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ABOUT THE BOOK

Adolf Hitler despised cricket, considering it un-German and decadent. And Berlin in 1937 was not a time to be going against the Führer’s wishes. But hot on the heels of the 1936 Olympics, an enterprising cricket fanatic of enormous bravery, Felix Menzel, somehow persuaded his Nazi leaders to invite an English team to play his motley band of part-timers.

That team was the Gentlemen of Worcestershire, an ill-matched group of mavericks, minor nobility, ex-county cricketers, rich businessmen and callow schoolboys, led by former Worcestershire CC skipper Major Maurice Jewell. Ordered ‘not to lose’ by the MCC, Jewell and his men entered the ‘Garden of Beasts’ to play two unofficial Test matches against Germany.

Against a backdrop of repression, brutality and sporadic gunfire, the Gents battled searing August heat, matting pitches, the skill and cunning of Menzel, and opponents who didn’t always adhere to the laws and spirit of the game. The tour culminated in a match at the very stadium which a year before had witnessed one of sport’s greatest spectacles and a sinister public display of Nazi might.

Despite the shadow cast by the cataclysmic conflict that was shortly to engulf them, Dan Waddell’s vivid and detailed account of the Gentlemen of Worcestershire’s 1937 Berlin tour is a story of triumph: of civility over barbarity, of passion over indifference and hope over despair
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PROLOGUE
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BERLIN IN JULY 1945 was a city in ruins. Fires burned and the bodies of soldiers, civilians and horses lay rotting where they had fallen; U-Bahn tunnels had been split open by bombs and those who peered in could see towers of corpses piled on one another. People moved among the smouldering buildings and houses like ghosts, foraging and hunting for food, while the four foreign armies who now occupied their city watched them and each other warily.

On a warm summer morning, a group of British soldiers were standing at a checkpoint in West Berlin. From the rubble, five middle-aged men trudged towards them. It wasn’t an uncommon sight. The majority of young men had been killed in combat or captured by the Russians on their relentless, savage march into Berlin that spring and it had become a city of women, children and old men.

As the men approached, the soldiers could see they were gaunt and underfed. Leading them was a balding, serious-looking man in his mid fifties. The officer in charge watched them carefully as they drew near.

‘I wonder what this lot want?’ he said.

By virtue of simply not being Russian, the British had been well received in Berlin, but they were still cautious of those seeking vengeance for the tens of thousands of tons of bombs the RAF had dropped on the city. Yet instinct told the officer this forlorn group wasn’t out for revenge.

The man with the serious face nodded a greeting and smiled. His clothes were worn and flecked with dust but his receding grey hair was slicked with pomade. The officer guessed that in another time he had probably been a man of some standing.

‘Good morning,’ the man said, in almost perfect English.

The British soldiers murmured a greeting in return.

‘Can we help?’ the officer asked, cutting to the chase.

The troops had become used to these missions, the locals shuffling from the ruins to beg for fresh water, cigarettes, medicines, some women even offering their favours in return for food – all the things a conquering army might expect from a defeated people who had endured misery and suffering.

But this request would leave him open-mouthed.

‘Yes,’ the man replied. ‘Could we play a game of cricket against you?’
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I WAS RE-READING a collection of essays by George Orwell when the idea for this book came to me. I’d like to pretend I revisit classic works regularly, like famous writers in Sunday supplements when asked to nominate their summer reads: ‘Ginny and I will be heading to Tuscany, where I hope to paint some watercolours and, as I do every year, re-read Don Quixote. In the original Spanish, of course.’ But the truth is I was flicking through it because the only other book in the downstairs toilet was Another Bloody Day in Paradise, Frank Keating’s wonderful account of England’s troubled and tragic tour of the West Indies in 1980/81, which I’ve read many, many more times than any book of Orwell’s.fn1 It contains the most human account of the quirks of my boyhood hero Geoff Boycott of any book I’ve ever read. However, this was one of those rare times when my mind was more attracted to the thoughts of our greatest essayist than our greatest living Yorkshireman.

I had turned to ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’, which Orwell wrote in 1944 in response to the increasing brutality of modern crime novels. As an occasional crime writer I found it interesting and couldn’t remember reading it before. But it wasn’t Orwell’s sophisticated analysis of the ethics of the detective story which intrigued me. It was the bit about cricket, a game I’ve played since I was nine and still play now. The titular fictional hero, Raffles, was a gentleman villain. He also played cricket, which Orwell felt appropriate because it reflects something of the British character: ‘In the eyes of any true cricket lover it is possible for an innings of ten runs to be better (i.e. more elegant) than an innings of a hundred runs . . .’ (This is one point on which, I sense, George and Geoffrey might disagree. Violently.)

Orwell goes on, controversially, to suggest cricket was predominantly a wealthy man’s game before stating, even more controversially and somewhat blithely, that ‘nearly all modern-minded people dislike it’. I love Orwell and sympathize a great deal with his politics, but that comment had me muttering about dour lefties (of the political persuasion, not the Alastair Cook sort). But Orwell was setting up the next sentence – on the sort of ‘modern-minded people’ he was referring to. ‘The Nazis, for instance, were at pains to discourage cricket, which had gained a certain footing in Germany before and after the last war.’

That sentence intrigued me. In particular the part about how cricket had flirted with popularity in Germany before being crushed under the Nazi jackboot. How did they discourage it? How popular might cricket have become in Germany if Hitler had not seized power? And can you imagine what life might have been like for long-suffering English cricket supporters had Germany become good at it? I always thought the swaggering, all-conquering Australia team of the 1990s and early 2000s boasted a ruthless efficiency that was almost Teutonic; the prospect of a team that actually had that quality by birthright chilled the soul.

The question ‘What happened?’ burrowed into my mind and never left. Finally I gave in and did what everybody does when faced with a question they can’t answer: I Googled it. But it seemed the history of German cricket is like a Facebook page with original jokes on it – one of the few things you can’t find on the internet. I did discover that in 1983 James D. Coldham privately published German Cricket: A Brief History. It was £35 – a lot of money for something with ‘Brief’ in the title; then again, as I went on to learn, it was one of only 125 printed. This had become an itch I needed to scratch. I decided to do what any serious cricket nerd would do – what I do when I buy bats or pads or a new helmet for my other life as a club cricketer: buy it and not tell my wife how much it cost.

The package arrived a few days later. ‘Brief’ seemed an adequate description: it was twenty-four pages long, so about £1.46 a page. But as it turned out, that thin green pamphlet would become the most read and well-thumbed book I’ve ever owned.
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Serendipitously, while I scoured the internet trying to find more on German cricket and its history, and waited for my book to arrive, I stumbled across a partial answer to my question. Everyone’s favourite burka-wearing war correspondent John Simpson had released a collection of newspaper reports of the twentieth century. The searches for ‘Nazi + Cricket’ which had previously yielded no results now linked to various news stories about an article Simpson had selected for inclusion in his book.

It had been written for the Daily Mirror in 1930 by Oliver Locker-Lampson, a right-wing MP and at that time a Nazi sympathizer.fn2 It was about the Adolf Hitler he knew and admired, written to coincide with his rise to prominence in German politics. Locker-Lampson wrote that his first recollection of Hitler was ‘remote and casual’. He was in southern Germany between the wars and had been discussing Hitler with some British Army officers because he was the talk of the country after the failed ‘Beer Hall Putsch’ of 1923, which had led to his trial and imprisonment. Some of those officers had been POWs in Germany during the First World War and had been in a military hospital as ‘prisoners on parole’. The notoriously shy and socially inept Hitler had summoned up the courage to speak to them. ‘He had come to them one day and asked whether he might watch an eleven of cricket at play so as to become initiated into the mysteries of our national game,’ Mr Locker-Lampson wrote. ‘They welcomed him, of course, and wrote out the rules for him in the best British sport-loving spirit.’

Hitler then ‘vanished’, only to return a few days later to announce that he had been training a team of Germans and wanted to play the English at the first opportunity. The officers agreed to a friendly match, the scores of which are unknown. But the game had a profound effect on the would-be dictator and, perhaps, the future of continental Europe and world peace. As a result of his experiences, Hitler declared the game insufficiently violent for the prime of German Volk. (Had he played a team of Australians, it could be argued he might have formed a different opinion.)

Its serenity aside, the Führer had several other issues with cricket. Most notably, he felt it ‘unmanly and un-German’ that batsmen wore pads to protect their legs – from which we can only deduce that he was never hit in the shin by a fast bowler, because he would have been a signed-up, card-carrying believer in the necessity of donning pads if he had been. As all schoolboys know, to play a front-foot drive you need to get your foot to the pitch of the ball, which is hard to do with a fractured fibula.

‘He had conned over [sic] the laws of cricket, which he considered good enough no doubt for pleasure-loving English people,’ wrote Mr Locker-Lampson. ‘But he proposed entirely altering them for the serious-minded Teuton.’ According to Locker-Lampson, Hitler’s real interest in cricket was as a ‘possible medium for the training of troops off duty and in times of peace’. That he found it wanting won’t come as a surprise to amateur cricketers. The sport offers some useful lessons for life but it’s unlikely that ‘He who gets into the tea-room first gets all the best cakes’ develops the necessary discipline to win wars.

But here was a clue to why Hitler and his ‘modern-minded’ cronies were as vehemently opposed to cricket as Orwell suggested. He had played the game, learned the rules, and decided it was not masculine enough for the German male. Over time, as his dislike for the English grew, so did his distaste for their customs and whims, cricket among them.
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Of the many fascinating details James Coldham included in his book, one story stood out above all. In August 1937, with Nazism at its zenith, a touring team from England played three matches in Berlin. I was further intrigued. I have been on amateur cricket tours. With very few exceptions they are a social affair. A group of men, liberated from the responsibilities of work and family, play cricket to idle away time until it is socially acceptable to start drinking. The next day, battered and wearied by alcohol, they take to the field again. It turns into a test of endurance. Long-term friendships become as strained as the participants’ livers. Close proximity to each other and industrial quantities of booze can be a combustible mix, and all manner of petty jealousies and barely concealed loathings are liable to surface. At the end of the week, the tourists crawl back home to scowling wives vowing never to repeat the experience. But the very next year they do.

Touring cricketers have often visited quirky and offbeat places. Some take pride in playing as far off the beaten track as possible, the more weird and wonderful the better, whether it’s the Sahara Desert or the North Pole.fn3 But no amateur team I know of has ever chosen to play in a country and city under the rule of a totalitarian regime. The touring team of 1937 were the Gentlemen of Worcestershire, and if they fancied a foreign field to play on they could have visited Denmark, Portugal or the Netherlands – all countries where they had played before, where there was a healthy cricket culture and a community of expats to share a cooling G&T with after play, and which weren’t in the murderous grip of a crazed dictator.

Yet more Googling revealed that the Gentlemen of Worcestershire still existed. I contacted their secretary, BBC radio correspondent Phil Mackie. He told me the club dated back to the mid nineteenth century and it was formed around the same time as Worcestershire CCC by many of the same people. Ever since there had been close links between the two teams. In the days of amateurism, many Gents had played for the county and several had gone on to take administrative and honorary roles on the committee. The Worcester Gents, as they were less formally known, had enjoyed their heyday at the beginning of the twentieth century, during cricket’s so-called Golden Age. The great Worcestershire cricketing families of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries, such as the Lyttletons, Berkeleys, Foleys and Fosters, had all been prominent members. Some famous names had appeared for them, including the 9th Marquess of Queensberry, who lent his name and patronage to the rules that formed the basis of modern boxing, and the Nawab of Pataudi. These days the club may be less aristocratic but they still play fixtures against the great amateur teams: the Free Foresters, the Gloucestershire Gypsies and the Cryptics, as well as their counterparts, the ‘Gentlemen’ teams of Herefordshire and Shropshire.

The story of the tour to Berlin was news to Phil. But then, he explained, as a consequence of the team’s casual, Corinthian status its history is somewhat hazy. The club had just celebrated its 150th anniversary . . . only for Phil to do some research and discover it was actually 160 years old. He was delighted by my discovery. True to form as the administrative honcho of a nomadic team, he immediately started planning a tour to Berlin for the current Gents. But for me he had no information other than a few names of some former players to write to.

Thanks to Coldham I had a short summary of the scores and a brief account of each match. There were no other books to consult, no more websites to search. An email to the German cricket authorities drew a blank. If I was to find out any more about this fascinating tour – and by now the urge was all-consuming – I would have to dig it out myself.
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In a doctor’s waiting room one weekday morning I picked up a glossy magazine to idle away a few minutes. Flicking through it I came across a photoshoot featuring the model Rosie Huntington-Whiteley. She was wearing very little clothing. My reaction reminded me of the time I was walking through west London and saw Mike Atherton pushing his son in an expensive three-wheeled buggy. I didn’t think, ‘There’s former England captain and gritty opener Mike Atherton.’ I’d just become a new father and was still in a state of shock at the complete obliteration of my previous life and all its interests. So I thought, ‘Nice pushchair.’ Likewise, gazing at Rosie’s flawless figure draped suggestively over a chair I didn’t contemplate her obvious beauty, I thought, ‘She shares a surname with one of the Worcester Gents who toured Berlin.’

By this time I had managed to find an announcement of the touring party in an edition of Berrows Worcestershire Journal (31 July 1937):

I understand that a team of Worcestershire Gentlemen leaves shortly for Berlin, for 10 days cricket in the capital. Major M. F. S. Jewell will captain the team [. . .]

Herr Hitler is reported to be very interested in the tour, for German cricket is still in the student stage, and there is a great desire to improve the standard of play.

The team: R. G. W. Berkeley, M. F. S. Jewell, C. S. Anton, W. Deeley, G. S. Tomkinson, R. H. Williams, C. G. D. Smith, H. T. H. Foley, M. Jewell, R. Whetherly, C. Terry, P. Huntington-Whiteley, P. Robinson.

Some of these names were easier to find out about than others because, like their captain, they had played first-class cricket and cricket followers have been collecting statistics and records for decades. Major M. F. S. Jewell was Maurice Jewell, former Worcestershire captain; R. G. W. Berkeley was Robert George Wilmot Berkeley, who played four very unsuccessful matches for Worcestershire, scoring 37 runs with an average of 5.28; R. H. Williams played thirty-seven matches for the county and scored 713 runs at an unspectacular average of 11.14. These men were amateurs who had been asked to play a few matches for their county but were palpably not good enough to succeed at that level.

H. T. H. Foley was Henry Thomas Hamilton Foley, who played a single first-class match for Worcestershire against Oxford University in 1925 and scored 6 and 0 not out. He came from the Foley family, one of the most celebrated dynasties in Worcestershire. Paul Foley was Speaker in the House of Commons at the turn of the eighteenth century. A descendant of his, also named Paul, was responsible for establishing the county cricket club in the 1880s – which might have been how Henry was able to get a game forty or so years later. Edward Foley was Lord of the Manor of Malvern during the first part of the nineteenth century, after whom the famous Foley Arms was named (the pub is now owned by another celebrated British family, Wetherspoon). But Foley is not mentioned in James Coldham’s account of the matches in Berlin: it turned out he didn’t go on the tour. C. G. D. Smith doesn’t appear in Coldham’s history either. Did he miss the tour as well? I wondered. Another newspaper report I found printed almost the identical touring party but featured one M. Mallinson instead of P. Robinson. Again, Coldham makes no mention of a Mallinson. What happened to him? And who were all the other names on the list?

This was why the glimpse I caught of the comely Miss Huntington-Whiteley was so welcome. Enough had been written about Rosie for me to discover that the Huntington-Whiteleys are minor aristocracy. The article announcing the touring party had given the initial ‘P.’, while Coldham gave ‘H. O.’. Going through the Peerage, an online genealogical survey of our landed gentry, I discovered that Rosie and H. O. (not P.) were related. She was the great-great-granddaughter of Herbert Huntington-Whiteley, a former MP and the 1st Baronet of Grimley. H. O., or Herbert Oliver to give him his full name, was his grandson (and Rosie’s great-great-uncle), born in 1920. There were no other H. O. Huntington-Whiteleys, which meant he was in his teens when the tour was held and still a pupil at Eton. Even more intriguingly, it turned out that Herbert was the eldest son of Captain Sir Herbert Maurice Huntington-Whiteley RN 2nd Bt and Lady Pamela Margaret Huntington-Whiteley of Astley, Stourport-on-Severn, Worcestershire. Lady Pamela’s maiden name was Baldwin, and her father was Stanley Baldwin, the former British Prime Minister. He had only stepped down as PM in May 1937, exhausted by the constitutional crisis surrounding the abdication of Edward VIII the previous winter. Which meant the grandson of the former Prime Minister would be playing cricket in Hitler’s Germany only weeks after his resignation – a fact which must have excited the German press.

Baldwin was not the family’s only famous connection. Rudyard Kipling, whose death in 1936 together with the increasing belligerence of Hitler and the scandal of Edward and Mrs Simpson had created a pall of gloom over the entire country, had been godfather to H. O.’s younger brother Miles. There’s a picture of Kipling as an elderly man sitting in a paddle boat with Miles on the lake he built at his home in Burwash, East Sussex. Miles and another brother, Hugo, were still alive. I wrote to Hugo and received a very kind response. He knew nothing about the tour but suggested that
I write to a childhood friend of H. O.’s, George Chesterton. He also revealed that his brother was known as Peter, which explained why Berrows Journal referred to him as P. Huntington-Whiteley.

Chesterton turned out to be three parts schoolmaster and two parts Boys’ Own hero. He played for Worcestershire after the Second World War and took 263 wickets at 22.78 apiece with his steady seam bowling, for several decades he coached and taught cricket at the school he attended as a boy, Malvern College,fn4 and he wrote a book on coaching young cricketers. In the Second World War he was a pilot, he danced with Katharine Hepburn while training in New York, and he narrowly escaped death during the ill-fated Battle of Arnhem, which he was to describe as a ‘cauldron of hell’.

His response to my letter was polite, amusing and illuminating. He told me that an overseas tour was an annual feature of the Gents’ cricketing calendar; among other places they’d been on trips to Holland, Malta and Portugal. Major Jewell ran the tour and took his son, Young Maurice, and childhood friend Peter Huntington-Whiteley, whose family was close to the Jewells.

In his final paragraph, Mr Chesterton passed on a tantalizing piece of information: ‘The Huntington-Whiteleys had an early bowling machine in their conservatory. It had to be cranked up, but was amazingly accurate.’ My mind boggled. First of all, how exactly did it work? Unfortunately neither of the surviving Huntington-Whiteley brothers could remember, though Miles did tell me on the phone ‘there was lots of rope attached to it’, which brought to mind a Heath Robinson contraption powered by steam kettles and complex pulley arrangements. My second thought was, the conservatory?! Were the Huntington-Whiteleys so wealthy that they could afford to let their son play with a bowling machine in a room largely made of glass? Or was it a cunning way to teach a boy stout defence, knowing an attacking shot could break a window? One can imagine Geoff Boycott perfecting his forward defensive in a greenhouse.

However it worked, it appears to have helped Peter become a better cricketer. He played his way into the Eton College first XI for the 1937 season, his penultimate year at the school. Initially he didn’t bowl and batted at 10, but against Marlborough he was given the new ball and took four wickets and three weeks later he was opening the bowling at Lord’s in the annual match versus Harrow, at that point still one of the highlights of the English cricket calendar. The fixture’s enduring popularity illustrates how cricket between the wars was still clinging to the cosy certainties of the Golden Age. The socialists might briefly have been in government, the King might have been forced to abdicate because of a fling with an American divorcee, and there might have been an embarrassing ballyhoo with the Australians over Bodyline, but no professional had yet captained England, the amateurs remained in charge of the ranks, and the Eton–Harrow match was still the game where society and cricket mingled. It is staggering to think that the 1937 fixture was the 132nd contest; the first took place a few months before the Battle of Trafalgar, and featured Lord Byron. ‘Later to be sure,’ Byron wrote of the post-match revelry, ‘we were most of us very drunk and we went together to the Haymarket Theatre where we kicked up a row, as you may suppose when so many Harrovians and Etonians meet in one place.’ Byron would not be the last part-time cricketer to be more interested in the post-match piss-up than the match itself.

Eton won in 1937, but then they always did. Their coach was George Hirst, the former Yorkshire and England all-rounder; under his tutelage the team lost only one match in eighteen years and regularly trounced Harrow. That year’s game has entered history, though not for anything that happened on the field. On the first morning a press photographer passed by the Grace Gates where he saw two boys from Harrow School dressed in uniform including waistcoat, top hat, boutonnière and cane; they appeared to be studiously ignoring three smirking working-class lads to their right, all of them seemingly amused by the pair’s haughty indifference. The resulting image, which became known as Toffs and Toughs, is still one of the most famous photographs in British history.

On the field, Peter Huntington-Whiteley bowled accurately and took three wickets in the match. Less than a month later he was part of Major Jewell’s touring team to Berlin.
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Alongside him in the party were a trio of Marlburians, among them P. N. L. Terry (mistakenly referred to as C. Terry in Berrows Journal), the second victim claimed by Huntington-Whiteley in the match at Marlborough earlier that season. Maurice Jewell, the son of Major Maurice Jewell, attended the school between September 1933 and July 1938 and played for the College first XI in both 1937 and 1938, though he wasn’t selected for the match against Eton. But he did play at Lord’s, in their annual match against Rugby, scoring 0 and 24. The following appraisal was published in The Marlburian in October 1938: ‘His batting showed a great improvement this year. His defence was sound and he hit the ball hard, so much so that his main fault was his desire to take full advantage of his strength. He never played a big innings, but there was a long period when he always made 30s and 40s.’ Rather unkindly it added, ‘He did his best to overcome his natural inability as a fielder.’

Peter Noel Leetham Terry was yet another well-connected member of the Worcester Gents touring side. His family were Terry’s of York, of chocolate-making fame, and Terry’s father Noel had been responsible for revamping the company when he took control with his brother Frank in 1923, opening the art deco chocolate factory which loomed Wonka-like over Bishopthorpe Road in the city for decades to come. In contrast to Young Maurice’s muscular style, Peter was an elegant strokemaker. He arrived at Marlborough in 1932 and made his debut in the first XI in 1935, at Lord’s against Rugby. His talents weren’t confined to cricket: he also played for the rugby XV in 1936 and for the hockey XI in 1937.fn5 He made a debut century for Yorkshire Gentlemen when at home in York for the summer holidays. In July 1937 The Marlburian wrote this about his cricketing talents: ‘A batsman of great ability, who has a sound defence and a wide range of scoring strokes. He could always be relied upon to make 30 or 40 runs, but, unfortunately he never obtained the experience of a big innings to enable him to “open-out” safely, and to give him the confidence which he needed. His fielding on the boundary was often brilliant.’ He was out for a duck in his last innings for the school (Rugby at Lord’s again), dismissed in the same over as Maurice Jewell.

The final Marlburian to tour Berlin should have been Michael Mallinson, one of the school’s most successful players between the wars, whose accurate leg-spin made him a mainstay of the bowling attack from 1936 to 1938. But for reasons unknown he was unable to go and he was replaced a few days before they travelled by P. E. B. Robinson. Mallinson had missed the final few matches of Marlborough’s season, including that showpiece match at Lord’s against Rugby. As the college magazine lamented his absence, we can assume he wasn’t dropped and that the injury, illness or family commitment which prevented him playing also denied him the opportunity of going to Berlin.

Unlike Mallinson, according to the Marlborough archives Robinson didn’t play for any of the college XIs at any sport, though he did play for his house XI (B3, the same as Terry), but without any distinction. Beyond that, little was known about him. His story intrigued me. Robinson was only sixteen yet here he was venturing off to Nazi Germany, ostensibly to make up the numbers.

By this stage of my research I had managed to find solid enough information on most of the tourists. I had only basic biographical details for C. S. Anton, W. Deeley and C. G. D. Smith but I’d been lucky to track down a number of living relatives or friends of many of the others and exchanged letters, emails and phone calls with them. I had enjoyed a fish and chip lunch with Major Jewell’s grandson; visited the son of R. G. W. Berkeley at Spetchley Castle and admired the piano Don Bradman had played at a soirée during his final Ashes tour in 1948; I had also travelled through a blizzard by train and taxi to a bungalow in the hills overlooking High Wycombe where the daughter of G. S. Tomkinson, Meg Freeman, fed me cake and hot sweet tea while I leafed through the yellowing pages of her father’s scrapbook.

It was there that I set eyes on the tourists for the first time, in an informal team photograph above an article in a German magazine which Tomkinson had brought back from the tour. I recognized Major Jewell immediately from images I had
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