Hetairoi v Dinton

Sunday 30th May 2004

Hetairoi
221-8 dec

Dinton

222-7

Lost by 3 wickets; 5 overs left

A rearrangement due to Village Cup fixtures and Dinton’s failure to beat an otherwise beatable Kimble in a bowl-out meant that Ollie was returning to the “ground where I grew up (ahem! – ed) and played for years as a boy”.

Beautiful, rustic and charming .. and that was only Paul Valentine … who opened with Dave Wood from Bledlow Ridge CC, another team involved in the Village KO County Semi Final stage (more of that later). Fortunately Dave had been unable to find my number in a feeble effort to cry off through muscle fatigue following his 80+ the previous day. He was frogmarched to the wicket where he almost kept pace with byes until snapped up at gully for a rapid 16.

It was good to see Paul batting without having to come in late in the innings for a slog and he looked in really good nick, driving the sober of the opening bowlers over his head three times. Unfortunately he missed one that kept low – unlucky on this belter – for an entertaining 29.

Tim joined David Oliver who struggled to get out of first gear; to get out of reverse if we are honest. Watching this, and Jamie’s fluency in the nets made one reflect upon the effect of the developing skills of one’s offspring on one’s own performance.

Jamie’s insatiable need for practice has clearly drained David and his accurate bowling has weakened his father’s confidence such that he needs Ollie’s son William to bowl to him. Not that William is a poor bowler, just that he is doing a marvellous job bringing Ollie along as we shall see later. Anyway David made two but wished his score matched the number of deliveries.

Tim, after looking good was bowled for 9. The bowler later advised that he had bowled a couple that went away before deliberately cutting one back in and I really hope I don’t always look that gullible in conversation. Anyway when David departed we had lost 4 for 90 odd in rather fast time ******.

At around this time, on the boundary’ edge Jamie Oliver discovered that Dave Wood is a rugby player. “What position do you play … Prop?” Dave commented that he was not sure they were going to get along and that he was simply a scrum half who had “changed shape over the years”.

Gary followed a little while after, LBW and my suggestion to Graham Bressington playing his first game for us that we should rebuild the innings a little met an interesting response. You may glean Graham’s former profession from obscure hints in this report. The first is that on arrival he immediately lit a fag, ordered a pint and watched the racing on TV. It could therefore be darts or horseracing but don’t count on it.

Anyway his first ball was trapped quite nicely on the right foot. “Well it was my first ball and it wasn’t going to hit the wickets so I just let it hit my foot”. His second ball disappeared for four as did another just later. Graham perished for 8 soon after trying to despatch the youngish quickie out of Dinton so when Jeremy arrived I suggested that maybe we should rebuild the innings a little?

Jeremy’s idea of what this meant was a little more like mine and the score trundled up against an assortment of bowling that with one exception got progressively slower .. and slower … and slower until yours truly perished for 45 by trying to hit a ball that refused to arrive in time for the shot. I wished I had scored as many as my age. And then…

Ollie….

…arrived…

….. …… …at the wicket…

Not the Ollie of old, not the Ollie whose Sweep shot used to resemble that of a carpet cleaner. Not the Ollie about whom this author last week questioned the sanity of a match manager who had reported that Ollie had been ‘caught on the boundary’. This Ollie, back at the club of his childhood, was an Ollie with shots all around the wicket, with grace and timing and , well the Sweep.. except that it now goes like a bullet off the bat. Yes Ollie was eventually dropped on the boundary but it even went for four (might have gone for six possibly had it been John Ball fielding there as at Escrick five years ago: I mention it gratuitously just in case the NC has not brought it up lately).

Jeremy perished for a worthy 25. At the start of play he had announced that he needed 34 not out to average exactly 100 run average for the season. This mitigated against the opening spot of course as it would have been dreadfully boring: still an average of 45.5 is not bad. His departure heralded the arrival of none other than Ron Boddy which although spelled Boddy and pronounced Boddy (Boddy) by most of us is in fact spelled Boddy and pronounced Boddy (Body) which sounds completely different. Ron’s first ball was hit powerfully to deeepish mid on. Ron stared in wonderment. We stared in wonderment. Gradually a crescendo of “run Ron run” (or do-run-Ron) built to such a point that Yes! Ron ran and reached the other end just before the ball. This was, he said later, the first time he had run such a distance in three years since his ankle injury.. and he made it. His performance thus put Ollie’s 31 not out in the shade and so we declared, extras top score with 50, at which point Graham said “lend us yer keys mate, I need to pop out and get some fags”. 

David Gwynne opened up. That rare breed of Hetairoi who sends an unsolicited email volunteering to play, despite lack of practice. He had arrived as part of the Oxford triumvirate whose transport problem was threatening to prevent them playing until Tim discovered that despite complete lack of public transport from Oxford to London on a Sunday, there is a bus to Dinton every hour. Extraordinary!

Unfortunately their bowler who had opened under the influence also opened the batting under the influence and immediately set about all previous run records. Ollie bowled the second over. We needed to calm all this hitting down. It was at least twelve years since Ollie had played here and it was still a wonderful place, and what an opportunity to bowl here again, with guile and accuracy and to restrain the already rampant run rate… Ollie had plenty of time to reflect upon all this as he watched the first ball disappear over the sightscreen and into the field beyond. Much -  as he commented later – like the last ball he bowled all those years ago.

The opener carried on in this vein until he skied a catch to David Gwynne in the deep who caught it on the run with absolute confidence. At last some normality returned. Graham made a two-footed sliding tackle to intercept a fierce shot and then followed up by controlling another with his foot so that the ball popped into his hand ready for the throw. By now Dave Wood was plying his mixture of leggies, googles and quickers and baffling batsmen and umpires alike. We chipped away but a quick 50 from number four kept Dinton ahead of the rate until another fine catch by David (Gwynne not Oliver in case you thought he had changed his name) in the deep accounted for him. Dave took four of the first five ending with 4-59, and Jeremy, bowling offies with more conviction than two years ago, took one, but the huge hitting of another batsman ensured their victory although not before Ron bowled both him and the unfortunate wicket-keeper with the last two balls he bowled and is therefore on a hat trick.

So on the day we did not quite make enough runs or take enough wickets early enough but a thoroughly good fixture against decent opponents. The evening unravelled with Ron regaling us with stories of Don King and the like )no time to get on to the subject of Barry Fry) and at about 9.30pm a Dinton player was seen wearing only pads, gloves a helmet (sic) and a bat at the wicket.  Jeremy and David G made two attempts to catch a bus home to Oxford (the two events are not related). As so often for Hetairoi fixtures, a lot of people had gone to a lot of trouble to be there on the day.

For me, a call to Samuel to discover that Bledlow Ridge had put paid to Aston Rowant. Was that a slight slur I heard in his voice? By the time I rescued him from the party at the BRCC captain’s house, reports of his ‘keeping made it obvious that this Rolfe was a much more highly valued performer than his father whose place he had taken. I was left to reflect on the various stages of cricketing offspring: as enthusiastic beginner who bowls dad into confidence (William & Ollie Fryer); as  burgeoning youth who destroys dad’s confidence with unlimited energy and bowling prowess (Jamie & David Oliver).; as teenager who not only replaces you but renders you redundant (Sam & Yours Truly). Just be pleased, Ollie and David, that you still have time on your hands!

