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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
	28th June 2009

	Opponents
	Old Rultishians
	Venue
	Away

	Toss Won By
	Chessington
	Result
	Losing draw

	Man of Match
	Hoos Shaboodien
	Report Author
	Steve ‘Elvis’ Angliss


Match Report
Admit it. You clicked on the link for this week’s latest MR with bated breath, eager to read Latham’s latest ‘crazy’ interpretation of the Panthers performance. And you were disappointed, upset, angry even, that it wasn’t him producing it. Well, it’s all his fault. He’s tired after tour, he’s got writers block, he’s too big for us now; the success has gone to his head, he’s a fair-weather report writer. Whatever the reason, he’s let us all down. But the Panthers are bigger than one man’s match report. So here goes.... step up “the King” …
For me, the preparation started when I received something this week which showed just how far the Panthers had come, having gone top of the league after last week’s dramatic win, we have received recognition from the artistic world; inspired by the unique spirit which carries us through week after week. Please enjoy as much as I did.
	Black as Night 
It hides in the shadows, 
Bright golden orbs 
Watching the movements 
Of the unsuspecting before it; 
Then, suddenly, it strikes, 
And Death claims yet another victim 
As the Panther snatches its Prey.
Jeanne M Owens*


What words can follow that? I guess all I can say to Ms Owens is thank you. Thank you for the words. Thank you for summing up the Panther’s season so perfectly. And thank you for introducing Peplow and Tyson to that mysterious thing they had heard of , yet never seen: poetry.

Now onto Saturday. We welcomed back culture vulture Peplow back into the pride, replacing Sobby, whilst Richard Cook returned at the expense of the unlucky Matt Alldiss for what looked a strong side on paper against Old Rutts, a team who had already fallen as prey to the Panthers in the first game of the season. The team set off from Chessi having had to beg, steal and borrow transport... Kev Dillon had to drive Hagrids car. And YES, his feet could reach the pedals (after he moved the seat forward a foot or two!). We arrived at the ground courtesy of navigator Connor Young, who knew this ground fairly well having hit over 200 runs there already this season. Unlike his batting however, his navigating style does require some work. Phrases such as ‘I would have turned right back there’ and ‘That was the road the grounds on’ are not really what Burgey had in mind when giving the Panther cub this grown up responsibility in the lead car!

Having arrived all in tact in the end though, Chessi were greeted by what might as well have been a slab of concrete surrounded by gravel, seemingly getting flatter and rougher by the second as the sun beat down on it. Having won the toss Chessi elected to field, hoping to keep the home side below the par score on this wicket of around 700.
Latham and Elvis Angliss, in place of the Sobster, were given the first opportunity to get something from the wicket, but it became fairly obvious early on that appearances did not deceive. This wicket was flat, very flat, and it looked like it was going to be a hard slog for the bowlers. After an initial quick burst and flurry of boundaries from the openers, Latham and Angliss settled on more of a containing job, Latham bowling very full whilst Elvis looked to get the batsman rocking (gettit?) onto the back foot by putting the ball back of a length. Both stuck to their jobs well and the runs slowed, whilst we appeared to get the initial breakthrough with a ‘double-play’; what seemed a nick off Latham’s bowling was held by Hoos standing up, who also whipped the bails off as the batsman lost his balance. The umpires had other ideas however, Jeff could not be sure the batsman had hit it the ball, whilst at square leg, their umpire turned down the stumping appeal. A tough call for the Panthers to take when they desperately needed a break-through.
The 1st wicket remained elusive, despite the best efforts of the MR King and his young apprentice. Edges flew past gullies, and a difficult chance behind fell to ground, and the openers had taken the score to 73 when opener Hafeez let the sun get to him. His partner pushed the ball to KD at mid-wicket, and Hafeez set off, and didn’t stop, despite the repeated no’s from the other end. With both batsman at the strikers end, Dillon returned the ball to the bower Elvis who removed the bails (well, he returned it in the vague direction of him, a tumbling stop made sure there wasn’t an embarrassing overthrow moment, even though skin was lost from knees in the process!).
A double change in bowling meant that Dillon and Burge were given the opportunity to try and extract something from the pitch. It didn’t take too long before Burge made the next breakthrough, trapping Hafeez in front LBW for 38, after an ‘odd’ innings; best summed up by Latham’s send off of  ‘well done, really good to watch’. I think he was being sarcastic. This wicket bought in Cockett to the wicket. For the next 30 overs or so, it was the Panthers bowlers and fielders who were muttering ‘cock-it’ as he played an innings of real quality, flat track or not. Before he got into full swing however, Burge struck again, as Noonan hit a real stinger of a shot to midwicket, where Latham leapt to claim a fantastic catch. Sorry, lies again. It was easy as he miss-timed one off a leading edge. I don’t know how to describe how easy it was. All I can say is the Lord might have even got close (might!).
At 111-3 the Panthers were pleased with their work, having managed to put the brakes on the Old Rutts scoring. However, the fall of the second wicket coincided with the start of some sloppy fielding, despite the best efforts of Panthers such as Stuey ‘I don’t wanna go to rehab, nor use my hands in the field’ Hill, who must have been hit on the body more times in this inning than in his whole cricketing career. At least it showed a certain dedication to the cause! However, it would be a fair assessment to say, as a team, Chessi weren’t at their best, and as a result frequent bowling changes did little to stem the tide of runs that started to flow regularly from batsman Cockett & Hughes. After Connor Young and Hilly had short spells each, it was apparent that the Panthers were in need of some divine intervention. You don’t expect it to come from a man who’s immediate response to being told he is to bowl is ‘I thought you were joking!’ so bowler number 7 entered the fray. Bowler number 7 is the man who likes to go by the name of Peplow, Stuart Peplow. Obviously slightly intimidated by his reputation, Hughes thought the safer option of smashing Peppers’ first ball straight into the hands of Elvis Angliss on the deep square leg boundary seemed a better idea than putting it about 20 feet over his head (5 over the quiff if you need more scale) as should have happened to a rotten long hop of a ball. Caught Angliss bowled Peplow. Never before has the cliché of the batsman probably hanging from the dressing room ceiling seemed more appropriate. Unfortunately this was where the magic ended for Peplow, as his one over spell was quickly bought to an end. Tyson and Newman also had a bowl before the openers returned for a second spell, but all to no avail, as Cockett passed his hundred before launching a couple of massive strikes for 6 off Latham, and Cooper finished on a pretty rapid 53 not out. The innings closed on 312, leaving Chessi 55 overs to get the runs. Pick of the bowlers had to be Richard Cook, who did well not to concede anything from his 0 overs. All 9 other bowlers threw in some bad balls, leaving 10th man Cook to show remarkable consistency.
Tea was delayed slightly as skipper Burge voiced some choice words about the performance in the first half of the game in the confides of the ‘cosy’ dressing room. The general feeling was however, a good start under our belt with the bat and the runs were more than gettable on a blinder of a track and an outfield like ice.
With Old Ruts taking the old ball and at 6-1, this wasn’t quite the start Burgey had in mind, Peplow having received one that bounced more than expected from the slow bowler Day. All was not lost however, as in form Cook returned from boyfriend duty’s to team up with ’the Rock’ Steve Tyson. These two looked in minimal trouble, with Cook in particular playing some trademark straight drives for 4 as the score moved past the 50 mark. Disaster struck however, as Tyson was removed (I can’t remember how – I was probably distracted by Peplow - he was in one of ‘those’ moods)
before Cook was caught & bowled by Day 2 balls later, a great catch inches from the ground.

This wicket brought tourist Newman to the wicket. It was only brief stay however, as he was removed quickly. To spare his dignity, I won’t reveal how many runs he had scored. There is no place for embarrassment in a Panthers MR. 


Picture lifted from facebook!
At 52-4, Connor joined Hoos with consolidation the order of the day, and a good partnership required. The pair batted well with solid defence punctuated by some shots of true class. They had taken the score confidently to 106 before Old Rutts took the new ball and dismissed Connor who hit a well struck cut shot, just straight to gulley. Other than that, it was perfect. Text-book even. With Connor gone skipper Burge joined Hoos, and looked in positive mood, before he too was dismissed by the new ball, which was bowled by a cricketer representing the opposition. The Panthers looked in serious trouble at this point, with a lot of pressure piled on the broad shoulders of Stewart Hill as he walked out to bat. Hoos and Hill then proceeded to play dogged innings to take Chessi to the brink of a draw, important to prevent Od Rutts from claiming OUR spot at the top of the 8 week ladder. With Hill leaving anything off the stumps with a flash of elegance, and Hoos showing nothing between bat and pad, the H’s put on 65, before Hill was given out stumped to the bemusement of most, having not appeared to move his back foot at all. It was a well grafted knock of 27, which also accompanied Hoos through to cracking half century which had given Old Rutts not a sniff. One of the previous weeks hero’s Latham then joined him to take us through to the end of the game and a point for the losing draw, leaving the much underused batting skills of other hero Dillon, and also Angliss waiting for another week.

If we are honest, it was by no means a vintage Panther’s performance, but another point means 14 from 2 games in a row where it could easily have been 0, so that is a positive we can move on with. All that was left was a quick shower, or in one individuals case 3 showers courtesy of Peplow let loose with shower gel, and the bar was calling with the prospect of a Connor Young navigating the journey home.

Sooooooooo... Panthers go 1 and 2 with 3 all over on the 8 week championship ladder Next week Met Police away and we’ll see if they can update us on the whereabouts of ‘Mad-dog’ Mackay. See ya then MR fans.




*Please note that there is no evidence to suggest the above poem was actually written about the Chessi Panthers. However, nowhere did it say it wasn’t written about us. And by that logic, it must have therefore been the above writers’ response to a dramatic season so far for the Panthers.
