Shipton Under Wychwood 20th September 2008

Undeterred by a change of date, 11 men and true took to the field for the final game of the season at Shipton. That it was the only game played in September is ample testament to the truly awful weather and even following a week devoid of rain and as sunny and warm a day as we have enjoyed all season, the ground was still palpably damp and nearly a marsh at the top end. Winning the toss and fielding on what was always going to be a slow pitch lined us up for a war of attrition. There was no mileage in bowling short on such a slow surface and by and large Justin Abel and Richard King obliged by bowling tightly to batsmen determined to get on the front foot and largely frustrated by a field set for the mistimed drive.

Richard King struck first and predictably a mistimed drive went to the reliable Andrews (well, nearly reliable, as he dropped a sitter at the other end later on) at mid on. When Brian Slade came on to replace Richard King he soon had a caught and bowled, mistimed drive again, and followed that up with an LBW. At 80 odd for 3 and well into their innings, the game plan was working well. There followed a lengthy 4th wicket partnership eventually broken by a run out. Sadly, just as Brian Slade was coming to the end of his spell and as Richard Andrews was preparing to bowl the next over, he pulled his hamstring chasing a ball in the deep and had to hobble off, that gave Brian an extra over and Justin a second spell. Even though pumped up by a wide called off a ball that shaved the off stump with the batsmen backing away to leg(!),all to no avail, Justin was to remain wicketless, but bowled 14 overs for a miserly 49 runs. Never easy to push the rate on, the next three wickets all fell to stumpings (well done Jonathan Madhoo) as Shipton tried to push up the rate and two more fell in what was to prove the last over, to give a declaration at 192-9 off a ball short of 46 overs.
Abel 

14-2-49-0

King
  
7-2-24-1

Slade

10-3-31-2

Franklin
13-0-74-2

Matthews
1.5-0-6-3

All told a very fair declaration, albeit a difficult pitch to chase on with any authority. After tea, John Ball and the revitalised Michael Penington started the innings and managed to put on 68 before Michael succumbed bowled as he tried to push the score along for 32, joined by Clive MacIntosh the score moved on to 105 before Clive only half committed to driving a ball over the top and was caught at mid on. By this stage Shipton had bowled a creditable 32 overs before the final 20 and with 18 overs to go and 90 odd needed the target was manageable albeit needing a step up in pace from the 3 an over scored to that point. 
Pablo Mukherjee joined John Ball and when Pablo was stumped for 9 the task was looking ominously more difficult, but credit to Shipton who kept the game open….and we had the batsmen only too happy to accept the challenge, only to fail. When John Ball finally departed for a day’s best 73 the game was up and the innings subsided along with the light and the season to 166 for 8 at the close.
No report on a Shipton would be complete without reference to Robert ‘Spritz’ Franklin, spared any batting traumas in failing light and declining to be replaced as umpire while Shipton’s own left armer gave what Spritz described as a ‘master class’….he provided us with many moments of bewilderment in the field as left/right hand batsmen and unaccustomed fielding positions in the covers and mid wicket region generally found him stranded on the wrong side of the wicket. With Richard Andrews confined to the sideline and bewilderment on the field, one or two were forced to note that it might have been more propitious for us to have been appearing in the ‘over40’s’ 20twenty event that was taking place the next day and was the reason for the game being moved from the Sunday originally scheduled….
They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning 
We will remember them.
Another season passes….another still to come!
