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Memones of the ongmal course at the Picton Golf Club

John D, Lipson
Special to The Guide
This year the dreams of gen-
erations of Picton golfers have
finally been realized with the ex-
pansion of the course to eigh-
teen holes. The new holes, skill-
fully blended with the old nine,
are wonderful: the mammoth
rolling greens of St. An-
drewsean proportions, the water
- and woods on several holes that
force you to aim down the mid-
dle and pray, the spectacular
vistas from numerous vantage
points. All of this reinforces the
feeling that we have embarked
on a great new era of Picton golf.
For golfers of a certain age, I
am certain that this milestone
season brings back memories of
1961. For on opening day of 1961
we were presented with a brand
new golf course thanks to the
dedication and herculean efforts
of our late beloved golf pro Fred
Purcell. These nine holes that
Fred conceived and built almost
single-handedly have stood the
test of time. The layout of the
old nine is remarkably un-
changed, apart from condition-
ing, from what we saw in 1961.
My mission here is not to
write about the new course-it is
too soon. Nor is it to write about
the post-1961 course. This course
is well-known to all and remains
an integral part of the new eigh-
teen. No, my mission is a histor-
ical one. This year's 18-hole ex-
pansion has lead, somewhat
ironically, to a renewed histori-
cal interest in the original nine
hole (pre-1961) course. And it is
the original nine that I wish to
describe. In this regard two
questions seem to crop up. "Is it
true that golfers used to drive
across the highway?" "Were
there actually six holes on the
clubhouse side of the highway?"
The answer to both these ques-
tions is yes.
Please join me. It is the sum-
- mer of 1955, and we are going to
play nine holes at the Picton
Golf Club.Here is the card:
Hole Yardage Par
306
426
375
345
155
385
103
277
234
Hole 1. 306 yards Par 4. The
tee-like mound to the left of the
17th fairway would make a per-
fect first tee for the original
course. The actual first tee is not
nearly so elaborate. Just behind
the first tee is Fred Purcell's pro
shop. Fred will have a friendly
greeting for you along with
words of encouragement. If you
are having problems with your
game, Fred will probably drop
everything and give you an im-
promptu lesson.
Before heading out let's buy a
golf ball, perhaps a Campbell
Spot (price 50 cents) or a Spald-
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ing Dot (price $1.00). Tee up, aim

for the roof of the old stone
house on the horizon, and we're
off. The shorter hitter will be in
the valley with a blind second
shot to the green; the longer hit-
ter will be at or near the top of
the hill with a great view of the
green and a hundred yard or so
pitch. All in all, a gentle intro-
duction to the course. Just as
well, because here comes the in-
famous second.

Hole 2, 426 yards Par 5. When
visitors to the Picton Golf Club
went back to their own course, I
am stire they said, "You should
have seen the second hole at Pic-
ton."” Imagine a tee in the middle

the left of the present 16th fair-
way, is protected by old-fash-
ioned cross bunkers. Not too dif-
ficult a par four.

Hole 5. 155 yards Par 3. Here
we go again. Death or glory. Hit
across the road to a nicely built-
up green framed by the maple
tree that guards the corner of
the dogleg on the present first
hole. (Head down; it's less than a
hundred yards to carry the road;
surely I won't hit it into the
ditch; oh drats.)

Hole 6. 385 yards Par 4. Tee
off adjacent to the original sec-
ond tee at the corner of the dog-
leg of the present first hole. A
good drive will end up over the

maybe. But those elm trees can
easily turn a three or four into a
five or six.

Hole 9. 234 yards Par 4. Move
the present 18th tee sixty yards
back and you have the original
9th hole.

Take out your driver or three
wood and have a go at the green.
You have fo play the hill just
perfectly to find the green, and
make sure that you don't slice. A
great hole to end the round. And
there would always be a group
of golfers sitting on the veranda
to cheer you on.

So there it is, the original
nine, with six of the nine holes
on the clubhouse side of the

if a car is coming. A good drive
will sail across the road and end
up somewhere in the vicinity of
the present second green. A
poor drive will end up in the
ditch and that is the prosaic
truth. For years the present sec-
ond green was framed by a large
elm tree; this elm tree forces you
to play the second hole as a
slight dogleg. I am sure the bet-
ter players regarded this hole as
a birdie opportunity; for begin-
ners it seemed to stretch on for-
ever.

Hole 3. 375 yards Par 4. Tee
off close to the present 14th tee
and drive in the direction of the
present 9th green. Don't slice be-
cause there is an out-of-bounds
fence down the entire right
hand side. A good drive will be
at the base of the hill leading up
to this green. But you have a
ways to go because the green is
adjacent to the road, a stone's
throw from the red tees for the
present 16th hole. Play short on
your second for an easy bogey,
but be careful if you are going
for the green in two. You can be
out of bounds both left (the
road) and right (a bordering
fence). A difficult par.

Hole 4. 345 yards Par 4. Tee
off behind the third green. Much
like driving on the present 16th
hole only from a slightly differ-
ent angle. The green, situated to

mains because the green is over
the brow of the hill leading
down to the 17th green. The
plateau green is perfectly rec-
tangular and very difficult to
hit. Like number 3 an easy bo-
gey but a very difficult par.

We now come to the last
three holes which were perhaps
a little short by modern stan-
dards, but oh were they fun to
play.

Hole 7. 103 yards Par 3. The
green is hard by a fence in the
vicinity of the present mainte-
nance shed. You have to clear a
forest of evergreens between
you and the green. Be very care-
ful with your tee shot. The green
is as hard as a rock, especially
in dry weather, and a less than
perfect shot may end up in Mor-
ley's cabbage patch. (Morley
was the gentleman who lived be-
hind the 7th green.)

Hole 8. 277 yards Par 4. Tee
off by the highway and you will
see the top of the flag fluttering
between two majestic twin elms.,
You are heading for the present
17th green. This green is virtu-
ally unchanged from the origi-
nal course. (Alas the twin elms
were lost many years ago.) But
you have to decide how to nego-
tiate the elms. Do you drive
through them, around them, or
(if you are a very long hitter)
over them? An easy four,
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first green and the predecessor
of the present sixteenth (which
had to be rebuilt when the high-
way was widened). The original
and largely unlamented second
hole was replaced by a 165-yard
par 3 (tee off to the right of the
original first green and play to
the present first green) and a
375-yard par 4 (tee off from the
present second tee and play to
the original second green). The
original par 4 fourth hole was
now replaced by a 485 yard par 5
fifth hole which played much
like the present sixteenth except
that the tee was the original
fourth tee adjacent to the high-
way.

The new nine (which we now
call the old nine) was ready for
play Opening Day of 1961, so
1960 marked the last year we
played the original nine, albeit
in slightly modified form.

Nineteen-sixty. The very
mention of that year brings
back a flood of golfing memo-
ries. Please bear with me dear
reader.

In the larger golfing world,
1960 is remembered as the year
when Arnold Palmer became,
well, Arnold Palmer. His come-
from-behind victories in the
Masters and U.S. Open electri-
fied golfers and non-golfers
alike. And in the much smaller
world of the Picton Golf Club, it

was a very big year for this
scribe. For that year I won the
club championship, a fact that
those familiar with current state
of my game will find quite re-
markable. So I guess I have the
arcane distinction of being the
last Picton golfer to win the
mens club championship on the
original course.

It was fitting that my oppo-
nent in the final club champi-
onship match to be contested on
the original course should have
been the late Pierce Jones. If you
had to pick the top Picton
golfers in the period 1945
through 1960, Pierce would have
been at or near the top of your
list. Pierce had a solid golf game.
He was not overly long but long
enough, consistently straight,
and a great chipper and putter.
When we played our 1960 final,
Pierce might have been a little
past his prime, but he was not
past it by much. Indeed, he was
the defending champion.

I remember our match as if it
were yesterday. I was four up af-
ter the morning 18 and feeling
very pleased with myself. But
the match was far from over. In
the first nine of the afternoon 18,
Pierce sunk every putt in sight
and narrowed the gap to a single
hole. My ultimate narrow mar-
gin of victory in the final nine on
that hot and humid August day
owed itself entirely, I am sure, to
the wonderful advantage of be-
ing eighteen years old.

Another thing that sticks in
my mind about the 1960 club
championship campaign is that
I was very fortunate to get into
the finals in the first place.

In the quarter-finals, I met
one of the club's top left-han-
ders. Our match was a nip and
tuck affair, and I arrived at the
final hole nursing a slender one
hole lead. On that 234 yard hole
I played for par four which I fig-
ured would be good enough. It
wasn't. I can still see my hon-
ourable left-handed opponent
hitting the shot of the day, a
soaring drive that caromed off
the hill just perfectly, coming to
rest a couple of feet off the
green. An easy chip and a putt
for a birdie three. All tied after
18.

The wags on the veranda
then informed an assemblage at-
tending a clubhouse luncheon
about the sudden-death enter-
tainment that was about to tran-
spire. So there we were,
trundling down the first fairway
accompanied by a sizable
gallery. With nerves frayed, we
both left ourselves five footers
for pars on the first green. My
opponent missed, I somehow
made mine, and there it was: a
one-up nineteenth hole victory.

So who was my tenacious
left-handed opponent? Why, it
was George Ross. And these
days our matches regularly
come right down to the wire,
just like on that halcyon day
thirty-nine years ago.

Golf. What a wonderful
game.



