In a bid to get the fastest match report out for the season, your correspondent is hard at work on a Saturday night, before a combination of faulty memory and a flight to Australia makes a report impossible.

We began more-or-less on time, despite a week of heavy rain. The outfield was lush, and the pitch nearly all dry courtesy of Wadham's covers.

Unfortunately there were two damp patches at one end, one very short and one very full-pitched. These in the end had little effect on the result, which was a good, close win, with a controversy and a curiosity thrown in. 

Having won the toss, I put them in. Heresy I know, but Spritz had to leave early, and I didn't fancy defending a total without him. So we opened up with Marcus Taylor and Mike Price. Marcus is Jeremy's younger brother. Many of you will know that Jeremy has been boring us all silly about how good his "little" brother is. Marcus proceeded to bowl quickly, if a little too short on a bouncy track. Marcus is tall, gets good bounce, and ball after ball went by the outside edge, but about a foot above off stump.Mike bowled tightly down the hill, and after 12 overs, they had scored about 25. From there to lunch we had Spritz and Saranya bowling in tandem. Unfortunately we did not get a wicket, but after an hour and 50 minutes they had 77 runs off

33 overs. We had dropped one catch only, but numerous balls had beaten the bat. The biggest danger was of one or two fielders dropping dead from boredom.

After lunch, they tried to accelerate, but like a 2CV in fourth gear, it was hard work. Marcus bowled a second spell to finish with 10-4-18-0, Spritz wheeled away at one end, until finally Jeremy Taylor caught the first of three catches, this one off a leading edge. Mike Price then caught the other opener in the CONTROVERSY of the day, throwing the ball in the air while still rolling on the ground. The umpire was muttering something about not giving it, but luckily the batsmen walked, thinking that everyone had had rather anough of him scratching around. So, with about 45 overs gone, they were 2-110 (or 110-2 depending on your nationality) and had to regroup. This they did, but began to lose wickets steadily to the wiles of Spritz and others. In an attempt to finally bring about a declaration, we switched to the lobbed hand grenades of Quentin, our wicketkeeper, who proceeded to take

1-12 off four overs of wickedly spinning donkey-drops. Which led to the CURIOSITY for Brian. Have we ever had a situation where we had three wicketkeepers in one innings, and the third keeper got a stumping off the second one? This particular wicket (the captain) proved the final straw, and they finally declared in the 61st over at 3.50pm, leaving us, as it turned out, to make 194 to win in 42 overs.

We began with Spritz (who had to leave early) and Penington, both of whom were soon back in the pavillion. Clive Kirk and David Oliver saw us through to tea at 2-25 off 13 overs, leaving us a target of 6 an over after tea. The All Sorts brought on a slow bowler after tea, and David hit one six, before perishing for 26. Clive made a nice 55, punctuated by some exquisite drives, and Quentin injected some urgency into the running between wickets and a few 7-iron shots over extra cover. We were falling behind the rate, with 77 required off the last ten overs, when Marcus Taylor strode to the crease to accompany Tim Drake. Tim kept things ticking over despite the distraction of encouragement from the boundary along the lines of "run faster or you'll be lapped". This was most unfair as Marcus is half is age, and his legs are twice as long. The CHAMPAGNE MOMENT was Marcus yelling "yes" from the non-striker's end, taking four or five strides (which brought him within touching distance of Tim) and having to hurriedly retreat to avoid being run out. Did we get a run if Marcus ran 2 and Tim 0? Sadly we were not to find out as Marcus was run out for 28 including some enormous hits, but by this stage the required rate was only five an over. Michael Price saw us home with Jeremy Taylor, and we won with two balls to spare.

A most satisfactory end after a draining session in the field.

