Molly’s Marauders History

Spring 2006, Kitty and Laurie Enright, the owners of Molly’s Irish Pub in Warrenton, thought it would be great to have rugby in Warrenton. Little did they know what they were getting into. They had an article written in the Fauquier Times Democrat, and put up signs in the pub to create enthusiasm and used the pub as a place to sign up to play.  Sometime in April the first practices were held at Radey Park in Warrenton. With no coach and little organization, this went on for a few weeks until the team was asked to leave Radey Park due to overcrowding and parking overflowing onto the streets, and repeated instances of public urination. At this point, the team acquired Chris Russell, (a veteran of World War I who was dishonorably discharged for pederasty), who volunteered some of his time “coaching” AKA putting most of the team to sleep.  The team then moved to P.B. Smith Elementary School and practiced wherever green grass could be found.  Practicing next to the highway slowly attracted more players.   Drills were mis-conducted, starting at a very elementary level. The team at this point consisted of a few veteran players and many newcomers.  To keep the members interested, it was decided we needed games, otherwise the club would fold quickly.  We organized ourselves enough to play in a summer 7’s tournament.  The team won its first game, then lost the second two that day. But the victory- along with the chance to associate with other drunks - was enough to keep the club going. Molly’s became the team sponsor and helped keep us afloat.  The pub even purchased ugly, solid red, T-shirts for it’s founding members.  Team meetings were held and officers were elected so that there was some organization. Those that came with rugby knowledge, a plan, and knew what to do to start a club were quickly elected.  These officers’ opinions were just as quickly ignored by Chris Russell and President Jeff Hoffman, the real powers behind the throne, who went to the PRU to petition for membership.  We were denied full membership in the first year, therefore could not be eligible for playoffs.  We became associate members in November of 2006 and played whatever clubs we could get a game with, to include college teams, and B-sides. The club held it’s inaugural banquet at Molly’s in the winter of 2006/2007.  Awards were given out in the form of photos, and the team received club mugs from Molly’s. It has become tradition for the club to go to Molly’s for dinner and a cold beer after practice on Tuesday and Thursday and leave the waitresses almost no tip. The team continued to play at P.B. Smith for some time until “Fat” Mike Amster contacted Great Meadow Field Event Center.  The initial reason for the contact was to try to make the club money by parking cars.  The result of that meeting was an offer to play rugby at Great Meadow, which is still our current home, and one of the best fields in the area. We played several road games until we conducted field maintenance and cleared rocks and boulders from the field – except for Jason “white hat” Henderson who stood around and got drunk, which shocked his teammates because Jason is not known to drink much and when he does he holds his liquor very well. In the meantime, the club was growing in numbers with both experienced and new players. The club traveled to West Virginia and continued to demonstrate its potential as it played in the WVU Chicken Tournament, claiming 2nd Place, losing 5-0 in an epic battle in the finals.  Warrenton returned in 2008 and won the Chicken Tournament in another epic 5-0 battle, this time against a combined Rappanhannock/Quantico team.  I forget who scored the only try of the game.  Oh wait, I remember.  It was me, Dogboy.  It was also noteworthy that we won the tournament without Jeff Hoffman’s play or Russell’s coaching (coincidence?  I think not), Finally in August 2007, Chris Russell and Jeff Hoffman again petitioned for full membership. We had demonstrated we had been around for a full year playing games as requested by the PRU, and been successful thus far.  Full Membership was granted and the club was off to a great start. In our first fall matrix season the club lost one game to Rappahannock and missed the playoffs due to points differential, even though we’d beaten first place team, Western Suburbs – although we almost lost this game because Jeff Hoffman stupidly kicked the ball to Suburbs’ wing with no time left on the clock. Though the club didn’t make the playoffs, it made a point to the league that we were going to be a force in the future. We also served notice that we were not above writing graffiti on the bathroom walls at other teams’ pubs.  But we forgave Jesse this sin, chalking it up to his having a concussion received earlier in the day when he knocked himself out trying to tackle an opposing player on a kickoff.  Or simply we recognized his lifetime of “special needs” and took pity on him.  The club continued to grow, despite the fact that F-250 roughs up at least one player at each practice. We sold programs at Gold Cup, parked cars (and the occasional golf cart) for events such as Polo, Rocket Competitions, and Bull Riding to generate money for the club. Socials for home games were initially held at Molly’s pub, but eventually after repeated juvenile behavior, including Dogboy making off color jokes in front of a eight year old, a drunk Merz menacingly waving around the zulu stick and ignoring the bartender’s warning to put it down, and Justin falling through their front window, a mutual agreement was made that it was better that we have socials at Great Meadow.  The tradition of having brats and beer while shivering in the rain when there are 20+ pubs ten minutes away was started and has been the norm ever since.  
