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On a hot july morning in 1898 the cricketing world gathered at Lord’s to pay homage to the greatest exponent of the game it had ever known. The occasion was Dr W. G. Grace’s fiftieth birthday. Shortly after noon, to a volley of thunderous applause, he led out his team of Gentlemen to do battle against the Players: the historic annual contest between amateurs and professionals was about to begin. This moment, more than any other, was the apogee of cricket’s Golden Age, a summation of artistry, colour and individuality crowned by one giant, indestructible force. This short book recreates something of the man, his epoch and three days of enthralling cricket, uniquely of its time yet timeless. The story begins three years earlier, in the season of WG’s never to be forgotten Indian Summer.





1

The Old Man

IN THE EARLY summer of 1895 the nation united in appreciation of a sporting marvel in its midst. The unerring voice of the Victorian middle class expressed a widely cherished hope:



Unmatched, unchallengeable Best

At our best game! Requite him!

For thirty years to hold first place,

And still, unpassed, keep up the pace,

Pleases a stout, sport-loving race.

By Jove, ‘Sir William Gilbert Grace’

Sounds splendid. Punch says – ‘Knight him!’



There was cause for such rhetoric, for in May that year, at the age of forty-six, Dr W. G. Grace had not only completed a hundred first-class hundreds, the first cricketer to do so, but had also set another precedent by compiling a thousand runs during the month. These were, by any standards, phenomenal achievements. In the event they failed to secure him a ‘K’, but did earn him something more tangible. Several testimonial funds were quickly initiated on his behalf and together they netted for him the tidy sum of £9,073 8s 3d, worth some £¼ million in today’s values. The main fund, amounting to over £5,000, was a national shilling testimonial organised by the Daily Telegraph, whose editor, Sir Edward Lawson, forwarded the handsome cheque with some appropriately weighty words: ‘The subscription, commencing amid the hearty good-will and approbation of all the manly and open-air-loving section of our community, has broadened and deepened during its extraordinary and unparalleled course, until it has become, by the variety and significance of the countless names included in it, an epitome of English life in all localities and latitudes.’ And, seizing the historical moment, Sir Edward went on to describe the fund as ‘a very notable and emphatic expression of the general love for those out-of-door sports and pursuits which – free from any element of cruelty, greed or coarseness – most and best develop our British traits of manliness, good temper, fair play, and the healthy training of mind and body’.

But of course, as Sir Edward acknowledged, it was cricket above all that was ‘the great national game’, with W. G. Grace as its ‘most eminent, accepted and popular representative’. How cricket achieved this dominance – transformed from a game into a quasi-mystical institution – is one of the signal mysteries of the Victorian age, still only half understood. But the bare facts of its astonishingly rapid evolution are plain enough. In the mid-1860s, when WG came to youthful, almost instant prominence, cricket was a fairly primitive affair: overarm bowling had only just been legalised; MCC presided listlessly over a dull programme of matches at Lord’s watched by small crowds; teams on most first-class grounds changed in tents; and wickets were usually dreadful, even dangerous, with long-stop a position of such run-saving importance that special long-stop averages were published at the end of each season. Then over the next thirty years came the manifest signs of ‘progress’, combining greater sophistication with greater uniformity. The pioneering use of the heavy roller to improve pitches, the introduction of boundaries, the codification by a revitalised MCC of the laws of the game, the increasing standardisation of dress (gone the turbans and billycocks, gone the spotted print shirts), the growth of international and county cricket, the development of large, well-appointed urban arenas to accommodate ever-larger crowds, the rise of numbingly detailed and highly statistical cricket reportage – all these things played a part as the game inexorably seeped into the national consciousness. ‘If the London clerk is often slack in his employer’s service,’ The Times wanly noted in a leading article on the occasion of WG’s remunerative rejuvenescence, ‘he is pretty sure to be a master of the last information about batting averages and about the chances of the county championship.’ A small but telling sign of the way the game was changing occurred towards the end of the 1886 season, when a new telegraph board was employed at Lord’s, altering the batsman’s total as he made each run. Fittingly the first run was clocked up by WG.

For an increasingly prosperous nation, with a wealth founded on the twin pillars of trade and finance, there was something uniquely satisfying about cricket, a game whose very essence was of steady accumulation. Yet in an age permeated by middle-class morality (if WG was the hero of the summer of 1895, then just as surely the incriminated Oscar Wilde was the anti-hero), there were other reasons for the Victorian love affair with the game. As early as 1850, invited by the Wakefield Mechanics’ Institution Cricket Club to be a patron, Richard Cobden (the apostle of free trade) replied gladly: ‘It is a healthful, manly recreation; and, if the game be played under judicious rules, such as you have adopted, it is, in my opinion, the most innocent of all out-of-door amusements.’ Manliness, team spirit, discipline, all joined to a sense of fair play: over the ensuing years, a series of propagandists and others drove home the positive connection, culminating in 1897 in Newbolt’s imperishable verses of Empire:



The Gatling’s jammed and the Colonel’s dead,

And the regiment blind with dust and smoke.

The river of death has brimmed his banks,

And England’s far and Honour a name,

But the voice of a schoolboy rallies the ranks:

‘Play up! Play up! and play the game!’



Cricket was also valuable as social cement, in an age that saw the rise of organised labour and politics beginning to be organised along class lines. In his bestselling The Jubilee Book of Cricket, also written in 1897, Prince Ranjitsinhji (helped by the more fluent pen of C. B. Fry) gave classic expression to this line of thought:



Go to Lord’s and analyse the crowd. There are all sorts and conditions of men there round the ropes – bricklayers, bank clerks, soldiers, postmen, and stockbrokers. And in the pavilion are Q.C.s, artists, archdeacons, and leader-writers. Bad men, good men, workers and idlers, are all there, and all at one in their keenness over the game. It is a commonplace that cricket brings the most opposite characters and the most diverse lives together. Anything that puts many very different kinds of people on a common ground must promote sympathy and kindly feelings.



Yet at a deeper, less articulated level, what gave cricket its peculiar place in the Victorian psyche was the sense that, in an era of encroaching industrialisation and enormous, not always welcome technological change, it alone was a game that offered continuity with the village greens and spacious countryside of an older, more ‘innocent’ England. Fry came as near as anyone to putting this feeling into words:



The game is full of fresh air and sunshine, internal as well as external. There is generous life in it, simplicity and strength, freedom and enthusiasm, such as prevailed before things in general became quite as complex and conventional as nowadays. One gets from cricket a dim glimpse of the youth of the world.



Taking stock often grimly of the nineteenth century (‘Let us hush this cry of “Forward” till ten thousand years have gone’, implored Tennyson not long before his death) and hurtling towards the unknown of the twentieth, the late Victorians found in cricket a balm that soothed many ills.

All of which preoccupations – ethical, social, spiritual – meant precisely nothing to WG, who probably thought that the phrase ‘It’s not cricket’ was a curious way of describing rugby football. Instead he concentrated on the task in hand, namely scoring runs and taking wickets, which he did not only in profusion but also for longer than anyone else in cricket history. By the mid-1890s, after some thirty consecutive seasons of first-class cricket, his figures were gargantuan: almost 50,000 runs, some two and a half thousand wickets, and about 800 catches, all numbers that have to be roughly doubled for his totals in all cricket; over a hundred centuries, two centuries in a match three times; ten wickets in an innings twice, nine wickets three times; the double of a thousand runs and a hundred wickets in a season eight times. Two basic ‘contextual’ points need to be made: that his batting feats in his early, greatest years (1869 to 1876) broke the bounds of all contemporary probability, WG scoring 52 centuries in those eight seasons, at a time when the average first-class total of an entire side was barely 150; and secondly that, though a few younger individual batsmen and bowlers began to surpass him in performance during the 1880s, there was no one in the late nineteenth century who came remotely in sight of his career achievement, let alone his unique standing in the game. So many ‘firsts’ were his: first to do the double, first to score a triple century, first to score a century in his first match against Australia. If one accepts – as one should – that one can only judge a performer by his contemporaries, then WG indubitably was the nonpareil.

His personal background has entered the mythology of the game: the father a cricket-loving general practitioner on the outskirts of Bristol; the mother a formidable woman who schooled her children in the arts of the game and justly won herself a place in the Births and Deaths section of Wisden Cricketers’ Almanack. But was WG really a ‘doctor’? Yes, eventually, after twelve cricket-interrupted years at medical school and an MCC testimonial match that secured him a practice in Bristol. As to what sort of doctor, there has passed down an adequate supply of stories about his good works, though in 1895 the flurry of lucrative testimonials was too much for Max Beerbohm; and he drew what for him was a uniquely savage cartoon, showing WG in the foreground planting the Telegraph’s cheque into a pocket of his cricketing trousers, while in the background there passed the funeral procession of one of his neglected patients. The historical truth is impossible to determine, but it was a healthy corrective to the hagiography of that summer.

Even better known than that maternal cricketing academy in a West Gloucestershire orchard was the physical appearance of a one-time tall, slim, loose-limbed young man who soon grew out and thickened to become an unmistakable national monument. Conan Doyle (who knew WG well) would later write about his ‘huge frame, swarthy features, bushy beard, and somewhat lumbering carriage’, before going on in almost Holmesian fashion: ‘In spite of his giant West-of-England build, there was, as it seemed to me, something of the gipsy in his colouring, his vitality, and his quick, dark eyes with their wary expression. The bright yellow and red cap which he loved to wear added to this Zingari effect.’ The cap was an MCC one and almost invariably it perched, tiny and incongruous on his huge head, as he batted, bowled or fielded. But if that aspect was mildly unexpected, much more so was his voice which, with a strong West Country burr, was high, even squeaky, especially when he was excited – which on a cricket field he often was. Of course, it has often been wondered how he managed to keep such a huge frame going through an unprecedentedly long career, especially from the early 1890s, when he was well into his forties, weighed over eighteen stone and was becoming increasingly troubled by his knees. The answer must be willpower and native stamina, never better shown than during three days at Gravesend in May 1895 when, scoring 257 (last man out) and 73 not out against Kent, he was on the field throughout. Some have claimed, perhaps improbably, that he was careful with his diet; certain it is that, during luncheon intervals, he confined himself in terms of drink to a large Irish whiskey with Angostura bitters and soda. But whatever his regimen, such cricketing longevity was in great measure a triumph of mind over matter.

It was a mind of character rather than depth. In the oft-quoted words of an old friend, ‘WG was just a great big schoolboy in everything he did.’ There was indeed much of the overgrown schoolboy about him: the boisterousness, the enthusiasm, the love of practical jokes, the willingness to engage in argy-bargy, above all the supreme lack of self-consciousness. He also shared a schoolboy’s dislike of soap and water: one wicket-keeper described his as the dirtiest neck he had ever kept behind, and WG himself expostulated, ‘We Graces ain’t no bloody water spaniels.’ His attitude towards dress is best described as somewhat ‘careless’; while as for book-learning, he once remarked to a Gloucestershire colleague fond of reading a Greek play while waiting in the dressing room, ‘How can you make runs, Bill, when you are always reading? I am never caught that way.’ Indeed, his whole attitude towards cricket, as towards life, was profoundly non-analytical. At Cambridge one year some prominent cricketers were discussing how to deal with the break-backs of a particular bowler. When eventually they asked WG for his opinion, he simply replied, as if stating an unanswerable truth, ‘I think you ought to put the bat against the ball.’ Or again, when it came to teaching his own children how to play, he would just take a bat and say, ‘This is the way to do it.’

Yet the schoolboy analogy has its limitations, for at the heart of WG’s character there lay a dichotomy between a general kindliness, especially towards the young, and a strong streak of the autocrat, often rather arbitrary in disposition. ‘How are you getting on? Are they looking after you properly?’ he would call out at luncheon to a young player on the visiting side, or ‘Glad you had that one and not me,’ would be his invariable and effective words of consolation to one of his young players dismissed cheaply; but towards a Radical in politics, or an umpire who had given him out leg-before, or a member of the Gloucestershire committee who attempted to interfere in matters of selection, his resentment would be both sharp and unforgiving. Moreover, for all his schoolboy traits, it would be quite wrong to think that he ever allowed himself to be seen as a figure of fun. ‘Except for his real friends,’ Fry was to insist, ‘WG had a formidable eye and a beetling brow’, not to mention ‘an Olympian dignity’. Plum Warner put it even better: ‘He could enjoy a joke or a bit of chaff, but he was not to be adventured on by any ill-timed familiarities. His figure demanded respect, and he knew how to ensure it.’ The first modern sportsman to be a ‘superstar’, he handled his novel position in English life with much instinctive shrewdness, the very quality that had won him fame in the first place.

Nevertheless, the great imponderable remains: was WG a cheat? Anecdotage alone points to a conviction. In 1878, against Surrey at Cheltenham, the ball, having been thrown from the outfield, caught in his shirt and he ran three extra runs before he was prevailed upon to stop. Four years later, in a test at the Oval and with the ball manifestly dead, an Australian batsman went down to pat the pitch only for WG to whip a bail off and secure his dismissal. In 1893 an umpire again yielded when a Notts batsman played a ball from WG down in front of him, courteously returned it to the bowler, and on appeal found himself having to take the long walk. There is no doubt that WG was a formidable, even intimidating presence on the field, talking non-stop and appealing almost as often, even though he usually fielded square of the wicket. Many umpires, moreover, were afraid to give him out, including one at Grimsby in 1876 when the great man was palpably leg-before having made only six. He went on to add a further 394 against the local twenty-two, attaining the highest score of his career in all cricket. Some were strong-minded, like the old Surrey wicket-keeper Ed Pooley. ‘Which leg did it hit, Pooley, which leg did it hit?’ cried WG running up the wicket to him. To which Pooley countered: ‘Never mind which leg it hit; I’ve given you out and out you’ve got to go.’ A notable set-to occurred at Old Trafford in 1896. The Lancashire captain, Archie MacLaren, dislodged a bail as he set off for a run and WG, first to notice it, immediately shouted, ‘ ’E’s out, ’e’s out, toss ’er up, toss ’er up, ’e’s out, ’e’s out!’ MacLaren refused to go and WG, after confronting his recalcitrant opponent, eventually appealed to the umpire. ‘Well, ’ow was it?’ ‘Not out,’ said the umpire, and for the rest of the day WG had an attack of the sulks, making him an unbearable presence for foe and friend alike.

Yet it is hard not to feel that, rather than being a systematic or conscious ‘cheat’, WG was someone so passionately committed to the game, and his success in it, that at times he pushed the parameters of fair play beyond legitimate bounds. ‘An artful old toad’ was the verdict of the Somerset all-rounder Sammy Woods, and there is surely a core of truth in that more kindly judgement. Certainly no one could doubt the commitment. ‘Looking at Mr Grace’s playing,’ stated the oldest member of MCC, Lord Charles Russell, on the occasion in 1879 at Lord’s of the presentation to him in front of the Pavilion after the testimonial match, ‘I am never able to tell whether that gentleman is playing a winning or a losing game. I have never seen the slightest lukewarmness or inertness in him in the field.’ Typically, he always began outdoor practice during the bitter winds of March; while as captain he would forgive anything but slackness. He also had the inestimable gift of nervelessness. ‘There is no such thing as a crisis in cricket, only the next ball,’ was perhaps his most famous dictum; and it is said that the only time he was seen flustered at the crease was as he waited for the ball that might give him his hundredth hundred. Such a man would have known by the middle of his career that he was untouchable, and for some twenty-five years thereafter he played the game hard according to his own lights, which were usually but not always those of his contemporaries. Nice customs, as ever, curtsey to great kings.

But important though these things are, they tend unfairly to overshadow WG the daily, functioning cricketer whose burgeoning weight made him adopt a very different approach to that which he had originally employed. A dashing long field was transformed into a capacious point; a fast-medium slinger became a slow-medium purveyor of assorted wiles; and a fleet-footed, fast-scoring batsman evolved out of necessity into something more immobile and stolid. Such was his robust common sense, allied to seemingly ageless nerve, muscle and eye, that he was able to make and sustain these crucial transitions with relative ease.

WG’s bowling from the 1870s was to his contemporaries a source of wonder tinged with amusement, and several in later years would recall his unique style. Lord Harris provided perhaps the most perceptive set piece:



It was very difficult to take him off once he had got hold of the ball. It was ‘Well, just one more over’ or ‘I’ll have him in another over or two’ when one suggested a change. The chief feature of his bowling was the excellent length which he persistently maintained, for there was very little break on the ball, just enough bias to bring the ball across from the legs to the wicket; not infrequently he bowled for catches at long-leg . . .

The success of WG’s bowling was largely due to his magnificent fielding to his own bowling. The moment he had delivered the ball he took so much ground to the left as to be himself an extra mid-off, and he never funked a return however hard and low it came . . . He had also the additional chance of the umpire making a mistake over an appeal for lbw. He crossed over to the off so far and so quickly that he could not possibly see whether the ball would have hit the wicket, but he generally felt justified in appealing . . .



The suggestiveness of the passage is increased by the memories of C. K. Francis:



His delivery was certainly baulking. Bustling up to the wicket rapidly, his huge shoulders and elbows squared, both hands in front of his flowing beard and the ball thus concealed a good deal from view, which made it difficult for the batsman to detect where it was coming from, his MCC cap tending to dazzle the batsman’s view than otherwise, bowling generally round the wicket, he followed up his bowling quickly towards the off side, usually having a field pretty straight on the on side behind him. By this manoeuvre, he unquestionably caught and bowled a good many opponents . . .



In other words, if he really did bowl round the wicket and then move sharply to the off, he hardly gave the umpire much of a view of the proceedings – and presumably made that unfortunate official all the more susceptible to his frequent appeals. Indeed, the psychological element looms large in most recollections. According to C. T. Studd (the England batsman who became a missionary in China and the Belgian Congo), ‘he was always so cocksure he could get you out that you had to strengthen your own opinion that he wouldn’t or couldn’t or else be sort of hypnotised and diddled out’; while the Middlesex batsman P. J. de Paravicini bluntly maintained that though ‘he had excellent command over the ball and was full of tricks’, yet ‘he was a bowler whom a batsman only needed to keep his head to’. All agreed with the Hon. R. H. Lyttelton (of a distinguished cricketing family and himself a shrewd writer on the game) that WG’s bowling was a thing of guile rather than beauty:



He had a most ungainly action, he stooped, his arm was not raised above his shoulder . . . He had not the slightest objection to being hit, and had a field wonderfully and fearfully placed. Indeed, so long was his arm, and so far outside the bowling wicket, that many balls appeared to be well outside the leg stump; and yet when the batsman slogged to leg but missed the ball, lbw was frequently the result . . . Grace, probably more than any other bowler that ever lived, bowled for catches at deep square-leg, and he pitched just the right ball for this – not quite a half-volley.



It was a fellow slow bowler, Digby Jephson, one of the last of the underarm ‘lobsters’, who offered the most vivid account of WG in bowling action. He recalled



a few short shuffling strides, the arm a little above the shoulder, the right hand a shade in front of him, the curious rotary action before delivery, and the wonderful length. The hand is large and the ball is well concealed, and, as you face him, for he stands full-fronted to you, it seems to leave by the back door, as it were, that is, over the knuckle of the little finger.

He does not seem to do very much, but some come a little higher, others a little lower, some a little faster, some slower; on the middle-leg is his favourite spot – two or three off the leg stick with a square deep who is not asleep, then a straighter one with ‘a bit of top on it’ – the batsman tries to push to leg – there is a somewhat excited ‘ ’s that?’ and the would-be run-getter is sauntering pavilionwards.



WG by the 1890s was not the bowling force he had been, but most seasons a respectable number of batsmen still sauntered in the desired direction.

Yet however effective his bowling, it was of course his batting that made him the universally acknowledged champion. His historical contribution to that most exacting art was famously summed up by Ranji in 1897:



Before WG batsmen were of two kinds – a batsman played a forward game or he played a back game. Each player, too, seems to have made a speciality of some particular stroke . . . What WG did was to unite in his mighty self all the good points of all the good players, and to make utility the criterion of style. He founded the modern theory of batting by making forward and back play of equal importance, relying neither on the one nor the other, but on both . . . He turned the old one-stringed instrument into a many-chorded lyre. And, in addition, he made his execution equal his invention. All of us now have the instrument, but we lack his execution . . .



Ranji did not exaggerate: there has been no more important influence in the history of batsmanship. But to know more precisely what WG looked like at the crease, one turns to the sharp eye of Conan Doyle:

He stood very clear of his wicket, bending his huge shoulders and presenting a very broad face of the bat towards the bowler. Then, as he saw the latter advance, he would slowly raise himself to his height, and draw back the blade of his bat, while his left toe would go upwards until only the heel of that foot remained upon the ground.

He gauged the pitch of the ball in an instant, and if he were doubtful played back rather than forward. Often he smothered a really dangerous length ball by a curious half-cock stroke to which he was partial. He took no risks, and in playing forward trailed the bottom of his bat along the grass as it advanced so as to guard against the shooter – a relic, no doubt, of his early days in the sixties . . .



Of special interest to jaundiced modern eyes is the point about the bat being drawn back (probably to stump height) as the bowler approached. Conan Doyle went on to emphasise WG’s great strength at playing the good-length ball outside the off stump:



He would not disregard it, as is the modern habit. Stepping across the wicket while bending his great shoulders, he watched it closely as it rose, and patted it with an easy tap through the slips . . . Never with the edge of the bat but always with the true centre would he turn the ball groundwards . . . With incredible accuracy he would place it according to the fields, curving it off squarely if third man were not in his place or tapping it almost straight down upon the ground if short slip were standing wide of the wicket.

All concurred that he could play all the strokes, though he tended to keep the ball on the ground, but it was Fry who described another speciality, namely ‘the stroke with which he hit the ball from outside the off stump round to square-leg’. Apparently, to achieve this remarkable feat, ‘what WG did was to throw his left leg across the wicket to the off ball and treat it as if it were a ball to leg bowled to him from the direction of mid-off or extra cover’. Few, however, would pretend in later years that he had been a Nijinsky among batsmen. ‘Of elegance and absence of effort there was none’, wrote R. H. Lyttelton, and Canon Edward Lyttelton agreed, though qualifying his aesthetic criticism with the dictates of utility:



The style was unattractive, not because it was laborious, but because the movements were ungainly. The immense shoulders were put into the stroke more obviously than the wrists, and this took away all grace from the movement, but the power was astonishing because of the perfection of the timing and the leg work. For instance, in the digging stroke past point, what was noticed was the awkward heave of the shoulders as he bent right over the ball, and the curious prod with the elbows; but the force with which the ball went was astonishing, till one noticed that the movement of the upper part of the body was perfectly combined with a stamp of the right foot.



There is little doubt that by the 1890s a heavy-footed, crease-bound WG was finding the quick men easier to play. In 1896 there occurred the legendary innings in which the Australian fast bowler Ernest Jones slipped one through his beard (‘Whatever are ye at?’ ‘Sorry, doctor, she slipped’) and generally left him in a battered and bruised state. A friend asked him how he had withstood such punishment, to which WG replied: ‘Well, he did rap me a bit sharp, but I don’t mind even now how fast they bowl to me; it’s the slow ones I don’t like, I can’t get at them as I used to.’ It was only a relative weakness, however, and by this time WG knew enough about slow bowling (in the pre-googly age) to play it almost from memory. The last word on his batting goes to that prominent man of letters and folklorist, Andrew Lang, writing in 1893:



There is something monumental in his stance at the wicket, wholly free from a false refinement, without extraneous elegancies. His is a nervous, sinewy, English style, like that of Fielding. Better graced cricketers we may have seen, such as Mr Edward Lyttelton, Mr Charles Studd, Mr A. G. Steel, all of them, in their day, models of classical dexterity and refinement. But it is always, or almost always, Dr W. G. Grace’s day: his play is unhasting, unresting like the action of some great natural law.



Some great natural law . . . So it felt to his legion of admirers, confirmed for all time two years later when he broke all existing records as well as the hearts of yet another generation of bowlers. Often coupled with William Gladstone as one of the two best-known men in England, WG enjoyed a popular appeal that transcended class. If there was trouble in the ring at Lord’s, he would come over and, in Ashley-Cooper’s words, ‘put matters right with some well-chosen words and, often as not, a few handshakes with admiring strangers’; while in a very different ring at Haileybury School, a future prime minister (the young Clem Attlee) and his schoolfellows firmly held that, in the religion that was cricket, WG stood next to the Deity. It no doubt helped that WG was not a grandee by background and could be identified with in some measure by most elements of society; though as to what part of his lustre lay in his staggering achievements and what part in his compelling presence it is impossible to say. That cricket in its coming of age needed a supreme representative is a truism, but that it found one of such outsize properties is surely one of the more acceptable accidents of history.

It was hardly surprising therefore that when in July 1897 this ‘part of the national baggage’ (the apposite phrase is Shane Leslie’s) entered his fiftieth year, thoughts began to turn to how best to mark the approaching jubilee. That autumn the Sportsman put forward a suggestion, quickly seen by the cricketing community as entirely fitting: namely, that the annual match at Lord’s between Gentlemen and Players, usually held in the second week of July, should the following summer be put back by a few days so that it could begin on Monday the 18th, WG’s fiftieth birthday. At the annual meeting in December of the county cricket secretaries this was unanimously agreed upon, with the added provision that the rest of the first-class fixture list would be kept almost entirely clear so that the MCC committee would have the freest possible hand when it came to choosing the two teams. The Victorian public had long called WG ‘The Old Man’, years before he was, even in cricketing terms: such was the deep-felt satisfaction in the continuing ‘miracle’ of his preservation as a top-flight performer. Now he really would be two score and ten, and the celebrations could begin in earnest.
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Gunn (Nottinghamshire) 39 3
Abel (Surrey) W0 &
Storer (Derbys! |re) 30 4
Lilley (Warwicks 30 0
Tunnicliffe (ankslure) 31 0
Brockwell (Surrey) 2 1
Lockwood (Surrey) 30 3
Haigh (Yorkshire) 27 0
Alec Hearne (Kent) 34 0
1T, Hearne (Middlesex) 31 4

Reserve: Rhodes (Yorkshire) 20 0
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Shrewsbury
Abel

J.T. Heame

Fall of Wickets:

e

b
b
sub b
sub b
MacGregor b
and b
MacGregor b
toddart b
b

not out
Stoddart b

Byes 9, leg byes 8

‘Woods
Kortright 5
Townsend 7

1115 2/21; 3/127; 4/147; 5/152; 6/193; 7/226; 8/237; 9/237

Korright
Woods
Townsend
Jackson
Mason

MORW
s 8 2
9 @ 3
4+ 0® 1
4 2 0
8 47 4
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W.G.Grace ¢ Lilley b Lockwood 3
AESwoddart ¢ A Heame b Lockwood 2
E.S.Jackson ¢ Lilley b ). T. Heame 8

C.L Townsendc and b Lockwood 2
A.C.MacLaren ¢ Abel b Haigh 50
JR.Mason ¢ Tumiclife b J.T. Heame 35
JADivon ¢ Storer b Lockwood 3
5. M. J. Woods b J.T. Heame 13
Captain E. G.

Wynyard ¢ Brockwell b J.T. Heame 12
G. MacGregor < Lilley b J.T. Heame 16
C.J.Kortright ot out 17

Byes 11, leg byes 4 5
Toul 303

Fall of Wicke
1/56;2/79; 3/85; 4/137; 5/197; 6/222; 7/236; 8/252; 9/273

o M R W
J.T. Heame 310 87 5
Lockwood 324 9 82 4
Haigh 312 e 1
A Heame 1 2 3 0
Brockwell 6 IREET) 0





