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			Once more for June Jenkins.

Only you.

Not to write a song or anything.

		

	
		
			
			Hell, I should have worn my ball gown

the way y’all waltzed me around today.

			—old Texas golf lament
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			SAY HELLO TO YOUR LIGHT-RUNNING money-
whipped steer-job three-jack give-up artist.

			This is pretty good. Man talking to himself. But it’s me, all right. Your no-heart Mother Goose who blowed about $80,000 in the last round of the Hawaiian Open today.

			Lost my swing, lost my tempo. Tempo Retardo. Also, I played too fast. I mean shit, the way I raced around out there you’d have thought I was a pickup truck on the way to happy hour.

			You don’t have to stick a thermometer up my ass to find out I shot a fever-running 73. Just look at the scores in

			tomorrow’s paper and you’ll find a dunce named Bobby Joe Grooves tied for nineteenth over here at Waialae Country Club in Honolulu.

			“Over here,” by the way, don’t get it done. Not when you’re talking about Hawaii. The first time I came over here I didn’t think much about it. I just hopped on a plane, flew to Honolulu, got off, inhaled a bottle of perfume, golfed my ball, hauled ass. Perfume is what the air in Hawaii smells like when it don’t smell like suntan lotion.

			Then one day I looked at Hawaii on a globe, and whoa—it ain’t near nothing. There’s about six thousand miles of lateral hazard on all sides of it. You’re seriously off the fairway when you’re over here, and I think that’s one reason nobody in Hawaii knows anything about what’s going on anywhere else in the world, especially in America.

			Your basic Hawaiian wears shorts, sandals, and a shirt that looks like Granddad ate dinner in it six times. He’ll light a torch, paddle a canoe, and grill a fish for you. And at the drop of a mai tai, he’ll sing to you about a Waikiki moon, which, for my money, don’t look much different than the one that comes up over Fort Worth, Texas. But he’s nice and sweet-natured and wants to take you to see his fern grotto and his slippery slide and his Killykooky Canyon.

			Yeah, right, Punchbowl. Wait till I get this lei around my neck and I’ll go with you.

			One thing they have over here is good souvenirs, though. I say you need to remember where you been in your travels. Souvenirs do that. Souvenirs and photos of yourself with movie stars who’ve since shrunk up.

			The other day was I was poking around in one of those Waikiki gift shops and I bought me this old dinner menu. It was from the Royal Hawaiian Hotel and dated December 7, 1941. Not exactly an incidental date in your history of mankind.

			Dinner that evening at the Royal Hawaiian consisted of a fruit cocktail, consommé soup, hearts of lettuce salad with French dressing, chicken casserole with glazed carrots, string beans, and fig fritters, and coconut layer cake for dessert—all for $1.25.

			The menu also says that the EVENTS OF THE DAY are going to be a sunset serenade by the Royal Hawaiian glee club, a modern hula exhibition by Annie Annini and her Six Hula Maids, and music by Rollie Beelby’s Royal Terrace Orchestra.

			That was all canceled, of course, when the Yellow Peril showed up for breakfast. Too bad. Those glazed carrots and fig fritters might have knocked down some Zeros.

			You can’t talk to most haoles over here either. A haole is your white guy dropout from the Mainland. He’s generally too stoned to talk at all. Or he has a surfboard under his arm and the only thing he can say is “Grab your stick, dude, there’s a swell at Pipeline.”

			You hear that the Tahitians discovered Hawaii. Okay, I’ve looked at Tahiti on a globe too, and I’ll tell you what—it was uphill all the way.

			I was talking about it the other night with this haole bartender, name of Denny. A scruffy kid with a far-off gaze. Looked like he was working his way through dopefiend school.

			I was in a waterfall joint on Kalacomma Boulevard, hydrant water washing down from the ceiling behind the bar indoors, make you think it’s raining outside. Tropical shit.

			These types of bars are all over Hawaii, and to be honest, they’re what I like best about the place, being a fan of old flicks on TV. Sit there in my blue Sahara golf shirt and khaki pants and loafers and play like I’m a South Seas drunk. Play like I’m a guy in a grimy white suit who needs a shave, sitting there smoking under a ceiling fan, waiting for some kind of Rita Hayworth to walk in the door.

			I asked Denny, “You get a lot of South Seas drunks in here?”

			“Get you what?” he said.

			I said, “I put the over-and-under on the Tahitians trying to get to Hawaii at five hundred years, what do you think? If they’d taken a little longer a Shrine convention would have gotten here first.”

			Didn’t hear me or didn’t get it. He was busy sticking umbrellas in everybody’s drink but mine. A Junior and water don’t do umbrellas, I told him. When I’d asked him for a Junior, he’d only squinted, puzzled.

			“Mr. Justerini,” I said.

			“Who?” he said.

			“If you don’t have J and B, I can do Curtis—they taste the same.”

			“Curtis?”

			“Cutty,” I said. “You been over here a long time, huh?”

			Fucking San Diego burnout.

			There’s more to Hawaii than Honolulu, of course. I’ve whapped it around pretty much everywhere over here, so I’m able to drop some geography on you.

			You’ve got your Oahu. That’s where they invented Honolulu, Pearl Harbor, and surfers. You’ve got the “Big Island” of Hawaii, where they invented volcanoes. You’ve got Lanai, where they invented pineapples. You’ve got Molokai, where they used to keep the lepers back when people caught leprosy. You’ve got Maui. That’s where movie stars or people trying to look like movie stars go to hibernate in public. You might see dueling Sharon Stones standing in a snack bar line on Kapalooey. Last, you’ve got your Kauai. That’s the prettiest of the islands, I believe. It’s where you can scare up Grand Canyons and waterfalls and enchanted beaches, and it’s never bothered me any that Kauai is where they manufacture most of the rain that goes to Seattle and Portland.

			No question Hawaii has more paradise scattered around than your rural Oklahoma. But in my case it’s hard to appreciate paradise when your golf game sticks a fork in you.

			I know what people think. They think the $40,000 I won in Hawaii beats a young dose any day, and they’re right. But take away my four three-jacks on the last nine and I’d have been up there in the $150,000 neighborhood.

			Or take away those four three-jacks plus the steer-job tee ball that was so low and thin it would have made skid marks on I-20. It left me where I couldn’t reach the par-five thirteenth in two and grab a gimme birdie. I don’t piss those five drops and I’m up there in contention for the whole deal.

			But no. What I come up with is a 73, which is an okay number if you’re an offensive lineman, but it don’t do squat for a man who dons his Softspikes for a living.

			I can’t play a track like Waialae anyhow. It’s too easy. I know I’m supposed to like it because one of those respected architects designed it. Seth Raynor is who it was. I know about Seth Raynor because I like to read golf history. I like golf history, as a matter of fact, better than any other kind of history, including wars I’ve heard of.

			Other than Ben Crenshaw, who lives in the past and wishes his balls were gutta-percha, nobody else on the tour can jack with me on golf history. Ask me who was runner-up to Bobby Jones in the 1926 U.S. Open at Scioto and I’ll hit you with Joe Turnesa. Ask me where Johnny Revolta won the 1935 PGA and I’ll hit you with Twin Hills in Oklahoma City. Or ask me who Seth Raynor was and I’ll tell you he was a man who got his start working with Charles Blair Macdonald, the legendary architect who designed the National Gold Links and everything else out on Long Island except the stock portfolios.

			To me, Seth Raynor’s best work is the Country Club of Fairfield in Connecticut. I once did an outing up there for socialites. It’s short but covered up with charm. But you can’t join Fairfield, I hear, unless you’ve got a photo of your granddaddy sitting on Queen Victoria’s knee.

			Waialae’s another story. Not even interesting. A diddy-bump layout with a bunch of tall skinny palms on every hole and pineapples for tee markers. Somebody’s idea of atmosphere.

			Waialae is out past Diamond Head in a residential area for people who’ve got big-time stroke. The Beverly Hills of Honolulu. Guys shoot fifteen and twenty under on it for four rounds. Somebody’s always coming in with a 63 when I’ve played my ass off to get in with a 68. Hell, Julius Claudius even shot 60 on it a few years ago. Julius Claudius is what some of us call Davis Love III, that Roman numeral chasing his name around.

			I’ll probably skip Honolulu next year unless I can tie in an outing, rob some corporate sponges. Round of golf, dinner, Q-and-A, scoop twenty-five grand—Buenos noches, coaches.

			 

			SO WHAT
it is, the tournament’s history and I’m in my room at the Kalahammer Hotel, which is near Waialae. I was in a lagoon room where I could step out on the balcony and tell the pet dolphins about my birdies and bogeys. They bob up and look at you like they think they’re one of you or you’re one of them. I could have gone out and sought some nighttime entertainment but I’ve had about all the hooky-wooky I can take.

			I could have been over here even longer if I’d been eligible for the Mercedes on Kapalooey. The Mercedes is our first stop on the tour every year. It’s the old Tournament of Champions. You have to win a tournament to qualify for it, and I didn’t. I won’t comment on why I didn’t win anything last year, except to say it was obviously a plot on the part of your left-wing liberal nutbags to give America away to the sorry folks.

			If I’d been over here for two weeks I’d have really been up to my overlapping grip in raw fish, pineapples, grass skirts, little grass shacks, ukuleles, and poi.

			Poi. There’s a deal for you. It’s something they eat in Hawaii and pretend it don’t look like putty and don’t taste like rubber cement.

			I’d been warned to avoid poi. I’d succeeded for three years. But I finally got hold of some two nights ago. I was having a cocktail and letting this Hawaiian babe work me at the bar under the banyan tree at the Moana. She was wearing a painted-on blue T-shirt and tight jeans and possessed all the physical attributes that could make a man with no moral code fall deeply in love for twenty-four hours.

			She wasn’t a brown midget either, although you could tell she had some tan blood in her. Off-duty cocktail waitress is what she was. Had a name I couldn’t say without grinning. Louleenie is close.

			I was patient enough to listen to her tell me a bunch of Hawaiian lore, like I’m supposed to give a shit about Prince Kamookymocky and outrigger canoes and lava rocks.

			Somewhere along the way she got me to take a bite of poi. Just try it, she said. Man, you want to talk about a gag. I might as well have been standing over a three-foot putt to win the Masters.

			“You like?” she said.

			I couldn’t speak. I was busy trying to swallow that crap. It took me two or three minutes.

			I finally got it down, and I was so hot at her for even suggesting I taste it in the first place, I said, “You stupid wahine bitch, I wouldn’t fuck you with a Samoan’s dick.”

			I probably should have said bubble-head driver. It would have been more “politically correct” in case she was some kind of bleeding-heart clown. But that poi had me out the door. I left her sitting there, rack and all.

			I figured her not getting to hukilau a big-time PGA touring pro was punishment enough.
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			WHILE I WAS THREE-JACKING
around the pineapples, the tournament got itself won by the crowd-pleasing Knut Thorssun, friend of the stars, bulge of the shapely adorables, Sweden’s gift to morons in the galleries.

			Everybody knows Knut. Next to Tiger Woods and maybe Cheetah Farmer, our newest child star, you have to say Knut is golf’s most popular fellow. Him and his long tee ball and long blond hair and tight-fitting pants that often show off his bulge, the kind you see on a ballet dancer.

			I know for a fact the phony asshole pads his bulge, and I’d guess more than

			one bimbo has discovered it. This doesn’t matter to Knut, though. All he cares about is his image with the public. Mr. Golden Boy Long Ball Wagon Tongue.

			Knut swamped all of us at Waialae. He set a tournament record of 270 when the cup wouldn’t get out of the way of his ball. In his third-round 64 he only took twenty-three putts, which can sometimes get your ass kicked if it don’t get you sent to prison.

			Knut used to be a good friend. That was when he first came on our tour. He was just a simple Swede who never said much and laughed out loud at all the wrong things. If you’ve ever known any Swedes, you know their idea of humor is somebody pee-peed in the hot tub. Laugh har, har, bang fist on table. That’s Knut Thorssun for you.

			I started playing practice rounds with him when nobody else would, and when I found out he knew how to play bridge I invited him into our regular Tuesday night bridge game.

			Talk about gin all you want to, but bridge is the best card game to gamble at. Gin’s nothing but pick up the cards and hit the silk. Bridge is about half-cerebral.

			We traveled together for a while, and Knut being a tall, broad-shouldered, trim-waisted, blue-eyed guy with his blond mane, I have to confess he helped me get laid a few times—I swooped his culls.

			But all that was before Knut won himself the PGA at Oak Hill and the British Open at Birkdale—two majors to his credit—and became a European Ryder Cup star and therefore a favorite of the idiots among the sportswriters and the morons among the fans.

			Suddenly he’s Knut the Cute, Knut the Nuke. His all-time favorite headline in a moron Florida paper was THOR MORE NUCLEAR! Morons in the galleries started wearing buttons that said Knut’s Brutes, and no-slack dirty legs started showing up in T-shirts that said Thor’s Whores.

			I’m often asked to explain the difference between a no-slack dirty leg and a cut-slack dirty leg. It’s easy. Your cut-slack dirty leg is classier—you cut her some slack—whereas your no-slack dirty leg may well have a safety pin in her navel. But like they say about any dirty leg, stand close enough to her and you can hear the ocean.

			Knut loves all his nicknames. When you’re paired with him, you can see him light up, flash a big smile, every time he hears a moron holler, “Nuke ’em, Knut!” or “Let Thor eat!”

			All of which means he eventually got to send off for the arrogant kit. Shows you how to turn yourself into an arrogant prick overnight. I think you can order one from a Neiman Marcus catalog.

			Knut started to lose me the day we shared a cab from JFK to our hotel in New York City, the Four Seasons. Knut picked it for us. As far as I could tell it was conveniently located in the heart of the money funnel.

			This was after he’d won the British Open at Birkdale, four years ago. Cynthia, his wife, the ex-stew, wasn’t with him. She was minding the mansion back in Palm Beach, taking care of Sven and Matti, the unruly little shits they call sons. Knut rarely takes Cynthia and the little shits on the road with him. Puts a damper on his side gash.

			We both had commerce in New York. His agent at IMG, Killer Tom McBride, had scheduled a commercial for him to do—part of his ten million dollar golf ball contract—and had him a fifty million dollar apparel deal to discuss. My agent at Dotted Line, Inc., Smokey Barwood, had arranged an outing for me with meat distributors at Baltusrol in New Jersey.

			I’d never been successful enough to be represented by IMG, the powerhouse International Management Group, handlers of Tiger Woods and all other Babe Ruths that come along.

			So we’re unloading our things from the cab, and this was before the slow-moving doorman had decided to help us after I hit him in the palm. Knut’s got nothing but his briefcase in one hand while I’m loaded down with my own gear, things slung over my shoulders, but Knut casually tells me to grab one of his bags.

			“Grab your bag?” I said, looking almost practically dismayed.

			“Yes, the green one there,” Knut said, nodding at this vinyl-type carry-on deal sitting on the sidewalk.

			I said, “Grab this, man. I don’t grab the bag for Jack Nicklaus!”

			He’d started in the door of the hotel but turned around.

			“I am sorry, pal, I did not mean to insult you,” he said.

			“Of course not, pal,” I said. “You were just saying, hey, you no-major, somewhere-down-the-money-list crudball, pick up my bag and be happy you know me.”

			He said, “I do not think in such a way of you, Bobby Joe. You are an excellent player. You have very many fine attributes. You are a good driver and are quite adequate with the long irons. . . . Still, it is in my honest opinion, now that the subject has come up, that you need to work harder on your short game, particularly around the greens.”

			I could only stare at him.

			“I have been meaning to say this to you,” he said. “When you putt from off the edge of the green, you are not accelerating your putter at impact. You should use a firmer stroke. You must try to make your follow-through as long as your backswing. Do you understand?”

			“This is great,” I said. “A golf lesson. I’m standing on the sidewalk in New York City getting a fucking golf lesson from a fucking Swede. Maybe a Turk or a Serb’ll come by in a minute and gimme a swing tip. Do they play golf in Turkey? Serbs play?”

			“I am only trying to help you,” he said, and went inside.

			He didn’t hear me say to a lady entering the hotel, “Let Thor eat.”

			 

			IT WAS
the bridge game that did it for me.

			There are six of us who like to play on Tuesday nights on the road. I’m the game’s secretary. This means I find out which four are playing ahead of time. It will usually be me, Buddy Stark, Jerry Grimes, and somebody else. Buddy and Jerry are my two best friends out here. They’re easy to tell apart. Buddy is tall, a neat dresser, reads books. Jerry is short and stocky, reads USA Today.

			In the bridge game we cut for partners. It’s the honor system. I don’t believe any two guys have ever developed signals. One of us will have a suite so there’ll be a room to play in. We deal the first hand at seven, the last hand at midnight. It’s a long-established nickel-a-point game. Enough to hold your interest, but not enough to strap a serious hurt on you.

			I arrange for the food. Everybody chips in to pay for it. I see that the cuisine varies. Maybe I’ll pick up Kentucky Fried, or maybe I’ll go to Wendy’s, which has the best fast-food cheeseburgers, or maybe I’ll go to Sonic for country fried steak sandwiches and shakes. I have a crucial rule for going to the drive-through window. Never get behind a woman in a minivan. She’s there to order food for the whole little league team.

			Most guys wanted me to go to Kentucky Fried when Knut was still in the game—they liked to watch him eat.

			He’d hold the cards in one hand, lift a piece of chicken out of the barrel with his other hand—didn’t matter what piece, big or small—and you’d see him sort of run it across his mouth like a harmonica. You’d hear a sound that would remind you of a woodpecker, or more like a woodpecker with a muffler, and about five seconds later you wouldn’t see anything left but a slick bone, which he’d flip into a wastebasket.

			Buddy Stark once said, “Knut eating fried chicken would be at the top of the charts if a rapper did it.”

			Knut was my partner on this night at The Players Championship in Ponte Vedra. We were in a suite at the Sawgrass Marriott. Buddy and Jerry had been getting all the hair all night—the face cards—and we were losing pretty good, but suddenly I was dealt a scorpion.

			It’s the best hand I’ve ever picked up, or ever will. I was holding the the ace, king, queen, jack, ten of spades, and four other spades—nine in all—and the ace-king of hearts, the ace-king of diamonds, and a void in clubs. That’s a lay-down seven spades. A grand slam.

			In case you’re a bridge know-nothing, my hand was like picking up a royal straight flush in poker. Or better still, it was like holing out a three-wood for a double eagle in golf. My hand said nobody could take a trick but me if the bid was spades. I could trump a club lead, if somebody led a club, because I was void in clubs. That’s how it works in bridge.

			I played it cool and opened the bidding at two spades. I knew I’d wind up at seven spades, bid and made, but if I bid it up gradually there’d be a good chance Buddy or Jerry would double. None of us are master players and we were all likely to double a seven bid just on the chance that whoever was playing it would screw it up. A double meant heap big more points—more money—if you made the bid. Which was to take all thirteen tricks.

			Buddy passed and Knut bid three hearts. Well, I didn’t need his help in hearts. I didn’t need anything. I had more hair in my hand than the sixties. So I bid seven spades, close out, telling my partner I had a lock.

			But I didn’t get to lay it down and tell jokes. That’s because my old podnoo’s arrogance kicked in. He bid seven no-trump over my spades.

			This meant he would play the hand, not me, and he would play it in no trump, which, for you bridge know-nothings, means that the card led is the suit to be played for that trick. I was stunned. But I thought, oh, okay, Knut must have the ace of clubs, so it’s a lay-down seven no-trump. He has the ace of clubs and I’ve got everything else with my scorpion. Seven no-trump, bid and made, would score even more points than seven spades.

			Buddy routinely doubled, so I naturally redoubled, knowing we were going to take every trick, kick some serious ass.

			What then happened was, Buddy Stark, with an evil grin, led the ace of clubs. If the bid had been in spades, I could have trumped it with a low spade, taken the trick. But we were in no trump, thanks to Knut. When you’re in no trump, the highest card in whatever suit is led takes the trick. And in no trump, if everyone else is out of clubs, for example, you can lead a lowly, homeless, forlorn deuce of clubs and take the trick.

			I was shot in the heart. We were down one. I glared at Knut. He was staring at the ace of clubs like he didn’t know there was one in the deck. Then Buddy played the king of clubs. I was shot in the heart again. We were down two.

			“Are you kidding me!” I shouted at Knut, who was now looking at the king of clubs as if he wondered where that came from.

			Now Buddy led a small club to Jerry, who took yet another trick with the queen.

			“Jee-zus . . . fucking . . . Christ!” I yelled at Knut.

			Bim, bam, blooey. Having no stoppers in high clubs, we were down three before we hit a lick, and it was going to cost us a wing of the Taj Mahal, and all because the Swedish asshole took me out of spades, outbid his own partner—he knew best.

			And me with a once-in-a-lifetime hand.

			“Hmm,” said Knut. That’s all. While he looked bewildered that those clubs have killed us.

			“Gee, I’m sorry, Knut,” I now said, standing up. “It’s my fault. I should have just opened seven spades and laid it down . . . you ignorant . . . arrogant . . . no ace of clubs . . . Swedish . . . smorgasbord . . . subtitled . . . shit for brains . . . seven no-trump motherfucker!”

			It’s all part of Tour lore now. I did turn the table over and I did break out a Marriott window with a chair.

			I think any bridge player would understand my actions completely.

		

	
		
			
			3

			[image: image]

			I’VE BEEN OUT HERE SIXTEEN years.
I grab me a W every year or so. I swoop close to a million a year in official money now. But I’m pleased to report that my head’s never swoll up so much that I refer to myself in third person. Saying shit to interviewers like “Knut Thorssun knows the kind of golf Knut Thorssun is capable of playing.”

			I’m embarrassed for athletes who talk like that. Sounds like they’re not talking about themselves but some stud on the cover of Golf Digest or Sports Illustrated. It’s a cringe deal around my house.

			Not that it can’t be funny sometimes. Like the night I came out of this tourna-

			ment party in Atlanta and found Rickey Padgett, one of our top money winners, looking pissed and mumbling, “Rickey don’t like it when Rickey can’t find Rickey’s limo.”

			I’m proud to say I’m a native Texan. I’m even prouder that I come from Fort Worth, the city that gave you Ben Hogan and Byron Nelson—not that I’ve ever been drunk enough to compare myself with those immortals.

			When I was a kid trying to learn the game I was disappointed that I didn’t have a chance to play some of the courses Hogan and Nelson did. Public courses like Worth Hills, Katy Lake, and Oakhurst. They were gone by then. Worth Hills, the first 18-hole muny in town, became part of the TCU campus. Katy Lake, a 9-hole layout with sand greens, where Hogan used to win long-driving contests, has long since been part of a shopping plaza on Seminary Drive off I-35. And Oakhurst, a course where Hogan worked as a young assistant pro, has long since been nothing but a playground by the same name down below the cliffs of the Riverside neighborhood.

			Those courses were all designed by a man named John Bredemus. He was once a well-known track and field athlete. He ran and threw things against Jim Thorpe. Bredemus did courses all over Texas and he was the original designer of Colonial Country Club in Fort Worth, the course that was host to the 1941 United States Open Championship, an event which helped make my hometown famous for something besides the cattle drives and gunfights of the old Chisholm Trail days.

			A chain-smoking fellow named Craig Wood won that National Open, hitting shots with a cigarette in his lips and wearing a corset for his bad back. He’s the only man who ever started a U.S. Open double bogey, bogey on the first two holes, then went on to win it.

			Every time I’m home and drive past Worth Hills, Katy Lake, and Oakhurst, I can’t help but think about Bantam Ben and Lord Byron being out there honing their wedges as youngsters.

			Those places are historical landmarks, is what I say. There ought to be plaques. You know, like the kind you see on an old three-story house where some rich guy lived when he was president of a biscuit company.

			Glen Garden is still around. That’s the country club over on the southeast side of town where Hogan and Nelson caddied as kids and played that match for the caddie championship. This was while they were going to different high schools. Hogan went to my old school, R. L. Paschal, fight for the purple, which was called Central High in his day, and Nelson went to Poly, a school on the east side of town that was better known in my day for turning out street fighters with shaved heads whose idea of a conversation was “Hit him, Aubrey!”

			The straight lore on Ben and Byron’s caddie match is this: Hogan was one up at the end of nine and thought he’d won, but some members said, naw, you boys play eighteen holes. So they went nine more and Nelson was one up at the end of that—he was the champion. First prize was a two-iron and second prize was a five-iron, but Byron already had a two-iron, and Ben didn’t, and Ben already had a five-iron, and Byron didn’t, so they swapped prizes.

			I won two hunks of silver at Glen Garden in my amateur youth. It’s where I dusted Puny Reece, who weighed 250, to win the Cowtown Invitational, and where a year later I won the Men’s City when I dusted Greasy Waddell, who worked at a Texaco on University Drive.

			Greasy Waddell is the man who told me how to get out of jury duty one day. By chance the two of us were standing in line at the courthouse, waiting for the mean-looking women in charge to tell us when we had to serve, which would be a pain in the ass, or excuse us for now, which would be a win. There in line, Greasy said, “I’m gonna beat this deal.”

			“You are?” I said. “How you plan to do that?”

			He said, “It says here on this form that you have to be of good moral character and I don’t meet that.”

			“You don’t meet that?” I chuckled.

			Greasy said, “Why hell no. Like I’m gonna tell this lady, my whole married life I’ve always had a girlfriend on the side.”

			I stood there and watched him say that to the lady in charge, and I’m a sumbitch if she didn’t let him off, after she stopped laughing.

			I’m saving that up to use if I ever get called again.

			As far as Glen Garden goes, I can speak to the fact that it’s the goofiest layout in all of golf captivity. Glen Garden plays to a par of 37-34–71, and you can bust me if there’s a funnier back nine anywhere. It goes 4-4-5-5-3-3-4-3-3. That’s back-to-back par fives once and back-to-back par threes twice. There are other courses that have back-to-back par threes once—Cypress Point may be the best known—but back-to-back par threes twice? That’s just plain silly, although I never gave it any thought when I was a kid trying to make pars on the sumbitches.

			Glen Garden was designed in 1912 by Tom Bendelow, one of the early pioneers of golf architecture. He was a fellow from Scotland who came to America at the turn of the century and decided America needed more golf courses, even though he wasn’t a real estate developer.

			All this history comes in handy for me, of course, when I’m on the road and dining alone in a Courtyard Marriott.

			 

			GROWING UP,
I don’t know how I ever became interested in any kind of history, other than the part my granddad played in World War II. He flew thirty B-17 missions over Germany. He was a granddad I never knew, but I still heard about him every time my own dad didn’t like something some foreign country was doing on TV. He’d say, “Send G. T. Grooves back over there—he’ll straighten them scogies out.”

			I should have been interested in coat hangers and pot plants. George and Louise Grooves, my folks, owned and operated Purple Cleaners and later they owned and operated Horned Frog Florists.

			Both establishments were on Bluebonnet Circle in the general area of the TCU campus. My dad was a slow-death TCU football fan and his names for the establishments won out over Louise’s names, Bluebonnet Cleaners and God Loves Flowers. The stores were close to the little one-story cream brick house on Worth Hills Drive where I was raised.

			George Grooves never wanted to own a business where he couldn’t be the deliveryman. He liked to leave the place so he could stop somewhere and hit golf balls, or even sneak in a few holes while out on delivery. He kept his golf clubs in his blue ’68 El Camino. My mama drove the green ’65 Plymouth four-door, ran the businesses, and prayed for him.

			That Plymouth was the car I inherited when I entered Paschal High. Even though a lot of other students drove Corvettes and Mustangs, I have fond memories of the Plymouth, particularly those evenings in the backseat with Susan Evelyn Blanton, cheerleader and junior favorite. She didn’t invent the high school blowjob, but she made all-district in it.

			The dry cleaning business fell on hard times when customers found other cleaners in the neighborhood that didn’t burn holes in shirts and coats as often. My folks finally closed it down and opened up the florist shop in a location only three doors away. This put the florist shop even closer to the Oui Lounge, a TCU frat hangout where my dad could slip off for a beer.

			George was a tall, heavyset fellow, sort of a grump. Louise was a considerate, ladylike woman who wore glasses but came without a sense of humor. Her only enjoyment was going to Bible study at the Travis Avenue Baptist Church, and going to weekly meetings of the South Side Business & Professional Women. The B&PW was a group of ladies who were either divorced or widowed, or wanted to be divorced or widowed. Louise liked to remind me that life wasn’t funny—life was hard, save all your receipts, and “Please close those drapes, I have another migraine.”

			The florist business did okay during holidays, but at normal times my dad complained that not enough white people died every week. White people funerals meant flowers.

			At the breakfast table one morning I remember him turning to the obituaries in the Light & Shopper and saying, “Here we go again—four pepperbellies and three stove lids. . . . That’s it for today.”

			Louise said, “Mexicans and colored people buy flowers, too.”

			George said, “Not like they buy dope.”

			I was helping my dad deliver flowers by the time I was in McLean Junior High. That’s when he started me playing golf. He said I had a “natural swing.” He wouldn’t let me work at the shop in the summers—he wanted me to work at golf. He’d drop me off at a public course and say, “Hit it hard, compete hard, don’t get outbet.”

			He must have figured I’d learn enough that someday I’d be able to buy my folks the condo inside the gates at Mira Vista Country Club where they now live amid the rows of ungodly mansions, which causes Louise to gaze at them and say, “My Lord, the upkeep.”

			My dad’s seventy-five years old now and plays golf by his own rules—hit till you’re happy off No. 1, roll it over everywhere, mulligan every three holes, free throw every six holes, use one ladies tee on each nine.

			“Recreational golf ain’t meant to be agony,” he says.
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			A LITTLE KNOWN FACT ABOUT the
PGA Tour is that several of your big names out here would rather spend a week in a cage with squealing lunatics than play in the Bob Hope Desert Classic.

			That’s why they skip it every year. They like Palm Springs as a place. We all do. Great winter climate. But most of our “stars” hate the tournament. When you get right down to it, the only people who really like the tournament are the amateur slugs who clutter it up.

			You play five rounds on four different courses—Indian Wells, Bermuda Dunes, Tamarisk, PGA West. You’re scattered across the desert like Apaches looking for wagon trains to fuck with.

			The first four days you’re paired with three amateurs who come from all over. They’re either big-shot assholes or they have a letter that says they get to act like big-shot assholes all week.

			Only good thing is, the seventy pros who make the 72-hole cut get to play the last 18 among themselves, like a regular tournament.

			Incidentally, I don’t like the format either, and I don’t like desert golf, but I play there for one reason. All those big names who don’t enter open up good money spots.

			And let me make myself clear about desert golf. I don’t just not like it. I despise it. The courses are all the same. Fairways meandering through phony mounds and airlifted boulders, papier mâché mountains in the distance, slow greens, fake waterfalls, decorator palm groves, Brooke Shields lagoons, reptile exhibits, and how much cactus can you do?

			The Hope is the only desert golf I play. I duck Phoenix and Tucson and don’t even do outings that would be lucrative in the Scottsdale area. Not in years. Not since I read this story in an in-flight magazine. It pointed out that there are seventeen different kinds of esses—your rattle esses—in North America and sixteen of the sumbitches live in Arizona.

			That info must be a great sales tool for real estate agents. In my wildest dreams I can’t imagine a sane man naming a major league team the Diamondbacks, although I guess it speeds up baseball.

			I played good that week. Swooped $108,000 for sixth place. I shot 67, 70, 65, 67, 70 for a total of 339. That didn’t exactly threaten Cheetah Farmer’s winning 332, but I liked the way I hit the ball, tee to green, plus I drove it off the planet.

			I realized on the practice range why I’d been losing distance lately. I was taking the club away too fast, straining. That’s a natural mistake you can slip into. First thing I did was tee it up higher so it would stay in the air longer. Next thing I did was widen my stance so my heels were about even with my shoulders. Better for balance. The last thing I did was the hardest part, and one of the hardest things
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