OldFred.com by Peter Fairhurst

PART 2,  CHAPTER 4.


Old Fred without the Carnival Queen

When Liz got up on the Sunday morning the sky was overcast but, by the time Fred came down to breakfast, the sun was beginning to break through.  “Looks like another nice day, Old Thing,” he said, “just right for a game of cricket.  I’m glad we sorted out that pitch yesterday, I don’t think I could have got up early this morning.”

By eleven o’clock, a large crowd had gathered to watch the cricket match, mostly parents, grandparents and other relatives of the young players.  Alexander’s team won the toss and put the others in to bat first.  Both teams played very well, the bowling was good and wickets fell, one by one, as the team slowly added runs.  Alex did a spell of bowling and took one wicket.  By one o’clock, when they should have stopped for lunch, the visiting team had scored one hundred and thirty seven runs and there was only one wicket left; the umpires, Reverend Fontpew and Sir Henry Plumrose, decided to play on for a little longer.  It took nearly half an hour to get the last man out, by which time the score had risen to one hundred and forty two.

The crowd clapped as the players left the field and soon there were little family groups dotted about eating their picnic lunches.  Alex was quite pleased with himself and his family were very proud of him.  

It was Alex’s team’s turn to bat after lunch.  The opening batsmen scored forty-eight runs before the first one was out, things were looking good.  It was not so good a little later, the team were seventy-one for four and it was Alex’s turn to bat.  He was very nervous as he walked out to the wicket.  Alex had scored twelve runs when he mistimed a ball and it struck his pad. “Owzatt” everyone shouted, but the umpire said he was not out.  Alex was eventually bowled out for a total of seventeen runs and the score had risen to just over a hundred.
The game continued for some time, at first it looked as though the visitors would win but then the local team seemed to be doing very well and looked as though they would win.  When the last man went in to bat, Alex’s team were just seven runs behind.  The bowler walked to his starting place, rubbed the ball on his trousers and started his run-up.  The batsman was ready and took a mighty swing at the ball.  Everyone cheered as the ball rolled across the boundary; four runs scored, one more like they and they would win.

The whole place was silent, everyone was watching the bowler.  He wiped his brow, he polished the ball on his trousers again, he took up his position and began his run-up.  The batsman was feeling very confident as the ball approached, another boundary would win the game, he raised his bat and, again took an almighty swing.

“Owzatt”.

Tragedy.  The batsman missed the ball.  The ball scattered the stumps.  The visiting team had won by three runs.  Alexander and his friends were devastated.

Alex was terribly upset and said he was never going to play cricket again.  
“Don’t be silly, Alex,” his father said, “You played extremely well, you all did, we’re very proud of you.  You were so near to winning, it was just bad luck, you’ll win next time.”  Liz invited the family to tea. “We’ll show you the things we got while we were away,” she said.  

Alex cheered up considerably when he saw the photograph of the car taken in 1899, he was very interested in the details, he noticed several things and said, “The wheels are different, Granddad, they look like big pram wheels.”

Fred replied, “They do, don’t they; they must have been changed after the picture was taken, perhaps the original ones were not strong enough.”

“The lights, Granddad,” Alex continued, “there are no lights on it, oh yes there are, but they’re in the wrong place, I suppose they were moved later, and there’s no horn.  Look at the mudguards, they’re different too.”  He then said, quite seriously, “Granddad, we should have washed and polished the van today, that would have been better than playing stupid cricket.”

“Nonsense, Alex, I’ll give it a wash tomorrow, we’ll polish it next weekend.”

Liz then asked, “Did I tell you about Granddad and the carnival queen?”  Catherine laughed and said, “Father, how could you, you’re a bit old for that sort of thing.”

He replied, “Don’t be too sure about that, there’s life in the old dog yet.”  He then told them about the Summer Parade and said that he had enjoyed it and had helped to raise money for charity.  “I thought we might do the local one, the carnival, it’s next week, isn’t it?”

Robert, the children’s dad, was looking in the local paper; he said, “Not next week, it’s the one following.  Listen, Carnival Procession, Saturday.  Oh look, there’s a ‘car and driver’ class, you could dress up in old fashioned clothes, you Dad and the kids, you might win another trophy.”

“Two weeks is plenty of time to get the van ready, but what about the costumes?”

Liz thought for a moment and then said, “Catherine and I can manage that, can’t we love, we’ve got the old photograph to guide us, it shouldn’t be too difficult.”

“Let’s try to re-create the picture,” Fred said as they studied it carefully, “you girls get the clothes sorted, Alex and I will take the van body off and make it like it used to be; we can do that next weekend.”

Liz decided to look through an old family photo album to give her some ideas, “Fred!” she called out, “I knew it, look at this picture.”

“What picture, he replied?”

“In the family album, I knew it,” she continued, “I knew I had seen that house before; here it is, the house where my mother was born; it’s the same one, I knew I had seen it somewhere before.”

Fred agreed with her, “It does look the same, Old Thing,” he replied, “Isn’t that a coincidence, fancy picking that house when there were so many to choose from.”

On the morning of the carnival, everything was ready.  Catherine and Grandma had done wonders converting suits to look like they did a hundred years ago and had made a lovely dress for Abbie, they all looked just right.  After lunch they drove, from their village, the few miles to the town, booked in and took their place in the parade; they stood with the car and dozens of photographs were taken.  More pictures were taken during the procession.

At the end of the procession all the entrants lined up in the big car park by the leisure centre for the prize giving,   “ ….. The prize for the ‘best car and driver’

The Lonsdale Family.”  Fred and the children went up to the platform with the children, Abbie was rather shy but was pleased to accept the trophy and the crowd clapped and cheered.

“Two out of two, Fred, you’re getting good at this,” Liz said.  Fred replied, “we’re getting good at this, Old thing, but I know that it was the costumes that won it for us.”

