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  To my grandfather, alive on every page,
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  Trent Bridge, which Neville Cardus called a ‘lotus land’ for batsmen and ‘fit for Heaven itself’.
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  FOREWORD

  A GOLDEN AGE SORT OF A CHAP
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  Duncan Hamilton and his grandfather – taken only a few weeks before his grandfather died.


   


  The man who taught me to love cricket was born in 1889, one year before its Golden Age began – those glorious summers of W. G. Grace and Archie MacLaren, F. S. Jackson and C. B. Fry. He was christened John, but everyone called him Jack.


  He was my grandfather.


  As a boy, I admired him above anyone else. If I had known the full truth – and been mature enough to understand his story properly – I would have admired him even more. He usually wore a brown suit, a grey wool cap, rather in the style of the Australian Baggy Green, and segged black shoes, which he polished to mirrored perfection. At all times he carried a silver pocket watch.


  We are naturally pulled into the orbit of those who dote on us, and we stay in it as a consequence. And it’s true that my grandfather doted on me. We walked together in our separate but shared silences. I had a stammer, so bad that the words got stuck on my tongue to the extent that I couldn’t pronounce my own name without the hard rat-a-tat of overstretched syllables accompanying terrible facial grimaces and contortions. For a long time I decided I would be better off saying nothing unless it was absolutely necessary.


  My grandfather was almost completely deaf and wore the heavy contraption of the hard of hearing: a battery-powered pack, which he clipped to the band of his trousers, and a round earpiece, which was connected to the pack by a barley-twist cord. The pack, the cord and the earpiece were the bright, shining flesh colour of a doll’s face. Sometimes, if my grandfather turned the volume up too loud, the pack whistled like a boiling kettle. The loss of his hearing pared down his speech. There was no point in asking a question if you had to strain to catch the answer. So we were locked together – the young boy who couldn’t speak, the old man who couldn’t hear.


  My grandfather returned with his condition from the Great War and came home to unimaginable misery, swapping one horror for another. He found his wife had died in childbirth; and that his baby had died too. My grandmother’s first husband had died in the same acreage of churned mud occupied by my grandfather in France. The two of them – alone, confused and partly broken – met and married. Like two refugees from the fighting, and marked for ever by it, the couple began to rebuild their lives and shape a future entirely dictated for them by a past neither wanted to remember. That my grandparents each had two wedding rings was our shut-away family secret. I learned about it only several years after my grandfather had died.


  There was always a dignified stoicism about him. He never spoke about the war, or what had happened to him during it. He never spoke about the things he’d seen or felt there and the sadness of hopes unfulfilled, or the friends, including his brother, who became carved names on stone memorials. He never complained and never explained, which only in retrospect I recognise as demonstrating bravery of a quite different kind.


  This brief account of my grandfather and his history is necessary because the book you’re holding wouldn’t exist without him or it. He is the undertow of the book, the strong current dragging me from spring into summer and on into autumn. The two gifts he left me profoundly moulded my own life. He gave me a love of cricket and of libraries.


  Home from France, and back to work as one of the ‘poor drudges underground, blackened to the eyes’ as he hewed tubs of coal, my grandfather took refuge by living a deliberately uneventful life. He sought nothing purely for himself except peace of mind. After the vast, bloody landscape of the fighting he scaled down and consciously shrank his world into a small, manageable size. Survivors of the Great War concealed a gutted soul, fury and bewilderment, bottled-up grief and shards of guilt at being alive when tens of thousands of others were dead. The nature of Fate troubled them, and each coped in his own way with it. My grandfather found his comfort in, and his took convalescence from, long walks and the groomed greenery of the cricket field. (He did so, ironically and coincidentally, in those same years that Neville Cardus also benefited from cricket’s restorative powers to recover from a nervous breakdown at the Manchester Guardian. In this, if nothing else, my two heroes – the miner and the writer – were no different from one another.)


  To say the least, we were an impecunious family. There was not much money for high days and holidays. Our yearly fortnight was spent in my grandfather’s council house close to the north-east coast. He would travel back with us to Nottingham for two or three weeks more. All of us see life more sharply as the past recedes. Looking back, I recognise those summer weeks as a blessing. Without them I’d never have got to really know him. He was a reader, especially fond of stories of the Wild West, which he borrowed from the library at the rate of seven per week. All the books had bright, custard-coloured covers. He took me with him and organised the first library card I ever owned.


  From Monday to Friday we read together. On Saturday we went to watch village cricket. By then I was already entranced by the game. In fact, it was love at first sight. On our minuscule TV screen, no more than an oversized full stop embedded in a huge teak cabinet, I watched Derek Underwood against Australia as he jagged the ball off The Oval pitch and made it climb at John Inverarity like a leaping hare. The black-and-white picture was so dusky and indistinct that both Underwood and the fielders, packed so tightly around Inverarity as to induce claustrophobia before his fatal lapse, which gave England victory, shimmered like ghosts. Inverarity was outnumbered, like Custer in one of my grandfather’s Westerns.


  I had no idea of the significance of the game; no notion of how cricket was truly played either. What hooked me was its drama. Nothing felt so vital and intense. I wanted to learn more about it. My grandfather taught me because my father, a Scot, had no interest in, or experience of, cricket. He was raised on the sweat of football and the blood of boxing. There was no cricket pitch within four ‘country miles’ of the mining village in which he grew up. No one had a bat, ball or stumps. You played football in the street or boxed with bare knuckles. Compared to what happened within the roped ring or between the lime markings of a football pitch, my father at first regarded cricket as slow, dull and effeminate. Men in white – unless striding under the banner of Real Madrid or Leeds United – always looked slightly ridiculous to him. This only changed later on.


  Instead of talking about the war, or those it had claimed with bullets, shells and shrapnel, my grandfather talked to me about ‘his cricketers’ – the men of another, richer vintage: Herbert Sutcliffe and Percy Holmes, Walter Hammond and Denis Compton, Frank Tyson and Ray Lindwall. He spoke of Keith Miller’s swept-back hair and matinee-idol flourishes, Don Bradman’s relentless pursuit of runs and the casual ticking-off of his big scores, Jack Hobbs’ deft touches and the aching sadness of Hedley Verity, who made the poetry of bowling flesh before a different war claimed him. My grandfather would re-enact Hobbs’ strokes with a swish of his muscled arms and miner’s callused hands. ‘There is a beauty about cricket,’ he said.


  He’d seen this beauty himself in the 1920s during coach journeys to the Scarborough Festival – setting off in dawn’s pale shadow and returning to the soft blackness of early autumn. For the rest of the season he followed the first-class game with his obsessive reading and memorising of the morning newspapers. Although he didn’t play much himself, he taught me the fundamentals: the grip of the bat, the stance, the set of the field with its curiously named positions, the basic way to hold the ball when bowling. He cut a thin bat out of boxwood and bowled at me with a tennis ball in the concrete passageway next to the coal bunker. It was rudimentary coaching, and the closeness of the walls made me feel rather as Inverarity must have done when England’s fielders hemmed him in at The Oval. But it was a start.


  The village cricket ground’s pavilion doubled as the Working Men’s Institutive, where my grandfather went to meet friends who had served in, but didn’t discuss either, the war. These were men who rolled thin cigarettes (cheaper than packets of Woodbines or Capstan Full Strength) or jammed pinches of tobacco into the bowl of their pipes with knotted, nicotine-stained fingers. They read the Daily Mirror and rattled dominoes across scarred oak tables. On Saturday afternoons I saw them in smart suits, dressed as if going to a wedding, sitting on the slatted benches just beyond the boundary rope. The ground was beside the plain, dark stone of the squat Methodist chapel where my parents were married and I was baptised. Whenever I think of it now, I feel the overwhelming nostalgic pull and affection of place and people. This is where cricket started for me. Instantly I liked the paraphernalia of the game: the thick, V-necked, cable-knit sweaters, the boots and pads that required Blanco, the stiff peaked caps, the obligation to coat bats in linseed oil, and the pungent scent of that oil in the air. I liked the fact each match was fashioned like a mystery play. The outcome was not always obvious. I liked the shape it took and how it often progressed, very slowly like nature, to reveal itself to me in complicated ways. I liked its arcane rituals of lunch and tea, the toss of the coin, the marking-out of the pitch and the use of the creaking roller with its pale-grey wood handle. Odd though it seems to say it, I even liked rain-spotted days when play just might be possible. I was able to read in between the showers.


  Later, during the same summer, my grandfather took me to Trent Bridge to watch ‘real cricket’. He was nearly eighty years old. Without thinking about his worn, stiff joints, I told him I wanted to sit on the wide expanse of grass between the lip of the Parr Stand and the boundary, and he guided me there by resting a huge, steady hand on my right shoulder. Somehow, and without complaint, he crouched down beside me on the dewy turf, ran his fingers against the rough, thick rope and pulled his cap further over his creased face to shield it from the sun. It was one of those marvellously clear afternoons when the sky seems higher and wider and stretched to its very limit. The sharp details of the match have faded. The years have rubbed them away as easily as soft pencil marks on a page. I can only recall that we had gone specifically to watch Garry Sobers, who did not play, and that Nottinghamshire were batting and Leicestershire stood in the field. I cannot remember who scored runs or took wickets, and I have always held in check the temptation to take an archaeological dig into Wisden to find out. Long ago I realised that to go looking for the evidence risked shaking loose the memories I already had; and possibly losing some of them as a consequence. So the important fragments of that day remain intact, shut and airtight in my mind, as if sealed in a jar. The scorecard my grandfather bought me – and filled in with a silver ballpoint pen – is long gone too. I have nothing that preserves our time together there except for the dozen or so still, square images which I can slide in a private show across my mind. These keep alive its broad outline, which is sufficient. The bold statistics don’t matter anyway. What does matter is the imprint our journey to Trent Bridge left on me. It’s evident in this book, which is also part-payment of an outstanding debt to my grandfather which I can never fully repay.


  Exactly forty summers have gone by since he took me to see those first matches and, no matter how much fashionable change occurs, my perception of cricket is irrevocably bound up in them. As the 2009 English season came closer, it struck me that cricket could be embarking on the most significant and rapid period of its development since the Packer Revolution of 1977. Much of what had drawn me to cricket in the first place seemed in danger of being dismantled. The County Championship limped along and struggled to define itself anew as a consequence of the introduction of central contracts, which restricted the domestic workload of Test players. Technology and the referral system challenged the mettle and authority of umpires. Most of all, there was Twenty20, altering the contours of the whole summer and shifting the calendar of the entire year. The traditional weave of the game was being unpicked and rearranged for the modern, global age.


  Cricket always seems to be on the brink of radicalism of one sort or another in an effort to make it relevant. As far back as 1971 John Arlott felt it necessary to offer the opinion that: ‘It may be true that English cricket as we know it is dying.’ When he wrote that sentence the fixture list was stable and ordered, like a good filing system; everything sensibly arranged and in its own neat place. Now matches are scattered everywhere, as if picked up and carried by a gale and then strewn across each corner of the cricket playing world. So many matches are arranged – most inconsequential and instantly forgettable – that it is impossible to keep track of them.


  I grew up with the BBC covering Tests in a didactic but avuncular manner. Now an Ashes series can only be viewed with a satellite dish and a set-top box. In the past even the best cricketers were paid shamefully pitiful sums and regarded as glorified chattel. Now the best can become financially secure for life in a handful of summers. No one wants to condemn them to near penury again, but fatter salaries have created a degree of detachment between the modern player and the modern cricket watcher.


  I can’t entirely camouflage the fact that I am always measuring today against yesterday. I know there are times when it makes me sound one hundred years old, as though I belong in the steam age. Perhaps I do. In defence we often best record what’s been lost by detailing, however nit-pickingly, what remains. This was the premise and spirit of English Journey, which J. B. Priestley wrote in 1933. He caught England at a pivotal moment. It was shaking off, albeit briefly, the consequence of the Great War and then the Depression, and heading towards yet another conflict in the middle distance. Priestley embalmed his homeland in black ink. With it and him in mind I set off with the aim of preserving this single – possibly seminal – summer in the belief that cricket’s own pivotal moment was looming too.


  Priestley took with him the essential accoutrements of his trade: notebooks, paper clips, pencils, erasers and a portable typewriter. He also wedged into his over-large black bag a copy of Muirhead’s Blue Guide to England and began from Southampton, amid the oily black smoke of ships’ funnels and the long, slow drone of the hooter, because, he reckoned, it was ‘where a man might well first land’. (Today, of course, he’d be obliged to push, shove and queue his way through Heathrow airport’s congested terminals.) I took the modern equivalent of Priestley’s paraphernalia: a leather notebook and loose sheets of A5 paper, an assortment of pens, a miniature tape recorder and the indispensable laptop. Into my over-large satchel went the 146th edition of Wisden, a copy of Playfair and The Cricketers’ Who’s Who. I began at Lord’s – the only appropriate place to start. A week or so before setting off I met Priestley’s son Tom, explained what I was doing and talked through the influence of his father’s book on me. ‘He’d have come with you,’ he explained. ‘He thought cricket was a part of England and part of English character. Losing it would have diminished England somehow.’ As his son unhesitatingly conceded, Priestley, despite his gruff reputation, was a romantic and ‘very much a Golden Age sort of a chap’. It’s why he wrote of cricket: ‘I cannot believe there is another game in the world that releases so many floods of nostalgic reminiscence.’


  I know it to be true because I experienced the same thing. Everywhere I went I remembered things long past; but chiefly I remembered my grandfather.


  Wherever I went, he came too, which became the real point of everything. The more I travelled, the more I understood it; and the more grateful I became for the love of cricket he gave me. 
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  CHAPTER ONE

  WHY DON′T YOU COME BACK WHEN IT′S LESS BUSY?


  [image: image]


  Michael Vaughan contemplates the ‘uncertain glory of an April day’ as another shower disrupts the start of the 2009 season at Lord’s.


  


  Lord’s: MCC v. The Champion County, Durham, 9–12 April


  The all-rounder turned writer-poet R. C. Robertson-Glasgow always believed that ‘by foot’ was the best and most respectful way to approach Lord’s. It enables you, he said, to ‘drink the slow, deep draught of anticipation’. He was right, and never more so than on the opening day of the season. For there are certain rules and rituals which rigorously apply to it, and the first is the obligatory walk, which became so familiar to Robertson-Glasgow from the moment he became chief correspondent of the Morning Post in 1933. It owes everything to history and – if done properly – the journey ought really to begin from Dorset Square beside an unobtrusive brown plaque with a peculiar arrangement of capital letters. It declares that:


  THOMAS LORD

  laid out his original

  CRICKET GROUND

  on this site in 1787


  To start here is akin to bowing in deference to him. His portrait, which hangs in its gold frame in the Long Room, makes Lord look an unattractive, plain figure: balding with combed tufts of frosty hair, heavy eyebrows hooding the inky dots of his eyes, a long blade of a nose and thin, tight lips that suppress a half-smile. He wears a high, white starched shirt and a coal-black coat. Without Lord and his entrepreneurial acumen, there would be no Lord’s. When Dorset Fields was just an untidy scrap of land, Lord fenced it, built a wood hut to store bat, ball and stumps and let the high-falutin’ gentlemen of the White Conduit Club preen themselves within its rough boundary before the creation of the MCC. To set off from the Georgian elegance of Dorset Square today, with early blossom clinging to the branches of its trees, is to stroll with benign ghosts in breeches. Here, Alexander, Duke of Hamilton (sadly, no relation), once drove the ball so hard and high that it travelled one hundred and thirty-two yards.


  Beyond Dorset Square is the rust-coloured brick-and-glass-canopied entrance of Marylebone Station, which John Betjeman described as the ‘most gracious’ of terminals. He thought he always heard birdsong on the platforms. There’s no birdsong today; just the rattle of fully loaded lorries, the din of revving engines and the impatient hooting of horns from black cabs. Any bird has to splutter a tune through exhaust fumes.


  Eventually the road turns into Lisson Grove. On his route, which he described in 1951, Robertson-Glasgow picked out the ‘cigarette shop’, which had ‘not changed’, a boy pulling a boat on a string along Regent’s Canal and the anglers dotted on its banks. The cigarette shop is now Tesco Express with glowing signage. The canal’s chocolate-brown water is still and the banks are bare. Halfway along Lisson Grove is a second, grander plaque crested with the MCC’s neat insignia. As a Yorkshireman, who always kept a gimlet eye on his wallet, Lord refused to pay increased rent on Dorset Fields. When his lease expired, he rolled up his turf and carried it here instead. The plaque – a pale, fading blue – commemorates the site of: ‘The second Lord’s Cricket Ground 1811–1813’. It sat on what is now the charmless, low grey sprawl of a housing estate. With an extension to the Regent’s Canal threatening to slice off most of his outfield, Lord soon pocketed £4,000 in compensation and moved gratefully for the third and last time.


  Sometimes to travel hopefully is a better thing than to arrive; but not in this case. At the top of Lisson Grove, between the choking traffic, is Lord’s at last. Posters advertising today’s fixture are attached to its outer wall. The blood-red font is quaintly old-fashioned, as though still belonging to the polite, sepia age when Jack Hobbs and Herbert Sutcliffe were paired on the scorecard. Those of us who have already arrived – it is 9.30 a.m. – won’t be allowed inside for another half an hour. A dozen pairs of eyes peer pleadingly through the lofty magnificence of the Grace Gates, as if expecting the green-jacketed stewards to show some pity. The gates are a finely ornate example of Bromsgrove ironwork. The stone pillar, with its tribute to W. G. worn by the weather, is so grand that it wouldn’t look out of place in Highgate Cemetery with the good doctor’s bones buried beneath it.


  I’m relieved to be early, and mindful of the advice J. M. Kilburn – one of Robertson-Glasgow’s contemporaries in the press box – once gave about coming to Lord’s: ‘To arrive breathless and dishevelled at the main gate would be an offence almost beyond forgiveness.’ As the most patrician of writers, deferential to the MCC and its traditions, Kilburn expected what he wrote about it to be taken seriously. None of us loitering on the pavement, repeatedly glancing at our watches in the forlorn hope that doing so might hurry time along, is dishevelled; and we are only breathless for the beginning of the match. Our numbers slowly grow. There is pole-thin man in a blue windcheater and jeans who mournfully reports that he’s recently been made redundant from his job – ‘another victim of the recession’, he says – and will be watching ‘more cricket than usual’. He clutches a Lord’s cushion against his chest. There is a trim gent with a prominent nose, shaped like a fin, and protuberant cheekbones, the reddish skin pulled tight across them. His veins are like marks in marble. He is wearing a deerstalker and a tweed jacket, as if dressed for an afternoon’s shooting on the moors. There are two elderly couples, who greet one another in the fulsome, short sentences of Hirst greeting Spooner in Harold Pinter’s No Man’s Land. ‘Ah,’ says the woman, offering her left cheek for a kiss. ‘The South Africans last summer. Smith and McKenzie. Hundreds for both. Lovely day. How are you?’ The reply is sucked away on the stiffish breeze.


  Those of us who aren’t MCC members are told to buy our £15 ticket from a wooden, padlocked door set into the wall. Soon a young, sallow attendant appears clutching a set of keys. The door, rusted over the winter, refuses to budge without a heave, which threatens to take it off at the hinges. When it does open, the attendant reaches for strips of plasticene, rolls them into several tight balls and produces an oblong notice which he fastens on to the wall. ‘PLAY IS NOT GUARANTEED’, it says, like the warning small print of a contract. ‘REFUNDS WILL NOT BE GIVEN’. Play certainly isn’t guaranteed this morning. The proof that we live on a small, damp island is all around us. The sky is the colour of slate. Spots of rain are falling. The wind – gathering in strength – cuts like a scythe. On one hand it is ridiculous to be playing a showpiece game so prematurely when low fronts and powerful gusts roll in from the Atlantic like a punishment. If not thoroughly drenched, we’ll all be blown and buffeted and end up looking as though we’ve been storm-tossed at sea. On the other, cricket’s congested calendar, top-heavy with Twenty20 and other assorted one-day jamborees, must squeeze in matches such as this one whenever it can.


  As well as the glacial cold, rain or bad light are sure to act as prolonged punctuation marks during the next eight hours. But the visceral experience of the moment – to be at Lord’s at the very beginning of the season – outweighs the discomforts. And enduring the foul bleakness of what Shakespeare euphemistically described as the ‘uncertain glory of an April day’ is yet another part of the ritual; a rite of passage into what will hopefully turn into a long hot summer. You have to be suffering from a gentle madness to want to be here in such wretched conditions. To miss it would still be the greater lunacy. I willingly pay my money. I take my purple ticket. I walk through the Grace Gates. I count a knot of twenty-eight others jostling beside me and calculate our average age as seventy-three; hardly older than the patriarchs of Genesis, but old enough in total years to suggest we’ve survived harsher mornings than this one.


  The away dressing room at Lord’s is small and sparse. The walls are apple-green and white. In one corner, there’s a glass-fronted drinks cooler and a silver kettle with an assortment of cups and saucers. Cheap plastic coat hangers dangle from shiny gold pegs beneath the honours’ board – black capital lettering on pale oak – which is like turning the pages of every Wisden ever published. There’s S. J. (Sid) Pegler’s 7–65 for South Africa two years before the Great War; Bob Massie’s improbable 16 Ashes wickets in 1972; Gordon Greenidge’s 214 in 1984; and centuries for Ganguly and Jayawardene, Mankad and Hardstaff. On the functional white board near the door, there are three points written in streaky blue ink:


  10.25 a.m.: Toss

  10.30 a.m.: Photo in Harris garden

  11.00 p.m.: Scheduled start


  The two captains, Rob Key of MCC and Durham’s Will Smith, walk through the Long Room and trot down the pavilion steps punctually. In the Long Room, where Lord’s alternates displays from its collection of 2,000 paintings, someone has mischievously hung Sir Donald Bradman’s portrait directly beside Douglas Jardine’s. When Jardine died, aged only fifty-seven, in June 1958, Bradman was asked to provide a few perfunctory sentences about him for posterity. With Bodyline still a sore on his flesh, Bradman gave a terse ‘No comment’. Below them is the round, pink face of Pelham Warner, the MCC’s manager on the tour, who betrayed the captain after it was over. With the second Ashes Test at Lord’s only two and a half months away, I doubt politics and politeness will allow the Bradman–Jardine–Warner juxtaposition to survive until then.


  The Long Room floor is well swept, and the sturdy wooden chairs stand in two immaculate rows, as if as regimentally as troops on parade. Alan Ross’s poem ‘Test Match at Lord’s’ immediately comes to my mind.


  Bailey bowling, McLean cuts him late for one


  I walk from the Long Room into the slanting sun


  Two ancients stop as Statham starts his run


  Then, elbows linked, but straight as sailors


  On a tilting deck, they move. One square shouldered as a tailor’s


  Model, leans over, whispering in the other’s ear:


  ‘Go easy. Steps here. This end bowling’


  Turning, I watch Barnes guide Rhodes into fresher air


  As if to continue an innings, though Rhodes may only play by ear


  Ross’s poem is like a bridge arching back into the past, and the image it leaves on the eye lingers like a handprint on glass. Reading these nine lines summons Sydney Barnes and the sightless Wilfred Rhodes into the Long Room again. In my imagination I half expect Walter Hammond or Frank Woolley also to pass through in their pomp: fit and lithe and lean with their faces unlined, a bat tucked underneath the arm or a long-sleeved sweater draped across the shoulder. Appearing instead is Michael Vaughan. The build-up to the game has focused almost exclusively around him. The question is whether he can recover his England place four years after his captaincy wrestled the Ashes from Australia. The television cameras and photographers stare hard at Vaughan. The lenses of both trail him wherever he goes like a stage spotlight.


  It is impossible not to think about his lachrymose but dignified farewell from the England captaincy in 2008; the way Vaughan slowly dissolved into soft sobs when telling a press conference what his father had said to him. ‘You can walk away a proud lad because you’ve given it everything.’ A week or so after his resignation I watched Vaughan in the County Championship at Scarborough, where he was awfully out of form and kilter. The devotion of his home crowd, like palliative care, dragged him through a difficult four days. The same level of devotion is palpable today. There is a choreographed approval for Vaughan; murmurs of good luck, handshakes and slaps on the back. Indeed, the crowd seems intent on treating him like a convalescent.


  The previous afternoon Vaughan was in the Nursery End nets. He wore his black Yorkshire helmet and tracksuit top and strapped gleaming pads on to bare calves. With each ball, he came forward with a big, decisive stride; the sort of stride, in fact, that Geoffrey Boycott always maintains was the true sign of his own prime form. But Vaughan didn’t middle every shot. He mistimed a drive off Sajid Mahmood, which ballooned in the direction of extra cover. He took an extravagant swish at a ball from Kabir Ali and got a faint but audible nick. The ball swished and bulged against the back of the net in front him. ‘That’ll do,’ he said, moving into the next net, where Adil Rashid was bowling; Yorkshire master faced Yorkshire pupil. Rashid is just twenty-one; Vaughan is thirty-four. He came down the pitch and tried to lift the leg spinner towards the Indoor School. He was too early on the shot. The ball struck the bottom of the bat and squirted miserably along the ground. Rashid smiled and playfully wagged his finger at him. ‘Nearly got you there,’ he said.


  Vaughan will have to wait to find out whether his coordination has returned properly. Key wins the toss and decides to bowl. He plants his right hand into the pocket of his MCC blazer – in the manner of the Duke of Edinburgh at an official function – and strides off, smart enough to have wandered out of one of the cigarette cards of the 1930s. Hard though it is to believe, the sky has become greyer and more swollen, and so low that I wait for it to descend like a heavy wool blanket across the impeccably mowed and rolled turf. Robertson-Glasgow wrote about the greenness of Lord’s in comparison to the ‘huge, glaring, yellowy arenas of Australia’. It is true. Even in this murky light, the ground is a brilliant emerald and as lush as crushed velvet. The Old Father Time weather-vane is already manically spinning, as if it might take off like Dorothy’s house in The Wizard of Oz. It is a morning for coats, scarves and hats, a thermos of strong tea and a portable heater. But, as Key drops the new ball, as glossy as a conker, into Ali’s hand, there is the celebratory pop of a cork. A young couple, sitting in the Grand Stand, hug one another and toast the new season with a bottle of Marks and Spencer champagne.


  Sprinting in from the Pavilion End, Ali’s first delivery is well up to the left-handed Michael Di Venuto, who unflappably pushes it straight back, as though already well set for run-making. The sound of ball on bat is like a pistol shot around the cavernous, empty ground. The echo of it vibrates for a long time afterwards. Ali’s fourth delivery is much wider, shorter and looser, and Di Venuto darts at it eagerly. He squeezes a thickish outside edge past gulley, and Rashid gives pursuit, as urgently as a man chasing his hat in a gale. The ball easily beats him to the rope. Perhaps bowling at a pair of left handers – Mark Stoneman is Di Venuto’s partner – disturbs Ali and Mahmood, both of whom don’t properly exploit the bruised, overcast conditions. Rather than pitching deliveries up, and letting swing and seam occur naturally, the ball is frequently too short, and Di Venuto and Stoneman cut and pull and lean away to drive impressively off the back foot. The bowlers’ spikes tear up the turf, revealing the black, wet earth beneath.


  Key and Vaughan are positioned, like Donne’s extended compass points, at mid-on and mid-off. Vaughan is swaddled in two sweaters, a shirt and his full-body Skins ICE, which he advertises – arms folded and gaze proud and intense – in the pages of cricket magazines in the manner of a modern-day Captain Webb resplendent on a box of matches. Even with all these layers, which includes the best contemporary science is capable of designing, he still looks perished, as if in need of a bowl of soup and a wood fire. He has incongruously wedged a wide-brimmed sunhat on his head. Key presses his hands beneath his armpits for warmth and lets his chin drop to his chest, like someone huddled in a doorway waiting for the last bus home. Neither has much to do. Apart from a balletic dive to stop a Di Venuto drive, Vaughan’s main duty early on is to scoop up handfuls of sawdust and sprinkle them over the bowler’s footholds.


  A thin blowing of rain, which drifts like a dirty veil from the direction of the Tavern Stand, forces an interruption after just 53 minutes and 67 balls. Di Venuto and Stoneman are reluctant to leave, like poker players forced to give up a good hand of cards. Di Venuto has been especially solid. His runs have come with stylistic correctness. At 48 for no wicket, the electric scoreboard unhelpfully points out in vivid blue what we already know – rain has stopped play. Vaughan sits on the middle step in front of the pavilion gate and tilts his eyes skyward, like an inquisitive bird. He climbs up, nods in the direction of an MCC member and vanishes inside.


  No day is without virtue at Lord’s. That is because no sport is more conscious of preserving its relics, however eclectic, than cricket. If we are all truly reflected in the things we own, then the game has a well-stocked mind, an eccentric personality and an obsessive penchant for hoarding. The museum behind the pavilion contains an idiosyncratic miscellany of curios and curiosities: ancient bats and china bowls, pictures and mounted cricket balls with silver bands, caps and gold medals and, of course, the inconspicuous Ashes Urn, which sits in a thick glass case like the Imperial State Crown in the Tower of the London. I twice pass it without a flicker of recognition; perhaps because the personal minutiae of the museum are more fascinating than the shiny, teak-stained perfume bottle, so frequently photographed that an actual sighting of it has no impact whatsoever. What leaves the deepest impression are the intimate, quotidian items of the famous: K. S. Ranjitsinhji’s silver cigarette case, which he used most days of his life; W. G.’s snuff box and his enormous boots, which reveal his bulk’s ample proportions; R. E. Foster’s immaculately kept black bound diary of the 1903–04 tour of Australia, the handwriting shaped and flourished with upward swirls and downward curls, in which he details an innings of 287 not out; Len Hutton’s silver hip flask; and the oddity of Denis Compton’s kneecap, which lies in a case like an ageing and unsightly lump of wax.


  On the first day of the season, and particularly when rain has interrupted it, the sensible thing is to act as a lazy browser or Parisian flâneur, ambling across Lord’s 5½ acres without apparent purpose. In the 1830s, well after Thomas Lord’s strategic threat to build houses on the land – a crude bargaining chip which brought him £5,000 after its eventual sale – Lord’s was ridged and furrowed and surrounded by laurels and shrubbery. A sheep pen sat in the upper north-east corner; the sheep kept the grass short. Early paintings reveal a pitch of uneven parkland across which horses were ridden, leaving hoof marks in the soft grass. Today Lord’s is a slick brand and carries a leaden gravity about it. It has a corporate and colour-coordinated feel. Almost everything is sugar white: the stylish lines of the Grand Stand, its fine metal like the threads of a spider’s half-finished web; the Mound Stand, with its cone-like pediments; the bucket seating and the glass-fronted Media Centre. The pavilion remains the jewel: the red brickwork with its nooks and niches, the sculptured balconies and the symmetrical, semi-circular windows, which conceal the secret life of the place. Near the Grace Gates, and attached to the back of the Allen Stand, there are enormous photographs of contemporary Test captains, such as Daniel Vettori and Ramnaresh Sarwan. Accompanying them are exuberant testimonials, like the excitable puffs on film posters, which convey the privilege of playing at Lord’s, as if Lord’s really needs to advertise itself, let alone so brazenly. The first photograph is Kevin Pietersen’s. After his abrupt fall during the winter, the description of Pietersen as England captain has been clumsily obscured with strips of uneven white tape. Soon I suppose Pietersen’s photograph will go too, and be quietly replaced in the dead of night; much in the same way that the Cold War Soviet Union once sent out portraits of its new leader and disposed of the old with subtle sleight of hand, as if nobody could tell the difference.


  Somehow Lord’s manages to be simultaneously intimate and intimidating. Sometimes it acts like a hostess, who professes that she’s so pleased to see you while at the same time edging you out of the door and on to the pavement. There can be a snooty aloofness about the place, as if some of the more over-mannered stewards regard you as a nuisance and ripe for patronisation. I always expect to be ticked off, moved on or told I should sit up straight. When my geography goes awry, I turn by mistake into the lower tier of the Warner Stand, not noticing the sign which says ‘Members and Friends’. Groucho Marx, on a visit to Lord’s in 1954, registered the same sign and took his cigar out of his mouth long enough to say: ‘That’s the most ambiguous thing I’ve ever heard.’ Ambiguous or not, Lord’s still adheres to it; no one but members and friends are allowed to put their backside on Sir Pelham’s seats. I’ve taken no more than a quarter pace towards doing so when a steward appears. ‘I’m sorry, sir,’ he says, immediately flattening his hands together and half bowing. ‘This is for members and friends only.’ There is a short pause before he adds with an edge of superb condescension: ‘Why don’t you come back when it’s less busy?’ Leaving aside the obvious contraction – for I’m unlikely to become a ‘member’ or a ‘friend of a member’ in the next six hours – I’m struck by the evidence of my own eyes. The Warner Stand has a capacity of 3,000. I count the number of members and friends presently occupying it. There is one person in the whole stand; a middle-aged man in a blue jacket sitting on the front row and jammed next to the pavilion. Everyone else is disguised as rows of empty seats. ‘Thank you, sir,’ the steward says as I slink off, suitably chastised. ‘Enjoy your day.’


  Like me, the rest of the unwashed and underprivileged mostly occupy the middle, covered tier of the Grand Stand. Lord’s is sombre and silent, and rain slants in silvery sheets across the pavilion. When the rain becomes heavier, and the clouds are dragged across the sky behind it on a vigorous wind, the pavilion resembles a man o’ war galleon cutting through the ocean with its flags aflutter. To add to the naval image, a seagull alights on the left-hand turret and turns in profile, as if posing like the figurehead on the prow. Looking at the pavilion, I find it difficult to believe that the Australian Albert Trott cleared it with a drive off Monty Noble in 1899. Trott’s shot made him famous, and he often got himself out in vain and vainglorious attempts to repeat it; a case of the best possible intentions leading to the worst possible consequences. He only attempted it in the first place to keep warm. Trott was wearing a thin silk shirt on a day so bitter that his partner, Cyril Foley, promised he’d see snow for the first time. Those of us in the Grand Stand wouldn’t be surprised to see snow now too. Around me lunch is already underway: thickly cut sandwiches emerge from Tupperware boxes, black coffee or tea the colour of riding boots is poured. In the roaring heat of mid-summer we’ll remember this day at Lord’s and tell everyone how much we deserve whatever sunshine we get as a reward for enduring it. In the meantime, we wait patiently and stoically for something to happen. We stare at the covers, as though we might remove them through sheer force of our own will.


  In early afternoon the rain finally lifts and the light clears, and Di Venuto and Stoneman press on. Di Venuto square cuts Tim Bresnan and brings up his half-century in 103 minutes off 67 balls. Bresnan is only in the team because of someone else’s misfortune: Middlesex’s Steven Finn was a late withdrawal after turning an ankle. Bresnan is burly, bull-necked and slightly barrel-chested. If there’s ever a remake of The Go Between, he’d be ideal casting in its cricket match as the village smithy, dashing in and cresting the brow of the hill before heaving his arm over. He is nonetheless the MCC’s most savvy seamer. In 15 balls, he removes first Di Venuto – caught by Ian Bell at second slip – and then Stoneman, clipping his off bail. The other notable bowler is Chris Woakes. A year ago Woakes had made only one first-class appearance for Warwickshire. By the end of 2008 season, he’d taken 42 wickets at 20.57 to become, at nineteen, the county’s youngest-ever leading Championship wicket taker. Until collecting his MCC kit the previous day, he’d never seen Lord’s, let alone played here. When the pre-match photographs were taken in the Harris Garden, Woakes looked wide-eyed, slightly bewildered and overwhelmed, as though he was apart from the event rather than a part of it and half-expecting to be jabbed awake from this most unlikely of sweet dreams. He could easily pass for sixteen rather than the twenty-year-old he became just five weeks earlier.


  [image: image]


  Chris Woakes, who progressed from a wide-eyed and slightly bewildered on-looker to become one of the MCC’s most impressive seamers.


  At first Woakes is so anxious and jittery that the wicketkeeper, James Foster, tumbles and lunges in pursuit of a series of wayward deliveries. But, as he shakes the nervousness of out his young system and realises that Lord’s won’t bite, he finds extravagant movement off the pitch. He is stringy and raw-boned, and burns energy like rocket fuel. Eventually he gets one to jag away from Gordon Muchall, and Foster is yelling his throaty appeal. Woakes is phosphorescent with joy. Next, Dale Benkenstein moves slowly and cumbersomely, as if wearing full body armour, in a tame effort to pull Mahmood. He gets the ball high on the bat instead and spoons a catch in front of square. He shakes his head, unable to believe his own rashness and hair-trigger judgement. As the match froths up, the plot of the play tilts unexpectedly towards the MCC. From 104 without loss, Durham sink to 141 for four. Their first 100 came up in 154 balls. The 150 isn’t reached for another 144. It is dour and dismal work until the fizzing spirit of Durham’s new recruit from Somerset, Ian Blackwell, takes over. By now, the clouds have gone, the sky has turned from pewter to cobalt, and the temperature has risen to a level that makes only frostbite, rather than full-blown hypothermia, a possibility.


  There has been a dull orthodoxy to Key’s captaincy, which never comes vividly alive. He serves the staple but unimaginative diet of pace and seam, much to the vexation of the spin connoisseurs longing to watch Rashid use the ball decoratively with his flight and twirl. As each bowling change leaves Rashid redundant, frustrated grunts and muttered syllables are heard from the Grand Stand. After 62 overs, there are long, ironic hosannas and shouts of ‘at bloody last’ as Rashid marks out his short run from the Nursery End. The cold has infiltrated Rashid’s joints. The ball repeatedly drops on the back of a length, and Blackwell savages it with pure, clean slices. His 50, including ten fours, takes a mere 44 deliveries. Rashid wears the glum expression of someone wasting his time. Occasionally he appeals, but these are more tender wails than shouts of conviction.


  For a shilling on match days during the mid-nineteenth century, you could hire bat, ball and stumps and play on one of the Lord’s pitches. If someone other than the ground-staff or a cricketer so much as sets a toe on the outfield in this game, the stewards fuss like over-protective, whining nannies. At long leg, Vaughan is asked to sign numerous books and photographs by teenage boys who lean over the fence. He solicitously beckons them towards him. The boys dash as a pack into the Warner Stand and some scale the low fence. A steward in the Grand Stand acts as though this is a wilful act of sacrilege. Immediately he starts barking into his walkie-talkie, which crackles back at him. The urgency and shard of panic in his voice is an extreme over-reaction, as if someone has toppled over and shattered an exhibit in the Victoria and Albert Museum. As he rushes closer, with the intention of restoring order and decorum with a hardline approach, a balding spectator, well upholstered around the girth, leans back in his seat and casually tells him that Vaughan is responsible. ‘He asked the lads to come to him,’ he explains. The steward shrivels, like a balloon abruptly deflated, and backs off. Robertson-Glasgow would have recognised the charmless streak and over-officiousness of the Lord’s stewards, who even in his era saw the average spectator as a foe to be fought and dealt with him gratuitously. The proof is in the last paragraph of his 1951 account. ‘Two attendants,’ he wrote, ‘persuaded some 50 spectators who had emerged on to vacant benches in the sun to return to the cold shade of the covered seats.’ His final line implies incredulity at both the imperious nature of the stewards and the pacifism he witnessed in response to it. ‘They would not have retired so obediently at Sydney,’ he concluded.


  At least the day’s play ends at 7.01 p.m. in quiet serenity, and beneath the vaulted canopy of a Windsor blue sky, which was unimaginable in the morning. I am convinced already that Durham will retain the Championship and pocket the much-improved £500,000 winners’ cheque this season.


  On my way out I walk past the latest additions to Lord’s – two floodlights, which poke from either flank of the pavilion like a pair of ugly jug ears. I imagine Robertson-Glasgow turning the corner at the top of Lisson Grove and shaking his head in sorrowful regret at the sight of them. I return to Dorset Square exactly the way I came, and dawdle because of his instance that ‘life is too short to hurry’. Alas, life proved all too much – and far too short – for Robertson-Glasgow. He died, at sixty-four in 1965, by his own hand after swallowing a handful of pills. He was a good, unpretentious man who too often felt depression’s darkness at noon and tried to combat it with bouts of extreme high spirits – the consequence of his bipolar condition. That he was also unfailingly modest is reflected in his autobiography, 46 Not Out. He records his career-best bowling figures, as though dismissing them as strictly mundane, in no more than two factual sentences on page 142. ‘In 1924,’ he wrote, ‘Somerset beat Middlesex at Lord’s by 37 runs. In their first innings of 128, I had 9 for 38.’


  Robertson-Glasgow was always more expressive about others. He memorably said of Donald Bradman that ‘poetry and murder lived in him together’. He thought the task of trying to remove Jack Hobbs was ‘like bowling to God on concrete’. He described Hampshire’s Philip Mead as taking guard ‘with the air of a guest who, having been offered a weekend by his host, obstinately decides to reside for six months’. The best thing ever written about him belongs to David Foot. He called Robertson-Glasgow ‘sweet of nature, uplifting, funny, poetic, gently sagacious, a profound student of the human condition, scholarly without ever making it appear so, happy in every word … and ultimately tragic’. The tragedy was that Robertson-Glasgow was obliged to hide so much of himself from others and wear his joviality like a mask until, finally, it slipped off, and he slipped away. What, thankfully, he never hid was his love of Lord’s. It drew me here today. It takes me slowly home again.


  And I feel as if I’m walking in the footmarks Robertson-Glasgow left behind.
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  CHAPTER TWO

  FOR THE ISLANDS, HE SANG
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  The savage grace of Garry Sobers – four cricketers in one and possessor of a dancer’s feet, a regal bearing and an almost aristocratic entitlement to runs and wickets.


   


  Grace Road: Tour Match: Leicestershire v. West Indies, 20–22 April


  On the way to Grace Road, the memory returns as vivid as lightning. It is a hot August afternoon at Lord’s, and Bob Willis, his face as grimly set as an undertaker’s, begins his jerky, angled run from the Nursery End. The batsman waiting for him is serenely composed. There is an impassive majesty about him: no nervous twitch in the shoulders, no frantic tapping of the bat against the boot or into the block hole. Willis grimaces as he bowls, as if in pain. A full ball lands on the line of off stump. Willis grimaces again as the batsman retreats just one quarter pace in his crease, his weight perfectly balanced, like a dancer’s, and with scarcely any backlift drives square to the boundary. The execution of the stroke is sublime – an amalgam of impeccable timing and savage intent. The batsman thinks nothing of it. What constitutes high art to those watching it is no more than mechanical, familiar routine for him. It comes easily too; but then everything always came easily to Garry Sobers.


  Sobers was responsible for igniting my true love for cricket, and specifically the West Indies, who came to represent its carnival soul for me. Not Australia – dour and steely by comparison. Not India – despite the trickery of their spin. Certainly not England – then manifestly more successful, but rarely capable of making the heart beat faster.


  My conversion to the West Indian cause stemmed from a combination of circumstance and serendipity. I was brought up in Nottingham, where Sobers made his home for seven summers. I would catch the corporation bus to Trent Bridge and pay my shilling fare specifically to see him. There was one West Indian bus conductor on the route, and he came to know me and understand why I always got off at the stop almost directly opposite Trent Bridge. ‘You’re off to see Sir Garry again,’ he’d say, long before the Queen, in her blue paisley dress and a white pair of gloves, dabbed each of Sobers’ shoulders with the tip of a sword and made the title official. On the way home he’d ask: ‘How many did Sir Garry get today, then?’ I’d sit in the George Parr Stand, which was then still shadowed by the tall elm that Parr had peppered with sixes in the days when Victoria was on the throne and Palmerston was Prime Minister.


  Sobers and the West Indies became an integral part of my growing up. Looking back on it, the West Indians in the crowd now remind me of Moses in Samuel Selvon’s trilogy of books, which began with The Lonely Londoners. They wore bright, light suits and pork pie hats, and white shirts with pencil-thin ties and gold clips. These were the men of generation Windrush, the boat which carried them from their own baked land to wolf-grey skies, shivering cold rain and signs that hung as warning insults on the doors and in the windows of boarding houses: ‘NO IRISH, NO COLOUREDS, NO DOGS’. I’d overhear them talk in their Caribbean vernacular – the voices smooth as Navy rum and warm off the lips. They’d speak of names I’d never heard of before (Frank Worrell, Learie Constantine and George Hedley) and places which seemed distant and unreachable to me (Bridgetown, Kingston and Port of Spain). I knew the geography of the West Indies only as shapes on the school globe. Each polished island was strung across a cerulean-coloured sea like pearls on a necklace. But I had no appreciation of the distance between the islands or the disparate and quite separate peoples who lived on them.


  By the early 1970s the West Indians dominated the overseas contingent in the County Championship, an unprecedented arrival of starry talent that began in 1968. The counties – some reluctantly and one (Yorkshire) not at all – abandoned, after much nervous debating, the five-year registration period previously necessary for any player to qualify for the Championship. The regulations were changed to allow anyone paying income tax in Britain to be regarded as a resident; he could sign immediately for whoever would hire him. West Indians soon gleamed at the edges of my long summers. Among them were Rohan Kanhai at Warwickshire, Clive Lloyd at Lancashire, the all-rounder Bernard Julien at Kent and two quick bowlers, Vanburn Holder at Worcestershire and Keith Boyce at Essex. Whether individually or collectively, the West Indies embodied for me the exotic and cavalier way in which cricket ought to be played. I was entranced by their dash and daring, which transmitted itself like an electric charge from pitch to boundary. And Sobers was the most lyrical and irresistible expression of it. For the islands, he sang. He moved to Nottinghamshire, who with flagrant self-interest became the prime and most persistent movers behind the overhaul of the registration rules and gradually nudged – and also sharply elbowed whenever necessary – the other counties into accepting it as a way of reinvigorating the staid, flat domesticity of English cricket. Of course, Nottinghamshire did so knowing that Sobers – despite competition, most vigorously from Lancashire – would sign for them. The price was high: £5,000 per summer. The rewards were high too: Nottinghamshire’s membership doubled and the crowds came to gawk at Sobers.


  Just as Oscar Wilde was incapable of creating a dull epigram, so Sobers was incapable of building a dull innings. Even if he was out early on, his walk to the wicket was worth the admission money. It was a grand piece of theatre. No one of that era walked out of the pavilion gate like Sobers. He came closest to matching the regal bearing and sense of aristocratic entitlement of Walter Hammond, who, J. M. Kilburn said, ‘came like a King and was like a King in his coming’. With the upturned collar, the loose, billowing shirt buttoned at the cuffs, the fluid stride, as though his spikes were barely touching the turf, and the upturned gaze, there was swaggering grace about Sobers and a liquid, rippling movement to his limbs. I remember him as imperious and relaxed. If Sobers was ever nervous, he didn’t betray it. He took his time, as though challenging someone to rush him. A great man has the prerogative to do what he likes in his own way, and no one ever had the temerity to hurry Sobers along. With a breezy swivel, like a weather-vane caught in a changing wind, he would glance around him at the set of the field and then at the bowler. He settled into a stance that was compact and solid – the bottom left hand an inch from the splice and half an inch apart from the right. When he played, with such supple strength, the bat itself seemed to me to be an extension of his physical being, and divine sparks flew from it. He cut and pulled, drove and hooked. He bowled whatever he liked: fast, seam or spin. And he fielded wherever the fancy took him. He was four cricketers in one – batsman, bowler, fieldsman, captain. Nothing was beyond his full compass.


  Most of all I liked to watch him bat. There are batsmen who become the absolute masters of form to such an extent as to be slaves to ‘correct’ and proper technique. Every shot is analysed and fretted over to ensure it was played just as the coaching manual demands. Any slippage in standard, however minimal, is followed by anxious hand-wringing, the checking and rechecking of the shot, the placement of the feet and the adjustment of the hands. A suffocating orthodoxy overcomes them, the cricket equivalent of writer’s block, and the runs come – if at all – with painstaking slowness. Sobers was never like this. Some batted out of duty; Sobers batted out of pleasure. For him there was no such thing as ‘orthodox’, and only thinking made it so. His definition of the word was entirely based on whatever came naturally to him. As almost everything did, it was justifiable for him to take a delivery which anyone else would have played on the on side, and lash it through the off. Sometimes it was seen as reckless insouciance or arrogance when, in fact, it was only Sobers being Sobers.


  He borrowed a slice of philosophy from Donald Bradman and made it his own.
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MCC first innings

S. C. Moore ¢ Mustard b Thorp
R. W. T. Key* ¢ Plunkett b Thorp
M. P, Vaughan ¢ Mustard b Claydon
1. R. Bell ¢ Mustard b Thorp
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K. Ali not out
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Total (7 wickets, 47 overs)

Fall of wickets:

-18,2:50, 3-76, 4-77, 5-81, 6124, 7-125

Durham howling [ M R
Onions 14 2 42
Thorp 13 5 15
Plunkett 12 2 41
Claydon 7 2 14
Benkenstein 1 0 7

Result: Match drawn
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Umpires: N. L. Bainton, ]. W. Lloyds
Toss: MCC
Durham first innings

D. M. Di Venuto ¢ Bell b Bresnan 53
M. D. Stoneman b Bresnan 49
W. R. Smith* not out 71
G. ]. Muchall ¢ Foster b Woakes 5
D. M. Benkenstein c Ali b Mahmood 12
1. D. Blackwell not out 102
Did not bat: P. Mustardt, G. Onions, L. E. Plunkett, M. E. Claydon, C. D. Thorp
Extras (2b, 121, 2nb, 3w) 19
Total (4 wickets declared, 89 overs) 311

Fall of wickets: 1-104, 2-113, 3-128, 4-141

MCC howling [ M R w
Al 20 2 69 0
Mahmood 18 3 68 1
Bresnan 25 6 56 2
Woakes 20 2 76 1
& 0 28 0
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