
Tour Report - Ifracombe 2018 

 

With last years’ tour winner, Bez, absent our handicap secretary was so keen to get to North Devon, 
he had a run in with the local constabulary, so had 3 points before he even teed it up! 

Unlike the last tour, in Swansea, the weather was stunning, you could see last years venue from 
Devon and it remained so for the full 3 days. 

First up was ROYAL NORTH DEVON, one of the oldest courses in the UK, having been founded in 
1864 and a “traditional” links, and must be said, not 
to everyone’s taste. 

With a stiff breeze blowing on the front 9 and not 
many clues to where we were going, bunkers seemed 
to appear from nowhere, together with running 
fairways, hard greens, sheep, horses and walkers, 
scores suffered. 

One bunker in particular was not hidden, being at 
least 50 yards wide and 20 feet deep, but it didn’t 
stop Pricey visiting it and having to play out 
backwards. A few holes later I hit, what I thought was 
a great shot in and couldn’t understand why it didn’t appear on the green. When I got close it was 
plugged in the face of a pot bunker, way below the green and the inevitable blob followed.  

We were playing Stableford and with many scores in the teens or low twenties, the Captains charity 
was the beneficiary as each blob cost 50p. 

On the nearest the pin hole, Cuth not only got it on the green, to win the prize but also sank a 30-
foot curly putt for a 2. 

A creditable 30 points by Simon Tennant, won the day to go with a shot off his handicap. 

It was decided to do the presentation at our hotel, as it was 45 minutes away, so off we went, to be 
greeted by the restaurant commandant, Tombstone Pat, who told us if we were not down in 15 
minutes we would not eat……welcome to Ilfracombe. 

What happened in town I have no idea, as I was tucked up by midnight, to be awakened by my 
roomy, Robbo, blundering in at 3.45, when it seems he also upset some of the resident fossils. What 
ensued next resulted in trying to get back to sleep, between his snoring and screeching shite hawks! 

Although we were not teeing off until 11.20, the Gestapo had advised us that breakfast finished at 
9.00 and once again, if we weren’t there we went without. 

ILFRACOMBE is the opposite of RND. Located on the cliffs just outside the town, with good fairways 
and greens, you can “see the sea from every tee,” as well as stunning views of Devon and over to 
Wales. 



There were several blind shots and a few crossing holes, which kept you on your toes, with no fewer 
than 6 par 3’s, however that did not make it particularly easy. 

Nearest the pin here was a 70-yarder called “The Quarry” and a tricky blighter it turned out to be 
with the pin located front right. Some went into the quarry, some fired it through into the weeds but 
Josh, showed a featherlike touch and got it to within 2 feet to take the spoils.  

We played it on a benign day, which according to the locals happens about three times a year, but 
scoring was still tough, especially if you got in the rough, which although not too long, swallowed 

balls at an alarming rate. 

I was in the last group out together with winner at 
Painwick, Ray “you’ll never walk alone,” Doddy and 
birthday boy Nev.  With so many par 3’s we had to 
wait quite a bit, but not as long as the Dutch 
couple who played behind us and were relying on 
us to show them where to go. 

Arriving at the par 3 16th tee, which was shared 
with the par 4 17th, we faced something we have 
never come across before. 

You had to hit your drive on 17, while the group in 
front were playing 16. After playing 16, you then 
went and found your ball on 17, (well some did) 

and finished that hole. After several attempts I managed to explain it to our Dutch friends, who 
wondered what the hell was going on, with so many players on the tee. 

Keyo, playing two groups in front, hit a cracking tee shot on 17, which disappeared over the hill, 
heading in the direction of the green. Coming off the 18th tee, I spotted a ball in the rough and with 
no one near us picked it up.  

Arriving back in the clubhouse I heard Keyo bleating on about not finding his tee shot on 17, and 
being a caring soul asked what he was playing, “Wilson Staff” he replied, which was the ball I’d 
picked up. I then get accused of picking up his ball, until he remembered I was two holes behind and 
he’d already finished by the time I found it. 

Presentation in the clubhouse, missed by Pricey and his guest Josh, who were keen to get their 4 
free drinks down them, saw birthday boy Nev take the spoils with a creditable 33 points. He did 
admit that he had played there before, but it was so long ago and given his age, he’d forgotten. 

Back to Stalag 13, several of the group decided to give the gruel a miss and opt for an Indian instead, 
although by all accounts they upset the waiter, as they couldn’t decide how many they were and got 
extra chilli as a result. 

Meeting up later at a Karaoke pub, which included a fine rendition by the group of “Who the f… is 
Alice?” There was the obligatory fine footwork from Robin. Keyo sliding and gliding round the floor 
and in one of his many dancing shirts, The Redge, throwing a few shapes. 



Robbo was in fine form on lead air guitar, with Nick Moody supporting on air bass and drums with a 
bit of head banging thrown in. We can now see where Nick’s musician daughter gets her talent 
from….her mother! 

 Next morning, as we had to leave early, we were involved in the bun fight for breakfast, with the 
walking dead and on our way by 9.30, with a Bon Voyage from Tombstone Pat. 

The journey to our last port of call was nothing short of stunning, along the coast road, up and down, 
twisting and turning to arrive at Billy Butlins favourite MINEHEAD.  

Another links course but more defined than RND with the help if the Redcoats to let you know 
where you were. 

It’s all the way out and back, with several holes running alongside the beach, visited by more than 
one person, but again with benign weather scoring was better than the previous two days, however 
with parched fairways bleached by the Sun, our group had difficulty seeing a white ball on the 
fairway on more than one occasion. 

With hard running fairways, Doddy managed to drive through the group in front and got one back 
over his head from Matt Sailes, together with a fine. 

With the mere mortals having been sent out 
the leading group of Bish, Robbo, Keyo and 
Jolley C, started on the quest for glory and 
there was some stunning golf played. 

Bish started off birdie, par, birdie. Keyo had 
an eagle and CJ birdied the last in front of us 
mortals, with Robbo having had a couple of 
birds as well. 

Josh came in with a stunning 40 points only to 
be out done by Doddy with 41, who won the 
day beating Keyo on countback who still 
managed to secure the overall victory and be 
crowned PGS Tour Champion 2018. 

Congratulations to Keyo, a special mention to JV for his excellent organisation and to God for the 
weather! 

  

 

 


