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I  could start this latest VW with a glowing tribute to 
Jimmy Anderson, but he doesn’t know me, I don't 

think he reads this and more importantly, far greater 
cricke?ng minds have already expressed far more 
eloquently than I ever could the level of his wonderful 
achievement. 
Just in case you are reading Jimmy (If he was he would 
probably call me Bill, so I am ok calling him ‘Jimmy) - 
well done. 
But I am not going to start this with a menGon of Jimmy 
Anderson…..(‘you just did’), I am going to reflect on 
what began as an interesGng Bob Willis Trophy but has 
sadly lost a lot of impetus owing to the weather and 
with one round of matches sGll to be played it seems 
two-thirds of the counGes have nothing to play for. 
The pandemic has meant that these games were 
something akin to friendlies, which I know is unfair but 
talking to other VW readers I am not alone in thinking 
that some of the team selecGons have been a liNle odd. 
I enjoyed the one county game per week arrangement 
and as I have voiced on many occasions I am certain 
there is a way to accommodate this moving forward. It 
will be interesGng to see how the VitalityBlast 
compeGGon is regarded once the dust of the season 
seNles. 

Just a quick reminder about the last set of quesGons, posed in 
VW 18. Firstly in my haste to describe my Cornish pasGe 
experience and my craving for fellow CP fans to contact me, It 
has been pointed out to me by a few (about 50 actually) 
people that it is Cornish pasty and not Cornish pasGe -  well as 
my darling and much loved wife of 29 years has frequently 
pointed out, ‘you can take the man out of Liverpool, but…’ 
If you missed the quesGons that my daughter Abbey posed, 
they are on Page 10 and I would be delighted to get as many 
views as possible. At the moment Cornish pasty lovers are in 
the ascendency (Q 6). 

I n an ar?cle on the BBC Sport website Jonathan Agnew writes about the possible look of the England team up to the next 
Ashes series. It is an interes?ng ar?cle and, for me, it throws up more concerns than ?cks. 

With ‘planned’ tours to Sri Lanka and India, the ba[ng may well be in a stronger posiGon that at the beginning of the summer. 
Agnew praises the performances of Pope and Crawley during the recent Tests but the quesGon of Root’s poor form and his, 
someGmes, quesGonable captaincy are not addressed.  
The openers look very fragile and Agnew menGons Jennings as an opener in Sri Lanka or India as his record in the sub-
conGnent is good, but a]er his Gme with Lancashire, not many Lancastrians will see him as an England opGon. He asks if 
Crawley could open on the same tours, but surely messing around with a player in this way is not conducive to developing a 
successful team. Crawleys double hundred should give him the security of the number three slot for some Gme to come. 
Archer has not had a great Test season and yet all the talk is of using him as a 5-6 over impact bowler. ‘Bowl as fast as you like 
and then come back in two hours’ voiced Phil Tufnell on TMS. I find that disturbing. Archer's fielding is good and his ba[ng is 
ok, but aren’t we going back to the Monty Panesar days of playing a bowler in the hope he does what he is supposed to do…
we would be playing Jofra in the hope (or belief) that he could take wickets with the new ball with high-speed destrucGve 
bowling..can someone show me the proof he has been consistent enough to warrant inclusion on that basis. 
Woakes has had a great summer, but if Stokes was fit and available, would he keep his place? There has been criGcism of 
Butler, but hopefully he has come-of-age as a Test batsman, indeed if so, the idea of bringing in Ben Foakes as a specialist 
keeper and playing Butler as a batsman gains weight.  
Bess has done well, Leach seems to have been discarded, again. 
Stokes has flaNered to deceive, Curran has not been given a run, Wood - Where is Wood? If we look beyond the players used, 
there is not much else. There is even a school-of-thought that Anderson and Broad are strategically rested and if they tour 
Australia they are picked for parGcular matches.  
Maybe it is the pandemic catching up with me, maybe it is my craving to somehow get away (only four weeks and Devon 
beckons) …I do not know, but I am feeling a liNle underwhelmed by England’s prospects and it may well be that any overseas 
tours are cancelled and our next Test series will be in the 2021 summer and that will only be a few months before Smith and 
Co face an England team that currently has a lot of quesGon marks.

I  am star?ng a campaign. AHer the abandonment of The 
Wisden Trophy, because I think maybe its a bit of an old-

fashioned name with absolutely no relevance to the game 
today, then my campaign is for the renaming of The Ashes.  
 

Ashes is not a good name, anyone who sees the word Ashes 
is not filled with joy and excitement, I fear it is more a solemn 
word associated with solemn type stuff…so I want the 
England v Australia series to be remanded the Warne-
Atherton-SKY trophy. It is so much more relevant. I did think 
of other names such as Grace, Bradman, Hobbs, Hammond, 
Lindwall, Miller, Benaud, Trumper, Lillee, Trueman…but no 
one knows any of those old-fashioned types, do they?
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E rnest Tyldesley was the leading batsman of the 
outstanding Lancashire side which, between 1926 and 

1934, took five County Championship ?tles. Today, when 
great names of the past are discussed, his is a name 
seldom recalled, yet even now, his achievements remain 
considerable. One of only 22 men to achieve the batsman's 
landmark of 100 hundreds, he is 20th in the list of all-?me 
run-scorers, with 38,874 runs; he scored more runs 
(34,222), passed 1000 runs so oHen (19), or hit more 
centuries (90) in the cause of Red Rose cricket. 

His brother, the brilliant J. T. Tyldesley, was senior to him by 
16 years, effecGvely a generaGon apart. This dashing cavalier 
of a batsman was a hero of the so-called Golden Age of the 
1890s and 1900s, his leaping drives and flashing square-cuts 
enshrining him in the wriGngs of Neville Cardus. His genius 
for a Gme uNerly overshadowed the more introverted, 
circumspect style of the young Ernest, and though J. T. was 
always a fount of encouragement, frequently saying he had 
it in him to be the superior batsman of the two, it is perhaps 
no coincidence that Ernest's career did not begin to blossom 
unGl a]er the First World War when J. T. was preparing to 
reGre. 

In 1921 Ernest played his first Test match, but he was 
already 32, and it had been a long climb. He had made his 
debut for Lancashire 2nd XI in 1906, but his first 
Championship match did not come unGl 1909, and from 15 
matches in 1910 he could scrape together only 302 runs. 

But maturity brought increasing confidence, and the 
hesitant on-side nudger of the pre-war years developed an 
elegant style characterised by powerful hooks and pulls, and 
graceful late-cuts. In physique he was like his brother — 
erect, dapper and compact. Purists baulked at the crooked 
bat whose back-li] pointed in the direcGon of third man and 
tended to finish up in a line with mid-on, and at the uppish 
hooking from outside the line of the ball - faults making him 
parGcularly vulnerable on pitches of uneven bounce. But 
overall he was defensively sounder than J. T., more judicious 
in his stroke-play, and perfectly capable of taking the aNack 
to the bowling in entertaining fashion. 

He was by no means the only good batsman Lancashire had 
in the 1920s: Hallows, Makepeace and Watson made their 
runs well, if at Gmes rather dourly; in neither style nor 
profusion could they match Tyldesley, the indispensable 
pivot, the class performer of the Championship-winning 
teams. In 1926, when the county came top for the first Gme 
in 22 years, he set up a record, of passing 50 in 10 successive 
innings. The purple patch ran from June 26 to July 27 with 
scores of 144, 69 and 144 not out, 226, 51 and 131,  
131, 106, 126, and 81 (this in the fourth Test against 
Australia). He followed this run with 44 v Essex, 139 v 
Yorkshire and 85 v Middlesex, but that he found himself no 
more than 12th man for the fi]h Test typified his fortunes at 
internaGonal level. 
Capped on only 14 occasions, he averaged 55 - 42 in the five 
Tests he played against Australia - so he was hardly a failure; 

but then he was not the first, nor by any means the last, 
player to receive inconsistent treatment from the selectors. 

His first Test match was the opening contest of the 1921 
Ashes series at No[ngham. Pitched in at No. 3 to face the 
fire of McDonald and Gregory, he was bowled first ball by 
Gregory in the first innings, and in the second, aNempGng to 
pull a fast long-hop from the same man, was struck on the 
cheekbone, the ball dribbling down onto the stumps; out for 
7, a dazed Tyldesley was helped off the field. He did not 
return again unGl the last two Tests, by which Gme the series 
was already lost; but, sGll, with scores of 78 not out and 39 
in these matches, he impressed in both the soundness of his 
defence and the quality of his stroke-play. 

Nevertheless, only two Test ouGngs came his way over the 
next six years, so that it was not unGl the MCC tour of South 
Africa in 1927-28, when he was senior professional under 
the captaincy of R. T. Stanyforth, that he got his first chance, 
at the age of 38, to string together a run of matches. Though 
not a full-strength England side, it sGll contained Sutcliffe, 
WyaN, Percy Holmes and a young Walter Hammond, but it 
was Ernest Tyldesley who came to terms with the bouncy, 
spinning ma[ng wickets best of all. So well, in fact, did he 
play Vincent, Nupen and Promnitz, all of whom spun the ball 
sharply at medium pace, that the South Africans regarded 
him as the finest English batsman they had ever seen in 
their country. A well-liked and respected counsel to the 
younger members of the party, he topped the Test averages, 
with 520 runs at 65, including two centuries and a record-
breaking second-wicket stand of 230 with Herbert Sutcliffe 
in the first Test at Johannesburg. 
 

Such was Tyldesley's finest hour. Approaching 40, it came 
too late to set in moGon a long internaGonal career, but his 
value to Lancashire remained inesGmable for several years 
to come. In 1934, when the county won what has proved to 
be their last outright Championship to date, he topped 2000 
runs, and even at 47 he seemed a candidate to take on the 
captaincy when Peter Eckersley, successful leader of the 
previous seven seasons, le] to take a seat in parliament at 
the end of 1935. The county commiNee, however, were 
loathe to part with the tradiGon of amateur captains. 
Tyldesley inGmated his willingness to 'turn amateur', but to 
no avail; the post went to the liNle-known W. H. L. Lister, and 
Tyldesley, a]er just two games under the new captaincy, 
reGred in 1936. 

Of Tyldesley the man it is hard to find a bad word. 
Courageous, conscienGous, steadfast, and tacrul; ever 
willing to give encouragement and advice full of common 
sense, yet never one to impose his opinions. If ever there 
was a blueprint for the ideal professional, he would be its 
embodiment. In later years, this quiet, modest gentleman of 
Lancashire cricket became the first professional to sit on the 
county commiNee. He died at home in 1962, the same year 
as another outstanding professional batsman of the period, 
Patsy Hendren, with whom, too, he shares the same date of 
birth.

A True Professional - Ernest Tyldesley
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He was, for certainty, the only bowler who quelled Bradman; 
the only bowler who made Bradman lose his poise and 
balance, deparGng from his set path of easeful centuries 
into flurried and agitated movements. (Jack Fingleton on 
Harold Larwood) 
 

“I can’t think of any group with whom my husband would 
rather have spent his last hours.” Mrs Percy Norris, widow of 
the BriGsh Deputy High Commissioner, speaking a]er the 
assassinaGon in Bombay of her husband a few hours a]er he 
had hosted a recepGon to the England cricket team in 
November 1984. (The Daily Telegraph) 
 

Australia v New Zealand, Melbourne, Dec 26-30 1987. 
The last Australian pair, McDermoN and Whitney, held out 
for 4.5 overs to claim a draw and give Australia the Trans-
Tasman Trophy for the first Gme. When Whitney, playing in 
his first Test since 1981, dug out Hadlee’s final ball of the 
match, the New Zealand fast bowler walked down the pitch 
to the exuberant batsman, put an arm around his shoulder 
and shook his hand. It was a sporGng gesture of the highest 
order, and Hadlee’s nominaGon as both Man of the Match 
and Man of the Series was greeted with spontaneous 
applause by an emoGonally drained crowd. (The Melbourne 
Age) 
 
I’d throw them off the top of the pavilion. Mind, I’m a fair 
man, I’d give them a 50-50 chance. I’d have Keith Fletcher 
underneath trying to catch them. (Fred Trueman, on the 
saboteurs of the 1975 Headingley Test wicket) 
 
Major E.G. Murdock, born on November 14, 1864, died in 
his flannels in the Bristol pavilion in the third week of May, 
1926. (Gloucestershire County Yearbook) 

A useful opening batsman, he played an innings once for the 
Free Foresters in which he faced five balls, all against the 
fast bowling of Philip Utley; the first sped to the boundary 
and was signalled four runs, the fi]h bowled him. In the 
dressing room a]erwards, four large dents were to be seen 
in his Gn leg.  (Sir Kenneth Wade Parkinson)  
 
My father always hated the idea of me becoming a cricketer. 
He thought I was wasGng my Gme.” (Imran Khan) 
 
“If you are going to tell the bowler to stop bowling the leg-
theory because the batsmen do not like it, you may as well 
use a so] ball and convert cricket into a girl’s game. Half the 
joy in playing cricket is the element of personal danger 
involved.” (K.S. Duleepsinhji) 
 
A novel experience befell a cricketer named Gay of the 
Essendon Club, Melbourne, in Dec 1902. He was a member 
of the local fire brigade, and whilst he was bowling, the fire 
bell rang. When duty calls, a fireman must obey, so Gay 
dropped the ball, rushed off in his flannels and was soon on 
the hose cart dashing to the scene of the fire. (Wisden Past 
and Present) 

“This is David Gower’s one hundredth Test match and I’ll tell 
you something. He’s reached his one hundredth in fewer 
Test matches than any other player.” (Don Mosey talking 
about David Gower at Headingley in 1989)  
 

Rae, Edward, who introduced the game into Russian 
Lapland, died in Birkenhead on June 26, 1923, aged 76. 
(Crininfo) 
 

‘He destroys bowlers nicely’  
Bob Woolmer, Warwickshire coach, aHer witnessing  Brian 
Lara’s record breaking innings of 375 and 501 in 1994. 

I consider Worrell the sounder in defence, Weekes the 
greater aNacking force; Worrell the more graceful, Weekes 
the more devastaGng; Worrell the more effecGve on so] 
wisckets, Weekes the more so on hard wickets. Worrell gives 
the bowler less work to work on, Weekes has the wider 
range of strokes. Both are good starters, but Weekes is the 
more businesslike; Worrell appeared to be enjoying an 
a]ernoon’s sport; whereas Weeks was on the job six Gmes a 
day. 
Everton Weekes and Frank Worrell, the West Indian 
batsmen, as seen by their former captain, Jeffrey 
Stollmeyer - Everything Under The Sun, 1985. 
 
‘When he asked if I could turn out tomorrow, I thought he 
wanted me to play him at golf.’ 
Fred Titmus, who at the age of 46 was asked to come out 
of re?rement as Middlesex were besieged with injuries, 
recalling the call he received at his Herfordshire post office 
from the county coach Don Benneh, (1979). 
 
Tony Cordle had never taken a hat-trick in his career and on 
July 22nd in a John Player League match against Hampshire 
he was told at tea that he had achieved the feat. It had gone 
unnoGced that he had taken the hat-trick. 
The Cricketer 1979. 

‘There is an accent upon sameness in approach, sameness in 
method, none of which helps make the game more eye-
catching. This uniformity has extended itself into wearing 
apparel - a coloured cap is looked upon as definitely ‘Non-U’ 
among professionals - and in ba[ng styles. Numbers one to 
eight are carbon copies of each other both in technique and 
tacGcal approach.’  
Peter Walker, Glamorgan and England, bemoaning the dull 
county circuit of the early six?es. The Observer, 1963. 
 

‘Simon Hughes thanks everyone who donated to today’s 
benefit collecGon, which raised £1230, 30 pence, 70 
Canadian cents, 50 Pesetas, 1 Kenyan Shilling and 2 Iranian 
Shekels. 
Benefit announcement over the Lord’s tannoy, 1991. 
 
‘THATCHER OUT’ - lbw. Alderman 0. 
Graffi? on a wall in London, 1989. 
 

The Bowler’s Holding, the Batsmans Willey
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Lancashire - John Player Champions.  
Goodbye Graveney: Aug 29 - Sept 4. 
 

In a flurry of ac?on at Folkestone, the County 
Championship has been decided if no freak 
weather or freak form strikes the matches 
between Lancashire and Surrey, and Kent and 
Surrey. For Kent have virtually captured the 
?tle in a week of wonderfully aggressive 
cricket. 

They rushed to 283 for seven to meet the tough 
requirements of a Sobers declaraGon —Denness 90, 
Luckhurst 58, Asif 56—in the first part of the week. 
Then they thrust aside Leicestershire with ridiculous 
ease, and the signs were evident that, at last, someone 
had hit true Championship form. Having dismissed 
Leicestershire for 152 with five bowling points, they 
smashed (the appropriate word it seems) 351 for four 
in 85 overs, accumulaGng eight ba[ng points. The last 
point was reached by striking 19 from the final over. 
The run-geNers were Denness 66, Luckhurst 44, 
Johnson 108, Asif 63, Shepherd 37, Ealham 30 not out. 
Kent proceeded to go top of the table as Glamorgan 
and Lancashire drew, a posiGon of obvious safety 
which they have not occupied since 1913. 
Glamorgan, having beaten Derbyshire in the first part 
of the week, were then faced with Lancashire at 
Cardiff, both contenders, but Lancashire with a game in 
hand. The news from Folkestone meant that both sides 
had to win if Kent’s challenge was to be held off. Five 
hours were lost through rain and this killed the 
contest, but it was not without interest. Glamorgan 
followed on early on the third day, Lancs 303 for five, 
Glamorgan 138. But then Peter Walker, watched by the 
author of this diary who propped up the other end, 
struck an amazing century. The second 50 came in 12 
minutes and included three sixes and six fours. 
Lancashire were asked to score 131 in 15 overs, as a 
million to one chance that a result could be obtained. 
Five Lancashire wickets fell cheaply, then the draw, and 
the Championship hopes of Glamorgan were dead, and 
those of Lancashire throNled, bar a miracle. 

Glenn Turner put right the run-out of last week by 
beaGng C. F. Walters’s record of nine hundreds in a 
season for Worcestershire. His tenth, 133 not out 
against Warwickshire at Worcester, contained all the 
aggression that he has gra]ed onto his tenacious 
defence this season. He has become a formidable 
player indeed, and must surely be a source of great 
strength to New Zealand for many years. 
The all-important Roses match ended with Lancashire 
taking five points and Yorkshire three in a drawn 
match. Lancashire chose to bat on into the second day 
on a good wicket and killed the game. On Sunday, 
however, they clinched the Sunday League Gtle. The 
Championship has eluded them. I think, but the 

GilleNe Cup is available if they beat Sussex on Saturday 
next. 
Tom Graveney (Pictured, right) played his last match in 
London this week. He 
leaves for a coaching 
appointment in Queensland 
soon, and his 82 not out 
took him to the highest 
spot for a home player in 
the naGonal ba[ng 
averages. He is second only 
to Sobers. 
Tom Graveney has le] a memory of art fined down, of 
classic curves and elegant movement, the ball directed 
by its master along channels elusive to the fielder, 
clipped hard through the leg side, but never heaved or 
slogged. He had an impeccable presence and a range 
of strokes, mainly off the front foot, which could never 
be catalogued. The turn of the wrist, the angle of the 
bat, the strength of forearm, and the Gming which 
reduced fielders to mere retrievers, and all off the 
middle of the bat. Yes, Graveney at his best was an 
aestheGc sight not to be forgoNen. 
 

Lancashire's second, Kent's first:  Sept 4 - 11. 
 

With Lord’s almost full, Lancashire took their second 
prize of the season, beaGng Sussex in the GilleNe Cup 
Final. 
How this occasion has caught the public’s fascinaGon! 
Spectators, parGal or imparGal, indulge themselves in 
the cricket, the surprise meeGngs with old friends, the 
pint or the Pimms, whichever suits. This match began 
cat-like, with Lancashire’s formidable opening bowlers. 
Lever and ShuNleworth, relishing the agility of their 
fielders which pinned down Greenidge and Mike Buss. 
The sight of Clive Lloyd loping avidly a]er the ball, then 
shortening his stride to ridiculously peGte steps for 
such a tall man to make the pick-up and simultaneous 
piroueNe in mid-air to send the ball flying in, flat and 
accurate to the top of the stumps - this was 
breathtaking, and rapturous applause momentarily 
broke the silent tension of the early hours. Barry Wood 
made brilliant stops in the gully. There was no 
Lancastrian who did not strain and succeed in the field. 
 

There were Gmes when Sussex were going well. The 
wicket was rather slowly paced. No one drove the ball 
straight back past the bowler all day. Yet when Jim

One of the most momentous decisions ever taken in cricket was 
the cancellaGon of the South Africa tour to the UK in 1970. The 
VW is proud to conGnue to reprint Glamorgan Captain A.R. 
Lewis’s journal of the 1970 season. The poliGcal and sporGng 
impact on all and a detailed look at how the 1970 domesGc 
cricket season unfolded. It is important to point out that none of 
the images used were contained in the original arGcle. 
This is the final part.

The 1970 Season (part 4)
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Parks and Tony Greig were both yorked by David 
Hughes, looking to drive the le]-armer, then Ken SuNle 
was run out, it seemed that Sussex, almost by 
accident, had got themselves a modest total. 
Lancashire’s ba[ng was to bear that out. Harry Pilling, 
workmanlike, chance-less and eminently sensible, 
played an innings of great professionalism to see 
Lancashire home. If the game lacked the spice of 
brilliance, it was a fine tribute to Lancashire, and an 
example for the whole country to see, of how they 
have mastered the short game of Sunday and GilleNe 
cricket.  
 

At Scarborough the tradiGonal fesGval was taking 
place. It included some brilliant cricket, notably a 
century in short Gme by Chris Wilkins at one end, and 
81 not out at the other by Rohan Kanhai. That could 
not have been too hard on the spectators’ eyes! 
In the last match, Yorkshire versus MCC, Robin Hobbs 
took all six of Yorkshire’s first innings wickets to fall, 
and completed his hundred wickets for the season. 

Dennis Amiss (Pictured, Le]) 
played aNracGvely for a 
hundred while some of 
Yorkshire’s young hopefuls 
gave a good account of 
themselves: Andrew Dalton 
with the bat, Philip Carrick 
(Pictured, Right) , slow le]-
arm, and David Bairstow 
behind the stumps. 
Incidentally, in appallingly 
chill weather, on the second 

day, the gate money was £390. No talk of the fesGval 
dying, I hope. 
Kent, the Champions elect, took on Surrey with style at 
the Oval and came out of a drawn game with 8 pts, 
placing them 26 pts ahead of Lancashire. Colin 
Cowdrey scored 112 not out. John Edrich responded 
with a century for Surrey, but the contest itself was 
subordinated to the KenGsh celebraGons. Hops 
hanging down over the balcony, sprigs of hops in the 
buNonholes of supporters, champagne, speeches, and 
the final analysis by the captain.  
 

Losing in the GilleNe Cup at a Gme when Kent were 
boNom of the Championship table persuaded them to 
get to grips with the bonus points system. Well, they 
have proved that great surges are possible in the table 
when the game goes well. Righrul winners, and an 
immensely talented side. 
 

The summer's character:  Sept 12 - Finale 
 

Lancashire’s chance of taking 10 points off Surrey to 
finish runners-up in the Championship table was 
destroyed by rain at the Oval, and so the final placings 
are Kent, Glamorgan, Lancashire—first three home in a 
most closely fought compeGGon. 

Before 1970 becomes entombed in Wisden, perhaps I 
may be allowed to take a last breath of the scents and 
spices which made this summer unlike any other. 
South African poliGcs almost brought about a kind of 
civil war in this country when the problems were in 
another country. Hain and his young liberal 
demonstrators laid the head of the Establishment 
across the scaffold, the Government stepped in, but it 
could have been a bloody business. Well, how could 
the summer’s cricket blossom from such unlikely 
ground? It did, and beauGfully, in some excellent 
weather. 
Once the South African tour was off, the 
demonstrators forgot their cause, it seems. Why were 
they not down at the docks hurling abuse at South 
African trade? Why did they not jeer the presence of 
Barlow and the Pollock brothers in the Rest of the 
World series? I suppose MCC, being at the heart of all 
that is established in Britain, was the more spectacular 
and fascinaGng object of scorn. 
Whatever happened to the poliGcally minded, very big 
gates were being aNracted to the Sunday League 

matches, the GilleNe Cup 
conGnued its successful 
way, and the County 
Championship, though 
disrupted by a 
rearranged programme, 
began to catch the 
interest.  
 

The Rest of the World 
series was made 

interesGng because the England players were 
compeGng for Australia. Otherwise the series did not 
truly catch universal imaginaGon unGl the last two 
Tests on TV. It was these two televised Tests which had 
the biggest gates, too. A lot to be said for the 
argument that TV aids rather than detracts from 
cricket gates. 
So in a state of total calm, cricket had righted itself and 
sailed calmly into September as if nothing had 
happened. People began talking of young players, 
Dalton, Johnson, Woolmer, Graves, Wood, Hughes, 
Lloyd, Hayes, Tidy, Ealham, Wilkins. 
1970, on the field, made me certain that limited-over 
cricket has raised fielding standards to unexpected 
heights—not in the individual only, but right through 
whole teams. The lbw law has swung the game the 
batsman’s way on good wickets but no batsman in the 
country played much differently from the season 
before.  
 

No one waited on the back foot to crash the ball 
through the covers. But having brought in the law it 
should be given a fair chance of succeeding. 
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The colour of the counGes - Chris Wilkins thrashing the 
le]-arm spinner flat over straight extra cover; Robin 
Hobbs floaGng his leg-spin higher and higher for 
greater reward in fine season; the great pace and 
judgement of Mike Procter’s in-swing -  the genuine 
wicket taker; Richards flarooGng it down the wicket to 
ground never before explored by BriGsh batsmen and 
reaching the pitch of the ball upright and absolutely 
balanced, then in a single swing of the open face 
powering the ball wide of mid-off - unforgeNable; the 
passion Brian Luckhurst has given his game. I admired 
him as he fought his way to a posiGon of ascendancy 
against the World’s greatest players; I can recall Chris 
Old swooping in to run out Tony Greig at Scarborough 
with the most poeGc piece of fielding I have ever seen; 
Roy Virgin, standing up, beaGng the ball mercilessly 
through the covers, a year of brilliance; I loved 
watching all Lancashire, in the field - a study of 

enthusiasm and mutual delight in a colleague’s 
success; Peter Marner thumping with science, John 
Price, perverse enough to blitz out a side with the old 
ball, second spell, on a flat wicket, when his fire could 
have been beNer used with the new ’un early on. But a 
fine season. Mushtaq’s talent shining, not so much, but 
sGll dominant; Parks, majesGc, holding the bat high on 
the handle, deadly effecGve on the leg side, and 
Griffith’s scampering in that GilleNe semi-final; Van 
Holder reaching new dimensions as a fast bowler; Mike 
J. K. Smith always turning in the innings that was 
needed; BoycoN, and finally G. St. A. Sobers.  
 

What a marvellous word to end on! 

 
The VW hopes you have enjoyed this look back tot he 1970 
cricket season

I t has been suggested that Basil D’Oliveira is in some ‘odd’ way 
responsible for the 1971 Wisden being somewhat expensive 

when compared to other contemporary edi?ons. Of course, 
D’Oliveira was a pawn in a very large poli?cal chess game that 
changed world cricket for decades, and the ac?ons of the 
cricke?ng authori?es between 1969 and 1970 have directly led to 
the price collectors have to pay for the Almanack of 1971. 
 

The cancellaGon of the South Africa tour to 
England in 1970 meant that England would have 
had no overseas visitors for the first Gme since 
1939, so the repercussions for the counGes and 
for the governing body were startling. The 
counGes relied on the tourists to sGmulate 
interest, and the share of revenue from the Test 
matches went a long way to ease the financial 
shortcomings of the domesGc game.  
 

The decision to invite a Rest of World team to 
play five Tests against England did not help the 
counGes to a great extent. The loss of TV 
revenue from the proposed SA tour was 
substanGal and in 1970 none of the seventeen 
counGes declared a profit. It may be argued that 
some would have had a greater loss if they had 
not received a slice of the cake from the hasGly 
arranged ‘Test matches’. 
 

ANendances for the matches were low, as advanced bookings 
could not be made for the Rest of the World tour as it was not in 
place unGl the end of May 1970 and the uncertainty over the 
South African tour meant that spectators were reluctant to buy 
Gckets in advance.  
 

According to editor Norman Preston in the 1971 Wisden, England 
was in the “midst of a General ElecGon and in addiGon sporGng 
aNenGon and Press and television publicity were switched to the 
World Cup (soccer) tournament in Mexico, then came the 
Commonwealth games in Edinburgh…” With such a poorly 
aNended series, why then did the 1971 Wisden sell out fairly 
quickly?  
  

The County Championship was a close-run thing and both the John 
Player League and the GilleNe Cup saw aNendances rise, but were 
these reasons enough to make the 1971 ediGon so popular? 
Throughout the 1960s it would be fair to say that cricket and 
especially cricket in England was in decline.  
 

The excitement of one-day cricket and the launch of the John 
Player League in 1969 gave the counGes a much-needed financial 

boost, but the longer game lacked imaginaGon and flair. Test 
cricket was not much beNer.  
 

Sales of Wisden suffered accordingly and print runs for the decade 
reflected the decline, from a high of 33,000 copies printed in 1963 
to a low of 27,000 in 1969.  
 

In some years during the 1964-69 period it is believed that as liNle 
as 70% of the print run was sold. Therefore, as 
world cricket and poliGcs combined to dismiss 
South Africa to the extremiGes of the game, and 
the domesGc game sGll failing to ignite interest, 
there seemed liNle point in invesGng in a larger 
print run for the 1971 ediGon.  
 

In a moment of sensible judgement the decision 
was made to actually increase the 1971 run by 
2,000, a thousand more each of both the 
hardback (16,000 in total) and so] back (15,000) 
ediGons.  
A slight tangent at this point: apparently when 
Wisden sent out the annual offer to MCC 
members to purchase the 1971, the take-up was 
far greater than at any Gme since the 1963 
ediGon, so it was decided to increase the print run 
- unfortunately, it was too late to order the extra 
paper required: the average order to delivery Gme 

was nine months, and to put this in context, nowadays this process 
can be done in 24 hours. So the publishers stuck with the original 
numbers.  
 

The ediGon, whether as a result of the growing realisaGon that the 
1970 season was actually a very good one indeed, or as a result of 
the growing economic prosperity enjoyed in the country, quickly 
sold out. The County Championship was exciGng in its closeness, 
the Rest of the World series had retrospecGvely gained credibility, 
and in addiGon the Australia tour to South Africa in the early part 
of 1970 was reviewed in full.  
 

The 1971 ediGon has therefore been a much desired ediGon. If 
Wisden had managed to print more copies, would it sGll be an 
expensive year to buy? Maybe the answer partly lies in the fact 
that the print run of the 1972 ediGon was increased to 31,000 and 
did not sell out.  As more and more genuine collectors enter the 
market, the 1971 is a much requested ediGon, plainly and simply 
because it was the first ediGon published to contain a Test series 
between one country and a Rest of the World side, and possibly 
more importantly, it was the last ediGon to cover a Test series 
involving South Africa for many years. 
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N OT only did the summer of 1979 see the end of that 
long hunt to gain a major honour, but Essex broke 

their duck in style, winning the best Benson and Hedges 
Final since its incep?on, before carrying off the Schweppes 
County Championship with an impressive 281 points. 
Although the weather was very kind to them during the 
monsoons of May and early June, they capitalised on their 
good fortune by winning so many matches that they were 
able to establish a virtually unassailable lead in the most 
demanding of the domes?c compe??ons.  
 

The real surprise is that they should have had to wait for 
over 100 years to reach their target. The main reason has 
been that, unGl recently the county have lacked the balance 
and depth normally needed to capture the Championship, 
which before the introducGon of limited overs cricket and 
the large scale invasion of overseas players, tended to be 
dominated by a few powerful clubs. 

Since Essex became a first class county they have produced 
several fine sides and considerably more outstanding 
cricketers than the majority of the county clubs. They beat 
the Australians before they had acquired first class status 
and have subsequently defeated them on three occasions.  
 

Throughout their history the club has been especially rich in 
quick bowlers and all-rounders. In the first category are to 
be found C. J. Kortright, K. Fames, R. Young, H. D. Read, C. P. 
Buckenham, and J. K. Lever (Pictured, Right) , and their list of 
all-rounders is even more impressive, and includes J. W. H. T. 
Douglas, C. P. McGahey, M. S. Nichols, T. P. B. and R. Smith, T. 

E. Bailey (Pictured, Below) , B. 
Knight, and K. D. Boyce.  
 

Despite players of this calibre and 
not forge[ng batsmen like P. A. 
Perrin, A. C. Russell, J. O’Connor, 
D. J. Insole, C. Carpenter, F. L. 
Fane and A. P. Lucas, who were 
all, apart from Perrin and 
Carpenter, selected for England in 
Gmes when the compeGGon was 
harder and the number of Tests 
far fewer, they were unable to 

camouflage the other deficiencies, such as insufficient 
ba[ng in the late thirGes to back up an outstanding pace 
aNack, or the inability to bowl out opponents in the late 
fi]ies on a turning pitch. This lack of genuine balance over 
the years also helps to explain the club’s remarkable 
unpredictability, beaGng the best team in the country in one 
match and losing by an innings to the boNom side in the 
next. In 1959 Essex found themselves, for a Gme, at the top 
of the table, much to the delight of their long-suffering 
supporters, but lacked the stamina to maintain the 
challenge. They failed to secure a single point in the next 
five weeks, which would have been considered a disaster by 
the boNom club, let alone for leaders. 
 

Sense of humour 
 

Essex have always possessed a marked 
sense of humour, which is just as well when 

one considers some of the minor set backs. These include 
that 555 first wicket partnership by Yorkshire against us; 
losing by nine wickets a]er Percy Perrin had made the club’s 
highest individual score, 343 and, though delighted to 
dismiss Sir Donald Bradman and company in one day, the 
721 runs they scored at a steady 200 plus per session was 
less saGsfactory. What other county would have two 
batsmen, A. C. Russell and D. J. Insole, who each scored 
separate centuries in the same match and two bowlers, H. 
PickeN and T. E. Bailey, who each captured 10 wickets in an 
innings, yet have all four games ending in comprehensive 
defeats? 

The sense of fun, laughter and adventure, plus real love for 
cricket have all been synonymous with Essex and have been 
derived from many sources. These include the recurring 
baNle to remain solvent and the East End influence of the 
old county ground at Leyton, when we were the poor 
relaGons of Middlesex and Surrey. We are also part of a 
hybrid, independent, unromanGc county. It has lacked 
figureheads, significant landmarks and glamour, which has 
tended to produce a sharp cynicism with Roundhead, rather 
than Cavalier undertones.  
 

The presence of a high percentage of amateurs, who were 
worth their places on ability also helped to provide a feeling 
of jovial independence. Probably the chief single factor 
however, has been the nomadic existence of the club which, 
unGl recently, had no headquarters, except in name, and 
played their first class fixtures on eight different grounds in a 
series of fesGval matches. This had 
several pracGcal advantages, like 
good crowds and fresh faces, but also 
disadvantages, like no nets for the 
out-of-form batsmen and very 
inadequate pavilions. Alec Bedser 
once enquired where the showers 
were situated and I was able, with 
some amusement, to show him the 
solitary wash basin, which was about the size of his hand. 
 

FesAval spirit 
Playing for Essex in those days was rather like being on tour, 
except it was more demanding. There was the fesGval 
atmosphere and the gay marquees and the challenge of 
encountering pitches which we, as the home side, had 
difficulty in predicGng, and is splendidly illustrated by one 
week at Clacton.  
 

In the first match No[nghamshire totalled 576 for nine 
declared in a day and a half, tacGcs which did not appeal to 
our captain, Doug Insole as it had virtually killed the match 
as a contest. With exquisite Gming we passed their total in 
extra Gme on the final day but the next game, on an 
idenGcal strip and without interference from the weather, 
was packed with excitement and failed to produce a single 
century, or a total of over 220. 

Then… last Summer everything came right. 
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The CommiCee 
Another strong influence on the character of Essex cricket 
has been the commiNees which, over the years, have 
contained a high percentage of representaGves who had 
either played first class cricket or, at least, possessed a 
pracGcal knowledge of this somewhat complicated game. As 
a result, the Essex commiNee has avoided the common and 
increasing complaint of being filled with members who 
know nothing about the game, but invariably imagine they 
do. 

The Essex commiNee has been prepared to accept the 
advice of the professionals. In over 
20 years as Secretary, and Assistant 
Secretary, my personal 
recommendaGons were only turned 
down on four occasions. Easily the 
most costly was in 1950, when I was 
keen to start a Supporters’ 
AssociaGon and Football Pool. 
Although supported by Doug Insole 
it was heavily defeated, largely 
because our Chairman, Sir Hubert 
Ashton, who in other direcGons did so much for the club, 
disliked the idea of cricket relying on gambling for revenue. 
Several years later, and several years too late to make the 
big money we required, there was a complete about face. 
On the other hand the CommiNee were happy for me to 
sign Keith Boyce when I was playing in the Caribbean, 
although none of them had even heard of him as he was not 
in the Barbados team at the Gme. 

Perhaps the best illustraGon of the common sense shown by 
Essex commiNees over the years has been allowing their 
captains greater freedom and responsibility than normally 
enjoyed by their opposite numbers. One result has been 
fewer disputes among the players themselves, and fewer 
disputes by the players with the club. 

AcAve dislike 

I shall always treasure the amazement on the face of the 
MCC Secretary, Jack Bailey, when he came up to Doug and 
myself a]er aNending a funcGon of another county. Jack was 
very new to the county circuit and could not understand, 
having spoken to the four main bowlers of the opposing 
side, how they could acGvely dislike each other quite so 
much. That inborn humour would never have allowed it to 
happen in Essex. 

Although the club solemnly elected a selecGon commiNee, 
as a protecGon for the captain if things went very wrong, it 
never met during my two decades with the county. The 
ulGmate responsibility for choosing the team was quite 
correctly le] to the captain, usually assisted by another 
senior player and the coach in charge of the Second Eleven. 
In that way the captain chose what he considered the best 
side to win each match. This sensible policy has also meant 
that Essex captains tended to reign much longer than most. 
Since the 1939-1945 war there have been the avuncular 
Pearce, the inspiring Insole, myself, the posiGve Taylor and 

the highly efficient Fletcher, who all jusGfied their places as 
players. 
 

The 1967 season was a watershed in the history of the Essex 
County Cricket Club. Too many cricketers were cosGng too 
much money. The team was next to boNom of the 
Championship and the club’s finances were in a parlous 
state. 

The execuGve commiNee gave a subcommiNee of three, 
among them “Tiny” Waterman, now Chairman, and D. J. 
Insole, the task of finding ways of ge[ng the show back on 
the road. Ruthless but enGrely necessary economies were 
made. 
 

From 1967, Brian Taylor (Pictured, Le]) skippered a squad 
which was eventually reduced to just 13 players, many of 
them very young and on the threshold of their crickeGng 
careers. They included, among others, Keith Fletcher 
(Pictured, Below), John Lever, Keith Boyce, Ray East, Stuart 
Turner and David Acfield, 
who were all signed on 
by Trevor. 
 

Second eleven cricket 
was almost eliminated, 
and any matches played 
were sponsored so that 
they cost the club 
nothing. AdministraGve costs were cut to the bone. 
Fundraising of every descripGon, notably by local “FesGval” 
CommiNees, was a feature of the overall effort to get out of 
the red. For several years. Jack Insole made “redempGon of 
Green Shield stamps” a feature of the County’s balance 
sheets. 
1967 was also the last season for my coauthor, Trevor Bailey, 
whose contribuGon to the club’s acGviGes, on and off the 
field for more than twenty years had been so large. His 
record needs liNle elaboraGon and he was to me, as his 
skipper for 11 years, a tower of strength as a player, 
parGcularly in Gght corners, as a judge of the strength and 
frailGes of the opposiGon, and as a travelling companion, 
room-mate and film-goer. 

Brian Taylor’s captaincy was a benevolent despoGsm that 
lasted seven years. Fit, forthright, always smart and a 
disciplinarian, Brian was just the man to lead a young side 
into the unknown. He kept wicket for seasons on end 
without missing a match and his fearless, robust and erraGc 
ba[ng provided great entertainment, some consternaGon 
and a modicum of hilarity. 
 

Forceful baEng 
The team thrived on John Player League cricket. In the first 
three years of the compeGGon, which began in 1969, Essex 
were third, fourth and second.- Forceful ba[ng - explosive 
in the case of Keith Boyce - augmented briefly by Lee Irvine, 
Gght bowling, and superb fielding were the keystones of 
success. The powers of the younger players were fast 
developing. In the County Championship respectability was 
restored by occupaGon of sixth place in 1969. 
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Gradually, the finances came right. Stringent economies 
were maintained. Undoubtedly the team suffered from a 
lack of reserve strength, but competent “amateur” 
assistance was available and survival in the future was more 
inportant than short term gain.  
 

In 1969 a new pavilion, built with money borrowed from 
Warwickshire Supporters’ AssociaGon, appeared on the 
ground at Chelmsford. In 1971, Gordon Barker reGred a]er a 
highly successful career, and Bruce Francis, from New South 
Wales, took over his place for a couple of years.  
 

A narrow defeat by Lancashire in the last eight of the GilleNe 
Cup almost turned that parGcular season sour, but a great 
bid for the Player League kept the momentum going to the 
end. Robin Hobbs topped the County’s bowling averages, 
with John Lever and Ray East in hot pursuit. Success, in pot-
hunGng terms, was sGll non-existent, but gates and 
membership figures were good. The club maintained its 
policy of allowing the captain and his senior henchmen to 
select the side and to dictate playing policy, and each year 
the message to the players to play the game in the proper 
spirit, or not at all, was reiterated by the CommiNee. 

Keith Fletcher, Brian Taylor’s right-hand man, took over the 
captaincy in 1974. A tower of strength for years past as a 
batsman, Keith grew into the job and soon established 
himself as a fine, tacGcian, leading a skilful and entertaining 
team.  
 

Ken McEwan (Pictured, Below)  joined the ranks in 1974; 
John Lever became one of the best of English bowlers; 

Graham 
Gooch 
made a 
tentaGve 
but most 

encouraging start; Brian Hardie from Scotland and Neil 
Smith from Yorkshire made their entrances. Brian Edmeades 
and Robin Hobbs, both excellent county cricketers, the laNer 
a great personality and the last leg-spinner to play for 
England, departed in the following year and, a]er a season 
with a bad injury, Keith Boyce reGred in 1977 to be replaced 

by another West Indian, Norbert 
Phillip  (Pictured, Right). 

Those near misses 

In 1978 there were two desperately 
near misses — defeat by Somerset 
in the semi-final of the GilleNe Cup, 
and second place in the 
Championship. Despite frustraGon 
and disappointment, morale was high. 

Then, last summer, everything came right. Experience, in the 
shape of Fletcher and Mike Denness; power from McEwan 
and Gooch; solidity from Hardie; and robust if erraGc 
assistance all down the line, consGtuted a formidable ba[ng 
line up. The pace of Lever, Turner and Phillip and the spin of 
East and Acfield made up an aNack with all-round capability. 
Good “back-up” strength made its contribuGon, too, as 
exemplified by Keith Pont in the Benson and Hedges semi-
final against Yorkshire. 

The Benson and Hedges Cup and the Schweppes County 
Championship were both won, and deservedly so. 

The Club is more financially stable now. The Chelmsford 
arena looks like a cricket ground. A new Cricket School, built 
with funds raised by the Centenary Appeal, offers faciliGes 
for players throughout the county. The staff has been 
reinforced by young talented Essex cricketers. 

Tom Pearce, president for umpteen years, and chairman and 
captain before that, sits serenely in the Chelmsford 
CommiNee box when a short Gme ago he would gratefully 
have accepted the shelter of a draughty tent, although if he 
goes to Ilford, Colchester or Southend he can enjoy that 
privilege because the Club sGll takes first-class cricket to 
several “out-grounds”, where local enthusiasm runs high.  
 

The basic philosophy of the Club has not changed and “Tiny” 
Waterman, and the commiNee are determined that it will 
not do so. Cricket is for enjoyment and for entertainment. It 
must be profitable; it must be businesslike; but most of all it 
must be cricket 

 
This arAcle was wriCen jointly by Doug Insole and Trevor Bailey.

A liNle reminder to one and all, here are the quesGons set in the last ediGon of The VW. Thank you to those who have 
responded thus far and to those of you who have too busy with cricket and holidays abroad - You sGll have Gme, so please 
ANSWER AWAY! 
During COVID-19 I am interested to know the following: 
          1: Which Cricket book or books have you read and did you enjoy it/them or not? 
          2: Which book/s (any subject) have you read and did you enjoy it/them or not? 
          3: Which film did you find the most enjoyable and why? 
          4: Under the circumstances, what are your thoughts on the cricket schedule put together for this summer. 
          5: Is there anything you would like to see in The Virtual Wisdener? 
          6: Are you a Cornish pasty fan? 
Please email me your answers, or send them by leNer, or telephone me for a chat. THERE IS NO OBLIGATION to answer them 
all, pick and choose any if you wish. Contact details are on the next page.
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Thank you to Bob Bond for allowing us to use the above. We will be using more in future issues of The VW.

Contact details are as follows: Telephone - 07966 513171 or 01480 819272:  
Email:   -    furmedgefamily1864@gmail.com    or furmedgefamily@bGnternet.com

mailto:furmedgefamily1864@gmail.com
mailto:furmedgefamily1864@gmail.com

