New Forest Tour 2007
Yet another reflection by Monsieur Hiver

Question: When is a cricket tour not a cricket tour?  
A):
When not a single ball is bowled
B):
When the accommodation arrangements are ruined hours before the start

C):
When Garrard, J, does not have some tea-time relief

D):
All of the above

As we all now know, answer D is correct.  There was far more action in the immediate run-up to this year’s tour than on the tour itself, due to Rob at the Old Vicarage doing a moonlight flit and not telling anybody.  Now, upon reflection, can he really be blamed?  After back-to-back years with St M’s behaving in our inimitable fashion all over his prestigious 5-star hotel, perhaps the thought of having us there again was just too much for him (or maybe he remembered bowling one over for 15, dropping a sitter and getting a duck last year).  Whatever the reason, the tour was off.  Or rather it would have been were it not for our brave and noble Secretary, whose Dunkirk spirit was tested and not found wanting.  Within a very short space of time, she had rebooked us into a much higher-class establishment (with outdoor heated swimming pool), and filled the gap in the fixture list.  Quite astonishing.

How did the team repay this act of remarkable organisational prowess?  Well, by behaving down to our usual standards.  The tour virgins were instructed to appear as Sheikhs, and very fine they were too (got some funny looks from the purple rinse brigade) until Raptor decided to bite a chunk out of SuperTed’s nose.  The tone was then raised by having an impromptu ‘Rear of the Year’ contest in the garden, adjudicated by our charming (and somewhat bemused) Polish waitress.  The results of this will doubtless feature in our sister magazine, ‘Mad Dog’s Comic Cuts’, available from the usual outlets.  The bar was well patronised, with Electric Jim making up cocktails on the spot (brandy and pernod, anybody?) and Gunno as usual chatting himself up at the bar.
Saturday dawned bright and fair.  It was pissistantly raining on Saturday morning (as it had been for most of the previous three weeks).  Many players took to the soothing waters of the pool, where the game of Keepy-Uppy occupied them for several minutes.  The match had, by then, long been called off (as had Sunday’s).  Chris never knows when she’s beaten (steady) however, and in a flash (now come on) had organised a nine-pin bowling championship at a local hostelry.  Much fun was had by all, as was the case later in the afternoon when The Don organised a fiendish quiz event, which was set upon with characteristic character (i.e., everybody tried to cheat, then blamed Don Boni).  But hold on a cotton-picking moment – where on earth was Jonny?  Surely he couldn’t have ‘done a Power’?  Sad to tell, dear reader that that was precisely the case.  Quick change, and hey presto, we’re into fancy dress mode.  Butcher was a butcher, G-unit was a Headmaster, Nobber was a girly and Randy was a…door (don’t ask me).  Top prize went to out Polish friend, with her immortal line, “Excuse me, I’ve got cheese”.  The smoking ban came in at midnight, and Willy gave up for all of ten minutes.  Ted decided to lend some additional support by having a nicotine chewing gum, and then doing an impression of a lobster.
Sunday morning was the usual round of fee-collection via the kangaroo court, (including the demotion of Jonny to a tour virgin next year) followed by a swift return home.  Better luck with the weather in 2008.

