Speech given at the Durban Country Club on Monday November 23, 2015 to 110 members.
Gentlemen,
What a pleasure it is for me to be with such a handsome and happy group of golfers! 
My mission tonight is to give you a brief flavor of what it is like to travel around the globe rating the best courses in the world. I will be mixing in some serious aspects of the rating program with some funny off-course anecdotes. I will be discussing three separate international trips, which took place in 1979, 1987, and 1988.
When I first started this program in the 1970s my focus was on the courses and checking them off like notches on a belt. Early in the process I realized that the equal benefit was meeting really neat people who I tried to stay in touch with by writing a yearly travelogue called “The Odyssey”. The “O” is a blog of sorts and it might have been the first of its’ kind having to do with golf. It certainly started long before “blog” entered our everyday vernacular.
I could not have arranged by myself to get to and get on all these great courses. What I discovered early on was that the world golf community has so many people in it who are willing to go the extra mile to make my trips successful. 

And one of those person’s is sitting right here. When I arrived at the Durban luggage claim area in November 1988 after a five-plane, two-day, 10,000-mile trip from Bali, Indonesia there was an unexpected tap on my weary shoulder. It was John and he was just there to make sure that I had arrived safely in South Africa and wanted to make sure I was all set to be with him 2 days later. That brief meeting has resulted in a 27-year friendship so that when I contacted him many months ago about this trip, he leaped all over the planning and contacts.
1979 Scotland 

So let’s now get to the exciting stuff. The interesting overseas travel stories kick off with the very first trip in 1979. At that time GOLF Magazine in the US had just published the first World list of any type. It was for the Top 50 and on it were Carnoustie, St. Andrews, and Muirfield. In late Oct/early Nov I flew over night NY/London/Edinburgh and then got a rental car. This was the first time I had driven on the left side of the road so all I was thinking was ‘stay left”. What I didn’t know about was the rules of the round a bout so after charging into the first 2 and being honked at, I realized that I also needed to pay attention to the traffic coming from the right.

Arriving at Carnoustie in the early afternoon I was out on the course with an old caddie right out of central casting. It was 50 degrees with heavy gray clouds, a 10-15 mph wind, and an occasional shower. This was my first true links course and it was love at first sight. And that love has only intensified since then. I just cannot get enough of true links golf even after playing hundreds of rounds on them.

After golf it was over to the now defunct Bruce Hotel (you can still see the building footprint across the street from the new hotel). After dinner and two beers it was a jump into bed covered by a warm thick quilt. 

Waking up at 6 am the next morning I leaped out of bed and immediately realized that there was no heat in the room. I tried to look out the window, but it was totally covered with frost due to the 35-degree temperature outside. Then I jumped into the shower and was met with no hot water. The business part of the shower took a quick 15 seconds and then there was a shave with more cold water. Welcome to Scotland in late October.

It was then down to St. Andrews and The Old Course. There I had the typical tourist reaction, what’s so hot about this course. After golf it was over to the Old Course Hotel (reasonably priced at that time) for an early dinner on the top floor with a wonderful view of the several courses and out to St. Andrews Bay. Then I took a walk around the vibrant town with hundreds of St. Andrews University students overcrowding the many bars. At that time I never dreamed I would return to St. Andrews as a member of the R&A, which did happened 16 years later in 1996. The night ended back at the Old Course Hotel with heat in the room and a warm shower the next morning.

Sunday morning I drove in cold and rain past Edinburgh to Gullane for play at Muirfield. Now this is 1979 and long before Google Maps or “Never Lost” guidance on the car dashboard. Creping through the small town I was looking for a Muirfield sign. Never saw one and ended up 5 miles down the road in North Berwick. I turned around and again creped through Gullane without success although I did see a small sign through the windshield wipers on the corner of a stonewall that said ‘The Honorable something”. Reaching the end of town I retraced the route only to end up again in North Berwick. If at first you don’t succeed try and try again so it was back toward Gullane. On the way I had a brainstorm of faintly remembering that Muirfield might also go by the name of The Honourable Company of Edinburgh Golfers. So I stopped at the sign that I saw on the second trip through town and sure enough it read The Honorable Company of Edinburgh Golfers. Breathing a sigh of relief I went into the vacant clubhouse at 9 am. At the Secretary’s office I found the infamous Captain Paddy Hanmer and he was true to form. Gruffly (humph, humpf), he immediately said I would have to hurry out to the first tee in order not to disturb the members who where out on the course playing a match with a group from London. Looking out the window there was no sign of any golfers, but who was I to question the possibility of disturbing invisible players. He then even more gruffly (humpf, Humpf) said that I would have to carry my own bag as all caddies and trolleys were spoken for by the club match. 

Now I’m out on the first tee with my extremely heavy leather tour sized bag all bundled up because it is 45 degrees, light rain, and 15 mph wind. During the front nine the rain stopped, a bright sun came out producing a temperature of 70 degrees, and the wind died down. As I came off the 9th green I was sweating profusely due to heavy and wet wool pants, turtleneck sweater, regular sweater, and rain jacket.

I went to the car and got a golf shirt that I used to replace all the heavy upper body apparel. On the 10th tee I put the car keys back in the golf bag and proceeded to play the back nine. On the 12th hole I lost a ball in the thick left rough so pulled another ball out of the bag. After putting out on 18 there was Captain Hanmer to tell me (humpf, humpf) “I had to be on my way as the members and their guests where occupying the clubhouse for lunch.” I reached down in my golf bag for the car keys and panicked, as I could feel no keys. So I got down on all fours with the Captain breathing fire down my neck searching every possible pocket in the golf bag. Nothing, so I sheepishly looked up at the stern faced Secretary and said “I think I lost the keys in the rough on #12.” Expecting a lecture and a demand to get off the property ASAP, I was amazed when his demeanor turned 180 degrees by taking pity on me. He said I could take his buggy to retrace my steps and hopefully find the keys. I said I did not think there were any buggies in Scotland. He said “There is one, it is mine, and you can use it.”
Off I went racing out to where I thought I lost the ball. I was thinking what are the odds of finding car keys in the thick rough when you couldn’t even find a golf ball. I was also thinking what are you going to do if you don’t find the keys. I was speculating about breaking the car window to retrieve my business cloths and papers needed for a week of work in Edinburgh and London. I was due for a business meeting in Edinburgh at 6 pm that night. I could envision climbing on a bus struggling with heavy suitcase and clubs in order to get to Edinburgh. Reporting back to the Captain with no keys found, he then went into the clubhouse for a coat hanger. We went out to the car and he twisted the coat hanger in an expert way to open the door with a flick of the wrist.

Then he said my host (who I didn’t know) was in the clubhouse and lived right next door. The gentleman met us and said his wife was playing at Gullane with a friend from Edinburgh and they were due to return to the house. So he invited me over to his house. After all this emotion, here I was drinking a beer and enjoying some nice conversation in a relaxing Scottish atmosphere. The ladies did return and I was invited to accompany the guest for a ride into Edinburgh.
The topper though was the next day. I called Avis and apologized to them by saying “the car is in Gullane and the keys are in the rough.” The reply in a thick Scottish accent was “no problem sir” and there was no pick up charge on the bill when it arrived a few weeks later. You can be sure that from 1979 onward, I have been extra cautious with my car keys relative to their position in my golf bag.
1987 Scotland, Wales, Italy (Sardinia), Morocco, Spain  

Another noteworthy trip took place in 1987. By that time GOLF Magazine had up the ante to the Top 100 in the world. In July 1987 I had a business trip to London, Edinburgh, Glasgow, Paris, Geneva, and Zurich and with golf courses tacked on in England, Wales, Italy, Morocco, and Spain. The courses included Sunningdale (New course ranked #95 in the world at that time), Royal Porthcawl (#100), Pevero (#70), Royal Dar es Salem (Red course #72), and Sotogrande (Old course #69). After playing Sunningdale and business in London, it was off to Scotland and 2 days at The Open at Muirfield. The weather was miserable, but my firm had a hospitality tent so I could be out on the course for a while and then back to the tent for warmth, food, drink, and golf on TV. Despite the weather, I really enjoyed being there and think The Open is the second best golf spectating event in the world with the Masters at Augusta National being the first. As an aside, I did revisit the 12th hole where the car keys had disappeared in 1979. Needless to say 8 years later they were still not visible. 
Then it was back down to London and over to Wales and Royal Porthcawl. At The Open tented village, I had bought new "guaranteed waterproof" golf shoes (this was long before DryJoys). During the round, rain came down in buckets along with a very strong wind. And you guessed it, the "guaranteed waterproof" golf shoes immediately leaked like a sieve.

Now back to Heathrow and over to Paris, Geneva, and Zurich for business. During the night in Zurich I became really sick (chills one minute, sweating the next). I stumbled down to lunch where I had to give a 30-minute speech to 10 clients. Then I dragged myself to the airport for a flight to Rome and another one to Sardinia. I picked up the rent-a-car and found my two-star hotel where no one spoke English. It is now midnight.  

The next morning I’m up early with no breakfast. At 8 a.m. I teed off at the Pevero Golf Club with two teenage Italian boys who spoke no English. When the starter told them I was a 7 handicap they swore in Italian for about 30 seconds, stubbed their tee shots, and didn't break 100. The weather was hot and humid, I was pulling a trolley on a hilly course, and still woozy from the Zurich encounter. The course way too gimmicky (irons off some par 4's & one par 5). Some very ordinary holes and the greens were shaggy. Pevero was the first real disappointment of the Top 100 courses I had played. Robert Trent Jones built the course for the Aga Khan as part of a luxurious real estate development, 5-star hotel, and marina for world-class yachts. My negative judgment of the course was confirmed as Pevero dropped off the world Top 100 in 1991 and was never heard from again. Today one ranking site has it rated only 14th in Italy. 

The next day was total travel. First a flight to Rome. Change airlines for a flight to Nice. Change airlines again for a flight to Marseille and then on to Casablanca, Morocco. While waiting in a couple of lines I observed that Moroccans do not hesitate to jump to the head of the line, even little old ladies. This trait plays a significant part in the rest of the Moroccan section of the trip.
Securing a large, old Peugeot from Hertz by 7:30 pm (9:30 pm Sardinia time) I’m on the road. However, immediately stopped by police with machine guns before I could go on the highway. Then north to Rabat arriving 9 p.m., but it took an hour to find the hotel. The location looked easy on my map. What the map didn’t show was no visible street signs and half of the streets were one-way. The whole downtown area was swarming with people spilling off the sidewalks out into the streets. I kept stopping to ask for directions, but only Moroccan and French spoken, no English. After four tries, I did get someone to lead me to the hotel. It turned out the room was opened to the inner courtyard with a loud band playing until midnight. So I switched to an outside room, but was greeted by open windows and loud noise from the mass of people in the streets. The open windows where necessary due to hot weather and no hotel AC.
Up early the next morning I confidently drove off with directions obtained from the hotel and my trusty map. Even in daylight and no traffic I got hopelessly lost. The more I tried to find my way, the more I felt as if I were being wound around like a pretzel. In a desperate state, I spied a taxicab dropping off a passenger. It took several minutes to get the driver to understand I wanted him to lead me to a golf course. I finally got through to him and we did reach Royal Golf Dar es Salem. At 8 a.m. on Saturday morning the pro shop is not open and only a couple of caddies are around. I took one and proceeded to play the entire course, which turned out to be pretty good with each hole cut through dense and tall trees. It was in good shape and a pleasure to play.

Leaving the club after lunch I drove north four hours on the main highway to the port city of Tangier. The so-called "Highway" had only one lane in each direction with some parts only mud and big holes. This is why I was given the old, beat-up car.
After waiting two hours in the hot ferry terminal, there was a long line at passport control. Just as I was about to present my passport, a young, tall, and muscular Moroccan pushed in front of me. Not wanting to create a scene I passively let him go ahead (there is more on this guy latter in the voyage).
Now when I arrange a trip, I try like mad to cover every possible event down to the last detail knowing that this is impossible. This ferry trip is an example of not planning enough. The ferry to Algeciras, Spain, departed at 8:30 pm and was supposed to be two-hour trip so I just assumed a 10:30 pm arrival. Looking at a map I thought Tangier and Algeciras almost touched each other being separated by the Strait of Gibraltar. I never considered a possible time zone change. It turned out that there was a 2-hour time zone change not in my favor. On top of that the ferry was slower than scheduled so it arrived at the dock at 1 am Spanish time. Then there was a long passport control line. Just when I was about to present my passport the same tall, muscular Moroccan from the Tangier ferry terminal came charging up the line and cut in front of me. By this point I was really tired and ticked off by the time zone fiasco so you can imagine what I said to him as I pushed him back in line.

I had been told that my hotel was right outside the ferry terminal so I started walking with my three bags. Scanning signs on the top of nearby hotels there was none for mine. The only person I felt safe in approaching was a policeman directing traffic in the middle of a busy intersection. I couldn’t leave my luggage on the curb, so dragged them through the traffic. Naturally, the policeman didn't speak English, but was able to point me in the direction of the hotel, which was 10 blocks away up a steep hill. The streets were almost totally dark and disserted. Halfway to the hotel I felt someone coming up behind me. You guessed it! Turning around, there was the tall, muscular Moroccan from passport control. With visions of being stabbed by a knife, I moved along as fast as I could go. Fortunately, he went left when I went right so goodbye tall, muscular Moroccan. Finally, I was at the hotel and in bed by 2 a.m.

Up at 6 am because Sotogrande said I had to be the first one off at 8 am on this Sunday or I could not play at all. I zipped out of Algeciras in a rental car along the main road that was completely dark and deserted. Suddenly, a light popped in my rear view mirror. I was thinking “what the hell is that” and then thought it can’t be a speed trap at 6:30 am on a Sunday morning with no traffic around. Sure enough, up ahead there was a motorcycle policia waving me to stop.  He didn't speak English, but wrote out a speeding ticket for 2,000 pesetas. At that moment I'm not sure of the exchange rate as Spain is my fifth change of currency in the past eight days. I had brought along only $100 worth of pesetas, but I did not want to whip it out and see it all disappear. So I told him (through hand signals) that I didn't have 2,000 pesetas. He then indicated 20% now and 80% later, but his math produced a calculation of 388 pesetas. I happily gave him 400, but he had no change. I told him keep the 12 pesetas. He reacted as if I was trying to bribe him and I thought I was now going to jail. Instead, he motioned me to stay put and raced off on his motorcycle. Waiting around not knowing when he would return, I was anxious to get going because I didn't know how far away the course was and didn't want to miss the tee time. A few minutes later he came racing back and handed me the 12 pesetas.

Arriving at course, the clubhouse and pro shop were closed There was a lone trolley near the first tee so I took it and started out by myself. Sotogrande New proved to be an interesting course with perfect green conditions. However, after 16 holes I hit the wall because of lack of sleep, no breakfast, very hilly course, and hot sun beating down. I staggered through last two holes to the finish line.  Mission accomplished.

1988 Japan, Indonesia, South Africa

The last adventure that I want to discuss here was a 1988 round-a-world trip to finish playing the World Top 100 for the first time. After 13 months of planning and correspondence I was able to put together a three-week, business/golf trip to Japan, Indonesia, and South Africa in late October/early November 1988. On this trip I played the three rated courses in Japan—Kasumigaseki (East course rated #40 at that time), Hirono (#52), and Phoenix (#58). Then it was on to Bali Handara (#80) in Indonesia. The last leg of the trip included your Durban Country Club (#68) and the finale to the Top 100 took place at the Gary Player Country Club (#97) in Bophuthatswana. This whole trip covered 31,350 air miles and 65 hours of airtime.

In Japan I was interviewed by Golf Classic magazine, and the answer to one of the questions produced the 1997 trip to play the World 100 in a 100 days. During the interview the writer asked me “what are you going to do for an encore after you finish this trip.” I had given absolutely no thought to life beyond playing the Top 100 so the reaction to myself was “why doesn’t this guy leave me alone so I can just enjoy what I’m currently doing.” However, to answer the question and having never conceived of the idea, I blurted out “I’ll play all 100 in a 100 days”. He did put that idea in the article and it really did happen. You can read about it on my website “thegolfodyssey.com”. During the interview the writer said he liked to drink and asked if he could show me the "real Tokyo." It would have been interesting, but I declined. Afterwards I learned that the guy was a descendent of real samurai so that would have made the evening that much for interesting.

The Japan part of the trip was pretty tame. In addition to the Top 100 courses, I played a resort course called Kawana, which subsequently made the Top 100 list. While there a Mr. Kato made sure everything ran smoothly. For instance, the par 3 10th holes had two greens. When he saw that the pin was on the less desirable green he told me to wait. In a suit and tie he went sprinting down the fairway with his short legs pumping a mile a minute. He ran up a steep bank to the green, grabbed the flag and ruched to the ideal location. Then standing at attention by the pin he then gave me the typical Japanese bow with head down. I had to laugh at his dedication and can still vividly see that picture today.

After golf at Hirono they had a reception that included the famous Kobe beef in the hors d’oeuvres, which I scooped up by the hand fill. For the one-hour ride to the airport they gave me a box lunch that consisted of two huge Kobe beef sandwiches. When I arrived in Miyazaki, a representative of the Phoenix Country Club met me. He immediately announced that we were going to dinner to have some delicious Miyazaki beef that he proudly said was much better than Kobe beef. But I was already up to my eyeballs in beef so wasn’t as thrilled as I should have been with this invitation. Now as an expert on both, I can safely say Kobe and Miyazaki steak are equally melt in your mouth delicious.

The next morning I’m on the first tee at 9 am playing with the general manager and the green superintendent. The course is in perfect shape because in two weeks they are having the annual Dunlop Phoenix tournament (sixth-largest purse of any 1988 professional tournament in world with Craig Stadler defending champion). 

Many courses in Japan have two sets of greens. One has Kori grass which they call lawn grass.  It is grainy and slow like the old Bermuda greens. The alternative green is bent grass. In anticipation of the pro tournament the bent greens had been closed for a month, but were opened that day for a special guest. The condition was absolutely like velvet, the best I’ve ever putted on. After making a couple of 15 to 20 footers very early in the round, 10 footers for the rest of the round seemed like tap ins. That putting experience was memorable, but the course design was nothing special and Phoenix soon fell off the list.

After nine holes we went into the crowded clubhouse dining room for the typical three-course "Japanese Golfers" lunch and drinks. This is not my favorite thing to do especially with a 10th hole tee shot over water. That night they said I was in for another special treat. It was a fancy nine-course feast in a private "Japanese Banquet Room." There where 6 Phoenix executives in attendance, but only one spoke English. Each course was washed down with premium Saki. The normal fancy Japanese dinner is five courses, which would have been plenty for me. My waitress did not take my plate away until I finished every last drop! I can still remember the seventh course, which was a huge plate of noodles and I’m awkwardly eating all this with chopsticks (36 handicapper there). After dinner the boss gave me a hard look and said “we expect Phoenix will maintain its world ranking after all this hospitality.” I gave him a faint nod of approval, but was thinking that is not the way the program works.  

Now it is on to Bali Indonesia by way of Osaka, Manila and Jakarta. I left Miyazaki at 8 am and arrived Bali 11:30 pm. The last part of trip was on Garuda Indonesia Airline. Coming out of Japan I was told the slogan for that airline was “fly Garuda, die Garuda”. I’m up at 6:00 am for breakfast followed by a van ride to the course. The "main road" through downtown Denpasar (the largest city on the island) is barely wide enough for two cars. Even though it is early Sunday morning, it is extremely hot and the streets are teeming with traffic consisting mostly of motor scooter and bikes, but also some cars and vans (serving as buses). The pungent smell from the open air sewage system was overwhelming. I was thinking, “where is the Bali paradise that is featured in all the travel magazines?”

Even though the trip only covered 40 miles, driving time was two hours as the road snakes up steep mountains. After reaching the Bali Handara Country Club, I checked into my room, which is one of a series of small stand-alone cottages. The first impression was disturbing. The grass and shrubs were unkempt. The metal cottage roofs were rusting. The bedroom, living room, kitchen/bar, and bathroom had a musty smell with carpets and furniture frayed and worn. The couch had a huge hole from being half burned out. I was thinking this seemed like a scary place to spend a night by myself.

At 10:30 a.m. on a Sunday the course is not crowded at all. Because of the distance and difficulty getting to this so-called “exotic” place, I had high hopes for the course. Unfortunately, it was an absolute total disaster. There is absolutely no imagination to the layout. Too many back and forth parallel holes Bunkers are shallow with no definition. Greens were essentially flat. The greens had plenty of grass but it was way too thick and impossible to putt. It is good thing designer, Peter Thomson of Australia, was an excellent golfer, because he is lousy architect. I was thinking Bali Handara would receive an F minus (lowest rating) from me in next vote. If I were perverse, I would keep the course on the top 100 list so that anyone else trying to play the Top 100 would have to go through the same agony that I have just experienced.

The original schedule was to stay that night and play again the next day. However, I was so disappointed in whole complex I could not get out of there fast enough.

Now, how does one get from Bali to South Africa in 1988? An experienced world traveler suggested going back to JFK and starting over. The best way was Denpasar/Singapore and then Singapore/Mauritius/Johannesburg. Unfortunately, there was only one flight a week from Singapore, but I could not arrange the schedule to catch that flight. When doing all this traveling I do not like going backward, but there was no choice.

I’m up at 4:30 a.m. for Denpasar/Jakarta/Hong Kong flights. There is then a crisis at Hong Kong transfer station: The computer had cancelled the rest of my trip, and in addition my checked luggage was sent to storage. Unbeknownst to me, I was supposed to reconfirm my whole trip before leaving Bali. After pounding on her computer keys for half an hour, the very efficient young Chinese lady at the counter said she had sorted everything out. But I was not totally comfortable until I saw my luggage in Johannesburg. Finally, I arrived in Durban. 
I remember dinner at the Durban Country Club with John Terry-Lloyd, Brian Woodroffe, and Alf Sudheim where they introduced me to your delicious langoustines.

At 8:45 the next morning I’m on the first tee with John, Brian, and Hugh Inggs. I’m very impressed with the overall course, especially the first five holes. I thought #2 and #3 were clearly world class.

After a lovely lunch it was off to Joberg and then Sun City. At the airport, American David Abel, manager of the Gary Player Country Club, met me. The next morning at 8 a.m. I’m teeing off with David and there is no one else on the course. The Minolta Copiers' $125,000 Match Play Tournament semifinals are being held today, but the players do not go off until noon. The condition of course is super, especially in light of all the play it gets from casino and resort hackers (55,000 rounds over 10 1/2 months, six-hour rounds normal). Unbelievable lies in the fairways; ball sits up as if on a platter. Bent grass greens are perfect, and pins are in championship positions. We played from about same tee markers as the tournament. As we came down the eighteenth fairway a few wandering spectators look at their programs to see whom these two guys might be. David passed the test because he can really hit the ball. I'm what Chi Chi Rodriguez calls a "hot dog" golfer. That's one whom spectators do not recognize, so they say, "Let's go get a hot dog." I obviously have a great feeling as I putted out on the eighteenth hole because this was the last of 1,800 holes. As you know the international part of "The Odyssey" started in October 1979 in Carnoustie, Scotland and has ended in Bophuthatswana, South Africa.

I’ll leave you with a funny golf story that David told during our celebration lunch. On one of his first days on the job the course was packed, with every starting time taken. A business group (he referred to them as XYZ) had called two months earlier and blocked off times from 10 a.m. to 2 p.m. About one month later, another group (called XYZ-A) called to reserve times from 10 a.m. to 2 p.m. on same day. A person from the previous management who was responsible for tee times simply heard XYZ and said that group had already booked and everything all set. On the appointed day both groups appeared and thus caused a great traffic jam on the first tee. David decided to have a staggered start with a foursome from one group going off followed by a foursome from the other group.

In the meantime, an insurance company had made arrangements for its "salesman of the month" to play Sun City on the same day. This insurance company lets its "salesman of the month" pick anything he wants to do from dawn to dusk for one day anywhere in South Africa. This "salesman of the month" wanted to play the round of his life at Sun City. There was a jet chartered from Cape Town to Sun City and "salesman of the month" was dropped right in middle of the throng on the first tee. After pacing around for about half an hour "salesman of the month" pushed his way through the crowd and pegged up his ball. At that point a frustrated XYZ employee asked "salesmen of the month" what he thought he was doing. "Salesman of the month" said no one was going to stop him from teeing off. With this XYZ employee hauled off, and knocked "salesman-of-the-month" out cold with one punch.

After coming to, "salesmen of the month" went back to the pro shop/restaurant and paced around for about four hours. As it was beginning to get dark, and his event was to terminate at dusk, “salesman of the month” decided to play the ninth hole (the signature hole). Out in an electric cart went "salesman of the month" and pegged up his ball on the ninth tee. I’ll bet you can’t guess who would also be there? At that very same moment who should come up on the tee (after taking four hours to play eight holes), but "one punch." Finding out what was going on, "one punch~' knocked "salesman of the month" out cold for second time. David swears this is true story.

I have tons more stories, but you will have to wait for the book to be published; “A Golf Odyssey with The Real McCoy”. It has been a real pleasure to be with you tonight and thank you for the warm welcome.
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