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Chessington Cricket Club
Match Report Form
Send all completed reports to Simon@ChessingtonCricketClub.co.uk with 'Match Report' in the email subject header.
	Team
	Saturday 2nd XI
	Date
	29th August 2009

	Opponents
	Met Police
	Venue
	Home

	Toss Won By
	CCC
	Result
	VICTORY

	Man of Match
	Conor Young
	Report Author
	Steve ‘Elvis’ Angliss


Match Report
A match against the Met Police is always a scary one for the panthers. Trying to hide Peplow in the dressing room, and make him up so the oppo don’t recognise him is always a challenge, and one you are never sure you have achieved until the last police player has left the bar. Fortunately for us, Mad-dog Mackay was in the 4th XI, so we could concentrate our efforts just on Peppers, and did a sterling effort as his day passed without ending up in the back of as meat wagon.

A few famous faces returned having missed the previous weeks disappointment against Old Emanuel, Big Bash Brother Newman was joined up with little Bash Hill, having witnessed some cricket game that was going on at the Oval, Angliss was back from Greece and Dillon was back from Devon/Cornwall. Alas there was still no place for Neil ‘Northern’ Anderson. Following a pre-match warm up of giving Angliss lifts during line out practice and touch rugby, the cricket began...
With Latham and the Sobster missing, the opening bowling was entrusted with Besty, who proceeded to tie the batsman up in knots, bowling some sensational ‘Murali’ style deliveries. He finally got the reward he so desired when opening batsman (in a rich vein of form following his last match winning innings) Angliss, fell gloving one to Alldis at short leg. Whilst this was happening, DJ Scott Mills had popped out and got nearly everyone some breakfast, and a break was called in the match proceedings for everyone to tuck in.
It was at this point that the five Panthers playing realised that opening batsmen Burge and Peplow had crept out to actually start playing on the wicket with real cricket balls and real stumps. Slightly flustered by this shocking revelation and following some questioning of scorer Wisden, it soon became apparent all was not well. Burge had been dismissed by a stunning catch at slip, in the first over for 0. Alldiss was next. He must have taken the catch at short leg in the previous tennis ball game, gone out to bat, got out for 0, and come back to join in the tennis ball game whilst discussions were going on as to who’s turn it was to bat (in case you were wondering, it was Bash Brother Hill who went in, and played a fine, unbeaten knock dealing with the 'tennis ball bounce' nicely.) Anyway, like I said, he got 0 as well, bowled. THEN, Hoos went into bat supposedly, and he got to 2 before he too got out, this time caught an bowled. Now we were suddenly got on the hop, and Newman strode out to bat with Peplow and the score was at a slightly dodgy 26-3, and Chessi were right up against it. Fortunately, the two batsman at the crease are the sort of cricketers who just play their own game whatever the situation, and the runs kept flowing, especially from Peplows bat and the score raced onto 64…. 52 of which from Peppers! 
With the recovery in full swing, chat turned swiftly onto Chessi trivia. In recent years, who has scored a Saturday league ton for the club, who is not a regular 1’s player? I believe we got stuck on about 4... Cook (Richard, not Bob. Sorry mate. LOL), Tyson, Newman and someone else. Can’t remember. Suggestions of who has been missed are gratefully received.
Anyway, back on the pitch, the recovery was continuing strongly, as both Peplow and Newman looked as though they could join that illustrious list (or add to their tally in Newmans case). Peplow finally fell for a fantastic 74, caught on the boundary off the slowest bowler in the world. Despite this, it was a great knock, delivered when his team really needed it most. At the other end, inspired by the good luck card from his Bash Brother, Newman raced past his 50 and looked odds on to turn what was an excellent knock into a match winning one. However, he was soon out in bizarre circumstances, caught one handed at slip by the oldest man in the world. (No, not Wizzer, one of the Police’s veterans). Newman was out for a cracking knock of 70, and between them, Peppers and him had put Chessi into a really strong position.

As another side note, whilst this was going on, the Lord turned up sporting some really delightful, new footwear. He proudly showed them off to all, confirming they were, indeed new. They really suited him too. Nice and bright they were. Just bought them recently. Puma as well, just like what Freddie Flintoff wears. It’s not often you see trainers that look both stylish AND comfortable. Good spot Lord. Apparently they were new he said.

Right. Back to cricket. And what happened next was something to be remembered by all who were there. It was dazzling. The cricket I mean, not the Lords trainers. Conor Young, Panther Cub went to the wicket having had a ‘chat’ from the watching Keeney, not umpiring today – bad back. If Peplow and Newman had put us back in a good position, supported by Stuey Hill, Conor put us in an unbeatable one. It was like Groundhog day as the police bowlers came running in, and Conor smashed them. It didn’t matter what was bowled, Conor just dismissed it. One shot in particular springs to mind, as the bowler put in a near perfect yorker. Conor smashed it back over his head for 6. Racing past his 50, it wasn’t long before he reached 82. Once on 82, it took 6 balls to reach the magical 3 figure mark. A truly sensational piece of batting that confirmed the undoubted talent he possesses. When he was finally ‘triggered’ on 106 running at the bowler and missing a leg side one that hit his pads, the applause that rang out from his team mates and the packed Dougie Stewart stand was richly deserved, and will, surely, be the first of many Saturday league tons.
At least Keeney was his usual modest self, not taking any credit for geeing him up to go out and get the big score (!)  Not wanting to miss the boat completely, some lusty blows from Hill & Best (including one massive 6 over cow) took us past the 300 mark, finishing up on 318. An intimidating looking total, as long as we bowled anywhere near our best. Over tea, most were pondering the special innings we had just witnessed, but there was an incident worth reporting. Having got runs, Peplow was in one of ‘those’ moods. And one of ‘those’ moods combined with jam tarts spells trouble for someone. This time it was Alldiss and Scott Mills who ended up with the stains on their whites. Tip for you boys, don’t wear whites to tea, and never sit down without looking if Peplow is in the same building as you. 
Following tea, Angliss and Wisden took the new ball, to great success. Both looked threatening, and, Wisden in particular, kept things tight. The breakthrough however came courtesy of ‘Elvis’ (the quiff is slowly coming back), who bowled their opener with a rather good inswinging Yorker, so everyone said. Hoos reckoned the wicket came due to the length, Burge though it was the swing that did it. Either way, it was blooming good. This wicket was quickly followed up by another for Angliss, as the Police’s opening bat showed as much success on the pull at Chessi as Latham did in Ibiza, caught at slip by Burge from a top edge. This brought out quite a beefy gentleman who smashed a few boundaries off Angliss including one off a perfect slower ball that turned and everything. Following this slight humiliation, Angliss was replaced by Dillon down the hill, who quickly picked up 2 wickets himself. One, caught by Jack, came the ball after a dropped catch, by Newman. Batsman: just think about that. Wizzer soon finished off his spell of 10 tight overs, to be replaced by Besty, who also picked up 2 wickets, one a near double bouncer to dismiss the big hitter. What followed was then a bit of a stalemate, as the police showed no desire to chase the score, and Chessi unable to get another breakthrough. It finally came however when Hilly was brought on to bowl some half volleys. He surprised everyone however by bowling a long-hop, which the bat top edged. Nimble as ever, Hoos pounced from behind the stumps to take a great diving catch. He possibly wished he hadn’t, as 8 Panthers then bundled him whilst he was still on the ground (Wisden and Burge the sensible ones), leaving a very sore looking wicket keeper to struggle up. The very next ball, Hill bowled a trademark half volley outside off stump, which was smashed straight down Besties throat. 2 in 2, could this be the worst hat trick ever?! 
No.

With two wickets left, Hoos grabbed a stumping off Burge (20 for the season in the league- top work) and the number 11 soon edged the ball, again off Burge into Alldis’ hands at 1st slip. Then Wizzer, standing at 2nd slip (no this isn’t a joke) proceeded to simply knock the ball out of Matt’s hands, and onto the ground. We will find a fielding position for the great man one day! Some big hits from Wilson down the order took the Police up to a total of 200, before the innings was wrapped up by Burge, bowling Wilson with a quicker one straight through a pretty secure looking forward defensive.

An excellent display by the Panthers, especially fighting back from a dodgy looking start. Some great knocks by Peplow & Newman, supported by Best and Hill, whilst all the bowlers contributed: 2 wickets a piece for Angliss, Dillon, Best, Hill and Burge with Wizzer unlucky to end up wicket less. However, final word on the match has to go to Conor, a truly exceptional innings. Conor’s Mum Karen had this to say:
‘Ah Sweet, didn’t he do well!’

Yes. Yes he did.

All that remains is a good luck to the 1’s on Saturday at home to Mitcham, get there early to get seats in the Dougie Stewart stand as we push for promotion. Also congrats to Meathead from all here at MR towers.

NEW FEATURE FOR THE MATCH REPORT

A Day In The Life

We invite a Chessi legend to describe, in their own words, a typical day- this week...
The Weird & Wonderful World of Wizzer...
Woken at 4 AM. The nightmares have started again. I am on 98, I hit the ball and run, get to 99, and that’s it. I run as fast as I can, but the pitch just gets longer and longer. I keep running, and then wake up in cold sweat. Stranded on 99. Again. 

I get up and look out the window. Good job I am in the van. "Looks like rain today". Do my deliveries. Drop off a parcel at Chris Connelly’s house. He dropped a catch off me once. 1999 it was. Away at Egham. Ruining my average.

Finish work at half 9. Sandra does me a lovely fried breakfast. Should keep me going. Get to Chessington at 11. Watch as they do a warm up of rugby. I do my usual stretches. Don’t know why I bother. "It’s going to rain". Toss has been done, we are batting. I decide to score, going to start off outside, but have table ready in the Watlin for "when the rain comes". The youth play with a tennis ball right in front of me. That’s a massive field over there I think to myself. Why do they do it in front of me? They have got Scott Mills to get some breakfast for them. I am lucky Sandra did me that breakfast, saves me paying for food. Experience that is.
The rest eat their sandwiches. I am hungry. The bars shut. Why didn’t I get a sandwich? Matt Alldis is being very polite to me. Keeps calling me Dad. Strange boy.

We score lots of runs, I am not needed to bat. Eat tea, lovely as usual. Looks like rain though. Not sure if we will get a bowl. Rain holds off long enough for us to start. Burgey drops a catch off me. Duly noted for later. Angliss gets 2 wickets. Should have been mine. We need to hurry up. Not sure the rain will hold off long enough for a result to be forced. After 10 overs I am taken off. Apparently I have still got to pay ten pounds. Was just warming up as well. No wickets. Stand at mid-off and watch as everyone takes my wickets. They don’t stop batters batting, why stop bowlers bowling? Put in at slip. Burge is bowling. Matt takes a catch off him. I knock it out of his hands. No wicket. People are blaming me. Dunno why. It was Matt who dropped it. We win, just in time. That rains gonna come down any second. People get the ropes cleared away, I go to do the covers. No one else does. Can they not see the big cloud?
Cocktail night. I’ve got my best John Virgo on, and a small umbrella in my Guinness. Nice night had by all. Sandra wants to walk home. I decide to get a cab. Dont want to get wet when that rain comes down.

Back home. Bed time. Maybe tonight I can get to that 100.......
