FINAL - SPITFIRE D&M 60+ CHAMPIONSHIP
CHESHIRE v SUSSEX

Match script by Roald Dahl

Impossible to believe that last year’s final, when Norfolk came back from the dead to beat Hampshire off the last ball, could bettered but this was duplicated and then a whole lot more besides, with Sussex snatching defeat from the jaws of victory and Cheshire going absolutely ballistic – winning the Title with a last over hat trick!

Picture this, Cheshire had totalled 219-9. Sussex entered the 45th over on 215-7, Neil Chitty smashed a four over square leg, match won, by dint of fewer wickets! The whole Sussex contingent erupt with delight. All the incumbent batsmen have to do is block out the remaining balls. But no one tells them. Understandable, as yours truly had to ring Lord Gerald to get a handle on the possible outcomes! So it came to pass on the third ball that Ted Williams removes Chitty’s stumps 219-8. And unbelievably, first ball Michael Watson smashes a long hop down square legs throat. 219-9!! Of course poor Richard Maharaj didn’t stand an earthly, it was way past bedtime for most of the players, especially those with bad eyesight. Umpire  John Stuck said Williams’ next ball was one of the best he had seen, a leg trimmer, moving at least six inches. As Ted had been comprehensively run out and had to endure - “Is duck on the menu? no sorry it’s run out” - it was a fitting end, especially as his son had flown in from the States to watch the Final.

So poor Sussex will no doubt replay the match in their minds forever and no amount of compensation will suffice. But at the end of the day, it is only sport, and having been to four sporting funerals lately, there are much worst things overall to contend with.

The match itself!

Cheshire won the toss, rather surprisingly elected to bat. Richard Maharaj bowled his usual quarter of non hittable balls and Andy Hurworth and Nick Sharp were content to play him out. Sharp started to put on the afterburners (his pipe was in the pavilion) and hit a large six to signal intent. He looked on for a final century when he cocked one up to a grateful fielder unexpectedly on 67. Ted Williams then suffered his calamity at the hands of his captain but Alan Hitchmough, looking a stone lighter (he actually was as he had been visiting the porcelain tube both sides all night due to food poisoning) played a little cameo, until he too, hit one in the air once too often. Shades of Somerset collapse 178-3 to 190-8 surfaced and when Tony Waddington departed, Cheshire somewhat disintegrated, their 219-9 being way under the 30 over estimate of 250.

Sussex, quietly confident, left their junior pinch hitter Tyrone Wildman sheltering under a blanket with other things on his mind and sent in run machine Bob Phillips and senior pinch hitter Mark Shimmons to start the ball rolling. Chris Lees was probably on at the wrong end and he deafened spectators with at least three very close lbw shouts, all negative. Phillips, however, was unnerved enough to slot one down Ian Brown’s throat at deep mid on and Chris Bidwell entered the fray. Shimmons (probably luckily) pulled a hamstring and instead of trying to clear the ropes at least once every over, batted circumspectly, indeed very sensibly. As Bidwell was playing every ball on its merits and taking singles at will, Sussex looked the favourites, no foreign gentlemen from near India would have been placing any bets against them.

But cricket is a great game, matches can change in a flicker and when Shimmons departed on 59, Cheshire perked up. But the runs kept coming, until Peter Grey, after surviving a flashpoint disagreement (a polite term) then was lbw to Alan Hitchmough for 20. One of my friends is a cage fighter and he would have been impressed at the al-fresco exchange! All over in a jiffy, kisses and cuddles, but Cheshire had another prize wicket. Bidwell was still there, however, until he clipped a half volley into Williams’ grateful hands on the mid wicket boundary for 68 and Cheshire scented blood. Sussex and John Johnson (22) however, bounced back and scored freely in the 43rd and 44th overs with 3 catches going down albeit very difficult even in normal light, to put them in the pound seats. 

Except they forgot to sit on them. An incredible match, never ever to be replicated.

Mention must be made of Cheshire Captain Andy Hurworth who made 67 and saved at least 3 certain fours with diving stops towards the end. He will be a happy bunny!

Many thanks to Letchworth, Mick Hall, Paul, Mark Bianchi, Anita, for the food, the two Umpires and the Lady Scorers.

Post script: Funny that all three players involved in the hat trick are selected for England on the 30th!

Martin Pearse

Chairman

