Lets Play Golf

I always think that whoever named the game golf must have had a back to front brain, it should have been called flog, because it’s a bit like flogging a dead horse.  Playing the game on a regular basis one meets many different kinds of people.  I met a gentleman last week who had the most ingenious invention I have ever seen, a very special golf ball.  He was anxious to demonstrate it to me, he threw it into the rough grass, it lay there for one minute then it started to flash an orange colour, making it easy to find.  Another minute elapsed and the ball started to emit a bleeping noise as well, we ignored it for another minute so it started jumping a foot into the air several times.  Obviously I was anxious to get one of these amazing balls for myself so I asked him where he got it, he said “Oh I found it!”  

A space ship once landed on the course where I was playing, two strange looking beings emerged from it, apparently they were from Mars.  I heard later that they’d watched me play the first hole.  I drove the ball into the rough on the right hand side of the fairway.  It took me a couple of shots to get it out, my next shot went into a bunker beside the green, I got out of the bunker onto the green, two puts and the ball was in the hole.  One Martian looked at the other and said “He won’t hit it out of there”.  

I love the course I play on, except for the sixteenth hole; you have to drive 205 yards over a lake, I always play an old scruffy ball in case I lose it.  One night I had a dream, I dreamt that I hit the ball straight across the lake and onto the green.  Next day I was playing a competition, coming to the 16th hole we were level, I got out my old ball, then I heard a voice say “put down a good ball”, I remembered my dream and got very excited.  I rummaged in my bag and brought out a brand new ball, and gave my opponent a smug smile.  The voice said “take a practice swing” so I did, then the voice said “put the old ball back!”

