That guy again!

I don’t know what I had done to deserve it but I was drawn to partner London East Ender’s finest in the 2nd Annual Martine Barthelemi Memorial Trophy held at Quinta do Vale Golf Club on May 16th 

Now, I have been playing golf for over 35 years & I have to say in all that time I have never had the misfortune to suffer such an experience. There were those who said it was to be my initiation into golf in this wonderful part of the world!

The round commenced reasonably quietly with a few pleasantries on the first tee with a toast of Sangria made overnight by a certain Mr. King, say no more! The first few holes were fairly uneventful, although my partner was prone to sudden outbursts of joy after hitting a good shot, when on the 6th hole we happened upon the “Buggy Babes” selling vodka & gin shots. Needless to say my partner took this opportunity for a top up & later a further top up on the 8th tee.

We eventually reached a point on the 13th fairway when my partner’s mobile phone rang. Those who know me know that I am not a great fan of this modern invention, least of all on the golf course, & especially with a ring tone resembling the sound of a 1950’s ambulance on an emergency. It was my partner’s turn to play but instead answered his mobile. He then proceeded to make a couple of calls despite my protestations & again reminding him that he should play his shot he finished his calls, lobbed the offending mobile into his buggy & all in one deft, continuous movement selected his club & smoked his ball into the ether, whilst at the same time informing the residents of the Eastern Algarve of his achievement embellished with certain sexual expletives of a sexual nature. I did, however, warn him that we were in close proximity to the clubhouse & might have disturbed the club secretary during his siesta. This didn’t seem to concern him. As we putted out a photographer turned up in his buggy, who, for the purpose of this article, I shall refer to as “Michael” After we had posed for a photograph we all drove off on the next tee. We had expected Michael to wait whilst we teed off but he was clearly not a golfer & was anxious to catch up with the match in front. The buggy path on this par 3 lined with small posts winds its way towards the green & so we had to wait. Michael decided that this would be a good time to impersonate that well known former rally driver Paddy Hopkirk and roared off. I am unsure whether he attained a GCSE in Physics as he took the first bend he possessions including his notes, camera & mobile phone decided that they had no wish to remain with him and with the assistance of centrifugal force flew out of the buggy in his vain attempt to grab them Michaels steering prowess took a nose dive and he managed to park his buggy on one of the posts. After struggling for a few minutes to lift the buggy clear, and as we were stamping down the soil around the dislodge post, along came a man in a buggy. For a worrying moment I thought it was the club secretary who had been disturbed earlier, but as I was about to dive into the nearest bush I realised it was instead, the course ranger. He demanded an explanation and then took his turn in stamping down the soil, Michael however, took the first opportunity to “ Buggy Off” leaving us to be told off for slow play! 

Other than meeting the Buggy Babes again on the 16th tee, for yet another top up the remainder of the round was fairly uneventful until we reached the 18th tee, except of course for my partners regular vocal outbursts embellished with yet more sexual expletives. My partner then came up with a brilliant idea that the player who scored the highest number of net strokes should buy the 1st round and donate 10 Euros to the charity fund. We all agreed, but succumbed to this extreme pressure, and despite 2 of us playing provisional balls none of them ended up on the fairway at this point my partners alcoholic intake really kicked in and with this elevated tee commanding an excellent panorama of the surrounding countryside decided that this would be an ideal opportunity to remind the residents of the Eastern Algarve and this time the residents of SW Spain as well of his golfing expertise embellished with the most outrageous expletives of the sexual act I have ever heard.  I am certain that the sound of this outburst reverberated off the clubhouse several times causing heads on the terrace to turn. It was then that I finally decided that I wished to be in a different place and despite searching for the proverbial hole in which to jump none could be found. Was this all a dream I thought or had I died and been sent to hell for some unknown misdemeanours committed in my earlier life. Neither and I resigned myself to the fact that this was indeed some sort of bizarre initiation but consoled myself with the fact that the end was in sight. We slowly made our way to the 18th green by various routes including the practice ground and the end only came after a final outburst by my partner on the back swing of what I had hoped to be my final putt, thus denying me my 30th stableford point.

Yours sincerely,

A Struggling pensioner.     

