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We got there eventually; new skipper Matt’s season finally got underway!

First thing to say is that if it is was not for the persistence and organisation of a few, we would still
not have played, so a big thank you to them.

Floods. Rain. Gales. Coronavirus? It takes more than that to stop PGS, and so it was that 20 intrepid
souls took to a wet, wet, wet Worcestershire to contest the Winter Cup, which had been reduced to
this single round.

The Jolley brothers started the season as usual, causing havoc, with Chris crying off at 08.52, and
Pete arriving at 10.17, after Matt’s brief, even though he lives closer than most to the course.

| walked in to find | had been drawn in the first group, with Matt and Robbie, which allowed me to
make an even bigger arse of myself, than usual on the tee, as the rest of the field were there to
witness. A practice swing saw the club slip from my grasp /
and land some 30 yards behind me...much sympathy
ensued.

As mentioned, the weather was not good and the course
was only just open with a lot of standing water, which
meant we could place anywhere.

The last group out was Pricey, Tony Soper and Pete Jolley,
reduced to a 3-ball as Pete’s guest also cried off, so
decided to play the course in a different way. Having
played 1 & 2 they cut across to 6 and completed the
round by playing 3,4 & 5. Made sense but still incurred a
fine. Pete’s alter-ego, Notso, also made an appearance,
wanting to call it a day before they even got going.

Gaz was seen doing some self-isolation, playing his ball
from the wrong fairway on more than one occasion,
however, when it mattered......

Josh walked into the club after his round wearing shorts.
It appears he fell over on the 9" writing off his trousers in the process.

Not much else to report, apart from Brazier doing a Barnes Wallis on 8 and walking off with a par
and then 4 putting 17 to make sure he kept out of the money.



Full results were

e N.P.-—Brazier (not the Barnes Wallis)

e L.D.—Gaz Waldron (the right fairway)

e 3™ _—Robin (under the radar) Eaton — 35 pts.
e 2" _ Alan (pot hunter) Tailor — 37 pts.

e 1°'—Simon (forty again) Tennant — 40 pts.

Well done Simon and to all who braved the elements and in the words of Vera “we’ll meet again
don’t know where don’t know when....”



