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  What People Are Saying About

  Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul . . .


  “It may not shave strokes from your game, but it will make the ones you take a lot more enjoyable!”


  Tim Finchem

  commissioner, PGA Tour


  “This is wonderful medicine! It reminds me of how important it is in life to be able to laugh at ourselves and the importance of win-win relationships. The combination of golf and Chicken Soup is the perfect prescription to inspire your spirit and soothe your soul!”


  Robert Dedman

  chairman of the board, ClubCorp, Inc.

  author, King of Clubs


  “Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul speaks to golfers like no other book. It reminds us of why we play the game!”


  Jerry Tarde

  editor, Golf Digest


  “These stories remind me that golf really is the greatest game. Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul is a must-read.”


  Michelle McGann

  LPGA tour player


  “The stories in this book show that golf is a stage where many of life’s dreams—and most of its lessons—can be played out in the most insightful ways. I enjoyed it thoroughly!”


  Jim Ritts

  former commissioner, LPGA


  “The common thread of golf binds us together more closely than almost any other favorite pastime. The people, places and feelings we experience through the game come through in shining colors in this wonderful book. If you want to get the most out of golf—and life—get this book and read it!”


  Juli Inkster

  LGPA tour player


  “It’s nice to read a refreshing book of real stories written by real people who wake up every morning and put their pants on one leg at a time—just like everyone else.”


  Tom Lehman

  PGA tour player


  “Keep and read this book that celebrates the game of golf in such an uplifting and positive manner. It should be required reading for all golfers.”


  Jim Colbert

  senior PGA tour player,

  co-chairman, senior PGA Tour for the Cure


  “I had such fun with this book that I want to share it with all of my golfing friends. You can’t go wrong with Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul.”


  Nancy Haley

  CEO, [image: 10]


  “Thank you for bringing Chicken Soup and golf together. What a great way to put this wonderful game into a perspective that may be quite different from our own. I plan on using your stories to share insights with my students, and for myself when I need an attitude adjustment.”


  Mardell Wilkins

  president, Western Section LPGA,

  teaching and club professional division

  Teacher of the Year, 1996 and 1998


  “This fine book manages to combine wonderful golf stories with many of the best human qualities we all want more of in our lives. I enjoyed it thoroughly.”


  Dan Quayle

  vice president


  “Reading this book confirmed my faith in the inherent goodness of golf and the people who play it. Also, it cured my cold.”


  Ruffin Beckwith

  executive director and CEO, World Golf Village


  “Each story will touch your heart in some way.”


  Liz Comte Reisman

  editor, Golf Digest Woman


  “This book represents a fantastic collection of entertaining and meaningful golf stories that players of any level can appreciate.”


  Bob Murphy

  senior PGA tour player


  “A lifetime of great golf stories in one book. I really enjoyed that the book embodies the soul and spirit of this great game.”


  Rick Smith

  renowned instructor and architect,

  president and CEO, Rick Smith Enterprises, Inc.


  “Golf truly does imitate life. I’ll never look at the game the same way again.”


  Pearl Sinn

  LPGA tour player


  “This book will make you laugh and cry. Like the sport of golf, it will evoke every emotion inside.”


  Ann Ligouri

  author, A Passion for Golf,

  Celebrity Musings About the Game


  “To perform at your best requires inspiration. To win in competition requires awesome will. Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul is the well-balanced meal of future champions. Great tales that will satisfy the victorious reader.”


  Bruce Warren Ollstein, Captain “O”

  super coach and author, Combat Golf


  “A wonderful collection of stories that celebrate golf’s beauty and virtues. . . . There is no doubt the game is a great teacher!”


  Steve Cohen

  president, The Shivas Irons Society


  CHICKEN SOUP

  FOR THE

  GOLFER’S SOUL


  Stories of Insight,

  Inspiration and Laughter

  on the Links


  Jack Canfield

  Mark Victor Hansen

  Jeff Aubery

  Mark Donnelly

  Chrissy Donnelly
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  Backlist, LLC, a unit of


  Chicken Soup for the Soul Publishing, LLC


  Cos Cob, CT


  www.chickensoup.com


  With love we dedicate Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul to the millions of golfers around the world. Your passion and spirit for the game help keep golf and all its history alive for generations to come. We also dedicate this book to Patty Aubery, vice president of Chicken Soup for the Soul Enterprises. We are so grateful to have you in our lives and are thankful for all that you have done to help with this project. Your uncanny ability to see only the good in people and your willingness to care inspire us all to be better human beings. We love you!
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  Introduction


  Golf is life in a fishbowl. Anyone who has ever stepped up to a crowded first tee knows this to be true. Golf’s ability to teach us many of life’s most important lessons through entertaining true stories is what inspired us to collaborate on Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul. Golf has the ability to make us more of who we are, or provide us with a place to experiment with changes.


  We compiled Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul hoping to capture the mystery and wonder of this game through stories that will inspire you, provide you with insights into the game of life and leave you with a whole new level of appreciation for the game of golf. This book is for anyone who has ever enjoyed the game, from a scratch golfer to a weekend player, from a tour pro to a fan watching a tournament on television.


  Each story in this book was written by someone who was transformed by an experience with golf. Perhaps some of these stories will leave you with a new perspective on how to deal with adversity on the course, or inspire you with others’ triumphs over staggering physical and emotional obstacles. Perhaps other stories will give you a new appreciation for the level of integrity that the game requires or help you deal in a more productive manner with those who bend the rules. Perhaps other stories will remind and reassure you that, although golf challenges each of us at different times, we are never alone in our pure enjoyment of the game.


  With insight and eloquence, the stories in this book show why golf is such a wonderful metaphor for life. For instance, sometimes life reveals itself in the serenity of a beautiful sunrise shining on an untrodden, dew-covered green, creating a feeling of oneness with nature that transcends the entire round. Sometimes it’s the feeling of sheer adrenaline that comes from hitting that perfect shot—the moment when it becomes clear that all things are possible. Sometimes it’s the pure frustration that drives us to the brink of giving up altogether, only to be renewed by the hope of a successful comeback the next time out on the course. At other times, golf forges a connection to friends or family, and still other times golf takes us on a journey inside ourselves.


  As these stories demonstrate, golf can be the most powerful of teachers. It teaches us to be accepting, forgiving and humble. It teaches us when to press hard and when to relax and enjoy the moment. It gives us the opportunity to explore and develop virtues such as sportsmanship, honesty, courage and persistence. When we are open to it, golf can teach us many lessons that we need to learn. In this way, golf shapes our character long after we have left the course.


  We offer this book as our gift to you. Some stories will make you laugh. Some will move you beyond words. We hope that all of them will open your heart, inspire you to new levels in your golf game and in life, and become a treasured companion on your journey. And may you get out of golf all that you put in to it.


  The Many Lessons of Golf


  Golf teaches that we all have handicaps . . . and that hardly anybody knows what they really are.


  Golf teaches that the best courses are the ones that hardly change at all what God put there to begin with.


  Golf teaches that although there are a few people who are honest in golf but cheat in life, everybody who cheats in golf cheats in life.


  Golf teaches that even though we need strict rules, we also need a leaf rule.


  Golf teaches that even people who wear green pants deserve some place where they can go, get a little exercise and not be laughed at.


  Golf teaches that even though you probably don’t have a shot at being the best, you do have a good shot at being the best you can be.


  Golf teaches that both success and failure are temporary. Golf also teaches that success is a lot more temporary.


  Golf teaches that although practice does not always make us perfect, no practice always makes us imperfect.


  Golf teaches that no matter how good you are, there is always someone better and that person will usually find you and tell you.


  Golf teaches that when you are good you can tell people, but when you are great they will tell you.


  Golf teaches that although patience is a virtue, slow play is not.


  Golf teaches that even though the best golfers have the most chances to win, the other golfers have the most chances to improve.


  Golf teaches that, on some dewy morning or some golden afternoon, with the sun warming the world, we can find ourselves walking through an improvised meadow and realize we are not searching for the little white ball, but for a moment where the world of nature and the world of play are one. And then in the dew and sunshine we can understand that even though we can make a ball perfectly white, only God can make a meadow perfectly green.


  Rabbi Marc Gellman, Ph.D., and

  Monsignor Tom Hartman .


  1

  

  THE FIRST TEE


  Golf, after all, is probably the universal sport.


  George Low


  Only One


  Norma Halstead was a slender fifteen-year-old in the summer of 1941. Her father, Grant, was the professional at the new Fresno Municipal Course located on the banks of the San Joaquin River. She and her parents lived on the second floor of the clubhouse, high on a hilltop overlooking the river and the first fairway. It was a simple time and Norma’s life was filled with many things, but especially her love of golf.


  Summer days in Fresno can be unmercifully hot. Norma would frequently rise before the sun, complete her chores, and then tote her canvas bag off to the first tee for a solitary nine. In the early morning a fine mist often rose off the river. The first hole, which plunged down the hillside from the clubhouse, appeared milky white. Norma was relatively new to the game, but her father’s instruction was evident when she cracked a drive off the first tee and watched as it carried out and down into the mist over the fairway below. Norma loved the game and her life at the river’s edge.


  On one particular July morning Norma set out for her round with no more than the mere expectation of a good walk in the country. As she teed up one of the three Dunlop balls given to her by her father, she remembered his admonition, “a good golfer never loses a ball.” Her father’s word on matters of golf was gospel, and Norma dreaded the thought of ever asking him for more golf balls. But this morning her drive bore true through the mist and landed well down the first fairway.


  Billy Bell designed the course. Grant Halstead convinced the city fathers that Bell was the man to draw up their first public course, and Bell’s execution was flawless. It soon became known as the “big Muni” and was the site of many exciting city championships. The real challenge for Bell was in designing the first three holes in the limited space available. The first hole, a long par-4, stretched down the hill from the clubhouse and out along the riverbank. The second was a short, well-bunkered par-3 running up a hillside to a bowl-shaped green. The third hole paralleled the first, with its green chiseled into the steep embankment looming over the river. The design of these three holes, now obvious for its simplistic elegance, was considered impossible. But Bell’s talent for the simple yet elegant solution was evident throughout the course.


  As Norma approached her ball in the first fairway she could hear the distant whistle of an early morning freight train. The tracks ran the eastern length of the course and at the river’s edge crossed a great trestle. Soon the train would be rumbling by the second hole, clattering north to Modesto, Stockton and Sacramento. It took Norma three strong shots to reach the first green, and she holed out with two putts for a personal par.


  On the second tee she selected a long iron. Her father’s simple wisdom told her never to fear any club. Swing them all the same. But most of all, he would say, “Trust your swing.” As she took a practice swing, she thought only of mimicking her father’s graceful style. He often said to her, “Imagine someone is taking your picture. Try to look pretty.” It was easy for the young girl.


  The train was just rumbling past the wooden fence posts lining the edge of the course. Norma’s concentration was complete as she rocked into the ball. To her delight it soared swiftly on a line for the round green. Norma hoped for par on the short holes and tried extra hard to reach the putting surface. She was a good putter and could often get down in two. This looked like a good shot, landing at the front of the green, right on line with the flag. She picked up her bag and began climbing up the hill to the green.


  On hot days players would often dawdle at the back of the second hole, where two big pine trees spread their limbs and offered momentary shade. The bowl-shaped green easily collected shots, but because it was a small green any tee shot more than ten degrees off line would ricochet off the hillside. Accuracy was rewarded. Norma knew the secret to this hole was to take plenty of club— and trust your swing.


  As Norma reached the top of the hill she was unable to see her ball. The train, now well down the track and over the trestle, sounded three short hoots of its great whistle. Norma looked to the back of the green, expecting to see her ball nestled against the collar. It wasn’t there. She laid down her bag and began looking closely at the ribbon of rough at the back of the green. Slightly exasperated, the realization began to sink in that she may have lost her first golf ball. She imagined her father’s brow creased with wrinkles of incredulity, mouth gaping, dumbstruck by his only child’s shameful loss.


  It must be here somewhere, Norma thought. She began to walk to the front of the green on the chance the ball had not bounced forward as she had first thought. Then, as she walked past the hole, she looked down and there it was. A hole-in-one!


  Though she was only a novice, she knew that a hole-in-one was a terrific golfing feat. She knew her father would be delighted. His broad smile and gleaming eyes filled her thoughts as she reached into the cup and extracted her ball. She wished her father had seen it. She wished her mother had seen it. She wished anyone had seen it.


  She finished her round of nine and walked to the steps of the clubhouse, now washed with the warming rays of the morning sun. She looked up to the porch and saw the face of her mother. Not wanting to sound too excited, she said coyly, “Oh, Mom, I hit a really good shot today.” Her mother, having been saturated with stories of golf from the time of her first meeting Grant, was prepared to patiently attend to yet another exploit on the field of glory.


  Suitably braced to receive the laurels of her triumph, Norma announced, “Yes, on the second I hit a shot right into the hole.”


  Her mother scanned the horizon, looking out across the course as if she were taking inventory of the young trees sprouting along the fairways. Her mind was on the baking of pies, cakes and chili for the day’s customers. While Grant ran the golf shop and taught lessons on the range, Norma’s mother ran the coffee shop. Everything was fresh.


  She turned and looked at Norma’s shoulder-length brown curls, and noticed beads of sweat at her temples. Finally she said, “That’s very good, dear. Be sure to tell your father. Now come inside and get out of the sun.”


  Norma was somewhat disappointed with her mother’s reaction. Certainly there was meant to be something more to this. She must have announced it wrong. Trailing after her mother as they walked into the coffee shop, Norma said, “No, Mother, I mean I hit the ball into the hole with only one shot. A hole-in-one!”


  Norma’s mother put her arms across her young daughter’s shoulders and guided her through the coffee shop, and then gently sent her off in the general direction of the golf shop. “Yes, dear, that’s very good,” she repeated. “Be sure you tell your father.”


  Norma’s frustration only grew when she announced her triumph to her father. They stood alone in the golf shop. The slight fifteen-year-old was dwarfed by the muscled pro. Grant’s most impressive features were his massive hands and bald head. His steady gaze could be stern, but most often his eyes sparkled with the spirit of Christmas.


  In a solemn tone Grant said to his child, “That’s very good, Norma, but you have to understand something. It’s not really sporting to say you’ve scored an ace while playing alone. You see, without a witness . . . well . . . we’d have jokers coming off the course every day claiming to have done one thing or another.” Grant then wrapped his arms around his daughter, gave her a gentle hug, and said, “Just remember—trust your swing and you’ll do fine.”


  In days to come, parents would ponder the psychological injury such a disappointing reception might inflict upon the young willow. But 1941 was a more realistic time, and in some ways parents were not so concerned with sheltering their children from the harshness of the world. They were more intent on preparing them to live in a world of both evil and good.


  Norma thought little more of her triumph. She had learned that in addition to the Rules of Golf taught to her by her father, there were other rules. Rules that were only learned by experience.


  Two weeks later a postcard, addressed only to “Head Pro,” arrived at the clubhouse. Grant received the card and his thunderous laughter could be heard throughout the clubhouse. The card read simply, “Congratulations to that young lady who aced the second hole. What a beautiful shot.” The card was signed, “J. C. Wade, Engineer, Southern Pacific Railroad.”


  When Norma heard the ruckus in the shop below, she came down the staircase from her bedroom and was greeted by her father and four members of the men’s club. Her father’s booming voice proclaimed his daughter’s victory as Norma read and reread the postcard in disbelief. She smiled broadly, and with due modesty finally accepted the conqueror’s wreath.


  She was about to go back up to her room when her father spoke. “Now dear, fetch your piggy bank. You owe us all a drink.”


  Norma sensed she was about to learn one more of golf’s unwritten rules.


  J. G. Nursall .


  Lost and Found


  They say golf is like life, but don’t believe them. Golf is more complicated than that.


  Gardner Dickinson


  From the satchel on my office desk, forty ungraded compositions whispered at me in grammatically incorrect urgency. But after two days of torrential rainfall, a radiant sun enveloped the local greens in a golden Sunday embrace. After a quick shower, I was off for a lone round before trading in my pitching wedge for the proverbial red pen.


  The attendant at the clubhouse greeted me with an only slightly disgruntled countenance; rising early to watch others play golf is apparently not without its limitations. The sign-in sheet indicated only one other gentleman had begun his round. Good. The golf would be quick, private and unhurried.


  After sticking my wedding ring in my front pocket for safekeeping (it causes blisters if I leave it on), I astounded myself with my first drive, a sweet whistle down the center of the fairway. I lovingly replaced the head cover on my driver.


  By the sixth hole, it was becoming increasingly apparent, even given my poor math skills, that I was having the round of my life. Not that Tiger Woods has to worry just yet; after five holes I was one under, thanks in part to holing a slippery twenty-footer.


  Addressing my ball, I peered down the sixth fairway, a beautifully designed par-5 that loped around a kidney-shaped pond fronted with flowering water plants and cattails. Poking around with his ball retriever was Mr. Early. This is what I dubbed him, unable to recall his name from the logbook I had hastily scribbled my signature into less than an hour ago. Hair whiter than a freshly opened pair of tube socks, with a posture that suggested firsthand recollections of the birth of the game, he did not notice my growing impatience on the tee box. Finally, rationalizing that I was playing too well this morning to actually hit him (and feeling the ever-increasing weight of those essays bearing down on the remaining hours of my shortened weekend), I teed off with a shank that would make Sir Murphy and his Book of Laws proud.


  Old fart, I grumbled to myself, thrusting the ill-fitting head cover over my driver. Eager to make the turn alone, I promised myself not to engage this feeble duffer in conversation. Trouble is, in my disgust over the missed hit, I had failed to track my ball with any degree of precision. All I knew is that it had sculled somewhere near where Mr. Early was still searching.


  “Quite the morning, isn’t it?” he asked as I approached.


  “Yeah,” I said, avoiding direct eye contact. Old folks are like animals, I reasoned, they can see the weakness in your eyes.


  “We seem to have lost ourselves in here somewhere,” he said, waving his ball remover over the tangled grass in which we waded.


  Just as it seemed I was destined to spend my Sunday morning chaperoning a member of the geriatric unit around the links, I spied a dimpled sphere buried deep in the rough.


  “Here I am,” I said, reaching for the first thing in my bag. A rotten stick would have done.


  “Are you sure?” he asked. “I was hitting a Titleist.”


  “Me too,” I said, rolling my eyes in exasperation. Or was it a Top-Flite? Who cares, I finally decided. The ball was mine.


  And I was gone.


  But the image of the old man staring at me as I made my way around the lake kept me from concentrating. My game suffered. I grew angrier and angrier.


  Following another chunked drive, I slammed my driver into the bag, resolved never to grip its evilness again.


  My iron game left me as well, literally. On the thirteenth hole, I went to my bag to retrieve my 7-iron, only to find it was not there. I groaned, realizing what I would be forced to endure. Mr. Early was still behind me, and most likely in possession of my club.


  Unfortunately, he was gone. Apparently, nine was enough for him this fine Sunday morning. Probably off to church, I steamed, heading for the clubhouse, my round destroyed.


  The clubhouse was still empty as I entered, the overhead fan doing little to cool me off. The attendant gazed at me with that same sleepy boredom with which he had greeted me earlier.


  “Did anyone else come in here?” I asked.


  “Older guy? Head of white hair?” he asked, yawning.


  “Yeah,” I said. “Did he leave anything behind?”


  “Yup. Said you’d be looking for it. He set everything over on the bar.”


  “Everything?” I asked.


  “Look, it’s on the bar. That’s all I know,” he said.


  I walked over to the mahogany counter, the clicking of the cleats ringing in my ears. There on the bar was the cover to my driver, my 7-iron and a golf ball. Reaching for the ball, I felt my face flush red. Top-Flite. It even had my personalized markings, three dots with a permanent red pen. Then I noticed a drink napkin amidst my returned equipment. Set in the middle, shining as bright as the day on which my wife had slipped it on my finger, was my wedding ring. It had fallen out of my pocket somewhere on the golf course. A miracle itself that he had found it. Even more astonishing that he had somehow known it was mine and to return it, with everything else. My throat tightened as I raced for the parking lot.


  Mr. Early was just pulling out as I skidded to a halt in front of his car. I slowly made my way to the driver’s-side window, which he was already rolling down.


  “My stuff,” I said. “You returned my stuff. Even after . . . the ball . . . your ball . . . I stole your ball.”


  “Let me see it,” he said, gazing up at me.


  I almost ripped my pants digging for that ball I still had in my front pocket. With shaking fingers, I slipped it into his palm.


  He peered at the ball, turned it in his gnarled hands and sucked on his teeth. After a long moment, he reached the ball back out the window and said, “Nope. This isn’t mine. I was hitting a Titleist 3. This here is a Titleist 1. You keep it, son. You found it.”


  In a daze, I retrieved the ball from his hand. “But my stuff, you found all the stuff I lost,” I stammered.


  “Not everything,” he replied with a slight smile. “Not everything.”


  “What do you mean?” I asked.


  He put his car in gear and eased it forward. As he rolled up his window, he said, “You lost the one thing even I can’t get back for you, son. Go read the napkin on the bar.”


  And then he was gone.


  Back in the clubhouse, I made my way to the bar. Turning the napkin over, I read in Mr. Early’s scrawled handwriting the following words:


  YOUR TEMPER.


  Greg R. Bernard


  The U.S. Open


  How would you like to meet the top 143 people at what you do each week in order to survive?


  Bruce Crampton


  When I was seven, my dad introduced me to golf by taking me to Houston’s Memorial Park Golf Course to watch the gentle giant who strolled the fairways of professional golf. It was there that I first laid eyes on Arnold Palmer and his swashbuckling style of playing golf. I was mesmerized by his charisma. I told my father that I wanted to be just like him! My dad saw that I had every chance to succeed, and twenty years later I was blessed with the fulfillment of that dream.


  But as good as I was, I wasn’t nearly good enough to be an unqualified success. I struggled and persevered, but fell short time and time again. More than anything, I wanted to play in a major championship and experience what that was like. It took me eleven attempts, and ten straight years of disappointment, before I finally qualified for my first U.S. Open Championship in 1979.


  Qualifying was a rigorous test of thirty-six holes in one day, usually played in one-hundred-degree heat, with only a couple of players from a very strong field advancing to the championship. For every golfer who ever dreamed of playing golf against the greats of the game, competing in a U.S. Open was always the pinnacle.


  After so many failures, simply qualifying to play one Open was almost more than I could anticipate. Expectations ran high and hope eternal. I couldn’t wait to get on the plane, fly to Toledo and drive to the course. When we finally drove through the gates of Inverness Country Club, the relief and the emotions of the moment brought my family and I to tears.


  I played well in practice, but once the Championship began, my game deserted me when I felt pressure the most. I started poorly and finished even worse to miss the 36-hole cut by only two shots. My wife and parents both walked every step of the way, in some ways living my dream vicariously. It was a huge disappointment to come up short, because we knew that I might never have another chance to play in a U.S. Open.


  On Sunday, while waiting in Chicago’s O’Hare Airport for our connecting flight home, we saw the opening moments of ABC-TV’s national broadcast. Jim McKay’s opening oratory was so stirring that I saw my father moved to tears. He turned to me, almost embarrassed by his emotions, and said, “Next time, make the cut for me for Father’s Day.” The moment was particularly poignant because it was Father’s Day and the U.S. Open historically ended on Father’s Day every year. “I promise I will next time, Dad,” I assured him, holding my breath and hoping against hope that I would have one more chance. Deep in my heart, I knew it was a long shot.


  Despite my retirement from full-time competition the next year, my prayers were answered in 1981. I qualified to play at Merion Golf Club in Ardmore, Pennsylvania, for my second (and last) U.S. Open. Once again, my family joined me to share in this special experience, and I brought along my best friend, Sam Irwin, to caddie for me. My expectations were low, and more than anything I was just hoping to play well and have a great time.


  McKay described Merion as a lovely old dowager. It was a traditional course, built in the early 1900s, relatively short by today’s Tour standards, but laced with thick rough, deep bunkers and lightning-fast greens. She was a mighty test despite her length. But most intriguing to me was the history of the great course. It had hosted other championships, including the U.S. Amateur Championship where Bobby Jones had defeated Gene Homans to win the final leg of the Grand Slam.


  This time I started well, shooting a solid round of 73, despite a triple bogey at the fifth hole and bogies on 17 and 18. My score had placed me in a position to make the cut, yet none of us dared speak about it for fear that it would play too much into my psyche the next day. I had not competed in almost nine months, and my nerves and confidence were just too fragile. Besides, I was having fun for the first time in years, just playing for the pure enjoyment and not to put food on the table!


  The second round started well, too. I played the front nine in even par before bogeying 11 and 12. As I came to Merion’s brutal finishing holes, I knew that I would be tested like never before. I was hovering near the cut line, and one bad shot could end any hopes of playing the weekend. I managed to par 14 and 15 without difficulty. A good drive and a 6-iron to the green at 16 left me with a monstrous forty-foot putt with more than five feet of break. All I wanted to do was get close enough to two-putt and go to the next hole. To my surprise, my putt wandered and curled its way across the green and into the cup for a birdie! Even a bogey at the difficult seventeenth “Quarry Hole” left me thinking a bogey at the last would afford me the 36-hole cut I wanted so badly.


  I played the eighteenth hole—a long 470-yard, dogleg-left par-4—more conservatively than usual. I used a 3-wood off the tee to clear the quarry wall and to better shape the tee shot so that I could easily make the fairway. However, I was left with a very long iron shot to the green, which I left considerably short. My pitch came to rest fifteen excruciating feet from the hole. I only had to get down in two putts now, but the speed of the greens was so fast that I had to be careful—very careful. When I struck the putt, I knew instinctively that it was struck too hard. My heart leapt to my throat as I looked up to see where the ball would finish. To my relief and almost disbelief, it hit the back of the cup and dropped in the hole for a par-4!


  I almost danced to the scorers’ tent to sign my card. I knew that my score was good enough to make the 36-hole cut, but I didn’t think my father knew. He knew that I had played well and that it would be close, but he didn’t dare raise his hopes. I had missed too many cuts in the past by one or two shots; it was difficult for anyone in my family to expect good fortune.


  After I finished signing my card and shaking my fellow competitors’ hands, I walked outside the tent to see my dad standing only a few yards away. As I walked toward him, I could tell he was obviously pleased that I had played well. He said, “Way to go, Punkins,” my nickname since childhood. I could hardly contain myself as I hugged my dad tighter than I ever had. All the years of support and encouragement had finally reaped its just reward. “Happy Father’s Day, Dad,” I said proudly, two days early. I didn’t need to say anything more. At that very moment he realized that “we” had made the cut in the U.S. Open.


  

  

  

  

  Bill Pelham


  In the Pink Laughter


  Laughter is the best communion of all.


  Robert Fulghum


  I had several choices on Saturday. Clean the garage, wash the car or go to the golf store and waste hours looking at a bunch of stuff I couldn’t afford.


  It was crowded at the golf store. I like it when it’s that way. The salespeople are too busy to pester you, and you can play with the putters all day long. I have won many imaginary tournaments on that little carpeted green.


  I was heading to the front of the store to forage in the “experienced” golf ball jar when I saw three familiar kids— mine—coming in the front door. At first I assumed my wife sent them on a search party and that I’d have to clean the garage after all. Then I saw the sign over the checkout stand, “Ask About Our Father’s Day Specials.” They were here to buy me a gift! Not another Three Stooges tie. Not another Handy Mitt, the greatest car-washing aid since water, but a golf gift. Cool.


  I ducked down behind the shoe mirror as they headed toward the golf ball section. Would they buy the Tour Edition Titleists? Probably not without help. I dashed down the club display aisle and slipped behind the mountain of shimmering red and gold boxes.


  “What about these yellow balls?” I heard my youngest child ask.


  “Or these orange ones?” my daughter added.


  I poked until a box of Titleists fell on the floor a few feet from them.


  “Whoa, dude. This whole thing could fall,” said my older son.


  “Yeah. Let’s look somewhere else.”


  Darn. I followed in a crouched position as they walked slowly by the golf bags and over to the glove display. Perfect. One of those double-thick, imported gloves with the removable ball marker. They walked right by. Okay. Maybe they’ll pick out one of those electronic distance calculators or a six-pack holder. They ambled on.


  Finally, they entered the clothing section and headed for a rack full of Ralph Lauren Polo shirts. Yes! I could already picture myself standing in the fairway, contemplating my approach shot, while the others in my group commented on my impeccable taste.


  “Hey. Look over here.” The enthusiasm in my daughter’s voice meant they had found the perfect gift. I felt bad that they were going to spend all that money, but who was I to question their immeasurable affection?


  “Cool. And they’re cheap, too.”


  Cheap? I peeked through some women’s sweaters. My daughter was holding up a pair of pink polyester pants that had been on the clearance rack since day one.


  “And we could get this to go with it.” My older son held up a lime-green mesh shirt.


  I gasped audibly. They looked in my direction, so I slipped further back into women’s wear, bumping into the store manager.


  “Just browsing,” I whispered.


  He looked at me strangely and I realized I was holding a pair of extra large women’s shorts and an athletic bra. Behind me I heard, “Look. The final touch.”


  I got down on all fours and stuck my head out. My youngest son was holding up a hat that said “Tee-riffic Golfer” in type large enough to see four blocks away.


  “But it’s red,” my younger son said. “Does that matter?”.


  “Naw,” said my daughter. “Golfers always dress weird.”.


  I watched them walk toward the front, then I turned and looked at the manager. “I don’t suppose . . . ?”


  [image: 9780757396991_0045_001]


  “When your husband left for the golf course wearing orange-and-green knickers, a purple shirt, yellow sweater, blue shoes and a magenta cap, did you notice anything unusual?”


  Reprinted by permission of David W. Harbaugh. Originally appeared in Golf Digest.


  “Nope. All sales final. Besides, you’d break their hearts.”.


  I slept in on Sunday. At about nine they marched into the room, placed a package on my chest and said, “Happy Father’s Day.”


  I tore the wrapping slowly, hoping I could muster up enough excitement when I held up that hat. But the package contained only a note.


  “Look beside you,” it said.


  I turned slowly and there on the pillow was one of my favorite putters from the golf store.


  “I don’t understand,” I said.


  “Dude,” said my older son. “We, like, knew you were there. Your car was parked out front.”


  “Are you disappointed?” my daughter asked.


  “No! This is perfect.” I stroked my new putter lovingly. “So,” I laughed. “Guess they let you take those dreadful pink pants back, huh?”


  Just then my wife entered the bedroom carrying a carefully wrapped package.


  “Ahhh. Not exactly . . .”


  Ernie Witham


  The Golf Maniac


  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.”


  “Could you?” I said.


  “Oh, yes. This ground you know, is an excellent light soil to shovel up into bunkers. You could drive some big ditches through it and make one or two deep holes. In fact, improve it to any extent.”


  I glanced at my morning paper. “Look at this,” I said, pointing to a headline, “‘United States Navy Ordered Again to Nicaragua.’ Looks like more trouble, doesn’t it?”.


  “Did you see in the paper a while back,” said my companion, “that the United States Navy is now making golf compulsory at the training school in Annapolis? That’s progressive, isn’t it? I suppose it will have to mean shorter cruises at sea; in fact, probably lessen the use of the navy for sea purposes. But it will raise the standard.”


  “I suppose so,” I answered. “Did you read this article about the extraordinary murder case on Long Island?”


  “No,” he said. “I never read murder cases. They don’t interest me. In fact, I think this whole continent is really getting over-preoccupied with them—”


  “Yes, but this one had such odd features—”


  “Oh, they all have,” he replied, with an air of weariness. “Each one is just boomed by the papers to make a sensation—”


  “I know, but in this case it seems that the man was killed with a blow from a golf club.”


  “What’s that? Eh, what’s that? Killed him with a blow from a golf club!”


  “Yes, some kind of club—”


  “I wonder if it was an iron—let me see the paper— though, for that matter, I imagine a blow with even a wooden driver. Where does it say it? It only just says ‘a blow with a golf club.’ It’s a pity the papers don’t write these things up with more detail, isn’t it?”


  “Have you played golf much?” I inquired. I saw it was no use to talk of anything else.


  “No,” answered my companion, “I am sorry to say I haven’t. You see, I began late. I’ve only played twenty years, twenty-one if you count the year that’s beginning in May. I don’t know what I was doing. I wasted half my life. In fact, it wasn’t until I was well over thirty that I caught on to the game. I suppose a lot of us look back over our lives that way and realize what we have lost.


  “And even as it is,” he continued, “I don’t get much chance to play. At best I can only manage about four afternoons a week, though of course I get most of Saturday and all Sunday. I get my holiday in the summer, but it’s only a month, and that’s nothing. In winter I manage to take a run south for a game once or twice, perhaps a little swack at it around Easter, but only a week at a time. I’m too busy—that’s the plain truth of it.” He sighed. “It’s hard to leave the office before two. Something always turns up.”


  And after that he went on to tell me something of the technique of the game, illustrate it with a golf ball on the seat of the car, and the peculiar mental poise needed for driving, and the neat, quick action of the wrist (he showed me how it worked) that is needed to undercut a ball so that it flies straight up in the air. He explained to me how you can do practically anything with a golf ball, provided you keep your mind absolutely poised and your eye in shape, and your body a trained machine.


  So, later in the day, meeting someone in my club who was a person of authority on such things, I made an inquiry about my friend. “I rode into town with Llewellyn Smith,” I said. “I think he belongs to your golf club. He’s a great player, isn’t he?”


  “A great player!” laughed the expert. “Llewellyn Smith? Why, he can hardly hit a ball! And anyway, he’s only played for about twenty years.”


  Stephen Leacock


  A Day at The Tradition


  Blessed is he who has learned how to laugh at himself, for he shall never cease to be entertained.


  John Bowell


  Several years ago I was diagnosed with cancer. It was the most difficult time I have ever faced. I think it was my sense of humor that allowed me to hold onto my sanity. Like many people who have gone through chemotherapy, I lost all of my hair and I was bald as a cue ball. I always had enjoyed wearing hats, so when my hair deserted me, I ordered several special hats with the hair already attached. It was easy and I never had to worry about how my hair looked.


  I have always been a big golf fan. In fact, I have been to twenty-three straight U.S. Opens. At one point during my cancer treatments, my husband John and I decided to get away from the cold Minnesota winter and took a trip to Scottsdale, Arizona. There was a Senior PGA Tour event called The Tradition being played, and that seemed like just the ticket to lift my spirits.


  The first day of the tournament brought out a huge gallery. It was a beautiful day, and I was in heaven. I was standing just off the third tee, behind the fairway ropes, watching my three favorite golfers in the world approach the tee box: Jack Nicklaus, Raymond Floyd and Tom Weiskopf.


  Just as they arrived at the tee, the unimaginable happened. A huge gust of wind came up from out of nowhere and blew my hat and hair right off my head and into the middle of the fairway! The thousands of spectators lining the fairway fell into an awkward silence, all eyes on me. Even my golf idols were watching me, as my hair was in their flight path. I was mortified! Embarrassed as I was, I knew I couldn’t just stand there. Someone had to do something to get things moving again.


  So I took a deep breath, went under the ropes and out into the middle of the fairway. I grabbed my hat and hair, nestled them back on my head as best I could. Then I turned to the golfers and loudly announced, “Gentlemen, the wind is blowing from left to right.”
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