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Dale Carnegie, famous author and self improvement pioneer, once said ‘If you 
believe in what you are doing, then let nothing hold you up in your work. Much 
of the best work of the world has been done against seeming impossibilities’ 
 
Had Heyford CC 1st XI lost their ‘belief’ that they could dominate NCL Division 
Four? Were the ‘seeming impossibilities’ of the previous day going to hold up 
Heyford CC this Saturday? Heyford CC 1st XI hosted league strugglers 
Higham Ferrers CC in order to answer these questions… 
 
Before we get on to the cricket, the question of these ‘seeming impossibilities’ 
remain somewhat unanswered, Heyford CC managed to organise an all-day 
drinking session with the same eleven Heyfordians that would take to the field 
the following day. The intention was ‘team-building’… the result was a spat 
between Ross ‘get out of my house’ Cambray and Rory ‘I’m guna f****n’ drop 
Ross like I should have done earlier’ Smallbone, and some real tension 
between Dave ‘don’t touch anything or Jenny will go mad’ Livermore and Ifan 
‘monkey bars’ Jenkins. The skipper, having bowed out early for a curry, had a 
difficult task ahead of him.  
 
A glorious sunny day greeted some gloriously hung over players, and after the 
club photo opportunity and a short net, the opposition arrived keen and early, 
the all-important toss was lost and Heyford were inevitably put into bat. The 
wicket, under-cover all week, had some moisture to test the Heyford batsmen, 
although the Heyford wicket notoriously bats well with a little moisture in the 
surface, as the start time approached, the stand began to fill as messrs 
Cambray and Linnell took to the crease. 
 

Higham Ferrers opened with Rob 
Materna and Danny Gould, the latter 
proving the pick of the two openers 
drifting his left-armers across the right 
handed opening pair. Linnell gave the 
innings early impotence forcing Materna 
through the off-side for four twice in his 
second over, and Cambray soon added 
boundaries of his own, driving Gould 
down the ground and pulling Materna for 
a one-bounce four to deep mid-wicket. 
The opening pair took Heyford well past 
fifty for the opening stand with 
consummate ease, scoring at a decent 
rate. 

 
With the score at 88, together with a collection of Cornish Pasties and other 
baked goods being chomped on the sidelines, the first wicket fell, the steady 
Higham openers had gently probed without causing too much concern but the 
bowling change (and/or Cornish Pasties) bought the wicket. Adam Linnell was 
bowled by the extra pace of Nick Field, the opener dismissed for 35, the 
animated, passionate and exuberant Linnell clearly made his frustration show 
by letting out a small sigh. Cambray, joined by best friend, soul mate and 

Pleasant weather meant a full house 
for the Higham Ferrers fixture 
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favourite house guest Rory Smallbone moved towards his fifty, and should 
never have made it, picking out the fielder on the deep square leg boundary 
off the slow bowling of Martin Field.  
 
The fielder opted out of the easy catch, and 
chose to tip the ball for a one bounce four 
and a solid 50 for Ross Cambray. Cambray 
progressed to 61 before finally falling to the 
bowling of Martin Field, snaring a lofted drive 
off his own bowling. Heyford are beginning to 
ask the question of Cambray, the club’s 
resident statistician, how many opportunities 
do you need to score your first league 
century? 
 
Skipper Matt Baker came to the crease desperate to convert his ability to 
start, into some serious runs for Heyford, the increasingly docile pitch allowed 
Baker to dominate almost from the off. Baker controlled the partnership with 
Smallbone, scoring 52 in their partnership of 78; Baker scored his second fifty 
of the season (and second against Higham Ferrers) including a glorious 
maximum over long-on, what proved to be the only maximum of the day.  
 

With thoughts of getting to 225 and a 
declaration at the forefront of their 
minds, the Heyford middle-order went 
about their business batting alongside 
Smallbone who occupied the crease. 
Dave Livermore, who does more 
paddling than Jerome K Jerome was 
dropping down the order at an 
exponential rate to make way for 
specialist finishers Shaun Boyson and 
Thomas ‘scamperer’ Whittaker.  

 
Boyson used his usual mix of deft late cuts, forceful drives and Rory run outs 
to push Heyford towards the 225 milestone. Smallbone was run out shortly for 
a patiently crafted 25, batting in the experimental ‘Simon Legge’ role at 
number three. Boyson, finishing unbeaten on 30, continued in a rich vein of 
batting form, and along with the scampering efforts of Whittaker and 
Livermore Heyford squeezed home, with the 225 coming up off the 
penultimate ball, however Livermore failed to add any extras facing the final 
ball (see below right), just relying on a ‘negotiated’ single to his name having 
talked Cliff into taking it out of the leg-bye column and notch it against his 
name. Tea was taken  
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ross Cambray captivated the 
opposition with his knock of 61 

Four penneth for skipper Matt Baker on 
his way to a half-century  

Watchful Smallbone  Boyson hits out  Whitty scampers 
through  

Spot the ball…  



��������		�
����
������������		�
�� �� �����������

�

Heyford felt confident at tea, pleased to have racked up maximum batting 
points, and they were desperate to convert that into a maximum 30 point 
victory. Heyford’s new ball pairing was Dave Livermore and Ross Cambray, 
so often that this pair are injured, it is very rare for Heyford have the 
opportunity to bowl them in tandem. With extra pace within their attack, 
Heyford hoped to get more spice than Higham from the docile track, this was 
soon proved unlikely as the harder Livermore and Cambray tried the less the 
track offered. Very little sideways movement in the air meant that Higham had 
an ideal opportunity to bat 50 overs and deny Heyford victory. Higham 
opened with Martin Field, who despite a rather uninspiring style, looked fairly 
comfortable and Danny Gould who looked in good touch, picking up a couple 
of early boundaries. 
 
Livermore was first to strike, Field 
pushed a cover drive on the up, and 
Shaun Boyson, staying low at short 
extra cover, stuck out a hand to cling 
on to a superb ‘champagne moment’ 
catch to get Heyford on the wicket trail. 
Boyson, man on moment, was given 
an opportunity to extract a bit of a life 
was given a short three over burst at 
the Pavilion end, meanwhile 
‘paceman’ Livermore kept it tight at the 
River Nene end, showing his drop in 
pace as keeper Matt Baker stood up to 
the aging opening bowler 
 

The experiment with pace didn’t bring 
much more success, so the skipper 
opted for the ‘heavyweights’ of his 
bowling attack and the biggest 
exponents of the swinging ball, Ed 
Rogers and Rob Pardon. At drinks the 
game looked delicately poised, Higham 
were 69 for 1 off 17 overs, interestingly 
ahead of Heyford at the stage. The 
skippers decision was justified a couple 
of overs after the drinks interval when 
Pardon, finding swing into the right 
hander, used his cunning and guile to 
dismiss the dangerous and well set 
Gould.  
 

Pardon rolled his fingers, releasing a slower ball out of the back of the hand, 
Gould played for the full toss only for the ball to dip under the swinging bat, clip 
the pad and clean bowl him for a well played 33. Rogers was soon into the 
action as well, his spell of crafted shape and away swing was proving difficult 
for all the Higham batsmen, and finally forced one through the Higham number 
3, Materna, bowling him for 16. 

The spectators were literally sitting on 
the edge of their blankets   

Ed Rogers back to his best with match 
figures of 2 for 17 off 9 overs  
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The Higham Number 4 strode to the crease, a 
clown-like character sporting some lovely face 
paint. He was met with a steady supply of 
Heyford banter, Thomas Whittaker got soaked 
by his squirty flower and Cliff Simms got a 
shock whilst shaking hands with him. He 
proved to be about as much use as trapeze 
artist scared of heights, as he almost got run 
out by Tom Whittaker, then almost caught by 
the same man, before a swinging Ed Rogers 
yorker packed him off, and he said goodbye to 
the circus, off he went with a trumpety 
trump…trump, trump, trump 
 
Swing was proving the key, and Pardon wasn’t finished either, dismissing the 
Higham number 5, who was intent on driving every full ball, eventually tried to 
drive one yorker too many, the ball hitting his leg stump. This bought young 
Nick Field to the crease; he continued the plan of driving yorker length 
deliveries, this tactic worked well, bought him off the mark first ball thanks to a 
cunning ‘tactical’ ;mis-field from Cliff Simms.  
 
Apparently, Simms allowed the single to be taken in order to keep Field on 
strike to face Shaun Boyson as he returned to the attack, this time testing the 
wicket for spin. Simms, the natural tactician, was proved right when Field was 
bamboozled by the flight and the lack of turn from what looks like an off 
spinner action, clean bowled first ball. Heyford could sense victory when the 
next man offered the information that ‘this is the first time I’ve faced real 
bowling’ suggesting that either he is a newcomer to the game or that the rest 
of the bowling in the division is not ‘real’.  
 
Either way, he frustrated Pardon, who 
almost pleaded with the Umpire for an 
LBW decision when no shot was 
offered. What was the bowler thinking; 
you are more likely to get ham 
sandwiches with mustard than a 
marginal decision from Big Ray. 
Pardon’s frustration was compounded 
with a Dick of the Day dropped catch 
by Rory Smallbone and was eventually 
removed from the attack, replaced by 
the under rated Ifan Jenkins 
 
‘Just imagine what the quiet, unassuming, posh Welshman could offer 
Heyford if he was given the new ball...’ said a drunken Ifan Jenkins the day 
before. Mr ‘facing real bowling for the first time’ could only watch on as his 
more experienced team mates capitulated around him, Jenkins, destroyer of 
gardens and tail-end wickets had their skipper caught by Linnell in his first 
over signalling the end of the resistance. His second over saw him clean bowl 
John Longley and Kirk Mainprize leaving Higham reeling at 102 for 9 and still 

A Clown     b. EJ Rogers       2  

Consistent stuff from Pardon, 2 for 
24 off his 11 overs  
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10 overs to bat for the draw. With just a 12 year old and cricket first timer at 
the crease, surely Heyford would seal victory.  
 
Cambray delivered the final blow for 
Higham, the youngster first spanked him 
through the covers, on the up but then 
learnt a valuable lesson about trying the 
pull shot to a ball just back of a length at 
Heyford. The ball clipped the top of the 
stumps and Heyford completed a 
convincing victory by a margin of 120 runs, 
Higham Ferrers all out for 105. Despite a 
slow start, Heyford really delivered in the 
field, notably sticking to a disciplined 
bowling line with eight out of ten wickets 
clean bowled 
 
Heyford were back to winning ways, impressively delivering a 30 point victory, 
obviously maintaining their position at the top of the league and compounding 
a real team performance with everybody contributing to the victory, wickets 
for each of the bowlers and all the top order batsmen contributing.  
 
Dale Carnegie, famous author and self improvement pioneer, once said 
‘People rarely succeed unless they have fun in what they are doing’ and I for 
one suspect that this might be the key to Heyford’s success! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

R Pardon - 2009 

Ifan ‘Cowley ’ Jenkins wrapped up 
the tail with 3 for 2  


