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Chapter 1

 


“Fancy making up a foursome?” came a shout
across the green. Terry sighed to himself. It was a silly ritual.
Every Sunday they would go to the green to practice their putting
and every Sunday Simon and Patrick would appear randomly at about
the same time to ask if they could join them. Except, of course, it
wasn’t that random. Both William Soper and Patrick Dicker had
houses that overlooked the green.

 


“Love to,” said William placing his ball on
the tee he had already positioned in the grass. “You know I love
to. I say so every Sunday.”

 


“Not every Sunday,” said Patrick.

 


“Most. Come on, it’s almost a tradition,”
said William.

 


“Almost,” said Patrick.

 


Patrick gestured to his son Simon to get
them clubs and balls from the little office window in the pavilion.
Simon trudged over to the employee behind the window as if he’d
been told to report for a community service order.

 


“How’s your membership of the club going?”
asked Patrick.

 


“Oh …okay,” said William.

 


“Approved yet?” asked Patrick sneering
slightly. Patrick had a horrible sneer, thought Terry. But then
that’s what they did socialists. Sneer. It wouldn’t have been as
bad if Patrick hadn’t been so physically ugly. As a child Terry had
been scared of Patrick whenever he had to go into his shop. His
mother had had to explain that just because someone is thin and
ugly it doesn’t automatically mean they are a Hollywood villain.
They can just be someone who has missed their vocation.

 


“It’s imminent,” said William considering
the angle of his clubface to the ball.

 


“Yes, it’s been imminent for about 3 years
now hasn’t it?” said Patrick.

 


“I’m not that bothered about becoming a
member proper,” said Terry.

 


“Nonsense,” said Patrick. “Why wouldn’t you
want to be a member? It’s an idyll. I’m no spendthrift but
…bunkers, fairways, greens all mowed and landscaped and a
reasonably priced bar? You’re not saying you’d rather be here?”

 


“For a socialist you’re very keen on
capitalism,” said Terry. They had the same ‘banter’ every week.
Terry had to wonder why. “We’re happy here. On the putting green
the mechanics of the game are simpler which makes the game more
pure,” lied Terry. It was a lie so bad that he didn’t even believe
it himself before it came out his mouth. It sounded like bullshit
because it was.

 


“Well, if that’s what you want to tell
yourself…?” said Patrick twisting the knife.

 


Terry glanced at William.

 


William looked down at his putter. Terry
looked at William’s putter too – it was too tall for William. Still
it took some of the mental strain out of deciding which club was
appropriate when there was only one choice. Imagine having to
choose from all those clubs that professional golfers have? So many
they need someone to help carry them. Terry could only dream.

 


“And,” added Terry, “one has to be realistic
… even if we were members would one be able to get over there
enough?”

 


“We might,” said William tapping his ball.
They all watched closely. It was a hole in one. They all
congratulated William. William continued… “Perhaps you’re right we
both need to move on from keep coming to this green and thrashing
you and Simon every Sunday?”

 


“Not every Sunday,” said Simon who had now
returned with the clubs and balls. He handed over a ball and club
to Patrick. Patrick placed his ball on a tee at the starting point.
Without too much ado he hit it. It missed the hole but not by
much.

 


“Funny though that you’re not already full
members…?” said Patrick. “I’d have thought you would be already.
After all, as Janet says, you’re both very sociable…?”

 


“We’d heard you’d been blackballed,” said
Simon.

 


“Simon,” said Patrick. “That’s rude.”

 


“Sorry… but it’s what Janet said?” said
Simon.

 


“Yes, that’s why it’s rude to repeat it,
said Patrick. “You know better than thinking you can say rude
things just because they’re true. Michael Foot is a twat – that’s
true … but one doesn’t say it… because one is respected and it’s
disrespectful.” With that Patrick strolled over to his ball which
was now at the end of the green and tapped it casually into the
hole. “You must forgive my son’s bad manners,” he added. “I don’t
know where he gets them from.”

 


“Don’t you?” whispered Terry positioning his
ball. He tested his putter against his leg to check that it was the
correct length for his height. Of course it wasn’t. It was the same
height as everyone else’s putter because that’s what Surrey County
Council provided - an object lesson in the failures of
Nationalisation.

 


“Sixth form College I suspect,” said
Patrick. “When I was his age I was already out at work... These
days they all carry on carefree living off daddy …-”

 


“Sounds reasonable to me,” thought Terry
propelling his ball along the mowed grass. The ball missed the
small red iron flag that never fluttered in the breeze. After a few
more puts he got his ball in the first hole. Simon got his ball in
the first hole with a similar number of puts to Terry. Then it was
time to move onto the second hole… then the third … then
sequentially through all the other holes until they reached hole 9
at which point they circumnavigated the green once more playing all
9 holes again to simulate 18. Simulation – that was the word. All
the little putting runs were identical. They could have saved half
the morning by only playing the same one 18 times if it wouldn’t
have worn the grass out.

 


“We haven’t been blackballed from the golf
club, have we?” Terry asked William as they walked up the gravel
drive.

 


“No, he’s just trying to get under our
skin,” said William.

 


“I couldn’t afford to be a member anyway…”
said Terry.

 


“I’m sure we can remedy that?” said
William.

 


“How?” asked Terry.

 


“Well, I’ve got money.”

 


“What does he mean we’re both very
‘sociable’?”

 


“It’s just a word socialists like to use,
Terry.”

 


“Oh come on he’s a politician.”

 


“A rubbish one,” said William putting his
key in the front door.

 


“Well, he may be Labour but he’s still the
local leader.”

 


“Yes, of all three of them. See you on
Monday,” said William.

 


“Yes, see you Monday.”

 


William closed his front door.

 


Terry continued to walk round the drive,
which was a horseshoe shape, until he got back to road then started
wandering home. William never let him in.

 





Chapter 2

 


“Now I know,” concluded Sir Charles
Mulligan, “that you all want me to speak at great length about
details of policy…” Sir Charles paused for a polite laugh. It never
came. He continued anyway. “… but let’s not forget the real reason
for today. We’re here to raise money.”

 


There was a slightly audible groan.

 


”Yes, I know no one likes to hear it said
but I’m here and some things have to be said. So remember,” he said
patting his waste, “that the envious person grows lean with the
fatness of their neighbour and please get your wallets out. Or
purses if you happen to be lady… The party needs money from
everybody.”

 


There was a less muffled groan from around
the room but wallets were removed from trousers and jackets and
some purses were removed from handbags. A man moved amongst the
audience with a collection plate as if it were a religious service
which in a sense it was.

 


”Yes, I know we’ve just had a landslide
victory,” continued Sir Charles as if the audience hadn’t groaned,
“...but we must never become complacent. Remember - winning’s not
enough! We must thrash the opposition. Winning hard in a
constituency like this makes Foot’s foot soldiers feel not just
beaten but birched. Now that may sound harsh but if you want to
stay free in a free market society then that’s how it has to be. So
I give you a toast… to canvassing hard for Our Prime Minister!”

 


“To Our Prime Minister!” the throng intoned
which was not exactly the toast Sir Charles had proposed but he
didn’t make anything of it. Instead “Now on with the party!” he
added with a laugh.

 


The crowd gradually moved away from their
tables and Sir Charles glided through them working the room.

 


“Won’t be a minute,” said William as he left
his seat next to Terry.


Chapter 3

 


Terry smiled. It was William’s career and
Terry didn’t begrudge him buttonhole the Honourable Member. They
would have plenty of time together next week when they went
mountaineering. Terry repaired to the bar and ordered another
whisky from the lady behind the bar. He name was Janet. Janet
pressed a tumbler into the optic with very little finesse and
dropped some ice cubes loudly on the blended whisky. She leant over
a tap and splattered some water in without letting it run first.
Then she placed it before him. Terry looked at the top of his
beverage and thought he could see a thin layer of lime scale. He
handed over the appropriate number of coins.

 


“You two got your membership yet?” said
Janet.

 


“No not yet,” said Terry. “I’m sure we will
soon though.”

 


“Oh well, at least you can become a member.
I’m eternally an associate member.”

 


“You don’t need to be a member you work
here, Janet.”

 


“Well,” said Janet. “Yes, I can play
‘whenever I like’ so they tell me… as long as no members are on the
green and I’m not behind this bar …”

 


“Well, then…-“

 


“…but somehow it’s a bit
shit golf in the pitch black, isn’t it?”

 


Terry smiled. He took another sip of his
drink. It was disgusting but it was cheap and did the job. “Maybe
someone will invent the luminous golf ball,” he said. He wondered
if it was funny or if he was simply proof of the old adage that
people who are drunk are never as funny to people who are not. He
guessed the latter.

 


“Not sure I’d want to be a real member even
if they let me. Not that it’s all bad - at least I’m allowed to
cross the white line when there isn’t a function on.”

 


“Yes,” said Terry. “That’s something.”

 


“I’m not sure I could afford to be a member
anyway.”

 


“Me neither.”

 



Chapter 4

 


Janet and Terry continued their rather
boring conversation at intervals while Janet poured drinks for
other more sociable and less morose customers until 3ventually
Janet was too busy to talk to Terry.

 


Inevitably Sir Charles Mulligan and William
arrived at the bar. A sycophantic swarm of wannabe Councillors and
MPs surrounded the real MP like a gaggle of first century lepers
trying to touch the robes of our Lord Jesus.

 


“Excellent speech,” William was
toadying.

 


“I’ve given better,” said Sir Charles,
“…sadly they’re not all appreciated. Indeed, sometimes I think
one’s best speeches are the ones for which one is most
derided.”

 


“I find that hard to believe,” said
William.

 


“So do I,” said Sir Charles, “and yet I do
believe that it is sadly so.”

 


“You’re right about canvassing too,” said
Peter York who had popped up from amongst the social lepers.

 


Terry loathed Simon York. He was such a
poser. Just because he owned some companies and the Valley Hotel he
acted like he owned the town. He was the worst kind of political
hanger on too. It was transparent that he wasn’t really interested
in politics itself but just hang around the party to protect his
own commercial interests. Not the Terry was interested in politics
but he knew a fake when listened to one.

 


“Yes,” said his Eleanor, “and more
fundraisers. A barn dance perhaps… Sure William would love a barn
dance wouldn’t you, William?” Eleanor was Peter’s
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