A Short History of Beavers

Wiser men than this author have offered that history is written by the winners. And so the question rears its ugly purple head:- what are the Beavers doing entering the scanty resume of their brief time in the City and Suburban Cricket Association? Like a shout for LBW against the batting captain in the first over this question requires little consideration. The C&S is a resolutely social cricket association for gentlemen who have risen above the competitive fervour of grade or [shudder] shire cricket to a traditional comp where how the game is played transcends the mathematics of who has won or lost. 

The Beavers have long selected sides with this ethos in mind and only the recent development of onfield proficiencies threatens this long and tightly gripped rationalisation of a surfeit of defeat. Indeed, there have been times stretching over weeks, months and rarely, entire seasons, when the Beavers have reveled in winning and threatened to develop the cocksure swagger common to the Swaugh Aussies and certain superior C&S sides. 

Before 1982, foundation Beavers, Richard Glover and Andrew [Boll] Lind, were playing the occasional game for Lindfield and shared a dreaming to play more often in a team shaped to sate their desires. Thus were the Beavers formed to satisfy young men who dared to imagine the ineffable. Both still turn out for the occasional game, the lustre of their talents little tarnished by time. Their story is that the name of the club comes from the encouraging remarks of an U15B Shore rugby coach who likened his charges to eager beavers in their pursuit of loose balls. Whatever he may have meant the soubriquet stuck in the minds of his impressionable adolescent charges who spent many happy hours ruminating on beavers, the most enjoyable of beasts to tenderly chew over, until some years later they were able to pop one on their caps and go proudly out to play.

Richard Glover was the first captain of the Beavers. A spiritual medium-pacer capable of floating the new ball mysteriously and perplexing the most brutal of openers if they did not misshape the ball first or ruin the sheen by hoiking shorter offerings to near-by roads. Has returned to the Beavers from developing his subtle skills while plying his photographer’s craft in the Old Dart and is enjoying a glorious golden Indian summer to his career. In 2009 his team mates were agog with the modernist honesty of his photographic representations of broken windows near the ovals he had been hit from while bowling in England and Wales. The elegantly presented gentleman Beaver still retains all the venomous sting of his youth into his sixth decade and remains able to float the ball like a bee too. Is believed to have been a crucial formative model for Daniel Vettori. 

During the early years the Beavers adopted a system of floating captaincy dictated by availability or attendance. First there to toss the impatient and frustrated opposition skipper etc etc. Collectivist methods of leadership first stirred at this time with the captain required to cast deciding votes during the vociferous committee meetings traditionally termed the fielding innings. The Beavers have always boasted a side longer on intellectual aplomb than cricketing, and their onfield banter has been brilliant beyond their batting and bowling. Sledging has been an art form directed predominantly inwards as Beavers are encouraged to articulate appreciation - or not - of their team mates' efforts. We hope this has provided some amusement to opposition sheds and opponents have realised that any sharp words flying their way have been the incidental shrapnel of familiarly affectionate infighting.

This persistent vice flourished through the Playfair era when captaincy was based on the Brearley model of tactical sharpness far surpassing cricketing competencies. The main target being the skipper, as when Tim Playfair, quavering at mid-on beneath a steepler heard a confident quote "3 to 1 the ball" and a rush of smart money, or when brother Matthew was asked to field 40 metres deeper at first slip so he might at least save the boundary. This folly climaxed prematurely with the Bonner period and much onfield banter from this era remains the subject of protracted writs. During these years the Beavers developed a confident approach to the game that was belied by  performances on the paddock. It was a time when gifted batsmen like Dan Heyward and Toby Jay [shome mishtake surely?] were reluctant witnesses to some dreadful collapses and abject thrashings. The Beavers copped more stick than Shane Warne’s texting. The friendly medium Beaver attack was regularly pelted on flat dry decks although they would defend themselves with reference to some happy performances on helpful strips as the Beavers  proved indubitably best when wet.

Andrew Bowden, the long suffering secretary of the club through the 80s, was introduced to the joys of cricket in San Fransisco. A slow to slow-medium pacer who preferred to massage batters out rather than penetrating, the zinc smeared carrot top appealed like Dennis Lillee while bowling like Geoff Boycott. Andy’s gentle swingers will be fondly remembered by many C&S batsmen and a lesser number of Beavers. He long exercisied his keen appreciation of cricketers' form as a C&S rep. side selector. Always an able recruiter of less competent cricketers – though very few could aspire to the Lofty Ranges of his crow eating talents - this Adelaide gentleman has been an ornament, most likely a pearl necklace, to the Beavers Cricket Club.

Just as the Playfair bros hallmarked an epoch with their St Peters College air of born to misrule [antithetic to the Chappell bros PACism] the Williams brothers were the archetypal Beavers through an era when the club came to win more often than lose. These fellows took the 35 over format very seriously and addressed themselves to winning with a passionate single-mindedness. Roy has scored the most runs for the club [at a tick over thirty] and was always loathe to surrender his wicket. With captaincy and a dawning appreciation of the advantages of victory he learned to accelerate the scoring rate with unorthodox strokes of calculated crudity. Roy, a sage judge of character, delighted in testing a new Beaver's worth by running him out early, if possible for a diamond duck. And many very well-credentialed cricketers were found out and turned away by this harsh trial. Younger brother Dan, the leading Beaver wicket taker, showed the benefits of sibling rivalry and played always with an infectiously enthusiastic naivete. Before injury curbed an eagerness to emulate the endurance of a Barry Eastment [an honorary old Beaver if ever he were to accept the accolade]  the sports journalist become Time stringer bowled with a whirling vigour that thwarted many very capable batters' innings, fielded with awkward yet able recklessness and was disappointed if unable to swashbuckle home Quixotic chases sheet-anchored by his older bro.

Like Clinton separated the Bushes for Beavers John Sevior separated the two boys sired by Evan Williams [ The Australian film critic and sometime speech writer for Whitlam et al -1 game v St George - faced 1 ball for 1 run not out and fielded in sandals] . As player or captain, with bat, ball or gloves, Sevi always added an earnest competitive grit complemented by his brother-in-law Henry Gorman, providing rare pearls of innings fashioned from the shots omitted from most coaching manuals [although Hen's Cranbrook coach, one Peter Roebuck, once opined that he would have Henry to bat for his life … we cannot imagine what he was thinking at the time but some may and yes, perhaps, if Henry had flown to South Africa to be with Peter in that room to bat for his life history may have been happier].

Around this time there were attempts to change the easy beats Beaver image. The bowling squad ran a re-education course for those batsmen who believed that three an over was a valiant run rate. Young gun batsmen like Mike Beaton and Alex Broun were squeezed into the top order and often succeeded in making batting look a lot easier than it was for embarrassed partners.

A more determined approach to winning did not extend to transforming the notorious sartorial inelegance of the club, indeed some players pursued a slackness in dress that tended towards a cross between the early Packer Circus West Indian pink pyjamas and the culottes worn by the Australian Women's XI. Jack Pace was rarely uniformly pleased with the team's presentation at Yaralla  and was known to eschew the slack and sloppy Beavers and would mutter crushingly that he had never had much time for Beaver Pink.

Bestriding this Beaver period like a colossus, Duncan Peacocke was a strong and persistently probing presence with the shiny red ball and a belligerent batter who did outrageously well on the rare occasions he cajoled his way to the top of the order. Fatherhood has caused Jugcord an hiatus in his cricket maturation while he takes time out to teach his daughter to be a big girl wearing a blouse with a rouche decolletage. Parenting has bled the Beavers of much maturing talent but there is hope that a farsighted eugenics program will pay off by 2020.

The mothering of the club reached a ground breaking high point - Beavers do spend a lot of time burrowing themselves out of a hole - when Suzanne Staunton assumed the secretary's position. This introduction of female talent to the executive led the club to an identity crisis. At the 1996 annual meeting and gala awards ceremony renowned among the Eastern Suburban Glitterati as the Beaver Ball there was formal debate about changing the club name. Those outside the milieu of modern sports marketing trends could not see that naming a franchise after an animal had always been a terrific concept. Bowdlerising whispers about double entendre were shouted down by the singleminded adherents of tradition. Surprisingly, some people at the meeting had no idea that a Beaver was commonly construed in Canada and the country to the south of there to be a female pudendum. Those who were in no doubt held sway that evening and have made it the key criterion of recent recruiting.

Peter Whitehead captained the team through the gottedammerung of the Beavers as the Williams bros succumbed to human frailty, Peacocke to child-rearing, Gorman to providing a role model for Gary Sweet [another once-was Beaver remembered square cutting for 6 at Waterloo], Sevior to establishing financial security for all, Bonner to maintaining John Laws' right to say whatever pays and Ian Robert [Rocky] Chalmers to rehab at the Governor’s pleasure. The Beavers are rightly proud of those who have left this nursery of tender talent to make their ways in the wider world. And there is always room for the return of golden oldies - the scorebook must be tended so “strap them on”.

The Beavers have not restricted their cricket to the C&S. In 1997 they entered the rough and tumble arena of the Paddington Shield Competition, a 50 overs Sunday contest between sides sponsored by pubs. Some felt the grand old traditions of the Beavers were being prostituted as the club became [briefly] rebadged as the Beast Villagers or, as recorded in Monday's results, East Village [formerly known as The Tradesmens Arms] Beavers. But, in 1999, with a strong core of players from the City of Churches who would only play on Sundays for irreligious reasons, the Sunday Beavers were able to reach that apogee of cricketing achievement - triumph in a grand final - as they stole the [sponsor's name omitted] Shield from the poor in defeating the merry men representing the Robin Hood Hotel. Conditions were wet and the Beavers had no problem with insertion as the Hoods repeatedly grassed the chances offered by captain Matthew Wiener as he slammed three short of the ton in setting too large a target for the limp chase of the runners up. Opening bowler Dave Heysen kicked on from that team to represent UNSWCC  with great distinction.

More often the trend has been for Varsity cricketers to graduate down to the Beavers as there has been a steady flow from Melbourne and Sydney University Cricket Clubs.

A famous and outrageous victory was taken at Camperdown against Nondescripts when ex-MUCC player Rob Snelling combined with diminutive stalwart Peter Rand, a man who has taken more wickets for the club than he has scored runs, for a ninth [and on this occasion last] wkt partnership of 69. Thanks go to the opposition skipper who decided, with 40something required off three overs, that it was time to have his seasonal bowl and get belted for a few very big sixes. It is a rare gathering of Beavers that is not nostalgically sloppy as they reminisce upon the satisfaction gained from MUCC and SUCC in such dramatic climaxes.

Before this present millenium the Beavers abandoned the glories of pub cricket after a game with the Phantom Jamacians at Woollahra #1 when Anthony Adamson, a very well turned out Pommy Beaver, was forced by extraordinary circumstances to rip the square leg umpire's guts out.

Chastened by the brutalising experience of straying beyond the genteel realm of C&S cricket the club refocused on being a competitive force at the 35 over game. Bringing the average age of the playing squad below thirty five became crucial to achieving that.

The unassuming Ed [Schned] Nicholas is the recruiting genius behind the modern Beavers [Generation Why?]. Nephew of foundation Beaver George McDonald, truly may he be hailed the Big Beaver. This gangling ginger beast bowls with a bewildering variety of slower balls utilising line and length like no other bowler anywhere anytime, inviting batsmen to engorge themselves and hole out indulgently.

Through Schned's gentle concern for his fellow persons the Beavers realised their destiny of saving young men from oblivion through the corrective therapy of cricket. Edward Milne is a fine allround product of this program and there are great hopes for the prodigiously talented Brodie Higgs as well as several others who cannot be named without the written permission of their parole officers.

The acquisition of Daniel Cheever, an ex-Sydney University Cricket Club secretary and Rugby Union ref, has brought a wealth of sober experience and cricketing acumen to the task of captaincy. His valuable SUCC contacts among an echelon considered too young for the Vets laid the foundation for the recent successful season.

The post-modern Beaver era may be characterised by the two polar extremities of propriety, Cheeves, and Alastair Fletcher, hairline receding at a rate only matched by the expansion of his gut, habitually hungover and wearing the shorts he forgot to wash, stepping away to squareleg to allow room for his extravagant hitting and missing. When he gets the chance, vice-captain Fletch relies on his savoir-faire to lead from the rear of the Beavers. Thus are the traditional extremes of the club satisfactorily balanced.

2002/3, apart from the abject failure of the selectors to send bowlers to Dangar, was one of the most successful seasons in the Club's history [despite Angus Grigg parlaying a resemblance to APE Knott into a frequent claim to the gloves]. The generational change of the playing squad was completed as fresh young Beavers fronted up ready to get on top of even the most rampant opposition. Browneye opened with flair and abandon, the bald Beaver Michael Pelly showed what can be done with the long handle, while the whispy-bearded Beaver Nightie was an excitement machine once established at the crease. Milne bats and bowls with the vigour of a much older man while James Dorney keeps alive the Beaver tradition of extravagant pace bowling. Macintosh was always well turned out and fielded keenly at mid-on as well as also bowling.

One final piece of late breaking news - we are pleased to announce a new Patron for our club: Gretel Pinniger aka Madam Lash. This season the side will be known as the Immaculate Beavers. Who knows how the Beavers will go if Cheeves can get his troublesome groin right for 2003/4. We invite all our opponents to drinks before or after the match at our new clubhouse, The Kirk, 422 Cleveland Street, Surry Hills.  RSVP beaverskip@hotmail.com

It is my lot to be given the duty of record that is the match report :– or, as reports of the Beavers’ disporting themselves lavishly on the verdant pelts that are the green, green fields of Sydney in summer must henceforth be known :- BEAVER MONOLOGUES -:

Five veterans of St George, two hobbits and a couple of boys -: their skipper’s sons :- ventured far North to Goddard Park for a keenly awaited tussle with the Beavers, temporarily depleted of Cox :-pulled out due to unfitness for the task!

Their skipper -: an experienced tosser who had dressed as a clown to get his kids along, no doubt :- won the toss and inserted the Dragons. The Beavers took the field. In an appropriately manly manner I am sure but uncorroborated by this scribe -: struggling with his surgical shoeing with all the procrastinatory progress of the great Cox :- who eventually stumbled onto the field in the wrong shirt [The one with -:’an error occurred while processing this page’:- written on it] to find an interesting deck.

I do not have the scorebook in front of me. My memories of the match are better repressed. Some shards of the debacle may be best despatched from the files of the mind to the page.

Only Hashib and Milno could be content with their bowling spells. 

The fielding was freakishly brilliant when not shabby. 

Said President dropped their captain before he had scored a lot not out at the end of the day despite -: or, perhaps, because of :- the fact that he had rolled into his southern hacienda at 4.30 that morning after serving as designated driver from some massive suburban b-b-q style piss-up.

The hobbits hoiked some leather around.

The Beavers found themselves beset by lengthy periods for reflection while waiting wanly for their cherry to be returned, bashed and battered, from too many odd parts of Concord.

Still a chase of 5 an over was not going to be more than a whack in the park for the ebullient Beavers. Not with the incredible Zorro bros opening up with shots that are being developed for 10TEN -: IT IS THE FUTURE! YOU WILL BE TOLD MORE WHEN THE TIME IS RIGHT :- but were let down by poor pitch preparation and the inability of the elderly opening bowlers to reach the desired areas. 

Then a horrible thing happened to Dominic Smith involving a strained hamstring and heartstrings broken by a runner called Dolan [sp?] who could not run in his glass slippers. I cannot be more specific. Dom’s doctor asked me not to allude to it in any way that could bring back the trauma.

Milno spluttered some lusty shots about until the slender young leggy tempted the plump, bearded Beaver to a tickle way outside off -: and the same kid got me [yeah, I jerked the best pull of my life straight into the buckets standing deep at midwicket] and yes, I do have form for this, ok, I teach at Knox :- and lots of people played shots they regret and Hashib batted as well as he had bowled. What is he if not a small, but perfectly formed little brown Beaver? Oh, Winona.

We lost by a lot. 

We must play better. 

Naughty Beavers better butter up better for the batters and bowlers of Colleagues :– an energetic bunch of Eastern Suburban boofery and punch-drunkery.

Red hot Beavers, burn, babies, burn on the artificial green of Woollahra.

And never may we forget the War of Woollahra….
