SON CRICKET CLUB – “THE PROBABLY TOO MUCH TOUR” –

 Tuesday 27th August – Sunday September 1st 2002
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Just some of the party who set off to terrorise the Brits!
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OTHER PLAYERS (I couldn’t inflict any more photos on poor readers!)

Simon Brunnen is a batsman of Graham Gooch class. His cover drives are often a joy to behold in that short period of time between the start of his innings and his latest groin strain.





Lee Hill is the antithesis of the classic debonair English cricketer. Sporting the longest ponytail, smelliest feet and most colourful clothing around, he has proved himself to be a valued opening bowler and batsman (especially before the effects of the mushrooms have worn off.)

Fred Buys can be compared to many converts from baseball to cricket. Still the concept of a “straight” bat is something alien, but shows unparalleled enthusiasm in the field.

Terry Hill, father of Lee, joined the tour as a special recruit to prove that even people at 50 plus can bowl faster than Norman.

Mel Hill  (no relationship to the previously mentioned Hills) was brought into the tour to solidify the opening batting, both before and after the post-match curry.

Last, but not least, the new, but aging, Shane Warne of Son - Peter Browning. Not quite as round as his look-a-like, but can be equally as devastating. One for the opposition to be afraid of, especially when he gets angry! 

So the party was assembled and ready to face the longest and hardest tour ever planned! Three games in three days and only one member of the party was under forty years old! Was this tour to live up to its billing of the “Probably too much tour?”

Please read on to find out what happened! 

Tuesday 27th August - Departure

This year we were to have a break with tradition. Normally we would gather at Robert Schellekens in the Merwedelaan, Son, thus ensuring we would all leave later than planned and with half of the tour party in an alcoholic haze. But not this time. We had sent out an advance party some days early to reconnoiter the countryside surrounding Chatteris and Little Common i.e. Messrs Hall and Browning. What they were checking out exactly was a mystery to most of us apart from Hall admitting to spending many hours in the pubs and clubs of Chatteris trying to find some ringers to replace the inevitable injured players and of course make sure the beer was not too warm wherever we were about to travel. Quite why he needed to drink five pints in each pub to work this out is best left to Robert to explain,  

With Hall and Browning already in the UK and Mel and Terry Hill joining the rest of the party later in Chatteris, the remaining souls divided themselves further into two groups – the “earlies” (Neil, Simon, Lee, Fred and Henk) and the “lates” (Robert S. Hein-Jan and Francois.) 

Having collected the kit from HTC the “earlies”, having guided Henk through the new diversions in Son, and revisited Fred’s house to collect the inevitable forgotten article (namely one mobile phone) were en route and on time. It should be added at this point that Neil will probably NOT be getting a Christmas Card from Simon’s wife! Pleas to delay Simon’s departure while she went shopping were met with a stern “No!” Such interference cannot be tolerated if such Tours are to function well!

As for the “lates”, you might well ask whether it was sensible to let the three musketeers find their own way to Little Common in the dark – silly question….read on….. 

Some time later the Earlies are speeding through the Belgian countryside heading towards France. Apart from an altercation with a Belgian who thought that dancing across various lanes of the motorway in his car while talking on his mobile and filing his expense reports was acceptable behaviour, good progress was made and there were no signs of either traffic jams, nor any kind of strike in France, which had been witnessed on previous tours. 

Next stop the Shuttle. We failed in our attempts to find an Afghani wicketkeeper at Sangatte (yes, we were going on tour without one!) and collected food for the journey through the tunnel. Henk followed sometime later, still confused as to why he still had to pay for  Duty-Free alcohol. The Dutch still have this tendency to get excited when they see the word “gratis” or “free” – something that afflicts not just the female, but also seemingly the male of the species! 

Once on the Shuttle, we recognized we were missing something! No Robert Schellekens sitting next to us puffing on an illegal cigarette! 

Anyway, the Shuttle departs and in no time we are in England speeding up the M20 and onwards to Hastings, listening intently to the stories told by the 12th Man (Australian Cricket humour and Kevin Wilson, Australian Toilet humour – all in honour of Dean of course!)

In spite of getting stuck behind several tractors, we were closing in on Hastings by 6 pm and our rendezvous with Hall and Browning. Just as we were wondering what might have happened to the three cloggies following behind us, the phone rang. “Hey Schellekens! Where are you – we’re just one mile from Hastings!” “No problem, we’re just one mile out of Son! Can you buy us some cold beers for when we arrive?” Were we surprised? Were we ****. Given the bar would close at 11 p.m and they were hardly likely to arrive before midnight, we went on our way….

The news of the Lates arriving even later than we thought brought a deep grimace from Mr. Browning. He had already suffered the wrath of Bexhill’s most charming B+B landlady when he told her we would be touring with 5 less people than planned. “They’d better not arrive late like last year,” came the cry! How would he explain this one? Easy, pass the buck back to the people who were still in France, get them to call Mrs. Sands themselves and make their apologies. Safe of course in the knowledge that the chances of Broens and Schellekens making any such call were minimal to say the least! Would this be the last time we would ever be able to find accommodation in this part of England?

We had assembled at Wakeford House where some had stayed the previous year. You would have thought that finding the location would have been easy, but of course not! Resorting to stopping some passers-by for the directions to Wakeford House, the conversation went as  follows: (lost Anglo-Dutchman) “do you come from around here?” (Bewildered local) “Sort of!” Not sure what frightened them most into giving such a strange response, but they nevertheless showed us, amazingly enough, the correct way and off we went, wondering if we were “sort of”, of “real” cricketers?

Back at Wakeford House we discovered that we were sharing the B+B with a German family. Cries of “don’t mention the war!” were followed by “they’ve blocked the bloody drive!” Next big mistake was getting Chris our one-eyed host to help Neil reverse out of the drive. He thought that as Neil was English he had better give instructions to the person sat at the front right of the car! Later he even thought Peter had been driving and not Neil! Had Peter really put on so much weight? We put it down to Chris having been too long in the garden shed knocking back the homemade plum wine! If you heard his jokes about the pig with the wooden leg and the two Irish women getting in a fight about an argument over piss and shit you would have thought that he had been drinking something much stronger!

We could take it no more and headed for Hooe. Assembled in the Red Lion, the beer was duly ordered to the usual chorus of “it’s warm!” by the few Dutch present. Fred was so disgusted he immediately switched to drinking cider (apparently the English lager more resembled a yellow liquid found pouring out in gallons per second from the underside of a horse, than anything that had to do with a good Dutch beer!) We were about to hit the first potential scandal of the Tour! Simon, allegedly, had fallen in love with Barbara Gillingham, the landlady at Manor Barn! And he would be getting breakfast in bed! (in his dreams!…..let’s hope Melanie does not read this!)

At this stage a major news item rocked the camp! Norman would not be coming on tour! Black armbands were promptly ordered as we tried to work out who would be his replacement as the butt of as many jokes as we could develop? Who would be the new “sour cream” of the Tour?

Unfortunately Norman was not the only late cancellation! (No names, but you know who you are! Read on and find out what you missed! Just make sure you make the next tour!)

Having seen Man Utd slaughter their Hungarian opponents 5-0, and heard that Feyenoord had won 2-0 in Turkey to qualify for the Champion’s League (Fred was getting emotionally uncontrollable at this stage) music started to play. Disconcertingly enough, both Robert Hall and Simon recognized the name of Ted Heath the bandleader, not the politician. Were they even older than we had guessed? We were getting even more worried about Simon when he told us that he would not only be leaving the Tour early, but he would be wearing a dress at his brother’s stag night! (or did he say a kilt?)

The cod and chips supper was doing its best to slow down excessive drinking, especially for the cloggies who were claiming bitterly that the peas on the plate had about as much flavour as small balls of cardboard! This coming from a Dutchman who believes boerenkool (kale to us Brits) to be the height of food enjoyment, was harder to swallow than the aforementioned peas. Such complaints were of course nothing compared to the grimaces when they tried to eat their French fries with vinegar. Later a theory would evolve about vinegar and English girls breasts – more of that later! 

The time had moved onto 10 o’clock and another call from Schellekens and co. “We’re in England. Just got out of the Chunnel!” Chunnel? Had he dismantled his gas tank just before departing? Or had the Chunnel been fooled again by our intrepid traveler? Demands of “keep the bar open until we get there” (they were at this time at least an hour and more away sent the party into frantic negotiations with the landlady. Would she serve them when they arrived? To make the wait more interesting we held a sweepstake on their arrival time. Had they phoned the landlady in the mean time? Read on….

Beer was clearly taking its toll on Peter as he described the area around Battle as being like a hill, which he demonstrated using his hands to denote the shape of a bowl much to everybody’s confusion! Lee now thought that Robert Hall was making noises like a Pokeman! Had he been eating mushrooms instead of peas? Simon had even switched from drinking beer to drinking cola and Peter was trying to persuade an 81 year-old inmate of the pub to keep wicket for us the next day! Things were going downhill fast! On a historical note, we were able to confirm that the original Red Lion was built in 1459 and that the first known landlord took over the pub in 1609. His name was Norman Leighton and he moved later to Germany to take up a position as a technical translator! Yes, he’s even older than he looks! Further educational insight was given by Lee! Did anybody know that Walsall has the highest teenage pregnancy rate in the UK!? And Lee hasn’t even lived there for two years!

Time had moved on and finally they had arrived at precisely 11:29, much to Neil’s amusement as he pocketed the seven pounds sweepstake money! They were even served a very late beer and had the cheek to complain it was too warm! Anyway, complete, we were off to our various B+B’s…..Robert, Hein-Jan and Francois were off to face the wrath of Mrs. Sands, Simon was hoping for more from Mrs. Gillingham, and the rest were off to change their underwear after Henk had driven them home in Neil’s Espace! He seemed to have mistaken the Espace  for a go-kart which was as wide as the country lanes we were driving along at break-neck speed!

Wednesday 28th August – The Match against Little Common
The inmates at Wakeford House were awoken by the bright sunshine and the crowing of the chickens, which had been terrorized by Francois the year before. Had Francois’ actions had a lasting effect? Apparently so! Chris the Landlord was now the proud owner of a loving couple made up of a chicken and a duck! As usual the breakfast was its magnificent five course self! 

Neil of course won the race to be first to get to the bacon and eggs, but was out-gunned by Hall who munched his way through two sausages and two eggs to Neil’s score of just one egg! We wondered if Barbara was surviving Simon’s attentions!

The start of a week of over eating and over “other activities” had truly begun! Robert Hall was definitely a worried man! Had nobody realized the folly of having our four front-line bowlers in the same B+B? What if a terrorist attack wiped out Wakeford House and destroyed Son’s attack? (maybe he had found some of Lee’s mushrooms!)

Having extracted Lee away from Colin the two year old son of our German co-habitants, we set off to Battle where the team would meet for early morning exercise – a newspaper and a cup of tea or coffee near the Abbey. More revelations followed, as Francois pleaded guilty to misbehaviour with the chickens at Wakeford House the previous year! Next stop was the local sandwich shop before heading for Little Common and the real battle of the day.

The Match

On a lovely day Peter Browning led his men into battle. Only problem was that with all the defections from the tour and Peter’s inability to persuade 81 year-olds to join us behind the wicket, we would be taking the field with just ten men and the prospect of Robert Hall and Lee keeping wicket for the first time ever!

Son Innings

We of course had the usual event of losing the toss and Little Common elected to bat. Looking at their line up, we were confident of seeing them hitting a very high score. This would not be helped by the infamous Little Common slope and an outfield, which was both very dry and cut short. Neil and Lee opened the bowling, keeping things tight and even Lee bowling an over with no wides! Amazingly enough Son were to take the upper hand! After 12 overs Little Common were 52 for 3 with two wickets for Neil and one for Peter. I could leave the report of Peter’s wicket as being simply bowled Browning, caught Schellekens….yes, Schellekens! And not just any catch, but one of the slickest slip catches ever witnessed in a Son cricket match! A test player would have been pleased to have taken such a gem of a catch! Yes, Robert had taken his second catch in twenty years of playing for Son, the crowd were going delirious, the batsman could not believe it and Robert himself came close to fainting! No doubt the Champagne Moment had already been witnessed!

More drama was to follow as Little Common collapsed to 83 for seven from 21 overs, Browning taking a second wicket and Neil, knackered after bowling 11 straight overs, five wickets all bowled for 34 runs! Unfortunately Son could not maintain the pressure and Swarbrick (48) and Ansley (43) lead the great escape with Little Common amassing 175 all out after just 34 overs. Other bowling figures – Browning 3 for 54 from 10, Lee 0 for 29 from 5 (although bowling well and coming close to taking a wicket), Hall 1 for 37 from 5.1 overs and Hein-Jan 1 for 9 from 2 overs. It could have been better but the 175 on the fast outfield would probably have been worth closer to 100 on the lush playing fields of Son! A good effort by the gang of ten and a special mention to the virgin wicketkeepers who did a fine job.

Other memorable moments from the Little Common innings?

· Fred earning a first of repeated fines for wearing a red Feyenoord hat on the pitch! He still has not come to terms with cricket etiquette. Even Lee in his worst excesses never sank as low as that! 

· Peter Browning’s triple summersault as he chased a ball forlornly down the slope!

· Hall also taking a superb one-handed catch which was only pipped by Schellekens’ masterpiece!

· And the usual excellent tea provided by Little Common!

Son Innings

Following a series of promising starts during the latter part of the season, Lee opened with Henk “Sir Geoffrey” Botter. Lee hit two good fours before being caught for eight, an event that brought the Ginger Fox to the wicket – Robert Hall. After 24 overs Son had reached 84 with Hall hitting an imperious, jug-avoiding 49 before being bowled. Three batsmen had fallen in the forties on the day…was this a conspiracy not to buy jugs? Judging by the beer that was served in the adjoining football club bar later, this was perhaps not such a bad idea! Henk had “raced on” in the mean time and had no less than four boundaries to his name through the slips and down the hill. At the request of the other players of Little Common, I must point out that Stuart, Jeff and Chalky of the wounded knee had a nightmare in the slips! 

Fred failed to trouble the scorers; Hein-Jan made two and in no time Son were 88 for 4 from 27 overs. We had succumbed to another of our famous batting collapses, which had been all too frequent throughout the summer. Henk was the next to fall at 101 for 24 made in 30 overs, but nonetheless invaluable. Neil and Peter then began a rear-guard action, which saw the score race to 145, and the Little Common captain revert to his opening bowlers who had clearly been given bodyline orders! With Neil then perishing for 30 including 6 fours and Peter for 19 including three cracking boundaries with the score on 154 all hope was lost. Simon, nursing another of his famous groin strains (3 not out) and Francois (2 not out) saw the innings to a close on 158 for seven. All in all a creditable performance.

Son lose by 17 runs

Other memorable moments from the Son Innings?

Not a lot!

Man of match

Joint winners….Neil for his five wickets and 30 runs, and  Robert Hall for his superb 49

Champagne Moment

The one and only Schellekens and “that” catch!

Post match

After the game it was off to the football club for post match sandwiches and a look in horror at the lager being poured from the barrel. So many bits were floating around that some wags asked if there were any forks available to eat the beer! The brave men of Son sensibly ordered bottles of Holsten Pils and cans of John Smith’s Yorkshire bitter! Jokes about English beer this time were well justified – the legend lives on!

The two teams decided it was better to beat a hasty retreat to the nearby Wheatsheaf and sample some less chunky local brews. As the beer flowed, talk of Little Common touring Son next year filled the air. Had this something to do with stories of mushrooms, bars that stay open most of the night and coffee shops, which sell more than just coffee? We will see next year! 

As the session came to a close, we dutifully acknowledged Peter Browning’s skills as a Captain (it’s not easy to hide so many injured and knackered players on a cricket field!), but not however as a footballer when trying to field with his right foot! Finally, we also felt some sympathy. Not for what might have been, but for the attack he suffered from behind in the toilet when being manhandled by Francois while having a pee! (Yes, Francois had discovered the delights of English brewed lager again!)    

We dutifully left the pub at closing time, determined not to be too late to bed. An early start was facing us the next morning, as we had to set off for the long journey to Doddington and a half past one start. Would we start on time? Would we even leave on time? Read on…

Thursday 29th August

DAY THREE – ARRIVAL IN CHATTERIS AND GAME AGAINST DODDINGTON

Animal Farm awakes at Wakeford House and it’s time to head towards the second rendition of what the Cloggies always long for….the Full English Breakfast! With a more than full stomach we assemble in front of the house – ON TIME! – say goodbye to Chris and Heather (carefully avoiding his jokes) and set off for Cambridgeshire. The question still remained – would the Schellekens-mobile arrive on time in Chatteris.  Of course it did! We checked in the 16TH Century Cross Keys (yes, just older than Norman) where Robert Hall had negotiated us a great deal and waved at the famous Bramley House of previous tours as we made our way to Doddington.

Lee had been made Captain for the day, an honour he was clearly enjoying. What was rather sad was the sliming from Robert Hall at breakfast that morning – what was he trying to achieve from Lee? Extra mushrooms before the match? One of Lee’s problems was that Simon had left the tour to visit his brother’s stag night in Scotland, so we were down to the nine good men and true of Son. Fortunately all of the drinking in the bars of Doddington and Chatteris the week before by Robert Hall had paid off! We were to be at full strength with the help of Ed Thornton, the chairman of Doddington and Les Saberton one of their wicketkeepers – we were saved! Or were we?

The arrival of the Schellekens-mobile was also remarkable for the realization that Robert is going through a mid-life crisis! You’ve guessed it; he was listening to a Kylie Mynogue CD! Lee was also getting more and more serious in his new role as he suggested we should go for a pre-match jog! The torrent of abuse at this suggestion was truly deafening! Which was bad news for Francois who was nursing a painful hangover!  

Match vs. Doddington

Following tradition, Lee of course lost the toss. Even this was not without out incident as the Walsall boy, showing his basic instincts tried to steal the opposing captain’s coin! Doddington would bat….

And then consternation in the changing room! Peter pulls on his trousers to find that they had grown nine inches over night! It was the first thing he had ever known grow nine inches anywhere near his lilywhite legs! 

Doddington Innings

Son took the field on an outfield, which was distinctly rough and bumpy. This was to come in useful later when looking for excuses to explain away fielding errors!

Ed and Hein-Jan opened, Hein-Jan bowling seven whisky affected overs for a respectable 23 and the first wicket of the day. Two Doddington youngsters then took the total from 16 to 123 in no time and both made 50’s before retiring. Browning bowled well in recording 0 for 43 from 10 and was unlucky not to take a wicket. The same can be said for Lee with 0 for 22 from 5 and Ed with 0 for 24 from 7. Hall (2 for 24 from 8, and Bird 2 for 6 from 3) then took regular wickets to hold Doddington to 144 for 6 in their 40 overs. Special mention should be made for Lee and his enthusiastic captaincy…a great effort!

Highlights?

· A fly pass by a Hercules transport plane, which tipped its wings as it, flew over the pitch! (Not appreciated by those still harbouring hangovers!)

· Ed distributing the menu for the Indian take-away before the match starts!

· The game starting with no square-leg umpire and the sole umpire talking on his mobile phone!

· Neil avoiding another jug by taking two wickets in two balls and failing with the third delivery.

· Lee bowling 5 overs without a single wide!

· The tea provided by Doddington – a masterpiece! Well-done ladies!

Son Innings

Henk and Francois opened the Innings with Robert Hall at three. After 8 overs we were 10 for 2 with Henk in the dressing room for a Duck and Francois for 2 – the other eight runs were wides. Robert was joined by Les and raced to 15 before being bowled. Lee joined Les for a useful 17 before being bowled as well. Les was going well before falling for 42. Runs were added at a regular rate with Ed on 15 not out at the end, Robert S. opening his tour account with a single, Fred scoring his first runs on English soil, Hein-Jan 4 from one shot, Peter Browning on 9 not out at the finish, and Neil pleasing his colleagues by getting caught for the second Duck of the Innings! It had been a valiant attempt, but Son had finished just 5 runs short of their target!

Champagne moment

Fred’s first ever runs on English soil….his pleasure was obvious, especially as he had outscored Neil! Also, Lee’s fielding and Francois doubling his aggregate score for the season to 4!

Man of the Match

Les for his fighting 42 runs even if he did miss several stumpings!

Post Match

As tradition dictates, we were off to the George in Doddington for beers and curry!

Many tired bodies (it had been a long day) were strewn across the lounge bar taking in the Cambridge Ale, Old Smoothie Bitter and various other refreshments.  Neil finally paid for his jug worth of beer from the previous day and then the reinforcements arrived. Lee had collected his father Terry and friend Mel…with two players from Chatteris promised the next day, we would probably be fielding 11 players! 

The final duty of the day was to order and devour the curry take-away, which we duly did and enjoyed immensely. Following this, the amount of yawning going on was getting unbearable! We had done well to keep going past closing time and only Hein-Jan was game to go on partying! Jack Daniels has a truly regenerative effect on him! Knackered, we made our way back to Chatteris for a well-needed sleep.  

Friday 30th August

THE DAY AFTER THE NIGHT BEFORE – THE PILGRIMAGE AND THE MATCH AGAINST CHATTERIS

Every Tour has its pilgrimages and traditions, and this is no exception. Having herded the stragglers into the awaiting cars, we headed off to Huntingdon, the home of the World famous County Cricket bat factory and promises of great deals for the lads. And we were not disappointed!  We also had a very informative tour of the production process! Having spent a small fortune (please do not show this report to your wives/girlfriends/mistresses!), the smiling entourage left the factory shop loaded down with new equipment, both personal and for the Club, wondering how pleasant it will be spending six hours during the dark winter evenings knocking in the new bats! Francois, Robert S. and Fred were notable purchasers of bats – would they celebrate by making runs as well? 

Robert Hall tried to demonstrate his negotiating skills as he politely requested the manager if County would sponsor Son Cricket Club? The answer was short and to the point! “When you’ve found a good one, come back and buy some more equipment!”

Pilgrimage complete, we head for Chatteris and as always we arrive late. Not serious as most of the opposition were still arriving as well!

The Match vs. Chatteris

Chatteris Innings

Robert Hall was our third captain of the Tour and of course lost the toss and Chatteris elected to bat.

What followed was then pretty much similar to events at Little Common. Son gets Chatteris down to 84 for 5 after 25 overs (Terry 3 for 25 from 10 and Neil 2 for 20 from 8, plus Lee bowling well with no return for 0 for 22 from 6.) Cable (61) and Sole (27) then rescued the innings with some powerful hitting taken on the nose by Hein-Jan Daniels (0 for 19 from 3) and Robert (2 for 46 from 7.) Andy Wool was our final bowler, taking 1 for 24 from 6.

One particularly upsetting note was Fred’s continuing to wear that ugly Feyenoord hat!

Chatteris 165 for 9 from 40 overs

Highlights?

Not too many apart from one which I will come back to later!

SON INNINGS

Mel and Lee Hill were sent in to face the Lions of Chatteris and were not to disappoint. Lee hitting 16 before being run out. This brought Robert Hall to the wicket and a stand which took the score from 51 for 1 to 111 for 2, Mel retiring at this stage for 55 either knackered or over-confident! Again Son managed to contrive yet another batting collapse, sinking from 111 for 1 to 158 for 6 (Wes on loan from Chatteris bowled by his son for 10, Andy Wool also of Chatteris being bowled for eight and Fred for 4 with his new bat! Just prior to Fred’s wicket, Neil had fallen, almost literally, to the same hamstring injury as had happened earlier in the season. A runner was called, but barely able to move, Neil was in turn bowled for 12 with the score on 158 leaving Francois and Robert at the crease brandishing their new bats! In a final chase to pass 165, Francois made 1 not out and Robert 4 not out…..our brave attempt had fallen just two runs short of the target!

Some other highlights? 

Lee going out to umpire holding a bottle of Holsten Pils and Robert Hall deliberately (I don’t think!) avoiding a jug on 49 for the second time in three days!

Champagne Moment

Holmes the Chatteris first team opener launches himself at a ball from Terry, the ball is in the air and heading for the extra-cover boundary until Andy Wool gets a hand to the ball, knocks it in the air and catches it on the way down. His erstwhile colleagues at Chatteris cannot believe their eyes! 

Men of the Match

Terry for his three wickets and Mel for a splendid 55 with his newly bought County bat. Special mention also of course to the Fox for his captaincy and another splendid 49 runs, and guest  scorer borrowed from Doddington, Andrea Saberton – a native of Memphis Tennessee!

Post Match

We were delighted to be drinking Boddington’s - one of the better things to come out of Manchester – this was confirmed by the special pint glasses, which still proudly proclaim Boddington’s to be “The Cream of Manchester”.  Unfortunately our own SOUR cream of Manchester was not present to join in the festivities.

Having devoured a few rounds of drinks, we invited our hosts to join us back in the Cross Keys for more post match entertainment. Robert S. immediately set the scene for what was to come! “If the only beer they have is the usual horse piss, you are going to suffer from my behaviour tonight and I will suffer with my head in the morning!” Beware the Chatteris Vodka Lake! It must be said that there is a very scientific reason why Robert often chooses to switch from beer to vodka and orange juice. Simple really – the juice is the health ingredient (vitamin C etc) and Vodka does not have any calories like beer! A pure health drink!

As you might have worked out by now, things went rapidly downhill. Schellekens unfortunately mistaking a sink for a urinal as he was talking with Hein-Jan in the toilet, being just one of the misdemeanours committed. Robert Schellekens with some courageous help from Fred did indeed manage to empty the Chatteris Vodka Lake! Hein-Jan with help from Neil emptied a bottle of Jack Daniels for the second time, but worse was to follow! Lee started drinking Baileys! Time to cut that ponytail off, I think!

Finally, Robert Hall proved he cannot handle his beer. Can you imagine? After three days of physical and mental torture on the playing fields of England, he seriously asks if we are interested in playing Chatteris again the next day! He was nearly lynched!

Allegedly, the bar shut on us at 2 a.m……few witnesses were capable of confirming this! 

Saturday 31st August

THE REST DAY AND THE ANNUAL CULTURAL VISIT (TO CAMBRIDGE THIS TIME)

As the Sun rose yet again on the Tour (unbelievably we had not seen a drop of rain!) Robert S. greeted us with the news that he did not want to see alcohol again! We knew it would not last! (about five hours in fact!)

While we mention Monsignor Schellekens, it should be pointed out that a rather remarkable event took place before he left the Cross Keys. Gerard and many others may not believe this, but Robert was complimented for the second time in Chatteris on his good behaviour! The Landlord of the Cross Keys would be more than happy to welcome us back! (I know this may be difficult for some people to believe but it is true and was witnessed!) Robert has again politely requested that the above-mentioned information be given to the Chinese restaurants of Son en Breugel so that he may once again enjoy their culinary delights!

As we sat down to our fourth “Full English” of the Tour and adjusted our belts, Hein-Jan began to reminisce about previous trips to Cambridge….”I’m looking forward to having a Speckled Hen again”…..Francois looked on enviously and even Henk was getting excited! (For those of you who have not worked it out already, Speckled Hen is in fact a local beer!)

Off we set for Cambridge, Lee now joined by his sister for the day. Arriving in Cambridge, Terry and Neil were to be seen hobbling down the streets nursing injuries sustained the previous day. Robert S. even offered to carry Neil if the leg became too painful! What was in that vodka!???

Having soaked up the Sun and culture of Cambridge and deciding like good Dutchmen that everything was too expensive to contemplate buying presents for loved ones back home, we decided to leave and search out a pub for lunch on the way back to Chatteris. You would have thought that would have been easy, but it was not! First we seemed to have picked the longest stretch of road in the UK without a pub, and then we found two, which did not serve food at lunchtime! It was after two o’clock before we finally settled into the lounge of the Riverside Hotel in Earith to enjoy typical English pub grub – Chicken Balti, Lamb Balti and Sizzling Sweet and Sour Chicken that nearly sizzled Henk’s tongue off! Contrary to early reports, Robert S. had but a glass of water with his chicken and chips!

We arrived back in Chatteris around 3pm to find we were locked out of the Hotel and Chatteris had become a ghost town! What do the inhabitants do on a Saturday afternoon? Are they all playing cricket. “Walsall Lee” was unable break in the Hotel successfully, which is just as well as the owner arrived just as he got down from the roof! What we needed to find was a pub with a TV so we could watch the cricket final being played at Lords between Yorkshire and Somerset. A pub with a TV? Another rarity in Chatteris. When we did find it in Chatteris’ primary entertainment center, The Palace, we had to suffer watching aging old soccer pros reading out soccer scores before finally the channel was changed and we are able to settle down to watch the cricket.

Thank God Dean was not there! Yorkshire strolled to eventual victory thanks to 128 not out from Matthew Elliott, an Australian who is not even close to getting into their Test Team! As seven o’clock approached, some of Chatteris’ young ladies started to arrive for their night on the town. Getting Robert away and into the Cross Keys was going to be a challenge looking at the minimalist approach to covering their body parts as shown by local girls. We persuaded Robert he could come back later to inspect the local wild life– it worked!

So we settled down for dinner at the Cross Keys, most people choosing the traditional English Steak and Ale or Steak and Stilton pies. Consternation broke out however when it came to deciding between chips, new potatoes or mash as presented on the menu. The charming waitress announced that the mash was no longer available. Desperate pleas to mash some of the new potatoes proved to be too intellectually challenging and we had to settle for the new potatoes!

Over dinner we continued reminiscing about what might have been with those closest of defeats, but all in all we had much enjoyed the games. Thoughts also turned to how we could doctor the season’s averages to make sure Norman did not finish top! Should we include Tour scores and change Hall’s two 49 and out innings to twice 49 not out? 

Then there was planning for the family day. Would we invite Norman and Gerard after their recent suspensions for non-cricketing behaviour? (Of course we would!) 

Finally we re-capped the Champagne and Black Velvet moments of the Tour….

CHAMPAGNE MOMENTS

· Clear winner in this category was the famous catch by Monsignor Schellekens at Little Common. A moment that will be cherished forever by those who witnessed it!

· All the Tour Cloggies made runs and did not drop any catches! And yes, it’s true! Well done lads and much pleasure knocking in your new bats!

· Hein-Jan discovered the link between putting vinegar on chips and the size of women’s breasts in England. The exact details of how his research was performed will remain a mystery (for now!)

· The announcement that Norman would be having a party in October and that everybody is invited!

· The two Roberts, Lee and Henk committing to going to the World Cup in South Africa next year to represent Son C.C. (Wonder how long that will last!)

· Robert S. ordering five desserts in the Cross Keys because he had fallen in love with the waitress – Amy!

· Announcement of yet another party in November. This time to celebrate Hein-Jan’s 25 years of playing cricket for Son!

· And yet another party! Mr. Hall will be restarting a previous tradition of a pre-season party next spring at his house.

· Revelation from Robert  Schellekens that he had only drank orange the whole time and that Fred had drunk all of the Vodka!

· Not once did anybody leave the field to use a mobile phone! (Nick Klein take note!) 

· Peter Browning’s triple summersault on the boundary at Little Common

· For the Cloggies who scored runs that day – Neil’s Duck against Doddington

 BLACK VELVET MOMENTS 

· Robert Hall for twice avoiding a jug and getting out on 49 

· Neil for not backing up quickly enough (which would have given Robert his 50 the second time!)

· Mel for retiring too early against Chatteris

· Lee for drinking out of a beer bottle while umpiring during the Chatteris match

· Robert Schellekens. Where do we begin! Pissing in the sink, trying to get into bed with Hein-Jan “by mistake”? etc etc

· Fred wearing a red Feyenoord hat on the field of play. Possibly the worst offence of all!

· Robert Hall sliming up at Lee at breakfast when it as announced that Lee would be captain

· Lee trying to steal the opposing captain’s coin when going for the toss at Doddington.

· Robert Hall suggesting we should appoint a fitness coach while under the influence of excessive quantities of Greene King IPA

· Simon stealing Peter Browning’s trousers

· Robert Hall trying to arrange a game on the rest day

· And finally………Lee’s feet! They smell even worse than Dean’s!

TOUR STATISTICS

	
	Matches Played
	Little Common
	Doddington
	Chatteris
	Total Runs
	Av.
	Wickets
	Best

	Mel Hill
	1
	-
	-
	55
	55
	55
	DNB
	

	Robert Hall
	3
	49
	15
	49
	113
	37.66
	5
	2-24

	Peter Browning
	2
	19
	9 not out
	-
	28
	28
	2
	3-54

	Neil Bird
	3
	30
	0
	12
	42
	14
	9
	5-34

	Lee Hill
	3
	8
	17
	16
	41
	13.66
	0
	0-22

	Henk Botter
	2
	24
	0
	-
	24
	12
	DNB
	DNB

	Francois Bienfait
	3
	3 not out
	2 
	1 not out
	6
	6
	DNB
	DNB

	Robert Schellekens
	3
	DNB
	1
	4 not out
	5
	5
	DNB
	DNB

	Hein-Jan Broens
	3
	2
	4
	DNB
	6
	3
	2
	1-9

	Fred Buys
	3
	0
	2
	4
	6
	2
	DNB
	DNB

	Simon Brunnen
	1
	2 not out
	-
	-
	2
	-
	DNB
	DNB

	Terry Hill
	1
	-
	-
	DNB
	-
	-
	3
	3-25


Sunday 1st September

THE FINAL DAY AND THE TRIP HOME   

One final assault on the Full English and we were on our way. Again we stopped at Rochester to indulge in buying some second hand cricket books and other essential items. The thought of a Full Sunday Lunch was too much for everybody….a sandwich at the Chunnel would suffice.

An uneventful trip home followed with no hindrance from traffic jams or strikes and we arrived safely at around 4pm……

All in all a most memorable tour and a great time was had by all. So good there is a major chance that this event will be repeated yet again next year! Don’t pass this on to any wives or girlfriends at this stage! But let me know if you are interested!

Your Tour Reporter

Neil “Dickie” Bird

P.S. This is just the narrative version of the tour. A fuller version including photos will be posted on our web site in the near future. Please check the web site out now at www.soncricket.net
