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A Special Foreword
by Jack and Mark



For us, 101 has always been a magical number. It was the number of stories in the first Chicken Soup for the Soul book, and it is the number of stories and poems we have always aimed for in our books. We love the number 101 because it signifies a beginning, not an end. After 100, we start anew with 101.


We hope that when you finish reading one of our books, it is only a beginning for you too—a new outlook on life, a renewed sense of purpose, a strengthened resolve to deal with an issue that has been bothering you. Perhaps you will pick up the phone and share one of the stories with a friend or a loved one. Perhaps you will turn to your keyboard and express yourself by writing a Chicken Soup story of your own, to share with other readers who are just like you.


This volume contains our 101 best stories for golfers and sports fans. We share this with you at a very special time for us, the fifteenth anniversary of our Chicken Soup for the Soul series. When we published our first book in 1993, we never dreamed that we had started what became a publishing phenomenon, one of the best-selling series of books in history.


We did not set out to sell more than one hundred million books, or to publish more than 150 titles. We set out to touch the heart of one person at a time, hoping that person would in turn touch another person, and so on down the line. Fifteen years later, we know that it has worked. Your letters and stories have poured in by the hundreds of thousands, affirming our life’s work, and inspiring us to continue to serve you.


On our fifteenth anniversary, we have new energy, new resolve, and new dreams. We have recommitted to our goal of 101 stories or poems per book, we have refreshed our cover designs and our interior layout, and we have grown the Chicken Soup for the Soul team, with new friends and partners across the country in New England.


Golfers are a special breed. They endure bad weather, early wake up calls, great expense, and “interesting” clothing to engage in their favorite sport. They are also great sportsmen. In this new volume, we have selected our 101 best stories about golfers and golfing, and we have also included a generous number of anecdotes we thought you would appreciate about other sports and athletes, including stories about the admirable principles of team play and sportsmanship that transcend any particular sport. The stories that we have chosen will inspire you, teach you, and make you laugh.


We hope you will enjoy these stories on an occasional rainy day. We enjoyed selecting them for you, and hope you will share them with your families and friends, on and off the greens. We have identified the sixteen Chicken Soup for the Soul books in which the stories originally appeared, in case you would like to read more stories about golf and sports. We hope you will also enjoy the additional books about families, pets, faith, and life in general in “Our 101 Best Stories” series.


With our love, our thanks, and our respect,
~Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen
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Love of the Sport


Sports do not build character; they reveal it.


~Heywood Broun
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A Thoughtful Gift


My husband, Richard, is an avid golfer and likes to practice his golf swing on our lawn. Often, during the summer, he breaks a window or two. “Oh, well,” we always say, “at least it was our own window.” And we have the glass replaced.


One year when he had trouble with his slice, he broke a grand total of four windows. The following spring, a parcel arrived, addressed to him. It was a box of a dozen golf balls, and the enclosed note read, “Have a good season. From Mike, your Window Guy.”


~Kay B. Tucker
Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul, The 2nd Round
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I Hate Golf—I Love Golf!


I’m not saying my golf game went bad, but if I grew tomatoes, they’d come up sliced.


~Attributed to both Miller Barber and Lee Trevino


I used to be an 11-handicap golfer. That was before “slope indices,” before “soft spikes,” before golf carts even.


Today, fully equipped with the latest technology, I am a 22-handicapper going south.


Yes, way back then my woods, crazy though it may seem, had wooden heads. The shafts were of shiny metal. No titanium, no matched graphite, no range of flexes.


The golf balls would smile back when you mishit a wedge shot or topped a 6-iron. Slice a 4-iron and you could see the seemingly endless rubber band that wrapped around the ball’s rubber core.


I could hit the ball a ton back then. I could get out of sand traps and two-putt greens, too. I have happy memories.


In 1947 I even defeated Chad Brown, a friend at the post office. In the tournament I beat Chad 8 and 7, finishing him off with a fearless, curling fifteen-foot birdie putt. I admit I caught bon vivant Chad on an Excedrin day.


Back then I played in the high 70s.


Today, though I try to play a fair amount, things are different. Chad Brown would kill me. Everyone else does.


I slice off the tee, losing distance in the process. My long irons sting my hands. The ball is seldom airborne. Nor can I chip. Putting? Forget it.


It’s not the equipment, for I have the latest in technology. I have four Tight Lies, but mine go straight up. I have great Titleist DCI irons—Black Cats, too. I have Cobras given to me by Hale Irwin himself. I have a big 975 Titanium Titleist driver, also a Taylor Made bubble driver and the biggest Bertha ever made. My high-performance wedges run the gamut—fifty-six degrees, fifty-eight degrees, sixty degrees. I have ‘em all. I even have an “Alien.”


My golf balls are high-tech. Zylin Covered XLs, Tour Distance-Wound 90s, the Slazenger 420s. You name the kind of ball you like, I’ve got it.


Sometimes I play with a guy worse than me. He’s into all this high-tech stuff. He goes, “I sure like the feel of these new balatas,” or “This new baffled 3-wood really works for me.” Or “The only putter that makes any sense at all is the Scotty Cameron—that Tel3 is so true. Talk about center cut. I have three of them Scottys—I love the Microstep and the Teryilium insert.”


The poor son-of-a-gun hasn’t gotten a wedge off the ground in the last three outings and his baffled 3-wood emerges from the fairway carrying a divot the size of an adult toupee. The last time he two-putted a green was when I gave him a four-footer.


He goes, “This new Maxfli Multi-layered Revolution lands quiet. I can just feel the difference on my wedge shots—on my putting, too.” Sure, right!


High tech is great. Don’t get me wrong. Look at Davis, Tiger and Freddie; but let’s face it—high tech hasn’t solved my web of problems.


Practice is my main problem. I hate it. I am allergic. I break out in a rash if I go out and hit practice balls. I can’t help it.


Putting is the worst part of my game, followed closely by sand play and chipping. A good friend, a guy who supported me as president and was respectful back then, put it rather succinctly last week when he said, “George, you stink.”


Anyway, a couple of weeks ago out at Muirfield—a course on which a guy like me should be forbidden to play—I invoked the “no-laughing rule.”


My playing partners agreed—“Okay, no laughing.”


I put them to the test. In one sand trap I flailed away four times, before going in the pocket. I found brooks and eddies that Jack Nicklaus didn’t even know existed when he laid out this monster.


Things were dragging for me. I was thinking, “Why do I need this? I am seventy-four. I have a boat and a nice wife—why this torture?”


But then on the sixteenth I hit a perfect 9-iron—long and straight with a lot of spin on it. It stopped but six feet from the hole. My partners were ecstatic. “You’re back!” “What an effort!” “You pureed that one.”


But then came my turn to putt. I admit my attitude was negative as I lined up for my downhill putt. I pushed it off to the left. It gathered speed as it ripped past the cup, stopping about six feet away. But I had another six-footer to make coming back.


I jabbed my second putt. It took off like a cruise missile. The direction was great. The speed was wrong. It lipped the cup and was whiplashed violently off course. Four and a half feet still to go for putt number three.


I froze over the ball, my long putter wagging like a vaulter’s pole. I came back slowly, and then literally shanked the putt. As it careened off to the right, the “no-laughing rule” was broken. They didn’t mean to hurt my feelings—for fifteen dreadful holes they had been careful not to. My partner knocked away my remaining four-footer. “A gimme!” he says.


As I have done several times before, I decided right then and there to give up golf. I hate it.


But after a two-week moratorium I was back.


Playing with our Cape Arundel pro, Ken Raynor, I felt inspired.


The first nine was bad—the chipping and putting betraying me.


Then came the magic. On the par-4 eleventh, my drive was fine. I then topped my 5-wood shot—a scorching grounder that stopped sixty yards short of the green.


I pulled out my fifty-six-degree Cleveland Classic-588. My swing was surprisingly smooth. The “True Temper” shaft gave me that velvet feeling. I felt the grooves gently spin the ball. I felt the “touch” of my Tour Distance-90. It feathered on to the green—landing like a butterfly. Breaking gently to the right, it meandered sixteen feet, right into the hole.


Golf? I hate it, sure, but I really love it.


I’ll be on the first tee tomorrow at 6:50 A.M.


~George Bush
Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul
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The Accidental Purist: Diary of a Beginning Golf Junkie


I am a public school girl from Pittsburgh. I played varsity basketball and tennis, and I had always maintained that golf was an elitist sport. A borderline sport at that. People can play it wearing a belt, for crying out loud.


I was a reverse snob. And then I got a job as a senior editor at a golf magazine. I never seriously considered that I would take up the game. I dropped the elitist riff, though, and just told people that I was a working mom with two young children and they immediately seemed to get why I didn’t actually play.


This began to nag at me, though. Because, one, I AM an editor for a golf magazine, and it’s a little embarrassing explaining how I can do what I do and not play golf. Since the day I took the job, I had read every golf publication I could get my hands on. I’ve become familiar with Herbert Warren Wind and Arnold Haultain and, of course, Dan Jenkins. I can’t seem to get through Golf in the Kingdom, but I think you get the picture. I know golf manufacturers and golf professionals. I know women who knit golf head covers for a living. I have Sign Boy’s home phone number, for Pete’s sake. I have ridden around Clint Eastwood’s golf course in Carmel with the man himself. I have witnessed John Daly playing guitar with Lisa Loeb and Dweezil Zappa. I have interviewed David Duval and Tom Lehman. I’ve talked to the likes of Ray Leonard, Terry Bradshaw, Joe Mantegna, Branford Marsalis and Mario Lemieux about golf. I notice how much guys LOVE talking about golf. It is not lost on me that most men cannot remember where the butter is in the refrigerator, but they can tell you precisely what clubs they used and give you play-by-play action of a shot they hit ten years ago on some course in East Podunk, Ohio.


I am doing everything with golf that a person can possibly do. But I am beginning to tire of explaining—with a smile, for the thousandth time—how I can do what I do without actually playing the game. The idea taunts me like low-hanging fruit until I just can’t take it anymore: It’s a sunny day in Colorado, and I call this golf school near my house. I have a noon appointment. I am Eve and I am about to be damned. Bring on the golf lessons.


Lesson one:


Mike Schlager, my instructor, walks me to the range, hands me a 9-iron and watches me swing. He knows I’m a skier and explains that like skiing, balance is important in golf. He tells me that the set-up in golf, what goes on before the motion, is more important than the actual swing. He teaches me about where my hands should be—in the center of my body, on a straight path from my sternum—and where they should hang. He gives me two drills to practice with my eyes closed. One’s about finding the center of my body that involves holding a golf club over my head and doing a kind of deep knee bend. Then he tells me to swing the club back and forth as fast as I can and only come off of my feet at the end. It feels like a samurai golf swing. We chip a bit and he gives me a chipping drill. We also putt. He says to practice making short one- to two-foot putts. The more it goes in, the more confidence I’ll have. I take this all home with me.


Cost (gulp), one hundred dollars. This is a lot of green for a mother of two looking at college tuition for 2013. This is a lot of green for someone whose favorite store is Target. But somehow, I don’t think twice.


I have one club at home, some kind of wedge, and I start doing my drills. I’ve taken to putting with the wedge even while I’m on the phone. Every time I lean my neck in to hold the phone so I can make a stroke, I end up hanging up on someone. I hung up on my boss three times in one conversation. I hung up on Phil Mickelson’s agent (don’t tell my boss). I take my mystery wedge with me on a ski vacation to Steamboat and do my exercises religiously. I putt at the coffee table.


Lesson two:


I arrive early, and Mike sends me out to the practice area. I putt and putt and putt. I am a two-foot wonder, which I know is good because Mike told me in my first lesson that someday I’m going to play in a scramble and everybody loves a woman who can make a putt.


Mike says, “Let’s go up to the range.” I tell him that’s what I’m scared of—going up to the range. But I press on. I find my balance and swing. It feels pretty good. Mike says it is pretty good. I hit several decent shots, and at one point he laughs and says, “You don’t know how good these are.” I decide I like Mike a lot. He helps me adjust my grip. He notices my small hands and suggests more of a baseball hold. I practice with the new grip, and the ball starts going a fair amount farther. “Over the pin,” he says with a degree of satisfaction like Master Po used to use with the Grasshopper on the old Kung Fu TV show.


We go to pitch around the green with a sand wedge. At first, I am smooth, I get the motion, but then I lose it completely. Some piece gets mixed up in my head. Mike makes me stay until I hit a decent closer, and I’m down another C-note.


Lesson three:


We head out to a driving area on a part of the course where I’ve never been. I get out of the cart and face the wrong way, which cracks me up. I am a blind person on a golf course. Correction: I am a blind person who has never played golf.


We work on my set-up. Mike makes me talk about my mistakes. He wants me to be able to figure them out. There is one other person on the range, a young woman who Mike says is the hardest worker on the University of Colorado golf team. He asks me to look at her swing and explain what’s wrong. To my surprise, I know. She hesitates so much in her backswing that she’s losing all her momentum. Like life, in golf, it’s much easier to look at somebody else and know what’s wrong.


I, however, am having problems of my own. Mike gives me a practice drill. He holds two clubs, one to my left side and one to my right, waist-high. Both are parallel to the ground. Then he tells me to swing. I am thinking that Mike is a pretty brave guy because I have no qualms about taking the club back hard, though I can’t for the life of me figure out how I’m going to actually swing. I somehow make contact and hit the ball right into Mike’s foot.


Eventually, I start whacking the hell out of the ball. Mike then introduces me to a 5-wood. I make minimal contact, and the ball skids a bit forward. So I step back and just take some swings. After I get the feel for a solid swing, I set up and whack the ball. It’s practically out of the ballpark. “Jesus,” is what I say because I am so stunned by the flight of that little monster. And then I apologize for my language. “How’s that feel?” Mike asks. But he already knows the answer.


I am one happy girl. I am so excited that I’m just aching for my clubs. I’ve ordered a set from my friend Stephanie at Cleveland Golf. When I get home there’s a message from her asking if I have received them. When I call to tell her that no clubs have arrived, she calls UPS to discover that someone named Hubert at West Dillon Road signed for them. I live at 902 Sycamore Lane. I tell my husband I’m going to put the kids in the car and go find Hubert. He puts the kibosh on the idea and says I should let UPS do its job. Of course, I’m thinking that I did let them do their job, and they gave my clubs to Hubert.


The next day the UPS guy is heading down my street and I flag him down. “Hey,” I say. “Whaddya do with my golf clubs?” “Cleveland?” he asks. “Yeah, that’s right,” I say. He says he dropped them at the La Quinta on Dillon Road. So I call the La Quinta and tell them I’m on my way—no more waiting for UPS. And there they are, behind the counter. MY CLUBS. My first clubs. I grab that beautiful brown Cleveland box, and it’s Christmas morning.


I’m itching to desert my family for the range, but my father-inlaw is visiting from New York, so I can’t exactly just jump in the car and zoom off. But at four o’clock, when he’s on the sofa with the girls watching the Wild Thornberrys on Nickelodeon, I head into the yard with my 9-iron and my 5-wood. I am swinging away with my very own clubs in the Colorado sunshine, and it feels, well, divine. My husband opens the glass sliding door and says, “I can’t believe this.” And the funny thing is, I can’t believe it either. In the course of three lessons, I have become a golf addict. Somewhere my friends are going to start wondering what happened to the old Kate. Somewhere, my late father is going to be rooting me on and telling me not to lose my patience. Somewhere the golf gods are smiling. They’ve converted another heathen.


~Kate Meyers
Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul, The 2nd Round
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The Collection Basket


Golf is not just an exercise; it’s an adventure, a romance... a Shakespeare play in which disaster and comedy are intertwined.


~Harold Segall


My mother was my dad’s grand passion in life. One of my fondest childhood memories was watching my father flip on the radio each morning before he left for work, then whirl my mother around the kitchen floor in a joyous dance.


But second only to my mother in the love department was my father’s adoration of golf. My dad, a Michigan dentist named Cy Collins, cherished the game. He was a deft player, regularly shooting in the low seventies for eighteen holes. He played whenever he could, at home and on vacation in Hawaii, Scotland, and other locales. Golf was truly his nectar of the gods.


In the early 1980s, we began noticing the early signs of the Alzheimer’s disease that eventually took his life. Dad became confused and forgetful. Though he had paid the family bills for decades, numbers now mystified him. Once he took the family car out for a drive and became lost, stopping only when he ran out of gas many miles from home. But Dad’s love of golf lived on. He couldn’t remember many things, but he remembered perfectly how to play the game. His drives and his putts were as good as ever.


And this is the part of the story where Dad’s love of golf and generosity of spirit converged in the most touching way. A few years before he died in the small northern Michigan town where they had a summer home, Mom and Dad went to Sunday Mass as usual. Dad smiled and shook hands with friends and neighbors, then listened attentively to the priest’s sermon. And when the collection basket was passed down his pew, Dad very deliberately reached into his pocket and placed in the basket the most precious gift he could imagine: three golf balls.


~Jan K. Collins
Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul
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Ladies, Is Golf for You?


I took up the game of golf eight years ago when I was at the age of... never mind. I became so addicted to the game, I didn’t have time to do the laundry anymore. Soon after, my husband had a plaque made for me that says “Martha Stewart Used to Live Here.” Sometimes I’d have to stop on my way home after a round of golf to buy him a pair of underwear for work the next day. He has two drawers full of BVDs. God forbid, but if he’s ever in an accident, not only will he be wearing clean underwear, most likely it’ll be brand-new.


Golf is great, but I can still remember what a frustrating experience it can be for the beginner. For the first three months, I wondered if golf was my punishment for the time I sneaked into Sister Mary Margaret’s bedroom to see if she really had a poster of Bob Dylan hanging over her bed. That was the rumor around school. I cried so much as a beginning golfer, my husband suggested I have my hormone level checked. He couldn’t believe it was just golf doing it. But I persevered and things became better, and so now I would like to share some tips and ideas that can make a woman’s initial foray into golf a little smoother.


Whatever your reasons for taking up the game, whether it’s to avoid listening to your son practice the French horn or to get away from your mother-in-law, ask yourself a few questions to see if this game is really your bag. You may be athletic, but there’s more than skill involved here.


Temperament, for instance. If you have a hair-trigger kind of temper, occasionally coupled with a bad case of anxiety, a club in your hands that particular day can be dangerous. I once saw a woman do quite a number on the 150-yard marker, a pretty shrub in bloom, with her 7-iron just because her favorite pink ball went into the lake.


Vanity. Particularly in the summer. If you worry about your hair flopping on humid days, your foundation running until your face looks like it’s melting, or your mascara making black tracks down your cheeks, stay at home and make pot holders.


Prudery. If you’re the kind of person easily offended by less-than-ladylike words, forget it.


But before you spend a fortune on clubs and figure out six months later that what you really want to do is skydive, I suggest you borrow most, if not all, of the essentials first. You’ll need clubs (up to fourteen, eight of which look exactly alike, but in a few years you’ll be able to tell the difference), a bag, shoes (the ones with plastic spikes for traction), balls, tees, a towel and a ball marker (a quarter will do, but don’t forget to pick it up when you leave the green).


If your friends don’t have a spare set of clubs to loan out, you can find used clubs at garage sales or pawn shops at reasonable prices. Buy something cheap for now. At this point, equipment doesn’t matter much since you have no idea what you’re doing.


Eventually, if you stick with the game, you’ll find yourself buying a new driver all the time. Every time you hear about another that can help you hit the ball ten more yards, you’ll go and buy it. I’ve noticed that no matter who the manufacturer is or what the club material, it’s always “an extra ten yards.” You’d think, out of all the clubmakers, one company would have an engineer smart enough to come up with a club that’ll give us fifty extra yards and get it over with for a while.


I love drivers. They’re all so different. They come in persimmon, graphite, titanium, with bubbles, without bubbles, large heads, extra-large heads, stiff and extra-stiff shafts—you name it.


Now once you have your equipment, you need an instructor. But ladies: Do not let your husband teach you. When was the last time you listened to him anyway? What makes you think you’re going to start now? Sooner or later even his voice will start grating on your nerves. Trust me, it won’t work. Find yourself a real pro. My guess is that the person who said sex is one of the main sources of disagreements between couples didn’t teach his wife the game of golf.


One more piece of advice: While you’re still a beginner, don’t play in events for couples if the format is that of alternate shot. Heaven help you if your shot lands directly behind a tree, on top of a root or in a bunker in a “fried egg” lie and now he has to play it. That’s an argument waiting to happen. And it will happen.


Another thought to keep in mind for the sake of keeping peace at home: If you ever hit a hole-in-one, never mention it again after the day it happens. I’ve had two, and he hasn’t even had one. I love my husband too much to upset him, so I don’t talk about them in his presence. But my plaques hang in the den, one on each side of the television, where he can see them every night. I also have a vanity license plate, 2-HOLS-N-1—and he washes my car every Saturday.


Golf’s like fishing: There’s always the one that got away. In golf there’s always the putt that didn’t fall. But there’s more to golf than making good shots. Fun moments that don’t have anything to do with the game can happen on the course. There was the time when my husband uncharacteristically threw his sand wedge after shanking a short chip. The grip hit the cart path first, propelling the club into a 360-degree rotation and directly into the golf bag. Eventually, you’ll have your own stories to tell, and you’ll remember them years from now.


Above all else, have fun, even on those days when you feel you should have stayed home making those pot holders instead of going to the course, accomplishing nothing more than achieving that dreaded tan line that makes your feet look like you’re wearing bobby socks with high heels in your finest evening gown.


Golf can be played long after you start collecting your first Social Security check. When you reach that age, you can start making cute ball markers and tee holders to give your friends at Christmas. By the way, did you know the Senior Tour has players in their seventies? Ladies don’t have a Senior Tour. They won’t admit when they turn fifty. It’s a woman thing.


~Deisy Flood
Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul, The 2nd Round
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My Life in Pro Ball


The phone rings. I roll over in bed and grab the receiver. The motel operator says, “Wake-up call. It’s 9 A.M. Your bus leaves at ten.” We are in Cleveland, where last night we—the New York Knicks—lost to the Cleveland Cavaliers. Outside, a cold drizzle soaks the city. I draw a hot bath and sit in it for five minutes to loosen my body’s stiffness. My socks, shoes and Knicks uniform hang drying over the chairs, the room heater and the floor lamp. My mouth is dry and burning. My legs ache. I’ve slept poorly.


Next day, Tuesday, we play at home. Before the game, at Madison Square Garden, an avid fan tells me the Knicks give him something to look forward to after a day at work in the post office. I am his favorite player. He is similar to other fans who have identified with the team and me. They suffer with us when we lose and they are ecstatic when we win. They are the bedrock of our experience as professional players.


That night we win by twenty points. After the game I take a long shower. Then I stuff my wet socks, shoes and jock into the traveling bag with my road uniform for the bus ride to the airport.


We land in Atlanta at 1 A.M. It is twenty-one degrees outside and the frost makes the runway sparkle as if it were sprinkled with bits of glass. We wait forty minutes for our bags, which delays our arrival at the hotel until 3 A.M.


There is an overpowering loneliness on the road. A local acquaintance may show up during the day. There is chitchat with him of times past and of his job and my activities outside of basketball. After that exchange, there is nothing more to say, little common interest. Sometimes I take in an art exhibit or visit an unusual section of town. Or I sit in a hotel room reading books, listening to the radio.


Someday, I say to myself, I won’t be spending one hundred days a year on the road. Someday I’ll wake up in the same place every morning. I miss that sense of sharing that comes from people living together in one place, over time. I miss permanence.


From Atlanta we fly to Chicago. I go to a luncheon put on by Chicago Bulls’ boosters, where I am the principal speaker. About 200 men attend. Part of being a professional basketball player is speaking at shopping-center openings, charity fundraisers, sports banquets, bar mitzvahs and annual company dinners. The audience laughs at my jokes. Even unfunny stories told by athletes make audiences roll in the aisles.


We lose to the Bulls by sixteen points. Our plane touches down in New York at 3:45 A.M. The doorman of my apartment building tells me he is sorry about the loss in Chicago, but he made $100 betting against us. I get into bed around 5:30 A.M. Just one more game this week, then we have two days off. We will have played five games in seven days in four different cities.


Saturday does not begin for me until 1 P.M. Whenever we return from a road trip late, the next day is always a jumble. At 3 P.M., I have my usual pregame steak-and-salad meal (I will not eat again until midnight supper after the game). I sleep for an hour. The alarm goes off at six. I arrive at the Garden just one hour before the game.


The locker room has become a kind of home for me. I often enter tense and uneasy, disturbed by some event of the day. Slowly my worries fade as I see their importance to my male peers. I relax, my concerns lost among the constants of an athlete’s life. Athletes may be crude and immature, but they are genuine when it comes to loyalty, responsibility and honesty. The members of my team have seen me, and I them, in more moods and predicaments than I care to remember. Our lives intertwine far beyond the court. It is a good life with congenial people. If victory and unity fuse on one team, life becomes a joy. It is a life that truly makes sense only while you’re living it.


I tape my ankles and put on my uniform. Then I turn to the mail that has just been delivered. I usually get forty letters a week, almost none of them from people I know. There are a few autograph requests.


The last letter I open is from Kentucky. It is from the father of a boy whom I had met when he was a sophomore at the University of Kentucky. He came all the way from Kentucky to ask me to show him how to shoot a basketball. He just appeared at my apartment one day. We went up to Riverside Park, talked and shot baskets for about an hour. He thanked me for the help and boarded a bus back home. I saw him later that year in Cincinnati. He had been cut from the Kentucky team. He was down, and convinced that his sprained ankle had something to do with it.


I wrote him a letter two years later, after his sister had written that he had cancer. The boy’s father thanks me for the letter but says that his son has died. I put the letter down. Coach Red Holzman begins his pregame conversation. I can’t concentrate. I should have written sooner. I feel numbed with anger and sorrow.


From the middle of September until May, there is usually no longer than one day at a time without basketball. There are no long weekends or national holidays for players. It is impossible to take a trip to the mountains or fly to Florida even for two days. We are a part of show business, providing public entertainment. We work on Christmas night and New Year’s Eve.


We arrive in Los Angeles for the first stop of a five-game western trip. My normal routine the day before a game in another town is to find a facility where I can get a steaming bath, whirlpool and massage. Games and practices bring injuries, and travel brings fatigue. Hot whirlpool baths, diathermy, ultrasound, ice packs, elastic wraps, aspirin, cold pills, vitamins and sleeping pills are all part of the life.


A professional basketball player must be able to run six miles in a game, one hundred times a year, jumping and pivoting under continuous physical contact. The body is constantly battered and ground away. During this year alone I have had a jammed finger, inflamed fascia of the arch, a smashed nose cartilage, five split lips, an elbow in the throat that eliminated my voice for a week, a bruised right hip, a sprained ankle, a left hip joint out of socket and a contusion of the left wrist.


Every workout brings the fear of re-injury and every night brings the hope for tomorrow’s improvement. I wake up in the middle of the night and flex my knee to see if there is pain, or knead my thigh to see if the charley horse has begun to heal.


I often ask myself why I continue to play. In 1967, when I first signed, I was convinced that I would play no more than four years, the length of my initial contract. I’m still playing in 1976. One reason is the money. The average salary in the National Basketball Association (NBA) at this time is close to $100,000. Many players make more than $150,000. There is no question that it gives me a sense of security, and a greater feeling of freedom, mobility and accomplishment. But money is not the sole reason I play. The answer lies much deeper in the workings of the game and in me.


I recall, for about the fiftieth time this season, how it was in 1970, the first time we won the NBA championship. I stood at mid-court in Madison Square Garden, two fists raised, chills coursing up and down my spine. Since I was nine years old, I had played basketball to become the best. Individual honors were nice but insufficient. An Olympic gold medal gave satisfaction, but it was not top-flight basketball. The NBA was clearly the highest caliber in the world, and there I was: a part of the best team.


All those statements of team solidarity expressed since high school; all the hours of loneliness, dribbling and shooting a basketball in a gym somewhere in the world; all the near misses in the smaller championships—high school and college—of America’s sports hierarchy; all the missed opportunities in other fields; all the denied personal enjoyment; all the conflicts suppressed and angers swallowed—everything seemed worth it for the feeling at center court on May 8, 1970.


I remember those few moments after victory, in the locker room with the team, when there was a total oneness with the world. Owners and politicians celebrate in the locker room of a champion. But only the players, the coach and perhaps the trainer can feel the special satisfaction of the achievement. They start nine months earlier in training camp. They play the games and endure the travel. They receive the public criticism and overcome their own personal ambitions. The high of the championship is unequaled. The possibility that it could happen again is a sufficient lure to continue. The money is important, but the chance to relive that moment outweighs dollars.


But how fast it is gone! On a flight to Phoenix, I open a magazine to a story about Mickey Mantle at his home in Dallas, Texas, after several years out of baseball.


“I loved it,” the author quotes Mantle as saying, his voice throbbing with intensity. “Nobody could have loved playing ball as much as me, when I wasn’t hurt. I must have fifty scrapbooks. Sometimes after breakfast, I sit by myself and take a scrapbook and just turn the pages. The hair comes up on the back of my neck. I get goose bumps. And I remember how it was and how I used to think that it would always be that way.”


The words seem to jump off the page at me. There is terror behind the dream of being a professional ballplayer. It comes as a slow realization of finality and of the frightening unknowns which the end brings.


When the playing is over, one can sense that one’s youth has been spent playing a game, and now both the game and youth are gone.


By age thirty-five, any potential for developing skills outside of basketball is slim. The “good guy” syndrome ceases. What is left is the other side of the Faustian bargain: to live all one’s days never able to recapture the feeling of those few years of intensified youth. The athlete approaches the end of his playing days the way old people approach death. He puts his finances in order. He reminisces easily. He offers advice to the young. But the athlete differs from an old person in that he must continue living. Behind all the years of practice and all the hours of glory waits that inexorable terror of living without the game.


~Bill Bradley
Chicken Soup for the Sports Fan’s Soul
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The Thrill of the Hunt


If there is any larceny in a man, golf will bring it out.


~Paul Gallico


Finding golf balls is like an adult Easter egg hunt. I relish that juvenile “Hey, cool!” moment of excitement even as I race toward eligibility as a senior golfer. Besides, no one can have too many golf balls. Honestly, the richest I’ve ever felt was the time I bought a gross of balls. It was heaven. Just grab a couple of sleeves of those glaringly white jewels and head for the links. Once, I poured them all on the carpet and batted them around like a cat with a toy mouse. I would grab them by the handful just to feel the heavy, sensuous pleasure of them tumbling through my fingers like overgrown drops of water. Sadly, they vanished all too quickly.


Hey, look, it was my own fault. If I had spent more time practicing with the range rocks, the pretty ones would have lasted longer. Sure, the feeling of a new sleeve is nice, but nothing approached the joy of having a whole gross. A dozen dozen! It was wealth of truly biblical proportion: “Thou shalt have pristine alabaster orbs of the finest balata and their number shall be without end” (Book of Arnold, Chapter 4, Verse 72).


It’s always a treat to find balls. You’re out on the course and not having the best day. You carve another high one that clears the right-hand tree line and drops precariously close to OB. You trudge into the woods hoping it’s not lost and that by some miracle you’ll have a shot. Hmm, let’s see, if I can just punch-slap a little knee-high fade around that pine. Well, you know what I mean. Suddenly, you stumble across a stray ball and feel a little better. It’s sort of like the golf gods have taken pity and are offering up some compensation.


Yeah, like they really care. These are the same golf gods that have left your match-clinching putts hanging on the lip against your loudmouth brother-in-law. “Nice lag, Tarzan.” Or remember the time they let him snap-hook a 4-iron over water, off a rock and on the green for a tap-in deuce while you pure a 6-iron long into the back bunker? Sympathy is not their strong suit. Besides, if you didn’t like abuse, you wouldn’t play this game. I’m surprised it is not mentioned more often in the personals column of those freebie classifieds. “Wanted: Submissive male in need of discipline and swing advice. Please call Mistress Flog.”


So like any good supplicant, you shamelessly pick the ball up and stuff it in your bag. Trying to save face, you say, “Here’s one for the shag bag.” Shag bag, right. Like anyone is going to believe that you: a) practice, or b) pick them up yourself. Still no one calls you on it because they’ve told the same lie. You’re like conspiratorial winos in an alley patiently listening to one another swear they’re going to quit drinking and straighten up. The truth is, this little nugget will come in handy. Sometime soon, you’ll drown one too many of those precious surlyn pellets fresh out of the box and start reaching for the oldies. You’re just going to lose them anyway. Why waste the good ones?


Finding golf balls recently took on a whole new meaning. I was visiting a friend in Myrtle Beach, South Carolina. He lives near a course. (Okay, everybody in Myrtle Beach lives near a course.) We were out for an evening stroll with Rover and, lo and behold, there it was: A sparkling white, slightly used, top-of-the-line ball in the right rough, about 220 yards from the first tee. What a find! Have you priced these things lately? Fifty-four bucks a dozen if you can get them! A little quick math says that’s $4.50 a ball minus depreciation, which in this case was probably one swing.


“You want this?” I said.


“Naw, you take it,” my friend said. “I’ve got a garage full of them.”


I doubted he knew exactly which ball I’d found, but took it anyway. Walking on, we found more. Not all the same type, but mostly high-end balls with few battle scars. I was excited. I was hooked. Wouldn’t you be if you just found $5 bills lying around? It was like a golfer’s Elysian Fields. I wanted more. “This is great!” I said, “I wish I could do this at home.”


He said, “You probably can. Not as much competition back in Charlotte. We’ve got to get out early down here before the retirees get ‘em all.”


He was right. How many other people living in an upscale golf community would spend (or waste) time looking for balls? “Pardon me, Barfield, that’s not a used ball you’re playing, is it?” I needed a cover. I needed a disguise. I needed a plan. So I stunned my wife by announcing, “Honey, I need more exercise. I think I’ll start taking a walk in the evenings.”


I waited until Monday. The course was closed so I wouldn’t be running into any late-afternoon golfers. Besides, with a full weekend’s play just finished, the woods should be teeming with dimpled fruit ready for picking.


I put on a hat and sprayed myself with bug repellent to ward off ticks and mosquitoes. I wore long shorts and high socks to minimize poison ivy exposure. I grabbed a 6-iron—ostensibly to ward off angry dogs, but perfect for swatting snakes—stuffed a plastic bag in my shorts and headed out.


Moving briskly, I planned as I went. I would have rules. No traipsing around in the neighbors’ backyards. They paid big bucks for a course lot and deserved any stray balls on their property—yuppie mineral rights. Lakes were off limits; even I can’t bring myself to buy a ball retriever, and it would blow my cover.


I would have to be selective. Unsold lots were fair game, but the prime hunting ground was the right side of hilly holes. You’ve got to go where slicers lose balls and fear to tread, and be willing to put up with a few hazards like Lyme disease, venomous serpents and twisted ankles.


The plan worked like a charm. My friend was right; I had no competition. I came home with ten balls. The next morning, I lovingly washed and sorted them: Shags, Kids, Everyday and Tournament. It was like Christmas. The next day was better still; my hunting skills had improved.


I have continued “walking” and have never come up empty. Several times, I’ve found two dozen balls. Not always perfect, but eminently playable. Many are only one bad swing and a little mud removed from the pro shop. For a guy who gave up golf gloves as an economy measure, this was a windfall. That feeling of extravagant but imitation wealth is back. I gladly suffer the opulent burden of choice. “Which of the $50-a-dozen balls shall I play today?”


I even make better grillroom conversation. “That brand is soft, but I prefer the lower spin of this one off the driver,” I might muse. “Still, nothing beats this third one for holding its line on putts.” I’ve become a golf ball connoisseur.


My buddies envy the luxury of playing different balls. They wonder if their own games are refined enough to discern such subtle differences. They marvel at my fearless calm as I execute lengthy carries from precarious lies without the temptation to reach for a water ball. My waist-line is thinner, my wallet is thicker, and both my cholesterol and scores are lower. Life is good.


Now if I could just figure out where everyone is tossing those new drivers.


~Henry Lawrence
Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul, The 2nd Round
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The Golf Maniac


I’m a golfaholic, no question about that. Counseling wouldn’t help me. They’d have to put me in prison, and then I’d talk the warden into building a hole or two and teach him how to play.


~Lee Trevino


We rode in and out pretty often together, he and I, on a suburban train.


That’s how I came to talk to him. “Fine morning,” I said as I sat down beside him and opened a newspaper.


“Great!” he answered. “The grass is drying out fast now and the greens will soon be all right to play.”


“Yes,” I said, “the sun is getting higher and the days are decidedly lengthening.”


“For the matter of that,” said my friend, “a man could begin to play at six in the morning easily. In fact, I’ve often wondered why there’s so little golf played before breakfast. We happened to be talking about golf, a few of us last night—I don’t know how it came up—and we were saying that it seems a pity that some of the best part of the day, say from five o’clock to seven-thirty, is never used.”


“That’s true,” I answered. Then, to shift the subject, I said, looking out the window, “It’s a pretty bit of country just here, isn’t it?”


“It is,” he replied, “but seems a shame they make no use of it—just a few market gardens and things like that. Why, I noticed along here acres and acres of just glass—some kind of houses for plants or something—and whole fields full of lettuce and things like that. It’s a pity they don’t make something of it. I was remarking only the other day in the train to a friend of mine that you could easily lay out an 18-hole course here.”
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