Hetairoi v Frensham, 11 September 2005
I thought about starting this with a quote from my barber on the Ashes (since we seem to need to know what absolutely anybody thinks about it), but no.

Such is the popularity of this fixture that with a week to go it was oversubscribed by three players with a week to go.  Fortunately, the normal order of things was restored and pullouts and injuries reduced us to an optimal 11 by the appointed day.  This was one of the strongest sides we have fielded all season and I contacted Frensham on the Wednesday before to indicate as much.  Unfortunately, selection is on Monday and the names of resulting team must be chiselled on to a stone tablet, for the team is, apparently unalterable.  The result was a rather one-sided contest.
The game was played throughout in Stygian gloom, the result of the Almighty’s intervention in a certain cricket match at the other end of Surrey.  On that subject, it was very good of John Ball to take a day off from his otherwise continuous attendance at the Oval to play for us.  
The Frensham captain and I did away with the formality of tossing a coin and we batted.  With at least four batsmen vying to open, the eventual two, assisted by living very close to Frensham, were Messrs Ball and Iley.  They proceeded briskly against a reasonable opening attack, Chris in particular looking in very good touch.  With a lot of batting to come, it was almost a relief when John was out for 37 with the century partnership just posted.  Chris followed for a fine 81, with 10 fours and 2 sixes, including some beautifully timed shots.  Tim Drake was caught at cover almost immediately afterwards for 8 and then Brian Slade was caught by the admirably named Mr Bone for 2, leaving us 154 for four.  
This brought in William Buckland to join Clive.   Brian’s meticulous scoring permits a precise reconstruction of Buckland’s innings . 1 1 . 6 6 6 1 . . 1 . 1 4 1 4 4 6 2 1 1 1 1 1 6 1 . 1 3 . . 4 6 1, i.e. 70 not out off 34 balls.  Particularly heavy punishment was meted out to Naylor, whose spell from the haha end became no laughing matter, as his final tally of 11 overs went for 112.  Buckland soon had a remarkable field which included wide long off, straight long off, straight long on, wide long on and deep midwicket.  One of the sixes cleared the large tree at straight midwicket.  Even the Frensham fielders were amused, some perhaps hoping that a shot would reach the river, a feat never previously performed.  
When advised that she might want to move her red Ferrari, parked at long off at the bank end, out of the line of fire, Claire Mackintosh declared that a couple of dents would be worn with pride – thus confirming the mettle of Hetairoi womenfolk.  
Not to be outdone by William, Clive then hit a six of his own (though, tactfully it was over the haha not at the Ferrari) and contributed 25 to the partnership of 80 with William before being stumped off the persevering Naylor.  In came Justin Abel who thumped two 4s before being bowled for 9.  Trevor Torrington, playing his first game of the season after breaking his left scapula in a roof-related accident (don’t ask) came in to join the fun, before, on the wise advice of Clive, we declared on 261 for six made in two and a half hours off exactly 40 overs – a very creditable performance, even on a small ground.
When Frensham batted, the true disparity between the sides’ strengths rapidly became apparent.  Facing an opening attack of Abel and Torrington, the Frensham batsmen, perhaps mindful of the large total they were chasing (though they had a long time in which to get them), played a succession of rash drives each of which picked out the bucket-like hands of Buckland, occupied a variety of stations all chosen by himself in the mid-off area.  Justin and Trevor bowled well but, once Frensham were about 40 for four, it was necessary to give some of the others a go.  Justin had three for 28 (two caught by Buckland, the second of which was a fine catch under a steepler right on the long off boundary and one bowled) and Trevor one for 16 (caught by Buckland).  
Chris Ward bowled his usual steady spell from the haha end and took a wicket with his final ball (bowled).  Meanwhile, at the other end, Brian at first took some stick (and that was just from the other fielders) but was rewarded in his last two overs with an LBW a caught & bowled and another Buckland catch.  Fearing lest the wickets would run out, I brought myself on with Stephen Matthews to feast on the tail.  Stephen quickly induced their number 10 to play a sort of paddle shot reminiscent of your correspondent’s suicidal effort at Shipton two years’ ago which was well caught by Justin behind the keeper and the following over the last man mishit me to, inevitably, William Buckland, giving him a remarkable five catches in an innings, as Frensham subsided to 120 all out, giving us victory by 141 runs.  It would be incomplete to omit that Buckland’s ground-fielding during all this catching was truly execrable.

In the end, despite the one-sided nature of the game, eight of us got a bat and six of us a bowl, all of whom took at least one wicket.  With a view to improving the competitiveness of this fixture, I shall be in touch with the Frensham selection committee next year before the stonemason gets his chisel out.
Robert Franklin
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