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 Special Events 
  

 

 

   January 4th 
 Felt   $3,000 Added Open 8-Ball, Starts Jan. 3rd 
 Love’s Shack  9-Ball, 1pm start, $10 entry 
 

  January 5th 
 Felt   1-Pocket, 9’ tables, 2 pm, $$ added   
 

  January 11th 
 Love’s Shack  8-Ball, 1pm start, $10 entry 
    

  January 18th 
 Hank’s Billiards  SIS 13’s/down 8 & 9-Ball, 10:00 am, $$ added 
 Love’s Shack  9-Ball, 1pm start, $10 entry 

  January 25th 
 Love’s Shack  8-Ball, 1pm start, $10 entry 
 Longmont Moose Club VNEA Front Range Classic (Jan. 24 & 25) 
 Zoosters   APA 4-5-6 SL Only, 10am, $20 entry, $$ added 
  

  January 26th 
 Felt   8-Ball, 9’ tables, 2 pm, $$ Added 
  

   
 
 
 

Upcoming Events 
 

 February 4th  Zoosters  Seniors 8-Ball, 10 am, $10 entry 
 February 22nd  Hank’s  Stay in Stoke 8-Ball, $$ added 
 February 22nd  Zoosters  Jack-n-Jill Scotch Doubles 

 

 
 

 
  

 
See ads for more information 

           Tournament Trail 
                                     

         SUNDAY 
 Felt   10-Ball, 9’ tables, 2pm start, $$ added 
 Match Ups, Ft. Collins 9-Ball, 9’ tables, $$ added, 3pm start 
 Wreck Room  9-Ball, bar table, $10 entry, 7:30 sign up 
 Zoosters   9-Ball, bar table, Noon start, $15 (includes green fee) 
                                            

                       TUESDAY 
 Felt   9-Ball, 9’ tables, $$ added, 7:30 pm 
 

      THURSDAY 
 Rack ‘em  9-Ball, 9’ tables, $$ added, 7:30 pm 

 
          

                           FRIDAY 
 Antique Billiards  9-Ball, Colo Spgs, 719-597-9809   
 Felt   8-Ball, bar table, $$ added, 7:30 pm 
 Hank’s Billiards  8-Ball, 7pm start 
 Love’s Shack  8-Ball, bar table, 2 pm start 
 Match Ups, Ft. Collins 8-Ball, bar table, $100 added, 7:30 pm 
 Rack ‘em  8-Ball, bar table, 7:30, $5 entry, $$ added 
 Wreck Room  8-Ball, bar table, $$ added, $10 entry, 7:30 sign up 
 

                     SATURDAY 
 Felt   9-Ball, bar table, $$ added, 4:30 pm 
 Hank’s Billiards  9-Ball, $$ added, 2pm start 
 Love’s Shack  8-Ball, open to all, 7:30pm 
 Match Ups, Ft. Collins 8-Ball, A’s/down, bar table, $$ added, 7:30pm 
 Night Shotz, Loveland 8-Ball, bar table, $$ added, 7pm start  
 Wreck Room  8-Ball, bar table, $$ added, $10 entry, 7:30 sign up 
 Zoosters   8-Ball, bar table, 5pm start, $15 entry 

 
 
 

Listing of tournaments does not guarantee  
the event will take place.  The Tournament Trail is free  
for advertisers ($15 for Tournament Trail listing only).  

What Would Happen 
by OMG 
 

continued from page 7 

I flew out on a Monday night because redeye 
flights were the cheapest.  Everything I had 
done and not done finally caught up to me 
and the flight was terrible. I was sick with 
something like a bad cold and I did not sleep 
at all. 

When I arrived at my hotel on Tuesday 
afternoon, I felt like microwaved death. The 
hotel room smelled strongly of bleach. The 
longer I thought about that, the more I was 
thankful they used bleach. The carpet was 
charmingly sticky. The toilet was not 
attached to the floor. The bedspread had 
bloodstains on it. I lay down, sick as a dog, 
and slept. 

When I woke up, I felt much better. 

I walked to the pool room where I used the 
other half of the donation for practice. Then 
I walked back to the hotel and slept some 
more. 

During the next two days, I had only coffee 
and water. I started out weak, but got 
stronger as the tournament progressed. I 
did not require food or rest, only 
competition. I do not remember much about 
it all. I saw some friends, talked with some 
people, cracked some jokes, and treated 

myself to a Kahlua and coffee before the hot 
seat match. 

After I lost in the finals, whatever 
supernatural force it was that held me 
together for this tournament vaporized and 
disappeared. 

I realized I had not eaten in four days. I was 
suddenly very cold and realized I was still 
sick with whatever I was sick with. I was in a 
lot of pain and although I had dulled it with 
incredible focus, now it was back. The room 
seemed very small and I felt an impending 
panic attack. I was about to fall over. I 
needed to lie down and sleep for a month. 

I left.  

Back at the hotel, I took some ibuprofen and 
tried to sleep. I did not sleep well, but it did 
not matter. It would soon be time for me to 
fly back. 

On the flight back, I sat next to a very angry 
toddler with an excellent set of lungs and 
strong kicking feet shod in Crocs. He would 
be America’s next Olympic swimmer, no 
doubt. 

I was glad we landed on time. Going from 
the east coast back to the west meant I still 
had much of the day left, that I could go to 
work. The intense focus I had maintained 
for the last month began to fade. I got my 
bags and waited for the bus. So it goes. The 
tournament was over. It was time to return 
to regular life. So I went.  

I did not meet or exceed my expectations in 
the tournament. I do not feel joy or 
disappointment in how I finished. I do feel 
content. I think this is what they mean when 
they say if you try your best, you will never 
be unhappy at the result. I did not 
understand that concept before, but I do 
now. 

I wanted to win the tournament and fell 
short. In the eyes of those who play for 
money, I am an idiot. I spent all this money 
and time and life on a tournament that did 
not pay money. I went into the event 
knowing I did so at a financial loss, and 
would only incur more financial loss. Why 
would you play such a thing, my practical 
friends would ask me. And I would answer, 
because it’s a hard tournament to win — 
and I have not won it yet. 

Almost everyone plays for pride or money. I 
find now that I only play for myself. I do not 
care how others measure me. The metrics I 
use to measure the success of my efforts are 
my own. No money or trophy could equal 
what I gained from this experience which 
only lasted a little more than 30 days. 

If I want to play this tournament again, I 
have about 300 days left to work on it. 

 

Sounds like a plan. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

You can visit OMG’s blog at: 
 

www.massiveunderstatement.com                        








