
SAMPLE EDITION7
AUTUMN 2014

THE WISDEN CRICKET QUARTERLYNightwatchmanTHE



Issue 7, out now, features the following:

Dan Waddell becomes obsessed by an unknown cricketer in Nazi Germany

Peter Gibbs on the (occasionally incompatible) relationship between cricket and drama

Rob Smyth makes a strong case for watching paint dry and grass grow

Telford Vice has had it with players crossing the line on social media

Richard Beard on how cricket helped a war poet cope with death and destruction

Richard Bentley revisits the drama preceding West Indies’ 1939 tour of England

Michael Henderson on three hours of rapture in the summer of ‘71

Anand Vasu gets to know the first family of Sri Lankan cricket

Scott Oliver grins and bears a delicate injury

Mike Marqusee attempts to explain our all-too-human love for an apparently pointless game

The next big things A photo essay featuring cricket in non-Test nations

Shanaka Amarsinghe delves into the Sri Lankan psyche

Tim Wigmore draws a portrait of a trailblazing Dubliner

Marcus Berkmann takes respite in being a neutral spectator

Martin Crowe examines the importance of temperament in high-pressure sport

Mark Rowe on the perils of punditry

Crispin Andrews reflects on the complicated history of cricket in Germany

Vithushan Ehantharajah, budding cricket trader, puts his money where his mouth is

Young Achievers Winners from the Words & Wickets children’s cricket-writing competition

David Franklin considers dropping the toss

Mark Hooper on the other amazing Grace

Harry Pearson despairs at the state of club cricket 

On the following pages you’ll find an article by Mike Marqusee and extracts from several 
other pieces.

Cricket’s past has been enriched by great writing and Wisden is making sure its future 
will be too. The Nightwatchman is a quarterly collection of essays and long-form articles and 
is available in print and e-book formats.

Co-edited by Anjali Doshi and Tanya Aldred, with Matt Thacker as managing editor, The 
Nightwatchman features an array of authors from around the world, writing beautifully and 
at length about the game and its myriad offshoots. Contributors are given free rein over 
subject matter and length, escaping the pressures of next-day deadlines and the despair 
of cramming heart and soul into a few paragraphs.

There are several different ways to get hold of and enjoy The Nightwatchman. You can 
subscribe to the print version and get a free digital copy for when you’re travelling light. 
If you don’t have enough room on your book case, you can always take out a digital-only 
subscription. Or if you’d just like to buy a single issue – in print, digital or both – you can 
do that too. Take a look at the options below and decide which is best for you.
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It seems to me that we watch sports 
precisely for all those things that lie beyond 
the functional. The poet WC Williams put it 
well, though he was talking about baseball:

The crowd at the ball game   
is moved uniformly

by a spirit of uselessness  
which delights them –

all the exciting detail   
of the chase

and the escape, the error   
the flash of genius –

all to no end save beauty   
the eternal…

Sports are wonderfully pointless. They 
are their own means and ends. That’s 
central to their appeal. Whatever social 
function is assigned them, they exceed 
that function, impose their own demands 
and disciplines, and beguile the spectator 
in their own manner.

The rules governing games are empty 
forms, fleshed out by the human bodies 
engaged in them. Therein lies, I think, a 
key to their perplexing fascination. Sports 
offer a living mixture of the abstract and 
concrete, the impersonal and the personal, 
fixed laws and ceaseless spontaneity. The 
paradox is that – precisely because they 
are empty, impersonal mechanisms without 
intrinsic meanings – they can be filled by the 
spectator with all manner of significance. 
They can soak up every conceivable desire 
or emotion, every interpretation projected 
onto them. Sometimes, at a tense moment in 
a big match, you can feel vast ocean-streams 
of desires, fears, hopes, swirling around the 
ground. We are not just “consumers” of 
cricket. Watching is not a passive process; it 

engages a range of faculties – imagination, 
interpretation, memory.

CLR James found “the beautiful” in cricket 
and identified it with drama, dance and 
the visual arts. Derek Birley dubbed this 
“the aesthetic fallacy”. Beauty in cricket 
is abundant, but it’s always an incidental 
by-product. It’s not the aim, the driving 
purpose, of the exercise, as it is in the arts. In 
fact, I’d suggest that the appeal of sport lies 
in the crucial ways it differs from the arts.

Unlike novels or movies, the drama of 
sport unfolds spontaneously, without a 
controlling author, with no predetermined 
plot, climax or conclusion. Unpredictability 
is its bedrock. That’s why bookies accept 
bets on sports, and also why even the most 
marginal act of spot-fixing undermines the 
legitimacy of the spectacle as a whole. It 
must be unscripted or it’s not sport.

That’s not to say that cricket doesn’t 
have its aesthetic pleasures: balance in 
movement, elegance of form and delicacy 
of touch. However, there’s no beauty if the 
effort fails. If the fielder drops the catch, 
no one remembers the balletic leap. The 
front foot drive, however graceful, is 
always incomplete if it’s intercepted at 
cover. Unlike a dancer, a cricketer faces 
an opponent, whose aim is to throw him 
or her off balance, to make the graceful 
follow-through look an ungainly air-
shot. Competition is the foundation, the 
necessary platform of the aesthetic in sport, 
which doesn’t exist apart from it. That’s 
why it’s possible to enjoy and appreciate 
“ugly” cricket, even find it beautiful in its 
way, depending on the circumstances and 
the personalities involved.

The pre-condition for the pleasures of 
sports competition is that in itself it has no 
costs (at least for the spectator). 

WHY CRICKET?
Mike Marqusee wonders what makes us invest so  

much in this apparently pointless game?

Let’s imagine a group of ultra-intelligent 
extra-terrestrials who visit Earth and find 
themselves at a cricket match. I’d submit 
that, given sufficient time, they would be 
able to deduce the rules of the game in 
their entirety (even the lbw law) from 
direct observation, without the aid of a 
native interpreter. The mechanism of the 
competition would become intelligible 
to them: runs and wickets, overs and 
innings, the ten ways of getting out, the 
no-ball, the draw.

What would remain a mystery to them 
is: why? Why did earthlings expend 
so much time and passion on this 
apparently pointless exercise? What 
purpose did it serve?

A school of functionalist anthropology sees 
games as rituals designed to reproduce 
social norms and integrate the individual. 

Post-modernists read games as texts, 
successions of signifiers. A psychoanalytic 
approach sees them as sublimations of 
sexual desire. A sociological approach 
sees modern-day leisure in general as 
a means of maintaining a productive 
workforce. A political lens sees games as 
nation-builders or release valves for social 
conflict. And then there’s the brutalist 
school, which sees them purely as a means 
of generating profit.

None of these explains what it is that drives 
people to watch cricket or other sports. 
We don’t go seeking social integration, 
even if in some cases that is the upshot 
of the exercise. We don’t go in order to 
be more efficient workers or to fulfil a 
social duty (most of us, that is). And while 
unconscious drives are certainly at work, 
as a vehicle of sexual gratification cricket 
is pretty inefficient.
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happens, is also what the universe is about, 
at macro and micro level.

But the most intriguing of cricket’s 
mysteries lie within: in the mental world 
of the players, in the vagaries of form, 
in the struggle with doubt, inhibition, 
uncertainty. We talk about “determination” 
or “aggression” or “competitiveness” as if 
these were self-evident. But behind the 
words lie complexly shaded psychological 
realities. The whole past of the individual 
and the team comes into play; it’s the 
deep, ever-present background.

In cricket the impersonal and implacable 
rules of the game generate an array of 
situations in which highly individual moods, 
attitudes and habits are revealed. The 
transformation of a losing into a winning 
position, the interplay of attack and defence, 
are subtler than in other sports, with more 
scope for ups and downs and changing 
tempos. It’s a cumulative process but never 
merely an arithmetical one. A passage of 
play in which not much seems to happen 
can be seen retrospectively, after the batting 
collapse or the run glut, as a passage in 
which all kinds of things were happening: 
small adjustments made or unmade, stamina 
and concentration stretched.

Dramatically, I can think of few spectacles 
in sport more engrossing than a team 
chasing a victory target or battling for a 
draw in a fourth innings on a deteriorating 
pitch. Whichever side you support it’s 
intense. Each ball affects the balance of 
probabilities. For both sides, it’s a test of 
nerve, skill and judgment, plus a dash of 
luck. For the spectator, it’s a rollercoaster, 
a wild ride that’s risk-free.

Cricket also has its guilty pleasures, not 
the least of which is schadenfreude, 
something generally kept under wraps in 

other spheres of social activity. For the 
crowd, the misfield is always a highlight, 
and the bullying batter brought low by 
the innocuous-looking floater a cause of 
merriment. Then there’s the perversity 
of simultaneously wanting the other side 
to fail and to make a game of it (not to 
fail), wanting to see stiff competition 
but apprehensive of defeat. These are 
contradictory emotional states which 
in daily life could cause psychological 
damage; in cricket, they’re something 
that can be enjoyed and relished, with no 
harm done.

The Victorians developed their ethic of 
cricket (leadership, teamwork, character-
building) because they were ashamed 
of their fondness for this silly game and 
sought a higher justification for playing 
it. In the 21st century, in a world where 
economic “productivity” is the measure of 
the individual, where only what is “useful” 
is valued, cricket’s justification is that it has 
no justification. It is a sublime exception, an 
oasis of the useless and the unproductive.

Of course, we don’t always get the 
pleasures we seek in cricket. Play can be 
boring or one-sided or mediocre, not to 
mention rain-interrupted. That’s the risk 
the spectator takes. Cricket doesn’t have 
the reliability of fiction, where the narrative 
is controlled for dramatic effect. But while 
the drama may not be guaranteed, what 
matters is that it is always possible.

So what exactly are the pleasures we seek 
in watching cricket? What desires does it 
satisfy? They belong to everything about 
us that is all-too-human. Which is why 
they’d remain unintelligible to our extra-
terrestrial visitors.

This piece first appeared in Wisden India 
Almanack 2014.

Unlike other forms of competition – wars, 
elections, competition for jobs or markets 
– it is fundamentally inconsequential. 
Defeat may be crushingly disappointing 
but that disappointment is the only cost 
and it’s ephemeral. Unlike competition in 
other spheres, the aim is not to destroy or 
remove the opponent; on the contrary, if the 
opponent can’t turn up for the next game, 
there’s no game. The premise of competitive 
sport is that each match is a fresh start on 
a level playing field. That’s why we are free 
to enjoy it, to invest what we like in it, and 
to divest ourselves when it’s convenient. So 
it comes back to that primal fact in sport’s 
appeal: its triviality in the scheme of things.

Cricket offers all the pleasures of sport in 
general, plus a highly distinctive appeal 
of its own to which many elements 
contribute. One of the chief of these is the 
way it treats time and space.

As the world’s first and oldest modern 
spectator sport, cricket is marked by an 
earlier era whose patterns of leisure and 
work have long vanished. It keeps its 
own, archaic kind of time. Test cricket, in 
particular, defies the appetite for instant 
gratification, offering instead something 
that matures and acquires depth along the 
way. I think this expanded sense of time also 
mitigates the aggressive, hyperventilating 
individualism on conspicuous display in 
many other sports.

With a distinctive use of time comes a 
distinctive use of space. Cricket is a game with 
a determined centre and an indeterminate 
periphery. It’s quite different from baseball’s 
uni-directional diamond or the rectangular 
formats of other games. There’s a fixed 
centre (the straight line between the two 
wickets) around which the game rotates as 
on an axle. All 360 degrees of the circle are in 
play. And, thanks to the change at the end of 

the over, the whole field is active. No space is 
neglected or goes to waste.

As a team game, cricket demands an 
exceptional variety of specialist skills, 
as well as accommodating a variety of 
physical types. Players have to perform 
different roles in different phases of 
the match. So you get the joy of the 
occasional slow bowler who only comes 
on so that the front liners can change ends 
but winds up taking a clutch of wickets. 
Or the perversely engaging spectacle of 
tail-enders coping with, and occasionally 
confounding, master bowlers.

Then there’s the fascination of the pitch, 
which decisively shapes the matches 
played on it. Tennis requires adaptation 
to hard courts or grass courts, but cricket 
requires adaptation to a much wider 
spectrum of conditions, which vary even 
in the course of the match. As a result, 
cricket, however global its spread, always 
acquires a local flavour.

The enduring mystery of the pitch – so 
frequently defying expert predictions – 
is complemented by the peculiarities of 
the ball, another legacy of cricket’s pre-
industrial roots (using leather, twine and 
cork, but not rubber), whose behaviour 
can be wildly variable. Unlike other ball 
games, in cricket the ball is allowed to age, 
and therefore dealing with both old and 
new balls is a necessary craft for bowlers 
and batters alike.

That leads to another one of cricket’s 
curiosities: its mysterious physics. It’s hard 
even for scientists to explain the complexities 
of swing bowling or a slow bowler’s drift 
and dip, how they’re produced and why in 
some conditions they can’t be produced. 
Cricket is all about the behaviour of spheres 
in motion – and spheres in motion, as it 

• • •
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ANAND VASU

Ultimately though, all stories about the Ranatungas boil down to one man.

To meet Arjuna, I drove to Nugegoda, the Colombo suburb that was just a village not long 
ago. As you drive out of the main city, through ever-narrowing roads and densely packed 
markets – one of which saw a 2007 bomb blast kill at least 25 civilians and injure more than 
twice as many, believed to be the handiwork of the Liberation Tigers of Tamil Eelam (LTTE) 
– you see the price for progress being paid on a daily basis. Where there were once paddy 
fields, green, easy on the eye and lush, there are now haphazard shopping arcades. 

A flyover has eased the congestion on the drive in from town, but the pace of life visibly 
slows when you turn off the arterial road leading to Arjuna’s residence. The plots are large, 
the bungalows old, and the money of the inhabitants older still.

Arjuna’s home is spacious and comfortable without being obviously ostentatious; from 
the outside, the only sign of an important person living there is a garage full of SUVs with 
government licence plates. Enter the living room, and you see this is a man who loves cricket 
more than anything in the world. Trophies galore, man-of-the-match awards, photographs – 
if anybody needed reminding that this was the home of a cricketer rather than a politician, 
there it was. 

• • •

DAVID FRANKLIN

Anton Chigurh, the villain of Cormac McCarthy’s No Country for Old Men, plays a simple 
game with those unlucky enough to cross his path. One toss of a coin decides their fate: 
heads they live, tails they die. His brutality is fearsome indeed: a potent cocktail of death 
and recreation bearing all the hallmarks of a psychopath.

The ICC has come in for criticism of all sorts during its 105-year existence, but no one has 
so far accused its officials of such cold-blooded malice. And yet there are pitches around 
the world on which captains, waiting in suspended animation as the coin falls, must see in 
the shadow of the watching match referee the spectre of Chigurh. Lose the toss, lose the 
game. No losing captain in today’s media-savvy era would ever go so far as to say that the 
toss decided the match; plenty, of course, would want to.

It is worth examining the effect of the toss in the context of a proposed alternative. Under 
a “sealed bid” system the winning captain has choice of innings but must concede a pre-
declared number of runs to the opposition. 

• • •

MICHAEL HENDERSON

Engineer’s was a colourful career, not a great one. He scored only 13 centuries in first-class 
cricket, two of them in Tests, yet, as Arlott said, he left a more vivid impression on those who saw 
him than many players with more impressive records. There were some superb overseas players 
in county cricket in those days – Procter and Zaheer Abbas at Gloucestershire, Clive Rice and 
Richard Hadlee at Trent Bridge, Eddie Barlow at Derbyshire, Rohan Kanhai and Lance Gibbs at 
Warwickshire, Asif Iqbal and John Shepherd at Kent, players who gave their all. Then came their 
successors: Viv Richards, Joel Garner, Malcolm Marshall, Courtney Walsh, Ken McEwan. And we 
can never forget the purest batsman of them all, Barry Richards. In one of those memorable 
Gillette contests, at Bournemouth in 1972, Richards made a century against Lancashire and then 
got out. “He could have made as many as he wanted,” David Lloyd said later.

• • • 

MARTIN CROWE

Cricket, in particular batting, often calls for one’s temperament – that essential mind–
body intangible – to stand up and carry the day. But what exactly is temperament? A 
combination of the mental, physical and emotional traits of a person, for sure. In essence, 
though, one’s temperament may simply mean one’s way of being. We all have unique ways 
of doing things, of batting, but what are the essentials to success and how do we maintain 
a temperament that represents our authentic self?

The batsman knows that one ball is all it takes for him to fail. This demands a fierce focus. 
It’s a tough test of character to put everything aside, to trust the mind and body to work 
together against a small object propelled in many different ways, and with a split second to 
respond. It’s a trust that has to come from within, for the batsman is truly alone, calling on 
temperament like arguably no other sport.

• • •

CRISPIN ANDREWS

Ribbentrop’s Führer had stronger opinions. During the First World War, Lance Corporal 
Hitler, recovering from injury in a Berlin hospital, organised a cricket match between 
a German team, including himself, and some British officers who were prisoners of war. 
According to Conservative MP Oliver Locker Lampson, who’d subsequently met some of 
the officers and written about it in the Daily Mirror in 1930, Hitler wanted to learn the 
intricacies and mysteries of the English national game.

The officers duly obliged. However, by the time Hitler took the field a few days later, he 
wanted some of the rules changed. Cricket, he apparently believed, was too complicated, 
illogical and also too effeminate. “The Laws of cricket were good enough for the pleasure 
loving-English,” wrote Locker Lampson, quoting Hitler. “But Hitler proposed changing them 
for the serious-minded Teuton.”

• • •
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MARCUS BERKMANN

That sense of impending doom, though, was psychologically useful to England supporters, 
if only for sheer self-preservation. If you don’t make the mistake of looking forward to a 
series like that, and understand that creeping dread is by far the more logical response, 
you can keep out of the funny farm and save the NHS a small fortune on anti-depressants. 

You will also find yourself a step or two ahead of the England team and its massive backroom 
staff, who appeared to be the last people in the world to realise that disaster was imminent. 
We are fans: we know all the signs. They are mere experts: they know bugger all. So I, for one, 
was extremely careful about the amount of Ashes cricket I watched. I started off with almost 
none, and swiftly reduced it to none at all. I still couldn’t sleep at night for worry, but that was 
infinitely better than staying up and watching it all happen. In the morning came the ritual 
familiar to all longstanding England fans. You would wake up, guess the score (obviously 
the worst score you could imagine), look it up on the computer and find that it was actually 
slightly worse than that. Then stomp around in a rage all day, maybe watch the highlights in 
the evening fuelled by drink, and repeat every day until the series ended and we could all relax.

• • • 

TELFORD VICE

Players expect adoration from their fans, and they get it. But social media means that 
players, their friends, their supporters and the press share the same platforms. All of 
those people are in danger of falling short of libel laws and accepted standards of decent 
discourse – although journalists have no excuse.

What some players do not seem to understand is that a message tapped out on a mobile 
phone and unleashed on social media is revealed to the world. It is not a bit of banter 
between mates or a private argument – it is published for all to see, interpret and, if they 
want to, meet with a response. Players also do not get that they are as equal as every other 
citizen of the Twitterverse – something they are not used to and clearly do not like.

But there is nothing they can do about it because there are no media officers hovering 
nearby to save players from the tougher questions, as happens at press conferences. There 
is also no one to filter out their stupidities and correct their flawed language, a service most 
journalists render to players free of charge.

• • •

DAN WADDELL

Once the war ended, and Berlin lay in rubble, Felix rounded up the few surviving members 
of the Berlin league. One summer day in 1945, they trudged from the ruins towards a group 
of English soldiers at a checkpoint. Rather than asking for water, medicine or cigarettes, 
Felix and his friends asked for a game of cricket. Once the soldiers had got over their 
astonishment, they agreed and that afternoon, with the sun on their backs, they played a 
match. “We felt in a very good mood,” wrote Felix later.

With the help of a younger cricketer named Kurt Reitz, Felix then helped rebuild and revive 
the Berlin League post-war. His influence waned when he was forced to move to Frankfurt, 
presumably in search of work or business, but he travelled back by train every August to 
play, even when well into his sixties. 

• • • 

RICHARD BEARD

But, for Blunden, cricket would unexpectedly become a more urgent way to pass the time. 
In 1915 at the age of 19, already a published poet, Blunden enlisted with the Royal Sussex 
Regiment. In May of the 1916 cricket season he was sent to northern France, where he reported 
for duty at the Somme, often acting less like a soldier and more like the cricketing pastoral 
poet he was. Once in No Man’s Land, repairing fences, he came under sudden German fire 
before discovering that the battery-powered torch in his pocket had turned itself on. 

He was in the Somme region for four months and in October 1916 wrote to his mother: “Cold and 
wet and lack of sleep are enemies to the finest soldiers. There is also the added enemy of the 
presence of so many dead men. And after a while the dead become more frightful to the mind.”

• • •

VITHUSHAN EHANTHARAJAH

“You always work on the side of the winner, whether that’s betting on them or laying them. 
That is where the money is traded.” To get things running, he puts £1,800 on Jamaica to win, at 
odds of 1.58 (thereby earning him a profit of £1,044, along with the return of his £1,800 stake). 

At the innings break, he bets against Barbados at 1.68 with a liability of £1,360, which would 
return £2,000 to him. Added to his original stake, his total liability now stands at £3,360, 
with a Jamaica win earning him a profit of £3,044. Throughout the course of the second 
innings, as Barbados lose wickets and Jamaica’s odds to win the game shorten, the odds on 
a Barbados win are such that he can bet against Jamaica with smaller amounts. This reduces 
his profit but also cuts down on the money he would lose if Barbados manage a win. 

• • •
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SHANAKA AMARSINGHE

Sri Lankan deference may have been a means to self-advancement. On the cricket field 
though, it took on a childlike sincerity – at least until Ranatunga came along. The happy-go-
lucky, obedient child was now a rebellious teenager. 

It began in Australia where, for the first time since the great Uva-Wellassa rebellion of 
1817–18, a bunch of Sri Lankans stood tall against a foreign oppressor. Darrell Hair’s reaction 
to Muttiah Muralitharan’s “diabolical” action is now part of history. While Hair called no-ball, 
Ranatunga outsmarted him by instructing Murali to bowl leg-breaks. The Sri Lankans nearly 
walked off – not the petulant selfishness of Sunil Gavaskar’s exit at the MCG in 1980–81, 
but a calm, measured show of unity against unreasonable antagonism. The fact that the 
University of Western Australia cleared the off-spinner showed why Ranatunga’s belief in 
his champion was not misplaced. How the worm has turned. Nineteen years on from the 
infamous Boxing Day Test of 1995–96, Murali is now spin consultant to Cricket Australia.

• • •

HARRY PEARSON

Bomarsund is a pit village just south of Ashington. In 1974 the cricket club here became 
the first team from the North East to win a national trophy when they beat Collingham of 
Nottinghamshire to claim the Haig Village Championship. The region has changed a lot 
since then. And not always in obvious ways.

“All our Saturday games in the Northumberland League start earlier now,” Brian Seccombe 
says. “There was a feeling that because these days lads want to go out in Newcastle of a 
night, the cricket was stopping that and it was putting them off playing.”

He shrugs, looks out across the field at Welfare Park where the home side’s wickets are 
tumbling steadily as spring rain. Estates of redbrick houses flank two sides of the field, 
there’s an open area of rough grassland beyond a hedge to the west and to the east a couple 
of rows of terraces and the Welfare Club. In winter a football pitch runs down the south 
side of the ground, there’s a bowling green tucked away in the north-east corner alongside 
a floodlit five-a-side pitch and a blue shipping container that houses the groundsman’s kit.

“I didn’t see the need for the earlier start myself,” Brian says. “It’s not like the pubs shut at 
10.30 anymore, is it? They could have played till eight o’clock, had a shower and still have 
got in six hours’ drinking down the Quayside.”

• • •

TIM WIGMORE

And it is a development driven by Joyce’s unremitting excellence. “Ed Joyce broke that 
mould and we banished the myth that you don’t play cricket in Ireland,” McCallan says. “Ed 
went over and started to perform and what that did was send a message to the rest of the 
Irish guys that there’s careers in cricket here.” 

Niall O’Brien agrees. “I don’t think there was a real belief within the Irish people and the Irish 
players that they could go over and mix it in the English county set-up and have a career,” 
he says. “There was still a bit of a stigma through the late 1990s and early 2000s for an 
Irishman chasing a career in county cricket. Ed Joyce paved the way for us all.” 

Along with Morgan, William Porterfield, Gary Wilson – and of course Joyce – O’Brien is one 
of five Irishmen to have captained their county sides in 2014.

• • •

ROB SMYTH

The demands of abstinence have become even greater since Test-match batting underwent 
the change. We often talk about the oxygen of runs, yet they are more like food – you 
can survive for much longer than you think but the trick is to train the mind and the will 
accordingly. Stonewalling is cricket’s version of a hunger strike – or, worse still, like depriving 
a narcissist of their Twitter account.

It is almost entirely counter-instinctive for a modern batsman not to try to score runs. Adam 
Gilchrist’s mantra was “just hit the ball”. The alternative “just leave the ball” doesn’t have 
quite the same ring. Yet every batsman, even the most attacking, has an inner Tavaré. Most 
just don’t know – or don’t want to know – how to channel it and find the necessary zen zone 
to play barely any attacking strokes.

South Africa have shown how readily it can be done. And there is something beautiful 
about watching an attacking batsman deny his basic instinct. Like when Ian Botham scored 
51 from 209 balls to save a Test against Pakistan in 1987. The most striking example of 
switching gears came from AB de Villiers during South Africa’s tour of Australia in 2012–13. 
He made 33 from 220 balls to save the Adelaide Test and then, six days later, bashed 169 
from 184 balls to win the Perth Test and the series. It made Jekyll and Hyde seem like twins.

• • •
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