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			Mum: Thanks for a lifetime of positive words

			which continue to inspire me every day.
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			What happens when Magic meets Positivity?

			Your handicap can tumble from 10 to 1.5 in 10 months

			You can win trophies and a scratch club championship

			You can shoot a gross 67 around The Old Course

			You can get to hang out with amazing people

			You can build fantastic lifelong friendships

			You can party with Major Champions 

			You can spend 7 days at The Masters

			You can get to play Pebble Beach

			And …

			You can find love!
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			The Magic in St Andrews

			Part I
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			Chapter 1: My First Time

			Touched By St Andrews

			The first encounter I had with St Andrews and The Old Course was with my father, Wallace, at a Wednesday Practice Day at the Open, when I was a gawky, acne-ridden fifteen-year-old. The date was 18th July 1984; the year Seve Ballesteros fist pumped majestically after sinking his putt on the 18th green to claim the second of his three Claret Jugs. 

			My forty-three-year-old Dad had thought that this was a great opportunity for a father and son trip to go to The Open when it was almost on our doorstep, just under one hundred miles away. We had previously only marvelled at the world’s greatest golfers on TV and had stayed up late together to watch the BBC’s coverage of the last nine holes of The Masters from Augusta when Seve had won it the year before. The Masters was my first love.

			Magic may well have been in the air that Wednesday, but all that the fifteen-year-old version of me could think about was the long walk back to the car park and the three-hour car journey back home to the Northeast of Scotland in Dad’s Ford Sierra 2.0; I was known to suffer from the occasional bout of car sickness and wasn’t looking forward to it.

			For me, then, it wasn’t love at first sight with St Andrews, but in time the most famous golf town in the world would eventually transform my life. 

			Fatherly Love

			My dad had a habit of taking my younger brother Rory and me to big sporting events over the years. Looking back, we were very fortunate and just didn’t really appreciate the efforts he made to take us there.

			One time, he’d queued for hours to get tickets for an Alex Ferguson-managed Aberdeen Football Club’s European Cup match against former European champions Liverpool at Pittodrie Stadium. Willie Miller was Ferguson’s captain, ‘the best penalty box defender in the world’ was how Ferguson described him, and he was our favourite player. That twenty-five-year-old Willie Miller and the eleven-year-old me would go on to become great friends, business partners and golfing buddies some twenty-five years later.

			Anyway, tickets for the Liverpool game were like gold dust and had quickly sold out, with some fans buying ten at a time. Knowing how disappointed his two young sons would be if he returned home empty handed, and going against his strong morals, he paid well over the odds for tickets from one lucky punter and that’s how we got to see the biggest match, at that time, in Aberdeen’s history.

			Dad was a strict man. For example, he wouldn’t allow us to wear jeans, making us stand out amongst our friends at a time you just wanted to blend in. No white socks were to be worn either, even when that was the teenage fashion at the time.

			The measure of the man, though, was in June 1979 when there was a TV strike and a resulting blackout which included the Scotland football match against the newly crowned world champions, Argentina, with an eighteen-year-old Diego Maradona due to play. Dad surprised Rory and me by getting us up early that Saturday morning and onto the train. We were headed down to Hampden Park in Glasgow to take in the match live. 

			Rory and I were beyond excited, but much less so when we were walking back along the Mount Florida streets around the stadium after Scotland had lost 3-1 to a Maradona-inspired side. Rivers of urine were flowing everywhere you walked - supporters relieved themselves where they stood…it was all too much for our Dad as he tried to manoeuvre his two young boys through the throngs, vowing never to take us to a Scotland match ever again. London’s streets may be paved with gold, but Glasgow’s streets were paved with a different golden liquid that day!

			However, watching the enigma that was Diego Maradona had eased the disappointment of the result and my disgust at the walk back. It was like catching my first glimpse of Rory McIlroy playing the Open for the first time as an amateur at Carnoustie back in 2007; you knew you were in the presence of a generational talent.

			A Tragic Teatime Talk

			My Dad is no longer hacking up the fairways, as he sadly passed away less than ten years after our jaunt to The Open, having come off the rugby field early in the second half of a match; he was still playing the game he loved, at age fifty-three. They found him lying beside the boot of his car in the car park. He had suffered an ischemic heart attack, meaning he was alive one second and dead before he’d even hit the ground. 

			I was on the phone to my Mum on our usual early evening Saturday night call just after 5pm, when I heard the doorbell ring at her end of the phone, and she asked me to hold on as the police were at the door. She put the phone down and went to answer the door. I could hear every word over the phone as the police told Mum that that they were sorry, but he had collapsed and died in Elgin.

			I couldn’t believe what I was listening to, but Mum quickly came back to the phone to confirm the news to me herself that my ‘North Star’ was indeed gone. Dad had died on Sat 26th March 1994 at 16:15, the time set on the three carriage clocks that my Mum bought soon after for herself, Rory and me. All the clocks are still set to that time in each of our houses, and every year on that date, Mum, Rory and I fall silent for two minutes wherever we are, remembering him, and then we text each other just afterwards. One year, I’ll remember to change out of my jeans for it!

			Thanks Dad

			It was my Dad who introduced me to the wonderfully evil and addictive game of golf at the age of eight. Because rugby was his first love, golf was just a pastime, but I’ll be forever grateful to him for the introduction to a game that would change my life.

			The Clubhouse at our local McDonald Golf Club in Ellon, which was best known for producing the 1984 Scottish Amateur Champion Angus Moir, was a wonderful social hub where drinks and dinners could be shared with others on a Friday and Saturday evening. The golf course itself was just an unwelcome distraction for him and my long-suffering mum, Maureen. My Mum recalls having to religiously endure mixed foursomes golf on a Friday evening on the promise of a lovely mixed grill and a nice bottle of wine thrown in at the end of it.

			For me, there were no parental dreams of their eldest son becoming a professional golfer and no one-to-one lessons with a professional to acquire all the good habits at an early age. All my terrible habits were self-taught and self-inflicted from whatever felt comfortable, and my resting handicap of sixteen during my teenage years reflected this.

			It All Comes Down To This

			Aged seventeen, I was thrilled to be appointed Junior Captain by the Golf Club, and I led a team of much better, much lower handicap players to a ‘major victory’ when we become the local Junior Pennant winners in the 1986 final against a Cruden Bay Golf Club team which was sprinkled with players who would eventually join the professional ranks. It was a great achievement for our small club, and the photo of that team still adorns the walls of the Club nearly forty years later.

			My everlasting memory from that time, though, was during the semi-final when all the other matches were finished and we were tied. The result now depended on my fourball match. 

			All the other players and dads, including mine, were following our game as we played the seventeenth and eighteenth holes at Ellon. These were amongst the most challenging closing holes in the Northeast of Scotland, maybe even the world, for all I knew, with my golfing travels yet to extend beyond those boundaries.

			I knew by the gathering numbers and the excited whispers that the result had come down to us. We were tied all square standing on the 18th tee, tucked far back in the trees. My partner rattled his ball into the trees down the right as did one of our opponents. 

			Some players don’t want to know and feel pressure, but this was thrust upon me, and I remember feeling calm and even happy that it all seemed to depend on me now. This was the first time in my short golfing life that I’d been called upon to step up, and I marvelled at this new feeling of nerves and the excitement of being watched by others and being relied on to get the result. However, regardless of how much I enjoyed being the centre of attention, I needed to deliver.

			

			Friend Or Foe?

			Having cracked a lovely drive two hundred and thirty yards to the left-hand side of the 18th fairway, I still had to negotiate the thirty-yard space between the trees. I reached for my three iron and a hush descended over the crowd. What could this sixteen handicapper do? The ball launched as straight as an arrow through the gap, but then it started fading towards the bunker on the right-hand side of the green. 

			I’ve learned in golf to keep my mouth shut and never make a call out loud until the ball has come to a complete standstill. You just never know what the Golfing Gods are going to deliver to you by way of a good or a bad bounce.

			I could hear the collective sharp intake of breath from all around. Their doubting minds could see the ball fall into the back of the bunker and, with it, our chances of winning the match and progressing to the Final. I kept my silence and walked up the fairway, as unsure as they were about where the ball had come to rest. Was it friend or foe? What did the Golfing Gods have in store for me that day?

			As we walked over the slight brow, I spotted my ball nestling at the back of the green, having obligingly missed the bunker, as it too also wanted to see what I was made of. Could I handle the 30-foot putt that was left?

			Down in two putts would win us the match and get us into our first Junior Pennant Final for many years; a three putt would not!

			Choker or Clutch?

			I could see my dad out of the corner of my eye, standing behind the green with everyone else. Goodness knows what was going through his mind … 

			‘Do I have a son who’s a choker or one who can step up and clutch when required?’

			Would Dad be able to show his face for those weekend drinks and dinners again in the clubhouse anytime soon or would the old school golf club banter of “How’s Kev the Choker?” haunt him for however long?

			Thankfully, I wasn’t privy to whatever unwelcome thoughts were going on in his head, as the added weight of my mum and dad having to forego their weekly mixed grills for a few weeks might have been too much for me to deal with.

			I stepped up to my thirty-footer and devoured the hole with my eyes. It looked like a straight putt with a slight turn right over the last three feet. I still remember those damned nerves, searching out places in my body that had never felt tingling sensations like that before, not even as a teenage boy. 

			Nervously, I took the putter back, and forward it went through the ball, rolling towards the hole, snaking one way and then the other, finishing three and a half feet short of the hole. I hadn’t seen if it did turn slightly right just before the hole, because I’d left it short of the hole-one of golf’s cardinal sins.

			Hold on though, three and a half feet-wasn’t that a gimme? Not this time it wasn’t. Now I had to face this knee-knocker to get us into to the Final.

			I’m glad I didn’t stop to analyse the consequences of what might happen if I missed that putt. I would probably have seen a lifetime of therapy ahead of me, trying to recover from the ignominy and social shunning from those who’d witnessed my golfing capitulation. Thankfully, though, my brain was slumbering and not salivating at an impending disaster.

			As I looked at the hole and back at the ball and took the putter back, I watched as my ball decided that its favoured home was not above ground anymore, but after taking a slight turn to the right, it was nestling comfortably at the bottom of the cup.

			I had done it. We were in the Final!

			

			A Proud Moment

			Pandemonium broke out amongst the home support of twenty or so, and as I raised my arms and then respectfully shook hands with my opponents, I remember turning towards my Dad and seeing the immense pleasure and pride on his face. He strode over and gave me a handshake that said it all and probably also said, “Thanks for not buggering up my weekends at the Club”

			Dad wasn’t one for showing much emotion, and hugging was off the agenda, but I knew that what I’d just done had made him incredibly proud and I’ve got golf to thank for that unforgettable moment in time.

			Nature, Nurture or Magic?

			Not once during those closing holes had any negative thoughts entered my mind. The Positive Golfer had stepped forward that day.

			Maybe I’d been born positive or just nurtured that way. 

			Maybe I’d got my positivity from my visit to St Andrews two years before, when I’d breathed in the air surrounding that magical place.

			In St Andrews, I’d walked in the footsteps of legends around the Old Course on that practice day as Dad and I stood in awe of Masters Champions, Seve Ballesteros (1980, 1983), Jack Nicklaus  (1963, 1965, 1966, 1972, 1975), Gary Player (1961, 1974, 1978) and Tom Watson (1977, 1981).

			Less than two years after breathing in that same magical air, Jack Nicklaus won his final and eighteenth major at Augusta in 1986 at the age of forty-six, having not won a major since 1980!

			Arnold Palmer (1958, 1960, 1962, 1964) was there too and I would have the privilege of seeing him play in his last Masters twenty years later during a week-long visit to Augusta, through a turn of events which were also linked to St Andrews.

			

			We also followed Masters Champions-to-be, Bernard Langer (1985,1993), Fred Couples (1992), Nick Faldo (1989,1990,1996) Sandy Lyle (1988), Jose-Maria Olazabal (1994, 1999), Ian Woosnam (1991) and Larry Mize (1987).

			I would meet them all in person in the years to come.

			Whatever was in the air in St Andrews that day, it changed my life and those of a few others there as well forever. I had been touched by the Magic in St Andrews for the very first time. 

			There was much more to come!
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			Chapter 2: To Augusta and Beyond!

			Bumping Into Byron

			After Seve’s Open in 1984, my next visit to St Andrews came eighteen years later. A long time had passed, especially when the famous town was only eighty-five miles from where I lived now in the ‘big city’ of Aberdeen, just sixteen miles south of where I grew up in Ellon. I hadn’t flown far from the nest.

			St Andrews had just never come across my radar again, despite it hosting three more Opens in 1990 (Nick Faldo), 1995 (John Daly), and 2000 (Tiger Woods).

			During my twenties I played football, or soccer for my American friends, and had also discovered alcohol and women, and I loved the nightlife Aberdeen had to offer at that time. Hard working during the week, hard living at the weekends, meant that golf occupied a place much further down the pecking order, and life was far too exciting after the teenage acne had cleared off and women had turned up!

			

			I had just started my own legal and sports agency firm called K.W.A.D and had a core following of clients, but I needed to spread the word about my new business far and wide. So, I joined a networking group called BNI, Business Network International, which held their weekly early morning meetings from 7-8.30 so as not to interfere with the traditional 9-5 working day.

			At around this time, I’d developed and was marketing a scheme called Proshare™, which allowed anyone to buy a share in a professional golfer and then receive a percentage back from their on-course earnings over the next five years. Three Scottish professional golfers had already signed up to the scheme and this was one of the concepts I was discussing on a weekly basis with my fellow members at our BNI Delta Chapter in the city.

			In the autumn of 2002, with plenty of Proshare™ promotional material with me, I headed to a BNI ‘Masters of Networking’ event at the St Andrews Bay Hotel (now The Fairmont), which is spectacularly located about a seven-minute drive outside of the town on a clifftop looking back towards St Andrews. The event was organised by the late Ron Hain with Ivan Misner, the founder of BNI, also in attendance, as was one Byron Casper, a golf professional and son of Billy, three-time Major champion, including the Masters in 1970.

			Byron, was a great friend of Ron’s, having moved to Scotland from the States after meeting, falling in love with and marrying a Scottish girl and was now teaching golf in and around St Andrews. 

			From the first time we were introduced by Ron, Byron and I hit it off. He loved the Proshare™ concept and was convinced that his father would love it too. He gave me his card, and a copy of the book called ‘Billy Casper’s Golf Tips’ which he’d co-written with his Dad, and we said our goodbyes. 

			As I drove back to Aberdeen that evening after a productive day full of meetings and talks, the entrepreneur and opportunist in me couldn’t help wondering how I could take that chance meeting with Byron and make it work for me and Proshare™.

			That opportunity was to raise itself less than a year later.

			FROM ZERO TO HERO

			Aberdeen golfer Paul Lawrie won the Open at Carnoustie in 1999, coming from ten shots behind on the final day to get into a play-off. His opponents in the play-off were American Justin Leonard, who’d won The Open two years earlier at Royal Troon, and the unfortunate Frenchman Jean Van De Velde.

			Van De Velde made a real mess of the 18th hole, having gone into it with a three-shot lead and come out of it - having taken on the infamous Barry Burn in front of the green, with millions watching around the world on tv - with a triple bogey seven, prompting BBC TV commentator Peter Alliss to surmise that “his golfing brain had stopped about ten minutes ago.” He wasn’t wrong.

			However, Paul Lawrie had grasped the mettle superbly after some great psychology from his coach, Adam Hunter, who told Paul to look into the eyes of Leonard and Van de Velde on the fifteenth tee, the first of the four play-off holes, and that he would see nerves. Paul did just that. Seeing that they were as nervous, if not more so, than he was, he went on to win the four-hole play-off by three shots over possibly the hardest closing four holes in golf at the fifteenth, sixteenth, seventeenth, and eighteenth, finishing with two magnificent birdies at the seventeen and eighteen to become The Champion Golfer of the Year.

			I was, and still am, good friends with Paul’s brother Stephen or ‘Zero’ to his friends. Zero is a taxi driver and, unlike Paul, Zero is one of life’s louder characters, but his banter was always top notch, telling you how good he was and how bad you were. The Muhammed Ali of golf! In fact, I’m sure every golf club has a loveable motormouth like Zero.

			Anyway, in October 2003 I had taken a table at Aberdeen Football Club’s Centenary Gala Dinner. Zero was driving me and some of my guests across the city to the Exhibition Centre where the 1,000-person black tie event was being held. When he found out our destination, he excitedly shared with us that his brother Paul was donating two of his Masters guest tickets to the Auction and that these included access to the Clubhouse. (As a result of Paul’s Open win in 1999, he got with it a five-year exemption to play in The Masters!)

			Wow!! 

			An idea started to form at the back of my head in the back of his taxi, and it had managed to work its way to the front of my head by the time we’d arrived at the venue. When we got into the auditorium, I headed for our table and quickly skimmed the Programme for the evening. There in big bold writing was indeed …

			
					2 tickets for the 2004 Masters - donated by Paul Lawrie.

			

			The rest of the evening was a blur, filled with fun and laughter and memories of the first one hundred years of my beloved football team … and then came the Auction.

			The compère read through and auctioned off four or five prizes including: 

			
					Dining at Old Trafford and access to the manager’s private after match area, donated by Sir Alex Ferguson.

					Corporate hospitality for 10 people at an upcoming Elton John concert at Pittodrie Stadium.

			

			And then came the big one …

			
					2 tickets for The 2004 Masters courtesy of Paul Lawrie, giving access to the grounds on all 7 days from the Sunday to the Sunday including practice days, the par three tournament and the tournament days.

			

			The Masters was the first golf tournament I remember watching on TV live from Augusta at the start of April each year, albeit with very limited coverage in those days, on the BBC with Peter Alliss commentating. The greenness and lushness of the fairways and the putting surfaces, the colourful Azaleas in bloom all over the golf course and the seemingly constant sunshine and blue skies seemed a far cry from the grey skies and patchy fairways we’d be enduring at that time of year in the North of Scotland. 

			Augusta was a mythical place.

			Memories came flooding back of Jack Nicklaus’s charge up the leaderboard in 1986, Larry Mize’s chip in at the 11th hole in 1987 to snatch the Green Jacket from a shell-shocked Greg Norman, and Sandy Lyle’s majestic bunker shot in 1988 leading to his first Green Jacket and his second major. 

			Here was a chance, maybe my only chance to make it there and spend not just one day, but seven days at that hallowed place. However, Business Kev kicked in, banishing such emotional thoughts.

			“What was this package worth. Who could I take to make this a worthwhile business trip? What else needed to be added in cost-wise?” Business Kev asked.

			So, here’s how my mind worked based on ticket costs. (These are 2025 reseller prices per ticket1)

			

			
					Sunday (Drive, Chip, and Putt) – $450

					Monday (Practice Round) – $1600

					Tuesday (Practice Round) – $1900

					Wednesday (Practice Round + Par 3 Tournament) – $2800

					Thursday (Tournament Round) – $2850

					Friday (Tournament Round) – $2450

					Saturday (Tournament Round) – $2450

					Sunday (Tournament Round – Championship Sunday) – $2450

			

			The total came to $14,100 which, at the 2024 exchange rate, equalled £10,575. Adjusting for inflation, this would have amounted to £6,000 per ticket in 2003.

			So, the value of seven-day ticket per person was £6,000.

			Tickets for 2 people equalled £12,000, but access to the Clubhouse was priceless.

			My mind then started turning as to whom I could invite as my guest. I could promote Proshare™. Could I invite Sam Torrance, the 2002 European winning Ryder Cup captain as a paid ambassador? I didn’t know Sam or have any contacts connecting me with him, but he was Scottish, well known in golfing circles and I’d worry about that later.

			Other stuff for me and Sam?

			
					Flights = £1,000

					Accommodation = £700

					Food etc = £1,000

					Hire Car = £300

					Total = £3,000

					Total for Trip = £15,000

					Ambassador Fee for Sam = Unknown

			

			I’d made my mind up. I’d worked out a value for the tickets, so I could at least gauge what to go up to when the bidding for this auction prize commenced, although I’d no idea what anyone else in the room might bid or how much they might want those tickets. Did they have a business idea which would benefit from this or was this just the trip of a lifetime for an oil rich businessperson based in the oil capital of Europe, of whom there were plenty in the room that night? I was a mere property professional, albeit one with a little bit of capital after leaving my previous business a couple of years earlier to set up KWAD.

			Me v. the Oil Barons; what chance did I have?!

			The compères at these events always start high and then rein it back in, only to get things moving again quickly. I wasn’t surprised then when I heard them ask for an opening bid of £6,000.

			No response from the audience.

			I was biding my time, and it looked as if others were playing that game too; I had recognised some of the faces in the vast room as veterans from around the Aberdeen fund raising dinner circuit.

			“Do I have £5,000?” bellowed the compère.

			Nothing!

			“£4,000?”

			Still nothing!

			Maybe no one fancied going to The Masters in April, swapping the cold grey skies and five degrees in the Northeast of Scotland for the brilliant blue skies and 80 degrees of heat in Augusta.

			Aye, right!

			Suddenly the compère announced he had a bidder at £4,000, and it wasn’t me.

			I strained to see who it was but struggled to achieve this in the vast hall of a thousand people organised into a hundred tables. I also hadn’t heard any counter bid, and I could see the compère looking nervously at the organiser to see if he should wind this up and take the money and move on.

			This was my chance.

			My table guests appeared shocked and concerned as my hand shot up when the compère asked if there was £5,000 anywhere in the room.

			“I have £5,000 from Table 10,’’shouted the compère. My table, that was me!

			There was no time to bask in the glory, as the compère asked for £6,000.

			The invisible bidder went to £6,000.

			Bugger!

			“Do I have £7,000?”

			All eyes, from my mix of friends and business associates, on my table turned back to me, joined by others seated at tables around our Table 10. 

			My hand went up, as did the audible gasps from the guests at my table. 

			“What was I doing? Had I had too much to drink?” … I felt their thoughts poking into me.

			“I have £8,000,” boomed out the compère.

			That invisible bidder was extremely keen to swap Aberdeen for Augusta in April next year.

			“Do I have £9,000?’

			Like the tennis final at Wimbledon, heads swivelled back to me. ‘Future Kev’ urged me to put my hand up and grab the opportunity. My friends were looking at me in amazement, urging me not to be so daft. I’d had my fun and grabbed the attention, but now I needed to sit on my hands. My right hand, though, was listening to Future Kev.

			“I have £9,000 from sports agent Kevin Davidson,” shouted the compère who I knew and who’d decided to unmask me to the room.

			“Do we have £9,500?”

			Of course he would get that. However, it was now £1,500 more than the invisible oil baron had bid a minute earlier. Maybe the oil baron had a budget to work to?

			

			“I have £9,500,” said the compère.

			No budget for the baron! Double bugger!

			“Do we have £10,000?”

			I hesitated, as reality and friend’s stares kicked in. I could see it in their eyes. £10,000?! This was an eye-watering sum, a large part of my very small fortune!

			What was Kevin doing, what was Kevin thinking? Kevin had had his fun competing against the oil baron, but it was time for Kevin to stop now, you frigging imbecile! Those were the unsaid, but not unheard thoughts.

			Future Kev’s voice was louder though. Future Kev would still be around in fifteen to twenty years’ time, unlike those transient ‘going out’ friends. He knew what moments and memories would be in store, if only I would take that £10,000 leap of faith and be Future Kev’s Hero.

			My hand responded to Future Kev’s invisible prompts. Up it went to the utter amazement of my table guests. I could hear their gasps, and I could see their nudges under the table. The gasps around the hall were audible too, as the five-figure limit was breached for the first time in Aberdeen in a very long while.

			All heads turned back towards the oil baron.

			Hesitation from the baron. Maybe their table and their ‘future oil baron’ had prevailed?

			Was £10,000 their limit? 

			Surely not. This was the Oil Capital of Europe! 

			But a second booming “£10,000 going twice” left the compère’s mouth.

			Surely the oil baron was teasing and waiting until the last second to jump in with a dream busting sized 11 or £12,000 bid.

			“Sold! At £10,000 to Kevin Davidson at Table 10,” the compère’s words boomed around the room.

			

			10 was indeed the magic number that the oil baron wasn’t going to go beyond.

			Oh bollocks! I wasn’t sure whether to celebrate or not and neither was the rest of my table.

			Future Kev was celebrating, though, and back slapping me, as he knew that Current Kev’s boldness was going to be rewarded with a lifetime of priceless moments and memories, which would far outweigh the number paid that night.

			Meetings in Augusta and St Andrews with Major Champions would come to pass many times over the following years and that night of bidding boldness was the catalyst.

			Thanks, Future Kev. Thanks, Zero. And, of course, thanks, Paul Lawrie, for winning The Open in the first place!

			Donald, Where’s Your Troosers?

			Accommodation was going to be the next issue, so I reached out to Paul Lawrie’s Manager and asked if he could help. He said that he could, but only after I’d paid the third and last chunk of money due at the end of December. The week after the auction, I’d negotiated payment by instalments. Once an Aberdonian, always an Aberdonian!

			 After the last of the £10,000 had left my bank account, he confirmed that he could get me a deal at a hotel on the outskirts of Augusta. It was used by IMG, the International Management Group, which looked after Paul now, for the players it represented and its staff, but it wasn’t cheap.

			I enquired about a twin room and was delighted to learn that one was still available but at a very unreasonable rate! In for a penny, in for Ten Thousand Pounds (plus) on this trip of a lifetime.

			Sam Torrance and I were going to be roomies!

			However, Sam never made it to that twin room in Augusta.

			I’d spoken to a contact at Glenmuir Clothing, who I was in early talks with about getting involved as a sponsor of Proshare™ and for whom Sam was an ambassador. They indicated they could speak to him but that the price was likely to be prohibitive and he was also likely to be doing media duties around it too. Whether any of that was true or it was just that they didn’t want to make a fool of themselves by asking Sam Torrance, recent winning Ryder Cup Captain, such an impertinent question, I’ll never know. I hadn’t even mentioned the sharing a room with me thing at that stage either!

			Instead, I settled for organising a competition amongst the mortgage brokers I knew. Whoever passed my firm the most business in the next eight weeks would be the winner and get an all expenses paid trip to The Masters. (This was well before the Bribery Act came into force in 2010!).

			I announced it at a reception evening at our office in front of ten brokers and you could hear the excitement in the room afterwards. 

			We probably covered the costs of the entire trip with the work that was passed during that time and by the end of it, Donald was the winner and would be coming to Augusta. He was no Sam Torrance, but he was a decent golfer and a top guy to boot. We were off to Augusta, and we were sharing a room!

			When we arrived, I was so glad I’d taken the bold step to book the IMG hotel at that unreasonable rate. On the first morning, as we ventured down to breakfast, past Masters Champions Mike Weir and Vijay Singh stepped into the elevator with us. Donald, grabbing his moment, wished them both good luck for the week ahead.

			Mike Weir, the first left hander to win The Masters the year before, acknowledged him, but I’m not sure that Vijay understood what the gruff Scotsman Donald had barked at him. Vijay stayed silent and just looked ahead for the remainder of the journey to the ground floor, although his eyes seemed to be searching for a ‘Skean Dhu’2 hidden about Donald’s kilted person.

			Our evenings were spent in the bar with golfers’ mind coach, the gruff and straight-talking Jos Vanstiphout. He was in town working with the ‘Big Easy’ Ernie Els, the current European Order of Merit winner, amongst others.

			When Els was in contention going into the final day, Jos told us that we could join him as his guests at the after party at Els’s house if Ernie won. Suddenly, we had a favourite we were rooting for other than Paul Lawrie.

			Ian Baker-Finch, the 1991 Open Champion came over to say hi to Jos on the Tuesday evening and Donald and I ended up having a putting competition with Jos and Ian for an hour or so in the bar. Other than Paul Lawrie, this was my first brush with a major champion.

			My next and most memorable one was to come the following day.

			Inside The Chocolate Factory

			In April 2004, the town of Augusta was quite a non-descript place, where nothing much else seemed to happen for fifty-one weeks of the year. There was a nightclub where the locals hung out at the weekend which resembled a school disco, a few eating places, including ‘Hooters’, and the car park which John Daly and his own merchandising truck took over during Masters week.

			It wasn’t as if you could make a pilgrimage to the town any other time of the year, drive up Magnolia Lane and play the fabled course. The Augusta National Golf Club was, and still is, a very exclusive, private course with only around three hundred invited members.

			Waiting to get through the gates that first morning just before 8am was like waiting at the gates of Willy Wonka’s Chocolate Factory as a kid with a golden ticket. Like them, we were going to get to venture inside and see around. Donald had come dressed in his kilt for the occasion. I was leaving mine until the final day.

			Mornings were chilly in Augusta at that time of year, like five degrees chilly. It was the same as Aberdeen. Had we been hoodwinked by TV pictures of brilliant blue skies? Was Donald going to regret wearing his kilt? Thankfully, the heat built up during the morning as we walked the course, padding along the pine strewn pathways, marvelling at the holes and how different they looked and edging closer to the par 4 11th, par 3 12th and the par 5 13th, known worldwide as Amen Corner.

			Five shots (the 2nd at 11, the par three 12th and the drive at 13) that could ruin your round or set you up for a pop at glory, a green jacket and a place setting at the Champions Dinner every Tuesday evening of Masters week forever more.

			Now I realised why Mike Weir hadn’t been so chatty in the elevator that morning. As current Masters Champion he got to choose the menu for the Champions Dinner that year and was finalising his menu of elk, wild boar and arctic char washed down with a Canadian beer or two for his room of exclusive guests, the past champions, including Scotland’s own Sandy Lyle and Mr Billy Casper.

			Casper The Great

			Six months before, just after the auction evening, I’d wracked my brains about how I could use this upcoming trip to Augusta as a business one and I kept coming back to Proshare™. There just had to be something around that.

			I was hunting for something on a shelf in my office when a book fell off it. I was never the tidiest of people, so it was not an unusual thing to pull at one thing and have another one or two topple down with them.

			‘Billy Casper’s Golf Tips Edited By Byron Casper’… with weatherproof pages … Ingenious!

			Of course, that was it. I should reach out to Byron Casper and see if he could help. I mean, I had once met him in St Andrews, and I hadn’t spoken to him since. He was bound to help me!

			I found Byron’s contact details and emailed him there and then, not really expecting an answer back. But Byron wasn’t that person. Within twenty-four hours he’d responded excitedly, reciting details of Proshare™ back to me from our brief meeting and helping me plan the trip to Augusta, a place he’d been on many occasions with his Dad ... and yes, of course, his Dad would be able to meet me there but only for an hour, as it was always a busy week for him as a past champion.

			Byron would organise all of that and email me the details. I just had to be there at a certain time and place. Byron told me that no phones were allowed on the course and had to be left in lockers outside the grounds to be collected on the way out. This seemed a long shot. Planning months ahead to meet a Masters Champion at a pre-arranged time on a small picnic bench within the grounds of Augusta golf course the day after the Champions Dinner!

			Mmmmm!

			********************************************

			Back to The Chocolate Factory 

			On the Wednesday morning at 11 o clock, the imposing figure of William Earl Casper ambled along the path towards my picnic bench to the right of one of the holes close to the Clubhouse. Bang on time, just as Byron said he would be.

			I was getting a one-to-one hour long meeting with a Masters Champion, two-time US Open winner, a winning Ryder Cup Captain and World Hall of Golf Famer. One legendary golf figure. Wow, this really was a dream come true.

			“Well, hello, Kevin. Great to meet you,” the words flowed from Mr Casper’s mouth as if he were chatting to a close friend.

			“Great to meet you too, sir, and thanks for agreeing to meet me. I’m sure that you must be very busy this week?” I replied nervously.

			“Never a problem for a friend of Byron’s. What have you been up to since you arrived here?”

			I tried to keep it brief about settling into the hotel and walking the course and that I was looking forward to seeing the Par 3 contest that afternoon.

			“Yeah, it’s a ball,” Mr Casper said. “Well worth getting a place on the hill for.”

			 “And you, have you been busy this week?” I asked Mr Casper

			“Last night was the Champions Dinner. I love going to that and seeing old friends,” he said.

			“Oh yes, Mike Weir was hosting the dinner, wasn’t he?” I said, sounding as if Mike and I were old pals and not just elevator buddies.

			“Yup, he served up a tasty meal of elk, wild boar and arctic char.”

			Sounded ok, I thought to myself, but as quite a fussy eater, I was glad now that my parents hadn’t invested in golf lessons for me after all and that I wasn’t a past Masters Champion! The elk and the wild boar would have been safe from me, and I would have struggled to know what an arctic char was without a mobile phone and a search engine. But Mr Casper had enjoyed it, and he’d enjoyed the company of legends the night before. Donald and I, on the other hand, had been to Hooters restaurant the night before. There were some legends there too, but I didn’t share that with Mr Casper!

			“Byron tells me you’re working on something called Proshare™ just now?”

			

			“Yes, sir,” I replied, and went on to explain how it worked and what my vision was for it.

			After much toing and froing on it with me, Mr Casper leant back and put his arms behind his head, and then he leaned forward.

			“I love the idea, Kevin, and if there’s anything I can do to help you with it, just let Byron know.”

			“Thank you, sir, I will do and thanks for your feedback on it,” I managed to get out, excited at the thoughts already beginning to queue up in my brain.

			We spent that last part of our time chatting about golf generally and about family and the importance of them supporting you throughout life. He said he was sorry when he learned my Dad had passed away ten years before and that he hoped I was looking after my Mum.

			As we teetered towards 12 noon and the end of our chat, Mr Casper leaned down into the bag he’d arrived with and pulled out the three Masters flags, laying them all on the on the wooden picnic table. Signing each one of them smack bang in the centre of the shape of the United States in the middle of the flags, he handed them all to me.

			“Don’t ever let anyone else other than Masters Champions sign these flags,” he demanded.

			“I won’t, Mr Casper,” I promised.

			With that, he got up, shook my hand firmly but warmly, tapped my left shoulder and then walked off, bang on 12 noon. 

			Mr Casper had left the picnic bench. What a golfing legend and an all-round truly nice gentleman.

			I sat there for a few minutes trying to take in what had just happened, looking down at the three signed Masters flags. All I needed to start me off was to bump into Mike and Vijay in the elevator again back at the hotel and I would be off and running. My second signature, though, wouldn’t come for another ten years and the Ryder Cup at Gleneagles. I wouldn’t bump into Vijay for another fourteen years and that would be back in St Andrews. Mike and I have never met again. Maybe I should try elk!

			Phil vs. The Party

			Phil Mickelson ... the best player never to have won a major ... until Donald and I, two boys from the Northeast of Scotland turned up to watch him play! You’re welcome, Phil!

			We knew every blade of grass having been to the course seven days out of seven. We watched Arnie play in his final Masters, saw Tiger and followed Paul Lawrie who made the cut to play the final two days. Paul acknowledged the only two kilted boys standing beside the practice green on the Sunday morning and all because he’d put the two tickets into the auction.

			“Nice skirts, boys,” Paul said with a smile.

			Could Paul come back from ten shots behind again today, as he’d done in 1999 at Carnoustie, and claim his second major? It was a long shot, but we wished him all the best.

			“Play well, Paul,” we said as we headed off for our own lap of honour around the course before returning to our green Masters chairs which we’d bought and placed at the side of the 18th green at 8 o’ clock that morning. Incredibly, you really can leave your chair in the same place all day and no one sits there because your name is on the back of it. Anyone who does, and doesn’t move when you return, is thrown out of the grounds.

			We followed the leaders off the first tee at 2pm and scurried over to the ninth hole and worked backwards, landing at the iconic 16th as Sandy Lyle and Eduardo Romero played through.

			Ernie Els had a share of the lead going into the Back 9 at Augusta and we came across Ernie an hour or so later and watched on as he safely negotiated Amen Corner. We were both rooting for him so that we could join his party that evening with Jos.

			Phil went through next. Even from a distance, something about his demeanour was different from normal.

			We headed against the crowds up the side of the 11th hole and walked across and up beside the 18th green to take our seats, two full hours ahead of when the leaders would come in, wanting to make sure we got second-row seats to watch golfing history being made. These were the days before multiple tv screens had been spread around a golf course, allowing you to follow play. The only way to know what was going on back then was to watch the Masters leaderboards being changed by volunteers and the oohs and as it happened. This was all in between the world’s best golfers walking up and finishing their 2004 Masters right in front of us.

			Phil was faltering as he entered the back nine. We were going to get our party! What an ending to the week this was going to be, us partying with the Masters Champion Ernie Els the night before flying home.

			Phil had other ideas, though. He reeled off four birdies in six holes to be tied with Ernie who had just completed his round to finish on eight under par.

			From the leaderboard, we could see Phil had parred seventeen. We waited and watched until we could see the tops of Phil and Chris Di Marco’s heads pop over the hill on 18. They surveyed the scene at the 18th green and played their second shots, with Phil’s ball ending just ten feet from the flag.

			********************************************

			At 8 am we had power walked our way to the eighteenth green. Running at Augusta was banned, of course. We put our chairs down and sat on them like a couple of monarchs surveying the land around us.

			Disappointingly, the flag was at the back of the green, so we didn’t have a prime view, but we were within thirty yards of it in the second row. Not bad at all.

			We sat for twenty minutes or so with everyone else, a full ten and a half hours before the final drama that was to unfold. A couple of greenkeepers and tournament officials sauntered onto the green with a hole cutting tool.

			“Wait, maybe this isn’t the final day flag position. Maybe this is still Saturday’s pin?” I exclaimed to Donald.

			The greenkeepers started to use their stimpmeter to roll a golf ball down it ten yards in front of us. Donald and I turned to each other, hoping that what was going on meant what we thought it meant. Not a word was said as we looked hopefully at each other.

			They cut the hole there, right in front of us. Of course they did. It was the Sunday pin position. This hole position was in a similar place to where I’d watched on TV as Sandy Lyle holed his birdie putt in 1988. This was after his mercurial shot from the bunker on the left-hand side of the fairway. Landing at the top of the hill near where we were sitting now, Sandy’s ball had stopped and then started to roll down the hill to within six feet of the hole. Sandy sank that putt to become only the second man at that time to make a birdie on the closing hole to win The Masters and the Green Jacket.

			********************************************

			If Phil two putted, it was a play-off with Ernie Els, and our party dreams were still alive. As Phil walked onto the green and paced around the putt, thoughts of our party with Ernie disappeared. We wanted Phil to hole that putt right there in front of us to dramatically win The Masters and his first major. This was what playing and watching golf was all about. Rather than watching it at 11.30 at night on TV from the comfort of our homes in Scotland, we were sat ten yards away on the right of the tv screen as you looked at it, in the second row, level with the hole and the flag that had been placed there ten and a half hours before by some kindly gentlemen, keen to ensure a great end to our dream trip.

			Phil’s putt looked double the length of Sandy’s one and had stopped at the top of the hill, rather than rolling down as Sandy’s had.

			Sandy Lyle had made the cut that week at age forty-six and had played the 18th hole three hours earlier. Sandy Lyle absolutely knew the break on that putt, but did Phil Mickelson? The Masters was on the line, this was a putt for his first ever Major and the whole golfing world knew that Phil was the best player never to have won a major. You could hear those whispers echo around the 18th green as soon as Phil had hit his second shot and started to walk up the 18th fairway.

			We all knew what this twelve-foot putt meant to Phil, but I’m not sure that the other patrons, or Phil for that matter, realised what it meant for Donald and me.

			One putt = No Party!

			The silence was deafening as Phil settled over his putt. He took the putter back and the ball rolled end over end and didn’t stop as it found its way to the bottom of the cup. Phil jumped six feet in the air and so did we. This was golfing history we were part of, and seeing the release of joy for Phil after making his putt was as exhilarating as if I’d made it myself. It was magical and all thoughts of parties disappeared instantly as we shared in Phil’s moment.

			Partying with a major winner would have to wait until St Andrews eighteen years later, the same time as Phil and I would meet again, but this time a little closer than here in Augusta.

			

			What a finish to a fantastic week! I couldn’t help wondering where Mr Casper was watching from.

			Photos, flags, memories and major champions, with many more to come for my £10,000. Well worth it.

			Thanks, Past Kev. Thanks, Zero, even though my tickets didn’t come with Clubhouse Access! Thanks, Paul Lawrie. Thanks, Byron. Thanks, Mr Casper. And thanks, St Andrews. You really delivered again.

			More was to follow!
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			Chapter 3: The Wilderness Years

			I would not return to St Andrews until 2018, and that absence strangely coincided with my own ‘Down Decade’ from 2008. During those ten years, I only just survived ‘The Credit Crunch’, got married, got divorced, built a business, sold a business, got into a relationship, got out of a relationship and had quite a few other bumps and scrapes through those years.

			The only real bright spot during this time was meeting Kenny Maciver, who brokered the deal to sell my property-leasing business in 2012. He took me out for a few celebratory drinks in Aberdeen where our conversation that evening was to change the course of my life… but not for another eight years.

			He casually mentioned that he had a property in St Andrews and that applications for the St Andrews Links Trust Waiting List had just been opened, having been closed for the last few years. He urged me to apply and pay a deposit of £150. It would still likely take five or so years for my name to come to the top and I could decide then whether to pay the full annual fee of nearly £700.

			I couldn’t imagine ever making use of this. I loved Aberdeen too much and I could never see myself leaving, but what the heck, it was only £150 out of a decent business sale price and the very next day I submitted my application. I think Future Kev had played his part again!

			Five years did pass before I heard from the Links Trust that I’d reached the top of the Waiting List. I turned it down, but only for a year. As per their edict, if I turned it down again, then I would go back to the bottom of the Waiting List, which by now numbered one thousand people! I didn’t turn it down again.

			In March 2018, I paid my fee, and my Links Ticket was sent to me by post. I shared the joyous news with Kenny. He was a member of The New Golf Club in St Andrews, and I submitted my application for approval to the Club and was thankfully accepted as a member that Spring.

			I did still wonder how I was ever going to make use of this Golden Ticket, but it turns out that Fate and Future Kev had prepared the way for me.

			I had reestablished contact with St Andrews and suddenly life got better! That time in my life was a hard lesson, but it did teach me not to dwell on negativity and to concentrate on the positives that life had to offer. My ‘Down Decade’ was about to end.

			Behind the scenes, St Andrews was starting to work its magic for me!
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			Chapter 4: I Will Not Be Signing Your Masters Flag, Sir!

			Billy Casper died on 7th September 2015. The world was a darker place.

			I remembered the promise I’d made to Mr Casper more than ten years before at Augusta and was sorry that I’d not added more signatures to the flags he’d gifted me. I vowed to honour my promise to Mr Casper and add more signatures to my Masters flag, but how was I going to do it?

			In the years following, up stepped an unlikely ally in Aberdeen and Scotland: football legend Willie Miller.

			Willie Miller’s Mate

			I strode into Café Continental in Aberdeen in 2002. It was owned by Willie Miller. It was twenty-two years after Aberdeen Football Club’s European Cup match against Liverpool and nineteen years after the Club’s greatest ever year.

			In 1983 and captained still by Willie, they beat two of the greatest European names in quick succession. First Bayern Munich were seen off 3-2 in the quarter final at a packed Pittodrie Stadium, then the mighty Real Madrid were put to the sword 2-1 in a rain-soaked European Cup Winners Cup Final in Gothenburg. The game was only won in extra time by a never-to-be-forgotten and often reenacted John Hewitt header. They then beat another top German side Hamburg, the then European Cup holders, to claim the Super Cup in December at fortress Pittodrie. It was like sending your wee cousin to wrestle The Rock, and somehow he comes back holding the championship belt and saying, “It wasn’t that bad, really.”

			Willie Miller wasn’t flashy. No stepovers, no Ronaldo haircuts, no TikTok dances. He was old school. His idea of skill was booting the ball into Row Z and glaring at the striker so hard they considered a career change. He inspired others around him and together he and Alex Ferguson dragged my football club to glory beyond my wildest dreams.

			A serial winner, which is the point of including this in a book about golf, Willie would iconically hold thirteen trophies one handedly above his head, play for Aberdeen 797 times, be given two testimonials for his more than two decades service to the Club he loved, and won sixty-five international caps for Scotland. He was, and still is, an Aberdeen Legend and is simply known by most Aberdeen fans as ‘God’.

			********************************************

			Two of Willie’s teammates from Aberdeen’s winning team, on that magnificent night in Gothenburg in 1983, John Hewitt and Neil Simpson, had heard that I’d started my sports agency company. They thought that the Club was taking advantage of the locally based players by asking them to attend functions and shake hands with little recompense, other than a thank you. They got in touch to ask if I would represent them and I jumped at the chance to meet my heroes in person. They spoke to Willie, and the late afternoon meeting was arranged.

			“Who is this cocky prick?” Willie thought to himself, as I strode confidently into Café Continental, the restaurant he owned down at the beachfront in the city. The front of the building overlooked the North Sea, which was as cold as Willie’s stare, and the back of it was within a long par five of Pittodrie Stadium. As a lawyer, I was always suited and booted in those days and probably wearing a tie as well.

			All the local players were sitting waiting at the end of the room at the rear of the restaurant. Scotland’s most capped goalkeeper, Jim Leighton, fearsome Doug Rougvie, Neil Simpson, the redoubtable Neale Cooper (who would become a great friend and at whose memorial service I would speak in 2018), John Hewitt … and then there was Willie!

			Trying not to show my nerves, I put on my big boy pants and walked the long walk to the table, where I shook hands with everyone. Willie’s handshake seemed particularly firm.

			We talked problems and solutions, and I agreed to act for the players. I would make sure they were properly paid for appearances going forward, especially with the Club’s Centenary and the 20th Anniversary of Gothenburg the following year. I undertook to write to the other players who made up the 1983 squad to get their agreement to my acting for them. Until then, the squad had always been known as ‘The Gothenburg Legends’ in the press, but I felt we needed something catchier and ‘The Gothenburg Greats’ name was born.

			I must have done something right during the meeting because Willie’s handshake at the end of it seemed somehow less strong and maybe even warmer too. Willie and I would go on to become drinking buddies, business partners, property developers, client and agent, travellers, roomies and pals. My golfing nickname at an annual golf outing to Kinross even involves him …

			‘WMM’ standing for ‘Willie Miller’s Mate’. Somehow, I don’t think Willie’s would be KDM if he ever made that trip!

			A Signing Spree

			It was thanks to Willie that I ended up attending The Senior Open at St Andrews in 2018 and adding seven more signatures to my Masters flag.

			Less than two months earlier, we’d both had to deal with the sudden death of our close friend Neale Cooper who’d collapsed after a night out watching the Champions League Final, only two weeks after we had done a ‘Music and Memories from 1983’ event at Pittodrie, as a celebration of the 35th Anniversary of Gothenburg. Neale, or ‘Tattie’ as he was known, had stolen the show with his stories and mimicking of his old boss, Sir Alex Ferguson.

			Willie and I were together at Gleneagles with our partners for a couple of days’ break when we received a text on the Gothenburg Greats WhatsApp chat … “Say it’s not true,” came in from one of the boys.

			It was true, though, and there followed a tremendous outpouring of grief, fan and peer tributes and media interest in the two weeks ahead of his private funeral and then his memorial service on the 8th of June at Pittodrie Stadium, in front of five thousand fans.

			Willie, as Captain and media personality, was asked to comment the most and it took a lot out of him. He’d lost a close friend and teammate and the first and youngest of the Gothenburg Greats had gone. He, along with some other very hard men of Scottish football, were all visibly upset that day.

			In the week following, Willie suggested that he and I tried to get away for a few days’ golf soon, to help recover from the stress of the previous couple of weeks. Willie’s sister had a place in Crail and was happy to let us use it if we wanted it. I suggested we tried to do it around The Senior Open in St Andrews and take in some of the golf as well as chill out in wonderful Crail.

			When we got there, we decided to ditch the cars and take the Number 95 bus into the Home of Golf. I remembered from previous hospitality visits to The Old Course Hotel that the top players usually stayed there during tournaments. I had my Masters flag with me and suggested to Willie that we had a drink in the surroundings of the Old Course Hotel first, before we ventured down to The New Golf Club for some lunch. Then we could head out to the course and see how golf should really be played.

			I told Willie the story of the Masters flag and Mr Casper, and he seemed genuinely impressed when I showed it to him, and was happy to humour me, for a short while at least, as he always enjoyed the surroundings of the Old Course Hotel. I wasn’t sure we would even get into the hotel without any security badges, but we tried. As we walked confidently through the front doors, the doorman, recognising an icon of Scottish football, said, “Hi, Willie,” and ushered us through.

			Result!

			We sat down in the Reception area where someone came over and asked us if they could take an order for coffees. It seemed a good idea, if only just to buy a little time as I looked around for any faces I would recognise from the small list of previous Masters winners playing that week. Getting the flag out of the rucksack each time was a bit of a rigmarole, taking it out of its protective sheath and grabbing the thick black sharpie marker to get everything ready for a past champion to sign it, assuming they would even sign it. I’d only gone through this once before and I was out of practice. Like a gun slinger trying to perfect his draw, I was trying to do the same with my flag.

			The coffees came and, after five minutes of watching me nervously fumbling about with the flag for the sixth or seventh time, Willie asked me if I thought that there would be any players staying and playing here this week. He hadn’t reckoned on my research. There were nine past Masters champions in the field that week and one of them had just walked into the Reception with a beautiful blonde lady accompanying him.

			Quickly breaking off my conversation with Willie, I headed towards the player I’d only ever seen before on television. He had always struck me as a friendly looking guy and I hoped that would hold true for this forty-nine-year-old guy approaching him, flag in hand, about to interrupt his morning.

			“Mr Couples,” I said, thinking that Masters Champions deserved that respect, “would you mind signing this for me, please? Billy Casper gave it to me back in 2004 and signed it and told me not to let anyone other than Masters Champions sign it.”

			Fred Couples looked at me with a big grin and smiling eyes.

			“Sure,” he said, signing along the side of the flag, and added, “Mr Casper, that’s kinda cool, isn’t it? He was a great guy.”

			“Yes, it means a lot to me. Thanks for signing it and good luck this week,” I said.

			With that Fred and his lady exited stage left and I returned to my seat where Willie had watched all this unfold, wondering if I was going to come back with egg on my face or a happy camper.

			“She was nice,” said Willie.

			“So was he,” I said, still buzzing from my friendly encounter with Fred Couples, the 1992 Masters Champion.

			I could sense that Willie wanted a change of scenery, so I suggested that we head upstairs to the Road Hole Bar where the views across the courses are incredible. It would be a great place to have our first red wine of the day. As we got up, I put my flag back into its sheath, slipping the sharpie in beside it, and pushing the flag back into my rucksack. I spied a familiar walk out of the corner of my eye over Willie’s right shoulder, and it was heading towards the Reception. He was asking for something to be sent to his room in English, but with a hint of a German accent. The two-time Masters Champion, from 1985 and 1993, Bernhard Langer was in the building.

			At the risk of hacking Willie off, I pulled out my flag again and waited until Bernhard had finished with the Reception team. I could sense Willie was wondering what I was doing. Why hadn’t I moved with him towards the elevators up to the fourth floor?

			As Bernhard Langer turned round from the Reception desk, I said sheepishly,

			“Mr Langer, would you mind signing my Masters flag, please?”

			Bernhard looked up at us, giving me not quite a smile, but more of a thin-lipped look. I’m not sure if he knew that Willie was once the best penalty box defender in the world; if he did, then he didn’t let on that he did.

			“Sure,” he said, and I told him the story of Mr Casper giving me the flag and all that went with it.

			As he was signing it, he said, “That’s pretty cool,” smiling this time as he signed it, and off he went towards the elevators with that familiar walk of his.

			I wasn’t sure how Willie would be with this Teutonic interruption to our day. This was the same Willie Miller who had helped tame and slay top German teams Eintracht Frankfurt, Bayern Munich and Hamburg during his career. The same Willie Miller whose cold steely stare could melt teammates, opponents and referees alike. But it was also the same Willie Miller who, on a trip we’d made together to the World Cup in Germany in 2006, was left alone for two minutes by me in Hamburg while I went to the bar to get some drinks for us. When I turned back, this same Willie Miller had been apprehended by two young German fans and was singing with them, to the tune of ‘Football’s Coming Home’, with his face now painted with two small German flags on each cheek!

			“Bernard Langer!” exclaimed Willie. “That was pretty fab eh?!“

			It was. I was on a roll. Two signatures within five minutes of arriving in St Andrews!

			Forgetting the Road Hole Bar, we walked along to The New Club for lunch. As a new member that year, this was my first trip to the Club. We ordered lunch and a bottle of red wine and sat in the bay window, overlooking the 1st and 18th fairways of the Old Course, watching some of the world’s most famous golfers walk past us. Looking right, we watched as they drove off the first tee in front of the R and A Clubhouse, taking aim at the small gorse bush to the right of the Swilcan Bridge. In front of us, we watched drives from the 18th tee bounce over Grannie Clark’s Wynd and come to rest just short of the Valley of Sin.

			Looking left allowed us to follow players as they teed off at the 18th, with the Old Course Hotel and Jigger Inn behind them and then traverse the most photographed golf bridge in the world, pausing only as a courtesy to watch first hole players negotiate their second shots over the Swilcan Burn which is sadistically located immediately in front of the first green.
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