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BEACHCOMBER

89 YEARS OLD AND STILL
LEARNING NEW SPORTS...

HE London Olympics are only six
years away and the search for
sports at which we might have a
chance of gold has been getting
increasingly desperate. This search was
what brought me, at the weekend, to
The Lamb Inn in Hindon, Wiltshire, for the
inaugural Boisdale Boules tournament.

Hindon is a delightful village on the
borders of Wiltshire, Dorset and Somerset,
with a history dating back to the 13th
century. It was then a major market place
and centre for smuggling activities, and
boasted 14 pubs until 13 of them were burnt
down in the great fire of 1754, Only The
Lamb survived, to establish itself soon after
as a major stop-off point in the era of
coaching, keeping some 300 post horses
until the Royal Mail switched to the railway.

Coaching was evidently something Junior
and | could have done with during the
boules event, but we shall come to that in a
moment. For the game of boules is clearly
destined to play a major part in the revival
of Hindon as a centre of arts, culture, sport
and all the good things of life.

This revival was given a tremendous
boost in 2004, when the jazz-loving,
gourmet food-guzzling, cigar-puffing,
whisky-swilling Scottish chaps behind the
Boisdale organisation chanced upon The
Lamb Inn, decided it was the finest pub in
the country, and bought it. Since then,

a good deal of building work has been

done, the bar filled with one of the most
impressive collections of whisky in the land,
and haggis added to the excellent menu.
But most of all, a new boules pitch has been
laid out on the lawn across the road from
the inn. That pitch was the object of my
secret mission to Wiltshire.

The tournament was a doubles event, and
| recruited Beachcomber Junior to my team
for his expertise in Newtonian mechanics.
The object of the game is to land one's own
boules nearer to the jack (or cochonnet)
than one's opponents, so on the train to
Wiltshire we did what | thought would be
all the necessary calculations. Taking into
account the weight of the boules, the
acceleration due to gravity, the initial
velocity, angle of launch, friction, air
resistance and so on, we calculated the
optimal launch parameters.

Confidently, we set our first boule on
course to land right next to the jack. It
didn't. Instead, it hit a stone on landing and
bounced way off to the left. Putting this
down to bad luck, we tried again and a
similar thing happened, only this time the
bounce was in the opposite direction.

“Try heavy backspin,” Junior suggested,
so we did, without any better results.

“We always do badly at games of
chance,” Junior commented after we'd been
comprehensively knocked out in the first
round. Yet the more we watched the other
players, several of whom had come from
as far away as the village of Pitton, some
seven miles distant, the more we began to
feel there may be some skill in it after all.
They crouched, they aimed, they surveyed
the terrain minutely and one of them even
had a telescopic magnetic device to pick up
the boules without stooping.

The conclusion is obvious. We must
campaign vigorously for a boules event at
London 2012, to be held at Hindon. It's only
a couple of hours from Waterloo, which will
probably compare well with the main arena
at Stratford, and our main rivals for the
gold are unlikely to be there. The French,
after all, call it pétanque, so will never
have the wit to find it on the entry form.




