
From country kid 
to Aussie legend



CHAPT ER ONE
The beginning 
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Belinda: I was around three years 
old when I first got a taste for cricket. 
I can remember that it was late on a 
summer’s afternoon at Spring Ridge 
Public School, west of Werris Creek in 
country New South Wales. 

Jill:  I started 
playing cricket 
because Jack 
next door kept 
hitting a ba l l over 
the fence into my 
yard. I got sick of 
throwing the ba l l 
back, and asked 

if I could play. He sa id I could play, but 
because I was a g irl I would never be as 
good as him. The first time that I batted, 
I h it the ba l l over the fence and into 
Mistake Creek. We never found the ba l l . 
That was the last time Jack sa id that I 
could never be as good as him! Belinda, 
what got you interested in cricket? 
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My father was the school 
principal and, as he did 
most afternoons, he was 
throwing balls at my big 
brother Colin. 

I stood behind my brother. A wire fence 
separated us! I can remember thinking, 
I can do this. When Colin finished his 
session, I walked around to the front of 
the nets, picked up the bat and refused 
to leave until I was thrown some balls. 

Jill:  Gee, you’ve got a great memory. 
I can’t remember anything that happened 
when I was three.
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Belinda: Well, maybe some of that is 
what my dad said happened.

Jill:  So, that was when you were 
three. What came next?

Belinda: Our family moved 
to Hamilton South, a suburb 
of Newcastle. Each afternoon, 

after the evening news, Dad would come 
outside and start bowling. Colin always 
batted first because he was the eldest. 
By the time I got to bat, it was often 
getting dark. I think that helped me to 
learn to watch the ball. 

Jill:  Did you have a b ig 
backyard?

Belinda: It was just a normal 
backyard, with a flat concrete driveway 
that ran down the side of the house, 
leading to a turning circle and double 
garage down the back. The driveway 
acted as a run-up. The bowler then 
darted around the corner and delivered 
the ball onto the concrete strip. The old 
wooden garage door took a pounding! In 
backyard tests, the garage door was the 
automatic wicketkeeper and backstop. 
When no one else was around to take 
on, I thumped tennis balls against that 
garage door for hours on end.
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Belinda: Smart girl. Food 
usually rules when it comes 
to boys!

Jill:  You must have had some great 
games of cricket in the backyard.

Belinda: I think that the backyard is 
one of the greatest places to learn about 
playing cricket. Backyard games of 
cricket teach you to compete.

Jill:  Yes, I agree. I’ve a lready made a 
century in my backyard. Jack reckons I 
didn’t. He sa id he got me out LBW when 
I was 20. I knew he hadn’t got me out … 
the ba l l was going down leg side. Jack 
agreed with me after I told him that if he 
kept saying I was out, he wasn’t going to 
get any of the cake my mum had made.
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CHAPT ER T WO
Out of the backyard




