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Setting the Scene 
My first game in charge of the Butterflies, apart from a T20 for Mike Pyrgos’ leaving year celebrations, 
where we swept aside the school with our superior everything and flamboyance all over the place. So, my 
second game in charge of the butterflies proper. A timed game where I’d ‘picked’ the team from the 
cream of the Flies crop. It turned out that having nearly had to cancel due to a lack of players 5 days out, 
we turned up with 12. I say turned up. 12 arrived at intervals before and after the start of the game. I 
didn’t actually mean to have 12, but I rather miscounted and only realised this when giving a team sheet 
to the scorer… The 12th was Bertie Gready, who didn’t quite realise I had picked him for his esteemed 
debut for the butterflies and was still in bed after a rather hefty night out when the Tom Scott team bus 
drew up to his door. Packed into the car in his dressing gown and with Butterflies glory awaiting, Bertie 
and co. were on their way.  

 

Due to start at 11am sharp, we tossed up at around 11.10 or just after. After my minor cock ups of the day 
already, I put that behind me and won the bloody toss! We would bat; all four of us currently present. 
Though we only had kit for 3.  

 

Bryanston Butterflies Innings 
So it would be Guy Locke and Baz Street (me) to open up. I wouldn’t usually open as Captain, but with 
little choice, I had to take one for the team. Hopes were high… Happily, just as we were walking out to 
the middle at 11.22, some further members of the team arrived and we had a top 8. The rest would arrive 
in good time for everyone to hold a bat, so it was game on. The Hogs started with 9 and grew to a full 
complement within a few overs.  

 

The first over went for 18 and memories from last year’s early batting troubles were forgotten. After 10 
overs and at 72-0, Guy dominating the scoring rates and me soaking up a few more deliveries, I was 
eying up a big team score.  The Hogs bowled their overs very slowly, however, extras partly to blame, but 
we would later show that that was no excuse.  

 

As I continued to face deliveries, I scored a little quicker and moved to 50 from 56 balls. Just after this 
point, Guy was bowled, attempting to hit it very far. A fine 42 from 38 and Jamie Forster strode to the 
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crease, looking as if he would continue to biff it. He would go on to play very straight and ease the fears 
of batting wobbles that permeates a Flies line-up at the loss of a wicket. After some cocky reverse sweeps, 
I thought I had their spinner on toast, only to realise I was the one being buttered, skying one to mid off 
having ‘run’ down the wicket. However, as part of the new Baz Street recruitment policy, nepotism 
reigns, and Toby Street (brother) was the new man in. He might be described as ‘well rested’ for cricket, 
having played one game in 7 years, but nonetheless, proved up to facing the challenge of the Hogs’ 
bowling attack. Batting for 22 minutes and 22 balls, he scored 28. You could say that he bats like he 
looks, and only ran two singles in his 28. Out on the stroke of lunch, we dined the happier of the two sides 
at 172-3 from the 26 overs bowled. 

 

As always, we raced from the table to begin again. Alastair Tedford joined Jamie at the crease for what 
I believe was his Butterflies debut. If not, ‘twas his first game for us in a while. A proud and auspicious 
moment, but the nerves we all felt were quickly dispelled with a single from his first ball and some 
delicious forward defensive strokes. It seemed we would be looking to declare at some point later in the 
afternoon. A slow over rate was to be the norm for the Hogs, though.  

 

Jamie fell 20 minutes after the break for a well crafted 27 from 36, with a lusty 6 included. Alastair was 
then joined by Jack Peck. For 4 balls. Rory Turner replaced the bowled Jack, and together they put on 
a steady 30 for our 6th wicket. Probably the most classical and elegant of the Flies batting line-up, 
Alastair departed for 26, leaving us 225-5 and poised to whack it for 30-45 minutes before a glorious 
declaration at 300 plus. Not quite the reality, as wickets fell just before our biffers really got going. 
Richard Waddy, another on debut, and another not strictly a Butterfly, secured the tail of the innings 
with a sturdy 9, batting for 37 minutes with a number of partners. Rory Turner made 19 before being 
caught, all in the name of quick runs and a timely declaration. However, with wickets falling, perhaps we 
might not need to declare after all. Matthew Davies to the crease, with all the power and strength being a 
sculptor would bestow. 6 from his second ball was met with cheers from the grandstands and highland 
cattle in the adjacent field. Lovely things, they looked like they’d been shampooed. Anyway, Matt 
spanked 25 from 17 deliveries with four 4s and his one 6. Like all good biffers, he was out stumped. Tom 
Scott  next man in and again a 6 from his second ball, whacked over mid wicket. The third ball was his 
last though, caught looking for more renown. Jon Purvis was the last of the 12, we could legitimately 
send out and ran a single before Richard succumbed to the opening bowler’s return spell.  

 

So, no declaration, but all 11 wielding willow and 274 runs scored from the 47 overs or 287 balls 
received. A classical Bryanston display, with the Flies never ceding anything like control of the innings 
from the “Jazzhat” Hogs.  
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Hampshire Hogs Innings 
The Hogs began slowly through their experienced opening pair, who put on 51 from 110 deliveries. Great 
kudos to the opening bowling Jack Peck and Bertie Gready who both with decent pace and control 
sufficient to be either too wide to play or a decent ball worthy of a dot.  

Wicketless, our opening quicks were removed after solid spells of 5 overs for 8 runs (all wides bar one) 
for Jack and 6 overs for 23 for Bertie. Control retained by the Flies early on then.  

Jon Purvis was the man to replace Jack down the hill and was very unlucky to have several LBWs 
turned down early and throughout his spell. Umpire clearly didn’t like the cut of his jib. Not to worry, as 
the patient in 5 knee operations, Jamie Forster, felt like testing his body up the hill. His second over 
proved successful as he removed an opener, Mr Grant,  for 23 from 55 balls, with a piece of cricket we 
would see numerously through the rest of the innings. The edge of the bat was found and the wicket 
keeper, Rory Turner, caught the ball. Beautiful stuff.  

Jon Purvis would then get his just rewards with another nick caught by Turner behind the stumps. 65-2, 
both sides still in it, but the Hogs not really scoring very quickly, as this 65 had 30 odd off the bat in the 
21st over. 

Rory Turner was rather spectacular to the quicks, who were insistent on him showcasing his skills down 
the legside with many a full length dive to save precious runs. 

Another highlight of our fielding effort was an Alastair Tedford dive at first slip which stopped 4. 
Nicked along the turf and past Rory, who was standing up, Alastair produced a goalie style save to stop 
the ball when already past him. Note was taken and later he would be given the keeping gloves, as Rory 
had run out of dives.  

Tom Scott would replace Jon down the hill after he finished his spell for the day with figures of 6 overs, 
1-21. Scotty started with a maiden and threatened, a bit, until he wrenched his shoulder in the middle of 
his fourth over. Manfully, he finished his over, but couldn’t force another. 4 overs 0-25 for him and 
replaced by Toby Street. Jamie Forster had meanwhile bowled 7 quality overs up the hill for a spell of 
1-21, before being replaced by Baz Street (me). Streets on at both ends, we were surely poised for 
headlines in the local press of ‘Butterflies Streets Ahead’ and ‘Quality Streets’. Not so. I dropped the ball 
short 4 times an over and had gone for 23 from my first 3. As captain however, I can bowl even when 
rubbish, so I had another and removed my nemesis, who liked it on the back foot. Meanwhile, calm had 
dawned at the other end, as Toby bowled his first spell in 7 years, opening up with a maiden. In his fifth 
and final over of his spell, he caught the edge and removed the other opener, who had snuck to 41 from 
112 balls. Alastair now behind the stumps, he did the needful at the third attempt and the Flies 
were...flying..  
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Into the final 20 overs already Bertie came back up the hill and still couldn’t manage a deserved wicket. 
Finishing with overall figures of 9 overs 0-49, particularly impressive given the state in which he arrived, 
and that he had no time to visualise his contribution the previous evening like the rest of us… 

 

Bertie was replaced by the selfish skipper for the day, Baz Street, for a second dodgy spell. At least a 
further wicket came from it, but so did a number of boundaries. I finished with 2-47 from 9 unwarranted 
overs. 

 

Peck continued after Toby had finished with 1-22, and tore down the hill with real vigor and pace, but 
initially no luck. His efforts paid off eventually and in his 9th over, he got his breakthrough and opened 
up an end. Wickets then tumbled and Peck then ripped out the lower middle order to finish with 3-30 
from his 11.2 overs.  Jamie replaced me to once again truck up the hill and in his return over, bowled a 
double wicket maiden. This was attributed to Toby in the scorebook however. Hard luck James.  

Peck’s third was the last and the Flies had wrapped up a commanding victory, but with only 4 overs left. 
Cracking game of cricket.  

 

We did our kin proud and entertained in the bar for a few afterwards, discussing how brilliant we were 
and how we very much enjoyed the day. Hopefully those who played this year will be available next year 
and we will see if we can’t make it 3-1 to the Flies against the Hogs. I suspect they’ll bring more fearful 
foe for next year.  

 

Baz 

 

 

 

 


