played the game I love for the best part of 20 years professionally and am still

  involved in it now as an umpire. I can’t be too upset with that.




  Take me back to spring 1990 and I’d give you a different answer, but time is a great healer. I thought I had acquitted myself reasonably well against the Windies in 1988, scoring 43 at The

  Oval and doing enough to get myself on the winter tour to India. Then came the gut-wrenching news that I, along with several other players, wouldn’t be granted a visa to tour India because of

  a connection with South Africa. I had played club cricket there and done a bit of coaching at the age of 18. I had no idea the situation with apartheid would affect me when it came to my

  professional career.




  I so desperately wanted to play for England again after that first taste and when the tour was called off on political grounds I thought my chance had gone. The hopes of a replacement tour were

  dashed, and even though the TCCB – as the ECB was called at the time – paid us our tour fee to make that winter a little easier, I was still pining for England honours and I feared they

  would never come again.




  As it happens I was offered the opportunity to join a rebel tour to South Africa the following year, but I turned it down because I still thought I could make it as an England player and I

  couldn’t face being banned and throwing that possibility away.




  Despite a difficult 1989 summer for Northamptonshire I was picked for that winter’s tour to the Windies. I hoped I would restart the Test career so unfortunately paused. That chance came

  in the third Test in Trinidad. Things were looking good for us – we were one up in the series and we managed to draw this one. However, for me it wasn’t exactly the grand return to the

  game I was hoping for – a pair of ducks is no fun at any time but to get them when you’re so desperate to succeed is a body blow. Still, I kept my place for the next Test in Barbados

  and here I managed to do a little better – but only a little! Getting 17 runs in the first innings before being bowled by Ian Bishop was a small victory bearing in mind where I’d come

  from, but we needed more from our No. 3 and I knew it.




  We were fighting for our lives, up against a West Indian team not used to anything but winning. The pressure on us was immense, but truth be told it was even more so on the Windies, who were

  getting a bit of a kicking from their own press for not putting us away. It was against this backdrop that I unintentionally got caught up in a bit of a scandal. We were set the highly unlikely

  target of 365 to win, but the real task was to try and bat out the remainder of the fourth and fifth days to secure a hard-fought draw.




  Allan Lamb had batted brilliantly for a hundred in the first innings and everyone was looking to him and Robin Smith to be two of our heroes. I wanted to be another.




  The first 15 minutes went without too much of a hitch. The crowd were baying for English blood and both Ian Bishop and Curtly Ambrose were steaming in, looking to satisfy that hunger.




  Now, I knew Curtly well from having played at Northants with him for the previous two years. He was a terrific bowler and mean with it. I was so glad he was on my side most of the time. He

  wasn’t exactly a gentle giant off the field either; he was his own man, he did things the Curtly way and you had to live with it. But he respected the game and his team-mates hugely and he

  gave it everything when he bowled.




  With designs on saving this match, my contest with Curtly was one I had to win, and I was doing so until one moment that changed everything. He sent one fizzing into the body; I managed to miss

  the ball, but it brushed my hip and went through to Jeff Dujon. It was the last ball of the over and the umpire, a Mr Lloyd Barker, appeared to be walking off to square leg. Out of nowhere Viv

  Richards appealed like a screaming banshee and did a little dance to go with it. It was described in the Wisden Cricketers’ Almanack report like this: ‘Bailey was given out

  in controversial circumstances by umpire Barker after a charging finger-flapping appeal by Richards which was at best undignified and unsightly. At worst, it was calculated

  gamesmanship.’




  Now, I cannot and will not say that Mr Barker changed his mind on the back of that appeal, but I will say that I was very surprised to see the finger go up soon after.




  There was an outcry in our dressing room after that episode, but the Windies crowd loved it and with all the pressure Viv was under, he helped get a wicket his team needed. I was so angry I went

  back to the pavilion and took my frustration out on the fridge with my right boot. I broke my toe.




  It wasn’t a bad break; I was still able to play in the next match, albeit moving rather gingerly at times. I wasn’t about to give up on my Test career that easily. As it turned out,

  the fifth Test in Antigua was my last match for England. A return of 42 in the first innings wasn’t bad, but we still ended up losing by an innings as Curtly ran through us in the second.




  I was still seething from the way he had got me out in the previous match and since we were on opposite teams there was no conversation before we left for home. The following summer the Windies

  toured England but, as there was no match against Northamptonshire in their itinerary, it wasn’t until the next year that I finally got the chance to talk to Curtly about the incident. I had

  calmed down somewhat by then, but even if I hadn’t I don’t think I could have stayed upset with him when he came straight up to me, put his huge arm around my shoulder and said,

  ‘Rob, man. You win some, you lose some. That’s cricket.’ He followed it up with a big grin and we were back to normal again.










  




  

    Tim Bresnan is the sort of player in the current era who I think would have fitted into my England dressing room without any problem at all. He is a burly bowling

    all-rounder who has cricket in his blood. You’d have to if you’d played the game professionally since the age of 16. He is now a mainstay of England’s three teams and it feels

    like he’s been around forever. He’s a big no-nonsense Yorkshire lad who bowls a heavy ball and I think some batsmen are surprised at how fast he can bowl it because he almost ambles

    in before letting it go. He can bat, too, and to my mind there is nothing better than a bloke who has just taken five wickets and then walks out and smashes the bowling all round the park. That

    is Bressie for you.


  




  TIM BRESNAN – THE YORKSHIRE SNIPPER




  As a young player making my way through the junior teams at Yorkshire, all I ever wanted to do was make it into the first team at Headingley.

  Representing my county was what it was all about. I had grown up with stories about the great Yorkshire players of the past – Boycott, Illingworth, Close, Bairstow, Sidebottom to name a few

  – so when I realised I had a bit of ability and could bowl, it became my total focus. I didn’t really think I would play for the first team as quickly as I did, but I had no doubts that

  it was the place for me.




  Going from the junior dressing room and into the senior side can be a bit daunting, especially when you looked around at some of the faces, men like Darren Gough, Craig White, Matthew Hoggard

  and Anthony McGrath – England internationals one and all.




  Thankfully the Yorkshire dressing room was a good one, full of great characters and banter, which I loved even as a kid.




  One of the things you hear about when you’re on the fringes of the first team is the ‘Yorkshire snipper’, and it has been going on for years. You’re told that the snipper

  exists, that no one knows who he is, but every now and then he’ll take a pair of scissors to someone’s clothes and leave them with half of what they had before. Socks are the favourite

  item, but nothing cuttable is safe.




  During my first couple of seasons I was lucky enough not to be ‘snipped’ too many times; I just kept my head down and got on with playing the game. Others were less fortunate.




  Our overseas player came from Australia, a premier batsman called Darren Lehmann, who was not only a brilliant cricketer but a top bloke as well. Everyone calls him ‘Boof’ for his

  obvious ability to hit a cricket ball. He was serious on the field and he could also at times be a bit serious off it too, so when he fell foul of the snipper he was not impressed. But he took it

  with good grace since it was part and parcel of the Yorkshire spirit and the dressing room – he just wasn’t quite sure why we did it.




  The snipping would often happen when we had suffered a tough day in the field or needed a bit of a lift, and because of Darren’s reaction he was a good target. After one snipping, he

  really lost it and demanded to know who the snipper was, but no one came forward. He accused Anthony McGrath because he was laughing so much, but there was no joy there. After a spot of detective

  work, Boof heard that our fast bowler Steve Kirby was a likely suspect, and his suspicions grew even more the next time he was snipped. He decided to take matters into his own hands and pay him

  back.




  Steve used to drive a black luxury car and was pretty pleased with it. One morning, Boof was being driven into the ground and was hanging out of the passenger window looking for Steve. He

  spotted him on the balcony, and at that point pulled out a car aerial and started cleaning his teeth as though it were a toothpick.




  ‘Recognise this, snipper?’ said Boof, looking pleased as punch with his new flossing tool.




  ‘What do you mean?’ replied Steve.




  ‘Don’t you recognise your car aerial, snipper? I picked it up this morning outside the hotel. Without the radio, it will give you a chance to think about what you’ve

  done,’ said Boof with a satisfied smile.




  ‘Dunno what you’re talking about, mate, my car’s been in the ground car park overnight!’




  Boof’s face dropped as he realised what he’d done – stolen a random car aerial from somebody else’s car. Naturally the dressing room enjoyed the fact that our Aussie

  player had just done the sort of thing that would have seen him transported to Australia, not all that long ago.




  If the owner of that car is reading this, Boof is very sorry and he is currently the coach of Australia!










  




  

    I’m told that people refer to the 1981 Ashes as ‘Botham’s Ashes’ on account of a few decent performances from yours truly, and in much the same

    way the 2005 series is remembered for Freddie Flintoff’s exploits. There is always someone who emerges as the hero over a five-match series and in 1986/87 that man was Chris Broad, who

    collected three hundreds as we shocked everyone bar ourselves by beating Australia in their own back yard. Broady was a good man to have in your team; totally focused on his job, he hated giving

    his wicket away cheaply and that is exactly what you want from your opening batsman. His secondary career as an ICC match referee was an interesting move for one who had his own fiery temper, but

    he has proven himself to be just as good in a suit as he was in his whites.


  




  CHRIS BROAD – VERY SUPERSTITIOUS




  Sportsmen can be a superstitious bunch, and cricketers especially so. Everyone has their own spot in the dressing room where they get changed and

  woe betide the new boy if he tries to muscle in on someone’s turf. There are plenty of lucky socks, jockstraps and shirts that have given players comfort throughout their careers. It is of

  course utter nonsense, but if there is something that mentally helps players perform at their best then why stop them? Superstition can, however, spread through a team and lead to some awkward

  situations, like in the Benson and Hedges Cup final of 1989.




  Despite being a long-serving member of the Nottinghamshire team and playing my part in getting us to the final that year, I was not allowed to watch it live with my team-mates on the balcony.

  And for those of you who remember the dramatic finale, it was precisely because of the close nature of the game that I was denied the chance to watch it properly.




  It was during a period when we seemed to meet Essex in the final of cup competitions quite a bit and both teams enjoyed their successes. Four years earlier we had played them in another close

  NatWest final, which they had won by just one run, so both teams badly wanted to win this one.




  Essex had set us 244 to chase in 55 overs, which was a decent score in those days, and it all came down to the final over and then the final ball. That over must have taken at least 12 minutes

  to bowl because they kept changing the field settings. John Lever, aka ‘JK’, was the bowler and Eddie Hemmings the batsman. Eddie only really had one shot, which was square of the

  wicket on the off side. As a result they brought up Brian Hardie from the off-side boundary into the ring and JK bowled almost the perfect leg stump yorker. Yet somehow Eddie managed to get it to

  the boundary and win the game.




  I’m telling you all this as a bloke who was there, but I only know what happened because team-mates were shouting to me through the dressing-room door. During the final 10 overs no one was

  allowed to move lest it disrupt the overall karma.




  I was lying on the couch in the away team dressing room and as the game got closer and closer I wanted to go out on to the balcony with my team-mates and watch the play unfold. But the

  superstitious members of the team held sway and told us all to stay put because any movement would be bad for the team, as if that had anything to do with it! I should have told them to get

  stuffed, but the fact I stayed where I was showed that even more rational sportsmen can believe in lady luck and a bit of superstitious help. You’ll do anything to help your team win and if

  that means missing out on watching the finale, then so be it. The fact that we won the game off the last ball of the match proved the point – or so I’m told.




  It was a great moment for our team and our dressing room, which had been through a bit of upheaval the year before. We had lost quite a few players in 1988 – and some special players at

  that. Guys like Clive Rice and Richard Hadlee had gone after years of amazing service, and it was left to Tim Robinson to skipper us through the period. Unfortunately for him, things didn’t

  really go his or the team’s way and we were really struggling. We were getting beaten for fun by teams we knew weren’t as good as us, but we just weren’t performing.




  One morning on the final day of a game against Worcestershire in July, we were having our warm-up jog around the outfield when Tim turned to me and told me how difficult he was finding it. We

  were chatting about the rut we’d got into and he didn’t really know how we would get out of it. He wasn’t sure what to do next and I said to him, ‘Why not resign?’ He

  clearly wasn’t enjoying the job and the team wasn’t responding to him. He didn’t really react or say anything, so I thought nothing more of it.




  Ahead of us was a tough task. We needed 224 to win when Worcestershire had been 39 for eight in their first innings and we had been 47 for eight in ours. To say the odds were stacked against us

  was an understatement. Tim and I opened up and a few overs later I was back in the hutch for just four, but Tim went on to score a tremendous not out hundred to win the game. It was just what we

  needed.




  After taking all the congratulations from everyone when he came back into the dressing room he called a team meeting. Not just the team, but he called the whole squad in.




  He didn’t mention me by name but he said: ‘It has been suggested to me that with the way things have been going that I resign. I want to know what sort of support I have in the

  dressing room?’




  No more than four or five hands went up to support him so he resigned on the spot. This understandably caused a bit of a stir, but for the most part the dressing room thought it a reasonable

  move and said so with their show of hands. The committee were having none of it, though. Tim was their man and they would decide when he stopped doing the job, not the players.




  My team-mate John Birch and I used to go to the pub next door for a drink after a game and, this being a good win, we did our usual thing and went and sank a couple. We were spied by some

  committee members who assumed that we must have been colluding against Tim, and for the great crime of having a beer after a game I became perceived as a troublemaker and they made it clear they

  wanted Robinson to continue as captain. Part of his agreeing to come back as captain, though, was that he didn’t want me in the first team, so I was dropped to the second team for two weeks

  as a slap on the wrists for suggesting he resign, even though the rest of the team had concluded the same thing.




  I was pretty angry about it at the time, but looking back I suspect it galvanised Tim to improve as a captain and he actually became a better one. The success we had the following year at

  Lord’s was just rewards for him and a great moment for the club, even if I wasn’t allowed to watch!










  




  DON’T MESS WITH VIV




  Having lived with and played with and against Viv Richards all my cricketing life, I knew just how good he was. I also knew just how ferocious his

  temper could be and why it was a good idea to stay on the right side of him whenever possible. He tormented and punished so many bowlers as a batsman in his pomp that many were just glad of the

  chance to bowl at someone else.




  Viv also had a good idea about how the game should be played and when people crossed a line it would get him very annoyed. He would be the first to admit that there were times when he might have

  pushed the boundaries himself, but if he did, then he would take whatever flak came his way and move on. He never lost that burning desire to do well and to show people how good he could be, and it

  stayed with him until the very last.




  His final season as a professional cricketer was in 1993 for Glamorgan and it was a year to remember, as he helped them win their first piece of silverware for 24 long years. A fiercely proud

  club for a fiercely proud man – and it came together in that season with the Sunday League trophy wending its way to Sophia Gardens.




  The way the season panned out meant that the final game of the Sunday League was a winner-takes-all shoot-out between Kent and Glamorgan down in Canterbury. As was the case in those days the

  Sunday League match would be sandwiched in between the championship match, usually between days three and four. After a washout on the Thursday, play started on the Friday with Kent batting. They

  had the great Carl Hooper in their team and they piled on the runs, with Hoops scoring a brilliant double hundred. On the Saturday they declared on 524 for six and were in total command of the

  game. When Glamorgan came in to bat they were skittled – all out for 144 in 46 overs. It was a job well done.




  What should have happened next was for Kent to enforce the follow-on and try to win by an innings. Instead, with half an eye on the Sunday League match the next day they chose to bat again, the

  theory being that they would save the energy in their bowlers’ legs and keep them fresh for the other game. That did not go down well in Viv’s eyes, who thought it was wrong for them to

  be playing the match thinking about another competition. If they wanted to rest their bowlers then they didn’t have to play them in the championship tie at all, but having done so Viv thought

  they should play the game properly.




  He was clearly upset about the tactic and that evening, after play had finished, he let his temper get the better of him. Standing on the Glamorgan balcony that looked straight into the Kent

  dressing room, he shouted at them: ‘If you f**k with the game, the game will f**k with you!!’




  The Kent boys thought they were witnessing the ramblings of a past-it player who couldn’t do the things he used to. They laughed in his face. Well, I could tell them for free that it

  probably wasn’t the best idea they’d ever had.




  The next day, 13,000 people swarmed into the St Lawrence ground to watch their fresh Kent heroes send the great Viv Richards off into retirement empty-handed. Some of the Glamorgan players had

  to park their cars on the road and walk the final few hundred metres to the ground, it was so busy.




  Kent even managed to bat first and give their bowlers a bit more time with their feet up, but a score of 200 for nine in their 50 overs wasn’t exactly earth-shattering. Glamorgan responded

  with a well-paced run chase thanks to a fifty from Hugh Morris, but when he was the third man out for 67 with the score at 98 for three there was still plenty to be done. Enter Viv to a generous

  standing ovation as he settled in for one of his last professional knocks.




  With the ball in his hand stood Duncan Spencer, a tearaway fast bowler who had just dismissed Matthew Maynard and had pinned Adrian Dale in the ribs with a ball that was to leave a bruise for

  about a year. Viv still refused to wear a helmet and in his dark blue Glamorgan cap fronted up to the quick man. It was fast and hostile, and Spencer even managed to sneak one through Viv’s

  gloves and rap him in the chest, too.




  A few of the Kent boys took the chance to remind him of his outburst the night before and he just smiled, marked his guard and set to work. It was a terrific atmosphere and the last high-profile

  match that Viv was to play. By the time he left the field he had a match-winning 46 not out to his name, a stump in his hand and a Sunday League trophy to collect.




  Kent learnt their lesson that day. If you mess with Viv Richards, then Viv Richards will mess with you.










  




  

    It is called the England and Wales Cricket Board, but that doesn’t mean we don’t like seeing the odd Irishman or Scot pulling on the shirt, especially when

    they’re as committed and as wholehearted as Dougie Brown was. A useful fast-medium bowling all-rounder, he was part of one of the most successful county sides of all time in the

    Warwickshire dressing room of the 1990s. Strong performances got him into the England one-day team and while he never quite made it to the Test arena, he rightly deserved his honours. Now he has

    transferred that hard-working attitude to being a coach and, as the director of cricket back at Warwickshire, he can put into practice what he learnt at the club under men like Bob Woolmer and

    John Inverarity, adding his own twist on things. I can only think that the Bears will be better for having him in charge. In addition, there is a great story about him on this page which I think reveals the character of the man. Someone you’d want to have with you on a night out!
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