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In my forty years of broadcasting America’s greatest championships, I’ve had the great honor of documenting several remarkable dynasties. The New England Patriots, the Kansas City Chiefs, and the Duke University basketball program under Coach Mike Krzyzewski, just to name a few. I could even include the dynasty that belonged to an extraordinary golfer, Tiger Woods. All of these exceptional athletes and coaches left a mark on this country’s sports consciousness, and I might add that it was a thrill to broadcast so many of their iconic conquests. 

I’ve often said that it was my good fortune to be prepared to tell these dynastic stories after witnessing greatness up close and personal when I was just a young kid attending a great university. It was at Houston where I saw and participated in a college program that was as dominant as any university sports team in American history. Sadly, it’s a story that, until now, has been seldom recognized or heralded. I’m talking about the University of Houston golf team under the direction of legendary head coach Dave Williams, which won sixteen national championships in less than thirty years. For context, it was a greater success than that generation’s far more acclaimed dynasty, the UCLA Men’s basketball program of Coach John Wooden. 

It can also be said that every great dynasty deserves a storyteller—and, finally, we have the chance to learn about the legacy of the University of Houston juggernaut through my gifted friend, and one of the program’s greatest contributors, Jim McLean.

Jim and I share a deep connection to the University of Houston, though our time there didn’t overlap. Jim played for Coach Dave Williams almost a decade before I arrived on campus. While I was masquerading as a varsity golfer, living in a dorm with Fred Couples and Blaine McCallister, Jim had already left his mark on the team and at Houston’s Baldwin House—a place where forty young, hungry golfers lived under one roof, each chasing the dream of cracking Coach Williams’s top five. That dorm and that era were filled with unforgettable personalities, grueling qualifiers, and lifelong memories.

I first learned about Jim through constant glowing remarks Coach Williams reserved for one of his favorite “boys.” It was an honor, a few years after school, to get to know Jim through my work with Ken Venturi at CBS. At the time, Jim was working closely with Ken, still refining his own game with the hopes of playing full-time on the PGA Tour. But it was clear, even back then, that Jim had a gift for teaching. He went on to become one of the most respected and influential golf teachers in the history of instruction. While many of the players Jim competed with went on to become stars in the PGA Tour, Jim carved out his own extraordinary path—helping build champions, mentoring hundreds of teachers, and shaping the game from the lesson tee to the major stage.

This book, The Houston Dynasty, focuses on the unforgettable years Jim spent as an important contributor to the golf team’s dynasty. But this story reaches back into the past—and forward into the future—to tell the full story of college golf’s greatest program. His insight, humor, and firsthand perspective make this more than just a memoir. It’s a tribute to a golden era of college golf, to a legendary coach, and to the players who built a tradition of excellence.

If you’re a fan of the game, of great coaching, or of what it means to chase something bigger than yourself, you’re in for a treat. This is a story only Jim McLean could tell.

Jim Nantz, 
NSMA Hall of Famer and 
two-time Emmy-winning sports broadcaster 

    


    
Introduction

If you’ve ever seen the movie Tin Cup, you might remember that Kevin Costner’s and Don Johnson’s characters were former golfers from the University of Houston. That detail wasn’t just a throwaway line but a nod to reality. Houston’s golf program from the 1950s to the 1980s, under legendary coach Dave Williams, produced an extraordinary number of world-class players, including major champions, Ryder Cup stars, and some of the most influential figures in the game. Even CBS’s iconic Jim Nantz, who narrated the drama of Tin Cup as a commentator, walked the same fairways I did in Houston. That film captured the essence of what it meant to be a Houston Cougar golfer: talented, confident, and deeply believing that no stage was too big.

This book is about that dynasty: the incredible run of the Houston golf program, focusing on an amazing time from 1968 through 1972. Of course, the Houston Dynasty started before that in 1956 and lasted until 1987, a period when the Cougars dominated college golf and shaped the future of the sport. This isn’t just a history lesson; it’s a firsthand account of the players, the rivalries, the humor, and the madness that came with being part of something truly special. The stories in this book are meant to bring you inside the halls of Baldwin House, where forty golfers—yes, forty—lived in one hallway, in the same dorm as an NCAA powerhouse men’s basketball team. It will take you inside our battles on the course, our legendary practice sessions, the betting games that could make or break your confidence, and the unforgettable characters who defined that era.

Golf has been synonymous with the University of Houston since they captured their first team national championship in 1956, a mere decade after the Cougars took to the links in 1946. Now in their eightieth year, it’s hard to believe how thoroughly they dominated the sport for three decades, as evidenced by repeat conference, national, and individual championships: 1956, 1957, 1958, 1959, 1960, 1962, 1964, 1965, 1966, 1967, 1969, 1970, 1977, 1982, 1984, and 1985. During the heyday of the 1960s through the 1980s, Houston was home to a who’s who of student athletes that became golf legends. The stories in this book tell the tales only those who experienced the Houston golf program know about, and even they only know bits and pieces. From Dave Williams to the likes of Fred Couples, Bruce Lietzke, Steve Elkington, and Billy Ray Brown, you may not believe the amazing and zany things these golfers achieved, but I assure you, everything you’ll read here is true.

For me, the journey to Houston started thousands of miles away in Seattle, Washington. Growing up in the Pacific Northwest, it was hard to imagine I’d be playing golf in the Texas heat one day, let alone for the most dominant college golf program in the country. But golf has a way of shaping your path in unexpected ways.

By age sixteen, I had won the Washington State junior and the Washington State high school individual titles, and I played in the Western Junior at Purdue University, where I made it to the semifinals, putting my name on the radar of college coaches. The next year, I played well again at the Western Junior at Stanford, then qualified and competed well in the US Junior, proving I could hold my own against the best young players in the country. I received hundreds of letters from colleges, but then came the moment that changed everything: a call from Coach Dave Williams at the University of Houston.

Coach Williams was a legitimate legend, and Houston was by far the number one golf program in the country. I knew of the incredible players who had come through the program—tremendous players who were already making an impact on the PGA Tour. The idea of training and competing with future superstars—of being part of a program that had won so many national championships—was too big an opportunity to pass up. Coach Williams sent me dozens of letters, keeping me informed of the team’s progress, and called several more times. I was sold. 

Attending Houston turned out to be one of the most significant decisions of my life. Not only did I get to compete against—and alongside—some of the best players in the world, but it also shaped my future as a teacher. The lessons I learned, the techniques I absorbed, and the experiences I had with top-level golfers all played a crucial role in the success I later found as a coach.

This book is my way of sharing those stories. It’s about a golden era in college golf, a team that left an indelible mark on the game, and a group of players whose names would go on to be written in golf history. It’s about the camaraderie, the rivalries, the insane Texas heat, and the unforgettable moments that made being part of the Houston golf dynasty—to paraphrase Jim Nantz—an experience unlike any other.

For anyone who loves golf, for those who appreciate sports dynasties, and for those who just love a good story, this book is for you. It’s a trip back in time to an era of pure competition, raw talent, and plenty of laughs along the way. So grab a seat, maybe a drink, and enjoy the ride. Because in the world of Houston Cougar golf, anything could—and usually did—happen.

    


    
[image: image]

    


    
[bookmark: section-4]  1  

[bookmark: section-1]Welcome to Houston

Into the Fire

I stepped off the plane in Houston, Texas, having never set foot in the Lone Star State before. It was August 17, and there was no jet bridge. For those of you born after 1980, this meant you didn’t casually stroll into an air-conditioned terminal. Nope, you walked down the stairs of the plane, right into whatever weather was waiting for you. And in Houston’s case, that weather was pure, unrelenting Texas heat.

The moment I hit the tarmac, it felt like I’d walked straight into an oven. Not a regular oven either, but rather one of those industrial ones used for smelting steel. It was 100 degrees with 98 percent humidity, and that humidity hit me like a wet wool blanket soaked in boiling water. Coming from the cool, damp Northwest, I’d never felt anything like it. My first thought? How do people live here? My second thought? I might not make it to baggage claim.

Now the Texas folks on the plane with me? Completely unfazed. They walked off the plane like they were stepping into a mild spring day. One of them even said, “Little warm today, huh?” like it wasn’t hot enough to fry an egg on the wing of the plane. I was convinced I’d landed on another planet.

Meanwhile, I’m melting. My shirt is plastered to my back, and my lungs are desperately trying to figure out how to breathe.

My total luggage included one small suitcase and my golf bag. That’s it. I had never visited the city before, and to top it off, I didn’t even have a ride to campus. I got a cab and prayed the driver knew where Baldwin House was located at the University of Houston.

The cab ride from Hobby Airport (this was before Houston George Bush International) was an adventure of its own. The driver, wearing a cowboy hat, played old-time country music the whole ride. He didn’t say a word the entire time, unless you count the occasional grunt when he turned the wheel. The AC was barely working, so I sat there in my own private sauna, staring out at a city that seemed to stretch on forever.

When we finally pulled up to Baldwin House, I dragged my belongings inside and checked in. Baldwin House was no Ritz-Carlton, let me tell you. It was a sturdy, 1960s dorm—functional, sure, but about as glamorous as a high school locker room. The second-floor hallway would be my new home, where “home” meant cinder block walls and fluorescent lights.

I climbed the stairs, dripping sweat, and made my way to my room centered in the hallway. My roommate was Bruce Ashworth, who was my opponent from our US Junior encounter and my teammate, along with another Houston sophomore, Bobby Walzel, in the Western Junior at Stanford that past July. Bruce was already a solid player through and through—relaxed and confident. He was from Las Vegas and very accustomed to healthy golf betting. He greeted me with a grin, a firm handshake, and a casual “Man, it’s a little sticky out today, huh?” Sticky. That’s what he called it. Sticky.

Our room was basic: two sections with a bathroom in between. Nothing fancy, but it worked. Next door to us were two of the top juniors in America: Jim Simons, who had already qualified for the US Open (yes, the US Open), and Mike Killian, the top-
ranked junior golfer from Florida. Just what I expected.

It didn’t take long for me to realize I was stepping into a world where nobody cared about your junior record or how many trophies you had back home. At Houston, everyone was a star—until they weren’t. You started at the bottom, and if you wanted to climb, you had to prove yourself. Coach Williams made sure of that.

But at that moment, I wasn’t thinking about proving myself. I was thinking about how I’d survive this heat, unpack my luggage, and maybe, just maybe, figure out how to breathe again.

Welcome to Houston. Where the heat hits you harder than a linebacker blitzing through the screen door.

Initiation

When I first arrived at the University of Houston, I quickly learned that initiation was not for the faint of heart—or hair. The ritual started with a clean buzz cut for every freshman golfer. Yep, every last one of us in Baldwin House ended up bald as a cue ball. There we were, a whole row of freshmen with freshly shaved heads, looking like a bunch of mismatched eggs. You’d think they were prepping us for basic training, not for a golf team. 

My freshman year was the last of the “true” Houston Cougar golf team initiations. Until my year, which would be the last, Coach Williams and the upperclassmen took initiation as seriously as they took our scores, and, boy, it was something you’d never forget. Freshmen were nobodies back then, banned from varsity play for all college sports. We had our own freshman team, but it wasn’t exactly front-page news. Basically, we were zeros—walking practice dummies for the upperclassmen.

Once our heads were shaved, they made us tie these ridiculous plastic balls on top of our heads with a ribbon that we had to wear each day to class. It was like some sadistic birthday party favor. We looked like bald little aliens with antennae, bobbing around campus. As if that wasn’t enough, some days they’d slap sandwich boards over us, with messages like “Go Cougars” on one side and “NCAA Champions” on the other. Real subtle. But word spread quickly, and everyone on campus knew exactly who we were—and they stayed a good six feet away from us.

Evenings were often for shoe duty. If you were unlucky, you were chosen to scrub the upperclassmen’s shoes till they sparkled like diamonds, digging out every last speck of that stubborn Texas clay. If those shoes weren’t gleaming enough to blind you, well, you’d be scrubbing again. My roommate Bruce, bless his heart, usually kept me safe and hidden. Then came the shag bags. Now I doubt anyone even knows what a shag bag is anymore but, back then, it was just a bag full of practice balls. You see, range balls weren’t part of golf, and most ranges were just fields. That’s where golfers hit shag balls and then picked them up themselves. That’s exactly what he did for our practice. Obviously, we cleaned the upperclassmen’s shag balls in the evenings too.

Then there were the Quick Stop runs. If you were lucky, they didn’t wake you up for one of these. At around 1 or 2 a.m., you’d get a rough nudge from an upperclassman, mumbling, “Run down to Quick Stop and get me some chips. And a six-pack of tall boys.” That, my friend, was a mission you didn’t argue with. 

We were all very aware initiation night would be a no-holds-barred event. Everyone kept a tight lid on the details though, which only made us more uptight. Finally initiation night arrived, and they rounded us all up in Baldwin House and stripped us down to our underwear. First came the paddling, naturally. We’d grab our ankles, and the upperclassmen would let us have it. Then you had to say, “Thank you, sir. Can I have another?” Younger readers are probably thinking this was some medieval torture ritual, but back then, it was just another college initiation, common at most fraternities. 

Then it was up to the roof, where the real games began. We were blindfolded and leaned over a toilet full of squishy, foul-smelling bananas, and we had to squeeze ’em with our hands. Of course, we all thought it was something far worse. I still remember an upperclassman shouting, “Oh, Lord, it’s a fresh one!” We ran these ridiculous races with our butts barely an inch off the ground and got put through a series of stunts that tested our ability to grin and bear it. Initiation night lasted a good two hours, and there were a few other frightening ordeals that are better left out.

Looking back, yeah, those initiations were archaic. And that was the last year they did them. But you know what? Nobody got hurt and, somehow, we all made it through. Sure, there was a lot of mumbling, but we walked away feeling like we’d survived something that definitely bonded us.

The one thing they didn’t make us do—thank God—was the legendary bayou night swim. Now this was whispered about in the week leading up to initiation. The rumor was that they’d make us swim across the bayou near the school, which might sound easy enough until you consider the hundreds of water moccasins and who-knows-what-else slithering through that water. No bayou swim? Well, that was one part of initiation we didn’t miss one bit.

Baldwin House: The Golfer’s Hall

If you’ve ever wondered what happens when you put forty college golfers into one hallway of an athletic dorm, let me paint you a picture: Baldwin House at the University of Houston, 1968. The hallway was more than where we lived and moved from room to room—it was our driving range, our putting green, and, occasionally, a battlefield. You had to be careful coming out of your room because someone could be lacing a 1-iron down the hallway. The entry doors on both sides of the hall? Solid steel but covered in a million dents. Not just little dings, mind you. I’m talking exact golf-ball-sized craters, each a perfect circle from teammates ripping shots down the corridor. Baldwin House wasn’t just our dorm, but also a hazard zone.

We shared the dorm with the UH basketball team, who were no strangers to fame themselves. Just the year before, they’d gone 35–0 and made it to the NCAA tournament, only to lose to UCLA in the semifinals. This was the same Houston team that had beaten UCLA earlier in the year at the famous Astrodome game, with seventy thousand people watching, which is still the record for a basketball crowd. I might add this was an additional recruiting tool. Since I loved basketball and was a starting guard on my high school team, I was riveted to the TV, watching that Houston game against UCLA.

But back to the golf team. It’s 1968, and we’re coming off yet another NCAA Championship—winning was what the University of Houston golf team did, and Coach Williams made sure of that. When he recruited me the year before, he didn’t just tell me the Houston golf team had won the past two NCAA Championships in a row. He predicted we would win the next four. He expected me to be part of the next one. Coach didn’t recruit players—he wanted to recruit winners. And with forty guys on the team, it was assured that five could really play.

Living in Baldwin House meant you were more than just part of a team. You were part of a dynasty. By the time I graduated, we had won twelve of the past sixteen NCAA Championships and finished second in the other four. That wasn’t luck. That was life under Coach Williams. He turned Houston golf into a juggernaut, and we all knew it. 

But Baldwin House wasn’t exactly living in luxury. Sharing a hallway with forty golfers meant chaos was the norm. Golf balls flying down the hall was just part of daily life. Forget looking both ways before crossing the street—you learned to look both ways before stepping out of your room. Nobody wanted to get nailed by a 1-iron, but if you did, it would be because you were a dumbass. And, trust me, nobody was going to be the first one carried out on a stretcher with a ball embedded in their back.

Then there were the personalities. I was surrounded by future legends—guys who would go on to win the Masters, the US Open, the British Open, and the PGA Championship. Walker Cup members and Ryder Cup members and future Hall of Fame members. But back then, we were just a bunch of young guys trying to one-up each other, on and off the course. You’d think that kind of talent might make things super serious, but nope. It was pure Texas-style, with a side of future world-class golf.

And Coach Williams? He was the ringmaster. Coach had a way of making us believe we were invincible. He did more than recruit talent—he built it. He’d find a kid from the middle of nowhere, hand him a Houston golf bag, and turn him into an NCAA Champion. The man was a genius—and tough too.

Baldwin House was where it all came together. Sure, we sometimes made a mess of the place, and I’m pretty sure the dents in those steel doors are still there. But it wasn’t only a hallway. It was a proving ground, a clubhouse, and a second home.

Looking back, it’s funny how much we packed into one hallway. And yet, out of that chaos came a boatload of top players. Baldwin House may have been where we lived, but it was also where we became a real team and serious competitors.

Don Scott vs. The Texas Ant Army

If you’ve spent more than five minutes in Texas, you’ve probably encountered red ants. But these aren’t your average ants—they’re the Navy SEALs of the insect world. Vicious, strategic, and always looking for an excuse to ruin your day. Step on a red ant hill, you have just struck a declaration of war.

During my time in Texas, I had plenty of run-ins with these demons. Sometimes it was my fault—I’d lean a hand on the wrong tree or set a headcover on the ground without a thought. Big mistake. A Texas-sized mistake. The ants would swarm like they’d been training their entire lives for that moment.

But nothing—nothing—compared to what happened to Don Scott during my first month in Texas. It was the Houston City Amateur, a big local event. Don was a talented player from the Pacific Northwest, known for his smooth swing and slightly naive disposition. He wasn’t on the traveling team often, but that week, at Hermann Park Golf Course, he was dialed in. By the third round, standing on the fifty-fourth hole, Don still had a slim lead.

Then disaster struck.

Don hit his second shot on par five just barely into a water hazard, about eighty yards short of the 18th green. Now this wasn’t one of those pristine, perfectly manicured hazards you see at your local private club. Oh, no. This was Texas, where hazards were untamed jungles of high grass, thorns, vines, and god knows what else. A creek weaved through it, surrounded by brush, and the red line marking the hazard was just outside the non-maintained areas.

Don, determined to save his round, found his ball about three yards in the high grass. We watched from the clubhouse patio, sipping Dr Peppers and munching on burgers, as he carefully walked into the hazard. He assessed the shot, stared at the green for a few seconds, and made a few practice waggles, careful to not ground his club. And then, suddenly, like a scene out of a horror movie, it happened.

The ants struck.

At first, there was nothing. Don, standing in the brush, looked calm and focused. But unbeknownst to him, a battalion of red ants had begun their silent invasion. They scaled his shoes, then his socks, then his legs. These ants were tactical geniuses—they didn’t bite immediately. Oh, no. They waited until their entire army was in position, like tiny, coordinated paratroopers. And then, all at once, they attacked.

One second, Don was about to take his shot. The next, he was airborne, flailing his arms and legs like he was drowning in Lake Houston. His screams echoed across the course as he ran in circles, swatting these very nasty soldiers. To us, safely watching from the clubhouse, it looked like he was trying to fight off an angry poltergeist.

He stumbled out of the hazard, his face twisted in agony. The ants had gone to work, and these weren’t the kind of bites you just brush off. No, these were Texas red ant bites, which feel like molten lava being injected directly into your soul. And the ants don’t let go either. Once their pincers are in, it’s a full-on tug-of-war to remove them. Don was now on the ground, trying to brush them off. It was brutal to watch, and the next thing we saw, Don was put into a golf cart and was off to the hospital. His legs looked like they’d been used for target practice by a swarm of angry archers. Rumor has it that, on the ride over, he managed to mutter, “Did I save par?” before slipping into pain-induced delirium. He didn’t win the tournament that day, and he didn’t make it for the fourth round, but he did leave Hermann Park Golf Course with a new title: The Man Who Went Toe-to-Toe with the Texas Ant Army . . . and Lost.

The whole ordeal left us shaken. It was like watching a golf horror story unfold in real time. As the medics rolled Don away, Coach gathered us together for a little pep talk. “Gentlemen,” he said, “lesson of the day: No ball is worth dying for. If you see ants, drop, take the penalty, and walk away. Forget the ball—it’s theirs now.”

From that day forward, I became one of the more cautious golfers in Texas. Before stepping into any hazard, I’d do a full, military-style reconnaissance mission. I’d poke the ground with a club, wait for movement, and if I saw so much as a single ant, I’d back away like the area was rigged with explosives.

The thing about Texas ants is they don’t just ruin your day—they change your whole outlook on life. They’re a force of nature; a reminder that, in the grand scheme of things, humans aren’t in charge here. You think you’re tough because you can hit a three-hundred-yard drive? Please. Texas ants will humble you faster than a shank off the first tee.

So if you’re ever golfing in Texas, let me give you some advice: Forget about the snakes, the gators, and even the cactus needles. It’s the ants you’ve got to watch out for. Because when those little red demons show up, there are only two outcomes: You’re leaving the course on your own two feet . . . or on a stretcher, questioning every life choice that brought you to that moment.

And if you’re still thinking, It’s just ants, how bad can it be? Well, my friend, you’ve clearly never been to Texas.

A Summer of Sweat, Swings, and Survival

As my freshman year at the University of Houston wrapped up, I found myself summoned to the office of the great and powerful Coach Dave Williams. When Coach asked you to sit down for a chat, it wasn’t to discuss your favorite breakfast cereal.

He got straight to the point. “Jim, I want you back next year, but you better improve your game.”

It was like being told by a doctor, “You’ll live, but we might have to amputate your left arm.” I nodded, shook his hand, and walked out of his office, pretending I had everything under control. The truth? I had spent most of my freshman year playing golf—not very well—and then watching fifteen of the seventeen freshmen around me either transfer or vanish into the abyss. Houston golf was the definition of survival of the fittest, and based on my performance, I was somewhere between a wounded gazelle and a three-legged coyote.

Thankfully, I had my best college buddy, Jim Simons, to keep me company during that year. We played many rounds, practiced together, and survived freshman year together, and we had some fun along the way. But Jim, unfortunately, did not even make it to the last week of our first year—he was kicked off the team. (More on that later.)

Of course, Jim went on to become one of the greatest amateurs in history when he nearly won the 1971 US Open. But in 1968, we were just two promising players who were definitely fearing the upperclassmen.

Coach had made himself clear: I needed to get a lot better, and fast. He had expected more. He had invested a four-year scholarship on me. The heat was on.

When I got back home to Seattle for the summer, my dad had a different plan for me.

“You’re going to be working a job,” he said, without a hint of negotiation in his voice. “You’ll be loading chairs onto trains.”

Well, that sounded . . . not good.

“You know I have to get better at golf,” I told him. “Coach Williams made that very clear. I need serious practice time, Dad.” I hoped he’d see the flaw in his master plan.

“Yeah, your shift is from 7 a.m. to 2 p.m.,” he replied. “Plenty of time to practice after that. It doesn’t get dark until 9.”

Ah, yes. Plenty of time to practice—after seven tough hours of moving what felt like a small nation’s worth of awkwardly shaped chairs onto a train car that sat on tracks running from Seattle all the way back East and all over America.

By the end of each shift, my arms felt like they had personally lost a fight. It definitely was not helping the practice I knew I needed.

I was still an eighteen-year-old college kid, which meant I also had an obligation to go out at night with all my old Seattle buddies. That meant I was running on fumes—working all morning, dragging myself to the golf course in the afternoon, and then heading out many nights, only to do it all over again the next day.

After about a month of this routine, I sat my dad down for a serious talk.

“Dad, I want to practice all day, every day,” I told him, trying to sound as professional as possible. “I can’t do that if I’m spending half my time stacking chairs.”

To my complete shock, he agreed. He realized that, since my four-year scholarship covered everything, and I was getting an additional six-hundred-dollar monthly stipend, I was essentially paying my own way through school. He let me quit the job, and just like that, I transitioned from a semi-professional furniture mover to a full-time golfer.

With no more physical labor slowing me down, I threw myself into golf like never before. I practiced sunup to sundown, hitting thousands of golf balls, and something miraculous happened: I started regaining lost confidence and began shooting low scores again.

The first sign of progress? I won my club championship. Now was this like winning a big tournament? No. But for a guy who had spent the previous year getting steamrolled by Houston’s varsity players, it was proof that I might be heading in the right direction.

Then I won the Pacific Northwest Amateur held that year in Vancouver, British Columbia. This was the biggest amateur tournament in the Northwest. It first meant qualifying for match play—I was the medalist shooting 139, then I was winning six matches and playing singles against the best players from the West Coast and British Columbia. (The semifinals and finals were thirty-six holes.) In later years, a young guy named Tiger Woods would also win this event, and when he did, everyone saw it as a sign of his inevitable greatness. When I won, my parents, and especially me, were just relieved that I wouldn’t have to go back to loading trains.

Returning to Houston that fall, I wasn’t the same guy who had stumbled through freshman year. I had a newfound confidence in my game and, more importantly, actual proof that I could compete. I wasn’t just showing up to qualifiers—I was contending.

I competed hard through the fall, getting closer to making the top five. And finally, it paid off. In the spring, I qualified for my first big college tournament: the Arizona State Thunderbird Invitational in Tucson, where many of the top college teams in America were playing.

This was it—my introduction to the Houston travel team and real competitive college golf. Sure, I had spent part of the past summer hauling stacks of chairs, but I was finally where I wanted to be: competing against the best.

And you know what? Coach’s motivational talk had worked. I had, in fact, gotten better. But I didn’t tell him the real reason for my success: not lifting chairs in a Seattle warehouse. 

    

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

    
        Table of Contents


        				Cover


				Back Cover


				Half Title


				Title


				Copyright


				Table of Contents


				Foreword


				Introduction


				1. Welcome to Houston


				2. The Coach


				3. The Legends


				4. The Characters


				Photos


				5. Life on the Links


				6. Tips from the Top


				7. You Had to Be There


				8. Stories I Tell at the Nineteenth Hole


				9. A Humbling Game


				10. Casualties


				Epilogue




    
    
					Cover


				Back Cover


				Half Title


				Title


				Copyright


				Table of Contents


				Foreword


				Introduction


				1. Welcome to Houston


				2. The Coach


				3. The Legends


				4. The Characters


				Photos


				5. Life on the Links


				6. Tips from the Top


				7. You Had to Be There


				8. Stories I Tell at the Nineteenth Hole


				9. A Humbling Game


				10. Casualties


				Epilogue




    


OEBPS/Text/images/Cover.jpg
THE
HOUSTON
DYNASTY

TALES FROM COLLEGE
GOLF'S GREATEST TEAM

JIM McLEAN
Foreword by Jim Nantz







OEBPS/Text/images/back.jpg
THE INSIDE STORY

OF COLLEGE GOLF’S
POWERHOUSE PROGRAM

F rom 1968 to 1973, Jim McLean played for the University of
Houston, where Coach Dave Williams had created the greatest
golf dynasty in NCAA history. Dozens of highly competitive young
golfers thought they’d be a starter, but with forty players on the
team, they battled for only five spots, and few ever qualified. As part
of Houston’s number-one college golf program, PGA Hall of Fame
member Jim McLean digs into its past highlights to share what it was
like to live in an athletic dorm, what it really took to create lasting
greatness, and why it was so difficult.

Step into college life and the intense NCAA rivalries, and meet the
team’s stars and their biggest rivals—many of whom went on to win
professional championships. And at the center was legendary Coach
Dave Williams, building Houston into a powerhouse while driving
the team to each tournament in his signature green station wagon.

Similar to Dan Jenkins or Rick Reilly, McLean’s stories are witty and
unforgettable, and he has so many that The Houston Dynasty selected
the very best of them.

JIM McLEAN is the founder and CEO of the @
number-one ranked Jim McLean Golf School. He

is one of the most respected and influential golf
instructors in the world. After earning All-American www.radiusbookgroup.com
honors while playing at the University of Houston,

he competed professionally before turning his focus

to teaching. McLean has coached major winners on

PGA, LPGA, and Champions Tours. He is best known

for developing the groundbreaking X-factor theory—a

concept that innovated modern swing biomechanics.

RADIUS





OEBPS/Text/images/halftitle.jpg
THE
HOUSTON
DYNASTY





OEBPS/Text/images/title.jpg
THE
HOUSTON
DYNASTY

TALES FROM COLLEGE
~ GOLF'S GREATEST TEAM

JIM McLEAN
Foreword by Jim Nantz

nnnnnnnnnnnnnnn





