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To Dad and Harvey, who gave me a passion for golf;
and for all those who love the game.

INTRODUCTION AND ACKNOWLEDGMENTS
The task of writing an autobiography, or more accurately a few of my experiences in life and golf, has been an interesting endeavor. I’m not really one to sit down with a tape recorder and talk for hours on end. I simply have too many things going on in my life to seclude myself and concentrate on just one project.
Recently I’ve been working with my architecture partner Bill Coore, on the Austin Golf Club right here in Texas, which will be my golfing home in the future. At the same time I’ve been trying to regain my enthusiasm for playing after spending two years preparing for the Ryder Cup matches in Boston. I have three precious daughters and a wonderful wife at home, where I try to spend as much time as possible.
And yet, after more than forty years of playing golf, I decided this was the time to write a book. I have surprised myself with the things that I remembered. Trying to capture my past has opened a floodgate of special memories and experiences.
I have been blessed with many friends, achievements, and honors in my life, and I owe them all to golf. Golf brought me closer to my father and introduced me to Harvey Penick, who taught me not only how to play the game but also so much about life. I’ve suffered heartache in the game, and not winning a major for my first eleven years on the Tour was difficult to accept given the number of good chances I had. But in the end the tough losses made my victories at Augusta even sweeter. My two Masters championships and numerous other tournament wins give me a great sense of pride. Winning the Irish Open, the World Cup, and playing on four Ryder Cup teams are also things I will never forget. Finally, having the chance to captain the United States team in Brookline, following a great legacy of captains, all of whom I’ve looked up to, was the pinnacle of my career. How could a golfer ask for more?
The lifelong friends I have made in golf will be with me well beyond my playing days. All of the acquaintances I have made over the years have confirmed to me that golf is indeed a gentleman’s game and that the integrity of the ladies and men who play golf is unmatched in any sport.
No matter how hard I have tried to put my golfing life into perspective and on paper, the task would not have been possible without the help of many people. I have been fortunate during my career to know many talented journalists and writers—Herbert Warren Wind, Dave Anderson, Dan Jenkins, Charles Price, Jim Murray, and Bob Green to name just a few. When I set about selecting a writer to help me translate my thoughts into text, I had many excellent choices before me. Early on, I leaned on Thomas Bonk, golf writer for the Los Angeles Times, to help get me started. Later, because of timing issues, most of which were related to my schedule, I asked my good friend Melanie Hauser, who has written so much about me during my career, if she would step in to complete the project. Because Melanie lives in Houston and teaches a course at the University of Texas in Austin, we were able to spend a concentrated amount of time on the book during the late summer and fall of 2000.
My wife Julie has been a great help to me in recreating the months leading up to the Ryder Cup matches and that historic week in Boston as well as my second Masters win in 1995. She was right by my side during these wonderful times, and I must say her recollections were most helpful in recalling these events. My longtime friend and agent, Scotty Sayers, whom I have known for thirty-eight years, helped with topic and list suggestions, proofreading, and confirming details that long ago slipped my mind.
Along with Julie and Scotty, I had a great time putting together the photo section of this book, and just as with writers, over the course of my career I have been lucky to know many creative photojournalists. Jules Alexander, Fred Vuich, Robert Walker, Brian Morgan, Frank Christian, and Phil Sheldon have captured many highlights of my career. And my sister Bonnie gave me wonderful scrapbooks of my childhood that have always been dear to me and proved very useful in this book. And of course my brother Charlie, who helped jog my memory from time to time.
Many people too numerous to mention have been helpful with this project, but I must single out a few. The “girls” at the office, including Kimberly Johnson, Janet Miller, Deena Geltmeier, and Sonya Hursh, have been invaluable, as have Mickey Holden, Martin Davis, and Danny Pounds and his staff at Pounds Photography. Also, the photo departments at Sports Illustrated, Golf Magazine, Allsport, the Boston Herald, and Golf Digest have been most accommodating.
The whole process of putting my thoughts into the final product has been fascinating. My friends Ike Williams and Larry Moulter helped us through the interview procedure for a publisher, and I appreciate the relationship that I have established with the staff at Doubleday. My editor, Shawn Coyne, is one of the most patient people I have ever known. The lists at the beginning of each chapter were Shawn’s idea. While my intent was to have a little fun sharing these with the reader, such lists have omissions by nature. The listings under each topic were arranged in no particular order.
While this book is my memoirs, the result is truly a team effort, and I sincerely thank everyone for their generous help and support.

PROLOGUE
(Ryder Cup tease, Brookline connection)
As I knelt beside the seventeenth green, my heart was pounding so hard it was about to fly right out of my chest. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, but there was no way to settle myself down. A voice crackled in my ear. Was someone in trouble on another hole? I didn’t know. I wasn’t listening to whoever was on the other end of my walkie-talkie.
The only sounds I could hear were the deafening cheers from the fifteenth hole reverberating through the trees as Jim Furyk closed out his match.
The impossible was unfolding in front of me. To my right the scoreboard was a blaze of American red with just the barest hint of European blue. Two black flashes on the lower half of the board indicated that a pair of matches were all square—Stewart vs. Montgomerie, and the one playing out in front of me, Leonard vs. Olazabal.
If only, I thought. If only—Stewart or Leonard—could halve his match, it would be over. A half point was all we needed.
One halve and we would win the Ryder Cup.
I rested my arm on one knee and waited as Justin Leonard lined up his putt. Everything was in slow motion. I opened my mouth, but nothing would come out. I tried to focus on the line, on the moment, on the look on Justin’s face, but my mind refused to settle down. I was too scared to think.
My gosh. If Justin can just halve this match, we’re going to win the Ryder Cup.
The sunlight slashed through the trees and I tried to catch my breath. I’d rushed to get here from the eighteenth green, where Mark O’Meara had just lost a close match 1-up. It was all coming down to this. To an unbelievable finish. An exclamation point for one team on an absolutely fabulous day.
Moments came flooding back, unfurling so perfectly, so effortlessly, it seemed as though I was in the midst of a dream. There was Tom Lehman stepping to the first tee and hitting the purest drive—straight down the middle—I’d ever seen. Hal Sutton who had played such fabulous golf all week. David Duval’s thirty-foot miracle on the tenth. Furyk’s steady win. Payne Stewart throwing his hands up and celebrating with the crowd. Raymond Floyd shaking his head and murmuring that he could feel something happening in those old trees.
I thought about The Country Club. This seventeenth green and everything that had come to pass right here. About Francis Ouimet and his house that was a pitching wedge away from where I was kneeling, just over there on Clyde Street. About the 1913 U.S. Open, when Ouimet, a nineteen-year-old caddie and part-time sporting goods salesman, beat the best players in the game—Harry Vardon and Ted Ray of England—in a playoff that awakened the game in America. About Ouimet’s ten-year-old caddie, Eddie Lowery, whose only piece of advice all week was just to keep his eye on the ball. About the twenty-foot downhill putt for birdie that forced the playoff. About the birdie at that same seventeenth the following day that gave Ouimet the title and changed the face of the game.
It was so ironic, so fitting, that it would come down to this moment on this green. The place where a rich man’s game had in one magic moment become a game for everyone; a stage today for what could be the greatest comeback in the history of the Ryder Cup.
My gosh. If Justin can just halve this match, we’re going to win the Ryder Cup.
What kind of a strange and wonderful trip had I taken to arrive at this precise moment in time with so much at stake? After a lifetime in golf, after two years as Ryder Cup captain, after months filled with details and preparation, after surviving a nasty issue about money distribution that might have torn us completely apart, after falling a heretofore insurmountable four points behind the European team the first two days, it had come to this. To one putt by one player on the one hole that meant more to American golf than any other in history .  .  . and maybe to me, too.
Brookline wasn’t just some small town on the outer edge of Boston. And The Country Club was no ordinary course. It was not only the scene of Ouimet’s Open, it was where my dad had brought me to play my first U.S. Junior Amateur in 1968; where I had first been struck by the beauty and detail of a golf course; where I began to love the history of the game; where I realized there was so much more to golf than playing eighteen holes.
The Country Club had gone wild that day in 1913. No American golf gallery had ever witnessed such an event or watched such an unbelievable story unfold in front of them. A kid with a ten-year-old caddie beats the top two players in the game to win the U.S. Open on a course next door to his house—well, how can you possibly explain it?
Things just happen in this game. Things that make no sense; things you can’t explain. Things that separate players in major championships; things that, when you feel everything is about to spin out of control, just seem to suddenly fall into place.
It may be as simple as a slight turn of the ball or the way it catches the barest edge of the cup and falls right into the hole. It can be a tree whose limbs part just enough to let a shot fly through; a piece of ground that kicks a ball back into a fairway when the only possible route is into the rough. They’re shots that change the course of a tournament, a match, a player’s life. Like that pitch-and-run Larry Mize hit in the dark at the 1987 Masters. Or Freddie Couples’ tee shot at the twelfth at Augusta in 1992, when the ball stuck to the bank instead of rolling back into Rae’s Creek. Or Bob Tway’s bunker shot at the PGA Championship in 1986. You get the idea.
That’s what makes golf so fascinating. Things happen unexpectedly. You ride out a storm that seems as if it could easily tear you apart, then suddenly you hole a bunker shot or a chip shot. You make two from the fairway. A sure two-putt falls in for birdie. A tournament, a match that seemed to belong to someone else, suddenly belongs to you.
Which brings us to right now.  .  .  .
Down on one knee, everything in slow motion, with Justin lining up his putt. The entire team is there, or it seems that way. We all know what’s at stake.
This was it. Europe had won the last two Ryder Cup matches—at Oak Hill in 1995 and at Valderrama in 1997. We had played well in those two matches—I was on the 1995 team—but the Europeans had played better. They had played together and always came up with big shots at just the right time. We just didn’t.
There’s certainly no disgrace in getting beat, but losing two in a row? The Ryder Cup is no longer just a friendly match that happens once every two years. It’s one of the biggest sports events in the world and the pressure to win is intense. You’re playing not just for yourself, but for your country. Your flag. Your teammates.
We were just plain tired of losing; of coming home shaking our heads and kicking ourselves; of wondering when we were going to capture some of that magic. We wanted to win, but there was no way the Europeans were going to roll over and just let us have the Ryder Cup.
I saw how losing had affected two close friends of mine—Lanny Wadkins and Tom Kite. They had captained the 1995 and 1997 teams, respectively, and they took their share of hits from the media. They were second-guessed for everything after they lost—Lanny especially for making Curtis Strange one of his captain’s picks. Curtis had won the second of his back-to-back U.S. Opens at Oak Hill, the site of the ’95 Ryder Cup, and was a good choice. But he just didn’t play the way he wanted to. None of us did. We all shouldered the blame. And Tom? He was criticized unfairly, mostly, I might add, for letting Michael Jordan ride along in his golf cart. As if who was in the cart had anything to do with the outcome of the matches.
Then there was Seve Ballesteros. One of Europe’s most dynamic and brilliant players and a Ryder Cup magician, some players on his team at Valderrama felt he was too demonstrative. But he won. So how can you criticize him for the results? Don’t ask me why, but they did. What really counted wasn’t the way he went about it, but that the Europeans played excellent golf as a team.
That Sunday, so did we. People forget that we came back from five points down that final day in 1997 and pushed the matches to the final hole of play. Believe me, that fact was not lost upon our team at The Country Club.
Losing? I never once thought about it. Neither did my assistants, Bruce Lietzke and Bill Rogers. It didn’t enter into our conversations. We were concentrating on one thing:
My gosh. If Justin can just halve this match, we’re going to win the Ryder Cup.
The putt was forty-five feet uphill with a couple of feet of break. I told myself we’d do well to halve this hole because Jose Maria’s putt—from twenty-five feet—was eminently more hole-able. As Justin stood over the putt, I remember thinking that the best we could do here was halve the hole with a two-putt.
An eerie silence fell over the green as thousands of fans held their breath. Everyone was trembling—players, wives, caddies, me, the assistants.
We had started the day trailing Europe, 10–6, with only the twelve singles matches to go. All European captain Mark James had to do was somehow manage four points out of those twelve matches to reach fourteen points to clinch a tie and retain the cup. But we were in the midst of the greatest last-day comeback in history. With two matches left on the course, we led 14–12.
A half-point from Justin was all we needed.
When I think about it now, I can’t help but smile .  .  . not necessarily because of the outcome, but because of the way fate always seems to step in.
I had that feeling all week. It wasn’t an act. I believed that our team, our players, were destined for something more than a last-day rally that would fall short.
I knew that people were wondering if I had lost it Saturday night when I pointed my finger at the media and told them I had a good feeling about all of this. Down by four points and talking fate? They thought I was crazy. But somehow I knew.
All I had to do was follow the thread that runs through Brookline—Francis Ouimet, two American victories in the Walker Cup matches, Curtis winning his first Open in ’88, my own experience in the Junior Amateur, and now the Ryder Cup. It was the perfect circle. It was a huge part of my life and golf history coming together.
Justin drew back his putter and the ball started to roll up toward the hole. As it crested the slope, I caught myself wondering if it was rolling too fast. I took a deep breath as it drew a bead on the hole. And the last four feet? I’ve never seen a ball with such eyes. The hole just swallowed it up.
The putt was an exclamation point to the most unbelievable comeback in Ryder Cup history. It sent chills down everyone’s spine and threw the world into orbit. I’m certain that people in downtown Boston could hear the cheers reverberate.
It was a moment that was absolutely in a dimension by itself.
It was fate.

1.
AUSTIN ROOTS
BEST AUSTIN TRADITIONS
Cisco’s Bakery for breakfast
The Hoffbrau
Dirty Martin’s
Lion’s Municipal Golf Course
Barton Springs
UT Football
Bert’s Barbeque
Jake’s (sadly, no more)
Butler Park Pitch & Putt

When you’re a kid, what do you need? A swimming pool. A backstop for baseball. A field big enough to get a football game going. A dirt road to ride bikes down. A front yard with trees laid out perfectly to serve as bases for the baseball game always underway. A mulberry tree whose branches provided the perfect escape for two brothers on a lazy Texas afternoon.
My brother Charlie and I used to climb that tree in our backyard at the end of the day and eat mulberries ’til our fingers turned purple. There was something wonderful about the taste, which changed with the seasons, and we always enjoyed the underlying certainty that one of us would get so carried away we’d pop one into our mouth before inspecting it for worms. It made for a lot of laughs and stomachaches during those years.
When you’re six or seven there’s no end to the fun you can have on a tree-lined Leave It To Beaver street like the one we grew up on in the Tarrytown area of West Austin. Rows of well-kept homes, trimmed hedges, and immaculate yards lined Bridle Path, where we lived in a cozy two-story home. The sprawling oaks in everyone’s yard provided shade on a hot afternoon, and we even had a vacant lot nearby, the perfect place to build two forts about fifty yards apart and have all-world dirt-clod wars with your best friends. I can still feel the sting of those clods. Texas dirt has so much clay in it that dirtballs make unbelievable missiles.
There was nothing we didn’t have back then, when kids didn’t have a care in the world. All around us, everywhere we looked, there was something to do, something to keep us interested and challenged and, in my parents’ view I suppose, occupied. Our neighborhood was filled with warmth, love, and fun. And, at our house, some kind of brotherly competition.
Charlie was just fifteen months older than me, so we grew up competing in everything. We shared a bedroom and a never-ending supply of teammates and friends, but he always seemed to be a head taller and a stride faster than me. So everything I got I had to earn. Like that old catcher’s mitt.
I must have been six when I decided that my future was behind the plate. My dad had been a star catcher at Baylor, and Charlie was already one of the best Little League pitchers for his age in West Austin. So when I saw the perfect catcher’s mitt in a catalog, I was convinced that the “hole” or pocket in the glove would catch the ball by itself. I was just eaten up with the thought of that mitt and kept pestering my dad for it, crawling up in his lap every night to show him a picture of it. He would always nod, but never say yes.
This went on for maybe two whole years until, one day, dad said if I could learn to catch Charlie, he’d get me that mitt. I begged Charlie unmercifully for three weeks—every day after school—until he gave in. Then, well, we wore out the lawn.
We found a perfect area, marked off the distance between the mound and home plate, and laid down towels that pretty well killed all the grass underneath and left us with the start of our front-yard diamond. Then Charlie started firing at me.
He threw balls at me into the dirt, over my head—anything but a strike. He had to make it tough on me and that little bitty glove I had that couldn’t catch a thing—that’s just what a big brother does to irritate you and leave a few bruises while he’s at it.
After a few months I started catching him, so I called dad over one night when he came home. Charlie made it tough, but I caught every pitch he threw. And Dad? He went down to Rooster Andrews Sporting Goods and bought my mitt. Over the years we tore up the lawn in the front yard with all of our games. No hedge or flower was ever safe from us; there wasn’t a sport that couldn’t be played under those trees. We’d customize the field, using trees for bases, which turned dangerous the day Andy Loudermilk, one of our neighbors, was rounding third and knocked himself flat at the third-base tree.
We had only one television channel in those days—KTBC—so we made our own fun. If we weren’t in the yard or on the street, we’d head over to West Enfield Park two blocks away to swim or play a pickup game with older guys like Chicago Cubs manager and longtime major leaguer Don Baylor, who started at center field for Austin High at the same time Charlie was a starter in right. Don used to hit rockets when we were kids, and we’d just stand there and ask him to hit it far. He would and we’d stand there duly amazed.
We moved into that house when I was four and it still looks the same. Oh, the trees are bigger and those bald spots in the lawn are all filled in, but the neighborhood—I live only a few blocks away—is still a kid’s paradise. And the dads? Like mine, they coach.
My father Charlie was the perfect blend of discipline and tenderness. One day he’d be wearing me out about something I hadn’t done; the next he was throwing that big old arm of his around my shoulder. Born and raised in Alabama, he looked so much like his old college suitemate and Sigma Nu fraternity brother Bear Bryant that people had trouble telling them apart. Especially since Dad used to play up the resemblance by wearing one of Bear’s signature houndstooth hats. And, when people asked what kind of a team he’d have next year at ’Bama, he never passed up a chance to tell them everything they wanted to know.
Dad spent only one year at ’Bama before transferring to Baylor, where his younger brother Allen was in pre-med. I don’t know what possessed him to stay in Texas after graduation, but I do know what kept him here—my mother, Pearl Vail Johnson. He was practicing law in Houston when he met my mother, who had graduated from the University of Houston and was teaching elementary school. They were living in the same boardinghouse in the Montrose area and everyone in the house kept trying to fix them up. They resisted for a while, but once they got together, it wasn’t long before they fell in love and were married—at that same boardinghouse. Mom, a fine piano player, played at her own wedding.
Not long after they married, my dad was offered a job at the attorney general’s office in Austin, and the Crenshaw roots in the capital city were permanently established. He served Governor Price Daniel, whose brother Bill had roomed with Dad in law school, and they became so close that when I was born, they named me Ben Daniel Crenshaw. Yes, after the governor.
My mother taught school in Austin while Dad represented a lot of companies, including 3M, in front of the state legislature, but his passions were golf and baseball. He loved baseball and coached Charlie and me when we were growing up. And it didn’t stop there. When Charlie played baseball at Texas, Dad was always in the stands, usually picking up a few tips while sitting with legendary UT baseball coach Bibb Falk.
Dad had a great way of making a point. When I was about eight I wanted a new rod and reel, so Dad used that to improve my batting stance. I had a habit of “stepping in the bucket,” especially against older pitchers I feared, and Dad was going to break me of it. He said, “Until you step towards that pitcher with your left foot, you’re not getting that rod and reel.” One day I stepped forward and got a really good base hit—and that rod and reel. That was his way. He would make us work hard and do something he wanted us to do so he could tell that we were learning. Then we would get a reward.
And, he was so kind to everyone. He made the whole team feel ten feet tall—no matter who was the star that day. He touched so many lives, and many guys I played sports with have gone on to coach Little League and soccer and kickball themselves—even me.
One thing that really touched me was, about three months before Dad died, he was carrying a little letter around in his pocket that Jerry Bell, a Houston attorney who had played on our Little League team, had written him. It was a beautiful, sweet little letter remembering the years in West Austin Little League and telling Dad that, as he coached his daughter and her softball team, all he could think about was wanting to coach like Dad. It made Dad very proud.
Dad loved everything about baseball and so did Charlie and I. So you can imagine how excited we were when Dad decided to take us to St. Louis on the train to see a Cardinals–Cubs game at old Busch Stadium. Dad had a friend from law school who knew Stan Musial and he arranged it so we could meet him. We got to meet Ernie Banks, too, and shake their hands and eat at Biggie’s—Stan Musial’s restaurant just outside the stadium. Imagine that as kids. We thought we were in heaven for those five days.
The whole trip back, Charlie and I—dressed up in our “good” clothes because that’s the way you traveled back then—ran all over the train. We wore Dad out. I think he was glad to get us back home.
Honestly though, while growing up we were surrounded by an unbelievable cast of characters. We played baseball and football with the sons of governors, politicians, and coaching legends.
I remember in 1963, Mark Connally, the son of Texas governor John Connally, was in school with us. President Kennedy was supposed to fly to Austin later that day and we were going to get out of school early. Just after lunch two state troopers came to school and took Mark and Scotty Sayers, now my agent and business manager, out of school. Scotty’s dad worked for the governor at the time and we didn’t know what to make of it. When school got out we learned that President Kennedy had died in Dallas and that Mark’s father had been wounded.
We lived and died with the University of Texas Longhorns because we knew football coach Darrell Royal and his staff. We were touched by many great events and people, which is just the way it is when you’re raised in the state capital and in the shadow of one of the finest universities in the country. But often it was years before we knew the stories behind some of the faces.
One night Dad brought home this short, balding man and called us away from one of our front-yard games. “Boys,” he said, “I want you to meet D. X. Bible.” Charlie and I didn’t know who he was, but he handed us a brand new J5V1 football with The University of Texas written on it. He told us he wanted us to take that ball and scuff the heck out of it. We did.
Bible had a sweet spot and came back a few other times, each time bringing us a new ball, but it wasn’t until later that I found out he was one of the most legendary and prominent coaches UT ever had. To me and Charlie, he was the guy with the footballs.
And there was Wilmer Allison, a 1930s tennis star, two-time U.S. Open doubles champ with John Van Ryn, and former UT coach, who was another of Dad’s friends. Colonel Allison had a group that always met at four in the afternoon for their putting match at old Austin Country Club. Without fail, Mr. Allison would show up with his old Ben Hogan putter in one hand and his glass of “lemonade” in the other. I used to laugh about how much he liked those lemonades, which I later learned were laced with vodka.
Dad played in those games and so did Walter Benson, a tremendous ball striker who couldn’t putt worth a lick—poor soul. The fourth player was Ted Whitlock, who always putted with the same ball. It was so old it was yellow; so worn and slick you could hardly see where the dimples once were. I used to watch them putt for hours, going around and putting different putts, Mr. Allison sipping “lemonade” and the whole group laying down a few friendly bets along the way.
It was a game, and Harvey Penick, of course, loved for people to play games. Harvey .  .  . there’s so much to say about him and his teachings, but for the moment, I’ll just remind you that he was the pro at Austin Country Club. He took the job at age seventeen and was still teaching when he died in 1995.
Harvey thought people learned golf by playing games—whether it was eighteen holes, a chipping contest, or one of Mr. Allison’s afternoon matches. There was no better way, and if he saw the same person putt the same putt ten times or work on the same shot for hours, he would wander over and tell him not to do that. “What you’re doing for that particular putt is good,” he would say, “but will you ever have this particular putt again in your life? Every putt you hit from now until the day you die is different. So why not hit different putts?
“Learn your touch, learn your speed, and learn to put pressure on yourself in a simple little competition.”
That was beautifully simple to me. And it was exactly what Mr. Allison and his group were doing.
By that time Harvey had put my first club—a cut-down mashie—in my hands, and golf was beginning to wear spots of its own in the front yard. Golf was also not too kind to the windows in the area, some of which were taken out by a stray swing or two. That’s when Mom made certain we stopped hitting real golf balls in the yard and switched us to Wiffle balls. For certain they could make their way into uncharted territory—and often did—but they didn’t break anything in the process.
When we took up golf, Charlie of course was better than me. But we both loved it and would spend hours hitting—or at least trying to hit—shots.
Not long after Harvey gave me that first club and I started making time between baseball and football to practice, Mr. Allison decided that I needed my first putter, so he gave me a little hickory-shafted Burke putter. He claimed that Bobby Jones had given him the putter, but it didn’t look at all like Calamity Jane because it didn’t have a gooseneck.
Calamity Jane was a Winton given to Jones by a member of the Nassau Country Club. He later had Tom Stewart, a club maker at St. Andrews who made his irons, make copies of it. But the one I had wasn’t even a copy.
I learned to putt with that old club and, just maybe, a little of Jones rubbed off on me all those years ago. I reshafted it to adult size, but I have been thinking about cutting it back down to the kid-size it once was because that putter and Jones have meant so much to my career. Ironic, isn’t it, that a club I first touched fortysomething years ago still touches my heart.
My whole childhood was like that. From Dad, who would call up at the last second and inform us he was bringing four home for dinner, to my mother who had the patience of Job and a way—usually—of making everything better, to my sister Bonnie, who was ten years older than me, smart as a whip, had a wicked sense of humor and, I really think, just tolerated Charlie and me. We did everything little brothers are supposed to do—get into all her things, burp when her boyfriend came to the house, bother her to no end—and she loved us nonetheless. Bonnie is married now, a librarian in Montgomery County, just north of Houston, with two great boys, and sometimes I think she still just tolerates us.
My mother? She was the sweetest woman who ever lived—and along with Harvey was one of the two kindest souls I’ve ever known. I know that sounds like a son talking, but just ask around Austin. Everyone who knew her would tell you the same thing. She taught sixth grade at Brykerwoods Elementary—Charlie and I went to Casis Elementary—and played piano at Sunday school and assorted parties where she and Jimmy Demaret would team for songs long into the night. She was so loving, so giving, so practical. There wasn’t anything she wouldn’t do for us.
She was a good athlete herself growing up in Virginia and I’ve thought I may well have inherited some of my touch and feel from her. Of course, we loved her cooking—what son can turn down a great southern meal like tuna casserole, fried chicken, or fresh vegetables every night?—and her smile. She always had a smile on her face. Plus, she had a great sense of humor and was always making up these little limericks and verses to entertain Charlie and me. She could make a limerick out of anything. Even ketchup—“Shake and shake the ketchup bottle, none will come and then a lot’ll.”
But even Mom had her breaking point. She would only take so much—especially from me and Charlie—and then she put her foot down. And the whole house knew it. She’d cut us so much slack and then we’d push her just a little too far. She’d come out front, grab a switch off the bush, and take off after us. And, believe me, she connected many times.
I laugh now, but it wasn’t too funny back then. Neither were those rough days when nothing would go right and it seemed as though nothing could make you feel better. Nothing, maybe, but Mom.
My first three days at Austin High someone stole my lunch right out of my locker. It wasn’t your basic lunch, mind you, but a Dagwood sandwich—you know, a sandwich two times the size of any sandwich you’ve ever seen, stuffed with just about everything in the refrigerator from lettuce to salami, tomatoes, cheese, mustard and .  .  . you name it.
Anyway, my locker was in a hallway underneath the street that connected the old part of the school to the new part, and someone summarily stole those Dagwoods. For three days.
I came home the third day with a sad look on my face and Mom said, “What happened, Bennie?” I told her and she said, “Oh, that’s terrible.”
Fifteen minutes later she came back. “I think I have a way to fix this,” she said. “I’ll make a Thor sandwich.”
Thor was our dog—a Norwegian elkhound who spent most of his time in our backyard. That’s where Mom got the fixins for the sandwich—three-day-old Thor reminders, the kind you slice, put between slices of bread with a little lettuce and cheese and no one would ever know. Until they bit into it.
I took it to school the next day and it was stolen. But it was the last time it was stolen.
We laughed hard about that for many years. That was Mom. She and Dad were so affectionate, so loving. We were so lucky. Hugs every morning and every night. And those special moments like making a Thor sandwich, or the afternoon no one would play golf with me or pay me any attention.
I was so upset that I walked over to Muny—the real name is Lion’s Municipal
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