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For my adventuresome wife, with love




Nodding toward Shivas

Though the protagonists of both Michael Bamberger’s To the Linksland and my Golf in the Kingdom led the authors to spiritual adventure and discovery, Bamberger’s book is nonfiction and mine is largely fiction. But both accounts, we agree, point to the same kind of enchantments that golf provides. They are both part of a developing awareness among amateur and professional golfers alike that the game can trigger illuminations like those of famous shamans and mystics. And they both testify to a greater life that is pressing to be born in us.

Michael and I started to talk about this as soon as we met in 1992. We agreed with John Updike’s claim that golf, among all sports, is “the most mysterious, the least earthbound, the one wherein the wall between us and the supernatural is rubbed the thinnest.” It was as if we had entered C. S. Lewis’s Narnia together and had a stupendous story to tell. And so I welcome Michael’s decision to republish To the Linksland. His journey with John Stark needs to be told and retold. We never know when the veils of our spiritual depths will drop, and when we might experience joys beyond our normal understanding. His book reminds us of that.

Michael Murphy,

Mill Valley, Calif.

August 2023




PART ONE Going Out


You may take it from me that there are two kinds of golf; there is golf—and tournament golf. And they are not at all the same thing.

—Robert T. Jones, Jr., Down the Fairway






CHAPTER ONE Out

I think the man liked my wife. He kept saying to her, “If you want to eat, eat now. No food till we get to Port Bou.” He was a trim man, with long white sideburns and a tiny head, and his clothes—his sneakers and pants and vest and cap—all bore the crest of a great sporting-goods manufacturer. His voice, warm and slightly drunk, sounded vaguely familiar. I had never before met this little man, and yet I felt I knew him. Who was he? Where had I heard that burr? He looked at my golf bag. I looked at his crests. He looked at my wife. No introduction seemed necessary.

Why were we there, newlyweds, sitting on the cold floor of a train station in St. Raphael, a small seaside cathedral town in the south of France? Because the wooden benches were filled with sleeping soldiers returning from war. Because we had nowhere else to be—we had given up our apartments, our jobs, our former lives. Because, just like the little man standing before us, we were waiting for the overnight train to Port Bou, working our way to the next stop, and trying to beat a night’s rent doing it.

I wondered if he would be in our compartment. A private cabin was not in our budget. A month earlier, we had been rich: I had been a reporter on The Philadelphia Inquirer and my wife had managed big accounts for a New York advertising agency. We had ridden in taxicabs. But in February of 1991 she quit her job and I took a leave from mine so that I could become a caddie on the European golf tour and so that she could join me. I did not have to convince her. The tour stopped in Paris and Madrid, London and Florence, Brussels and Milan, the Scottish highlands, the north coast of Portugal, the south of France. We wanted adventure. We wanted to be overseas. The very word excited us. We wanted to open our lives to surprise. Some people said we were dropping out. One person asked if my move, from reporter to caddie, was “lateral.” The answer, I suppose, depends on how you view newspapering and how you view caddying and if you know what it means to make a lateral move. I wanted to lead the life of the professional amateur, the man who earns a living wage, and not more, for being around the thing that consumes him, the thing that fascinates him, the thing that he loves. My wife wanted to travel.

Maybe I sound like the guy who corners you in the cafeteria at lunch on Monday and relives for your benefit every stroke he took in his Sunday game. I am not that guy. With rare exception, I am not interested in the rounds of golf I’ve played. My best games are ahead of me. I fully believe that, now. It is the promise of improvement that makes golf captivating. We all want to improve, but how do we know if we have? Normally, in this world, we must rely on the evaluations of others. But in golf, in so many ways a bodiless game, the results are wholly tangible. How many whacks? Each player must decide for himself if he is improving. Golf can be selfish, which is its weakness, but it requires honesty, which is its ultimate strength. I didn’t know this stuff a year ago, before my travels. But the trip changed my thinking, it changed me. I am seemingly the same person on the outside but strangely altered internally.

As my wife and I were packing in February of 1991, deciding what to bring and what to leave behind, I was afraid to tell my friends, family, colleagues, and bosses the truest purpose, the ultimate goal, of my trip. I feared that it sounded so small. Now I realize the true size of its scope, and I’d like to tell you because I think you’ll understand and because I am no longer afraid: I wanted to improve.

I remember the day when I first realized I needed help. I was on the practice tee of a Palm Beach resort, lashing at striped balls with a sort of desperate energy. Next to me was an old hunched man, a man of wealth and accomplishment long done pushing ninety, slapping one meek ground ball after another in the general direction of a fifty-yard marker. A youth working the range, a collegian of mindless good cheer, watched a single swing and announced, “You’re hitting them well today, Mr. Hartmann.” And Mr. Hartmann turned slowly on his spikes, leaned on his driver, and said, “Young sir, I am running out of time.” And right then I came to a realization: I am Mr. Hartmann; I am that man!

But why did I have to become a caddie on the European golf tour in order to seek betterment? Why couldn’t I just go to one of those golf schools in Arizona or Florida or New Mexico? Because the golf schools are held on courses financed by the sale of condominiums. Because they are run by men trying to make money. Because the instructors are experts in a narrow area, the golf swing. I wanted to make a study of the game.

I wanted to search for the primal heart of golf, which has been subverted in the United States by hundred-dollar green fees and five-hour rounds and motorized carts and private-club snobbishness and numbing golf telecasts in which touring professionals, the players who embody our notion of golfing excellence, toil laboriously. The European tour struck me as a vast and unexplored territory. In the back pages of Golf World there always seemed to be a picture of a ruddy-faced professional wiping windblown hair out of his eyes with one hand as he reached for a driver with the other, and the cutline had something about so-and-so’s play in the French Open or the Portuguese Open or the Spanish Open or the Irish Open. The European tour seemed exciting, loose, and fun. I knew it was producing players unlike anything we had in the United States: Ian Woosnam, a tiny Welshman of unbridled strength and a fiery temper; Bernhard Langer, a stoical German with manic dedication to precision; Sandy Lyle, a large, amiable Scotsman who played large, amiable golf; José-María Olazábal, a Spaniard engrossed in a quest for mastery and uninterested in swing mechanics; Nick Faldo, an Englishman obsessed with swing mechanics in his quest for mastery; and Severiano Ballesteros, the Spanish artista, the most captivating golfer in the world. The Europeans, with Ballesteros as their prototype, were players of creativity and flair and style.

That’s what American golfers used to be. For most of the twentieth century, the best U.S. golfers were indisputably the kings of all golfdom: first Jones, then Hogan, briefly Palmer, then Nicklaus, and lastly Watson. Everybody studied them. But something insidious happened to American golfers after Watson’s reign. They became stagnant. I did not think the players I saw on TV and at American tournaments could truly be the high priests of world golf. If they were, they would have shown more vitality, more vigor—there would have been an aura enveloping them. In the 1950s, players used to weasel their way into practice games with Hogan because they wanted to rub up against his magic. Who had the magic now? Where could I find it? At the Shearson Lehman Hutton Open? I didn’t think so. At the Scottish Open? A definite possibility.

Scotland itself was a dream. I viewed it as a homeland: the place where the game took root centuries ago, but also, I hoped, the place where the game breathed free. In the United States, golf and class-consciousness were inextricably (and needlessly) bound. I imagined golf in Scotland as a true national pastime, an activity that linked a citizenry that liked the idea of finding common ground. In my mind, Scotland was a place where the crunching sound of cleats against the brick floor of a clubhouse served as an invitation to play nine more, starting in the long, late dusk and holing final putts by the light of the moon. Scotland, I figured, would be good for my game. It was in need of help. I was mired in a thirteen-year slump. That is to say, from the time I first became infatuated with the game, as an eighth-grader taking golf in gym class, through the summer of ’78, after my senior year of high school, I steadily improved. And then I began a long period of deterioration. I was never your prototypical duffer. My game had the superficial veneer of competence. But something wasn’t clicking. The head-to-body messages were coming in garbled. I could not stop flailing away at the ball. I think I lacked inner peace. Or maybe I just stank.

All through the decline, my love for the game was unwavering—intensifying, actually. I don’t think I was like the man who grows increasingly obsessed with the woman he cannot have (although I don’t discount that possibility, either). My unsatisfying play opened new vistas. I found that the more interested I became in golf, the more interesting the game became.

That happens. In time, the physicist in you becomes fascinated by swing mechanics. The psychologist in you becomes interested in the mind’s control over the body; the architect in course design; the engineer in club design; the sociologist in the interaction of golfers; the mathematician in gambling odds; the accountant in score-keeping; the lawyer in rules; the historian in the golf of preceding generations.

And the dreamer in you becomes fascinated by professional golf. Golf is strange that way. Almost every person who plays follows professional golf with something approaching befuddlement. More than any other athlete, the professional golfer looks normal; his physical ordinariness is a ubiquitous reminder of our limitations. So what makes him so special? That’s one of the reasons I became a caddie on the U.S. golf tour in 1985—I wanted to get closer to the people who seemed closer to figuring the game out. I wanted to be immersed in the world of golf, surrounded by all the tilted theories it generates and helpless devotees it attracts. When I got out there, I discovered that the pros were a lot like us; they were worried about hooked drives and pushed iron shots and stubbed putts, just like you and me. The chief difference was their standards. I remember caddying for a tour player who became enraged after fouling up a simple shot. He had intended to draw a 7-iron shot and keep the ball below the hole but instead the shot faded and finished twenty feet above the hole. He turned red and purple and declared publicly his worthlessness. He grabbed the putter from me and funneled all his temporary hatred for the game into effort and sank that twenty-footer. Do you think he smiled after the birdie? He did not. Oh, I loved being out there.



The summer of 1990 was too hectic. I was covering the Philadelphia Phillies for my paper, The Philadelphia Inquirer. I proposed to Christine in June, in Chicago, a few hours before a Cubs-Phillies matinee. Christine was living and working in New York but was often on the road. I was often on the road. Our roads crossed too infrequently. A few days after the final game of the 1990 World Series we were married. A few days after that we were in Haiti, on our honeymoon, and I was fast discovering what it meant to be married to an adventurer. It was the first of November, the day after Halloween and a voodoo holy day. The air smelled of spices and there were hissing sounds from the bushes. Haiti had been her idea.
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The author interviewing Arnold Palmer. The photo was taken by Howdy Giles, Arnold’s longtime dentist.



“Well, what do you think we should do?” I asked.

“Find a voodoo ceremony,” she said. In the past year, she had been in the Amazonian jungle and on safari in Africa.

“I meant in our married lives.”

“Keep exploring,” she said.

Three months later, she quit her job and I took a one-year leave from mine. We sublet our New York apartment and gave up the one in Philadelphia. We packed up two suitcases, I put a golf bag over my shoulder, and on the twenty-fourth of February we headed off for St. Raphael and the Mediterranean Open, the first big stop on the European golf tour’s 1991 season. Our plan was loose: I’d caddie our way to Scotland, and then we’d go exploring. I made wallet-sized copies of the tour schedule (through the Scottish Open) for both of us.



	DATES

	TOURNAMENT

	LOCATION




	Feb. 28–March 3

	Mediterranean Open

	St. Raphael, France




	March 7–10

	Balearic Islands Open

	Majorca, Spain




	March 14–17

	Catalonia Open

	Tarragona, Spain




	March 21–24

	Portuguese Open

	Oporto, Portugal




	March 28–31

	Florence Open

	Florence, Italy




	April 11–14

	Jersey Open

	Jersey, United Kingdom




	April 18–21

	Benson & Hedges International

	St. Mellion, England




	April 25–28

	Madrid Open

	Madrid, Spain




	May 2–5

	Cannes Open

	Cannes, France




	May 9–12

	Spanish Open

	Madrid, Spain




	May 16–19

	Italian Open

	Milan, Italy




	May 24–27

	P.G.A. Championship

	Virginia Water, England




	May 30–June 2

	British Masters

	Woburn, England




	June 6–9

	Murphy’s Cup

	York, England




	June 13–16

	Belgian Open

	Waterloo, Belgium




	June 20–23

	Irish Open

	Killarney, Ireland




	June 27–30

	French Open

	Paris, France




	July 3–6

	Monte Carlo Open

	Monte Carlo, Monaco




	July 10–13

	Scottish Open

	Auchterarder, Scotland





One morning, early in that first week on the Côte d’Azur, I left our little hotel, shabby but adequate, shortly after six, seeking coffee and a croissant and a ride to the course. The fog was lifting off the streets of St. Raphael and daylight was breaking. Across the street and out of the glimmer a body emerged, little and trim and wearing a cap. I couldn’t tell if the body belonged to a player or an official or a caddie, but it definitely belonged to golf. He called out to me, with a hint of a brogue, “All right?” It was a welcoming.

Now, as I write down this little memoir of my golfing adventure, I remember. Now I know why the voice at the train station—the one advising us to eat then or wait for Port Bou—sounded familiar. The voice belonged to the man who had welcomed me back to golf.
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Peter Teravainen, an economics major at Yale, turned pro and started playing the world with one goal above all others: make more money than you spend.





CHAPTER TWO Teravainen

For a long time, in the agate type of newspaper columns, I had followed the distinctive Finnish name of Peter Teravainen. I knew from golfing friends that he had been born and raised in Massachusetts and educated at Yale, and that he was living in Singapore and studying Buddhism with his Singaporean Buddhist wife. Teravainen was described as a hard-swinging, theory-spewing touring professional in his mid-thirties, the son of a gym teacher and a nurse, who reveled in the rough-hewn golfing life he had made for himself playing the European tour. I had written to Peter before our departure, asking him for a job as his caddie. I cited my previous work experience. He wrote back and said he’d take me on for two tournaments. After that, I’d be on my own.

I met him for the first time two days before the start of the Mediterranean Open in St. Raphael. Peter turned out to be a heartily built bespectacled man of nearly six feet, with thinning brownish-blond hair, strong tanned hands, and a lined, intelligent face anchored by a sturdy nose. He had small teeth, a broad forehead, pale blue eyes, and perfectly manicured fingernails, which somehow prevented him from looking haggard.

“I play a full schedule,” Teravainen said on our first day together. We were climbing up and down the hills of a contrived Robert Trent Jones development course—the venue for the Mediterranean Open—and I had his bag on my back. I was a caddie again, and I was happy. “I feel that if there’s a golf tournament somewhere and they’re offering money and I can get in, I should be there.” In the previous week, Peter had played in a small tournament in Girona, Spain, and after it he made the two-day drive to St. Raphael in a two-door rental car, sharing the cramped space with his traveling partner, Bill Malley, a former U.S. Public Links champion; Bill’s wife, Rose; two huge golf bags; and half a dozen suitcases. Prior to Girona, Peter had planned to play in a tournament in Dubai, United Arab Emirates, but it had been canceled—Peter thought unnecessarily—because of the war in the Gulf. So he played instead in a tournament in Singapore, his adopted homeland.

He was starting his tenth year on the European tour. He first came over in 1982 because he couldn’t earn a spot on the lucrative U.S. tour. Though there was far less money on the European tour, there was far less competition, too. Before long, he was a regular.

In 1984, Peter played twenty-three tournaments in twenty-three weeks, with the burden of rugged travel between stops—ferries, rental cars, trains, buses, standby flights—always with the bag on his back and a suitcase in each hand. He thought nothing of playing in ten or eleven consecutive events. In Europe, most players regard five or six straight weeks as beyond grueling and on the U.S. tour four or five is considered the outer limit. Even three successive tournaments can turn a player’s brain to mush: in a professional stroke-play competition, money changes hands on every shot and the stress can be overwhelming. To play as much as he wanted to play, Peter had to find ways to reduce the stress. That’s why several years ago he stopped gambling during practice rounds. Some players want something at stake during their practice games so they can simulate the emotions of tournament play. Others need to make money; on the European tour there are still players trying to pay their motel rents through extracurricular play, as there once were on the U.S. tour. Peter’s retirement from gambling put him in the minority. But he figured his mind was burdened enough during the four competitive rounds that comprise the typical tour event (two qualifying rounds, followed by a thirty-six-hole cut that eliminates about half the field, and then two more rounds). He viewed practice rounds as a chance to commune with the course. Often he played by himself, first thing in the morning, without even a warm-up. Before long, I realized that some of Peter’s colleagues thought of him as antisocial, but that was a misunderstanding. He was just trying to preserve himself.

A friend once suggested to Peter that he might play better, and make more money, by competing in fewer events, but Peter ignored the suggestion, even though he acknowledged that it might be true. He believed that the life of a touring professional must include struggle: play hard, sleep rough, travel cheap, carry cash.

Teravainen developed certain attitudes toward his profession early in his career and they have stuck. In 1980 and 1981, he attempted to play the U.S. tour, but his game was too undeveloped and he found himself always scraping to get to the next stop. He thought of his hardscrabble existence as a sort of apprenticeship until the day he realized it was, in fact, a way of life. That day came in the winter of 1980, during a practice round for a Monday qualifying round for the Bay Hill Classic, a tour event in Orlando, Florida. Peter and two other young players had joined up with Mike Hill, a thickly calloused veteran. They were sitting on a bench, waiting for the group in front of them to get out of range when the discussion turned to John Cook.

“Who in the hell is John Cook?” Hill said.

Teravainen was surprised; he figured everybody knew who John Cook was.

“He’s a former U.S. Amateur champ,” somebody piped up cheerfully. Cook won the title in 1978, the year Teravainen graduated from Yale.

Hill thought the comment came from Peter and stared at him. “Amateur golf,” he said, “don’t mean shit.”

Peter was embarrassed, but he immediately understood Hill’s meaning: amateur golf was a pleasant diversion; professional golf was a life, a life of struggle that allowed no time for niceties like amateurism. For Teravainen, that one terse comment from Hill proved to be important in his professional education. It helped him develop his credo.

Since turning professional in 1979, Peter has had one goal above all others: to make a living solely by playing tournament golf, and to make it without the accoutrements common to the modern pro. As much as he can, he tries to go it alone. When I met Peter, he had no teaching guru, no travel agent, no manager, no psychologist, no equipment endorsements, no professional caddie, no clothing contract. He wanted to stay independent. He felt corrupting influences lurked everywhere.

I did not see him in danger of being offered a clothing deal. For any clothing manufacturer, an association with Peter would be dangerous. There was nobody left on the European tour, and probably nobody left in golf, who dressed like Peter. He was a fashion renegade.

Starting in the 1960s, and right through the middle of the 1980s, there was a uniform for the professional golfer adopted worldwide: snug polyester pants with built-in belts, often plaid but sometimes brown, worn with Munsingwear shirts, usually white or yellow, with stiff pointed collars.

Then there was a revolution. Golfers, lagging several years behind the rest of the free world, discovered the so-called preppie look: loose cotton pants, often khaki-colored, with four pockets and without a built-in belt, worn with loose-fitting polo shirts with soft, rounded collars. (Since then, there has been a counterwave, a drift toward loudness affecting only those players who will wear anything if they are paid enough money: shirts patterned with large, bright, dizzying geometric shapes, lavender sweaters with two-foot-high nineteenth-century golfers embroidered on the fronts.)

Peter took no part in the revolution. Had his sartorial tastes been influenced by the stereotypical dress codes of his schools—before Yale, he had attended the Tabor Academy, a prep school in Marion, Massachusetts—you might have expected him to feel right at home in the khakis and polos. If he had been modestly rebellious, you might have expected him to go one step further, to preppie dishabille: wear the khakis rumpled, wear the polo shirts faded, maybe wear red socks. But Peter, who attended both Tabor and Yale on scholarship, was a reactionary: he borrowed his style straight from Mike Hill, circa 1970, and held on to it. The collars on Peter’s golf shirts were stiff enough to accommodate a tie. His favorite pants, made of wholly unnatural fibers, were slate gray and shiny, with an off-white pinstriping, tight at the hips and thighs, then slightly flaring from the knee to the tops of his shoes. Great trousers. He wore them twice in that first week on the Côte d’Azur.

His swing was distinctive, too. Teravainen belonged to the brute force school; off the tee, he was as long as anybody. Occasionally during his swing he grunted. Teravainen had so much unspent energy at the traditional concluding point for a full swing—hands neck-high, with the shaft of the club over the shoulder and pointing down the back—that he sometimes swung the club again, hard and in reverse, returning to his starting point. Among his colleagues, Peter’s swing had a nickname: the Whiplash. Once, in a tournament in Switzerland, Peter swung so hard he fainted and in the fall sprained an arm. Peter’s swing was unteachable. It came from within.

People said that if he refined his swing, there was no telling what he might do. But Peter was not interested. He expected that the refining period would cost him money—professional golfers are usually flubs when they are making changes—and by the time the adjustments took effect, if they took effect, Peter feared he would be too old for tournament golf. Moreover, seeking refinement would have required Peter to have a teacher, and that was not something he wanted.

That’s unusual. Virtually every player on the U.S. tour has a person to whom they entrust their swing. Most players on the European tour, although a smaller percentage than on the U.S. tour, have golfing mentors, too. There are tournament weeks in which Faldo has his teacher, David Leadbetter, follow him around for eight or more hours a day: four on the course, a couple on the practice tee, a couple on the putting green. Bob Torrance—the father of Sam Torrance, a perennial Ryder Cup player—was formerly a Scottish club professional who now travels the European tour full-time, giving instruction to a score of players, including Woosnam. Sandy Lyle, a former Masters and British Open champion, returns to his father, a retired club professional. There are notable exceptions. Ballesteros is largely self-taught and has no regular coach, although he’ll talk to just about anybody. Olazábal is completely self-tutored. If he has a problem, he works it out himself. Teravainen’s just the same.

Peter has his own method. His hands are low at address. In his grip, Peter’s left thumb is exposed, in contrast to classical instruction, which preaches that the left thumb must be covered by the right hand. In his take-away, Teravainen defies the modern method, for he does not fan the club face open. Instead, he brings the clubhead back in a shut position, with the toe of the club pointing to terra firma, a somewhat Palmeresque move. Peter has a massive hip turn and shoulder turn and at impact, and in a blur, he throws his hands through the ball with a mighty, last-second flick. Boom! His swing is not lovely or pretty or poetic. It’s deadly.

From the time he took up the game at age nine, through his graduation from Yale, Peter, for the most part, taught himself. He was the Ivy League golf champion in his junior and senior years and he was one of the better amateur golfers in New England in the late 1970s. But his game was not nearly advanced enough to earn him a living as a touring pro, which is what he wanted to be. So, after college he sought professional counsel for the first time. Peter drove to Florida in a borrowed van and took a job as a cocktail waiter at a rambling old golf resort called the Belleview Biltmore in Clearwater. When the Yale men on their annual winter trip to the hotel discovered that the person fetching their drinks was a fellow Blue attempting professional golf, they’d chuckle and ask, “Seriously, what is it that you intend to do with your life?” Teravainen didn’t stick around to answer. He was playing golf every morning with a bartender and a piano player, hitting balls every afternoon and taking lessons thrice-weekly from a man named Irv Schloss. The first time Schloss looked at Peter’s unorthodox, closed backswing he said, “You’ve got the best backswing of any player I’ve ever seen. Never let anybody talk you out of it.” That was the major thought Peter took from Schloss, who died in 1984. Peter has not had a teacher since.

Unlike most professionals, Peter never sought an equipment contract, even after his best year, the year of Schloss’s death, when he finished fifteenth on the European tour’s Order of Merit. (The Order of Merit is the European tour’s gently worded equivalent of the U.S. tour’s “money list.” Peter’s fifteenth-place finish in 1984 earned him £40,503, equal then to about $55,000; Jack Nicklaus finished fifteenth on the U.S. money list that same year and won $272,595.) Teravainen plays Ping clubs, and has since 1981, because he likes them, because they’re free, and because they come without compromising encumbrances.

Ping writes checks at the conclusion of the season to the players who use their clubs; the size of the check is based solely on how much the player earns in tournament play. The percentage rises as a player earns more—top players can double their income with the year-end bonus, while middle-of-the-pack players might increase their earnings by ten percent with the post-season Ping check. But the company has no star system, no special contracts for big names. Every player begins the season under identical terms. The Ping player is not obligated to appear in any advertising or play in any corporate outings or appear at any social functions. Peter liked that. The Ping player is required to do only two things: employ at least nine Ping clubs, out of the fourteen clubs to which the rules limit a player, and carry the clubs in a Ping golf bag, an unaesthetic white, plastic sack with the company name pasted on the sides, lettered in a type style one might call computer text. Peter didn’t find his standards jeopardized by any of that.

Peter didn’t often need the cumbersome Ping bag, so the company gave him a small collapsible carry bag, the same model used by weekend golfers. He employed it when he caddied for himself, or when his wife, Veronica, caddied for him. He seldom employed one of the hundred or so roaming caddies who travel the tour; the few that he liked were out of his budget. And Veronica, living with her mother in Singapore and working as a United Airlines flight attendant, wasn’t often around. Sometimes Peter hired a local teenager to carry his bag, but often, especially on the Continent, where the game is still taking root, local caddies weren’t available. In those instances, Peter didn’t mind carrying his own bag, which the European tour rules allow. (On the U.S. tour, each player is required to have his own caddie.) He figured he played just as well without a caddie as with one. As he explained this to me, I had the feeling that his approach to the use of caddies was just like all his other golfing decisions, ultimately rooted in his desire to keep costs down, to make it on his own, to have total independence, to succeed by himself, and to share blame for his failures with nobody.



I left my former life behind the moment I threw the strap of Peter’s big Ping bag over my left shoulder. At The Philadelphia Inquirer I was in the Newspaper Guild and every week I received a paycheck. On the European tour, I was at Peter’s mercy. With the British economy in a tailspin, there were scores of men, and a few women, traveling the tour, seeking caddie jobs. Certainly, there were more caddies than jobs. The handwriting was plain: if I could not earn a full-time job with Peter, I’d have trouble. And without steady caddie work, the whole concept of the trip was endangered.

Peter told me that he was an easy loop, but that was only his opinion. I fast realized that he was superstitious, fastidious, and finicky. And I fast realized that whatever caddie skills I had developed on the U.S. tour in 1985 had been pushed to the farthest recesses of my brain. I had to get back my caddie legs in a hurry, and to reacquaint myself with the caddie mentality.

Early on, Peter told me that the clubs were rattling too much when I walked. I wanted to say, “Peter, don’t you realize that the rhythmic clanking of clubheads is one of the great sounds produced by the game?” Instead I wrapped the towel around the clubs in a serpentine pattern, held a hand around the towel, and kept the clubs, and myself, quiet.

At the start of our first round together Peter handed me three new balls—balata-covered, 100-compression Titleist 384s, each stamped with the numeral 8—and I was expected to give him the balls, as he needed them, in the particular order in which he wanted them. I found it difficult to distinguish one ball from the other, but Peter did not: he had custom-marked each ball with a series of elaborate pencil dots—the balls had no inherent order, but he had assigned them one. I think it was his attempt to reduce the innate capriciousness of the game.

Yet at other times, he succumbed to the game’s mysticism. Peter played with balls stamped with an 8 because the numeral eight, he learned from his wife, was an ancient Chinese symbol for prosperity. Veronica also taught him the dangerous potency of red: Peter felt that wearing red set him up for an extraordinary round, one way or the other. Clothes, in general, were powerful to him: if he started a round in the cool of early morning in a heavy wool sweater and played well, the sweater stayed on, no matter how hot the day grew, until he made a bogey. He was particular about eating, too. If a specific breakfast served as a prelude to a 69 on a Thursday, which is what he shot in our first round together, he’d have the identical breakfast on Friday. “When you’re going good,” he said, “you don’t change a thing.” When Peter was on a cut-making roll, he didn’t change drivers, putters, or even head covers. I wondered if he extended that policy to caddies.

That Thursday opening round at St. Raphael went well. The weather was sunny and pleasant and Peter was relaxed and hitting the straight ball. On that day, he was an easy loop. Easy day, easy loop. But the Friday round, during which a steady rain fell unceasingly, was a different matter.

The ground was so wet that every time the ball landed it became encrusted with mud. A golf ball is difficult enough to hit without a half-ounce of glob sticking to its side, so the tournament officials invoked a rule allowing players to lift, clean, and place their ball when it was on the fairway. On one hole, Peter marked the position of his ball, picked it up, and tossed it to me for a cleaning. While I wiped the dirt off and returned the ball to white, he walked ahead a hundred yards or so, umbrella in hand, to survey his ensuing shot. I put the ball in my pocket, to keep it warm, safe, and dry. Eventually, Peter returned with his palm stuck out—he wanted his ball back. I remember thinking, He’s waiting; he’s waiting; don’t keep him waiting. I shoved a hand into a pocket and pulled out a ball and placed it on his outstretched palm. He returned the ball to the marked spot on the fairway and pulled a club from the bag.

Suddenly a realization came over me and I felt sick. In my haste I had shoved the wrong hand into the wrong pocket and pulled out the wrong ball! A player can’t change a ball during a hole unless the ball is damaged, and only then with the approval of his playing partners. If Peter played the wrong ball, he’d be cheating! I alerted Peter to my mistake.

Peter examined the pencil dots on the wrong ball while I produced the correct one. He was kind. All he said was, “Never put the ball in your pocket.” He sounded like a Kennedy: Neva put the ball in yaw pocket. That was it.

I didn’t think I could do much worse; I had nearly caused him a two-shot penalty, and probably incalculable psychic harm. But a few holes later I goofed again, and worse.

Peter routinely drank four or five cups of coffee before a round and he flew around the course. To keep up with him between shots I practically had to run. The worse he played, the faster he walked. And he was not playing well in that second round.

On the tenth hole, he drove his ball under a tree. At first, he considered punching out with a 7-iron. He gave the club a few waggles and decided he’d be better off with an eight, so he handed the seven back to me. He played his shot (hitting the ball fat, striking about a half-inch of earth first) and set off after it. I replaced the divot and went chasing after him. Eventually, he finished the hole and we moved on.

As we gathered on the eleventh tee, I saw a man wearing knee-high rubber boots and waxed jacket, yelling in French, waving a golf club, and walking fast in our direction. Peter said to his two playing partners, “Anybody lose a club?” He said to me, “You lose a club?”

I was just starting to say, “I don’t think so,” when I dipped my head into the bag and saw, to my horror, that there were only thirteen clubs in it. When I looked up the Frenchman was on the tee, standing in front of me, holding Peter’s 7-iron and smiling idiotically. One of the other caddies snickered. I felt myself turning red. I knew that within a day virtually everybody on the European tour would know that I had lost a 7-iron.

Did you hear what that guy working for Teravainen did?

Which guy, that ganky-looking American?

Yeah—he lost Tera’s 7-iron!

You kidding me?

No, he lost the bloody thing—hasn’t been seen since.

Caddies would tell players. Players would tell wives. Wives would tell other wives. Those wives would tell their husbands. Those husbands would tell their caddies. Before long, the 7-iron would turn into a putter, and the stories would have Peter finishing his round putting with his driver or his sand wedge or something. It dawned on me that if Peter fired me—which he should have, by all rights—I’d never find work on that tour again. My whole dream—to caddie my way to Scotland—was suddenly in jeopardy, to say nothing of the precarious balance of our financial existence, thousands of miles from home, which we had left with a big send-off party. Even if we returned home, my newspaper job wasn’t available to me for another year. I had signed papers, legal documents! I couldn’t get any air into my lungs. How was I going to explain to my wife of four months that I was a caddie failure! Stifling heat surged through my body. I wanted to sink into the soft Mediterranean soil. Peter said nothing. I could only imagine what he was thinking.

I don’t know how I lost the club. Either it bounced out of the bag while I was running or I never put it back in the bag after the exchange of clubs under the tree. At that point, I figured only one of two things could happen. Either Peter would sack me, or I would improve. Worse was not possible.




CHAPTER THREE Locomotion

I managed to go blunder-free in the third and fourth rounds of the Mediterranean Open, and when I asked Peter what time to meet him for the start of week two—the Balearic Islands Open on the island of Majorca, one hundred and twenty miles off the east coast of Spain—he didn’t say don’t bother. So late on the Sunday night after the tournament, my wife and I, along with forty other caddies and a dozen players, flocked to the St. Raphael train station to catch the overnight train to Spain. No food till Port Bou.

The Mediterranean Open had concluded in mid-afternoon and the train out of town didn’t depart until nearly midnight; caddie wallets were stuffed with post-tournament cash and the bars were open. These facts did not promote tranquility. When I saw an English-speaking caddie sticking his off-centered nose in the thin face of a French-speaking station official—they were debating the fine points of the open container law—I prayed that he would not be in our compartment.

My prayers were answered. Christine and I were in the same car as the barrister-caddie, but four or five compartments down. When we pushed open the door to our computer-assigned quarters, we found that the two lower bunks and the floor space in between them had already been claimed. A young professional golfer, an Englishman named Steve Bottomley, was on the left bunk, and his brother and caddie, Ian, was on the right. Sleeping
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