
Miracle at Durban  

 
I had no preconceived ideas about Durban, having been too lazy to read 

up on the place prior to my visit. I had begun to get an inkling on the 
flight out, with conversations on the lines of: ñWhere are you visiting in 

South Africa?ò 
 
ñDurban and Cape Town.ò 

 
ñOh. Cape Townôs nice.ò 

 
Then, on our minibus journey from airport to hotel, we were lectured 
about the 45% unemployment rate and warned not to leave the area 

round the hotel on foot, not even to walk to the ground, which was about 
as far as I walk to the pub every night back home.  

 
ñYouôll probably be okay if thereôs three or four of you.ò  With around 
Ã1000 worth of camera equipment in my bag I wasnôt remotely tempted. 

 
But if Iôd not gone to Durban I wouldnôt have witnessed an England win in 

a fantastic game of cricket. And at least it wasnôt snowing there, though 
on the first evening we experienced one of the most spectacular and 
violent thunderstorms I have ever seen.  

 
And so to the cricket. The Kingsmead stadium was good, with e xcellent 

viewing and a minimum of fussy stewarding. The grassy banks made a 
pleasant relief from our seats, which were themselves good, almost 
behind the bowlerôs arm. 

 
Smith won the toss on a warm and sunny morning but S Africa were soon 

10 for 2 with the  ball moving around pre - lunch. Then the captain and 



Kallis took charge with a 150 partnership. All seemed lost ï here we go 
again! ï but Swann got Kallis, caught at slip, and De Villiers ran out Smith 

for us. Duminy failed and S Africa 
were 175 for 5 when  the weather 

closed in to cut the day short.  
 
I thought Onions had been the pick 

of the quick bowlers, giving Smith 
a terrible time; Swann was clearly 

the strongest member of the attack 
overall.  
 

The second day was dull but the 
use of floodlights from the start 

allowed play to continue most of 
the day. We actually got more 
cricket than we had on the sunny 

first day.  
 

S Africa reached 343, largely due 
to some big hitting by Steyn and 

an annoying last -wicket 
partnership with Ntini. England 
responded most pos itively, Strauss scoring a 49 -ball 50. Ntini looked well 

past his prime.  
 

Strauss was out, but 
England ended the 
day in a good 

position; 103 for 1.  
 

That evening we 
attended a Q & A 
session with Bumble 

and Clive Rice. Rice 
came across as an 

embittered man  who 
does not like what his 

country has become, but Bumble was just as he appears on television, 

ready to talk but prepared to listen, straightforward, friendly. I got about 
five minutes with him and was interested to hear that: ñEveryone, 

absolutely every one, is talking about Ajmal Shahzad.ò 
 
So Ajmalôs subsequent selection for the Bangladesh tour came as no 

surprise.  
 

So to day 3. Something very nasty in the previous eveningôs buffet had 
laid me low. You do not want to know the details (believe me!) but o n an 
unpleasantly hot and windy day I watched the play on my hotel room TV.  

 
It was a good day for the Old Country, 386 for 5 at the close, with Cook 

having made 118 and Collingwood 91.  



 
Day 4 was cloudy, but what an amazing dayôs cricket. I was there, I saw 

it, but Iôm still not sure if I believe it. 
 

To begin with, England batted 
serenely on, against a moderate 
attack. With Ntini knackered, Steyn 

still not fully fit and Harris looking 
as ineffective as he always has for 

Warwickshire, the only good 
bowlin g came from Yorkshireôs 
very own Morne Morkel.  

 
Bell joined Cook in scoring a 

century (the two batsmen who 
were thought to be competing for 
one place). 140 in the end for Bell, 

and Prior weighed in with a quick -
fire 60. Broad and Swann whacked 

it about an d the declaration came 
at 574 for 9, a lead of 231.  

 
The pitch looked very good and we 
all knew what was going to 

happen. S Africa would bat out the 
last day and a half, another bore draw. Bumble had said so, Rice had said 

so, I said so; it was obvious.  
 
And so it came to pass that S Africa moved to 27 for 0, no problem. Bell 

then caught Prince, brilliantly at silly -point, and Swann also got Amla, 
bowled though a yawning gate; 37 for 2.  

 
Kallis now decided to leave alone a ball from Broad which deposited h is off 

stump halfway back to 

the keeper, providing 
me with the best action 

shot I have ever taken. 
Kallis departed to the 
mocking sound of: ñHit 

the road, Jacques.ò 
 

 After a noisy first day 
there was little support 
for the home team at 

this venue. A great  
player like Kallis 

deserves better from his 
countrymen.  
 

 


