
13, T' Green 
Old Great North Road 

Balderton 
Notts 

1 April 1996 
 
Dear Mr Wogan 
 
I understand that you are a broadcaster of some repute and have some considerable 
following amongst a certain faction of the population and this may have something to 
do with the events that befell me about this time last year. 
 
[This story is a little long and I'm told that the attention span of your listeners is about 
20 seconds so you may wish to split it into about 12 episodes.] 
 
As I began - about this time last year I was abroad early one morning - walking the 
whippet - when I was accosted by a strange man who appeared to be hopping a large 
balloon, in a northerly direction, along the Old Great North Road. He stopped and 
tethered the balloon to a lamppost opposite my abode and asked "Do you know the 
way to Stan Drew's?" and as that's my name I answered in the affirmative, whereupon 
he grasped me by the hand and exclaimed loudly (in a false Scottish accent) that it 
was a wee further south than he had thought. 
 
He then asked if I knew where 13, The Green was (he actually said "Where's the 
thirteenth green?") and when I pointed to my house he appeared a little puzzled.  He 
then studied my lawn - it's a little large actually as I bought the pit site at the end of 
the terrace when it closed down.  When he spotted my humble putting green he 
whooped with elation, knelt and kissed the turf. I've seen the Pope do this and thought 
that it must have had some religious significance. 
 
He then proceeded to call someone on one of those new fangled mobly phones with 
no wires and within minutes we were inundated with rusty orange Volvo 340's all 
loaded to the gunwales with cheery old folks who greeted me as if I had taken them to 
the promised land. 
 
They unloaded tents and marquees and stalls and all sorts of things from their car 
boots and for a while I thought they were going to hold a car boot sale on my lawn! 
Anyway they were fairly well behaved and even started put up AA road signs with 
strange writings on them such as "TOGS this way" and such. It meant nothing to me 
but soon over 5,000 people were all over my lawn and enjoying themselves - the local 
police were out directing traffic and everyone was having a whale of a time. 
 
I was quite worried about damage to my lawn and all those people using my humble 
loo but the guy from Stannah Stairlifts gave me £500 to put up his tent and the lady 
from SAGA Holidays gave me even more for a good pitch. 
 
Anyway all good things come to end and they were all terribly well behaved, setting 
off by eight o'clock to get home before dark.  The guy with the balloon was last to go 
(Mr Gofar I think his name was) and he thanked me profusely for a lovely day. 



Unfortunately he failed to leave his address so I'll pass on the Chief Constable's good 
wishes for you to deal with - it's just a little note about the traffic jams. 
 
Many happy returns to the TOGS who stopped off. 
 
Stan Drew 
 
Enclosed - Invoice from Nottingham Police for the use of Police Helicopter on traffic 
control in the sum of £4,317.19 +VAT 


