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Happy New Year
The fourball are ready to start the New Year and they all want to make it a winning season. Snow is on the ground and it is bitterly cold but Fred, Mick and Jack are already on a deserted first tee, trying to keep warm and speculating why Bert is always late.

Bang on 1pm on Saturday the 2nd January 2010, Bert makes his way up to the first tee, gleaming new clubs poking out of a brand new bag which is sitting on a “top of the range” electric trolley, with remote control. If buggies were allowed on L’Ancresse Common he would have been driving one of those.

“I see Santa was kind to you this year” quips Fred as his old friend gets close enough to be heard above the biting wind. 

Bert cracks a big smile and wishes them all a Happy New Year. Hand shakes all around as the boys exchange New Years Day stories, mostly concerning how much they had all eaten and drunk. 
“So why were you late – again?” Fred asked, almost knowing what the answer would be. 

“Well when you have such a young wife, you know, she has needs!” Bert smiled back.

“What needs might that be?” Jack asked.

“Guess you don’t remember such things – Old Boy!” Bert replied.

“Even I can’t remember such things!” Mick piped up and they all laughed.

“Right, let’s get started, give us your balls.” Fred asked.

They all handed Fred a golfball, Bert’s was a brand new Titliest Pro V1 marked with his trademark red heart. Raised eyebrows all around! Mick’s was a virtually brown, old style Top Flite with a badge on it celebrating Captains Day – 2002. 

“For goodness sake Mick, why are using such an old piece of junk. Do you want me to lend you a decent ball,” offered Fred.

“No thanks, I have loads of good balls but I’m not wasting one on you lot in this weather!”

“Tight wad.” Jack muttered.

Fred threw the balls in the air. Mick’s and Bert’s fell down together and they were paired up against Jack and Fred. 

“Come on Mick, let’s give those old boys a New Year stuffing.” Bert said, holding out both hands in his opponent’s direction. Fred picked left but the tee was in Bert’s right hand.

“Our honour.” Bert said as he walked over to the tee with Mick.

“Want me to go first?” he asked.
“To you, the New Years Honour, Sir Bert.” Mick replied.

Bert teed up his New Titliest and took out his top of the range Callaway Driver. Mick had an old Mizuno steel shafted driver he had been playing with for over 5 years. He loved that driver and was not a believer in graphite shafts. The boys were amazed he didn’t use a wooden headed driver!
Bert stood behind the ball, pointed the driver at where he wanted the ball to go. Took his stance and with a grace that belied his age, drove the ball deep into the bushes 20 years in front of the tee. Jack and Fred doubled up with laughter and even Mick had a smile on his face as he walked up to the tee.
He teed up his battered old ball on a half broken tee, took a practice swing and then belted the ball down the middle of the fairway. “Good job I’ve got broad shoulders!” 
He smiled at Bert who just managed a grunt in reply. He was not a happy bunny.

“You need them carrying Bert around the course.” Jack commented.

It was his turn next and without any fuss he teed up and smacked the ball down the middle, albeit some 20 yards behind Mick.

Fred was off last and he was just at the top of his backswing when the sound of Bert opening a new box of balls disturbed him and he walked away from the ball. 

All looked at Bert who suddenly realised they were all looking at him.

“What?” he asked.

“Quiet please when I am about to hit the ball.” Fred complained.

“Surprised you can hear me, you deaf old coot.” Bert replied. “You never seem to hear when I am asking you to get a round in! Just get on with it!”

Fred addressed the ball again and hit the ball out to the right, short but safe.

“I’ll play a provisional.” Bert announced just as they were all about to set off.

Jack managed a big sigh and they all waited as Bert teed up another brand new Titliest. This time he seemed to take an extra big swing and hit the ground a full 6 inches behind the ball. The divot seemed to knock the ball off the tee and it rolled off the front of the tee box into some long grass.

They all doubled up this time.

“All that early morning action with the wife has obviously sapped your strength!” Jack announced. They all burst out laughing again as they put their clubs away in their bags and started their walk.

Bert picked up his ball as they left the tee box and they all walked over the hill and down the fairway, chatting as they went. Four great mates!

While the cold seemed to be getting to the three of them, Mick seemed impervious to it and managed to birdie the first after a great second shot, winning the hole and putting him and Bert 1 up. As they walked to the second tee it started to snow.

The Second
Bert teed off first again. This time the ball flew right, flirting with the Out of Bounds and the beach. The bitterly North East wind was helped push the ball in that direction.

“Fancy a New Year’s dip?” Jack asked. 

Bert didn’t reply. He was checking his Blackberry! 

“Sending the wife a message? Missing you already! How sweet!” Jack continued.

Mick teed off second and again split the fairway with a cracking strike. 

“Good shot Micky.” Bert said without even looking up.

“Good shot Micky”. Jack mimed quietly

Jack followed Mick, with a cracking strike, but still some 20 yards behind Mick’s drive and Fred teed off last, topping his shot along the ground. 

“At least it was straight.” Fred commented. A remark aimed at Bert.

They walked off the tee, Bert and Mick heading off towards the beach while Jack and Fred walked down the fairway. Both pairs were discussing the start of the new PGA season and whether or not Tiger would be back on the course any time soon.

Mick found Bert’s ball just inbounds but in a Rabbit scrape. Bert whistled across to Jack who walked over to check the lie.

“That’s fine Bert, you can drop”. 

Bert picked up the ball and then dropped it towards a flat looking piece of grass. However there must have been a stone under where he dropped it and the ball bounced sharply to the right and over the out of bounds line.

“Out of bounds!” Jack stated. 
“That’s not out of bounds.” Bert replied. He picked up the ball and dropped it again.

Without waiting for any further comments he took out a sparkling new 7 iron and angrily smashed the ball as hard as he could. The ball flew high and right and with the helping wind it disappeared over the dune edge and out on to the beach, just missing a couple walking their dog.

“Now it’s out of bounds.” Jack smirked.

As the three of them watched, the dog raced after the ball, picked it up, and then began chewing on it like a bone.

“Hope you have loads of spare balls.” said Jack laughing.

The three still in the game went back and played their second shots into the second green.

Only Mick got on the green. Both Jack and Fred were close and chipped on to the green. Mick had to give them both shots on the 2nd so in effect they were all on the green for nett two.

Mick putted first and finished about 18 inches from the hole. Jack gave him the putt.

Fred putted second and went about 4 feet passed the hole. Jack suggested he try and get the half but he left the putt short. He blamed the wind. It was never Fred’s fault.
Jack now had his putt for a win but his ball rolled agonizingly close to the edge of the hole and finished 18 inches behind. Bert and Mick looked at each other, Bert shook his head and neither said anything.

Jack waited a few moments and then went up to his ball and knocked it in the hole. 

“We’ll remember that.” He commented to Fred, very unamused.

Bert and Mick were still 1 up. 
The snow started to come down a bit heavier.

The Third
Bert was up first and chose a shiny 4 iron for his tee shot on the par three.

Mick commented that he thought it might be further than that but Bert insisted it would be fine with the wind behind.

He managed a good swing at it and for the first time in 2010 made a good connection. However the ball dropped in the bunker some 50 yards short of the green. 

Bert suffered more jibes about his lack of strength.

Mick took a 5 iron, hit the ball sweet as a nut and pitched the green, the ball rolling to the back.

“Good shot, how can you hit a ball like that with those rust covered irons?” Jack commented as he placed his ball on the tee. 

“It’s not about the clubs; it’s the person holding them.” Mick replied as he placed his club back in his bag with a smile.

Jack took his driver and hit a low shot over the bunker and his ball ran down on to the fringe at the front of the green.

Fred took his three wood out and skied his shot high into the falling snow, the ball dropping well short of the green.
“For goodness sake Fred,” Jack said. “It’s snowing badly enough already without you making it worse.” They all chuckled.
Fred blamed the length of his tee as they walked through the gathering snow down towards the third green. Bert tried three times to get out of the bunker before picking his ball up. Fred chipped on to the green, his ball making an interesting line in the gathering snow. Jack putted up to about 4 feet and marked his ball. 
Mick took a long look at his 30 footer. The snow was starting to gather against the face of his putter as he stood over the putt. Undeterred he swung the club and the ball crossed the green, gathering snow as it went. It stopped over 10 feet short of the hole, making a passable attempt at being a snowball.
He marked the ball, cleared the snow off it and putted again. He missed, finishing with a bogey four.

That left Fred and Jack with putts for the win. Fred had a putt but missed, the half was conceded, which left Jack, but could he find his marker! The snow was now covering the green and had buried his white ball marker.
“You’re only allowed 5 minutes to find a ball,” said Bert. “How long is it for a ball marker?” They all laughed at that.

After a couple of minutes of scrapping away at the snow they eventually found the marker and after a moment to line up the putt Jack slotted the 4 footer into the hole for the win.

“He was a safe pair of hands on the footie pitch and he’s just the same with a putter,” declared Fred. 
The match was now all square.

The Fourth 

As stroke index one, everyone received a stroke from Mick as he had the lowest handicap. As they turned into the wind and snow they all knew they would need it. The 4th is a very long par 4 and for most golfers at L’Ancresse when the wind is against it might as well be a par 5.

As they stood facing into the wind and snow they couldn’t even see the fairway let alone the green. A car driving passed the tee box slowed down and a window was wound down.

“Hey you mad devils, didn’t you know the course is closed.”

It was the secretary of the Golf Club.

“OK Geoff”, Mick said. “We’ll pack it in”.
“Cheers guys.” Geoff said and drove off.

The boys looked at each other. “Might as well play in eh,” said Jack.

They all laughed.

Jack now had the honour and teed off first. It looked straight but they had no idea where it finished. Fred followed, and hit another straight one but again it simply disappeared into the snow.

Bert was off next. Once again he took an enormous swing but this time he missed the ball completely. 
“There for nothing,” said Jack. They all creased up!

Bert took another swing and another red hearted Titliest headed off towards the gorse.

“Fore!” shouted Bert. 

“Who the hell is going to hear that?” Jack muttered.

Mick teed up and battered another solid drive up the middle.

They wandered off to get their clubs and headed up the fairway. Bert went off towards the gorse on the right while the others searched for their balls in the snow covered fairway. It took about 5 minutes but they eventually spotted all three balls. They then went off to help Bert but he was nowhere in sight.
After a few minutes they found his snow covered trolley but still no sign of Bert. They split up, all calling out for Bert at the top of their voices, with no reply.

The snow was covering all their tracks so there was no sign of any footprints in the snow to help them work out where Bert had gone.

The three gathered back at the trolley and decided to head back to the club. Golf was impossible now so they picked up their balls and headed up the 4th fairway, passed the 5th tee and walked back up the 1st fairway. 
As they approached the top of the hill on the 1st Mick had a “Scott of the Antarctic“ moment. The three of them were white with snow and their trollies seemed like the kit Scott must have dragged across the ice.
He stopped.

The others stopped too.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” 

Jack and Fred looked at each other.

“Are you worried he may be lying in the gorse somewhere?” Jack suggested.

“Nah, he’ll be fine. I was worried someone might be teeing off and could hit us as we walk over the hill.”

“For goodness sake Mick!” Fred came back at him. “Who the hell would be mad enough to tee off in this weather and more importantly your partner could be lying dead out there, frozen stiff like a giant fish finger!”

“Do you think we should go back?” Jack asked.

“No. let’s get in and then we’ll call the police to help.” Mick suggested.

And so the three carried on, trudging through the snow in silence, each worried about Bert and where he might be.

They eventually reached the car park, put their clubs and trollies into their cars and then headed to the locker room to change.

Bert called the police on the locker room phone. The Police asked for Bert’s mobile number and home number and said they would call the club once they knew more.

As they trudged upstairs to the bar they could hear a mobile phone ringing. They opened the door and there was Bert, sitting on his own at the bar answering his phone, pint of bitter in hand.
“Police?” they could hear him saying. 

“You silly old sod!” Mick shouted. “What the hell are you doing here? We’ve just been struggling through the snow for ages looking for you.”

“Thanks officer.” Bert said down the phone as he concluded his call.

“Didn’t you get my note guys?” Bert said to his three cold and wet mates.

“What note?” Mick replied. 

“I left a note on my bag so you wouldn’t worry where I was.” He continued, “I saw Geoff walking his dogs and he offered to give me a lift back to the club.”

“What about us?”

“He only had room for one as the back seat was full of recycling and his dogs were in the boot!”

“For goodness sake,” Jack said. “You could have come and found us to let us know what was happening. We didn’t see any note; we just about found your bag!” 

“Sorry boys, tell you what. I’ll buy you all a hot toddy and then we’ll have a game of snooker before we head home.”

“Make that two and we’ll forget it,” said Fred. “and a bacon roll to go with them,” added Jack.
“Alright, alright. I am a pensioner you know!” 

“My heart bleeds.” Fred commented.

“Four bacon rolls Max and four hot toddies.” Bert ordered. 

They all sat around one of the tables in the bar and started to chat about the game and particularly Bert’s woeful performance today. 

Bert’s long night at the bar the night before then came to light, including a falling off a bar stool incident and a tumble down the stairs. Max added to the story by telling the boys how he had found Bert asleep in the toilets when he was locking up! 

“No wonder you were so rubbish today.”  Mick commented.
“I’ll be better next week.” Bert promised.

“That’s if you can find your clubs.” Jack added. They all laughed.

They would be back next week and hopefully the weather will be better and they can get in a full 18 holes.
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