
– 2 –
April 12, 2006 


Jody Garrett

 Real Estate Appraiser & Consultant

April 12, 2006
Regarding my recent hole in one in an HAGA tournament
This was my second hole in one. It was Sunday, November 6, 2005 at Cypress Lakes, the par 3 17th hole, playing 152 yards. This was an HAGA tournament and that day, 17 was the closest-to-the-pin hole on the back nine. Someone from my group had already hit one close, about 4 feet, so I had a clear idea of how good a shot it would take to get inside that ball.  Interestingly, earlier that week, I had decided that I would begin playing tee shots to par 3s without using a tee, since I never practice that way. So, I dropped the ball down on the ground and moved it around with the head of my 7 iron until I found a good spot. The wind was blowing left to right, meaning my normal draw shot would likely hold against the wind and not move very much to the left.  I lined up the shot, aiming right at the pin and not playing my typical right to left ball flight. Remarkably, when I hit the shot, it went exactly as planned. It looked good enough, if the distance was right, to get inside the other ball, maybe even… The ball landed right by the hole, maybe 18 inches in front, wandered slightly, and disappeared from sight. How sweet it is! An ACE! Not to mention winning the closest-to-the-pin and a “skin.” 

The bar tab was around $115, which was offset substantially by the closest-to-the-pin and skin money. 
My first hole-in-one was a Houston National. It was the more typical ace, being rather poorly struck but lucky. I missed the green by about 20 feet and it bounced to the left, probably going about 25 mph when it hit the pin and fell in the hole. At the time, Houston National was operating out of a construction trailer and they were somewhat disorganized. After the round, I went to the pro shop to have the ace authenticated. But, when I told the assistant pro that I had an ace on the 15th, he reacted as if I had told him the sky was blue. I got nothing out of him. He said something like “good for you, come and see us again.” So I left with nothing, no signed scorecard, no promise of getting the feat in the paper, nothing. After a time, it just became too late to do anything about it so I just let it go. 
So, when I had the ace at Cypress Lakes, I was going to make sure I did everything right to get the kudos befitting such a rare event. You know, get my name in the paper, get one of those “hole-in-one” trophies and basically make it as big a deal as possible. So, I had everybody in the group sign my card, and immediately after the round I went to the pro shop and had the assistant pro sign my card. I asked him what I needed to do to make it official and get my kudos. He told me to go on-line and sign up with PGA.com which would take care of everything. So, I did. Within one week I got an offer for a PGA-Visa credit card. However, weeks went by and nothing else happened. I checked the Chronicle every Wednesday for my hole-in-one but it was never there. After five weeks or so, I came to the realization that this ace was not going to be published without me taking some additional steps.

So, I went back to Cypress Lakes with my signed scorecard in hand. I told the assistant pro that I had an ace and wanted to get my name in the paper. He frowned and told me I should have had the card signed by the pro on the day of the event. Lucky for me, it was he who had signed the card originally. Since he recognized his own signature, he knew I was legitimate and he directed me to the office manager who listened patiently to my story. She told me that only the Head Professional could send the info to the Chronicle and he wasn’t in that day. So, I wrote a short letter to the Pro on an envelope explaining my situation and enclosed the scorecard. Success at last! 

When I got home, I told my wife that at last I was going to see my ace recorded for posterity as I had spoken with the assistant pro, the office manager and written a letter to the Head Pro. Tuesday evening, I told her “tomorrow’s the day, I will finally get to see my name in the Chronicle.” Early Wednesday morning, she got the paper from the yard planning to delight me with the article. She said “Your name is in the paper, sort of.”  What? Sure enough, there it was, third from the top, my hole in one. But, something wasn’t right.  That’s my seven iron, my 152 yards, my hole in one! But I’m Garrett, not Barrett! Damn, damn, damn! They misspelled my name! 
Okay, now what? I had already made a big deal out of it:  I signed up on-line; returned to the course and asked them to send in the info to the Chronicle; told my story to the office manager at the course; wrote a letter to the Pro; went back to the course to retrieve my scorecard. Good grief, if I complain about this I’ll be thought of a self absorbed, publicity seeking golf jackass. I mean what is the Chronicle going to do, re-list the thing again? I don’t think so. 
Then, it came to me. I’m changing my name to Barrett.
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