The opening to this year’s predictions e-mail is intended to be a bit more visual.  It may or may not work, but you need to imagine the opening montage before coverage of the final day of a golf tournament on television, where the voice-over announcer sets the stage and there’s dramatic music playing in the background.  If I were more computer literate, perhaps I could actually do something like that, but, for now, you’ll just have to imagine what I’m talking about.

- Soft music plays as the screen shows shots of the sun rising/setting over various golf courses in Myrtle Beach, such as:
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Cue dramatic voice-over:

“In 1997, four friends from Penn State University decided to get together and travel to Myrtle Beach, South Carolina to play some golf and relax for a few days.  Armed with only an inaccurate map and some second-hand information about which courses to play, the four friends made their way to the golf capital of the world, and after having a good time, decided they would make it an annual event.  The competition that first year was not particularly intense, and those four younger, thinner pioneers surely could never have anticipated the way the event would change…”

Music stops and the screen goes black for a brief moment…

Then, suddenly, there is stronger music and rapid fire shots of us draining birdie putts, chipping in from off the green, firing darts, hitting thunderous drives, and fist pumping… (naturally, I have no such pictures, because we don’t take any pictures, but mainly because we don’t drain a plethora of birdie putts, we rarely chip-in from off the green, we fire farts but not darts and I’m not sure that I would necessarily call any of our drives thunderous)

Cue dramatic voice-over:

“What has developed is a 5 day, all-out war for the coveted crystal trophy, for annual bragging rights, and, most importantly, for pride… 5 days of the most intense, pressure-packed golf the world has ever seen… 5 days when friends become bitter rivals… 5 days in sweltering conditions (shot of the blazing Myrtle Beach sun), which can make even the strongest wilt (shots of Dan and I vomiting last year)… 5 days when score doesn’t matter… THIS IS THE MYRTLE BEACH BIRDIE CHAMPIONSHIP!!!!!!!!!!” 

At least this is how I would set up the opening if I were in charge of the television coverage for the MBBC.  But I’m not and there isn’t any coverage anyway, although there should be, so you’ll just have to imagine it…

So, it’s the weekend before the MBBC, and, as usual, I’m sitting in my office late at night trying to come up with predictions.  All because 6 years ago or so, I sent out a few predictions as a joke, and somebody thought they were funny and that I should keep doing it. The only reason I started doing it in the first place was because my favorite part of Rocky III is when the reporter asks Mr. T if he has any predictions for the fight, and Mr. T responds with one of the greatest lines in movie history, “Predictions…?  PAIN!”  When I die (which may be sooner rather than later given my current eating and exercise habits) somebody’s going to uncover all of these e-mails and the general consensus at my funeral will be, “What a loser… no wonder he never got laid.  He was too busy writing these stupid e-mails.”  Like always, I never stop working and I came up with a few… new… predictions:

#1
As we exit the Myrtle Beach International Airport in our mini-van and head for the opening round at Blackmoor, we will pass the restaurant called Sticky Fingers, I will call it Stinky Fingers, and it will still be funny.

I always like to start the predictions off with a lock and I have been saving this one since the end of last year.  I’m hoping that pointing out Stinky Fingers will become as famous or in-famous and as funny as saying “Welcome to Medieval Times” (which, by the way, even in this our 9th year is STILL funny).  Maybe it will catch on, maybe it won’t, but I guess we’ll see in a few days.

#2
Someone will have a hole-in-one.

My favorite prediction is back again. This is bound to happen at some point… I don’t know the theory that well because I’m not asian, but I believe the Theory of Large Numbers applies to this.  As I understand it, the Theory of Large Numbers is not unlike the Martindale system in that the roulette wheel has to come up red at some point or you have to win a hand of blackjack at some point and you can only lose so many times in a row before you’re bound to win. I suggest the same is true for us getting a hole-in-one. According to Paul’s stats, we have played 62 rounds of golf in Myrtle Beach since 1997.  Assuming 4 par 3’s in each round, that means collectively we’ve had approximately 992 opportunities to make a hole-in-one and haven’t done it.  You know what that means, it’s A LOCK for it to happen this year.  I should warn you that if it’s me who makes the hole-in-one, I will be throwing my club in the air, so watch out…

#3
Shelly will be BACK at Crocodile Rocks!!!!

This may be the most exciting prediction I’ve ever made and I’m getting a tremendous woody just thinking of the extremely unlikely possibility that it might be true. I believe that Shelly is my “density” and that what has happened is that her dream to build or manage a gym failed, as did her relationship with her boyfriend Scott (Paul probably thinks I’m making this stuff up about her, but Droz and Dan know that facts are accurate) and she has returned to Crocodile Rocks hoping to find that group of four “good looking studs” who seem to hang out there several nights around the first week of August.  She is especially looking for the one among them who is single because she would love it if he would give to her hard and fast.  She was actually there in August last year and was disappointed that we weren’t there, but has decided to give it one more try. (This is one hell of a pipe dream, isn’t it…?)  Boy, am I in for a huge let down, but, trust me, it was fun writing this one. The actual prediction is that we will ask someone at Crocodile Rocks if Shelly is working there and they’ll say, “No, she hasn’t worked here for a couple of years.”

#4
We will sit down for the complimentary Continental Breakfast at the Holiday Inn Express and someone will comment how the apple juice tastes funny and the cornflakes don’t taste like cornflakes.

Not really much of a prediction, just a reminder about the fact that it appears the Holiday Inn Express uses generic corn flakes (which really pisses Droz off) and they seem to mix the apple juice with the other juices, which makes the apple juice taste funny. It’s really annoying, but don’t be surprised when it happens on Saturday morning.

#5
Droz will laugh hysterically when he sees the shoe-shine schvatza on the advertisement on the GPS screen toward the end of our first round at Barefoot.

I assume you guys know what I’m talking about, but since I’m sure Paul does not, I’ll explain… When you reach the 18th hole of the first round at Barefoot, the screen in the cart shows an advertisement to have your shoes shined in the clubhouse, and the ad features a big grinning schvatza, which Droz thinks is the funniest thing in the world.  I think it’s pretty funny too, but Droz thinks it’s the funniest and usually has something to say about it.  

#6
No one will drive the green and no one will birdie our favorite short Par 4 on Barefoot Love

The greatest thing about the Barefoot Love course is the short driveable par 4.  Paul never remembers any holes on any courses, but I’m fairly confident that he actually knows which hole I’m talking about. I have a strange feeling they’ll put the pin in the back of the green this year which makes it even longer.  I will end up in the valley to the right along with Droz, who will “leave it out there”, Dan will hit a solid drive up the middle, but just won’t have the guns to get it there, and Paul will snap hook his ball into the bushes on the left.  From there, no one will birdie and we’ll be forced to wait another year.

#7
Someone will have a four-birdie round.

Yes, you read that correctly.  I am not predicting that someone will have just three birdies in one round, but that someone will catch fire and have four birdies in one round, and in doing so, will likely wrap up the MBBC title.  This prediction actually goes against the odds that I’ve set, because based on everyone’s lack of preparation, there may not be a plethora of birdies, but you never know.

#8
Paul WILL hit his ball into the same pond on the 9th hole at TPC that he did five years ago.
This will probably not happen, especially now that I’ve said it and Paul will make sure that it won’t but it would be the funniest thing in the world if it did happen.  It would be even greater if Paul could hit the same tree he hit so many years ago, but since the chances of it happening the first time were about 1-in-a-million, it seems highly unlikely that lightening will strike twice.

#9
A famous sports figure will die tragically during our trip.

Perhaps the most morbid prediction I’ve ever made, but I write mainly because everytime I see Aaron Brooks, I think about how he died while we were in Myrtle Beach a couple of years ago while we were in Myrtle Beach and a couple of us were upset because he was on our fantasy team.  
#10
I will get laid.

We have yet to decide what the theme of this year’s trip is (i.e. Year of the Puke, Year of the Coupon), so we might as well make it the Year of the Lay.  I have a good feeling about this prediction this year.  Something’s going to happen… Although, this prediction will likely go out the window if nothing happens Friday night, since, the rest of the week, us old-timers will probably be in bed watching SportsCenter by 10:00, especially with the really early tee times I made.

So, I’ve finished my predictions, and now comes my favorite part about these e-mails; trying to get them through to the 3 of you.  By the time you’re reading this, I’m sure we’ve gone through about 2-3 hours of “Did you send them yet?” “I didn’t get ‘em.” “Try sending them to me at this e-mail address.” “Maybe you could fax them to me…” etc., etc., etc.  But, if you are reading this then you did get my e-mail (finally) and that means we’re only 4 days from the 2005 MBBC and really it’s more like 2 days, because today’s almost over, weekdays always go by fast, and we leave on Friday.   

