Golf Gossip 

by

Eyes Right

Gainesville, VA   -  My wife and I drove out here recently to watch some of the action in the President’s Cup at the Robert Trent Jones Golf Club.  For those of you not familiar with this event, allow me to explain.  It is a competition in which 12 of the top American golfers play as a team against 12 of the best players from around the world, whose group is referred to as the “International Team.”  

International, in this case, means everywhere except Europe and the United States. Only golf and show business could come up with that interpretation, but that is exactly the unholy alliance behind this made-for-TV event.  You see, there is this other competition, called the Ryder Cup, which pits the U.S. against Europe.  It is played every other year on even years, leaving a gap during the odd years for big bucks to be made if only a similar event could be staged.  Hence, the President’s Cup was born in the mid-1990’s.

Unlike other major golf events, this spectacle features not only the players doing their golf thing, but also their entire persona.  There is no prize money to be won, but the golfers all receive large sums of money to be donated to their favorite charities in their name [how do you spell TAX WRITE-OFF?].  Also there are associated dinners and social events, with tons of perks for everyone involved.  Former Presidents Bush and Clinton were present for the opening day ceremonies, and all the golfers and their wives attended a dinner/reception at the White House earlier in the week.  No amount of prize money can buy that access. 

 Not only do the members of each team have identical color-coordinated outfits each day, their wives also have matching outfits provided by the sponsors.  You can spot the wives easily, because they follow their husbands on the course, inside the ropes, as play goes from hole to hole.  Even if they were not wearing distinctive outfits, you could still readily identify the wives, because they are all blondes and are all members in good standing of the “trophy wife” category.  My wife did not belief me on this until she saw for herself.  (Her comment, “Oh my God, they really all are blondes!” was followed immediately by, “Most of them fake, of course.”) 

There were probably over 30,000 people in attendance daily, most falling into the upper income demographic.  I paid $250 for tickets to attend Tuesday through Sunday.  Not only did this provide me “free” parking and shuttle bus service, but also I gained admission to the “Championship Club” – a tent serving even higher priced food and drinks than those available to the “grounds only” ticket holders.  For just under $3, I had the privilege of purchasing a bottle of drinking water with its own green President’s Cup label.  Imagine my disappointment when I read that green label and learned that I was drinking water purified by the City of Manassas from the same lake where many golf balls were landing that week.  So I was paying $3 for 16.9 ounces of city water!

The golf that I saw was thoroughly disappointing, because it reinforced what I already knew.  These fellows come from a different universe than us mere mortals when it comes to hitting a little white ball.  Every one of them made shot after spectacular shot, day after day, until it was finally won by the Americans on the last putt on the final green on the final day.  The TV guys were happy, the City of Manassas was happy (my new definition of happiness:  selling tap water for 3 bucks a bottle), and the golfers wives were happy with entire new collections of free Neiman-Marcus outfits.  And the golfers themselves?  You answer that one.  They had to go home to those high-maintenance trophy wives.

I thought you might like to know.
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