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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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Issue 9, out now, features the following:

Matt Thacker introduces the ninth issue of The Nightwatchman 

Simon Barnes explains why James Joyce is his favourite cricket writer of all

John Crace on how Wasim Akram’s 1992 World Cup jumper ended up in his study 

Christian Ryan on Phillip Hughes 

Tunku Varadarajan argues that MS Dhoni leaves an empty legacy 

Will Buckley says Test cricket is left-wing 

Andrew Ramsey on why, despite everything, he returned to the press box 

Brian Halford remembers Warwickshire’s bolshie blocker, Willy Quaife 

Sideshow A quirky look at World Cup moments over 40 years 

Dileep Premachandran wonders at Virat Kohli, India’s new-generation No.4 

Tim Youngs on the leg-break 

Justin Parkinson examines Aubrey Faulkner’s obsession and untimely death 

Peter Oborne and Richard Heller celebrate a fabulous tour of Pakistan 

Nick Allbury saw the revolution televised 25 years ago 

Dan Waddell reports on a rum bunch of Yorkshire tourists 

Alison Mitchell chronicles cricket broadcasting’s technological progress 

Boria Majumdar on what it was like to partner Sachin Tendulkar for his autobiography 

Tim Wigmore is dismayed by Kenyan cricket’s retreat 

Charlie Campbell on leading a bunch of amateurs 

Anasuya Mathur gets on with not loving cricket 
 

On the following pages you’ll find an article by Boria Majumdar on how he partnered with 
Sachin Tendulkar to produce the most talked about cricket book in a generation.
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THE GHOST OF 
THE LITTLE MASTER 

Boria Majumdar on co-authoring Sachin Tendulkar’s autobiography

Days after India won the 2011 World Cup, I 
had the chance to chat at length with Sachin 
Tendulkar and Sourav Ganguly. Sachin, while 
reflecting on his career, spoke about the 
1991–92 tour of Australia. “Dada [Sourav] 
and I were roommates in Sydney. A little past 
midnight on the eve of the SCG Test, I was 
doing a bit of shadow practice, trying to plan 
how to play the Australian bowlers the next 
day. Dada got up and was taken aback to see 
me up. He asked me to go to sleep.” 

Recalling the incident, Sourav said: “I wasn’t 
playing the match and was startled to see 
Sachin shadow batting at 1am. It was crazy. 
I couldn’t sleep either and remember telling 
him that he should go to bed, for he would 
need all his energy against an Australian 
attack that included Craig McDermott, Bruce 
Reid and Mike Whitney.”

Sachin, not surprisingly, was tired the next 
day. To catch up on sleep while India were 
batting, he did something only he can: “I said 
to Dada that I was taking a nap on the dining 
table in the SCG dressing-room and he should 

wake me up in some time. I managed a good 
45-minute nap. It wasn’t the only time.”

“He actually slept and when the next wicket 
fell I woke him up,” said Sourav. “When it was 
his turn to bat he scored a majestic 148, his 
first Test hundred in Australia. Clearly, we 
were seeing a genius in our midst.”

There is a story here, I thought to myself. 
Several books have been written about the 
greatest batsman of our time. But none in his 
words. How could Sachin – a treasure trove 
of anecdotes from over 20 years of touring 
life – not open up to tell us his own story? His 
autobiography was waiting to be written, and 
I wanted to be the one to bring it to life. 

After several discussions about the project, 
the obsessive perfectionist in Sachin was 
convinced of its merit. Documenting a two-
and-a-half-decades-long cricketing life was a 
mammoth task, and to do it well we needed 
substantial time. We realised we couldn’t wait 
to start the book until he had retired as we 
would lose valuable months, maybe years. 
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We got to work with a few mock 
sessions at his 19A Perry Cross Road 
bungalow in the Mumbai suburb of 
Bandra. We discussed the structure 
and flow before we felt certain we 
were ready. It was important for 
Sachin to get used to the routine of 
talking about himself openly. He had 
never batted on a literary pitch before 
and it was natural he would take time 
to warm up. But the first session lasted 
over three hours as we talked about 
the 2011 World Cup – the achievement 
he holds most dear and something 
still fresh in his mind – and in that 
very first session I discovered a few 
interesting anecdotes. For example, 
on returning to the hotel after the 
final, Sachin and his wife Anjali tucked 
flowers behind their ears and danced 
to loud Bollywood music in their room 
at the Taj, something they had never 
done before. All inhibitions had been 
shed. During the celebrations that 
lasted all night, Virat Kohli, Yuvraj 
Singh and Harbhajan Singh sang 
“Tujhme Rab Dikta Hain Yaara Main 
Kya Karoon” (We See God in You), a 
popular Bollywood number, much to 
Sachin’s embarrassment. 

Since that first session, it took us over 
three years to put the book together. 
The biggest challenge was getting 
Sachin to open up. It took him a while 
to understand that he needed to 
speak openly and at length. And, for 
the first couple of years we worked 
on the book, Sachin was still busy 
playing. That didn’t make it easy either, 
because of the stresses and pressures 
that accompany any international 
sportsman on tour and because of the 
limited time he had to devote to the 
book. But over the last year and a half, 
it began to come together. We often 

selected themes in advance, which 
would give Sachin a couple of days 
to mull over a topic, before we would 
record his observations and reflections 
on a particular incident or phase in 
his career. I recorded more than 130 
hours’ worth of interviews with Sachin 
alone, travelling all over the world to fit 
in sessions, and after 190,000 words, 
multiple drafts and many edits, we had 
Playing It My Way.

• • •

Anjali and Sachin’s brother Ajit joined in 
some of our sessions and contributed 
with crucial input. Ajit, who had written 
a book on Sachin’s early days in cricket, 
in 1996, was helpful with stories of his 
childhood. I particularly enjoyed the 
one about Sachin cutting golf balls to 
make them oval – this would make the 
ball change direction upon pitching and 
he could practise playing the back-foot 
defence with soft hands as he learned 
to counter bounce.

One area of debate was whether 
Sachin should open up on his 
relationship with Anjali, or would his 
conservative upbringing come in the 
way? All through his career, Sachin 
had zealously guarded his personal life, 
but after several discussions he was 
convinced it was important to reveal 
Anjali’s role in supporting him – and his 
appreciation for the sacrifices she had 
made for him and their family. Anjali 
enthusiastically participated in these 
sessions. In fact, Sachin would begin 
blushing whenever he spoke of her, and 
ask Anjali to continue the story. It was 
lovely to watch their camaraderie and 
friendship – theirs is a sweet love story 
and remains a real high point of the 
book for me. 
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Through the course of these sessions, 
Sachin revealed it was Anjali who took 
the lead in talking to their parents about 
getting engaged and married because 
he was too shy. “She has far better 
social skills than I do…. We met for the 
first time when she came to my house 
posing as a sports journalist and all I 
could offer her was chocolates, which I 
had cut into pieces to fill up the plate…. 
Coming from the kind of background 
she has, it took a lot on her part to be 
able to adjust in a joint family set-up.”

Anjali, a South Mumbai girl from 
an affluent family, came to a world 
fundamentally different from hers when 
she married Sachin. Add to the mix 
her possible career as a top medical 
practitioner and it is evident how much 
she has given up to ensure Sachin 
could continue to play for India without 
having to worry about how things were 
at home. “It was important one of us 
took charge of the household. It was 
never a question of sacrifice,” Anjali 
explained. “I wanted Sachin to play for 
India and do so to the best of his ability. 
I decided to give up on my career and 
concentrate on taking charge of things 
at home.”

Among the many debates we had 
about the book, one involved the 
broader position it should take. I 
would have loved to write a book that 
juxtapositioned post-liberalisation 
India with Sachin’s career. But that was 
not the sort of thing Sachin was after. 
He wanted Playing It My Way to be the 
simple story of his cricketing life. One 
of the criticisms of the autobiography 
is that it does not dwell on match-
fixing. Of course we talked about it, but 
each time Sachin made it absolutely 
clear he would not cast aspersions 

without proof. He despised the 
thought of people underperforming 
for money and has said as much, but 
to say more he needed proof. Besides, 
his autobiography is not meant to 
rail against corruption in cricket – he 
cannot take it upon himself to clean 
up the game. And he certainly did 
not want to be a scandal-mongerer or 
sensationalist. 

I don’t believe, as some critics do, 
that the book skims the surface. He 
may not have spoken at length about 
match-fixing, but there were things he 
did not hold back on: Greg Chappell’s 
disastrous reign as coach, Rahul 
Dravid’s untimely declaration at Multan 
when Sachin was 194 not out, Kapil Dev 
as coach, and selectorial decisions he 
felt let down by when he was captain. 

There have been insinuations that I am 
responsible for what Sachin said on 
Chappell. Not true at all. It is Sachin’s 
book word for word. He read the text 
more than ten times, and every word 
on Chappell is his own. He had always 
felt it was his duty to reveal what went 
wrong under Greg. Doing so while he 
was playing would have interfered with 
his focus, but in his autobiography he 
had decided to be brutally honest. If 
that meant he would have to say a few 
controversial things, so be it.

• • •

Through the course of writing the book 
we had many memorable sessions, 
some when unexpected. One such 
day, we had finished talking about the 
second of Sachin’s hundreds against 
Dale Steyn in South Africa in 2010 – 
one rated by many as his best – when 
I asked him how he had managed to 
read Steyn’s outswingers. We had 

SAMPLER

THENIGHTWATCHMAN.NET



already recorded for close to two and 
a half hours. To my surprise, Sachin 
stood up to demonstrate how he 
always followed the ball’s release point 
from the bowler’s hand. We went on to 
discuss Murali’s doosra, Shaoib Akhtar’s 
faster delivery, Ben Hilfenhaus’s slower 
bouncer, and I soon realised that there 
was no way I would make my flight to 
Kolkata that evening. Anjali ordered 
another round of tea and vada pav 
– two and a half hours later we were 
still talking about Sachin’s strategies to 
counter various bowlers. 

At times I had difficulty understanding 
what he was trying to get across, and 
such occasions often turned out to 
be the most fascinating in the end. In 
explaining Shoaib’s faster yorker, Sachin 
demonstrated to me what Shaoib 
would do with his bowling arm. It was 
exciting, and riveting, to understand 
what he did on the pitch to try and get 
into the minds of opposition bowlers. 
He particularly enjoyed getting into 
Pedro Collins’s mind and I love the 
story of how he would watch Collins 
grip the ball at the start of his run up 
and then take his stance – much to 
Collins’s annoyance. 

It was most helpful that Sachin has 
an impeccable memory for stats. He 
remembers details of his every innings 
in international cricket: his score, mode 
of dismissal, the bowler, whether he 
was facing an inswinger, outswinger, 
googly or flipper. What’s even more 
remarkable is his memory of school 
cricket: he could reel off numbers 
from Giles Shield and Harris Shield 
scorecards (which were all accurate 
when I checked them later). He also 
remembers his county cricket digs in 
great detail including which grounds 

he scored runs at for Yorkshire and the 
shots he played during those innings. 
I had always known about Sachin’s 
obsession with perfectionism and 
detail. But it was only through writing 
the book I experienced it first-hand: 
he would ring sometimes at 5.30am to 
clarify certain details or make changes!

• • •

My only regret, if I can call it that, is 
that Playing It My Way has very little 
on Sachin’s children Sara and Arjun. 
It was fascinating to hear him recount 
personal moments with his children, 
many of which we did not include in the 
book. Like the fact that he took pride 
in being able to put baby Sara to sleep 
in minutes: “The moment she came 
into my arms and I rocked her for a 
few minutes she would go off to sleep. 
It was wonderful to see her sleeping 
peacefully. It is a kind of joy difficult 
to express in words.” Or how brushing 
young Sara’s hair was something he 
enjoyed: “I had a beard then. I would 
take her in my arms and brush her hair 
with my beard. She would love it and it 
was a game we often played.”

Sachin and Anjali have tried to ensure 
a relatively modest upbringing for 
their children. Sara, who is keen on 
studying medicine like her mother, 
was at summer school in England 
and he made sure she travelled from 
Oxford to London on the coach like 
any other student. 

One afternoon, while I was interviewing 
Sachin for the book, Arjun returned 
home having scored a century in 
school cricket. Sachin urged me not to 
praise him or make him feel like he had 
accomplished an extraordinary feat. 
When Arjun came to see us, Sachin did 
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not say well done; instead, he asked 
Arjun how he had lost his wicket. Sachin 
is wary of discussing Arjun’s future. 
He fears people will put too much 
pressure on his son and accuse Sachin 
of nepotism if he takes an interest in 
Arjun’s career, which is why he chose 
not to dwell too much on Arjun’s love 
for cricket in the book. 

But we did mention an incident during 
the 2007 World Cup. Sachin and Anjali 
had told Arjun not to react to any 
criticism of Sachin at school. But Arjun 
could not hold himself back. When a 
school friend said a few unkind words, 
“Arjun punched the boy and told him 
not to say anything bad about his 
father again.”

Apart from an insight into Sachin’s 
personal life and his relationship with 
his family, my other discoveries about 
him were his ability to tolerate pain and 
his commitment to society. His passion 
for and commitment towards cricket 
– though remarkable and unrivalled 
– are well documented. I enjoyed 
being able to shed some light on the 
family man, friend and prankster. It is 
Sachin’s story in the way he wanted to 
tell it, recounting every incident that 
mattered to him in the first 40 years 
of his life. Whether it was his debut 
as a 16-year-old against Pakistan, his 
memories of 1998 – Sachin’s best year in 
international cricket – or being labelled 
“Endulkar” when his career graph slid in 
2007 (which hurt him deeply), Sachin 
has played it his way.
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EXTRACTS
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. 

• • •

SIMON BARNES

But Joyce remains the finest writer who ever wrote about the game. It’s true to say that 
cricket isn’t what Joyce is best known for, but that doesn’t really matter. Joyce was an 
encyclopaedic writer: his subject was absolutely everything. That makes him a cricket 
writer even if he never mentioned the game: but in fact cricket turns up in each of his most 
significant works.
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CHRISTIAN RYAN

PH – two letters and it’s over with, take the shortcut, no time to get ambushed, or be 
reminded, to have to think. Last used his full name the morning preceding the afternoon of 
27 November. Since then a lot of other names he was known by have come to light. Hugh 
Dog, Hughey, Hubert, Bro, Bruz, Brus, Bras, Boof, Luigi, Champa, Dev, Fax, Brax, Hughesy. 
Fourteen nicknames is an unreal-seeming number for one person. How appealing would 
that person have to be, or how open? When the players and others who knew him went to 
Macksville for the funeral, it was a jolt hearing stories about the unique connection many 
felt with him. They’d get talking to someone and realise the person they were talking to 
had experienced the same connection. And after that they’d slip into conversation with 
someone else. Same thing again.

• • •

ALISON MITCHELL

Armed with nothing more than my mobile phone, my laptop and my minidisc recorder, 
I was bombarded with requests from every outlet of BBC News. It was hard enough to 
keep my phone charged up, because no sooner did I finish broadcasting on it, I had about 
six missed calls and six voicemails from other stations who wanted to hear the latest. In 
between, I was gathering as much audio as I could – speaking to police chiefs, keeping up 
with developments and recording hastily arranged press conferences. The problem was, 
how could I get the material back to London in the face of such frenzied demand? 

• • •

ANASUYA MATHUR

Cricket is meant to be the bread and butter of sports journalists in India. Problem is, I 
prefer butter chicken (or, in this case, beer). Oh, I reported on the 241 alright. I spoke about 
Sachin Tendulkar’s extraordinary knock of tremendous restraint, concentration and genius. 
I thought I did a fine job, but then I got a call from my mother: “Maybe look a little more 
interested on TV. And put on some lipstick – you look pale.”

• • •

ANDREW RAMSEY

If, as the cliché goes, a week is a long time in sport then seven years stands as a cricketing 
epoch. While my attention was diverted from the game in Australia, I had managed to 
completely miss monkey-gate, homework-gate and Arthur-gate, the latter being the most 
ruthlessly uncharacteristic sacking of an incumbent national coach rather than a rollicking 
medieval romp atop a round table. England had even won the Ashes, I was informed. Not 
once, but thrice on the trot. And Kevin Pietersen had captained them during that time.
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BRIAN HALFORD

Renowned cricket historian Robert Brooke has suggested that, so seldom did the little man 
deal in boundaries, he probably ran more runs than anyone else in first-class cricket. That 
record Quaife almost certainly holds. One he definitely holds is that of oldest player to score 
a county championship century. In 1928 he scored 115 against Derbyshire aged 56 years 
and 140 days – a record unlikely to be broken. It’s hard to see Joe Root still playing in 2047.

• • •

CHARLIE CAMPBELL

Not only do you have to husband your resources carefully, but you won’t always be playing 
to win. Match-fixing – or match management as we prefer to call it – may be the scourge of 
the professional game, but it is a key aspect of Sunday cricket and perhaps the only thing 
that amateurs do better than the professionals. Although not every captain adheres to 
these principles, usually both sides want a good close game. A one-sided match is enjoyable 
for the dominant players, but when the outcome is so predictable, the rest lose heart and 
interest. They all know how the story ends and that they’re not the hero. So sometimes it 
pays to take the pressure off for an over or two and let the opposition regroup. After all, you 
don’t want the game to be over by tea.

• • •

DAN WADDELL

In 1964, the USA was in thrall to Beatlemania. The British Invasion was underway: bands like 
The Dave Clark Five, Wayne Fontana and the Mindbenders, and Gerry and the Pacemakers 
were among those striking gold. In September that year another group of cocksure young 
men crossed the Atlantic to try and break America: Freddie and the Seamers, otherwise 
known as Yorkshire CCC.

• • •

DILEEP PREMACHANDRAN

Kohli evokes a very different response. He has never inspired the kind of devotion that 
Tendulkar did, primarily because he was the anti-Sachin in his teens, a brash, potty-mouthed 
David Beckham wannabe. Yet, love him or hate him – and there are few shades of grey in 
this relationship – he makes people watch the game. Whether it’s pulling off improbable 
run-chases or blowing kisses to Mitchell Johnson after smashing him around the MCG, Kohli 
doesn’t live in the shadows. 
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RICHARD HELLER AND PETER OBORNE

We may have done little on the field but we seemed to bring some joy to a lonely cricket 
nation. We proved that it is not only possible but also highly pleasurable and quite safe for 
visitors to play cricket in Pakistan. We will be back – but we hope that our hosts will soon 
receive better English teams than ours.

• • •

JUSTIN PARKINSON

On 10 September 1930, Aubrey Faulkner placed his head over the gas jet of an oven 
in the bat-drying room (part of a factory adjoining his cricket school, in which he was 
experimenting by adding more rubber to bats to make them longer-lasting). The school’s 
secretary smelt gas and summoned a constable. They opened the door to find his body and 
a suicide note. Even in death Faulkner was meticulous. “I am off to another sphere via the 
small bat-drying room,” read the note. “Better call in a policeman to do the investigating.”

• • •

NICK ALLBURY

At 3pm we would draw the curtains, eschewing reality in favour of this remarkable new 
channel to which we had recently subscribed. It was known simply as The Sports Channel, a 
product of the British Satellite Broadcasting company. We would assume our usual places in 
front of the TV (a primitive beast as deep as it was wide), the walls of our living room would 
melt away and we were no longer in suburban Northampton. We were in the Caribbean.

• • •

JOHN CRACE

Neatly folded away in a box at the back of my study is a short-sleeved sweater. It is 
fluorescent lime-green, with red, blue and white stripes across the shoulders. It is undeniably 
hideous. Whoever was in charge of its design was either having a bad day or a good laugh. 
It is, though, one of my most treasured sporting possessions. It is the sweater that Wasim 
Akram wore in the final of the 1992 Cricket World Cup in Australia and gave to me in the 
dressing-room of the Melbourne Cricket Ground just minutes after Pakistan had won the 
final against England and he had been named man of the match. How and why Wasim gave 
me that sweater is the story of a cricket world that has all but disappeared.
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TIM WIGMORE

The emergence of Kenyan cricket in the 1990s was a triumph for the Africanisation of 
the sport. The two traditional highlights of the Kenyan cricket calendar – the Asian XI v 
European XI fixture, which was played from 1933; and the Officials v Settlers fixture, which 
began in 1910 – reflected that cricket was not seen as a game for black Africans. It thrived in 
elite private members’ clubs – both Asian and European – who did not even try to maintain 
the pretence that they wanted to play with locals. It was only in the 1950s that the running 
of the game became non-racial although, in practice, this merely meant that those of Asian 
and European background ran it together rather than in two parallel organisations as 
before. “Cricket was a non-sport in the black community,” says former Kenya captain Steve 
Tikolo, who was born in Nairobi in 1971.

• • •

TUNKU VARADARAJAN

Let’s get away from numbers for a minute and talk about custodial morality. Dhoni 
announced his retirement from Test cricket on 30 December 2014, shortly after India had 
drawn the Boxing Day Test at Melbourne. His retirement was unusual for an Indian cricket 
star for two reasons. First, it was unexpected, and executed with no fuss or fanfare; contrast 
this with the prolonged gaudiness of Tendulkar’s departure. The second was less laudable: 
Dhoni quit in the middle of a tough series for which he’d been appointed captain. The job 
had been intended to run until the end; and, irrespective of whether one believes he should 
have been captain in the first place, it was bad form – a dereliction of duty, in fact – to quit 
before seeing it out.

• • •

WILL BUCKLEY

Standing apart from all this is Test cricket. The whole point of Test cricket is that you, 
the spectator, are taking a break from all the anxieties of life. A break to drink. A break 
to think. They even used to have whole rest days. Many years ago, bunking off from the 
tea-making/forelock-tugging duties of pupil barristers to watch cricket, the author Joseph 
O’Neill explained all this to me. The whole point of watching cricket was that it offered a 
refuge from the tyranny of time. You were taking back control. We agreed that only Test 
cricket could have had the effrontery, the confidence, to have had a go at a timeless edition 
of the format. Can you imagine a timeless football match or a timeless golf tournament or 
– actually I would quite enjoy this one and the French might just go for it – a timeless Tour 
de France with the last one still in the saddle gaining the yellow jersey? That would be an 
epic of exhaustion and futility.
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Nightwatchman
THE WISDEN CRICKET QUARTERLY

THE

The ninth edition of The Nightwatchman is published at the beginning of 
March 2015 on a limited print run. So subscribe or order now to ensure that 
you get your copy.

Click to visit
thenightwatchman.net

http://www.thenightwatchman.net

