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only to hear the jacket hit the deck 
once more. Eventually twigging that 
he’s been done, the joke is taken in 
good part, the culprit identified.

Surrey bat last that day, which gives 
the star man – no mean joker himself – 
a chance to plot revenge. At the end of 
the day he changes quietly, watching 
Bamber’s progress as he gets dressed 
after his shower. Underpants on, socks 
on, shirt on, tie neatly knotted. Then 
the trousers. Trousers? There are no 
trousers. Where are the trousers? 
And Bamber begins a frantic search 
for the missing item of clothing while 
the star man, shoulders heaving with 
laughter, is enjoying sweet revenge, 
the trousers fluttering in the breeze at 
the top of a flagpole on the opposite 
side of the ground.

The star man is Sylvester Clarke, 
Surrey’s feared and ferociously fast 
overseas bowler of great legend 
from 1979 to 1988. I tell this story 
of dressing-room japes and puerile 
pranks not so much to amuse as to try 
to humanise a teammate who has so 
often been unfairly dehumanised. 

Now I do not wish to give the 
impression that Clarke – “Silvers” – 
was not a mean and nasty proposition 
for batsmen when he had a cricket 
ball in hand. Some batsmen will tell 
you he was the meanest and nastiest 
of all, and for some reason he hated it 
when batsmen, usually tail-enders but 
not always, backed away from him. 
He would openly admit that when it 
happened it upset him so much that 
he would try to “follow” the culprit. 
Encouragement to bowl straight and 
full and blast the stumps out was met 
with: “Nah, I gonna hit he.”

It was a blind spot. Backing away 
offended his sense of how the game 
should be played and contributed 
hugely, and unsurprisingly, to the view 
that he was brutish and unfeeling. 
Interestingly, Clarkey himself wasn’t 
the bravest with bat in hand, perhaps 
an example of the “you hate in others 
what you least like in yourself” strand 
of psychology. At any rate, we had the 
devil’s own job getting him to bowl 
Malcolm Marshall a bouncer whereas 
Maco had no such compunction and, 
much to our amusement, regularly 
dumped Silvers on his arse. On one 
occasion at Old Trafford, when Michael 
Holding was working up a head of 
steam, Clarke swung wildly at three 
balls in succession, nicking them all but 
with so much bat speed that they burst 
through the hands of the slip cordon. He 
got to the other end, a wicket fell and he 
hurried to meet the incoming batsman. 
“Perce!” he screamed at Pat Pocock with 
wild, staring eyes. “Perce, you can have 
a piece of he... he comin’ tru like a train!”

But would an unfeeling and brutish man 
inspire the kind of genuine affection 
that his teammates and their families 
had, and still have, for him? Would the 
club’s supporters have taken him so 
much to their hearts? Would so many 
of his fellow Bajans have turned up to 
fill the sizeable St Patrick’s church not 
just with people but with respect and 
love and grief for the untimely loss of a 
44-year-old man who had stayed true 
to his roots, sticking with his beloved 
Crusaders CC in the Barbados Cricket 
League rather than moving up to a 
more fashionable Barbados Cricket 
Association club? The answer to all of 
those questions is an emphatic “no”.

• • • 

FAST, DEADLY,  
LOVEABLE

Alan Butcher on his misunderstood Surrey teammate 

A cricket ground. Somewhere in 
Nottinghamshire. The early 1980s. 
Notts Second XI are taking on Surrey 
Second XI. Both teams have their usual 
mix of embittered out-of-favour pros, 
young hopefuls, desperate-to-impress 
triallists and decent club players. 

But Surrey’s team is slightly different. 
For reasons lost in the mists of time 
– possibly as a part of injury rehab 
or because regulations stipulate that 
only one of their overseas players can 
play in the first team – the second XI 
have the most feared fast bowler in 
county cricket on their team sheet.

Anyone who played second-XI 
cricket at that time would have come 
across many overseas pacemen 
relegated to the stiffs as a result of 
the domestic regulation. It was great 
preparation for first-team cricket, 
even if some of the club pitches were 
themselves underprepared. 

But the identity of the man in question 
makes this scenario unlikely. For this 
is your main man, your go-to man, 
your star man. You do not inflict the 
indignity of banishment to a far-flung 
outpost on your star man without 
good reason.

But that doesn’t mean that your star 
man is immune from having indignity 
inflicted upon him in his own dressing-
room. And so it happened that on the 
final day of that second-XI fixture a 
young Surrey hopeful and renowned 
practical joker, Martin Bamber, arrived 
early in the away dressing-room and 
affixed a rubber clothes hook to the 
wall where the star man was changing. 

In comes the star man a few minutes 
later, deep in conversation, and hangs 
his jacket on the peg. Turning to take 
off his tie, he hears the jacket hit the 
floor. He picks it up, replaces it on the 
peg and returns to the conversation, 
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within the dressing-room we felt like a 
decent team again.

• • • 

The seeds of this revival had been sown 
at the end of the previous summer. 
Word of Sylvester’s exploits in league 
cricket up north had filtered down 
south and so it was that I was called 
upon to put my pads on, shortly after 
dawn it seemed to me, and do battle 
on an unprepared, end-of-season, 
end-of-square wicket against a rather 
large gentleman from Barbados who 
was a prospective overseas signing. 
You may glean that I wasn’t that keen.

However, he appeared an amiable chap 
and so I sauntered out to the middle 
with wicket-keeper Jack Richards 
and the coach. Clarke measured out a 
reassuringly short run, swung his arms 
once or twice, checked that I was 
ready and set off on an ambling, none-
too-threatening approach. “This’ll be a 
loosener,” I thought. He reached the 
crease, chest-on, his arms did a kind 
of double-whirl which propelled the 
ball in at middle and leg stump at 
great pace just short of a length, and I 
opened up slightly to access the ball, 
which pitched and veered sharply 
away from me, and steepled over my 
left shoulder to be taken by Richards 
on the rise. 

It was at this point that I realised 
we had an audience. For as I looked 
around to see where the missile had 
gone, I saw my teammates hooting 
and hollering and offering advice. “Get 
forward Butch!” “Hook him!” Thanks 
guys. Very helpful.

Clarke was now back at the top of his 
run, preparing to run in to a batsman 

who was suddenly wide awake. Same 
ambling run, same double-whirl, the 
ball once again steepling over my left 
shoulder into the gloves of the keeper. 
“I reckon that’s me done, coach,” I 
said. “He’ll do for me!” Clarke was 
duly signed, and from 1979 to 1988 he 
took 591 wickets at 18.99. Not a bad 
morning’s work on my part!

So what made him special? Well, great 
pace obviously, with a front-on action 
that angled, swung and seamed 
the ball back into the right-handed 
batsman, following him alarmingly 
with a rising bouncer or zoning in on 
his toes with a wicked yorker. He was 
immensely strong, which contributed 
greatly to both pace and bounce, and 
he had the ability to bowl a prodigious 
number of overs for a strike bowler. 
Recently I was watching a live stream 
from Old Trafford of the Lancashire 
v Surrey Championship match and 
was perplexed by Surrey’s tactics – at 
one stage the home team were 128 
for 5 but there seemed no real effort 
to bowl them out. The three main 
seamers had got wickets but each had 
bowled only 15 of the 83 overs by the 
time their opponents had recovered 
to post a total of 400-plus. Contrast 
that with a match between the same 
teams at The Oval in 1979, when 
Surrey bowled Lancashire out for 
190 in 83 overs – 63.4 of which were 
shared by Clarke and Jackman. Make 
of that what you will, but it’s no secret 
that neither of the pair were notorious 
for their fitness regimes. In fact I think 
they were dyslexic, for they both spelt 
gym “b-a-r”. But when they saw the 
chance to run through a batting side, 
they did not hold back.

To be fair to Clarke, he didn’t rely on 
these attributes; he sought to improve 

The arrival of Sylvester Theophilus 
Clarke to SE11 in April 1979 was the 
cherry on a cake that had been baking 
since the end of the previous season. 
Micky Stewart had stepped into the 
role of cricket manager, the moribund 
pitches of the ’70s had been relaid in 
an effort to provide pace and bounce, 
and some good signings had been 
made. Bizarrely, a three-week pre-
season party in Hong Kong, Singapore 
and Bangkok – with a bit of training and 
fairly low-quality cricket preparation 
thrown in – turned out to be a fantastic 
way for a hitherto fractured squad 
to gel. The trip, organised before 
the appointment of the new cricket 
manager, was anathema to Stewart, 
offending his notion of professionalism. 
But he threw himself into the fun, the 
drinking games and more than once 
became the victim of them. We didn’t 
realise it but the squad that stepped 
off the plane on our return was vastly 
superior to the one that left Heathrow 
three weeks earlier. 

And in walked Silvers.

Stewart remembers meeting him for 
the first time when he picked him up 
from the airport. He recalls “a tiny 
fellow” helping him with his bags. 
“What’s this Sylvester?” joked Micky. 
“Have you brought a servant?” “Nah, 
manager, this is Mr Malcolm Marshall.”

So two overseas legends arrived in 
London on the same day, one bound for 
Southampton and international greatness, 
the other for Kennington and legendary 
status of a sort, and a place in the hearts 
of all those who played with him.

I don’t want it to sound like Clarkey 
rode into town like the lone ranger and 
single-handedly rescued the cowed 

and pathetic villagers from the yoke of 
a band of desperadoes. That would be 
disrespectful to those such as Robin 
Jackman, Pat Pocock, Intikhab Alam 
and Graham Roope, who had all toiled 
manfully for Surrey – not without 
success – throughout the doldrums of 
the mid-70s. But it is fair to say that 
his arrival drew our bowling talents 
together to form a pretty formidable 
attack, with Clarke the undisputed 
spearhead. He punched holes in the 
opposition line which the rest could 
then charge through. Witness 93 first-
class wickets for Jackman and 70 for 
Pocock in 1979, Clarke’s first season 
at Surrey.

Silvers did what great overseas 
players do, which is provide wickets 
or runs. Or both. But they offer more 
than the bald statistics. The best bring 
with them confidence that can spread 
through the whole team. It may well 
be the type of confidence that comes 
from knowing that your best mate 
is the biggest and strongest boy in 
the school, but it’s real, it feels good 
and, along with our newly acquired 
mateship, it enabled everyone to 
blossom and cricket to feel fun again. 

Even the batsmen caught the vibe. In 
1979 the top three all scored 1,000 runs 
for the first time in living memory, and 
Nos.4 and 5 came within an underarm 
lob of that figure. We were not perfect 
but a rise from 16th to third in the 
County Championship, plus a one-day 
cup final, was a huge improvement. 
And it should not be passed over 
that Clarke played only half of our 
Championship programme because 
of injury. In common with every other 
county, we were streets behind Essex 
in the Championship – and some way 
behind them in the B&H final too. But 
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1979–80. Add in the huge and nearly 
catastrophic lapse of judgment that 
led him to throw a stone used to mark 
the boundary into the crowd in Multan 
because he was being pelted with 
pebbles, and you have someone that 
Clive Lloyd perhaps didn’t wholly trust, 
a personality he didn’t really need.

It was a personality that suited us 
fine. He was fun, amusing, engaging. 
He could be generous and was kind 
to players’ partners and children. I’ll 
never forget the look of wonder on 
his face at his first experience of snow 
settling on his sweater one evening in 
Cambridge during his debut season. I 
won’t forget the hurt in his eyes after 
enduring monkey calls and being 
pelted with bananas while fielding in a 
Sunday League match at Hull later that 
year. Nor how he tore into the Yorkshire 
batting line-up with a visceral passion 
ever after, in particular during the 
Gillette Cup semi-final in 1980, when the 
humiliating experience was still fresh.

This was a match that was played 
in the most highly charged, almost 
malevolent atmosphere of any I took 
part in. It was a dark, stormy day, 
early rain had delayed the start and 
bad light had lingered. Yorkshire 
always brought a big crowd and they 
were getting restless. There were 
arguments with the umpires after 
their inspections, and the teams were 
being blamed for not wanting to play. 
Eventually around two o’clock we got 
underway. It was still very dark, with 
lightning and rumbles of thunder. 
Whoever won the toss that day was 
going to bowl first and there was 
menace in the air as Geoff Boycott and 
Bill Athey began the Yorkshire innings. 
Clarke unleashed everything at them. 
He was too quick for Boycott, he split 

Athey’s helmet in two, and he bowled 
one bouncer that I swear when I 
watched it back on TV later that night 
looked as if it would bounce clean 
through the screen. It was terrifying. 
But my goodness it was electrifying. 

He was the same in another 60-over 
semi-final six years later against 
Lancashire when he tore into Clive 
Lloyd, perhaps to demonstrate what 
West Indies had been missing but 
also because Lloyd had the temerity 
to stroll out in a white floppy hat 
with the score on 8 for 2 and Clarke 
bowling at the speed of light. He 
gave Lloyd a real working-over but 
the batsman stood firm. My clearest 
memory is being summoned to third 
slip. With Clarke charging in and Lloyd 
displaying incredible bat speed, I was 
praying that he didn’t nick off to me, 
for I had no chance of catching it – 
even standing some 20 yards back.

Thinking about these things now brings 
a warm feeling, a smile, a chuckle. 
Even the day at Grace Road when 
an appeal for a catch at the wicket 
against my brother Ian was turned 
down. I was at short leg so had no 
view but there was a noise and Clarke 
was convinced. “You hit dat, Butch?” 
he asked. A shake of the head was the 
reply. Clarke also shook his head. “You 
hit dat, Butch” he said again, but this 
time it was a statement. Both Butchers 
knew what was coming and I was in 
the uncomfortable situation of being 
witness, from two yards away, to my 
brother repelling a ferocious bowling 
onslaught. He showed a lot of guts 
and I was proud that he saw it through. 
To this day I still ask him: “You hit dat, 
Butch?” He is yet to tell me the truth.

• • • 

himself as a bowler and learnt to swing 
the ball away. Perversely, this didn’t 
actually make him a more effective 
bowler because a right-handed 
batsman’s natural assumption was 
that Clarke’s action would angle the 
ball in; the slightest movement away 
meant that he missed the ball by a long 
way. I suspect, though, that he enjoyed 
making a batsman look foolish almost 
as much as he did getting him out. At 
least it seemed that way to me when, 
facing him in the nets, he’d bowl that 
ball in at middle and leg, the same one 
he bowled to me at his trial, the one 
I never worked out how to play. Hips 
opening slightly to access the line then 
jerking involuntarily back to counter 
the rapid movement across me and 
Clarke, standing in the middle of the 
pitch, shoulders heaving, laughing at 
me. “Butch, I got you dancing, Butch!”

His career statistics bear comparison 
with any of his contemporaries. It is 
a matter of record that Sir Garfield 
Sobers thought Clarke had the 
attributes to be the best of all West 
Indies quicks. Sir Viv Richards has 
stated that Clarke was the bowler that 
made him feel most uncomfortable. 
Alec Stewart is unequivocal in his 
assertion that he was the fastest 
he ever saw and chuckles at the 
memory of his first encounter with 
the big man at the indoor nets at 
the Bank of England sports ground 
at Roehampton: “I was 16, in my 
school cap and Clarkey would shout 
‘bouncer’ just before letting it go to 
give me time to get underneath it!” 

He was revered and is still spoken of 
(though in hushed tones) in South 
Africa, where he took part in a rebel 
tour and went on to represent three 
provincial teams with great distinction. 

But he did not, by a long stretch, have 
the success on the international stage 
that his ability and statistics warranted.

It is simple to point to the abundance 
of fast-bowling riches that West Indies 
were blessed with at the time, but 
that is not the full story. It is wholly 
in keeping with Silvers’ character 
that he should sign up for a rebel 
tour – he could see his international 
opportunities were limited, sure, but he 
also had a rebellious streak, a problem 
accepting authority. A common refrain 
was: “Dis is bare rubbish. It don’t mek 
no sense.” What today are called the 
one per-centers – the little things that 
teams buy into to give them an edge – 
he could in most cases see no merit in. 
For him it was: get on the pitch, bowl 
like the wind, dismiss the opposition 
and then enjoy. And there were others 
of us who shared his philosophy. 

Let us go back to Micky Stewart’s first 
meeting with Clarke and that “little 
fellow” Malcolm Marshall. They had 
not long returned from a West Indies 
tour of India where Clarke, four years 
older at 24 but still a rookie, was 
very definitely first-choice. Outside 
international cricket, their bowling 
averages are remarkably similar. It’s 
when you look at output that the 
difference is stark. Marshall’s career 
was seven to eight years longer, he 
played 170 more first-class matches 
and as a result he took nearly 700 more 
wickets. Yes he started younger, was 
highly skilled and a shrewd tactician 
but Clarke could match that. What he 
couldn’t match was Marshall’s personal 
discipline, his dedication to fitness and 
preparation. Clarke would have been 
a maverick in what was a great and 
very disciplined West Indies bowling 
unit, notwithstanding New Zealand 
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I was there right at the start of 
Sylvester’s Surrey career and there 
seemed to be a thread running 
through our lives. It continued post-
retirement when I holidayed in 
Barbados with my family, only to find 
it coincided with Clarke’s marriage 
to Peggy, his long-term girlfriend 
and mother to Shakeem, an up-and-
coming pace bowler, and Sasha, a DJ 
at last report. Sadly, in December 1999 
the thread ran out when Sylvester died 
a day before I arrived in Barbados as 
part of the management for a Surrey 
Under-19 tour. I delivered a tribute on 
behalf of the club, his teammates and 
myself as a friend, and helped lay him 
to rest in St Patrick’s cemetery. 

It’s a beautiful sunny day as I write this 
and my mind goes back to an evening 
on a similar day when we were playing 
Somerset at Weston Super Mare. A 
challenge was laid down between our 
champion ST Clarke and some local 
upstart by the name of IT Botham. 

The choice of weapons was white 
wine and whiskey chasers and, to 
cut a long story short, Botham won 
hands down. A few hours later Clarke 
had to bat with Pat Pocock to try to 
get us out of a deep hole. In the first 
few minutes Pocock drilled a straight 
drive towards Clarke who, unable 
to move, sustained a blow on the 
forearm, necessitating his retirement 
to a safe place stretched out under 
the physio’s bench.

Unprofessional, you might be thinking. 
Immature, childish. And yes, it’s true. 
But if I have the choice between 
thinking about Sylvester Clarke 
stretched out in St Patrick’s cemetery 
or Sylvester Clarke stretched out 
under a physio’s bench at Weston 
Super Mare, knowing that in a couple 
of hours he’ll get up, shake his head, 
swing his arms a couple of times and 
then amble in to bowl at the speed of 
light, well then I’m sorry; that’s where 
I’m going to go, every time.

• • •
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The year of our Lord, 1968. Radio 1 on the airwaves. Tony Blackburn and Ed Stewart… 
The Beatles and The Stones, The Move and The Kinks… Harold Wilson in Number 10… 
Vietnam and Enoch Powell on the evening news… Manchester City are the League 
champions, West Brom win the FA Cup, Manchester United and George Best the 
European Cup… Cliff sings “Congratulations” in the Eurovision Song Contest… The old 
and the new come together in this changing land… At Hampshire County Cricket Club, 
under the rewritten overseas player regulations introduced by the Advisory County 
Cricket Committee, they have employed a 22-year-old South African batsman called 
Barry Richards. They are paying him £1,300 for the season, a fee that gets under the skin 
of some of his teammates. Richards is supposed to be good, but he’s never played a Test 
match. He tells a TV interviewer that he aims to score 2,000 runs. He makes his debut 
against Sussex at Hove, where, batting at No.4, he is dismissed fifth ball by John Snow. 

“Just another 2,000 to go,” says one of the Sussex fielders as he walks off. 

JON HOTTEN 

• • •

When overseas players first arrived en masse, the England team was almost exclusively 
white. The one exception was the man who topped the batting averages against 
Australia that summer, Basil D’Oliveira, who was an exiled South African. Categorised in 
his native country as a “Cape Coloured”, there was no chance of him playing in officially 
sanctioned cricket there because of the South African government’s invidious apartheid 
policy. So, with the encouragement of friends, he came to England to play first league 
cricket and then, having qualified by residence and shown himself good enough, county 
cricket and Test cricket. But D’Oliveira was an isolated case. There was another South 
African playing at Sussex, Tony Greig, who would shortly qualify for England, but as the 
white son of a Scottish father who had settled in the Cape after the Second World War, 
Greig – though his selection would attract plenty of hostility, even more so when he was 
appointed England captain – always felt he had a foot in both camps.  

SIMON WILDE 

• • •

Not everyone went for flash, however. Worcestershire chose to hand a contract to West 
Indian seamer Vanburn Holder. The bow-legged Barbadian would become a master 
of his craft – as 950 first-class wickets at under 24 apiece testifies – and grow some 
seriously Across 110th Street sideboards, but his brand of niggly, wobbling fast-medium 
was hardly something the English scene had been starved of. Van might as well have 
been born in Buxton.

HARRY PEARSON

• • •

EXTRACTS
For Bradman, 1948 was the Final Act. Turning 40 on tour, it would be his last 
meaningful taste of competition and the only remaining chance to exact personal 
revenge for Bodyline – and a host of other slights and disappointments he’d felt at 
the hands of England. All of the best sportsmen have a range of motivations, but for 
that day and age, Bradman’s capacity for bitterness was infamous. 

OWEN W CAMERON

• • •

For the cricketing public, where I sit, the crime was tampering itself. We have essentially 
been protected from knowledge of these dark arts by a remarkable conspiracy of 
silence between cricketers and commentators, typically ex-pros who understandably 
see no reason to out cricketers for perpetrating misdemeanours they had all quietly 
done during their own time. Think drugs in cycling in the early 2000s, and you have 
ball-tampering in cricket in the 2010s.

THE REV ROBERT STANIER

• • •

I think I’ve got it, the alien at last responds. These men are moral pariahs not because 
they rubbed the ball, but because they were involved in a plot for the wrong sort of 
rubbing. For that they were all made to cry on television. For that a nation lashed 
itself into frenzies of shame. For that their Prime Minister called their behaviour 
“beyond belief”.

And after a long pause for thought, the sort of thing sixth-form Martians are renowned 
for, the alien asks: does all this public emotion come about because the crime is so 
terrible? Or does the public vilification of athletes, preferably accompanied by their 
public humiliation, play some kind of meaningful role in national and international life?

SIMON BARNES 

• • •
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The young Pakistani already had links with Glamorgan, or at least his father did. 
Jahangir Khan had played Test cricket for India before partition and, useful cricketer 
though he was, has rather unfairly become known for delivering the ball at Lord’s in 
1936 that struck and killed a sparrow in mid-flight. The event – in the form of the ball 
and, through the marvels of taxidermy, the poor bird itself – is commemorated within 
the Lord’s museum. Jahangir had studied at Cambridge alongside Wooller, and the 
idea that Khan Junior would make a fine first overseas cricketer for Glamorgan must 
have crossed Wooller’s mind even before the Pakistan touring party came to Swansea 
in August 1967. The match was drawn but elevated beyond the turgid by Majid’s 147 
in 89 minutes. His innings included 13 sixes – only two short of the world record – 
including five in one over from Roger Davis. As auditions go, it wasn’t bad. He became 
a Glamorgan player the following season.

RICHARD H THOMAS

• • •

It’s probably fair to say that if you made a list of words associated with both Charlton 
Athletic and Derbyshire CCC “glamorous” would not be the first to spring to mind. 
You’d most likely have already passed through “tongs”, “aubergine” and “plinth” before 
“glamorous” even became a contender. Yet to me, for a short while during the 1980s 
at least, both sporting institutions represented the pinnacle of cool, thanks entirely to 
two sons of Denmark: Allan Simonsen and Ole Mortensen. 

CHARLIE CONNELLY

• • •

“I was lucky to play with some great overseas players at Yorkshire,” Gough says. 
“Sachin. Michael Bevan, Greg Blewett, Darren Lehmann… great, great players. But no 
one had more influence on my career than Richie.”

Before Richardson’s arrival, Gough was a willing trier; a hard-working seamer who 
bustled to the wicket and tried to get the ball to swing or seam. But he had no margin 
for error if the pitch was flat and the sun shone. As a consequence, he was in and out 
of the side. He often played on pitches which didn’t suit him and was left out on others 
which might have done, as Yorkshire did what they often did back then and stuck to 
the tried and trusted. He felt he was going nowhere.

DAN WADDELL

• • •

In a sense, Hooper had too much ability for his own good. He was one of those 
batsmen, like Mark Waugh, David Gower and VVS Laxman, whose ethereal talent 
created unrealistic expectations. Yes, Carl, you’re the only Kent player to clear the lime 
tree – but why can’t you do it again?

“In my coaching career there were two players I felt were so naturally gifted that 
the game came too easily to them,” says Daryl Foster, the brilliant Australian coach 
who brought Hooper to Kent. “One was Carl and the other one was Kim Hughes. I 
could throw a ball in the same spot in the nets three times and they could hit one 
ball straight, one behind point and one behind square on the leg side. Those were the 
options they had. They had this rare ability to see the ball very early and make the 
game look so easy. So when they got out, people were a little critical, but it was that 
flair that made them so exciting to watch. They were never going to be as consistent 
as more traditional batsmen.”

ROB SMYTH

• • •

Question 7: “I have played at professional level for Chennai Super Kings, Delhi Daredevils, 
Derbyshire, Dolphins, Durham Second XI, Easterns, Hampshire, Hampshire Second XI, 
Lahore City, Lahore Lions, Lahore Ravi, Lahore Whites, Lions, Middlesex, Middlesex 
Second XI, Multan Sultans, Nottinghamshire, Pakistan A, Pakistan International Airlines, 
Pakistan Under-19s, Redco Pakistan Ltd, Rising Pune Supergiants, Sialkot, South 
Africa, South Africa A, Staffordshire, Sui Northern Gas Pipelines Ltd, Sussex Second 
XI, Titans, Warwickshire, Warwickshire Second XI, Water and Power Development 
Authority, World XI and Yorkshire. Who am I?”  

SCOTT OLIVER

• • •
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Saeed scored at least 50 in his first six Test matches for Pakistan, all against a powerful 
West Indies side. He made over 500 runs at an average of 56.44 on his first tour of 
the Caribbean against an attack including Garry Sobers, Collie Smith, Lance Gibbs, Alf 
Valentine and the terrifying Roy Gilchrist. There were more big performances at home 
against Australia and on tour against India. To this day Saeed Ahmed is the fastest 
Pakistani to reach 1,000 Test runs. 

All these performances were on hard wickets, and he proved fallible on seaming English 
pitches (despite changing his upright stance to a crouch to get a better sight of the 
ball) and later against extreme pace. But he ended with 2,991 runs in 41 Test matches 
at an average just over 40. His probing off-spin was underused in Tests but produced 
332 first-class wickets. As a Lancashire League professional for Nelson he was actually 
more useful as a bowler than batsman, taking nearly 200 wickets in two seasons at an 
average cost of below 10. He is especially proud of his first season in 1965, topping the 
batting and bowling averages, when he helped Nelson to win the League championship 
and the knock-out Worsley Cup. “Me and Learie Constantine,” he told me, proudly: the 
great West Indian was the only other professional to achieve this for Nelson.

RICHARD HELLER

• • •

Later I wandered over to the press box, a place where I have spent most of my time on 
every first-class cricket ground throughout my adult life. It was surprisingly well-filled, 
more so than in the old days. These things are relative: about 20 people were spread 
across the vast acreage. I recognised none of these at all, until I spotted Simon Hughes in a 
distant corner and gravitated towards him. He didn’t know who most of them were either.

Barring Yozzer, who was wearing well, they were all terrifyingly young and far more of 
them were female than was previously the norm. But they sat in twos and threes, and 
each little pod seemed to have minimal connection with the other pods. Who were they? 

MATTHEW ENGEL

• • •

Pakistan oozes natural and unorthodox talent. Yet the cricket structure mostly fails 
to identify and develop the better players. The PSL is the country’s freedom cry; an 
international event to affirm the pedigree of an ambitious but often ignored people. 
Pakistan’s political and social troubles are easily forgotten in the thrill of Twenty20. 
The format suits Pakistan’s culture of quick fixes and shortcuts, while Pakistan’s cricket 
suits the format’s quick thrills and sense of adventure. 

KAMRAN ABBASI

• • •

At that time English cricketers could be divided into two groups: the public-school 
and Oxbridge-educated “gentlemen” like Ted Dexter and Colin Cowdrey, and the 
chirpy county professionals with nicknames like “Noddy” and “Chalky” who seemed 
indistinguishable from the privates and able seamen in a generation of British war 
films and Ealing comedies. But the Australians didn’t fit either of those stereotypes. 
As my friend and I moved among them, collecting autographs with increasing 
confidence, they were cheery and courteous but never forelock-tugging, not to De 
L’Isle or to anyone else. Norman O’Neill, who had made such an impression in 1961 but 
was sadly near the end of his Test career, and Jack Potter, who was a great Sheffield 
Shield captain if only a Test understudy, both looked and sounded like the actor Peter 
Finch as the Aussie prisoner of war in A Town Like Alice. They were handsome, tough, 
independent-minded and – especially in the case of the inimitable Wally Grout – had 
a quick wit. They were generous with their time too. “Garth” McKenzie talked to us at 
length about fast bowling and our cricketing ambitions while being modest about his 
own accomplishments; despite the slow pitches, he would go on to take 29 wickets 
in the 1964 series.

JAMIE REID

• • •

In the still room, I held your hand 
Scared of the wrong thing that I might say; 
As if some thoughtless, misplaced, word 
Could make things worse. As if. 

ROGER MORGAN-GRENVILLE

• • •

In 1907 HG Wells received a letter from someone writing a history of Kent cricket 
asking for his father’s date of death. Wells replied that his father’s date of death was 
“still unsettled” but that if the inquirer wrote to him at Roseneath, Liss, Hants “he 
might be able to throw some light on the matter.” Wells also hoped that the writer 
would “do justice to his feat at Brighton.” That feat was the four wickets in four balls 
Joseph Wells took while playing for Kent against Sussex in 1862, said to be the first 
time in recorded cricket history that anyone had done this. Joseph went on to take 6 
for 36 and followed up with 3 for 7 in the second innings.

ROD EDMOND

• • •

THENIGHTWATCHMAN.NET

17

SAMPLER

THENIGHTWATCHMAN.NET

THE NIGHTWATCHMAN



Nightwatchman
THE WISDEN CRICKET QUARTERLY

THE

The twenty-second edition of The Nightwatchman is published at the 
beginning of June 2018 on a limited print run. So subscribe or order now to 
ensure that you get your copy.

Click to visit
thenightwatchman.net

SAMPLER

http://www.thenightwatchman.net

