Hampshire/Dorset Tour 2005

A personal reflection by Monsieur Hiver

Those of us who have recovered from our previous tour (thanks to the many recent advances in psychiatric care), viz:  3 Bonifaces, 4 Garrards, Grace, Gunson, Hobbs, Morley, Shaw, Wanostrocht and yours truly, went back on all those, “Never again’s”, and once more found ourselves on the road, with several touring virgins.  Surely it couldn’t be as bad again, could it?

Yes, it could be worse.

Day one began with a gentle drive down, and some light refreshments in Hinton Admiral’s Harvester, The Cat and Fiddle.  Buoyed by this, and a fine homemade curry, skip felt it appropriate to have a little light training in preparation for a tough weekend.  The ‘Stump game’ produced two highlights, both involving the junior Garrards.  J sustained a badly twisted ankle in his anxiety to get to the stump pitch as quickly as possible, whilst his big brother was mistaken for a bean bag by Vice, who duly broke his collarbone.  In other words, within a few hours of arriving, the playing complement had been decreased by two.  Not bad going.  The rest of the evening revolved around avoiding (or attracting) snakebites.  Simon retired early, but then had a change of heart and, like a flash, he was on display again.

Saturday dawned, and the team played a delightful match that is documented elsewhere on this site.  Come the evening, the Grand Dinner was held in the Hotel marquee, and took the theme of ‘disguises’.  The guest list included Ozzy Osbourne, Shirley Bassey (I think), Miss Sharapova, Ben Hur, Elton John Lennon, a matching pair of Rastas, a Chav, and both the Archbishop of Canterbury and Satan, who seemed to get on remarkably well.  

It would have been rude not to have a few additional refreshments after the meal, and, given that we were residents, the bar stayed open a little longer than normal hours.  Parlour games were much in evidence, including community singing, and a dramatic Biblical reinaction by Garrard Junior of the Burning Bush.  Top prizes go to Eddie and Freddie, who selflessly gave up a night’s sleep to ensure that the security of the Hotel was not compromised.

Sunday was judgement day, and Lord Justice Griffiths was at his most severe.  When Garrard Junior failed to appear, it seemed he would to be penalised most severely; he saved the day with yet another Biblical recreation, curiously enough, of The Creation.

All good things have to come to an end, however, and fortunately, the slightly dodgy things do as well.  Many thanks to the organisers for all their hard work in making this tour a reality, and we’ll keep playing the National Lottery in the hope of being able to secure the bail required to release those who didn’t travel back with the main party.

