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Issue 5, out in early March, will feature the following:

Christian Ryan wondering what happens to a shot that nobody remembers 

Justin Parkinson on Ian Salisbury’s role as second fiddle 

Alec Swann reflecting on sibling rivalry, or the lack of it 

Richard Heller and Khan Shehram Eusufzye on the biggest defeat of all time 

Alison Mitchell meeting Nugget, the 13th man of the Australian team 

Daisy Christodoulou finding parallels between cricket and drama  

David Foot saluting West Country legend Seymour Clark  

Howell Lovell bemoaning the loss of the ground where he learnt to play the game 

Willow and leather... beautiful images of the manufacture of bat and ball  

Huw Turbevill on England star Reg Simpson, who died last year 

John Crace owning up to ruining Robin Smith’s career 

S. J. Litherland imagining cricket in the desert 

Mark Rowe arguing that cricket’s Golden Age does not deserve its reputation 

Mark Whitaker taking us back to the swinging Sixties 

Phil Harrison measuring his life by the sportsmen he admires  

Nick Allbury on the frustrations of following the winter Ashes from England 

Hassan Cheema giving a Pakistani take on Sachin 

Rob Bagchi on the book that wouldn’t sell 

Rod Edmond finding similarities between Ashes 2013–14 and a series over 50 years ago 

Training day... a photo essay on pre-season drills from an era gone by  

Scott Oliver on a magnificent Australian slip cordon  

On the following pages you’ll find the article by Hassan Cheema, as well as extracts from 
several other pieces from the Spring edition.
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THE TEnDULKAr prisM

Sachin Tendulkar’s retirement from limited-
overs cricket in December 2012 brought 
them out in full force. By the time he said 
goodbye to Test cricket, nearly a year 
later, they were tired and outnumbered, 
but clung desperately to their self-created 
bubble. Beyond the plethora of heartfelt 
eulogies was a world – mostly confined 
to the privacy of living rooms and online 
message boards – where Tendulkar 
wasn’t the God worshipped by a billion. 
Here, where contrarians and trolls live, he 
was far from the match-winner he was 
made out to be. Inevitably, this universe 
consisted overwhelmingly of Pakistanis. 
For a generation of them, Tendulkar’s 
career wasn’t just the story of arguably 
the greatest batsman of his era, and 
unarguably the biggest star in modern 
cricket, but the story of the prism through 
which Pakistanis saw their place in the 
world – though they’d be loathe to admit it.

It seems odd to argue that a foreign 
sportsman could have such a far-
reaching influence on a country’s youth, 
but the view that Pakistanis had of India 
– and by extension of Tendulkar – is 
unique. Their attitude towards the Indian 

team was how Pakistanis proved they 
were Pakistani, as the post-Zia nation 
over the last three decades went from 
isolation, and in search of recognition, 
to a place the world knows about – not 
necessarily for the right reasons. It’s no 
coincidence that at the time the rest 
of the cricketing firmament prostrated 
before Tendulkar, a major Pakistani news 
channel ran a segment about how Javed 
Miandad, Younis Khan and Mohammad 
Yousuf were each his equal.

The rejection of the Hindu – and, by 
definition, of India – was how you 
became Pakistani. From Pakistan’s first 
tour in 1952–53, when Test captain 
Abdul Hafeez Kardar took his team 
only to “monuments and museums 
that reflected Muslim glories in India, 
while ignoring the rest” – as described 
in Shashi Tharoor’s Shadows Across the 
Playing Fields – to their acceptance of 
Imran Khan’s opinion that Inzamam-ul-
Haq was a better player of pace than 
Tendulkar, this view of India as the 
other is hardly restricted to cricket. 
Ayub Khan (the President of Pakistan 
1958–1969) was a Sandhurst-trained 

army officer who said a Muslim soldier 
was equal to ten Hindu soldiers. He 
worried about how much of East 
Pakistan (now Bangladesh) was under 
“Hindu culture and influence”. Pakistani 
academic Aasim Sajjad Akhtar believes 
the country’s ideology “is an anti-Indian 
ideology. It’s a negation, rather than 
something that stands up on its own.”  
Defined by what one is not, rather than 
what one is. 

I grew up in the 1990s, when everyone, 
barring elite Pakistanis, had access to only 
one source of news (beyond the dailies): 
the 9pm TV bulletin Khabarnama. Every 
day it began with the headlines, followed 
by the latest from around the country. Ten 
minutes in, we had the Kashmir update 
– this was our war, but it wasn’t being 
fought by us or in our cities (unlike the 
wars in the 2000s, which aren’t our wars 
– supposedly – but are being fought by 
us, in our streets). Popular Urdu literature 
for children at the time focused on the 
constant state of war Pakistan found 
themselves in – Afghanistan in the ’80s, 
Kashmir in the ’90s, and the whole world 
in the 2000s, if you read author Ishtiaq 
Ahmed. The only thing the children of the 
’90s, regardless of class and economics, 
could agree on was that Pakistan was in 
danger and India was the enemy.

It is in this context that one has to 
consider Pakistan’s view of Tendulkar. 
Omar Kureishi, the late Pakistani 
journalist, once said the only two things 
that could unite his country were war 
and cricket – incidentally the only two 
areas in which Pakistan was directly 
pitted against its neighbour. For all 
the mistrust and animosity of India 
cultivated in us, there were no avenues 
to release it. The only interaction a 
Pakistani had then with anything Indian 
was cricket or Bollywood. The latter 

was overwhelmingly popular and could 
never be shunned by the majority; it was, 
and still is, a guilty pleasure. Uncles and 
aunties may complain all day about India’s 
soft power eroding Pakistani culture, and 
yet the same uncles and aunties watch 
every Shah Rukh Khan film that hits the 
theatres. And so the cricket team was 
how one became Pakistani. As the world 
changed, the opinions shifted but never 
the ideologies – until 2004, when India 
toured Pakistan for the Friendship Series 
and we were struck by the realisation 
that those two decades of fostering 
hostility may have been for naught. 
History seemed irrelevant during that 
40-day tour and India’s Lakshmipathy 
Balaji became an ironic icon. 

But I digress. The Indian cricket team 
of the ’90s wasn’t even worthy of our 
revulsion; condescension was more 
apt. Ayub Khan may have been wrong 
about the inequality of soldiers but the 
inequality of the cricketers was obvious. 
From Javed Miandad hitting the six at 
Sharjah in 1986 until the 2003 World 
Cup, Pakistan’s ODI record against India 
read 44 wins and 21 losses – this is what 
we saw growing up. Pakistan were just 
better at cricket than India – and we 
assumed this had always been so. It was 
through this barometer that Tendulkar 
was judged – he was the leader of a 
group of wannabes and never-will-bes 
and, therefore, not a match-winner. 

As if to lend credence to this hypothesis, 
Tendulkar didn’t exactly prove us wrong 
when India played Pakistan. Until that 
2003 World Cup, he had scored just two 
centuries in 41 ODI innings against Pakistan 
– both in the space of a fortnight in 1996, 
hence lessening their impact, and one of 
them in a losing cause. He averaged in 
the mid-30s. Even more significant for the 
casual Pakistani fan was that both those 

Hassan Cheema on how Pakistanis viewed themselves through the failures and 
successes of India’s greatest batsman
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hundreds came in the first innings of day 
games, a time when viewership is much 
lower than usual. Pakistanis had a simple 
formula by which they judged India: 
batting second in day/night matches. 
This scenario saw Pakistan play to their 
strength – viewership at its maximum. 
(Add Friday in Sharjah to the picture 
and it would be the most stereotypical 
of Pakistan-India face-offs in the ’90s,) It 
was here that Tendulkar struggled most. 
During this phase, he averaged under 
30 in 21 innings – batting second against 
Pakistan – with no hundreds. India won 
only seven of these 21 matches, with 
Tendulkar scoring just three fifties. His role 
in this narrative served only to reinforce 
biases: India were hopeless at chasing and 
Tendulkar was not a match-winner.

By comparison, his greatest contemporary 
Brian Lara punished Pakistan like few 
others. Lara averaged over 50 batting 
second, and over 70 in games West 
Indies won – and they won more games 
than they lost against Pakistan during this 
time. To a Pakistani, the Lara – Tendulkar 
debate was never a debate.

But why judge Tendulkar only on his 
record against Pakistan? For a parallel 
to this story, you have to look no 
further than Swedish footballer Zlatan 
Ibrahimovic’s career (until 2012). During 
the 2006 football World Cup, the 
English-based Northern Irish manager 
Martin O’Neill called him the most 
overrated player in the world, and this 
was accepted as the establishment line. 
Zlatan dominated the Italian game like 
few before him, yet the English believed 
he was far from world class because he 
never did it against them; a brace against 
Arsenal for Barcelona did not count, nor 
did winners in the Milan derby or the 
El Clásico have any affect. But then he 
scored four goals in 90 minutes against 

England (including that overhead kick) 
in 2012 and the English begrudgingly 
acknowledged his genius. 

It was also this line of thinking that 
Pakistani fans indulged in. Our bowling 
attack was the best in the world – until 
you did it against them you weren’t 
worthy. The decade saw Pakistan boast 
probably the most complete generation 
of bowlers a country has ever had. 
Thus while the attitude smacked of 
superiority, unlike that of English 
football fans, it felt well-earned. 

But it’s not merely what he did, but who 
he was, that alienated Pakistanis. Social 
conditioning had taught us that the way 
to live your life was to go for what you 
believed you deserved rather than waiting 
for it to come to you. Our cricketers, like 
our image of Pakistan, were macho; they 
were in-your-face, aggressive and only 
borderline legal. Tendulkar, on the contrary, 
was cherubic, slightly effeminate (in voice) 
and squeaky clean. While our players 
were standing in Justice Qayyum’s court 
to answer allegations of match-fixing, 
everyone in India was sure Tendulkar would 
never do such a thing. And it is no surprise 
that Pakistanis never warmed to Tendulkar. 
The two great heroes of the post-Wasim 
generation were Shahid Afridi and Shoaib 
Akhtar. They were ephemeral, inconsistent, 
unorthodox and over the top. He was not.

Yet Tendulkar was much more than a 
cricketer. He became the face of post-
liberalisation India – the rise of the 
country’s middle class coinciding with 
his own. In cricket writer Ayaz Memon’s 
words, “Tendulkar became a metaphor 
of what is now called the new India… 
where achievement, and reward, and fate 
all go hand in hand.” He also became 
the cornerstone of India’s growth as a 
cricketing power – on and off the field.

Lest we forget, Australia played only three 
series against India between 1981 and 
1996 (and only one of them in India), while 
England visited India once between 1985 
and 2000. The turn of the century saw 
an extraordinary rise in these match-ups, 
not only because India were now the cash 
cow, but because the Indian team with its 
newfound confidence – led by Tendulkar 
– had earned the respect of the cricketing 
world, except Pakistan perhaps. His debut 
series, the seventh between Pakistan and 
India in 11 years, was followed by a nine-
year hiatus. At the peak of his career, 
India played only one Test series against 
Pakistan, and that series crystallised how 
Pakistanis saw him. 

I refer, of course, to the three-Test series 
in 1999. (Pakistanis regard the first 
Test of the Asian Test Championship in 
February 1999 as the third of the series 
against India since it came immediately 
after the Kolkata and Chennai Tests 
earlier in the year – taking that result into 
account means Pakistan won the series 
2-1 rather than drawing it 1-1.) This series 
featured one of Tendulkar’s greatest Test 
innings. A fourth-innings masterpiece on 
a fifth-day pitch while batting with the 
lower order against Wasim, Waqar and 
Saqlain – that was how the world saw it. 
But across the border it was Tendulkar 
being the gallant batsman he always 
was and failing to win the match as he 
always did. The fact that this was his only 
30-plus score in six innings of the series 
merely confirmed the bias: when India 
won Tendulkar didn’t play a part; India 
lost despite what he could offer.

Until the late 1990s, PTV (Pakistan 
Television) ruled the roost – except for 
those who could afford a satellite dish or 
an array of similar but cheaper options 
that were almost always exclusive to 
Karachi. But the turn of the millennium 

saw the rise of cable television, providing 
a whole host of Indian channels. Within 
five years we went from watching 
whatever was available on one channel to 
complaining about not having anything to 
watch on 80. Among them were a pair of 
Indian sports networks which brought us 
the other perspective on Tendulkar and 
the Indian team. It didn’t take long for the 
Pakistani attitude towards India to become 
the same as the Irish attitude towards the 
English. The average Irishman can support 
any English football club he likes, but their 
national team is to be reviled – a dislike 
fuelled by the irritation with the one-eyed, 
jingoistic and hypocritical English media. 

Much the same happened in Pakistan. Most 
of us never watched Tendulkar at his peak 
since those matches were never broadcast 
to the overwhelming majority of the 
country. We did not get to watch Tendulkar 
take apart Warne during the 1997/98 
Border-Gavaskar Trophy, and Operation 
Desert Storm soon after was a performance 
most Pakistanis only read about. In Indian 
Cricket 2000, Raja Mukherjee described 
Tendulkar as someone who was “No Indian 
in his method.” He goes on to say, “His 
batsmanship was of the West Indian mould. 
Never before did an Indian treat the ball 
as he did. His method was aggression, his 
weapon, power. The niceties of grace and 
classic conventional technique were not for 
this valiant kid of the Nineties generation. 
He was born in independent India… he knew 
not the uncertainties, nor the enforced 
servility of the pre-independence era. He 
was born free, to chart his own course.” 
This was the Tendulkar that Pakistanis 
missed. All they saw was a man who 
struggled against one of the great attacks 
in limited-overs history, and then the run-
machine he became in the second half of 
his career. But as the cablewalas multiplied, 
Pakistanis became acquainted with the 
Indian perception of Tendulkar. 
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Now you could watch Indian matches, and 
you did: India’s failure was a victory in itself, 
and the greatest possible introduction 
to Schadenfreude. Every time Pakistan 
beat India, it tasted sweeter. Between 
the Sharjah series win in 1998 and the tri-
nation series victory in 2008, India played 
21 finals, of which they won one. One! 
Tendulkar averaged 26. Your argument, 
previously based on just matches against 
Pakistan, only gained strength as you 
watched Tendulkar fail in crucial games. 

Except, right in the middle of this 
decade, came Centurion – the day most 
Indians would think Tendulkar settled the 
debate. But his performance was easily 
tossed aside as an aberration, against an 
ageing team that had been in inexorable 
decline for three years. 

More than Tendulkar, it was Sehwag and 
his generation who frightened Pakistan. 
Tendulkar was just the same as he had 
been for the previous decade – to be 
respected and admired, but not feared. 
Which explains why, even after Centurion, 
the Pakistani view of Tendulkar hardly 
changed. Instead, the anomalies in his 
record became more important than the 
bigger picture. From that innings in 2003 
to Mohali in 2011, Tendulkar had seven 50-
plus scores against Pakistan – only two 
of those came in wins. He only scored 
one century in 11 Tests against Pakistan 
after 1999. Pakistanis have grown up 
with the idea that if a batsman scores 
a hundred the team was guaranteed 
a win. Tendulkar’s four great Pakistani 
contemporaries – Saeed Anwar, Inzamam, 
Yousuf and Younis – combined to score 
51 ODI hundreds, only seven of which 
resulted in losses. Three of Tendulkar’s 
five ODI hundreds against Pakistan were 
in a losing cause. Of course, the one-eyed 
ignored the fact that Pakistan always had 
a better bowling attack than India did. 

Flip that stat to see the bigger picture 
and you realise that the four great 
Pakistanis combined to score two more 
ODI hundreds than Tendulkar did on his 
own. But for the non-believers, even this 
wouldn’t change their minds.

But as Tendulkar retired, those biases 
disappeared, at least on the surface. 
Beyond a couple of exceptions, the 
reaction to his retirement in Pakistan 
was overwhelmingly positive, almost 
sycophantic. It made sense too. Pakistan 
is no longer the country it was in the ’90s. 
No longer is it a paranoid local miscreant, 
some of whose citizens feel victimised: it 
is now a paranoid worldwide miscreant, 
all of whose citizens feel victimised. 
Since 9/11, and the beginning of the 
Afghan war, the anger is reserved for 
the United States rather than India. For 
the 2013 national elections, the two most 
popular centre-right parties in Pakistan 
called for peace and love towards India 
– a fact that went unnoticed outside war-
mongering circles because of how small 
a deal it was. 

It is no surprise that, despite the attacks 
in Mumbai, the past 12 years have been a 
relatively peaceful era in the countries’ 
histories. The media and technology boom 
may have provided platforms for hate-
mongers on both sides, but it has also 
ensured a level of interaction that never 
existed before. Perhaps peace is impossible, 
but coexistence seems achievable.

These developments may have resulted in 
the Tendulkar of 2013 being respected far 
more than the Tendulkar of 1998 – though 
he was now a lesser player. In the end, he 
played for so long that he was still around 
by the time the Pakistani attitude towards 
India changed – well, almost. There can be 
no greater proof of Tendulkar’s longevity 
and greatness than that. 

• • •
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CHRISTIAN RYAN

I mentioned Tavaré being a one-man category – unlike the other blockers and stonewallers 
who clog cricket’s scorebooks, and as distinct from the rearguard specialists, the human 
barnacles, the many vexing pissants (eg Geoff Boycott, who in some parallel timeless Test 
universe is still putting on 92 for the second wicket with Tavaré in Mumbai); unlike them, 
Tav, perversely, was so unrelentingly boring and so predictable in his boring-ness that it 
became not at all boring. It became – something other. This was a creepy concept to try 
bending your mind around, sitting on the couch, TV switched to the cricket. You could not 
watch. You could not look away. Your head was filled with Tavaré. And it was filled with a 
stack of issues and stuff totally unconnected to Tavaré. Peering at Tavaré could have the 
effect, unusually, of making a person feel as if they were peering in on oneself.

• • •

ALEC SWANN

Unwittingly, and probably subconsciously, people assume that an identical surname renders 
the pair of you clones. Differing personalities and styles are deemed obsolete, and the 
conclusion is,  “good for one, same for the other”. The standard reaction to this kind of advice 
was to listen before discarding it as the nonsense it often was. Our approaches to the game 
were, and still are – regardless of the differing ends of the spectrum occupied – an extension 
of personality, and this factor was rarely considered. The elder brother was (is) introverted 
and relatively quiet with an attritional style whereas the younger was (is) the opposite. “If we 
could only put you two together...” was a statement we often heard, well-meaning but utterly 
pointless and it riled me. So you could bet your bottom dollar it riled Swann junior too.

• • •

NICK ALLBURY

At 6.50am, always 6.50am, I open the front door and stumble into a dark and dormant world, 
instinctively cowering under my hoodie as the bitter wind slices through me. At least there 
is no frost – I am spared having to scrape ice from my car windows. I climb in and put on the 
heating, then tune it to Test Match Special, motionless, awaiting enlightenment. Aggers is on. 
The update? Haddin defends comfortably and it’s the end of the over. So he’s still in. “And 
Johnson?” I wonder, “Is he still around?” Geoff Boycott recalls the first time he saw Johnson, 
a few years ago in South Africa when he flayed them for a ton and a 90-run knock in the 
same match. He should be an all-rounder, says Boycs. He has the talent. I take that as a yes.

ALISON MITCHELL

Nugget is a remarkable man, who has permeated the inner sanctum of the Australian 
team in a way that no other outsider can ever have done with any international cricket 
side. He is a permanent fixture of the Australian dressing-room whenever they play 
at the Adelaide Oval, and he counts Steve Waugh, Adam Gilchrist and Jason Gillespie 
amongst his closest friends. He watches matches from the players’ viewing area, he 
encourages players before they go out to bat, and such is the inspirational quality of 
his enthusiastic, warm-hearted manner that he is always given his own slot to stand 
in the middle of the dressing-room (often on a table) and deliver a rousing team talk 
prior to a match. He did exactly that the day before the Adelaide Ashes Test of 2013.

Tradition also had it that Nugget always got a chance to play in his own Test on the 
outfield ahead of an international game. Over the years, Waugh and Ricky Ponting 
are just two of the Australian captains who have invited him to pad up: tossing him a 
shirt of Dizzy Gillespie’s, pads and gloves belonging to Matthew Hayden and the socks 
and boots of Brett Lee. Nugget would then gleefully head to the outfield where, over 
the years, he faced some of the world’s finest bowlers  such as Dennis Lillee, Glenn 
McGrath and Lee. The game would be akin to backyard cricket but as he stroked the 
ball towards the cream picket fence, the numbers on the wonderful old scoreboard on 
the hill would lurch round: Nugget Rees 4…12… 27…44…82…99…! Nugget never failed to 
score a century.

• • •

DAISY CHRISTODOULOU

I remember sitting in Regent’s Park during the third day of the Lord’s Test, watching the 
match on the big screen with a friend who, unlike me, actually remembered Headingley 1981. 
Michael Clarke and Damien Martyn were engaged in compiling one of those soul-destroying 
third-innings partnerships – the kind of partnership that you know, even as you watch it, is 
taking the game away. Kevin Pietersen had just dropped Clarke, and the menace that our 
fast bowlers had shown before then was being slowly and masterfully managed. After yet 
another effort ball from Flintoff was turned calmly into the on side for a single, my friend 
turned to me and swore. “People keep saying he’s the next Botham,” she said, “but if he 
really was the next Botham, he’d take a hat-trick right now and then go out and score a 
hundred.” Clarke flicked another easy single off his pads and Flintoff did a double teapot. 
I bit my lip and felt my soul being crushed. Two weeks later, after Edgbaston, I reminded 
her of those words. After two decades of hearing about Headingley, I had my very own 
special match to cherish: Edgbaston 2005.
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ROD EDMOND

The resemblances accumulate: for Laker and Lock read Swann and Panesar; for Evans, 
Prior; for Tyson (three wickets at 64.33), Tremlett and Rankin; for Bailey quite possibly 
Bresnan. Cowdrey and May both averaged just over 40.00 (a significant difference from 
the performances of Cook, Pietersen and Bell) but the other established batsmen in 
1958–59, Graveney, Richardson and Watson, were disappointing. New Test batsmen such 
as Arthur Milton (who, like Watson, also played football for England) and Ted Dexter 
failed. And in a further parallel between the two tours, Evans’ understudy Roy Swetman, 
brought into the third Test because Evans had broken a finger, batted and kept wicket as 
unimpressively as Jonny Bairstow at Melbourne and Sydney. There were also similarities 
between the out-fielding of both teams. Watching Pietersen and Anderson let the ball 
run through their legs in the recent Melbourne Test, and Panesar struggling to reach the 
wicket when throwing from the cover and mid-wicket boundaries, recalled May’s ageing 
team floundering in the wide open spaces of the MCG. Watson, for example, had an 
even weaker throw than Panesar’s. His mobility had not been helped by a knee injury, 
sustained while getting out of a deckchair on the voyage out, which prevented him 
playing in the early matches of the tour. This geriatric mishap proved to be an augury 
of the whole tour. No one actually went home early in 1958–9 but Trueman fell out with 
the manager and was threatened with being sent home. He was later to describe Brown 
as: “a snob... and a bigot.”

• • •

SCOTT OLIVER

Imagine. You’re making your debut and that is the théâtre de guerre into which you’re 
frogmarched. Imagine! You’re an opening batsman and that lot are behind you: a quintet 
of Baggy Green asperity – as quintets go, not so much Take That as The Usual Suspects. 
Can Test cricket have served up a more hostile environment? Hostile, not harsh. No doubt 
Sri Lanka presented more oppressive conditions, perhaps a more arduous test of technique 
and stamina when Muttiah Muralitharan was around. But in their backyard Australia sought, 
and frequently attained, complete dominance. 

ROB BAGCHI

It was a shop that was on the circuit for every major sportsman with a book to sell, had an 
extensive, devoted clientele, attracted seriously wealthy collectors and in its heyday had 
an annual turnover comfortably into seven figures. And yet from the day John opened the 
shop in 1985 to 20 years later, long after he had left, when it closed its doors for the last 
time, we struggled to sell a single copy of Pawson’s Runs & Catches. 

Even in 1991 when I began my first shift amid the fanzine racks, there were very few 
survivors on the shelves from the first day of business six years earlier. Sometimes, when 
checking and refreshing the displays you might come across one with OS, for original stock, 
inscribed inside the back cover. But all six copies of Pawson’s autobiography carried the 
mark of shame. It had been published in 1980 so it must have been remaindered even by the 
time John purchased it for opening day. During my spell there two other initials were also 
ascribed to it every year, NV for “no value” in the August stock take. 

• • •

JUSTIN PARKINSON

By the start of 1998, infused with new ideas, Salisbury thought he was ready for another crack 
at Tests but, when talking to the press, included a defensive, almost prophesying caveat: “It is a 
difficult art. A lot can go wrong. You can get it a centimetre wrong in your action and it affects 
it by two yards at the other end.” He was envisaging failure and apologising in advance for it.

At Trent Bridge, South Africa’s Hansie Cronje launched a premeditated assault, forcing Salisbury 
out of the attack. The carnage continued at Headingley, where an unsympathetic crowd booed 
when captain Alec Stewart brought Salisbury into the attack. A man trying his best was humiliated. 
A practitioner of a delicate skill was ridiculed.
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HUW TURBERVILL

I was shown to Simpson’s room – he was watching Nottinghamshire play Sussex at Hove 
in the County Championship, on Sky Sports. It was clear why he was often described in 
reports as tall, dark and handsome: at 91, he was still tanned, had a warm smile, friendly 
eyes and wispy white hair.

The first thing that struck me about his room was the lack of cricket memorabilia – unlike 
Alec Bedser, whose house had been my first port of call when writing the Ashes book. 
There were a couple of miniature bats on the windowsill, but Simpson had no idea who 
had signed them. He had a couple of bulging, faded scrapbooks with newspaper cuttings 
of his exploits, but he had not looked at them since his first-class retirement in 1963, nearly 
50 years ago.

He did not have many visitors, he said, but seemed quite content. Simpson had insisted on 
having Sky installed for himself, and was clearly a blithe spirit. Upon my arrival, the slightly 
stern manager at the residential home told me – rather indignantly – that he liked nothing 
more than to sit outside in a deckchair without wearing any sun cream. But Simpson was 
indifferent to her fussing – his mild-mannered show of defiance reminiscent of Graham 
Crowden’s memorable character, Tom Ballard, in the BBC sitcom Waiting for God. At his 
age, Simpson was clear he would not be prevented from enjoying life’s simple pleasures – 
sunbathing and watching cricket.  

• • •

JOHN CRACE

We got there in the end. And it’s a book I’m still proud of, even though it’s one that almost 
no one – not even my friends and family – bought. But it may also be one that came at 
a cost for Robin. He was never quite the same batsman after we finished working on the 
book together as he was before. His game, that had been so carefree and secure when 
the ball was flying past his head at 90mph, began to be unpicked by the spinners. Things 
got so bad on a tour of India that he was promoted to open the batting so he could get 
a headstart against the pacemen. All that happened was that he would race to 50 in next 
to no time only to get out the moment Anil Kumble came on to bowl. The damage was 
continued by Mushtaq and Shane Warne and Smith’s confidence never really returned. 
He was good enough to be selected by England for several more years and played a few 
important innings, but the spark – his essence – had gone.
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