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For Dad





Introduction

This book tells the stories of fourteen tour pros and their fathers and how golf shaped and influenced their relationship. I am decidedly not a tour pro, and not even a low-handicapper, though I did once get down to single digits for four weeks. My late father—Dave Sr.—didn’t play golf when I was growing up. Yet our golf story is, in its own way, pretty compelling.

There are two reasons my dad didn’t play golf until he was nearly forty years old. First, he wasn’t exposed to the game when he was growing up. Second, he had a bad back. A really bad back. The problems started in his early twenties and involved separate injuries or ailments in his lower, middle, and upper back. The twisting and turning of a golf swing were out of the question. Or so it seemed.

So, I wasn’t exposed to golf either. But I loved sports, as both a fan and a participant. From the ages of six to twelve, I practically lived and breathed baseball, while finding plenty of time for basketball and football too. When I was twelve, I began to be intrigued by golf. My cousin Rich wanted to learn to play—his dad was an occasional weekend golfer. We didn’t really have anybody to teach us, so we learned on our own by hitting plastic balls in his backyard.

One thing that enriched the golf scene in those days was an abundance of pitch-and-putt courses where kids could be introduced to the game (sadly lacking in most places today). For our first golf outing, my mom dropped us off at a pitch-and-putt. We brought our entire sets of clubs with us—my dad had bought me a used set. Rich pulled out his driver on the hundred-yard first hole. “Great shot!” I enthused as his ball took off straight, a low line drive that landed short of the green—and proceeded to roll about forty yards past it.

I soon graduated to a regular course for my first round at age twelve. By the time I was fourteen, my summer was filled with golf. My next-door neighbor Paul and I spent several days a week at the Plainfield West Nine in New Jersey. This was a public course owned by and across the street from the renowned Plainfield Country Club.

The West Nine was a poorer cousin, a nine-hole, 2,500-yard, par-33 public course with a modest green fee—in short, a perfect place for two young kids to play. It wasn’t crowded, so, playing as a twosome, we typically tooled around for forty-five or fifty-four holes. The first eighteen were pretty much just warming up.

As I got older, my small size caught up to me in other sports. I went from a Little League star to a Pony League mediocrity and didn’t make the ninth-grade basketball team. I was a cocaptain of the freshman soccer team—but before tenth grade we moved to Durham, North Carolina, where at the time (1971) there was no high school soccer.

I was left with just golf and threw myself into it with a passion. I was a serviceable no. 4 player on a pretty good high school golf team and became a fanatic follower of the PGA Tour. My parents and I watched the tournaments on television every week and my friend Sam and I pored over each week’s issue of Golf World to see who made it through Monday qualifying—we were even more fascinated with the tour’s “rabbits than we were with the stars.

My father saw my enthusiasm for golf. When I was fifteen, he gave me the best Christmas present I ever got—a new set of golf clubs that was absolutely a complete surprise. By the time my high school years were nearing their end, his interest in the game had been thoroughly piqued by all the golf talk and golf watching. Instead of the son being brought into the game by the father, it was the other way around.

But there was the matter of Dad’s back problems. He could only manage a half backswing and his golf aspirations didn’t extend beyond pitch-and-putt. Neither of us dreamed that he would do anything more than that.

In fact, I wasn’t sure that he would stick with it for very long. Dad had a long history of hobbies that he pursued intensely for a few months before dropping them and moving on to the next one. There was shortwave radio, harmonica playing, air-pistol shooting, calligraphy, and more.

We played a few pitch-and-putt rounds, and thoroughly enjoyed them, before I headed away to college. Dad’t interest in golf only grew. He found a driving-range teacher who was willing to work within his physical limitations to improve his ability to hit the ball. Over the course of a series of lessons and other practice sessions at the range, he began to hit the ball farther and became comfortable with hitting all the clubs.

When I came home the next summer, Dad was ready to play on a regulation course. He had to wear a back brace, and his backswing was still not all that much more than halfway. He couldn’t reach any of the par fours in two shots or par fives in three. He looked a little funny with his abbreviated swing, but he was not embarrassed. Nor should he have been. He hit the ball straight, was pretty good around the greens, and shot not too much over 100. I’m sure he was proud just to be able to play on a full-length golf course. And I was proud of him too in a sort of reverse father-son way.

But dad didn’t stop there. The lessons continued and his game progressed. During the next couple of summers, we played pretty often. Dad was now shooting in the 90s on a fairly short but regulation course. I noticed something odd about my behavior when I played with him. For some reason, I began to display anger after bad shots. I don’t recall flinging any clubs, but there were definitely tantrums. What’s odd is that I’m a calm person and didn’t act that way when I played with others.

My amateur analysis is that I must have wanted him to think of me as a good golfer. I wanted to show that I felt I shouldn’t be hitting those bad shots—therefore, I must be a good golfer. Or something like that. In any case, he never said anything about it, nor did it detract from his enjoyment of the game, which was palpable.

Dad began to play with a couple of friends from work. By now, he was hitting the ball far enough to be capable of reaching greens in regulation. He had gained enough flexibility that his swing expanded to three-quarters, and he could fit in with golfers who had been playing the game for a long time.

I got a sports writing job in Virginia for a year and then moved on to the Augusta Chronicle in Augusta, Georgia. Living out of town, I didn’t get to play with dad that often. But I followed his progress from a distance. As a testament to his further development, he began to play at Duke University Golf Course, a longer, hillier course designed by Robert Trent Jones. He joined the Duke Men’s Golf Association. He enjoyed going out by himself after work and being paired with whatever strangers happened to be about to go off the first tee. He was a real golfer now, a pretty good one, as I was about to find out firsthand.

On one occasion when my mom and dad visited Augusta three or four years after I got out of college, we played a round at Forest Hills Golf Course, a public layout that is the home course of Augusta State University and was designed by Donald Ross. My dad usually walked when he played, pulling a cart. But this time, my mom, Virginia, came along to watch and rode in a cart with him.

Forest Hills is a tight, tree-lined course that measured about 6,300 yards from the regular tees. Dad had one of his best rounds, shooting, I recall, something like an 86. I didn’t play particularly well, but it wasn’t a terrible round by any means. I think I shot an 88.

This is where our story intersects with many of those in the book, albeit from an opposite perspective. It’s a common theme of the child golfer improving by stages and finally reaching the point where they beat their father for the first time. Only for us, it was father beating the son.

Dad was keeping a scorecard, but he was a one-hole-at-a-time kind of guy who probably was unaware of our cumulative scores. We never had a match going, or anything like that. It wasn’t part of our golf dynamic. I always keep my own score in my head—no scorecard needed. I knew dad was playing great, so I probably checked his card at some point late in the round and knew he had a chance to beat me.

Dad finished the round strong. He may not have known the score, but in any case he didn’t give me any opening to catch him. When he added up the numbers on the card, he saw that his score was lower than mine.

He acted a little bit sheepish about it, like he thought I wouldn’t be happy. In truth, I’ve never been happier to be beaten on the golf course. His play that day, and his progress in the game, filled me with pride—and still does. When my father first picked up a club, I couldn’t imagine his ever being able to hit a golf ball more than one hundred yards. I’m not sure he could imagine it either. But through sheer determination he became a golfer capable of shooting in the mid-80s on a good golf course. That’s inspirational. And that was my dad.





Brad Adamonis
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Brad Adamonis was just shy of thirty-five when he finally reached the PGA Tour in January 2008. His father, Dave, had been told a little more than two years earlier that he probably had just two months to live, but he made a mockery of that prognosis and fortunately was able to see his son accomplish his dream of reaching the game’s highest level.

You couldn’t really blame doctors for their grim diagnosis. After all, in the fall of 2005, Dave was battling three forms of cancer at the same time. He lost seventy pounds but fought the disease, and dealt with the complications from surgery, with everything he had, and made a stunning recovery. Dave not only survived, he got back on his feet and was able to return to work and also to watch Brad play on the secondary Nationwide Tour in 2006 and 2007—even walking the course as Brad’s caddie in one event.

While his father was waging that courageous struggle, Brad won a Nationwide Tour tournament in 2007 and made it through Q-School that winter to qualify for the PGA Tour, the culmination of years of perseverance. In 2008, Dave got to watch Brad in person at several PGA Tour events and also to watch on television as his son nearly won a tournament, losing in a play-off at the John Deere Classic.

Of all the horrible luck, Dave came down with yet another form of cancer in the fall of 2008 and passed away a year later at the age of sixty-two. He left behind quite a legacy. In his native Rhode Island, he started an organization that runs junior golf tournaments and founded Ocean State Golf magazine—all as a sidelight to his regular job as a schoolteacher. Then he headed down to Miami and started a golf management program at Johnson & Wales University, where he coached the golf team to an NAIA national title.

On a family level, Brad remembers the support he received over the years, from his days learning the game and playing junior tournaments in Rhode Island to the years when his career stalled on the minitours. “I was lucky I had parents who were supportive. Most would have just said, ‘Hey, you’re not going to make it.’”

Brad was introduced to the game at the age of three when he would ride in the golf cart with his father, who would let him hit some shots. “I even remember one specifically that I hit pretty good, and Dad clapped,” Brad says.

Brad seriously got into the game during the summer when he was eight, but not through any plan by his parents, Dave and Roberta. With both of them working, they signed him up for day camp, but Brad hated it. He wanted to play golf with older brother Dave Jr., who was playing every day with a friend.

“I begged my parents to let me go play golf,” Brad remembers. “I just basically said, ’Im not going [to day camp]. You can drop me off there, but I’m walking home.’”

His parents relented, and the golf course became his day camp. He played on weekends too with his father and grandfather. And he even played in a couple of junior tournaments that year. “I think I shot 136 for eighteen holes, with a 69 and 67 on the nines, in my first tournament. I thought it was pretty cool.”

Brad’s improvement was rapid over the next several years. Encouraged by a former neighbor who had moved to San Diego, Dave brought Brad out west to the Junior World Golf Championships at Torrey Pines. When he was twelve years old, Brad won his age group, a huge accomplishment because the tournament attracted a strong international field.

Brad now fully appreciates the sacrifices his father made so he could play junior golf. His father was a teacher, but he got a second job selling fertilizer to golf courses. Brad would often go along with his dad on his rounds and chip and putt on the practice greens of the various courses while Dave worked on sealing the deal. Dave also had stints at managing a nine-hole course and working as a course superintendent.

“He went above and beyond in giving us opportunities to play,” says Brad. “He didn’t play much golf when he was hustling to make some bucks so I could play golf. I was playing tournaments around the country, which wasn’t very possible for a teacher with three kids [the family also includes a daughter, Kimberly].”

On top of all this, Dave found time to work on his own venture, the US Challenge Cup Junior Golf Foundation, an organization he started in order to give better junior players in New England a chance to play tournaments. He began it in 1980, just when Dave and then Brad were coming along.

“There weren’t many junior tournaments in the area back then,” Brad says. “He started with one tournament, and by the time I was playing, there were six. Now there are about thirty. It opened the door for kids from New England to be able to get into better colleges and get golf scholarships. And my father started it basically because he loved us and wanted us to have a chance to play more tournaments.”

Dave Jr. was a good junior player in his own right, and he’s now carrying on his father’s legacy by running the Challenge Cup foundation.

Before he curtailed his play, Dave Sr. was a good-enough player to win the Rhode Island Public Links Championship and compete in the Rhode Island Amateur. Brad and Dave Jr. each caddied for him in some of those tournaments; each also took his turn in winning the state Father-Son Championship with Dave Sr.

Brad actually drifted away from golf to a certain extent after turning fifteen, perhaps a little bit burned out after playing just about every day in season for the previous seven years. “I started playing other sports and discovered girls. I just wanted to be a kid, I guess.”

No longer a hot college prospect, Adamonis nonetheless managed to get a scholarship at Miami University in Ohio, not a golf powerhouse but a school with a decent program. His fire for the game was rekindled, and he made the All Mid-American Conference first team.

Those credentials didn’t stamp him as a can’t-miss pro, but upon graduation in 1996, Brad headed down to Florida, determined to make his way in the world of golf. What followed was four years of working at golf courses and playing minitours when he got the chance. During this time, he received steady encouragement from his father, with frequent use of a couple of his favorite catchphrases: PPO for “patience pays off” and PPT for “the power of positive thinking.”

In 2000, Dave moved to Florida himself when Johnson & Wales University added a golf-management program at its Miami campus. “He was always into creating new things,” says Brad. “He got a lot of players to go who you wouldn’t think would go to an NAIA [small-college] school.” By 2005, Johnson & Wales won the NAIA Championship.

While Brad credits his father for always having patience and encouraging him to persevere in his golf dreams, there was a time when he sensed that his parents were close to giving up on him making it in pro golf. This was in 2001 when he was twenty-eight and still struggling on the minitours. “I think they were almost telling me to get a job,” he says. “They paid for my first four tournaments on the Hooters Tour and said that would be about all they could do. I realized, ’Ive got to make it happen now,and I started playing pretty well.”

Adamonis managed to support himself on the Hooters Tour beyond those four tournaments, and at the end of the year he made it to the PGA Tour Qualifying School final stage and qualified for the Buy.com Tour (which became the Nationwide Tour in 2003).

It wasn’t quite the breakthrough he hoped for. After three lackluster years on the Buy.com/Nationwide Tour, Adamonis lost his card and found himself without a place to play in 2005. Looking back, he feels that he got too technical with his swing and strayed from his roots. Nor did he listen enough to the swing advice his father gave him during that time.

“I worked with a lot of teachers and got away from what my father taught me,” Brad says. “It’s too bad I didn’t listen to him more. Really, the things he said would have helped me out. I would get caught up in some swing philosophy, and I would say, ‘Dad, you don’t know what you’re talking about.But he had a fundamental swing.

“I started looking at video of my swing too much. That was the wrong perspective. Do you see Tom Brady watching video and breaking down his arm angle? Dad didn’t need video. If I had stuck with his fundamentals, I would have been all right. But he let me make my mistakes and live and learn.”

During those three years, Dave would caddie for his son two or three times a year.

“One time it was about 105 degrees in Knoxville,” Brad recalls with a chuckle. “I remember he was giving me a hard time saying I had ten water bottles in my bag. And I came back at him saying that the towel was soaking wet so I couldn’t dry my hands.”

In 2005, with no tour to play on regularly, Brad took a job at Johnson & Wales to help his father run the golf program, which included not only coaching the team but also being in charge of the sixty students studying golf management. He did so with the proviso that he would get enough time off in the fall to go to the three stages of Q-School—if he made it to all three.

Adamonis started in early September and, inside of a week, his wife, Stacey, gave birth to the couple’s first child. Four days after that, their world was turned upside down.

Dave Sr. had been diagnosed with prostate cancer, and went in for what was supposed to be routine surgery. Instead, something went terribly wrong. Urine started backing up into his body, which swelled terribly. His family was called to the hospital, and things were so dire that last rites were administered.

“As soon as I saw him in the hospital, I knew something was wrong,” Brad says. “This guy never showed pain in his life. He tore an ACL once, and he walked off.”

Emergency surgery saved Dave’s life, but he came down with a staph infection and his weight plummeted from 210 pounds to 135. He recovered from that, but the bad news kept on coming. When the prostate cancer was found, further screening revealed lymphoma. Upon checking out of his Florida hospital in December, with treatment at a Massachusetts hospital ahead, he was diagnosed with throat and tongue cancer too.

Brad spent most of his evenings that fall at Dave’s hospital bedside, while his days were occupied with trying to keep the golf program on track at Johnson & Wales. His brother Dave came down to help out, but Brad says they were amazed at how many responsibilities the job entailed. “It was really a three- or four-person job, but he was a one-man show.”

Finally, somebody else was hired to help. With all of this going on, Brad somehow gathered himself to make a bid at Q-School. Though he had hardly played any golf in preparation and had a lot weighing on his mind, he somehow managed to make it through the three stages and once again earn a Nationwide Tour card.

Dave Adamonis spent the first part of 2006 undergoing radiation treatments and chemotherapy while his son undertook his second run at the Nationwide Tour. But by that summer, Dave had recovered enough to come out and watch Brad at a couple of tournaments. One of those was in Scranton, Pennsylvania, where, inspired by his father’s presence and resilience, Brad played so well that he was in the last group in the final round.

“To see him walking eighteen holes after all he’d been through was pretty amazing,” Brad says. “I had some friends in the area who were watching, and Dad was out there walking ahead of everybody else. I figured if he could do that after all he had been through, I could win the tournament.”

Brad almost pulled it off, missing a putt on the eighteenth hole that would have put him in a play-off.

The next year, he did win an event on the Nationwide Tour, the WNB Golf Classic in Odessa, Texas. He had to go through a marathon eight-hole play-off to finally get the victory. Meanwhile, his parents were back home trying to follow the play-off in real-time scoring on the PGA Tour’s website, but unable to do so because the computer scoring system went down. After two hours of nearly unbearable suspense, they finally found out that Brad had won. Shortly thereafter, Brad called home. When his dad picked up the phone, Brad said, “Can you believe it?” His father’s answer: “Yes, I can.”

The victory wasn’t enough to lift Adamonis into the top 25 on the Nationwide money list, so he didn’t get a PGA Tour card that way. But he did finally break through the barrier at Q-School, where he finished ninth to finally get his ticket to golf’s big time.

“It was great,” says Adamonis about calling his father with the news. “After all the years of his sacrificing to help me out, I finally accomplished it. It should have happened a long time ago, but it did happen.”

Dave Adamonis told a reporter late in 2007 that after suffering three forms of cancer, “there’s no logical reason I’m still alive. I believe my will to stay alive is what saved me. I took the attitude that I still had things to do in life. I kept my mind occupied with all the things I need to do.”

One of those things was his work at Johnson & Wales, which he returned to in the fall of 2006, a year after cancer struck. Now another of those things was to watch Brad play on the PGA Tour.

Dave was able to make it to the West Coast for a couple of events at the beginning of 2008, and before the AT&T Pebble Beach National Pro-Am he and Brad got to play Cypress Point, a gem that ranks as one of the top courses in the nation. It was a great experience, but Brad’s caddie said that Dave looked tired, which proved to be an ominous sign.

When the tour came to Florida in March, Dave saw his son at the Honda Classic in Palm Beach Gardens, where he opened with a 76 but followed with a 66 to make the cut. The next week, Dave was unable to make the trip up to Tampa. His fight with throat cancer renewed, he headed again to Boston for treatments.

In June, Dave was able to watch Brad play the Travelers Championship in Connecticut, where he had his best finish so far: a tie for sixth. The next month, Brad bettered that showing, losing a play-off to Kenny Perry at the John Deere Classic in Illinois.

Then in August came awful news: Dave had lung cancer and part of his lung was removed. “It was bad luck for a guy who has given so much to other people,” Brad says. “And he never even smoked.”

Brad finished the year 124th on the money list, retaining his card for 2009 and earning a spot in the Players Championship in May. One week before the Players, Dave’s doctors in Massachusetts did a biopsy and informed him that his lung cancer was now in an advanced stage.

But the terrible prognosis didn’t keep Dave Adamonis down. The next week he traveled to Florida to watch Brad play in the Players Championship. He walked the first twelve holes of the first round before becoming short of breath and riding a cart the rest of the way.

Dave was an inspiration to all who saw him on that day, including Brad, who shot a 67. “It’s a very special day,” Dave told a reporter as Brad was signing his scorecard, his voice cracking with emotion. “It didn’t make any difference what Brad shot. It was just special to be here.”

As for his own plight, Dave said, “I’m going to treat it like every other challenge. I’ve never quit at anything in my life. I’ve always had a positive outlook on life. It’s my makeup. We’re going to go one day at a time, just like golf. You play a shot at a time; you take the good with the bad.”

Dave battled to the end. He even returned to Johnson & Wales in September to try and get things in order there. When his condition took a turn for the worse, it was recommended that he enter a local hospice. Dave insisted that he wanted to return to New England for hospice care in his native Rhode Island, and that’s where he spent his last ten days, finally succumbing to cancer in October.



OEBPS/images/e9781616082536_cover.jpg
THE GAME’S GREATEST PLAYERS REFLECT ON
THEIR FATHERS AND THE GAME THEY LOVE

-
‘ .

GOLFING
ITH.DAD

.

<o -

O =
N
{ ‘ v ‘
/ "%
‘ P X

~
FEATURING-GONTRIBUTIONS FROM
Jack Nicklaus ' ‘Afnald Palmer  Tom Watson . Etnie.Els
Ray Eloydys ‘Davis'Loye TELT iPhil Mickelson' ™ and many others

DAVED:BARRETT





OEBPS/images/e9781616082536_i0002.jpg
[PUBUIS-UNS / 433203 YT






