THE SHACK
Mary, Queen of Scots was born at Linlithgow Palace, West Lothian, Scotland on
December 8, 1542. Now an historic Royal Burgh located in the central lowlands of Scotland —
about 20 miles from Edinburgh and roughly an hour by train or car from Glasgow.
She became Queen of Scots when she was six days old. Few have been born to such a
privileged position, only to have their life come to such a tragic end.
While born to Scottish royalty, her ties through her mother were to the most powerful
families in France, The House of Guise, and through her first marriage to one of the most
powerful families in Italy, the House of Medici; the patrons of Michelangelo and Leonardo da
Vinci.
The Scots in 1548 betrothed Mary to the French King Henri II's heir, the Dauphin
Francis, and sent her to be brought up at the French Court. It is said that the spelling ofthe royal
family name of Stewart changed to Stuart at that time, to suit French conventional spelling.
Tall, graceful and quick-witted, Mary married the Dauphin in Paris on April 24, 1558.
He succeeded to his father's throne in 1559, making Mary Queen of France as well as Scotland,
but his reign was brieffor he died of an ear infection in 1560.
The following year, despite the warnings of her friends, Mary decided to go back to
Scotland, now an officially Protestant country after religious reforms led by John Knox.
She was a Roman Catholic, but her half-brother, Lord James Stewart, later Earl of Moray,
had assured her that she would be allowed to worship as she wished and in August 1561 she
returned, to an unexpectedly warm welcome from her Protestant subjects.
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At first Mary ruled successfully and with moderation, advised by Lord James and
William Maitland of Lethington, a subtle diplomat. However, her marriage in 1565 to her
second cousin Hendy, Lord Darnley (great-grandson of Henry VII) initiated a tragic series of
events made worse by factious Scottish nobles.
Spoiled and petulant, Darnley became the tool of Mary's enemies and, with a group of
conspirators, burst into her supper chamber, threatened the heavily pregnant queen and murdered
her secretary, David Riccio, on March 9, 1566 inside the Palace of Holyroodhouse.
The birth of Mary and Darnley's son James that summer did nothing to improve their
relationship, and when Darnley was murdered at Kirk o'Field, just outside the walls of
Edinburgh on February 10, 1567, people suspected that she was complicit in the crime.
In the mid sixteenth century an interesting pastime had spread from the country of Mary's
roots, Scotland, to the European continent. That pastime was the game of golf. Golf's status and
popularity quickly spread throughout the 16th century due to its English royal endorsement.
Mary Queen of Scots introduced the game to France while she lived and studied there. While in
France Mary played golf as one of her favorite activities, helping spread the early popularity of
the game. She loved to play so much that she found herself seriously admonished by the
Catholic Church for playing golf disrespectfully soon, just two days, after the murder of her
husband, Lord Darnley, in 1567.
While there does not appear to be absolute certainty on this, many historians believe that
Mary, Queen of Scots, was at the heart of the term "caddie". For you see, in late sixteenth
century France, military cadets carried golf clubs for the royalty. And the word cadet is believed
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to have morphed into caddie as Mary journeyed from France to Scotland where the royal and
ancient game had been flourishing for centuries.
The word caddie first appeared in English dictionaries in the 1630's. By the 1800's it
was used to describe errand boys in Scottish towns and by 1857 the definition had evolved to be
a person who carries golf clubs. In Scotland it was difficult for caddies to earn enough money
from that job alone.
When they did caddy, however, they often formed very close-knit relationships with
those for whom they worked. The players they worked for often shared clothing with the
caddies to help with their financial burden.
The following excerpt from "Carry Your Bag, Sir?" by David Stirk illustrates this point
quite clearly:
"On one occasion, a local caddie at St. Andrews was carrying for a visitor from North
Berwick. In the course of the round the golfer asked the caddie if he had ever carried for any
famous men. 'Lots of them', said the caddie, and went on to mention Mr. A.J. Balfour; Mr.
Balfour was not only a very good amateur golfer but was, at that time,the Prime Minister.
The caddie said that he had carried for Mr. Balfour regularly, and had a very close
acquaintance with him. The golfer, amused by the caddie's presumptuousness, asked him
exactly what he meant by a 'close acquaintance,' Joost this', said the caddie,

am weering a

pair o' Mr. Balfour's troosers!'" In Scotland in the early 1800's, caddies were usually the best
players because they were the ones who actually made a living off the game and were constantly
around it. To that point, Willie Park, Sr., the winner ofthe first British Open, started as a caddie.
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By contrast today's full time professional tour caddies make between $1,000.00 and
$1,500.00 per week as a base salary, whether or not his player makes the cut. If he does make
the cut, the caddie's bonus compensation breaks down as follows:
5% of winnings for a finish outside the top ten;
7% of winnings for a finish inside the top ten; and
10 — 15% of winnings for first place.
There is also now a Tour Caddies Association which provides financial and contractual
advice to tour caddies.
Many a champion American golfer started in the caddie ranks, the great Bobby Jones
being a notable exception to this route to playing the game. Francis Quimet, himself a former
caddie who was inducted into the Caddie Hall of Fame in 1999, at age seventeen, captured the
1913 U.S. Open which was played at the Country Club in Brookline, Massachusetts, a bastion of
elite golf in this country. Carrying his bag was ten year old Eddie Lowery. And it was a picture
of the two of them side by side striding down the fairway that was made into a U.S. stamp. The
only such player-caddie image to have done so in the history of the Postal Service. Ben Hogan
and Byron Nelson who together and individually dominated the professional tour from the late
1930's to the mid 1950's both came from the dusty, windy caddie yards of Ft. Worth, Texas.
Nelson starting caddying at age 12 at Glen Garden Country Club. Of his caddying days,
Nelson said "I knew nothing about caddying at first, but it wasn't difficult to learn. The other
caddies though, didn't like to see any new ones, because that might mean they wouldn't get a job
sometime." An article on Nelson in Sports Illustrated noted that initially caddies were not
permitted to play at the club: "[H]e would often practice in the dark, putting his white
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handkerchief over the hole so he could find it in the darkness." The club later changed its policy
and sponsored the Glen Garden Caddy Tournament, where a 14-year-old Nelson beat fellow
caddy and future golf great Ben Hogan by a single stroke after a nine-hole playoff. Nelson and
Hogan were rivals but close friends in their teen years, and for the first part of their professional
careers as well, but Nelson's early success was difficult for the struggling Hogan to deal with,
and they gradually grew apart, while retaining mutual respect.
I have to admit that in the late winter/early spring of 1959, I knew only that Mary, Queen
of Scots was somehow related to King Henry VIII of England. And to a pre-Vatican II Catholic
lad of that era that would not have been a positive but for the fact that the good sisters who
taught me were quick to point out that Mary was a Catholic. Needless to say, the sisters did not
talk about Mary being a golfer, to say nothing of mentioning her being the origin of the word
caddie.
Truthfully, in 1959 I'm not sure that I knew what a caddie was. A few of the older boys
in my neighborhood were caddies but in 1959 golf hadn't made it to the TV regularly, so I really
didn't know what those fellas did when they went to caddie. But I was about to find out.
Has it ever struck you that there are certain days that you seem able to recall with such
clarity. How often have we been asked: 'Do you remember where you were when you heard
Kennedy had been shot" or "Where were you on 9/11". And we remember that day with such
crisp precision, as though it were yesterday.
For me,one such day was March 21, 1959. It was a Saturday. Clear and sunny, but with
that lingering winter chill still in the air. That time of the year when the ground has that oozy,
wet look and feel. Things about to bloom but not yet there.
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I was eleven years old. Soon to be twelve. A sixth grader at SS. Peter and Paul School in
North Norwood. High school was a few years away but I had the feeling that my parents wanted
me to go to St. Xavier. Not many boys from my neighborhood did that. And, by my family's
standards and those of my Norwood neighbors, it was expensive.

A few of the older boys in the neighborhood caddied at a golf course a couple of miles
away in Pleasant Ridge, Losantiville Country Club. My mother told me earlier that week that it
would probably be good for me to sign up to be a caddie, and that three of my friends and
classmates were also going to sign up. She told me that Saturday morning, at 9 A.M., March 21
was the day to do that, and that I should make plans with them to ride my bike with them to
Losantiville on Saturday. Definitely not the era of helicopter parents.

So on Saturday morning at around 8 o'clock I met my pals at the corner, and we were
soon peddling our way up Montgomery Road hill to Pleasant Ridge. We arrived at Losantiville
Avenue and turned left. The country club appeared quickly on our left. We rode past it down a
small hill to where there was a wooded area separated from the club house by a deep creek. We
saw dozens of bicycles standing or lying in a grassy area between a row of bushes along the
street and the creek. We figured that must be the place, and turned in. At the far end of the
grassy area, backing up to the sidewalk right along that same row of bushes, was a very dark
green, square wood building with steps to a porch that ran along the length of its front left side
facing the woods and the creek. One of my friends who's had an older brother who was a caddie
at Losantivlle said, "Yeah, that's the shack." Although actually the caddie shack, it would from
that moment forward for me and all my caddie pals forever be just the shack.
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We walked down the dirt path to the worn wooden steps which climbed to the porch
along the front of the shack. As I climbed the steps I couldn't help but notice that the exterior
walls of the shack were covered with carved initials, dates and symbols that had been painted
over with many coats of dark forest green paint often in vain. All of the windows to the shack
were covered with heavy metal screening bolted to the window frames.

The door of the shack was about halfway down the porch on the right side, the padlock
hanging from the frame. We cautiously walked in to the one large room of the shack. There
were plain wood benches bolted to all the walls except the wall to the left. The floor was plain
wood and very worn. In the center of the room was a very worn ping-pong table built like a rock
on what looked like an old ornate dining room table. It, too, was painted forest green. The top
was very worn and full of cracks. Cracks that I would later learn were a part of the famous snake
ball legend.

The walls were white-washed, that is, what you could see of the walls, since they were
covered with pictures of boys — former caddies, each with a year written on the picture, starting
in the late 1930's. Some of them also pictured an adult man who looked older in each picture,
the closer the pictures reached to 1958. There was also a Losantiville scorecard mounted in a
frame on the wall that memorialized what I learned was the course record set by the great pro,
Byron Nelson, in the late 1940's. It was signed by him — or so I thought on that Saturday
morning.
The room was dimly lit by two bare ceiling light bulbs. The back wall was covered by a
large chalk board on which was written what seemed like some caddie rules, some dates with
names of golf events and a lot about points, whatever those were. I would soon find out.
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Standing at the far end of the ping-pong table in front of the chalkboard was an older
gray-haired man, the same man in the pictures. I would soon learn that he was Bob Nagel, the
caddie master. He gestured to us to come in.

By the time nine o'clock came there must have been about fifty, or so it seemed, of us
young boys crowded into the room. At nine, Bob whistled with his fingers to his lips and yelled
"quiet down." The room went silent.

Bob explained about what it meant to be a caddie at Losantiville. That we would all start
as B caddies. That if we worked hard and did well, we would get promoted to be an A caddie.
And that if we had enough points we would be invited to the banquet and become an honor
caddie or top A caddie.

Then Bob explained about points. Each day was assigned a number of points. More for
Saturdays, Sundays and Thursdays. I would later learn that Thursday always was doctors' day,
sometimes men's guest day and once a year men's stag day. You received points for each day
you caddied a round or each day you hung around without getting out until about 4:30. If you
did that, you were placed on the carryover at the top ofthe list for the next day. At the end of the
season, the caddie who had the most points for next year was rewarded with the number 1. The
top 35 were honor caddies for the next year, numbers 1-35, and the next 35, numbers 36 through
70, were the top A caddies. Those 70 caddies attended the banquet in December in the
clubhouse dining room where the honor caddies would get $10, the top 35 A caddies $5 and the
number 1 caddie also would be awarded a $25 war bond.
B caddies had numbers from 200 on up. We all signed a sheet of paper next to a caddie
number. My first number was 302.
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Bob then explained about putting up your number after the drawing. He called out the
name "Jimmy" and an older teenage boy stuck his head through the Dutch door along the left
wall near the front door. I would come to learn that was Bob's office and where you could buy
snacks, pop and hot dogs. "Jimmy, bring me the drawing cards, the clip board, the book and the
slips."

Bob explained that each morning we would all draw a card with a number on it and then
get in line according to the numbers, one on up. We would then file past Bob and tell him our
caddie number which he would record on the sheet on the clip board. Honor and A caddies in
one column and B caddies in the other column.

When Bob received a call from the pro shop on the old intercom in his office, he would
write the player's names in the book (an old-fashioned bound accounting ledger) and call a
caddie to the outside window of his office from the list on the clip board starting with the first
numbers on the list. Bob would decide which players assigned an honor caddie, A caddie or B
caddie. He would then give you a "slip," a small piece of paper (yellow for honor and A
caddies; blue for B caddies) perforated down the middle from top to bottom with the player's
name written on the left side of it, and he would then record your number in the book next to the
player's name. The caddie would then run up to the pro shop — down the dirt path across the
creek through the woods up the hill to the lower front corner of the clubhouse pick up the
player's bag.
The slip had the caddie rates printed on the left half of the slip. Honor and A caddies
$1.25 for nine holes, $2.50 for 18 holes. B caddies $1.00 for nine, $2.00 for 18. Also listed was
something called practice $1.00/hr. for honor and A caddies; $.75/hr. for B caddies. The right
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side had the words Excellent, Good and Fair printed next to small boxes and a line for
comments. This was my first exposure to performance evaluations. Bob explained that you
never wanted to get a "Fair." After three "Fairs," you would be given a two week unpaid
vacation from the shack. The left part of the slip also had a place to write in an OK for a free
drink or snack. At the bottom was the phrase "no tipping allowed."

Then Bob handed each of us a sheet of paper on which we were to fill in our name,
address and telephone number for one of our parents to sign saying it was OK for us to become a
caddie. We were to bring that back to caddie school which would be the following Friday at
3:30.

Bob said "See you boys then. Meeting over." I walked out onto the porch of the shack.
At the far end of the porch was another set of steps that went into the mostly bare dirt caddie
yard. It had several long benches under the trees along the street, a basketball hoop, horseshoe
pits, a baseball field and an AM radio mounted on a shelf in the trees above the benches.
I walked to my bike, figuring my life as a caddie had just begun and soon learned that the
ride home down Montgomery Road was much easier than the ride up the hill to the shack. Little
did I know that the shack would become my second home, and that my number would be
recorded quite often in that book.
So, the following Friday, after school let out, I hopped on my bike and made my way to
the shack for caddie school. I soon became just one more young face in a sea of young faces
milling around in the caddie yard next to the shack. At about 3:30 Bob, the caddie master,
appeared with a couple of older boys, one of whom was carrying a large bag of clubs. Bob told
us to follow him to the 10th tee which was near the caddie yard but don't and he emphasized
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"don't" you dare walk onto the tee itself. I remember thinking to myself that I'm just this skinny
little kid, and looking at the older boy carrying the bag wondering if I could manage that. If back
then anyone recognized having an anxiety attack, I'm sure I was having one. I thought, oh, no,
what am I doing here.

I couldn't help but notice that Bob was dressed quite differently from the previous
Saturday. He was wearing royal blue slacks that had its own belt attached with a brass buckle
that sported crossed golf clubs, a white golf shirt (now called a polo) that had a little alligator
sewn on it, a white visor and black golf shoes which I would later learn, as I got more savvy,
were made of alligator leather.

Bob motioned to the boy carrying the bag and said "Donny, give me the driver." He then
teed up a ball and took a couple of practice swings which even to my novice eyes seemed to be
not very good. He then stepped up, addressed the ball and took a totally beautiful swing driving
the ball straight down the 10`h fairway. He turned to us and said "fellas, those crummy practice
swings are how a good hustler in Florida gets extra strokes in a money game with sharks who
don't know him." I had never before heard of hustlers and thought sharks were fish. How would
a fish play golf? That evening was the first of the many visits I would make to Webster's
dictionary to find out the meaning of many new words I would learn at the shack. And as the
years would unfold, I found many were not there. Years later I wondered if Bob had been a golf
hustler during the winter in Florida where he resided from mid-December to early March. We
followed Bob as he played a couple of holes, along the way learning how to carry the bag, where
to stand, replacing divots, following the flight of the ball and marking its line of flight with an
object such as a tree, raking a sand trap, reading the line of putt an tending the pin. When we got
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back to the shack Bob confirmed each of our first caddie numbers. I was 302 but not yet
officially a B caddie. I was as that point classified as a trail boy. I wouldn't be officially a
caddie until after I had trailed, i.e. walked two 18 hole loops with an A caddie. My anxiety was
gone. I thought I could do this. So, I made my first purchase of a candy bar from the shack,
jumped on my bike and headed for home.

Looking back on the experience of being a trail boy, I can now truly say that it was a
perfect fit for that phrase which the great radio commentator, Paul Harvey, made famous "now
you know the rest of the story." Being out on the course for the first time I got to actually do
what I saw demonstrated in caddie school. But "the rest of the story" was the beginning of being
broken in to all the other things that the older veteran caddies did. To mention but a few.

Smoking was completely off limits. If you were caught smoking it probably would result
in one of those two week vacations from the shack. Vacation, such as polite clubby way of
saying your suspended. But I quickly learned from my A caddie teacher that if you wanted a
smoke, you took one behind a bush or tree at one of the forecaddie locations. For you nongolfers, a forecaddie is a spot well down the length of the hole where the caddies will stand to be
able to spot where the ball landed; for example over a hill. He also taught me the hidden places
to stash the unsmoked part of the cigarette. Later in the summer,just before the fourth of July, I
would learn how to use a lit cigarette as a time fuse to set off a fire cracker at a forecaddie.
You'd be a couple of holes away when it went off.
The older caddies also were not shy about showing the new boys what worldly older
fellas they were. One such memorable exchange, again at a forecaddie, went like this "hey kid,
what are you doing tonight?" and my response like most 11 year old boys in the late 1950's was
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"I'm going home." To which came the reply,"Not me, I'm going to the Gaiety." I had no idea
what the Gaiety was. Then one day when I was looking at the movie ads in the newspaper I
spotted an ad for The Gaiety Burlesque Theatre which carried a sketch of a scantily clad gal next
to the phrase "Now appearing — Miss Jeannie Bon-Bon." "The rest of the story," these were just
a couple of the many things which I never learned when being taught to be an altar boy. And
believe me, there was a lot more to come.

It is not a very well-known fact that in the 1920's and 30's there were a lot of summer
caddie camps around where boys lived at the course in cabins. But it was not just caddying all
day. They also had daily chores. Like other summer camp experiences, but with the additional
earning money feature, it taught the campers independence, responsibility and teamwork skills.
Slowly, those camps began shutting down. After World War II the culture was changing, as well
as the fact that the clubs could no longer afford to keep such camps open. Today, there remains
only one such camp which is located at Sankaty Head Golf Course on Nantucket Island. A
notable member of that club and a big backer of caddie programs, for he himself began as a
caddie, is Jack Welch, retired Chairman and CEO of General Electric.
As the 1959 season evolved, I truly came to love being a caddie moving from a B caddie
to an A caddie to an honor caddie, number 27, for the next year. Along the way I got a very
positive but veiled signal from my father to stick with it. That summer the club had only four
electric golf carts. They were a fairly new innovation but were prone to going dead on the
course. So, when folks wanted to play in the evening they would call the caddie master to have
him keep caddies for the group. It was called a late job. Pretty much voluntary but with the
added perk if you took a late job you were then also at the top of the list to get out the next day.
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So on a mid-June late afternoon when Bob, the caddie master, hollered out "late job", I
volunteered. It never dawned on me to ask to use the phone to call home. So, when I got in
from a nine hole round at about 7:30 I found my dad sitting on a bench on the front porch of the
shack which was locked up for the night. It was at that moment that I realized I should have
called. "Your mother was worried about you. So I dropped by. Had a nice lemonade and a
good talk with Bob." As we walked down the path to get my bike to put it in the trunk, he then
said, "Bill, do you like this place?" And I responded,"Yeah, I really do." "Good, if you never
tell your mother what the shack is like, neither will I, and everything will be just fine."

On more than one day after the morning drawing somewhere around 10 o'clock, Bob
would turn the shack over to one of the older teenage boys. He said he had either errands to run
or more likely a dental appointment.

I would come to learn that some of those dental

appointments lasted quite a while with Bob returning around 3 or 4 wearing sunglasses. In any
event, soon after his departures you could hear a very low chorus of voices chanting kangaroo
court, kangaroo court. This chant would grow louder and the cadence faster - kangaroo court,
kangaroo court, kangaroo court. Then the chanters — older boys — would step forward. One of
them would jump up onto a bench in the caddie yard and announce "kangaroo court is now in
session, judge so and so presiding." Only B caddies were called before the court charged with
the high crimes and misdemeanors of being a little kid, a new kid and, well, a B caddie. A great
motivator to become an A caddie. If found guilty you would be sentenced to one of the
following: being stuffed into a garbage can, being sat on the drinking fountain or the dreaded depantsing. Caddie yard legend had it that you could also be given a cherry belly, but I never saw
that occur.
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The judge always posted a look-out on Losantivlle Avenue to watch for Bob's return.
The wise move was to say feet do your thing and take off. Kangaroo court what an interesting
synonym for hazing. However, I do not believe it instilled in me my love ofthe law.

Ah, the caddie yard, a place of legends and lore. Whether it was horse shoes, checkers,
ping pong, or playing horse on the basketball court, there was always some long departed caddie
who was remembered for his prowess, and always some current caddie who boasted of being the
best. Some days Bob would announce a tournament, for example horseshoes, with the winner
getting a free Coke. Often after awarding the winner his Coke, Bob would give everybody a free
Coke or candy bar.

And of course there were a variety of knife games. What a different time. Most of us
carried a scout knife. I remember my dad buying it for me at the Shillito scout shop downtown
when I was an 8 year old Cub Scout. It had large and small knife blades, a leather hole punch
and a combination screw driver — bottle cap opener. There were also a couple of older fellas
who looked like they belonged in West Side Story who carried switch blades. You learned to
keep your distance from them.

There were the usual knife games such as mumbly-peg and stretch. And then there was
the game of baseball. Perhaps unique to the yard and shrouded in the legend of Big Al. To play
this game two boys would straddle the opposite ends of one of the worn wooden benches facing
each other. A pocket knife would have both blades opened at right angles to each other. You
would the take turns flipping the knife toward the other boy.
Depending on whether the knife stuck in the bench and which blade stuck or if it failed to
stick, you had a single, double, homerun or strike-out, etc.
15
6218838.1

The legend of Big Al, a boy about six or eight years older than me, held that when flipped
toward him, the knife stuck in the top of his head, for a homerun of course. A truly different
time. Big Al went on to be the long time co-owner of The Quatman Café in North Norwood,
noted citywide for its great burgers.

I was learning to be responsible, about being relied upon and even how to give advice.
There is a certain proper manner in how a good caddie goes about his job. And there is an
expectation on the part of the golfer that his caddie will perform in that way. For example,
where to stand when the player is hitting his shot. Where to stand when tending the pin, how to
hold the flag. Not stepping in the line of the putt. Knowing the course, the distances, the terrain,
how and where the ball may bounce. Learning the break of the greens. Keeping the clubs clean.
When it's raining, keeping the grips dry. Washing the ball. Raking the sand trap after the player
hits out. Knowing a player's game, so if asked you can recommend a club. Knowing the game
itself, about how an uphill lie plays differently from a downhill lie. How a shot will likely be
affected if the player has the ball above his feet or below his feet. Being quiet, but also being
able to converse if the player wants to talk. It was a lot to learn. There was so much more to it
than just carrying the bag. And I believe it formed a wonderful basis for tasks later in life.
A memory from the following summer. It was the men's stag. Perhaps today a
politically incorrect name, but not in the summer of 1960. That's what it was. Of course it was
on a Thursday starting at noon, you know, also doctor's day. Many, many guests. My group
was at the 14th green / 15th tee, almost the farthest place on the course away from the clubhouse.
The sky had been growing ever darker, the wind was way up. And then what every caddie knew,
no bird sounds, the storm was very near. As the clouds opened up and ferocious thunder and
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lightning began, we caddies and players ran to the tiny shelter house that sat between the 14th and
15th holes. All hell then let loose. Lightning, thunder, rain, tree limbs coming down, very scary.
All of us kids were very scared. Then one of the members who had kids my age said,"Let's sing
`Doe, a deer" from The Sound of Music. For the next ten minutes he led us in a robust chorus of
"Doe, a deer." The lightning, thunder and rain seemed less scary. I'll never forget him.

It was also in 1960 that from the start of that season forward I kept my own ledger and
recorded every person I caddied for, how many holes and what I earned. I'm turning to the page
where May 8, 1960 is recorded an am proud to report that on that day I carried the bag of our
colleague, David Reichert, for 18 holes and I earned $2.50.

As a caddie I met and worked for many wonderful people, many regular folks and a few
who were not the nicest. I now realize how much it taught me about people and different
personalities. At times as a caddie at a very young age, I was a counselor to the rich and advisor
to the powerful during their time on the course. To paraphrase Rick Reilly, author of the book
Who's Your Caddy,from one of the toughest businessmen in town I learned silence and the need
to have guts; from more than one member, the importance of family; from one 15 handicapper
husband whose wife was a far better player, humor; from a few I learned how easy the game
could be and from far more how frustratingly difficult it was. I learned that you can have all the
skill in the world but seldom succeed because you so lacked passion. And I learned that the
opposite could be true — all passion but no skill. From some I learned little or nothing, but from
the special few, I learned about life and mortality.
Golf can be a very frustrating game. "Can be" is really an understatement. It is a very
frustrating game, even for the world's best players, as we clearly saw in this year's Masters
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Tournament. Bobby Jones once described the game as one of five inches — the five inches
between the player's ears. As a consequence, the game can be an emotional roller coaster. One
of those emotions that a caddie has to learn to deal with in some players was bad temper.
Although I have not seen many club throwers in recent years, I definitely carried the bag for a
few in my caddie years. On several occasions I had to shinny up a tree to retrieve a club flung in
a fit of temper. With those players, you also learned to keep your hands away from the top of the
bag to avoid being clobbered by an iron thrown forcefully into the bag after a bad shot.
I carried a lot of rounds for one of the lowest handicappers at the club. He could have a
fiery temper if a shot went poorly. One of those bad shots occurred on a late fall afternoon. He
was playing alone and I was his caddie. He hit a good drive on the first hole, a long par four,
leaving a good look down the hill to the green from the center of the fairway. It set up perfectly
for a three iron. The pin was on the right side of the green. A deep sand trap lurked just to the
right side of the green. If Johnny Miller of NBC golf announcing fame were to be doing the
commentary, he would probably describe this as a succor's pin. The safe shot was to the left of
the pin in the middle ofthe green.
Well not in the mind of my player that day. He took dead aim at the pin, hit a very good
shot but pushed it just a tad to the right. The ball hit the fringe and took one hop right into the
trap.
He had taken a pretty good divot on the shot. I laid the bag down next to the spot of the
divot and hustled up to get the piece of turf. As I was bending over to place the turf in the divot,
the shaft of a club shot into the fairway like a lance no more than a few inches from my hand. I
can only describe it as being like the beginning of the old television show "Broken Arrow" when
an arrow shot from seemingly nowhere embedded itself in a tree.
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He had thrown the three iron at the bag with such force that when it hit the hard top part
of the bag, it sheered the club head off rocketing the shaft into the ground. I looked up and it
was as though all the color had drained from his face. He said "Are you alright?'"Yeah, I'm
OK." I never saw him throw another club.
Beginning in the fall of 1960 and for much of that decade Losantiville hosted tournament
with the name The U.S. Pro Am. It was the homegrown brainchild of two very good local
amateurs, Johnny Fischer and Mort Olman. It was scheduled to coincide with the weekend of
the World Series of Golf which was played at Firestone CC in Akron. Only the big four tour
winners played on the weekend. During the week all those matches that were on TV during the
winter were filmed at Firestone. So there were a lot of pros in the vicinity with nothing to do on
that weekend. The Pro Am provided them a good opportunity to invite an amateur friend or be
paired with a local amateur. The underlying goal was to build a record that would demonstrate
to the PGA that Cincinnati could support a regular tour event.
As the tournament approached I hoped to be assigned to a good player, but as only a
second year caddie, I knew I was not in line for a big name pro. In that first year — 1960 — Jack
Nicklaus was in his last few months as an amateur. He was coming to the Pro Am paired with
Jack Kepler, the Ohio State Golf Course pro and Nicklaus' OSU golf coach. I will never forget
being assigned to caddie for Jack Nicklaus for his Friday afternoon practice round — October 14,
1960. We played 14 holes until it got dark. Mr. Nicklaus said not a word to me the first five
holes. To say I was nervous brings new meaning to the word '`understatement." Then on the
sixth hole, the then number one handicap hole at Losantiville, a long par four that disappeared
over a hill about 250 yards from the tee. Nicklaus' drive flew the top of the hill — something I
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had rarely seen before. I got to the ball just ahead of Mr. Nicklaus and I was stunned when he
said "what do you think I should hit?" I said "Mr. Nicklaus, I've never been here in one." He
grinned with a little chuckle and said "OK son, do you know how far we are from the pin?"
"Yes sir, I do, 100 yards." "That will be fine." The next eight holes, I was a lot more relaxed.
Charles Chick Evans rose to fame in 1916 by becoming the first amateur golfer to win the
Western Amateur, Western Open, U.S. Amateur and U.S. Open. As a result of those wins and
other victories, Evans was given several thousand dollars in royalties for recording golf
instructions for the Brunswick Record Company. In addition he received royalties from a golf
book written in 1921. If he accepted this money, he would have lost his amateur status, so
Evans' mother suggested he put the money to good use by sponsoring a scholarship fund for
caddies. Evans himself was unable to finish his schooling at Northwestern University. He is
quoted as saying:"My mother wouldn't think of my accepting money unless we could arrange it
to be trusted to furnish educations for deserving qualified caddies." He also went on to say,"She
pointed out that the money came from golf and thus should go back into golf — It was all her
dream — her idea." Evans went to the Western Golf Association, an organization that conducted
national golf championships, to get their support for his scholarship. The WGA initially declined
Evans' request, claiming that it was a golf organization interested only in running
championships, most notably the Western Open. In 1929, Evans successfully lobbied the WGA
to manage the scholarship on his behalf with the help of his longtime friend and prominent
Chicago tax attorney Carleton Blunt. In 1930, Evans' dream became a reality when two caddies,
Harold Funk and Jim McGinnis, were named the first two recipients of the Evans Scholarship
and enrolled at Northwestern, the same university where Evans himself had once been a student.
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Until World War II, all Evans Scholars attended Northwestern, and, in 1940, the first Evans
Scholarship House was established on the Evanston campus.
After Evans' initial investment in the Foundation had run out, Blunt, an avid golfer and
philanthropist, agreed to continue to help raise money to send more caddies to college. The
organization didn't seek outside funding until 1949, relying solely on the generosity of the
Western Golf Association's Directors.
To help grow the program as Blunt raised additional funds for scholarships and the
Western Golf Association hired Roland F."Mac" McGuigan, Dean of Mean at Northwestern and
Faculty Advisor to the Northwestern Chapter of Evans Scholars, in 1949 to serve as its
Educational Director.
Following World War II, the program grew dramatically. In 1950, the foundation sent
just 84 caddies to college. By the end of the decade, the number of Scholars enrolled in college
increased to 440 and a number of other Scholarship Houses had been established across the
country.
As the number of scholarships grew so did the organization's presence on a number of
college campuses, mainly those in the Midwest. In total, 14 Scholarship Houses were founded.
In order of their founding, Evans Scholarship Houses can be found at: Northwestern, University
of Illinois at Champaign-Urbana, University of Michigan, University of Wisconsin-Madison,
Michigan State University, Marquette University, University of Minnesota, Ohio State
University, Purdue University, University of Colorado Boulder, University of Missouri, Indiana
University Bloomington, Miami University (Ohio), and Northern Illinois University.
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In 2013, the Evans Scholars Foundation sent Scholars to the University of Notre Dame.
Their enrollment marked the first time the program has sent its caddies to the private university
in South Bend, Indiana in nearly 50 years.
There are now 870 Scholars at 19 universities across the nation.
On February 19, 2014 the Evans Scholars Foundation announced their plans to build a
new chapter house at the University of Oregon. It is the first new Scholarship House in 27 years.
Since its founding, the Evans Scholars Foundation has invested more than $306 million
in the college educations of more than 10,600 caddies.
A few notable Evans Scholars Alumni have gone on to excel in the business world and
other fields, including CEOs Sam Allen of John Deere, Thomas Falk of Kimberly-Clark and
Timothy Schwertfeger, former longtime chief of Nuveen Investments. Iridium Communications
CEO Matt Desch and oil and gas magnate George Solich are also Evans Scholars Alumni.

In 1999 Chick Evans was inducted into the Caddie Hall of Fame.

Now,some fifty-seven years later, I look back on my caddie years and both marvel at and
am incredibly thankful for all that it taught me. I certainly learned about independence,
responsibility and teamwork.

It also taught me a great deal about how to treat people,

particularly the people who work for you or who are serving you. I now realize how many
things I learned about listening to the player's conversations, that were well beyond my years. It
really motivated me to work hard in school, thinking that maybe someday I'd be walking down
that fairway with a caddie toting my bag. And lastly it taught me the game of golf, but in a much
different way than learning as an adult taking lessons. Different, because from late March
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through mid-November of each year, it was my life. And I have had the belief ever since then
that in many ways a round of golf is very much like the game of life.

Submitted by,
William J. Baechtold
April 18, 2016
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