THE 2009 New York Croquet Club’s CLAYTON CUP

June 4-7, 2009

Central Park, NYC


Rich Curtis looked like hell. I mean, not so much from the neck up, but everywhere else. For those of you who have not heard the sorry…Rich had been playing Frisbee during the Club Team Championships when he made quite a dramatic (key word coming) attempt to catch the disc as it flew gently over both a large and heavy potted plant. The disc itself? Well, while it sailed by with ease, and might still be going, the potted plant under its path was caught at full speed, with full force and with anything but style. Why Rich was playing enthusiastically with a group of gentlemen, all of whom were young enough to be perceived as his children, is a question for another time. Perhaps, after four years as the USCA President, one needs to let the graying hair down. Nonetheless, and no matter what the reasons might be, there was Rich with his back on the ground, the potted plant in shambles and blood gushing forward…like Ted Prentis speaking during happy hour…from his knee.


One must understand that while New York is a magical place where virtually anything goes, it is not Vegas. What happens in New York is fair game. UTubable and uncensored, I could not help but wonder why Rich was wearing, yes, shorts! I mean, that scar needed more than make-up or a Band-Aid, and it certainly could not be explained away or forgotten by a cute story. How can one play against that, everyone’s eyes constantly drawn toward the jagged scar that looked more like a treasure map than a knee! Who could? “Let’s give thanks they didn’t use the staple gun,” said Rich. “Good point, Rich. I have certainly regained my focus now.” And I, personally, might have, if Rich hadn’t started to sing “You’re a Loser” every time I missed a shot against him. I still can’t get that song out of my mind and am comforted only in the fact that it then and now masks the memory of that hideous scar!  


Now while I don’t like to talk about it, not even during happy hour, I have been around for a while. So has Rich. And so while playing him in Doubles, I concluded that with a perfect four-ball break in front of me, early in the event, I could keep my head down, ignore the scar, get the “You’re a Loser’ song out of my mind and make a two-foot wicket shot. Well - bad conclusion. “How’s your wrist?” yells Rich. And darn him…he knows I have been having problems with an Irish grip, and that I was playing through the pain. (Minor exaggeration.) But there I was, hitting the outside of the wicket and turning the break over to, yes, the Disc-Master. I could have thrown a fit. I wanted to throw another Frisbee. Instead, I asked him why he was wearing a wrist-brace, if that was an age-issue, for we had talked about wrist issues before. Even that backfired, for I really wanted that wrist-brace myself.  


On the good side and the reason I mention all of this: Rich was still a good reason and example as to why, despite the such distractions, the Clayton Cup worked well. Originally scheduled for the following weekend, at the last moment it was realized that the courts had been reserved for the partner lawn-bowling group. That alteration of tournament dates proved critical in the fact that many of our usual players already had commitments. For example, President Doug Moore and VP Sara Low could not make it, and they were missed not only for their presence, but also for all of the hard work they devote to the event. Likewise, the NYCC was forced to not only compete against the Maryland Invitational, but it lost payers to it, including retired Tuna-King Doug Grimsley and his (much) better half, Stephanie Paduano. Rich, given the choice of the two events, opted for New York. And OK, we’ll call that a wash.


Twenty-two players participated, well lower than the normal forty in attendance. On the good side, there was both a leisurely schedule and plenty of play for those who did compete. Well, kind of. While everyone got four Doubles games in Thursday, Friday was greeted with an exurbanite amount of rain. The NYC Park’s Department called the fields unplayable, five minutes after the hour and a half set-up had been completed. Players were left to fend for themselves. “Well why did I get here a day early then!” cried Rich Curtis. “I can intimidate opponents in any weather!” Yes, Rich, but, nonetheless, players were sent to their own devices.


Of course, missing a day of play put the screws upon a great schedule. Since Friday and Saturday were meant to allow all players six Singles matches, the new format turned into a Draw-Process event. For those not familiar to the format, it acts basically as a Double-Elimination event, though each player plays a Single-Elimination Ladder in two Divisions. Make sense? No matter…by Saturday morning the skies turned blue and players were now faced with either two matches or up to six…all determined by their success ratio.


(Just to catch up with scheduling, the Doubles portion was completed without the interference of weather. While the Championship Flight incorporated permanent partners, the First Flight used the Waterford format. All matches were 1:20 except for Saturday, where time constraints forced all Singles games and the Semis of Doubles to be 1:15 in duration.)  


In the Championship Flight Singles, Rich did not fare well. Not only did he take one in the shin (no pun intended) by yours truly (wearing extra strength sunglasses and just a little pissed off) in one Singles division (26-7) but lost to the inspired Tim Rapuano (14-12) in the other. Likewise, Chris Patmore, listed in the Top-40 in the World could not get a grasp of USCA rules while losing to Michael Todorovich (11-10) and George Blake (26-2!). Norris Settlemyre drifted in-and-out of reality but, generally, played well throughout. I was lucky to win both sides of the Draw-Process while Norris sent Rich packing (26-4) in the Third Place Singles match.


In the First Flight Singles, the confused looking Ryan Thompson looked much the best over the also confused Stuart Baker. Or was it the other way around? Actually, neither of them looked like they knew what they were doing…but Stuart prevailed after Ryan accidentally jumped over a ball (two feet away) in a last-turn play that would have probably given him the win. (15-14 Final) Blair Stuart looked radiant in capturing the Second Flight Singles, out-playing Tom Gilbert…apparently intent upon hitting balls he was dead on in last turn.


The star of the event (personal opinion) was Rebeca Bergofsky, hitting a slew of amazing shots on her way to the Championship Flight Doubles win. Yes, we both found it hard not to giggle watching Rich Curtis miss his last desperate shot of the Final. “%$*&^” said Rich. “How’s your wrist,” I asked. And in regard to good wrist action, Templeton Peck-Peter Woolley looked sweet (15-8) while taking care of Carla Rueck-Blair Stuart in the First Flight Finals. This was a surprise, given the fact that the beautiful women had played so well throughout the event!


As to the lawsuit filed by Mr. Curtis…I’m not that worried. Yes, Rich Curtis says he’s a lawyer. No, no one has ever confirmed that, but his lawsuit against the NYCC is probably mute. Understand, this has nothing to do with his poor play, but the fact that Club President, Doug Moore, did show up on the last day holding a stack of requests asking for Rich to wear long pants in the future.


Now, and this is important: Carla Rueck has always hated her handicap! She has grown tired of always being the last seed in the Second Flight. And understandably so. Well, that will not happen any more… her handicap being now dropped to a 12. What I do hope continues to happen is Carla’s incredible effort to handle most of the food (yummy!) meals offered to the players. In regard to men that really turn me on (you know what I mean): George Blake is the backbone of a well-run tournament in New York City. He does and helps with everything faster, better and with more concern than anyone I have ever met. Thanks to Tristan Evans-White, who showed up every day earlier than expected even though having been out till longer than when I woke up. To Tom Gilbert, who was always there for what is always a complicated set-up process. And Dennis Hough, who was there and ready to do what ever needed be. Lastly, but certainly one who should not be the last, lets thank Jen Megalli and her husband for an incredible Opening Party, and for setting up Saturday’s Player’s Dinner.

Below you will please find the Final Order of Play. Before that, please find the Unofficial Awards:

REWARDS NOT OFFICIALLY GIVEN:

BEST SHOT (Tie)
Rebeca Bergofsky:

With the Osborn/Bergofsky team now six balls dead and Rebeca facing a 45 degree shot to the second wicket from just aside wicket six…

JO: Rebeca, make the wicket!

RB: I can’t!

JO: Sure you can.

Rebeca: Rich (opponent) says I can’t.

JO: Stop looking at his scar!

RB: What?

JO: Never mind…put it in the jaws.

RB: What?

JO: Is Rich making you crazy?

RB: Yes

JO: Never mind…put it in the jaws.

RB: The ball?

JO: YES…put the ball in the jaws!!!

RB: His partner is very cute! I would do h…..

JO: HIT THE BALL!

She lags it right into the jaws in a 1-9 shot.

Meg Macy:

After a brief lesson from Chris Patmore, Meg nailed three (3!) jump shots during competition…all playing backwards and using only one arm! I swear this really happened!

BEST POTENTIAL STRATEGY

Kiley Jones

(One of the all time great players in the history of mankind.)

JO: What’s up?

KJ: I have a gun and could kill Rich right now.

JO: You are a cop now, right?

KJ: Six shells…I could actually wipe out most of the Championship Flight.

JO: Well Kiley, I wouldn’t…

KJ: You know…some times those drugs just never make it into evidence.

JO: Kiley?

KJ: Was I saying something?

MOST WORDS (Tie)
Teddy Prentis:

Teddy: %$(&&%##$&&

Someone wandering by: What?

Teddy: Years ago &^^*%%%%%%%?

Someone else wandering by: Huh?

Teddy: %#%*%*

Squirrel eating a nut: (Silence)

Teddy: *$(&^$%$**^$ 

(Darkness falls)

Teddy: @*&$%##&*
Doug Moore:

DM: What’s happened since I was gone?

JO: Rain.

DM: Since then?

JO: Rich Curtis is pissing me off.

DM: Well John, you have to love this club. Upon these lawns, the players flow like willows and flutter like flowers, and move like the sea cascades upon the rocks, like how the whales glide through the oceans in their… 

FINAL ORDER:

CHAMPIONSHIP FLIGHT

1. John Osborn

2. Norris Settlemyre

3. Rich Curtis

4. George Blake

4. Tim Rapuano

4. Michael Todorovich

7. Chris Patmore

FIRST FLIGHT

1. Stuart Baker

2. Ryan Thompson

3. Tristan Evans-Wilent

4. Templeton Peck

5. Peter Woolley

6. Rebeca Bergofsky

6. John Woodside

SECOND FLIGHT

1. Blair Stuart

2. Tom Gilbert

3. Dennis Hough

4. Roco Mango

5. Martine Fournage

5. Jane Mango

5. Meg Macy

5. Carla Rueck

CHAMPIONSHIP DOUBLES

1. John Osborn-Rebeca Bergofsky

2. Rich Curtis-Ryan Thompson

3. Norris Settlemyre-John Woodside

4. George Blake-Stuart Baker

5. Michael Todorovich-Tristan Evans-Wilent

FIRST FLIGHT DOUBLES

1. Templeton Peck-Peter Woolley

2. Carla Rueck-Blair Stuart

3. Dennis Hough-Tom Gilbert

4. Meg Macy-Martine Fournage

NEW YORK STATE GOLF CROQUET CHAMPIONSHIPS

1. Blair Stuart and Stuart Lawrence ($50 each)

2. Rich Curtis and Rebeca Bergofsky 

3. Carla and Stuart Baker tied with Preston Stuart and Dennis Hough 

-JCO (TD)

