THE VALE

ANGEL CUP 12™" Sept 2020

Forget The Open, The Masters or the FedEx Cup, this is the one they all want to win. So, it was 27
who had signed up to try and get their name on this most prestigious of trophies.

Along with the members were 5 guests, including mine Tristen, who | met for the first time just
before we went out! He was originally Robbo’s guest, but he had been called away on an urgent
holiday in Turkey.

Just to confuse this old fart even more, | was calling him Tristen Perrot, only to be told halfway
round that he is Tristen Dugdale! Robbo can cause confusion even from another country.

With Pricey not there to take his regular “I have to get away” slot, it was left to Terry and Tony
Poyner to fill them.

In Terry’s absence it was left to me to do fines, report, and Mafia Fiver, which proved too much, and
several got away with misdemeanours or disappeared without coming to the bar....? I'm sure Terry
will rectify this at the next meeting. It also means that the report is somewhat curtailed, for which |
apologise.

| have not been to The Vale for some time and have to say I've seen it in better nick. Bare patches on
the fairways, which meant placing and thick rough just off the fairway, made for slow going.

My group consisted of three Angel Cup winners, two of them being Killer, along with Tristen Perrot-
Dugdale and Gaz. It was like playing with the Testosterone Twins, the distance they hit the ball.

It was also handy having young eyes to spot our balls and Gaz found Tristen’s on more than one
occasion when he had launched it further than Tim or | can see.

| was going along OK until we reached the ot Having seen Tim and Gaz put it in the ditch on the
right off the tee, | decided to go left and hit it into prime position 10 yards short of it. | then
proceeded to top it into said ditch, and that was pretty much the end of my round.

The twins were striking the ball well off the tee, none more than Tristen’s winning long drive, which
was 30 yards past the previous measure and only about the same distance short of the green.

He hit another cracker down 18, which we saw land but even Gaz couldn’t find so we can only
assume it went in the lake. However, this is not the only story that unfolded on 18!

Standing on the tee, Burghhill winner Steve, needed a par to shoot 65. Not quite the 64 he had there
but pretty good. He would take the trophy, maybe get a jumper, and win £60 from the Mafia, which
he had decided to go in this time.

10 shots later he walked off with a net 71 and ended up 3rd. In these days of social distancing and
elbow taps it’s not often you see a High Ten!



To rub salt, he lost to someone playing in the same group, who by all accounts had 3 birds in the first
6 holes and “used” to play off 9, just like the Highwayman “used” to play off 19!

Full results were

e N.P.—Mark Todkill

e L.D.—Tristen Two Names

e Best guest — Steve (Jesus) Young - 76
e 3™“_Steve HighTen - 71

e 2" _Testosterone Waldron 70

e 1"—The Marshall - 69

Well played Brian and welcome to that elite group that so many aspire to reach and don’t leave your
jumper laying around!

Next up...?




