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WINTER SUMMER SPECIAL 

 

Sitting down for our bacon roll and coffee, which strangely never materialised, Killer decided to 
harass some lads having a post round pint. 

“That’s Sam Marshall over there” he decides, “Sam, Sam” he bellows across the clubhouse, to be 
ignored by said Sam. The fact that the guy was almost bald and apart from a beard looked nothing 
like our Sam, didn’t stop him. Eventually he decided it wasn’t and got on with his roll.  

A few late withdrawals saw the field reduced to 20 and the random draw system was up and 
running, which meant I was in the last group, joined by Terry, Tony Owo and Dave Adams. 

As normal we gathered by the 1st tee to offer the normal PGS encouragement and were not 
disappointed with a fine variation of tee shots, from the sublime to the not so. 

KT, a hot favourite after his last day win on tour and a win the day before at Monmouth was one of 
the better ones, while a few were launched towards the 9th fairway and a couple just past the lady’s 
tee. 

When it was our turn no one was there to see Tony take the tiger line up the left and strike one 
towards the green, or for Dave to reach the fairway but only because it bounced off the path, just in 
front of the tee. 

With a 15.15 first tee and football on, everyone was keen to get round, so the pace of play was fairly 
good, even Chris (Roadblock) Rawlings had had some therapy and reduced his shot time, which 
meant we didn’t hold up the 3 members who came out behind the last group. 

It didn’t take long for Tourette’s Adams to turn up and he was soon giving himself a good swearing 
at after yet another errant shot. “What are you? You’re a f****** c*** that’s what you are!” was 
heard on more than one occasion. However, when he focused, on taking the piss out of me instead, 
he settled down and had a good back 9. 

Tony was hitting the ball a mile and sometimes even in the right direction. On 16 he hit a beauty all 
of 300 yards, unfortunately on this occasion there was a ditch at 295. That said on more than one 
occasion Dave went past him. 

Terry and I were having our own personal battle to see who could blob the most holes, which ended 
as a draw with us both coming in with the same score, mine comprised mostly of 3 or 0 points. 

Not much else was reported when we got back to base, just one other thing which involving me, and 
Dave is worth a mention. 



Stepping up on 18 and having just got 3 points on 17, so my turn, and having hit a slice all day I 
produced a pull, and the ball went OB. Dave fancied the LD prize but knobbed it all of 50 yards, in 
the same direction.  

Walking to where my ball went out, I could see a lot of balls lurking in the undergrowth and not 
being a man to give up a free Top Flite, decided to get a few with my ball retriever. The others got 
fed up with me and headed off, so that when I came to hit my shot, they were some ways ahead. 

Making one of my better connections it flew with a slight fade and headed towards the diminutive 
figure of Adams in the distance. Luckily, he took cover behind his bag as that is what it hit and 
probably stopped it going missing again. 

With no JV to have the prize snatched away the results were as follows. 

• Best guest – Rick Kilpatrick 
• N.P – Bish 
• L.D – Roadblock Rawlings 
• 3rd – 91 Yule - 33 
• 2nd – Captain - 35 
• 1st – Keith’s nephew - 38 

Well done Alan your uncle will be pleased that the Taylor dynasty continues. 

Next up the bandits’ favourite - Robin Hood. 

  


