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Another first timer for PGS and from the comments afterwards it seemed to go down very well, so 
will feature again at some time, I am sure. 

I eventually arrived after my driver, decided to re-enact scenes from “Driving Miss Daisy” and follow, 
rather than pass, horse boxes, caravans, hearses, bikes etc. 

A select field of 18 attended, Mike Ciric having withdrawn that very morning with JCS surpassing 
even his own high standards for lateness by not only arriving after brief but missing breakfast as 
well. 

With Doddy standing in for Matt, something also went wrong with the Sailes draw system as I found 
myself out in the first group along with the vice and chairman. After a stirring brief from Pete, we 
made our way to the 1st, a gentle downhill opener, slight dogleg left. 

With good wishes ringing in my ears, I managed to get a drive away, put my second into a greenside 
bunker pin high, left it in, fired it over the green, into the gorse, left it in the gorse twice, so picked 
up for a 10 and end of my chance of silverware! 

Stepping onto the 2nd, we had a wait for the group in front to clear, for what would be a recurring 
theme. This allowed KT, who had parred the 1st, to deliberate on how to play the hole. Hit driver into 
the corner of the dogleg, or would that be too long and end up in the sand? Go with an iron to 
ensure a safe layup OR top it into the bushes 10 yards off the tee! A feat repeated by Miss Daisy 
Poyner, later. 

Interesting hole the 2nd, called “Old School Run” more like “Driving Range Run.” As you had to dodge 
balls being fired onto the fairway by the locals on the range, which doesn’t help when you’re looking 
for your own ball.    

Pete had gone for an early NP on 3, which in our case was nearest the green. With the pin tucked 
long far left it was almost OB which is where a few went. 

The course is fairly compact, so you saw other groups from time to time, and with a lot of trees 
between fairways, it was sometimes difficult to spot an errant tee shot. This happened on one 
particular hole when Robbo, looking like Jack Grealish’s dad, fired one onto an adjacent fairway. It 
was spotted by Meady, who told Jack Snr, who for some reason didn’t believe something Meady 
said? so played another. 

The 13th was NP in 2 a short par 4 dogleg left. Doddy hit one into the corner of the dogleg and then 
proceeded to put it way left into the trees, for one of his higher scores. I managed to get it on the 



green and being first group got my name on the board. As it was 40 feet from the pin it wasn’t going 
to last and so it proved. It lasted until the next group, when I saw TP moving the marker to within 6 
feet, with a smug look. 

Up steps Al Taylor, fires one in, hits the stem of the sign, 5mm diameter, and comes to rest 3 inches 
closer to the hole, mug Tony and keep the Taylor record of winning something every time they play 
going. 

Onto the 16th, the signature hole, a par 3 of over a lake and named “Ah-Well,” or in my case “Oh-
F***!” after I managed to top my tee shot into the bushes 5 yards off the tee, and not even reach 
the water.  

Killer arrived back giving a good impression of Mr Glum, having lost 4 balls and shooting 108 gross, 
which kept him quiet for all of 30 seconds. He was pipped to the wooden spoon by Moggy, who shot 
111 and sulked around the bar refusing to take his school cap off. 

After the dust had settled the results were 

• N.P. – 91 Yule 
• N.P. in 2 – Tony Big Al 
• 3rd – David Yule - 69 
• 2nd – Steve High - 69  
• 1st – Pete Dodd - 66   

Well played Pete, a good scrambling round to shoot that number having been in the woods on more 
than one occasion and Steve did his bit for “the family” in the absence of the FIL. 

Next up Stratford Park – probably before you read this! 


