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Introduction


THE DRAMA OF PAKISTAN CRICKET


The story of Pakistan cricket is intensely and uninterruptedly dramatic. The basic narrative lurches constantly from triumph to disaster and back again. The main characters touch dazzling heights of heroism or astonishing depths of villainy, and the same character can shift between hero and villain at dizzying speed. There are regular comic, even absurd, performers but they too can change into figures of grandeur or infamy. And the extras in the chorus line – like Ruby Keeler in 42nd Street – can wake up as stars.


Even the dullest stories in Pakistan cricket – for instance, one of those domestic matches in the early 1960s where two sides bat forever to secure a first-innings lead on a sedated pitch – acquire an epic quality. One starts to empathise with the journeyman bowler on each side, usually a slow left-arm finger-spinner, a Sisyphus who wheels away for 70 or 80 uphill overs and yields around two runs off each one.


Outside of statistical sources, historians rarely encounter an objective, factual narrative of any episode in Pakistan cricket, except, curiously, in the autobiographies of early Pakistan cricketers which are often reticent. Whenever we spoke directly to former players or officials or even onlookers, they nearly always gave us a vivid narrative with sharp characters, crisp dialogue and a clear point of view. Richard, who has written fiction and screenplays, announced during his first visit to Pakistan that its cricketing history had the contents of fifty novels. However, we could not find any to cite when we researched this book. Perhaps Pakistani novelists thought themselves unable to match the real characters and real events in their country’s cricket.


As is frequently observed, cricket has become a shared experience for Pakistan, instilling a sense of identity in a sprawling nation of many cultures, languages, ethnicities, communities, clans and other networks, value-systems and strands of faith. We discovered this especially in Chitral, a remote and beautiful district in the Hindu Kush mountains which until recently was an independent kingdom, and have included Alex Massie’s fine description of the experience of playing cricket there. As with all of Pakistan, Chitral’s relationship with cricket has been shaped strongly by television coverage, which is why we talked to two distinguished directors.


We are amazed that so many worthy analyses of Pakistan have been published with no mention of cricket. It would be wrong to say that it unites the country: in fact, few topics are more likely to divide Pakistanis than the performance of their cricket team. As bemused neutrals, we have sat through countless passionate arguments about team selection, captaincy, choice of bowlers and field settings and about wider issues of management and administration. Pakistan cricket supporters, we believe, are more likely than those of any other country to assume the worst motives behind any failure in performance or any decision they disagree with. No, cricket does not unite Pakistan but it gives millions of Pakistanis something which they all care about and, so it follows, a common repository for their emotions.


For that reason, we came to see cricket as a bridge to understanding the collective subconscious of Pakistan. The drama and turbulence of Pakistan cricket are echoes of the drama and turbulence of the nation’s history. This was a theme of Wounded Tiger, Peter’s history of Pakistan cricket, but this was inevitably restrained by the demands of narrative and balance.


In this book, we have chosen to ignore those demands, although for the convenience of readers we have put the contents more or less into narrative order. This book is not a history, and it does not offer any kind of structured analysis. Instead, we have presented a series of characters or episodes that seemed to us to provide some kind of dramatic connexion to Pakistan cricket. We have used our freedom to describe some of these in depth – and to allow all of our chosen characters as much as possible to speak in their own words. We hope that they will thereby bring readers emotionally closer to Pakistan cricket and to the country itself.


We made all our selections because we thought them interesting and entertaining, but they are not completely random. We believed that their stories illustrated certain recurring themes in Pakistan cricket.


However, at a very late stage, one name virtually imposed itself upon us. Our friend and collaborator Najum Latif secured an interview with Dr AQ Khan, ‘the father of Pakistan’s nuclear bomb’. This was a remarkable achievement, the first of its kind for a decade. Dr Khan is of course a deeply contentious figure in Western eyes and the subject of enduring controversy. But for the great majority of Pakistanis he is a national icon, so that his relationship with cricket is immensely illuminating. We therefore cited large tracts of this interview, verbatim, without judgement or commentary of our own, as they relate to cricket. We especially enjoyed his account of his early experience, shared by so many other Pakistanis of his age, of following Pakistan cricket through a shared radio in a public place. Dr Khan also had much to say about his role as a patron of Pakistan cricket. His Khan Research Laboratory team has employed some of Pakistan’s greatest players, notably Misbah-ul-Haq, who scored more runs for them than for any other team in Pakistan’s domestic cricket.


There are some heroes in our other selections, but most of our names have faded. Behind their unremarkable, sometimes pitiful, statistics were some amazing back-stories.


We had the good fortune to meet Zaheer Abbas on the very day he became president of the International Cricket Conference, and to share his thoughts on how to use his new status and his moral authority as a cricket icon. Zaheer scored more first-class runs than any other Asian batsman. He is very likely to keep that distinction forever. Zaheer is generally remembered as a supreme artist, sometimes endearingly fallible, but his memories at our meeting showed an intriguingly different, almost artisan, self-image.


Zaheer’s great contemporary Majid Khan had already made a huge contribution to Wounded Tiger. He is a grandee of Pakistan cricket, a guardian of standards from another era. For this book, he gave us not only a penetrating analysis of the historic problems that have damaged Pakistan’s domestic cricket, but also a cogent plan to overcome them, worked up with his son Bazid, also a Test cricketer. The reception of this plan offered a wry commentary on the fate of reformers in Pakistan cricket.


We met two current heroes, Younus Khan and Misbah-ul-Haq, one voluble and extrovert, the other more measured and reserved, but both imbued with a sense of responsibility to their team and their country. We learnt how they had set themselves to create a moral partnership as well as a cricketing one and had led other players to pull Pakistan cricket out of a dark pit of failure and corruption.


We met four other heroes, less well known to the public, who also served Pakistan cricket nobly at a terrible time. Mehr Mohammad Khalil and Judge Abdul Sami Khan shared their memories of the terrorist attack on the Sri Lankan cricketers in Lahore in 2009. Both kept their heads and did better for Pakistan on that day than many more senior people: Judge Abdul Sami Khan as liaison officer in the minivan carrying the match officials, Mehr Mohammad Khalil as the driver of the stricken team coach who managed to drive the Sri Lankans to safety as the bullets were flying.


Against a background of extreme state-organised repression of women, and in the face of official indifference or hostility, the remarkable Khan sisters returned from England to their native Karachi to create Pakistan’s first international women’s cricket team. With the support of their father they faced down ridicule, feuding, legal battles and death threats. They had to smuggle their new Pakistan kit onto their aircraft and hide in the toilets to change into it. After calamitous initial results, their team set new international records – but they were then supplanted by their rivals, who in a kinder environment took Pakistan women’s cricket to a higher level.


From Wasim Bari, Pakistan’s great wicketkeeper, and Abdul Qadir, the leg-spinning genius who revived a dying art, we heard of the power of childhood dreams and the prodigious work needed to make them come true. All over Pakistan, children and young people are dreaming the same kind of dreams and working as hard to fulfil them – but sadly, as we discovered from the young people in a sandstorm in Lahore, they have less confidence than before that their work will be recognised and rewarded.


Intikhab Alam became a hero with the very first ball he delivered for Pakistan. He still enjoys showing how it took a wicket and put him into the history books. Since then he has served Pakistan almost continuously for over 55 years as player, captain, coach, manager and administrator. He has survived many crises, but none more important than the horrors of Partition, which affected so many early Pakistan cricketers. Intikhab’s account has the pathos of being told through the eyes of a terrified five-year-old child.


Another great survivor was Israr Ali, the oldest living Pakistan Test cricketer at the time of our meeting. Sadly, he died only weeks later. Immensely dignified, with the aura of history, he was still endearingly vain about his appearance as he received us at the farm he established a few hours’ drive from Lahore. Israr endured some cruel treatment as a cricketer, and then a much more cruel blow from life itself.


Four others also illustrated the power of bad luck. Raees Mohammad was the only one of the five famous brothers not to play Test cricket. In one match, he was certain of winning his first cap on the evening before, only to have it snatched away from him the next morning. His legacy was delivered through his three younger brothers, for whom he was a coach and a mentor.


Khalid ‘Billy’ Ibadulla was so disappointed by the selectors that he made history by leaving his country and becoming the first Pakistani to qualify for an English county. When finally given a Test cap, he made a statement as the first Pakistani to score a century on debut. Finally he made another life in a third country, as a coach and a fly-fisherman.


Duncan Sharpe inherited much of the story-telling gift of his ancestor, WM Thackeray. He told us how he became the first Anglo-Indian to play Test cricket for Pakistan; he will almost certainly be the last. But he too had his heart broken by the selectors, and made a second life in a faraway country.


Aftab Baloch joined the very select club of batsmen who scored a first-class 400. But his was one of the least watched and least rewarded. In making it, he set a record which is so obscure that he did not even know that he owned it when we told him.


Two of our characters were in different ways non-conformists and paid a penalty for it. We could not resist opening this book with Prince Aslam, heir to a princely state of pre-Partition India. He was a prodigious cricketing talent and an outsize personality who scattered bright memories like sequins to his contemporaries. Fatally, he refused to adapt his princely lifestyle in a Pakistan where it had become both censured and unaffordable. He died sad and alone, two years after his last first-class cricket match. By contrast, Shaharyar Khan was also born a prince of a pre-Partition state but made a much more successful transition to modern Pakistan. He served with distinction as a diplomat and, twice, as chairman of the Pakistan Cricket Board. His longtime friend Mueen Afzal has provided unique insight into his character and achievements.


Aftab Gul was a more serious (and far more intelligent) non-conformist than Prince Aslam. He was a radical student leader and lieutenant of ZA Bhutto, and became the only Test cricketer to make his debut when out on bail for criminal charges. He endured a period of exile in England but returned to become a radical lawyer. As cultured as he is irreverent towards all authority, Aftab Gul keeps alive all the causes he believed in, especially the Bhutto who offered Pakistan the promise of transformation in the late 1960s.


Many Pakistan cricketers have been deeply devout men, and almost the whole team became visibly religious during the past decade. But none made such a deep journey into faith as SF Rahman. A leg-spinner and a one-cap Test player in the 1950s (yet another member of the ‘unlucky club’) he was also a dapper dresser, accomplished ballroom dancer and a popular clubman. He made a second life as a renowned and prolific Islamic scholar, and an emotive preacher who won a national following without the help of broadcast media. His views were austere, at times unpalatable to Western ears, but his personality was warm and generous.


SF Rahman joined Pakistan’s only official visit to the United States, which was part of AH Kardar’s early mission to make the world aware of Pakistan as a nation. To this end, Kardar became the only Pakistan captain to become a contestant on an American prime-time television quiz show. A few years earlier, with the same flag-showing mission, Pakistan stopped to play a match in Egypt: it finished early to allow for sightseeing.


Although Pakistan’s army has had a decisive impact on the country’s history, it never much approved of cricket and certainly did not encourage its officers to play it. However, for about three years Pakistan cricket came under the influence of two strong-minded soldiers, General Pervez Musharraf, the country’s military ruler, and his personal nominee as head of the PCB (Pakistan Cricket Board), General Tauqir Zia. Both men talked to us candidly about their agenda for Pakistan cricket – which ranged from major new infrastructure to the size of players’ beards. General Tauqir Zia has the unusual distinction of being praised by Shoaib Akhtar in his memoirs. For convenience, we have provided a short summary of all the people injured or insulted by the fastest man who ever bowled for Pakistan.


At the time of writing, Shoaib was planning a movie career. He would find it hard to match Mohsin Khan, one of Pakistan’s batting stars of the 1980s. He is the only successful cricketer to win more movie roles than Test caps. Recalling much of his original dialogue, he told us the story of his journey from cricket to Bollywood and back.


Pakistan staged the greatest mismatch in cricket history: victory by an innings and 851 runs. We wanted to find out what really happened. We asked an enterprising journalist, Khan Shehram Eusufzye, to trace surviving participants. This became almost another ‘Quest for Corvo’. He sent us back regular gnomic emails announcing, ‘Research going well’ but the quarry was always elusive. Finally, he traced two members of the losing Dera Ismail Khan team of 1964 and they told us the touching story of the youngsters playing pick-up games on the parade ground who found themselves pitted against the mighty Railways team. One of them narrowly missed a second chance of a cricket career – instead he became President Zia-ul-Haq’s personal pilot.


Like Blanche DuBois in Tennessee Williams’ A Streetcar Named Desire, Pakistan cricket has always depended on the kindness of strangers. We profile two modern benefactors. One is the late Dr Mohammad Ali Shah, subject of a delightfully comprehensive biography called The Legend Unfolds, whose work is carried on by his family. Another is Nadeem Omar, an industrialist with an unusual ‘hinterland’ of other interests, including singing. His corporate team is helping to rehabilitate Mohammad Amir, the brilliant young fast bowler jailed over match-fixing. Another benefactor is Aleem Dar, who also gave us the personal story of his beginnings as an umpire in Pakistan.


There is a strong sense of stewardship in Pakistan cricket, as ex-players take on a special responsibility for preparing the next generation. From a past age, we have told the story of Master Aziz, with particular help from his greatest pupil, Hanif Mohammad. Master Aziz was separated at Partition from his adored 12-year-old son. For reasons we cannot explain, the separation was almost permanent, although the boy became one of India’s most popular Test cricketers, the all-rounder Salim Durani. In place of his own son, Master Aziz mentored dozens of young Pakistanis and helped some to greatness.


In the current era, two former wicketkeepers, Moin Khan and Rashid Latif have set up celebrated cricket academies in Karachi. Their personal styles are contrasting, but their objective is the same – producing young players with the character to match their talent.


Pakistanis have been unmatched as cricket innovators. They gave the world reverse swing and the doosra. But their most important invention is tapeball, an electrifying street version of the game which has the potential to develop as a sport in its own right. We discovered its appeal in an exciting match in Karachi and talked to two players who have managed to become tapeball professionals.


One of the recurring legends in Pakistan cricket is the sudden discovery of a genius who gatecrashes his way into the Test team. The best-known representatives are the teenaged fast bowlers, Wasim Akram and Waqar Younis. At the other end of the scale is the remarkable Miran Bux, propelled into the Test team at the age of 47 – the second oldest debutant for any country. Tauseef Ahmed’s story was the most dramatic of all. He was a net bowler, asked to give practice to Pakistan’s powerful batting line-up in 1980 before the Karachi Test against Australia. He did so well that the selectors put him in the team. We talked to Tauseef – and to the still-disappointed bowler he supplanted, Ilyas Khan, whose Test career was over before it began.


This legend still has the power to make young people dream. That is why we conclude with the story of Arish, a club cricketer who abandoned his life in England to come back to Pakistan and ask for a trial with the Test team. As he said himself, only in Pakistan could such a request be made, and only in Pakistan would it be granted.


We hope that this cast of characters might bring readers closer to Pakistan – and that readers will enjoy meeting them.


Richard Heller


Peter Oborne


December 2015
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THE LOST PRINCE OF PAKISTAN CRICKET


Early Pakistan cricket is dominated by three figures: AH Kardar, Fazal Mahmood and Hanif Mohammad. All three were dedicated, even heroic characters, but each rather solemn. As in all drama, Pakistan cricket needs its jesters as well as its kings – and in its first phase we kept discovering one name which seemed to fill that role.


Prince Mohammad Aslam Khan was a left-arm spin bowler whose first-class career spanned from 1955 to 1978. His figures are respectable but not compelling: 84 wickets from 28 matches (all in Pakistan) which cost him 22.63 apiece, from 861 overs at the economical rate of 2.20. Like many bowlers of his type at that time, he had to bowl many long end-holding spells on dead pitches. He had two successful overseas tours, one with the Pakistan Eaglets, which groomed many of Pakistan’s early stars, but never broke into the Test side.


However, behind these figures was a magician, who could bowl any kind of left-arm spin at will, orthodox and unorthodox, and bamboozle the greatest batsmen of his time. Several of his contemporaries told us independently that he (not Saqlain Mushtaq) was the true inventor of the doosra, although he gave it no name. His left-arm version would have turned sharply from off to leg. As with later practitioners, there were doubts over its legality, but umpires then were more relaxed than today.


Bill O’Reilly once wrote: ‘You can never become a good attacking bowler if you do not develop a bowling “temperament”. A happy-go-lucky, good-natured and carefree outlook is of no use whatever to an ambitious and competent bowler. He must be prepared to boil up inwardly on the slightest provocation, and opportunities are so common that there is no need even to cite one.’1


This advice was wasted on Prince Aslam. His life was a long party, in which cricket was included. His disposition was sunny not sullen, and except on one memorable occasion, he never boiled up on or off the field. He loved company, and didn’t care for rank or status. He was a talented musician and singer, who jammed with hundreds of pick-up bands. He loved practical jokes – all harmless, except for one pompous victim who had it coming to him. He spent money lavishly on friends and hangers-on and even total strangers in need, and was always ready to share his bottle of Johnnie Walker Black Label whisky.


He was equally generous as a cricketer, regularly sharing his secrets with other players, even rival left-arm spinners. He was an exhilarating coach, who loved to gather children, rich and poor, to pass on his tricks.


Our files grew thick with anecdotes. Many were hard to believe, but they revealed how legends collected around him. One adjective came up repeatedly: non-conformist. Here was a man who never compromised in his chosen lifestyle and never allowed the Establishment to dictate his behaviour.


As a cricketer, he demanded the right to play in his own way – so long as he took wickets. Bowling was his passion. All other aspects of the game were secondary, although he was a fine fielder anywhere in the inner circle, who could throw with either hand. He was also a talented batsman but preferred to lurk at number 9, smash some crowd-pleasing sixes and then get out, in order to rejoin his current girlfriend or his current party. His time-keeping was fitful: when team-mates struggled to matches on time on foot, or by bicycle, or jammed into buses and carts, Prince Aslam often drove up late in his convertible. He sometimes left unimportant games early if he felt he had taken enough wickets.


But this fun-loving genius had a full share of secret sorrows. His cricket career ended with a fine flourish, but there was no afterlife. He died suddenly, young and alone.


Prince Mohammad Aslam Khan was born on the Ides of March in 1935, first child of the Nawab of Manavadar, and heir to an independent princely state in Gujarat, in pre-Partition India, with a population of around 26,000. He had two full brothers and three full sisters. When Prince Aslam was ten his father took a second wife, by whom he had another five children, the last born in 1963. Through his mother, aunt and grandmother, Prince Aslam was also a scion of the princely house of Mangrol, in Gujarat.


It was a magnificent inheritance, but perhaps also a fatal one. He played cricket like a prince when Pakistan wanted toilers and strivers, and in life he could not break free of the habits and expectations of a prince when these were no longer realistic or sustainable.


Manavadar was a prosperous state, a centre of the cotton industry and famous for a local sweet known as kuvar-pak, made from aloe vera. His father had succeeded in 1918 at the age of seven and his grandmother became Regent. She was a remarkably good ruler, promoting free education and pioneering a free health service over 20 years ahead of Britain’s. The British gave her a high decoration, the gold medal of the order of Kaiser-i-Hind, and elevated Manavadar to the status of a second-class state. They asked her to continue her regency, but she stepped aside in 1931 for her 20-year-old son to rule in his own right. The Nawab, Prince Aslam’s father, was a brilliant sportsman who played several first-class cricket matches for Western India, but was even more famous as a patron and player of hockey. He was founder and captain of the world-famous Manavadar hockey team, which toured New Zealand and won every match, and he also played for All-India in the Western Asiatic Games in 1934.


Prince Aslam spent his first twelve years in Manavadar, living at the Zorawar Bagh Palace. This period seems to have been idyllic. As heir to the throne, he was indulged by his family, especially his grandmother, and by his father’s retainers. In the poetic words of his younger brother, Prince Idrees Khan, he grew up ‘with all the bloom of the kingdom’. Private lessons were undemanding and he had full scope to develop his love of sport. He enjoyed hockey, wrestling and squash (the palace had the first squash court in India), and became an excellent horseman and a crack shot with a variety of guns. He also learnt to perform well on the mouth organ, and on Pakistan’s version of the harmonium, in which one hand works the bellows and the other plays a scaled-down piano keyboard. In later life, if there were no pick-up musicians available, he often performed as a one-man band, supplying his own percussion as well.


But cricket was his first love. He had no formal coaching, and like so many talented slow bowlers he taught himself by spinning balls or fruit or other suitable objects from hand to hand. As with other sons of famous sportsmen, he may have wanted to try a different sport from his father’s. Perhaps he also sensed that spin bowling would be a better outlet for him as a solo artist than being part of a hockey team.


The one blight on his childhood was asthma, a family malady, and he took anti-asthma remedies all his life. Unfortunately, one of these was hot tea and brandy at night – a routine preventive measure at the time but dangerous for a child’s development, both physically and psychologically.


When Prince Aslam was 12, he left his promised kingdom forever. At the Partition of India, in 1947, his father, along with his cousin and overlord, the Nawab of Junagadh, tried to accede to Pakistan. India refused to accept their declaration, claiming that it was unlawful and ignored the wishes of the Hindu majority. (At the same time, India accepted the accession of Kashmir from its Hindu ruler despite its substantial Muslim majority.)


Prince Aslam was sent with his mother and family, including his new-born brother, Prince Idrees Khan, to Karachi, while his father remained in Manavadar to confront an Indian invasion. A member of the Nawab’s Arabian palace guard was killed and he ordered the end of all resistance. He became a prisoner, spending some time in jail, sleeping on straw, before being removed from his state and confined in the town of Songadh. Nehru’s powerful deputy, Sardar Patel, tried to induce him to cede Manavadar to India, even offering him full princely privileges and the chance to write his own treaty with the Indian government. He refused and remained a prisoner until 1951, when he was released as part of the exchanges under the Liaquat Ali-Nehru Pact.


The Nawab had lost most of his property and had been unable to transfer all his money to Pakistan. His wife and family lived in much reduced circumstances in Karachi, although they occupied a large property, known as Manavadar House, in an elegant neighbourhood close to the former Hindu temple of Guru Mandir. Things improved when the Nawab joined them in 1951: the Pakistan government formally recognised his princely status and awarded him a stipend.


Exile seems to have made little difference to Prince Aslam’s outlook or his development as a spin bowler. Manavadar House offered a tile floor indoors for practice with spinning objects and a cement pitch just long enough for bowling without a run-up. His experiments continued. Like a later teenaged spin genius, Abdul Qadir, who grew up in a much humbler home, he would take a cricket ball with him to bed and spin himself to sleep. He was blessed with big hands and remarkably flexible fingers and thumbs. He loved to make a cricket ball hum in the air, and as a party piece he liked to bowl a ball close to the garden wall and make it stop dead with backspin. He played countless improvised games with his younger brothers and local children; he enjoyed announcing his deliveries to them and predicting their means of dismissal.


Still conditioned to be the heir to Manavadar, he made a series of short-lived visits to exclusive schools in Karachi, initially at Marie Colaco School, then for just one year, aged 15, at Karachi Grammar School, and then for an uncertain period at St Patrick’s. He seems to have shown no interest in any subject except cricket. According to his admiring brother, Prince Idrees Khan, he helped all three schools win the prestigious Rubie Shield competition. Unfortunately, almost all records of the Rubie Shield have disappeared (as has the Shield itself).


His father, the Nawab, rejoiced in his son’s cricket achievements but was so alarmed by the rest of his school performances that he made a different plan for his second son, Prince Mohammad Fateh-ud-Din Khan, eight years younger than Prince Aslam. He was sent away to prep school in England, and then to Millfield, a school of high sporting achievement. Also a fine cricketer, he spent three years as a leg-spinning all-rounder in the first team. As MF Khan he captained the side in 1962 and he played several seasons for Somerset Second XI. He was given many tips from his elder brother during the holidays and might have followed him into cricket. Instead he studied at Liverpool University, and had a distinguished medical career in England and Pakistan.


Whatever the facts about Prince Aslam’s school cricket performances, he was recognised as a special talent in his late teens. He made his mark in club cricket in Karachi, which was then of a high standard, and was sought out as a net bowler for practice sessions with other promising players and established stars, including all five of the Mohammad brothers.


Qamar Ahmed was his contemporary, also a slow left-arm bowler. He recalls: ‘Prince Aslam had a very good action. He was very steady and accurate, varied his flight and was difficult to play. He spun the ball sharply, both ways, on matting wickets.’ In lesser matches, he often took the new ball and bowled five or six overs of seam, and would deploy some additional tricks, including bowling off the wrong foot, bowling from behind the stumps and even switching to his right hand.


At age 19, Prince Aslam was picked for a Karachi Combined Schools tour of Ceylon. Most records are missing, but he claimed a rich haul of wickets at low cost, including five for 24 (with a hat-trick) against Asgiriya. Not in the least nervous at his official selection, Prince Aslam indulged his habit of predicting dismissals. According to Prince Idrees Khan, he would invite half his fielders to go away and enjoy some sightseeing, since the remainder would be enough for him. It is not clear whether they accepted the invitation, and if so, what the other bowlers thought of it.


He did well enough to be picked for the longer and more important Eaglets tour of England in 1955, which followed the senior side’s historic series-levelling victory at The Oval the previous year. There is a fine portrait of him in his Eaglets blazer, handsome, keen-eyed, a model cricketer representing his country – except for his tie, which must have been unofficial. It is a lurid number which PG Wodehouse’s Jeeves would have burnt before Bertie could display it to the photographer.


On his return from England he made his first appearance in a major match. It was a four-day frolic in Karachi in aid of flood victims, between celebrity XIs for the prime minister, Chaudhry Mohammad Ali, and the governor-general, Iskander Mirza. (Pakistan was in its closing months as a monarchy.) He bowled 37 economical but wicketless overs for the prime minister against a batting line-up that included Imtiaz Ahmed, Raees Mohammad (the unlucky brother who never played a Test for Pakistan, see chapter 7), and Keith Miller. Prince Aslam’s father, the Nawab of Manavadar, also played, aged 43. Raees and Miller scored centuries, and his father whacked a couple of sixes off him; some of the crowd accused Prince Aslam (wrongly) of bowling lollipops. He had some revenge in the second innings when he caught his father at mid-on. His bowling did enough to win Miller’s lasting admiration.


Shortly afterwards he made his first-class debut, aged 20, for the Chief Commissioner’s XI in the National stadium, Karachi, against the touring New Zealanders. Batting at number 9, he was dismissed for three runs, one of seven victims for New Zealand’s star all-rounder John Reid, as his team subsided to 121. But Reid was the only New Zealander to master him in the reply, scoring 150 not out in a slow innings of 271 for nine declared. Prince Aslam bowled more overs than anyone else – 38 – taking four wickets for just 78.


Two months later, he was in action against MCC for Karachi. He bowled both openers, Brian Close and Peter Richardson, in the first innings, finishing with two for 80 off 30 overs. He took more punishment in MCC’s second innings, but picked up the wicket of Jim Parks. His first seven first-class victims were all present or future Test players.


He got another chance against MCC as a superannuated schoolboy for Pakistan Combined Schools in a two-day match in Dacca (then in East Pakistan). The selectors made him a promise: ‘Take five wickets and you’ll play a Test match.’ He was the most successful bowler but fell one short, taking four for 73 in 24 overs. The victims were the gifted Maurice Tompkin of Leicestershire (who would die tragically young), Billy Sutcliffe (son of Herbert, as he was constantly reminded during a troubled spell as captain of Yorkshire), Ken Barrington, and Harold Stephenson, the Somerset wicketkeeper-batsman.


Besides these matches and club games, Prince Aslam continued to perfect his tricks in organised nets with top players and less organised sessions, outdoors and in, at his home. He still enjoyed playing with his brothers and local children. Although his stay there was brief, he was fond of his alma mater, Karachi Grammar School, and raised a team of leading Karachi cricketers to play the boys. His younger cousin, Nawabzada Abdul Khaliq Nasiruddin (heir of the princely house of Mangrol) has happy memories of these matches. ‘Prince Aslam’s team would always bat first. They murdered us gently. He would ask for me to be put on to bowl my medium pace, encourage me to keep it straight, and then hit me for six.’ However, at the end of the over he would ostentatiously present his cousin with his wicket. ‘I told him afterwards it would have been less embarrassing had he despatched me into the woods once again.’ Prince Aslam would treat the boys to a few overs when they batted. ‘When we got out he would tell us where we went wrong, demonstrate some better strokes and tell us to watch the bowler’s hand.’


But cricket was only part of a hectic, happy life. Basalat Mirza was a long-term friend and former cricket pupil of Prince Aslam. He gave us a vivid portrait of a man who loved company. His apartment upstairs at Manavadar House was usually crammed with musicians and hangers-on. He was as happy talking to street beggars as to friends from Pakistan’s elite, such as ZA Bhutto, the country’s future leader. He was generous with his Scotch whisky (although he had a strong head he enjoyed pretending to be drunk to help the party mood) and even more generous with money, which he handed out freely to those he thought in need. If there was any left over, he enjoyed sleeping on wedges of banknotes; when these ran out he would touch his parents for more. He would also hand out Rolex watches and gold rings. He played a card game called Black Queen (which sounds very much like Hearts), but for fun, not for money.


When life in Karachi was too confining, he would pile people into his jeep for impromptu beach picnics, or take off into the forest to hunt boar and partridge. He also had a sporty Dodge Dart convertible, in which he was regularly sighted with a series of glamorous girlfriends, and an Opel Record.


Prince Aslam made his first competitive appearance in October 1956 for Karachi Whites against Karachi Greens in the Quaid-e-Azam trophy. In those days Pakistan’s big cities, Karachi and Lahore, so dominated the country’s cricket that they fielded two or three teams in the competition. His first captain was Hanif Mohammad, a serious man with little time for eccentrics, but Prince Aslam served him well in this match. He took three wickets for just 32 in 21 overs, as the Greens collapsed to 150. Then batting at number 10, he whacked 31 in a stand of 68 which built a big lead. He was wicketless in the Greens’ second innings, but strangled one end with 22 overs for 34 runs while the experienced pace bowler Mahmood Hussain took eight for 95 at the other. Led by Hanif and Alimuddin, the Whites scored 111 for victory in quick time.


Perhaps more importantly, he renewed acquaintance with Keith Miller, who arrived in Pakistan with an Australian team still in the aftermath of their destruction by Jim Laker in their losing Ashes tour of England. It was their first visit to Pakistan and they badly needed practice. Miller asked about ‘the young boy, the prince’ with whom he had played in the charity game, and Prince Aslam was deputed to bowl at the Australians in the nets. He mesmerised a line-up that included Neil Harvey, Richie Benaud and Alan Davidson, as well as Miller. He bowled them out regularly and was invited to join them that evening at the Metropole Hotel. He rounded up some friends and they all enjoyed the beers that had been carefully packed by the Australian management, and Prince Aslam then bowled out the Australians all over again in the hotel lobby, using chairs as wickets. The Australians invited him as a guest to all their matches, including a historic win for Pakistan in an attritional Test, in which Fazal Mahmood took 13 wickets and his opening partner, Khan Mohammad, took the other seven. It was Miller’s last Test but he was a regular visitor to Pakistan for some years afterwards, and he regularly inquired after Prince Aslam. When informed that he was not in the Test team he said simply ‘That is Pakistan’s loss’ and declared that he would have been better treated in Australia.


Miller, with his own rich social life and occasional conflicts with captains and selectors, may have identified Prince Aslam as a fellow victim of authority. He might usefully have advised him how to cope with it, and how to avoid provoking it gratuitously. In particular, he might have advised him to restrain his love of music, which twice got him into trouble.


When Prince Aslam was summoned to a training camp under the supervision of Pakistan’s captain and stern godfather, AH Kardar, he played his music late into the night. Kardar asked him to stop, but Prince Aslam refused, saying he had not completed all the songs in his repertoire.


On another occasion, he was one of a Karachi team captained by Hanif Mohammad which was setting off by train to play an away fixture in the Quaid-e-Azam trophy. He was late. An irritated Hanif asked continuously: ‘Where is Prince Aslam?’ No one could answer. Hanif had the train delayed for a short time and then decided to set off without him. At the last moment Prince Aslam arrived – with a pick-up band. They played a short serenade before he boarded the train. Hanif gave him a dressing down, which Prince Aslam accepted in good part. When Hanif finished and turned away, Prince Aslam gave him an affectionate slap on the back, although perhaps the slightly built Hanif saw it differently.2


In general, Prince Aslam took such strictures calmly and was well behaved on the field – with one spectacular exception which has entered the record books as a mark of dissent. At a club match in Nazimabad, north of Karachi, he was incensed when the umpire gave him lbw. After arguing for some time, he marched off the pitch and headed for his parked convertible. He extracted the two revolvers he kept in the glove box, marched back on the field, and fired them in the air. The fielders from the National Sports Club and the umpires fled from the ground over the boundary fences and the match was abandoned.


In February 1957, Prince Aslam had one of his most memorable matches, a Quaid-e-Azam trophy semi-final for Karachi Whites against Karachi Blues. He was wicketless in the Blues’ first innings of 314, but picked up two catches. The Whites’ reply of 762 occupied a monumental 313.2 overs, of which 79 were bowled by a 15-year-old student on his debut, Nasim-ul-Ghani. Prince Aslam came in at number 10, at the crisis point of 568 for eight, following a double century from Hanif and a century from Hanif’s older brother, Wazir. He proceeded to hit 112 not out, his only first-class century. Predictably, it was a free-hitting affair, with 13 fours, which occupied 210 minutes. The attack must have been tired but it was more than respectable, with four current or future Test players and the unlucky Raees Mohammad. He benefited from four missed catches (three before he had scored 20). In Blues’ second innings he had three wickets, including Raees, the top scorer, and his young rival Nasim-ul-Ghani, and held two catches. His team won by an innings and 132 runs.


However, it was Nasim, not Prince Aslam, who was picked for Pakistan’s inaugural tour of the West Indies shortly afterwards. AH Kardar liked picking very young, obedient spinners. In fact, Nasim was a strong character but he was certainly easier to control than Prince Aslam. Nasim had a fine tour of West Indies, in which he became the youngest Test player not long after his 16th birthday, only to lose the record a year later to the 15-year-old Mushtaq Mohammad.


Prince Aslam never again came into serious contention for a Test place. Several factors held him back. For one thing, Pakistan played few Test matches in this period – only 35 in the first ten years of his first-class career – and other spin bowling options were always available. Besides Nasim-ul-Ghani, there was another left-arm spinner, the calm and metronomic Pervez Sajjad. He was also competing with the leg-spinners, Intikhab Alam and Mushtaq Mohammad, who offered more with the bat. The selectors had doubts about the legality of some of his deliveries, a factor which became more important amid the anti-throwing crackdown during the early 1960s, which ended the short Test career of the off-spinner Haseeb Ahsan. However, most of the cricket public believed that Prince Aslam was excluded because of his lifestyle and his attitude to authority. Unfortunately, his father also came to that view, and he became more and more disappointed with his gifted son.


As his Test prospects slipped further and further away, Prince Aslam had to be content with his warm reception from the sparse crowds at Pakistan’s domestic matches and the admiration of his contemporaries. He was still in demand for practice sessions with the Mohammad brothers and other established stars. He gave advice freely, even to rivals such as Intikhab Alam and Nasim-ul-Ghani, who remembers him as ‘a great character and a good cricketer. He was a very positive person. He never hid his secrets. I learnt the doosra from him. But he was not popular with the selectors because he led his own life and was not a disciplined person.’


In both practice and real matches, he still enjoyed predicting the downfall of opposing batsmen. According to Basalat Mirza, his most illustrious victim was a young Zaheer Abbas. Baited by the crowd (and Mushtaq Mohammad, who told him that he would never dismiss Zaheer), Prince Aslam promised to achieve this on the fourth ball of his next over. He then bowled three from normal length and a fourth from behind the stumps. Zaheer missed it, and to his amazement was clean bowled. The scorebook confirms this – but also shows that Zaheer had already scored 202.


Prince Aslam continued to play pick-up matches with local children and to give practice and advice to promising young players. One important beneficiary was a teenaged Wasim Bari. Reading a left-arm mystery spinner was an excellent early training for Pakistan’s greatest wicketkeeper. ‘I played at his house as well as for City Gymkhana Club. He was a genius, with all the varieties up his sleeve. He could bowl the doosra, the arm ball and the googly. He did throw an odd delivery but no one cared.’ The two combined to great effect for Karachi, when they beat the Lahore Education Board by an innings in the Ayub trophy final of 1964-65. Then 16 years old, Wasim Bari had nine victims in the match. Five were off Prince Aslam, then 29 and at the height of his powers. Prince Aslam had six other victims in the match, in which he took eleven wickets for 137 runs in 82 overs.


This was his best performance in domestic cricket. His bowling average drifted upwards in subsequent seasons, apart from 1966-67 when he routed the Public Works Department, again with help from Wasim Bari. He was out of the reckoning for Test matches, and increasingly finding first-class cricket a treadmill. In 1970-71 he was still good enough to take four top-order wickets for 94 off 41 overs for Karachi Blues against the Pakistan National Airlines (PIA) team (including the surprised double centurion, Zaheer Abbas). He outbowled his captain, Intikhab Alam, as PIA made 512. The Blues set PIA 191 to win. Prince Aslam was the most economical bowler but he couldn’t remove Zaheer Abbas a second time. Zaheer scored 81 not out as PIA won comfortably by eight wickets.


Prince Aslam then disappeared from the first-class scene for seven years. He was recalled in the colours of the National Security Printing Corporation, one of the employers’ teams encouraged by AH Kardar, now running Pakistan cricket by appointment from Prince Aslam’s old friend, ZA Bhutto. The Corporation team was run by its ‘Colonel-captain’ Pervez Akbar. Pervez’s cricket record was dreadful (four first-class innings as a middle-order batsman for a total of seven runs) but he knew enough to recognise his need for a bowler of quality and a crowd-pleasing celebrity. At nearly 43, Prince Aslam was hired for both jobs.


He was tired and drinking more heavily than before. However, he had a fine last hurrah at Faisalabad against Sargodha. Defending a first innings of only 170 by the printers, he peeled off 47 overs and dismissed the top six Sargodha batsmen, although they cost him 154. He had to watch the colonel-captain put himself on as the tenth bowler, and yield 46 runs off five overs. The printers failed to make Sargodha bat again, and Prince Aslam was dismissed for a duck in his final innings, going for yet another big hit.


At this match, he performed a characteristic act of generosity. One of the opposition was a Christian named Joseph, who invited him to drinks. Prince Aslam accepted gratefully: alcohol had become harder to obtain for Muslims as both Bhutto and his military successor, General Zia-ul-Haq, courted clerical support. Joseph supplied the drink but was reluctant to let Prince Aslam into his house. Joseph’s sister was gravely ill and the house was in disorder. Prince Aslam over-rode him and talked to his sister for some time at her bedside. After he left, Joseph discovered a big pile of banknotes under the pillow to help pay her medical bills.


This was money Prince Aslam could no longer afford. He was estranged from his disappointed father, who had turned away from his first wife and family to be with his second. His father now had eleven children, and his state stipend had been eroded by inflation and cut by General Zia. He could no longer support his son in the old way, even if he had wanted to. Prince Aslam was doing more and more desperate things to maintain his partying lifestyle and support the entourage of friends, musicians and leeches. He was selling off cars, and jewels and other valuable items. He had given up his favourite Johnnie Walker Black Label and was drinking dubious local gin.


He had never married. Although he’d had many female admirers, they had found it hard to get close to him emotionally, or even to share any private time with him when he was almost constantly surrounded by a male entourage. He had one deep relationship with a woman, but the social gulf between them was too wide to contemplate marriage, although he carried a torch for her ever after. She was the sister of a backing singer to a celebrated performer, and he couldn’t listen to the performer’s songs without tears in his eyes. He had hopes of an arranged marriage, with a lady from a ‘suitable’ family, but these foundered on money. He wanted an independent income and control of some capital before marrying: his father would not give him either, and kept him to his allowance.


Prince Aslam had only two unhappy years left after that last match for the printers. Undermined by cheap drink and depression, he died suddenly, and alone, aged only 45. His father outlived him by 23 years, his mother by 27.


In a later time, he might have been a different kind of cricketer and found another life after his playing career. Without those formative years as heir to a throne, he might have added a professional approach to his self-taught arts as a cricketer. Like other talented Pakistani players born after him, he might have found his way into English league or county cricket. With money and independence, he could have married and enjoyed the company of a family instead of a collection of strangers. Free of the conventions and expectations of princely status, he might have used his talents as a coach or a teacher, or tried his hand as a professional musician, or reinvented himself as a television personality (like another left-arm spinner, Phil Tufnell).


Instead, he was fated to become the Lost Prince of Pakistan cricket. It might seem a wasted life but it was still full of victories. He bowled thousands of magical deliveries. He tested the skills of some of the greatest players of his time and won their respect. He encouraged hundreds of children and young players, and brought them to a higher standard. He entertained people on and off the field. He helped hundreds of people whom he thought to be in need.


His ultimate victory was to be remembered 35 years after his death with pleasure and affection. We spoke to dozens of people who had known him, family, friends, fellow-players and spectators, without hearing a bad word about him.
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INTIKHAB ALAM: THE GREAT SURVIVOR OF PAKISTAN CRICKET


When the Abbé Sieyès was asked what he did during the French Revolution, the veteran politician replied simply: ‘I survived.’


Intikhab Alam is the Abbé Sieyès of Pakistan cricket. His service to it began in 1959, when in front of his home crowd in Karachi, he became the only Pakistani to join the select club of bowlers who have captured a wicket with their first ball in Test cricket. He still loves to demonstrate the quickish leg-break which bowled Australia’s opener Colin McDonald. In each decade since then he has served Pakistan cricket in multiple capacities: player, captain, first-ever team manager, coach, senior administrator.1 He has been at the heights and the depths. He has faced fierce personal criticisms and public dismissals. But he has also had multiple recalls.


Since 1959, he has seen off four military rulers of Pakistan, eight civilian governments, over 20 heads of the Pakistan Cricket Board2 and 28 Pakistan Test match captains (not including himself). In 2015, aged 73, he was back in his fourth spell as team manager.


Throughout his career he has been attacked for being too diplomatic and too conciliatory to those in authority. However, it is easy to understand that approach to life when he shares his memories of Partition. He has done this frequently for the Pakistan teams he has managed, to give a sense of the risk and sacrifice that past generations faced in joining the new state. ‘I would tell the young players about how the older ones got into Pakistan, and about the massacres and murders. My mother’s family lost seven members at Partition, three murdered and four women who threw themselves into a well to avoid rape.’3


More than 15 million people were uprooted amid savage intercommunal violence, particularly in the Punjab, which was divided hastily and artificially between the two nations by the Radcliffe Commission in the final weeks before independence on 14 August 1947. The historian Nisid Hajari wrote that some British soldiers and journalists who had witnessed the Nazi death camps saw worse scenes at Partition. ‘Pregnant women had their breasts cut off and babies hacked out of their bellies; infants were found literally roasted on spits.’ He added: ‘Foot caravans of destitute refugees fleeing the violence stretched for fifty miles and more. As the peasants trudged along wearily, mounted guerrillas burst out of the tall crops that lined the road and culled them like sheep. Special refugee trains, filled to bursting when they set out, suffered repeated ambushes along the way. All too often they crossed the border in funereal silence, blood seeping from under their carriage doors.’ The final death tally was between one and two million.4


Many of Pakistan’s early cricketers suffered at Partition. Hanif Mohammad and his family fled from a prosperous and settled life in the princely state of Junagadh when it was forcibly taken over by India, reaching Karachi virtually destitute and making a temporary home in an abandoned Hindu temple. Fazal Mahmood was saved on a train journey from a Hindu lynch-mob by a fellow passenger, the Indian Test cricketer, CK Nayudu, who defended him with his cricket bat. Waqar Hasan lost his grandparents in a particularly horrible death by being burnt alive in their home.


Intikhab Alam’s account of Partition is especially searing as he remembers what it meant to him as a five-year-old boy, conveying not only the terror but the collapse of a secure and familiar world. ‘At Partition, my family was living in Simla. My father was an electrical engineer in government service, in charge of the local power station. I was only five, but I knew that the situation was very dangerous. Although there were more and more clashes and threats to Muslims, my father thought it was his duty to stay with his job even though others were leaving.


‘His number two was a Mr Bedi. I don’t think he was any relation of Bishan. He was also our neighbour. He came to our house and told our family to leave home at once. He hid our whole family in one small room in his house: my parents and five children. I was the middle child, with two brothers5 and two sisters.


‘We stayed in that room for two to three days. Then Mr Bedi told us that a mob was on its way to search the house and we must leave.


‘It was one in the morning and we headed off on a dark road to the power station. We just had one torch and it took us forty-five minutes. I was terrified of meeting leopards and snakes.


‘When we arrived there was a man in charge sitting by a telephone but he was not allowed to use it. We sat down on the platform of some kind of engine. It made a huge noise. My father decided to get rid of the man sitting by the telephone, and asked him to go out and find him some cigarettes. He did, and my father was able to use the phone himself. He got through to a family friend, Brigadier James. My father, who was a fast bowler, had played cricket with him for the Maharaja of Patiala. He asked him for help, and Brigadier James arrived with a truckload of army personnel. They took us back to our old house to collect any possessions. My elder brother picked up a Holy Qu’ran and a little cash. That was all we took.


‘My family was taken to relatives in Ludhiana. We stayed with them for a week, and my father resigned his government job. We were in real danger and we had to leave the country. We were told there was a train leaving from a place called Kalka [a small town in the foothills of the Himalayas, about 70 miles distance from Ludhiana, but further away from Pakistan].


‘We headed out there. Our family were dumped in a field with an improvised tent, during the monsoon. There were mobs about, and some opened fire with weapons. I saw bullets flying through our tent. We had to wait all day and all night for the last train, which set off at about five or six in the morning. My family got on and hid my father. The train could easily have been attacked, but luckily the mob made a mistake with the train schedule and thought it was a goods train and not the passenger service.


‘We made it to Lahore and stayed in the Walton refugee camp.’ Intikhab gave no account of this, but an article in Dawn, Pakistan’s oldest and most widely read English-language newspaper, some years ago described it as ‘a nightmarish place, with sometimes two million destitute people milling about in abject misery and a state of shock, not knowing what fate awaited them next’.6


The family survived there for about six weeks, until Intikhab’s father was able to contact his brother, a detective inspector in the Karachi police. They moved to Karachi and Intikhab’s life slowly returned to normal. Within a few years he would be riding a bicycle for two miles each day to play cricket at Jahangir Park. He joined a club called Blackhawk which, unusually, was formed and run by boys. The leading light was a leg-spinning all-rounder with a famous brother. For over twenty years this boy would become his friend, colleague and rival: Mushtaq Mohammad.7
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THE MANY SONS OF MASTER AZIZ


Among the millions of families divided between India and Pakistan at Partition, one separation would have a lasting impact on cricket in both countries. The cricket coach Abdul Aziz Durani lost Salim, the 12-year-old son he adored and was grooming to be a Test player. When he fled to Karachi, the boy remained with relatives in India. Other people took over his cricket education and he did indeed become a Test player – a flamboyant, crowd-pleasing all-rounder with 29 caps for India.


In place of his lost son, Abdul Aziz Durani coached and mentored dozens of boys in his new country of Pakistan, earning the title of Master Aziz. His most important pupil would also earn the title of Master: Hanif Mohammad.


Hanif played nearly twice as many Test matches as Salim Durani – 55 – and in a completely different style, as a specialist batsman with unflinching concentration. Hanif and Salim never encountered each other on the cricket field, so Master Aziz was never able to watch his natural son and his adoptive one at the same time.


We were not able to reach Salim Durani (who is now 80) to discover what relationship he had in adult life with his father. They had only one meeting after Partition – at the Calcutta Test of 1960-61, when Salim Durani’s left-arm spin took eight English wickets in the match, helping India to a big victory. Under instruction from his father, Salim produced a baffling delivery which took the crucial wicket of Ken Barrington. What might have happened if they had stayed together? For the rest of his life, Master Aziz could not talk about his son Salim without tears.1


Their separation may have had a deep psychological influence on Master Aziz. He was a superb cricket coach, who spent every possible waking moment with cricketers as coach, umpire or simply spectator, but outside of cricket some of his behaviour was decidedly eccentric and almost self-destructive.


Materials about the life of Abdul Aziz Durani are scanty. He was born in 1905, say standard reference sources (1910 says Najum Latif). Assuming that his birthdate of 15 August is reliable, he shared it with Napoleon. The sources give his birthplace simply as India, but he bore the clan name of the ruling dynasty in Afghanistan. He took his wife to Kabul to give birth to their child in the midst of the clan. Salim Durani is to date the only Test cricketer from Afghanistan.


Two years earlier, Abdul Aziz had settled in Jamnagar, the capital of Ranjitsinhji’s princely state of Nawanagar. Ranji had recently died but his successor was hoping to build a strong cricket team to win the new Indian national trophy named after him.
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