
ROSS-ON-WYE 

AUTUMN CUP - 1st Dec 2018 

 

In a change from the normal format of the report, I start with an incident that occurred in the bar 
afterwards and was witnessed by a handful of people. 

Having been in the last group out, with David Yule, Pricey and Gaz Waldron, the beer and BS were 
flowing by the time we got in and I went to the bar to reciprocate for the drink David had bought 
me. 

It resembled the Marie Celeste, Brian Marshall was there calling, ringing bells…nothing. “She’s 
probably outside having a fag” said a member, so outside I went…. nothing. 

Eventually the barmaid returned started serving again, and whilst she apologised that she had to 
take a toilet break, she said, “even a toilet can only serve one arse at a time!!” 

Now I’m not sure who the comment was aimed at, but Captain Cuth took upon himself to agree with 
her and point at me and then ponce a drink. 

Ross is a tree lined golf course and spectacular in the summer, however in late Autumn, with all 
those wet leaves on the deck, it is a different challenge. Get into the piles of leaves, that were 
everywhere, and the challenge is just to find your ball. 

As I mentioned I was in the last group, so thankfully, there were only three others to witness my 
opening drive, which was as close to a whiff, as you can have, managing to “graze” the ball and move 
it 15 feet to the left. 

Three of our group had never played the course before and Pricey who had, had difficulty recalling 
many of the holes, as they looked so different with no leaves on the trees. 

There are also many holes with bells and we were reprimanded by the group in front which included 
Terry & Brian (hard to believe they would say anything) for driving before they had rung. We did 
hear a bell, obviously not the one of this hole. 

The course can be quite confusing, with some double tees and so it proved for Roy, who teed it up 
on the wrong hole, before it was pointed out to him, by a brace of Matts. Good job Ray wasn’t there, 
he would have let him drive and then pointed it out. 

Robin Eaton managed to hit a 3-inch diameter rail of a fence in front of the 11th tee, which was all of 
2 foot from the ground and Dave A decided to hold play up while he came back to collect his 
provisional, that he had left on the previous fairway. 

He and several others are fortunate, that due to an organisational cock-up there were no fines 
levied, (apart from the blobs) which resulted in the fines administrator being blamed and 
unceremoniously fired, to be replaced by Terry. Legal advice is being sought.   



It would not be a PGS outing without a bit of controversy, remember Moseley Mayhem? now we 
have the Ross Ruckus. 

When we arrived at the 14th, longest drive, our group, being last out, had responsibility to pick up the 
markers, but it was nowhere to be seen.  

Admittedly it was a bit murky and apart from Gaz, our mince pies aren’t what they used to be but 
the group in front never saw it, so imagine our surprise when we spotted the marker, virtually in the 
trees, on the far left! 

I walked the 50 yards or so from the centre of the fairway to collect it, to see Robbo’s name (in year 
5 capitals) proudly emblazed on the board. His reasoning, Chris J & Chris R, told him it was on a very 
difficult to distinguish fairway. Did he claim the prize, what do you think? But there’s more to the 
Ross Ruckus. 

Our newly promoted fines administrator bought along a 
“guest,” Robin Proctor, who paid his joining fee at 9.00 
am and by 4.00 pm was walking off with the “virtual” cup, 
the Mafia money, the lot. He obviously thought with all 
those trees he was back in Sherwood Forest. Well done 
Robin and another reward, a cut on its way. 

After the Ruckus, results were   

• N.P. – Pricey. 
• L.D. – Robbo. 
• 3rd – Vic Hammond – 35 pts. 
• 2nd – Chris Jolley – 37 pts. 
• 1st – Robin Hood – 39 pts. 

Not only was I fired from fines, lost to Pricey for NP, lost 
to Vic on CB, made the error of hitting the fairway on LD 
and got insulted by the barmaid, all in all a top day out. 

Next up Fulford Heath on 28th December. 

Season’s greetings 

 


