Sunday 3 September, 1995. The last day of what at the time felt like a long, at times successful, and at other times, challenging season for the club. To put it into some form of context, the preceding 31 matches of the 1995 Season had been something of a new adventure. This was our first season as ‘Cardiff Cavaliers’, our first season of participation in the Willow League and our first season under my Captaincy. Looking back, there was doubtless much that I could have done differently. Going into that season, I had at my disposal, arguably, the services of about eight or nine players in total, who could be described as both regular players and ‘experienced’ in at least one or more of the three disciplines, with about as many, and more, who were less experienced, and still learning the ropes.
Such numbers meant that, on most occasions, half the team selected were the experienced crowd, the other half the less experienced. It meant that, as Captain, I felt I had to strike a careful balance between getting the best possible results for the Club and making our less experienced players feel valued and involved. I wonder how many of you remember my famous ‘involvement percentages’, a curious formula aimed at measuring how much involvement in terms of batting and/or bowling everyone was getting. It might seem funny now but at the time it was a big issue in keeping support and loyalty going in the club.
My attempts to square this particular ‘circle’ did, initially, have some success though.  After an opening day friendly defeat to Cardiff Casuals at the Cathedral School, we had splendid victories in our opening two league games, and a one wicket victory over Lisvane in a weekend friendly. In June and early July we continued strongly in the League and advanced to the final of the Willow League Cup. I remember, in particular, Mark Ryan’s belligerent century against Penarth Sports at Caedelyn and our dramatic one run win against Minex (now Uni Staff) at Llanrumney with John Arwyn taking three wickets in nine balls at the end to turn the match. However, that match on 6 July that year signalled an unfortunate turning point for the team.  
We began to lose one or two of our regular, stronger players to other commitments and then proceeded to go on a run of 15 successive defeats, which included six league matches, a midweek friendly, three weekend friendlies, two tour matches in Cheltenham, two Ashes games against Chartered Trust and, sadly, the Cup Final against Leisure & Amenities (now Cardiff Bay Barbarians), that season’s league champions, although in the latter of these matches, I remember a truly hostile spell of fast bowling from Sean Carter, probably the quickest-ever bowler we’ve ever had in the club. Few of us might know that Sean was a Yorkshire colt and actually made one first-class appearance, under the name of ‘A N Other’, and so surely counts as the Cavaliers’ only ever former first class cricketer.  
So whilst spirits and morale remained remarkably high, confidence was, naturally, a little low to say the least when we embarked upon our final game of the season on 3 September against Blaenrhondda CC at Treorchy.  Maybe my fellow long-standing club members can correct me here, but if memory serves me right, I’m sure I won the toss, and my mind told me in order to ‘make a game of it’ to put Blaenrhondda in to bat knowing, more likely than not, that should we be heavily defeated, as had been the case more often than not in recent games, it would at least be a longer ‘day out’ for both us and our opponents, the latter of whom would at least have had a decent bat.   
How wrong was I to be! Not only did we get early wickets, but we kept taking wickets at regular intervals and, with the help of some great outfield catches, we bowled out Blaenrhondda for 111, and we consumed tea in a buoyant mood and went in to bat with a rare, but welcome, air of confidence. Continuing my season-long approach of trying to ‘involve’ everybody, I put out a batting order consisting in the top and middle order of some of our lesser experienced players and those who hadn’t bowled in the Blaenrhondda innings.
Oh dear! Two hours and 28 nightmare overs later, normal service was resumed, we were 56-8 and staring yet another defeat to finish the season in the face. Numbers 9 and 10 were none other than myself and Brownie, with Geoff ‘Fester’ Lewis at 11.   However, we were able to see off the next couple of overs without any further loss of wickets thanks to our patient approach and in, I think, about the 33rd and 34th overs our patience was rewarded with both of us collecting a couple of boundaries.   
The next twenty minutes or so was, to put it mildly, tense but both Brownie and myself kept our heads, mixing cautious treatment of the good deliveries with selective hitting of the bad balls, and good running between the wickets. We could almost hear the boys on the boundary ‘counting down’ the runs as we inched our way towards the target of 112. At the start of the penultimate over, three runs were needed for victory.   I played four straight balls before a loose one allowed me to turn it to deep square leg for a boundary. Cue joyous scenes and quite a few celebratory beers at the local alehouse and later on that night in Roath to celebrate the end of 15 matches and eight weeks of hurt.
Only one win, I know, but it must have counted for something as I was re-elected the following season as Captain, though with a message to put myself on the line a bit more and not to worry so much about involvement. Captaincy is not an easy job as my predecessors and successors, including Jimmy, will tell you but it can be useful on your CV, and at times, quite rewarding.
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