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FOREWORD: A WORD BEFORE WE BEGIN

When Viv Richards walked out onto the pitch at Lord's with that swagger — no helmet, chewing gum, eyes burning like fire — every West Indian in the whole wide world walked out with him.

Every single one. Every man who had ever been talked down to. Every woman who had ever been disrespected. Every child who had ever felt like they didn't matter. When Viv raised his bat, he raised all of us too.

Have you ever sat down in the evening time, when the sun starts dropping behind the hill and the air gets cool and sweet, and somebody starts telling you a story that makes you forget everything else? Forget the bills, forget the worries, forget the whole weight of the world — and all you can do is lean in closer and listen, because the story is too good to miss? That is what West Indies cricket was for us. Not just a sport, my friend. Not just twenty-two men on a green field chasing a little red ball. It was the story of who we are.

This is Volume 2 of that story — the middle part, the heart of it, the part that makes you laugh and cry and shake your fist at the sky all at the same time. This is the era when we reached the top of the mountain and planted our flag, and then, like every fire that burns too hot, started to cool down.

I am not going to lie to you — this book will tell you the truth. The glory and the pain together. Because that is how life goes, isn't it? You cannot have the sweetness without knowing the bitter. We are going to celebrate every World Cup, every great innings, every wicket that made the whole stadium hold its breath. But we are also going to sit with the hurt when the greats started to leave, one by one, and the team that once shook the earth started to struggle. We are going to honour the men who carried the burden in those final years — Brian Lara lifting the flag almost alone, Curtly Ambrose and Courtney Walsh refusing to stop fighting even when the fight looked impossible.

This story is told from home — from Jamaica, from the perspective of a people who know what it means to struggle and to triumph. If you want pretty English writing with big grammar and fancy sentences, there are plenty of other books out there for you. But if you want the real heart of the thing — the passion, the fury, the pride, the tears — then pull up your chair, pour yourself something cool, and let us begin.

So lean in, my friend. Lean in close.

The story starts now.




INTRODUCTION: THE MEN WHO CHANGED CRICKET FOREVER

Picture a cricket ground somewhere in England — Leeds, maybe, or Nottingham — on a morning when the air is cold and grey the way English weather always stays. The crowd is wrapped in coats and scarves, thermos flasks of tea steaming. The pitch is green and damp. Everything about the scene says: this is England. This is their game. This is their place.

And then the West Indies team walks out.

Not shuffles out. Not trots out in some polite, apologetic way. Walks out. Tall and proud and certain, like they own the place. Like the cold air cannot touch them. Like the grey sky cannot dull their shine. And every West Indian in that ground — and by the 1970s and 1980s, there were plenty of us in England — stood a little straighter.

This is what this book is about. Not just cricket statistics and match results, though we are going to cover all of that properly. It is about the act of claiming space in a world that was not always willing to give us space. It is about excellence — not small, quiet excellence, but the kind that makes noise. The kind that makes people sit up and take notice whether they want to or not.

Cricket was born in England. The English claimed it as their own, and for a long time they ran it like they owned it — the rules, the tours, the schedules, the very definition of what was "proper" cricket. West Indies teams — talented as they were — operated within that framework for decades. We played the English game by the English rules, and when we lost, we were expected to be gracious. When we won, they always found some reason to qualify it.

Something shifted in the early 1970s. A man from Guyana named Clive Hubert Lloyd put on the West Indies captaincy like a man putting on armour, and he started to build something the cricket world had never seen before — and, truthfully, has never seen since.

Before Lloyd, West Indies cricket was brilliant but inconsistent. The Caribbean islands had always produced extraordinary cricketers — the Three Ws, Garfield Sobers, Rohan Kanhai — men of genius. But genius alone cannot always beat organisation. England and Australia had systems. West Indies had individuals. Lloyd understood this problem at the bone level, and he set about fixing it with a quiet, methodical fury that took years to fully reveal itself.

The players he had available, or would soon develop, were like nothing the world had prepared for: Michael Holding from Jamaica, who could run to the wicket like the wind and deliver a ball that whispered past your ear before you even saw it. Andy Roberts from Antigua, cold and calculating. Joel Garner from Barbados, six foot eight of pure terror. Colin Croft, snarling and unpredictable. Malcolm Marshall, who would come later and elevate the whole battery to something almost supernatural. And with the bat — Viv Richards, Gordon Greenidge, Desmond Haynes, Lawrence Rowe, Roy Fredericks, Lloyd himself. A batting lineup that could score fast or dig in deep, that had flair and grit in equal measure.

But this story is not just about names and numbers. It is about what those men meant, and what they still mean. In the Caribbean, where for centuries people had to find dignity in conditions designed to deny them dignity — slavery, colonialism, poverty, disrespect — cricket became one of the few arenas where West Indians could compete on equal terms. And when we did not just compete, but demolished — when we did not just win, but dominated for nearly two decades — the effect on the collective spirit of a people was immense.

We are talking about an era spanning roughly 1975 to the early 1990s, when West Indies cricket was the most feared sporting force in any sport, anywhere in the world. When the best players in England, Australia, India, and Pakistan — grown men, professionals, tough competitors — went to sleep the night before facing the West Indies fast bowlers and some of them could not sleep at all. When batting orders were rearranged, when players retired early rather than face the music, when the very idea of West Indies cricket struck something close to fear into the hearts of opposition captains.

And at the centre of it all, always, was the question of what it meant. Because this was not just sport — this was a statement by a people. A statement that said: we are here, we are extraordinary, and you will not diminish us.

Volume 1 of this series laid the groundwork — the roots, the early pioneers, the Three Ws, the genius of Garfield Sobers. Now, in Volume 2, we build the structure itself. The grand edifice of West Indies cricket greatness, assembled brick by brick through the 1970s, standing triumphant through the 1980s, and then — we must be honest about this — beginning its painful, inevitable crumbling in the 1990s.

The three islands at the heart of this volume are Barbados, Trinidad, and Jamaica. Barbados gave us Marshall, Garner, Greenidge, and the philosophical backbone of Caribbean cricket. Trinidad gave us Larry Gomes and later Brian Lara. And Jamaica — my home, my yard — gave us Michael Holding and Patrick Patterson, two of the most ferocious pace bowlers who ever drew breath, and Jimmy Adams and Junior Murray in the later years.

This is for all of them. And this is for all of us.

Read it proud.




CHAPTER 1: CLIVE LLOYD TAKES THE HELM

The year is 1974. The dressing room at Kensington Oval in Barbados smells like Vaseline and leather and the kind of quiet tension that gathers before a storm. The West Indies cricket team — full of talent, riddled with problems — is preparing to face another series, and outside, the cricket world is watching with a mixture of respect and pity. Respect for the individual brilliance they know the Caribbean can produce. Pity because everyone — including some West Indians — wonders whether this team will ever become more than the sum of its parts.

Then Clive Hubert Lloyd picks up the captain's armband.

And nothing was ever the same again.



Understand first where West Indies cricket was before Lloyd took over the captaincy properly. We had produced greatness — Lord, we had produced greatness that made the English and Australian and Indian cricket establishment look at the Caribbean with genuine awe. The Three Ws — Worrell, Weekes, Walcott — had shown the world what Caribbean batting genius looks like. Garfield Sobers, arguably the finest all-round cricketer who ever lived, had carried the West Indies on his back for years. But underneath all that individual splendour, the team structure was fractured. Sometimes badly fractured.

Part of the problem was geography and politics. The West Indies is not one country. It is a collection of islands — Jamaica, Barbados, Trinidad and Tobago, Guyana, Antigua, St. Kitts, Grenada, and more — each with their own identity, their own pride, their own way of doing things. Uniting players from all these different places into one cohesive team required more than putting them in the same dressing room and handing them the same jersey. It required leadership of a very particular kind.

The Jamaican players and the Barbadian players sometimes carried different outlooks. The Trinidadian players navigated their own cultural identity. The Guyanese — South American in geography but Caribbean in soul — brought yet another flavour. For decades, West Indies cricket was blessed with extraordinary individual performers but plagued by the difficulty of making all those different energies pull in the same direction.

Frank Worrell had begun to solve this problem in the early 1960s — the first Black captain of the West Indies to serve on a full-time basis, he brought a dignity and a unity to the team that began to address the structural issues. The 1960–61 tour of Australia under Worrell, when West Indies and Australia played one of the greatest Test series in cricket history, was a moment that showed what the Caribbean could achieve when properly led. But Worrell's era was cut short, and the years after him — under Sobers — while brilliant in terms of individual achievement, did not always maintain that same collective cohesion.

So when Clive Lloyd took over as captain in the mid-1970s, he was inheriting both enormous potential and some stubborn, deep-rooted problems.



Lloyd himself was a man of unusual dimensions, in every sense of the word. Born in Georgetown, Guyana, on 31 August 1944, he came from the kind of Caribbean background where hardship and talent lived side by side from birth. He lost his father when he was a young boy — a blow that would shape the quiet, self-contained quality that became one of his defining characteristics as a man and as a leader. He grew up watching cricket in Guyana, fell in love with it the way Caribbean children do — consuming, absolute, no halfway measure.

Physically, Lloyd was a large man — broad-shouldered, long-armed, with a presence on a cricket field that said something serious is about to happen even before he did anything. He wore spectacles, which gave him an incongruous bookish quality that belied the power contained in those arms. When Lloyd hit a cricket ball, it did not just go to the boundary — it flew there, like the ball had done something to offend him personally. He was left-handed, and there is something about the arc of a left-hander's drive that always seems particularly majestic, particularly full of intention.

But what made Lloyd different from many great cricketers was that he combined raw talent with intelligence. Real intelligence — not just cricket intelligence, though he had that too, but a broader understanding of people and power and how to move a group of individuals toward a shared purpose. He understood that to transform West Indies cricket, he needed to do something structural, something that would outlast any individual — including himself.



The first thing Lloyd understood was that West Indies needed pace. Not spin, not medium-pace, not the genteel swing bowling that England produces in those
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