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A Head Greenkeeper is a man of the 
soil. There is, in the term for a work-
ing farmer, 'mud on his boots'. 

He knows the grass, on his fairways 
and its reactions to the vagaries of our 
climate. The same applies to his 
greens. He has an affinity with his 
course, though he would probably 
reject, gruffly, any such high falutin' 
idea. Nevertheless he regards it as his 
course. He is unlikely to lend an ear 
to suggestions offered by someone 
coming from a links - if he is inland. 
Or from someone belonging to a 
course several hundred feet higher, or 
lower than his own. 

His programme for the day is 
dictated by the weather. A fact not 
always recognised by committees. 
Years ago, when a secretary, a Green 
Committee chairman asked me my 
plan for the week, I said that I should 
meet the Head Greenkeeper (with 
whom I worked hand in glove) at 
8.50 each morning, as usual. As with 
the farmer, the day's work depends 
entirely on whether it is wet or dry. 

In this era of 'progress', mechanisa-
tion may have taken some of the mud 
off his boots. At least one of his staff 
must be a mechanic, unless con-
tractors are employed. That is a 
mistake. The firm, thinking of 'man 
hours', rush the job. 

Reverting to 'mud on the boots', 
they say that tournament professionals 
can assess the pace of a green, by the 
feel through their shoes when walking 
on it. This I believe to be true, for I 
have experienced it. Not, let it be 
known, through any prowess as a 
golfer, but because as a secretary I 
used to inspect a certain number of 
greens every day. 

That was before the club laid on 
water. A hilly course, the lowest 

greens were 500 feet above sea level, 
the highest close to 700, and exposed 
to buffeting winds from all points of 
the compass. The underfoot feel of 
the sheltered putting surfaces was like 
treading on a pile carpet after a thin 
mat. 

Away from greens, the present 
fashion appears to be to dispense with 
rough, and use trees instead. I 
am not one to favour the elimination 
of luck (raising the game to the 
bloom less heights of chess, as Bernard 
Darwin put it). But I do feel that trees 
are too big a gamble. Golfers grouse 
a lot about the kicks and lies you get 
from the 'umps and 'ollows on links. 
Surely the chances of a kind 
ricochet off a tree are slim indeed? 

Solitary trees, here and there, add 
to the scenery. One, judiciously 
placed, can dictate the strategy of a 
hole. It is there for all to see, and 
avoid. Years of playing over bush-
lined fairways in Africa have left 
their mark. There is no more dis-
heartening sight than that of a ball 
curving deep into a wood. You are 
not faced with the matter of cir-
cumnavigating one trunk and its 
branches. Surrounded by trees, a way 
through, under or over, has to be 
found. There are times when there is 
not even the escape route of chipping 
out sideways. 

There is the story of a fine amateur 
playing Pine Valley. It was not his 
day off the tee. Finally his caddie re-
marked: 'You don't have to watch 
them. You listen for them.' 

Tree-lined holes even evoke a 
touch of claustrophobia. Which is 
why you will see world-class players 
driving with light spoons or the No. 1 
iron - the most difficult club in the 
bag. In hickory days, unaccoun-
tably 1 formed a friendship with one. 

If woodland leads to defensive golf 
by the expert, what then is the most 
important golfer, the club member 
'parent' or 'artisan' - to do? Defen-
sive play seldom got anyone any-
where. Which does not mean that a 



sensible 'appreciation of the situation' 
comes amiss. Between the expert and 
the handicap player, the apprecia-
tion will differ, perhaps the most im-
portant thing in golf. 

Greenkeepers and their staff are 
hard to come by these days. Apart 
from the normal mowing the Green-
keeper of today has to be something 
of a chemist, in the mixing, or dilu-
tion, of the chemical dressings, now a 
must. He has, possibly to be a garage 
hand. The way things are going, it 
looks as if to his accomplishments 
must be added a verderer (forester). 
Trees, whatever the townsman may 
think, have to be watched. 

The whole set up is steadily ap-
proaching that of an Area H.Q. in 
the army. G.O.C. the secretary. G.S.O. 
the Head Greenkeeper. Assuming 
that the latter is not a garage hand, 

and that the club cannot afford a 
squad of R.E.M.E. attached to the 
club, there will be G.S.O.Q. (times 
change), in charge of 'Transport'. 
Then there is the question of the 
trees. If the Head Greenkeeper has 
to assume the responsibilities of 
verderer, one can only suggest that 
he recruit Macbeth, or whoever 
moved Birnam Wood. 

I can never see troops, branches 
tucked into the netting over their 
'battle bowlers', without becoming 
moved by mirth. Anyone seriously 
believing the countryside is moving 
towards him, either loses his stripes 
or resigns his Commission. 

There is the story of two elderly 
golfers shouting: 'Fore' at two newly 
planted saplings. I do so hope that 
it is true. The good ones so seldom 
are. 

RELF&KENDALL 
OF CROYDON AIMD BARNET 

With pleasure announce that they hold the greatest concentration of 
lawn mower spares and lawn mower engine spares in the country 

ENORMOUS STOCKS OF RANSOMES SPARE PARTS 
Also ASPERA, B.S.A., 

RANSOMES BRIGGS & STRATTON, 
DENNIS, J.A.P., ROTAX, 
VICTA, VILLIERS. 

Service Exchange items such as CUTTING CYLINDERS - MAGNETOS 
OUR FLEET OF VANS IS OCCUPIED DAILY IN MAINTAINING OUR 

EXPRESS SPARE DELIVERY SERVICE 

Telephone your 
immediate requirements to . RELF & KENDALL 

406 BRIGHTON ROAD, SOUTH CROYDON, 
1 SURREY. CR2 6XX. Tel (01) 688 0578 

11 STATION ROAD. NEW BARNET, HERTS. 
Tel (01) 449 8228 

We stock a comprehensive range of domestic and professional 
machinery. Ask for a demonstration on YOUR ground 


