
 

BEN’S BLOG 

It was a dreary, grey afternoon on June 18th 2019 when The Cotswold 
School’s Under 13 cricket team made their way out to the mini bus. We 
were soon on our way to Pittville School and needed to get our game faces 
on. The weather wasn’t helping; the dark sky looked like a toddler had 
coloured it in with a pencil. The rain filled clouds were threatening, and 
they didn’t disappoint.  
 
The journey was fun – as we got closer to our destination the road became 
bumpy and it felt like the back of the bus was being dropped on a 
trampoline.  
 
We eventually arrived and meandered up the uneven driveway towards a 
colossal school building. We were in the shadow of this great structure; this 
added to the grey clouds and we felt like we were walking into battle. 
 
The threatening clouds from earlier, quickly decided to attack us – it felt 
like a thousand tiny knives. No one and nothing was safe and even our kit 
bags got drenched despite being left under the protection of a mighty fruit 
tree.  
 
Before long it was time for the coin toss. The teacher from Pittville School 
flicked the coin high into the air and we watched it as it somersaulted 
through the sky. I was thinking, “Please be heads! Please be heads!” My 
prayers were heard as the Queen’s face smiled up at us from the grass.  
 



Decision made. We were to field first. It was then that our training, fire and 
comradeship kicked in. We were ready to go into battle as a team. When 
we are together, we feel unbeatable, strong and full of energy. 
 
Before long it was my turn to step up to the crease. As I approached, it felt 
like the whole world slowed right down as my adrenalin really kicked in. I 
threw myself into it; I had Mr Turner’s voice in my head, “Bowl straight, 
Gillespie. Bowl, straight.”  
 
The rain continued attacking all of us, pouring down so much that the ball 
became too wet to control and made it move much quicker on the soaking 
grass. It also became a challenge for our coaches to even keep score!  
 
When it was our turn to bat, we had worked out that we only needed 37 
runs to take the victory. Our starting batsmen, Joe Harrison and Jake 
Brown strutted out like lions, ready to protect their pride.  They did just 
that; all of a sudden we were at 37 and had taken the game! 
 
As we piled our soggy bags and bodies back into the minibus to return 
home, we all had huge smiles on our faces and felt so proud to be part of 
this team. I felt a bit frustrated that the weather had played such a big part, 
almost being the third team. I had wanted to bat and very nearly bowled a 
wide, which I don’t do!  
 
But I’m looking forward to the next big match where hopefully the 
sunshine will be on our side. 
 
By Ben Gillespie, Year 8  

 
 


