Hampshire Tour 2006
Another reflection by Monsieur Hiver

One week earlier than last year, St Mary’s once again hit the road, and, astonishing as it may sound, headed back to the same venue as last year.  I say ‘astonishing’ because, well, would you invite back a group of ne’er-do-wells who last year managed to break bones, vomit, undress and ignite themselves (actually that was just the younger members of the Garrard family)?  I suppose you have to balance against that sum of money that passed over the bar in 2005, which was equivalent of the Gross National Product of a medium-sized African country.
Anyway, Rob had us back, and what a genial host he turned out to be again.
Formalities began with a Race Night, in which everybody seemed to win a little and lose a little more.  The real entertainment began when the power drinkers hit the bar.  Talking of Power – THE Power impressed everybody with his capacity for cocktails – would be a 007-ish vodka martini?  Or perhaps a Manhattan?  A screwdriver?  Nope.  He settled on a quadruple Baileys with a gill of Pernod, finished off with Coke and (probably) Tia Maria.  And topped with a cherry.  This went down easily enough, and the party progressed.  The obligatory guitar jam ensued, with ‘Wonderwall’ being the totally unexpected contribution from the skipper.  Several players held a pre-Olympic qualifier with a sprint across the cricket field and back by fag-lighter light (mind those fox-turds!)  Eddie found a new and previously unsuspected use for toothpaste: cleaning furniture (it needs to be left overnight).  At some point, The Power retired to his chamber.  More on this later.  Dawn broke wind, and the pioneering spirit of St M’s was again in evidence.  20-20 cricket is designed to neatly fit into an evening: 3-3 cricket is designed to be played during a coffee break, with a shovel and a punctured tennis ball.  I wonder if it’ll catch on?  
Saturday – breakfast – The Power put in a guest appearance with yellow make-up.  He then once again retired.  Saturday’s match is documented elsewhere on this site.  It was marked by the longest tea interval in history, in order to watch some boring football match.  Most people found it terribly depressing, but for Jonny at least, it provided the climax of the afternoon.  Come the evening, the Grand Fancy Dress Ball was held in the Hotel marquee.  The guest list included The Flintstones, Scooby Doo and friends, Spider Man, a Red Man thingy from Star Wars, and various other people who I can’t really remember.  Oh, and Jonny came (no, please don’t go there again) as a statue.  Yet more currency was exchanged for liquid refreshment.  Derek took the scenic route to bed (via the kitchen).
Sunday gave opportunity for contemplation, contrition and the payment of fines.  The Power once again surfaced, having obtained superb value from the ‘bed’ part of his bed & breakfast.  Sadly, only about 3½ players were anywhere near match fit, and we got the spanking we deserved (steady) at Wherwell.  Fortunately this did nothing to dampen the party’s spirits, and we left for the return to reality with a song in our collective hearts, and our minds firmly set upon the Barbados tour in 2007
