
 
 

CCC Chatsworth Tour 27 – 29 July 2018 
 
The finest Chilmark cricketers that were able to get the time off toured the Peak District at the end 
of July, with results both on and off the field making for good copy. 
 
It all started outside the Black Dog at 8am, where the cars set off in a glorious convoy of vehicles 
with rarely used off road capabilities. The lead car, carrying the valuable cargo of the team 
Chairman, the team doctor and the team overseas player (and also Ben Fowles), lead the way. The 
plan was to maintain the convoy all the way up to Youlgreave. It was a sound plan. And it fell apart 
before Solstice Services, when Reg Allen grew tired of Carl Jacobs’ cruise control and sped past, with 
Jason Stearman following suit shortly after. 
 
In the Chair’s car, meanwhile, the conversation was stimulating. At least twenty minutes were given 
to metal detecting and the prospects of uncovering a Roman bounty beneath the sight screen at the 
Pettigrew End. This in turn lead to a discussion about vikings keeping their coins waxed to their 
armpit hair, which morphed into a chat about manhood, which became a confabulation about past 
relationships, which resulted in The Doc giving the only single member of the car the advice that he 
should find himself a ‘rich cougar’. Problems were being solved and they hadn’t yet reached 
Andover. 
 
The other cars had their own methods of passing the time. Ricky Corbin and Ben Eastmond sung 
their way through the Midlands, while Jack Stearman heckled his dad whenever he failed to stop at a 
McDonalds. By 1pm though, the fractured convoy had reassembled itself in the carpark of the 
Farmyard Pub in Youlgreave. 
 
It immediately became obvious at this fine establishment that there was going to be a language 
barrier. Up in Derbyshire they speak a form of ‘English’ that one might generously describe as 
mangled. Words sound as though they’ve been flattened beneath a rolling pin and then pinched 
back together with the help of rusty safety pins. Drinks were ordered but most of the transactions 
were made using the international language of pointing. 
 
The host was a spritely woman with an alarming bushel of marmalade orange hair. She had a wicked 
laugh and talked relentlessly but was jolly good fun in any case. She took a particular liking to Ben 
Fowles’s hair and was very excited to learn that The Doc was staying in one of the rooms at the pub 
for the weekend. 
 



For most of the rest it was the hostel, so after lunch and a couple of pints that’s where everyone 
went to check in. It was closed until four. Undeterred the gang found their way down to the 
Bradford River to kick a football around. It was hot and the water looked cool - an irresistible 
temptation for some. Ricky Corbin, Eastmond, Fowles and Darren Lee removed their shirts and 
plunged in, immediately raising the water level over the spillway that kept the river’s flow in check. 
Carl Jacobs wanted to join them but get his shorts wet. Ever the logician he decided to go in in his 
underwear instead, and got his shorts all the way off, before it was quietly pointed out to him that 
there were women and small children around. 
  
When four o’clock finally came the team checked into the hostel, claimed their bunks and unpacked. 
It was at this stage that Brand King discovered he had forgotten to bring any socks. It was also then 
that a great mercy was delivered, that being the gift of Ben Fowles being given his own room. 
 
Soon though, it was time to head to the first game of tour. 
 
Alstonefield were the hosts, their ground situated on the edge of the small village, bordered by 
drystone walls and surrounded by rolling hills. It was gorgeous. They were in the midst of setting up 
a small marque when Chilmark’s players arrived, ably assisted by Ollie Clayton, who had taken the 
train from London and then a taxi from Derby. Not that this would be enough to get him selected in 
the side for the evening, as that process had already taken place at the pub four hours earlier. 
Nonetheless Chilmark were now at full strength and so when captain King won the toss he eagerly 
chose to bat. 
 
Jack Stearman got things underway, taking a single from his first ball, before launching an assault on 
the Alstonefield attack. The forced retirement score was 25 and Stearman reached it in nine balls. 
Brett Allen got there even quicker, needing just seven deliveries. Jason Stearman came in at three 
and took 15 balls to get to his 25, while King managed it in 12. After eight overs Chilmark were 112-0 
and looking like never being invited back. 
 
The middle overs, though, brought the tourists back to earth. Ben Eastmond swung at lots but 
connected with little, as he scraped together 18 before holing out to deep mid-wicket. Darren Lee 
was dismissed in similar fashion for two, before Max Allen also went cheaply, caught for one. 
 
With six overs remaining Ben Fowles and Ricky Corbin set about eking out some runs. It was a 
partnership that lacked the sparkle of the earlier Stearman/Allen blitz, but in terms of runs scored it 
was equally effective. For Fowles the innings was an act of catharsis as, despite bringing three bats 
with him on the Isle of Wight tour, he didn’t get an opportunity to use any of them. At Alstonefield 
he made the most of the opportunity, taking 21 balls to reach his 25. Corbin retired too, leaving 
Patrick Craig-McFeely (12 not out) and Reg Allen (4 not out) to see out the final few overs. Chilmark 
notched up 198-3. 
 



Darren Lee got Chilmark’s defence off to a steady start, before Fowles undid all his good work with 
the bat by shipping 20 runs in one over. Lee then had another go but it soon became apparent that 
198 wasn’t as big a total as it seemed on the small Alstonefield ground. 
 
Youth was needed and Max Allen was the youngest around. He struck in his second over when a 
half-hearted LBW appeal was upheld by the umpire. From the village end Ricky Corbin then 
continued making an early claim on the Man of the Tour award, striking twice in one over (both 
bowled) and once more in his next, as Alstonefield stumbled to 80-4 after nine overs. 
 
Despite the wickets the hosts were scoring at a decent clip; then Ben Eastmond (1-11) and Jack 
Stearman (1-8) put an end to all that. However there was still time for drama, as Stearman’s wicket 
ball did more than just remove the batsman. It also removed his dad. Jason Stearman was in mid 
celebration when the bail the ball had dislodged flicked up into his eye. He collapsed to the ground 
holding his face, but after a quick seeing to by The Doc was diagnosed as ‘holding up play’ and told 
to get off the field. Ricky Corbin, in a shameless play for Man of the Tour votes, took the gloves. 
 
Brett Allen was given an over, but with the light fading his speed was a little dangerous. 
Consequently his father took over and bowled at a speed that wouldn’t have been dangerous in a 
tunnel. It was effective though, as he tempted a batsman out of his crease and gave Corbin a 
stumping to add to his MOT prospects. The Doc took nine balls to complete his over, jagging a wicket 
amongst the numerous no balls and wides, before the innings wound up with Alstonefield 59 runs 
short. 
 
Chilmark CC 198-3 (B King 29*; B Allen 26*; Jason Stearman 26*) defeated Alstonefield CC 139-8 (R 
Corbin 3-24; P Craig-McFeely 1-3; Jack Stearman 1-8) 
 
Post-game affairs were initially conducted at The George in Alstonefield, where the hosts had 
arranged a scrumptious platter of finger foods. Chilmark’s hierarchy used the opportunity to gather 
intel on Saturday’s opposition, while others asked where the best pubs in the area were. 
 
It was then back to Youlgreave where decent (albeit un-ironed) shirts were donned, King was leant a 
second pair of socks, and the Bulls Head Hotel provided an insight into the fabric of local society. 
Here the accents were particularly strong and at one stage three Chilmarkians could be seen staring 
open mouthed at the barman, transfixed by the unintelligible babble coming from his mouth. It was 
a bit like watching Ricky Corbin bat. 
 
Darts, pool and an unsuccessful attempt at convincing some of the junior members of the touring 
party of the benefits of gin and tonic, preceded a culling of the herd, signified by the ringing of the 
bell for last drinks. A core group survived though and benefitted from the company of Carl Jacobs’ 
mate Chris, who was local enough to know how to get a drink in the wee hours. They traipsed up the 
main street, unsuccessfully serenaded The Doc beneath his pub room window, and then stopped at 
a nondescript door. Scepticism was rife in the group but Chris insisted he knew the secret knock. A 



rap on the woodwork was followed by a muffled conversation through the letterbox, before the 
door swung open and the group was invited in. 
 
The establishment probably had a more official name, but colloquially within the touring party it 
became known as the Old Man pub. This, as the name suggests, was due to the clientele - of which 
there were three - all of whom looked as though they were born before cricket was invented. But 
they had a bar, a dartboard and, from all accounts, no closing time. 
 
It all gets a bit blurry from this point, but most reputations remained intact. Some were even 
enhanced. Brett Allen, for example, finished Ben Fowles’s pint in one go. It felt like a passing of the 
baton. 
 
The next morning, however, the baton was handed right back, as a pale and seedy Allen poked at his 
breakfast, while Fowles wolfed his down without breathing. Indeed, unlike previous tours the 
number of casualties from the night before was limited to one. And being young Allen was likely to 
bounce back in no time. The prospects were that Chilmark would be going into the marquee game of 
the weekend with a full-strength team. 
 
The weather, however, had other ideas. After a summer of dry, rainless weekends, the drought 
finally broke just when it was least wanted. As the team ate their breakfast, then played a very high 
brow game of scrabble, the rain came down and the wind blew. The forecast, however, was for 
things to improve enough by kick off that a game could happen. 
 
The team arrived at Chatsworth House at Carl o’clock, which is more than two hours before play is 
due to start and found the ground to be in a state of unpreparedness. The covers were on what 
looked like a very green pitch and the ground itself seemed to have been visited by some of the local 
livestock. Later it was learned that the livestock was in fact deer, which had, for the first time in 
memory and thanks to the drought, managed to cross the adjacent Derwent River. Seems the grass 
is always greener, even (or perhaps especially) for ruminants. They obviously liked what they found 
as their droppings were left everywhere. 
 
Despite these hazards a game was to happen. The weather improved, the ground staff arrived to cut 
and roll the strip, the Chatsworth team assembled and, with the Duke of Devonshire’s house in the 
background, play got underway. 
 
Jack Stearman and Ollie Clayton opened the batting for Chilmark, the former playing cautiously early 
on as he gauged the opposition bowling. Clayton, on the other hand, cracked his first ball to the 
boundary. The pair edged the score along to 12 in the third over, before Stearman used his brand 
new bat to play one on to his stumps. King came in at three and nurdled a few behind square in 
idiosyncratic fashion, then watched from the non-striker’s end as a succession of Chilmark batsmen 
were dismissed in near identical fashion. First Clayton (9) played over the top of a yorker, before 
Max Allen (8) and the still slightly seedy Brett Allen (4) did exactly the same thing. Suddenly all but 
one of Chilmark’s esteemed top order were back in the pavilion with only 40 runs on the board. 



 
Heroes come in all shapes and sizes, and in Chilmark’s case that shape was Ricky Corbin. The riddle, 
wrapped in a mystery, inside an enigma is rarely allowed out to play these days, and when he is the 
results, more often than not, are mediocre. However he’d had this tour circled in the calendar for 
two years and was determined to make the most of it. He promptly took guard and nearly got 
bowled first ball. Surviving this early scare he sought the advice of his partner. King advised him to 
do away with the infamous Corbin Scoop, a horrible and ineffective shot developed on the Isle of 
Wight tour that has not been improved on since, and instead have a jolly old bash (or the Australian 
equivalent of this). Corbin obliged and so begun one of the most unconventional innings in memory. 
 
With 12 players on each team there were few gaps in the field, so Corbin utilised the ones in the air. 
It was a canny tactic and when it failed, that is a fielder got himself under the ball, it was dropped. 
The cricket gods were smiling on Corbin. Then it started raining. The players went off and the covers 
came on. Fifteen minutes later the covers came off and the players went back on. King was on strike 
for the one over they managed before the rain came again, during which he was dropped at mid-on. 
 
Following this next rain delay Corbin and King pushed the score to 73, before King (17) was undone 
by one that kept low and wrapped him on the pad in front of middle stump. Corbin continued on his 
merry way though, occasionally belting the ball to the boundary, and just as occasionally hitting it to 
a butter fingered fielder. It happened six times in all, including - controversially - by Ben Eastmond, 
who found himself playing for Chatsworth after some tactical politicking by Ben Fowles, who was the 
player nominated for the role. 
 
Finally, though, Corbin’s luck ran out, as he edged behind with his score on 32. It was a crucial and 
entertaining knock and solidified his favouritism for the Man of the Tour award. Fowles (9) soaked 
up a few overs before skying one to backward point, before Jason Stearman (1), Reg Allen (2) and 
Darren Lee (4) all lost their stumps. 
 
At 110-10 it looked like Chilmark were going to fall well short of a competitive total, however The 
Chair (10 not out) and The Doc (9) weren’t going to lie down easily. With the demons in the pitch 
causing some uncomfortable bounce, the two stalwarts nudged, glided and danced the score to 123, 
before The Doc was run out in the last over. 
 
A glorious spread was put on for tea, marking Chatsworth as the Chilmark of the north. There were 
even some homemade biscuits shaped like cricket bats. In lieu of McNuggets Jack Stearman had a 
dozen of them, which is more than the amount of runs he scored. 
 
It was going to be a tough score to defend, but Chilmark had been in tougher binds on tour before 
and always managed to come out undefeated. There was always the prospect of more rain, after all. 
 
In the meantime bowling was going to be required. Brett Allen got things underway, bowling with 
the stiff wind behind his back and terrifying the batsmen. From the other end Jack Stearman got 



some turn off the deck and would have had the opening wicket had his dad managed to hang on to 
an edge behind the stumps. Instead it was Allen who struck, bowling Chatsworth’s opener for two. 
 
In at three was a burly West Indian chap who looked to have indulged in a few cricket teas in his 
time. So pronounced was his stomach that after another ‘edge’ was put down behind the stumps, 
Stearman’s blushes were saved when the batsman announced it had in fact come off his 
bellybutton. When he did hit them, though, they stayed hit, as Ollie Clayton found out when his one 
and only over for the afternoon went for 15. 
 
Max Allen was brought on to bring things under control, opening with a maiden and barely 
conceding a run thereafter. Into the wind, meanwhile, pushed Ricky Corbin, the man bookies now 
had as short placed favourite to take home the coveted MOT award. When he removed the West 
Indian, using an old Chilmark trick of bowling a slow, double bouncing long hop, the market was all 
but closed. 
 
Chatsworth were 44-2 after 15 overs and more or less in control. For Chilmark things took a turn for 
the worse when Max Allen over exerted himself bowling and injured his groin. The Doc was on hand 
but opted against a thorough examination. It was a cold day. With Allen out of the attack Brand King 
took up bowing duties and, in his second over, provided the critical moment of the match. Bowling 
against the set Chatsworth opener King managed to draw a mishit. The ball skied on the offside and 
Corbin, fielding at cover, called it. King, showing a shameful lack of faith in his teammate, ignored 
the call and set after the ball himself. There was a certain inevitability about what happened next - 
the two collided, bounced apart, and the ball fell to the ground between them. The batsman 
survived and would be critical to Chatsworth’s innings for the rest of the game. 
 
Corbin finished his spell with the excellent figures of 1-11 off five overs, making way for Darren Lee. 
With the wind blowing like it was there was real concern that Lee wouldn’t be able to make it to the 
bowling crease, let along propel the ball 22 yards. He managed though, and even jagged a wicket 
when Jack Stearman took a sharp catch at mid-wicket. Then Carl Jacobs came on and got one using 
the same method. When Ben Eastmond came out to bat, edged behind to Stearman, then walked, 
then paused because he wasn’t given out, then walked anyway, Chilmark were back in the game. 
The problem was they were running out of strike bowlers. 
 
With six overs remaining Chatsworth needed 28 runs; Chilmark needed six wickets. Reg Allen bowled 
with the wind and nabbed a couple of wickets; however they came at a price, with 16 runs coming 
from his two overs. 
 
Chilmark weren’t going to lie down easily and fought to the very end, however their total was always 
at least twenty runs short, and Chatsworth hauled it in with ten balls to spare. It was a tight game 
that was perhaps best summed up by the sight of King diving to save a boundary in the deep, missing 
the ball and landing in a soft pile of deer poo. 
 
Chatsworth CC 126-7 (R Allen 2-16; B Allen 1-7) defeated Chilmark CC 123 (R Corbin 32; B King 17) 



 
The debrief was to be held at Cavendish Hall, where dinner would also be also served. Rumour was 
the place was quite posh, so everyone had stuffed their best shirts into their kit bags at the start of 
the day.  The Doc took it to the next level and wore a jacket that looked cut from a circus big top, 
though he maintained it was from a fancy university or something. In any case, on arrival it was 
discovered the venue wasn’t as posh as feared and even Ben Fowles looked at home. Dinner was 
delicious and for dessert there was something with pineapple in it. 
 
With rain forecast for Sunday the prospect of the game against Youlgreave going ahead seemed 
slim. Plans for the evening’s entertainment were made with this in mind. Most opted to go back to 
base and revisit the local, however a small renegade platoon split off to experience the bright lights 
of Chesterfield. 
 
It was an eye-opening experience. Darren Lee began the night by asking a man in a wheelchair 
where the best club to go to was, and ended it dancing like no-one was watching, while men 
throughout the club held their wide-eyed girlfriend’s close. Video of this is available. 
 
Most of the squad were in bed by 2am, except Ben Fowles, who was drinking whisky with Carl 
Jacobs’s mate Chris until half three. He then decided it would be a good idea to let everyone know 
he was back. This did not go down well. In the morning Jacobs had his revenge, giving a sleeping 
Fowles a dousing with a jug of cold water. Video of this is available. 
 
As predicted the rain ruled out any chance of cricket on Sunday. Bags were packed, stuffed into cars 
and goodbyes were said. This time the convoy splintered before it even left the village. Somewhere 
around Banbury on the M40 The Doc had his first McDonalds since Thatcher was Prime Minister. 
 
Then everyone was home and it was all over. Chilmark’s unbeaten record on tour was gone, but 
other traditions were cemented. 
 
All that remains is to announce the Man of the Tour. While there were many outstanding displays on 
and off the field (seriously, you need to see the video of Darren Lee dancing), in the end there could 
be only one: Ricky Corbin. 
 
Footnote: Brand King acquired four pairs of his teammates socks over the weekend. 
 
Other footnote: Chilmark played The Deverills on Sunday the 5th of August. It’s fair to say that there 
was a bit of a tour hangover as the performance was somewhat below par. In fact the only player 
that did any good was Will Packer, and he didn’t come on tour. So let’s just leave it at that. Chilmark 
lost but Will Packer did good. Okay, Jason Stearman got some runs too and Carl Jacobs hit his first six 
since the last time The Doc had a McDonalds. Otherwise there’s nothing to see here. 


