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PRAISE FOR ONE FOR THE MEMORY BANKS

“What Shivas Irons is to Michael Murphy, Allan Bond is to Luke  
Reese. Luckily for us, Reese captures their relationship for eternity  

in this timeless and transporting book.” 

—Michael Bamberger, Author of To the Linksland

“Great read…enjoyed playing with Bondy and Luke…but never  
enjoy losing and having to pay out.”

 —Pádraig Harrington, Three-time Major Winner

“One for the Memory Banks beautifully weaves the color of the game 
with the personalities that every golfer will identify with and love.  
The masterful storytelling transports the reader to each time and  
place as if they were right there playing along—a journey they will  

never forget. I could not put it down.” 

—Todd Martin, President, Peter Millar Golf

“The stories, the people, the friendships, the competition, and, of 
course, the emotion...One for the Memory Banks has everything  

that makes golf the greatest game on earth.”

 —Jason Adel, CEO, GOLF.com // GOLF Magazine



To Allan Bond and Angus Moir
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authoR’s note

The following are all real events that took place 

with real people. 

These are my memories.  They are inexact.  I have 

kept scorecards, notes, signed balls, bottles, hats, clubs, 

etc.  I took notes on many of these events shortly after they 

happened.  I have consulted with all the people who were 

present in each case to reconstruct dialogue.  Precisely rec-

reating dialogue among two or more Irishmen is a virtual 

impossibility—too many words, too fast.  All parties present 

agree that the gist is correct.  Post-round alcohol was usual-

ly involved.  I take full responsibility for any factual errors.





ChapteR i 

Rub of the GReen

Number fifteen played downwind that day, cross-

ing back to the linksland near the sea.  We had 

both made a lot of pars and a few bogeys—much 

better than I normally played.  Single-digit Bondy had been 

there a million times, but I was light years out of my com-

fort zone.  I could feel the pressure.  We were in a tight 

match.  Bondy hit his drive down the middle.  Throat dry, 

my head spun.  I might actually beat him.  My swing short-

ened dramatically on the tee shot.  Through a wry grin, 

a Scottish voice mumbled, “A wee bit quick on that one, 

young Mr. Reese.  Not your finest.”  Into the right rough it 

flew.  It might be in deep.  Won’t know till I get up there.  

Please, don’t be lost.  

Please…don’t be lost… 

My opponent

Imagine a 50-something-year-old Scotsman.  Perhaps 

you see a kilt-wearing Sean Connery standing on the  
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ramparts of his battle-worn castle overlooking the barren 

highlands.  Or James Bond bedecked in a tuxedo at a casi-

no, daringly out-thinking his foes and romancing all wom-

en who cross his path.  Those are the myths.

Reality offered a different Bond.  Allan Bond, age 

52.  Called Bondy by all who knew him.  My fierce and wit-

ty opponent.  This large-boned man projected height and 

strength, with silvery hair worn slightly over the ears.  His 

dress was always appropriate, but never dashing.  There was 

little risk of hearing your wife mutter under her breath, “I 

wish you’d dress more like Allan Bond.”  

Determined, his eyes could fix a menacing look 

but frequently with a twinkle.  What he said, he meant.  

I was glad that we met in 1994, rather than as opposing 

warriors during an Outlander or Braveheart time warp.  He 

and I fought on more modern battlefields—those with eigh-

teen holes.  Though I was his boss at work, Bondy always 

seemed to get the better of me on the golf course…a fact he 

never let me forget. 

Though Scottish clan life had abated over the cen-

turies, respect for authority had been firmly ingrained 

in Bondy, but he couldn’t resist flashing a knowing grin.  

Growing up on the west coast of Scotland in the ’50s, he 

caddied for high-handicap, upper-class gentlemen, who 

were quick to dress down a young wispy lad for causing 

their wayward putts.  In his words, “I’ll tell ya this…I knew 
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who the boss was…held the flag stick and kept my mouth 

shut.  Didn’t get paid much.  Didn’t get fired.  Learnt a lot 

about life caddying for bad golfers.” 

He idolized his grandfather who captained a muni-

tions ship in World War II, avoiding mines and U-boats.  

Allan was a serious pupil in the excellent Scottish school 

system whose studies included French and Latin.  His 

love of geography whetted his appetite to see the world.  

Further, he wanted to emulate his grandfather and have his 

own ship to command.  At age fifteen, over the objections 

of his parents, he joined the Merchant Navy.  After near-

ly five exciting and rewarding years at sea, he failed his eye 

exam.  Sadly, the now worldly Bondy had to immediately 

come home.  Dreams dashed.  Needed to find a job.  

In 1962, while Arnold Palmer won The Open at 

Royal Troon, Sam Snead cut a ceremonial ribbon opening 

the Wilson Sporting Goods golf club factory a few miles 

down the road in Bondy’s hometown of Irvine.  Dark and 

spartan, the Wilson factory building could have been con-

fused for a local penitentiary.  But, as Bondy said, “A new 

factory making golf clubs was better than working at a pa-

per mill.”  Fittingly, Bondy walked in and asked for work.  

As he would joke, “Somebody must have had too much to 

drink the night before and not shown up.  They begrudg-

ingly let me repair golf clubs.  No idea what that meant…
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but they said they were going to pay me.  Showed up the 

next day…ne’er left.”

Hardworking and whip-smart, Bondy did not in-

tend to repair clubs in the back of the factory for long.  

His bosses noticed him, and he was given a sales rep job.  

Multiple promotions later, he became Wilson’s beloved UK 

sales manager.  “Would have gotten fired repairing clubs,” 

he would laugh.  “Couldn’t get the heads on straight.  

Probably a few golfers hook or slice because of me.”

      

Wilson hired me at age 33 in the early fall of 1994, 

as the export manager in charge of some small markets that 

sold both tennis and golf.  That is when I met veteran UK 

sales manager, Bondy. 

At the end of a day of meetings at our offices in 

Germany, Bondy put his bear paw on my shoulder.  “Young 

lad, I’ve watched you in meetings all day.  You could sell 

life insurance to dead people…and you know yer tennis…

but learn golf.  Big growth there.”  Great advice.  Doubt he 

knew my name.  He went back to the UK, and I stayed in 

Germany none the wiser. 

As a solid, former college tennis player, I under-

stood tennis.  In contrast, golf was a blank slate.  I followed 

Bondy’s direct advice and decided to learn.  I had hit mil-

lions of tennis balls…
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What could be hard about golf?  A stick.  A ball.  

Not even moving. 

After a quick lesson from a low handicapper, I 

worked on a short takeaway and follow-through.  At work, 

my office was near the Wilson warehouse on the ground 

floor.  I loved being near the action (and the wide hall-

ways).  Before and after work hours, I would hit Wiffle 

golf balls in the hallway to develop my swing.  I left a lot 

of marks on the industrial carpet, and the balls sometimes 

even made it 50 feet to the warehouse door.  

With a few months of practice under my belt, I 

thought it time to ask Bondy to critique my swing.  His an-

swer came in a Scottish brogue with enormous authority, 

intended for all within earshot: “As a golfer, you’d make a 

fine salesman.”  

I provided all the fuel he needed to stoke his fire 

when I asked, “What would you fix?”  Several others heard 

me and leaned in.  In the tradition of Winston Churchill, 

he was at his best in front of a crowd, and to Bondy’s de-

light, he now had an audience: “I’m certainly not a golf in-

structor myself…but follow my simple rule when standing 

in front of a golf account…never…”  

He brought the small crowd in further.  By now, ev-

eryone had put down their coffee cups and leaned in. 

“And I mean never…touch a club as if you are going 

to swing it.  Don’t waggle—don’t address the ball.  Hold the 
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club close to the head and hand it to the pro.  You tell them 

why the club is so good and how much it costs.  Then you 

can hold a pen and paper and write orders.”

Delighted chuckles from the crowd. 

Though the brunt of the joke, I immediately sensed 

what all the others knew about Bondy.  He was the cen-

ter of a great party.  The next week a package arrived at my 

office in Munich postmarked from London.  It was from 

Bondy.  He had sent me a copy of Donald Steel’s Classic 

Golf Links with a note: “Mr. Reese, work on your swing.  We’ll 

play some of these places.  Start at page 30.  This is real golf.  

Bondy.”  We immediately became friends, despite our 17-

year age difference. 

In 1995, I became the sales manager for Europe and 

then the president of the division the following year.  We 

had a lot to do.  Over the previous several years, Wilson 

had tragically followed a low-end, fast-moving consumer 

goods strategy.  I wanted to follow Titleist’s strategy—and 

do it for the long term.  If they could make the best techni-

cal products and have the best relationships with their ac-

counts, why couldn’t we?  At Wilson, we did this in tennis.  

But in golf, years of short-term distribution decisions had 

robbed us of our former glory.  They had changed direc-

tions like a kite in a tornado—chasing quarter-end targets.  
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The UK market was crucial for golf, and I needed to hire a 

new managing director for the UK to help me implement 

these changes.  

All the candidates seemed to be cut from the same 

cloth.  Articulate.  Well-educated.  Charming.  Impeccably 

dressed.  In one interview, a candidate remarked, “One of 

my challenges would be to learn everything Allan Bond 

knows before he retires.”  

It had not occurred to him that Bondy might be 

his competitor.  Previous senior management had always 

gone for flashy MBA types, creating a revolving door of 

well-meaning, but generally ineffective, hires.  By the time 

Bondy’s bosses figured out which end of the stick you used 

to hit the ball, they were gone.  Bondy was relegated to the 

corporate version of the Land of Forgotten Toys.

I didn’t say a word, just listened, as the candidate 

built the case for Bondy.  He fit the bill perfectly.  But the 

only way this long-term strategy could work was if Bondy 

made it his own. 

After the meeting, I asked Bondy to come in for an 

interview.  Bondy and I spent hours discussing the new di-

rection.  We were in agreement. 

When I flew to London to offer Bondy the job, he 

was visibly moved: “I’m on your team, boss.  If there are 

any problems, we’ll be in a foxhole together…guns pointing 

out.  You’ll never hear anything out of me except technical, 



8

Lu k e Re e s e

premium racquets and clubs…and every account will be 

treated like Augusta.”  

Bondy’s word was all I needed.  

We shook hands and started to leave for lunch.  

Then he smiled, “Oh, and one more thing, before I ac-

cept…don’t think this means I’ll be giving you extra strokes.  

You’re starting to actually hit the ball…but you still can’t 

putt.”  Then he laughed so hard he started coughing.

A few weeks later, the candidate who had laid out 

the case for Bondy called me and said, “As soon as I said 

that about Bondy, it struck me that you would hire him.  

He’s your kind of guy.  Great leader and funny as hell.”

Bondy told me years later, “I truly thought you were 

only interviewing me out of courtesy.”  He had no idea how 

excited I was to have him.  The man hated to spend money 

and led his team like a combination drill sergeant and co-

median.  They would follow him up any hill.  Justifying my 

faith in him, Bondy rallied his troops behind a new high 

margin, superstar product strategy and completely modi-

fied the UK sales and marketing efforts.  He and his team 

wound up crushing their sales and profit numbers for sev-

eral years in a row in both tennis and golf.

the MatCh

In the fall of ’96, Bondy asked me to speak at the 

UK sales meeting in Scotland.  
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After the meeting, Bondy asked, “Exactly what time 

is your flight back to London?”  I looked at my watch: we 

had several hours to kill.  The drive to Edinburgh would 

lead past several links courses.  

“Our work is done,” he said.  “Let’s push our flights 

back and get in a quick match.  It’s rumored that there are 

a few somewhat passable tracks in these parts.  Can we find 

one in that Classic Golf Links book I gave you?”  I didn’t 

need to open the book to tell him which ones were on the 

direct path to the airport.  I had memorized it.  Waving a 

new links course in front of me inspired quick action. 

As long as we played in less than three hours, we’d 

be fine.  We changed plane tickets and got an open tee time 

just down the road at Lundin Golf Club.  On a mission, 

Bondy and I raced into the town of Lundin Links.  Two 

business partners and good friends, grinning ear to ear, 

whisked away in a tiny, gear-stuffed rental car.  We were 

about to steal eighteen extra holes from life. 

Lundin Links

Like so many Scottish clubs, Lundin is a classic 

links course with an intriguing history.  In the late 1800s, 

the course was an out-and-back links course right along 

the Firth of Forth, shared by multiple golfing societies 

from the neighboring towns of Lundin Links and Leven.  
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The Lundin club members were a bit stuffier than those 

from Leven.  Not a great mix.  

In 1909, they decided to go their separate ways.  

Without bloodshed, but with lots of rancor, the two towns 

split their course, with each club taking nine holes.  They 

built a stone wall between what became the new fifth holes 

of each course.  

Each club had to add another nine holes on less 

linksy property farther inland.  As to the links holes near 

the sea, they had hard and firm sand-based fairways and 

greens.  There were no trees.  Bunkers were round and 

deep.  They had rumpled natural fairways.  A stiff breeze 

blew in the salty smell of the sea.  The sea almost faded 

seamlessly into the multihued grey sky.  

Enid Day
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As beautiful as links courses are, many come with a 

view of smokestacks in the distance.  Somehow, they fit in.  

Sort of like cigarette smoke in a Parisian café.  It belongs.  

MatCh pLay

Golf in the UK is almost exclusively centered on 

match play.  In match play, there are essentially eighteen 

individual battles.  The score is kept in relationship to the 

opponent.  Win the first hole and you are one up.  Lose 

the first hole and you are one down.  If you are five holes 

ahead with only four holes left to play, you have just won 

five and four.  

In my many years playing golf in the UK, I don’t 

think I have ever heard a player, other than a stray 

American, say, “I shot an 81” or “I shot a 92.”  The answer 

to “How did you play?” is “Played pretty well.  We won two 

and one.”   

Most of all, they play fast—less than three hours for 

a group of four.

Within a year and a half of starting, I could man-

age a score in the low 90s, but my putting was atrocious.  

Every time I stood over a long putt, I wondered if I would 

still have ten feet for the second.  And when I stood over 

a short putt, I would think about how bummed I would 

be when I missed it.  A round would include maybe six or 

seven greens in regulation and a bunch of good chips and 
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bunker shots.  But two-putting was as elusive as lasting 

peace in the Middle East.  

After our first few rounds together, Bondy coached, 

“Young Mr. Reese, take a wider stance to balance against 

the wind.  Don’t squeeze the life out of the putter.  Don’t 

look up too early.  If you hear the ball make a pleasant 

sound as it finds its home underground, you’ll know you’ve 

done all right.”  He then smirked.  “If you don’t hear a 

sound, it will be me smiling.” 

Thanks to his putting advice, I was playing to a 

thirteen.  Age had moved Bondy from low single-digit to 

an eight.  He gave me three-quarters of the difference in 

our handicaps, which is typical for match play in the UK.   

Four strokes. 

Let the games begin. 

Donning turtlenecks, sweaters, and terrible wind-

breakers, we stopped by the pro shop, paid the modest 

green fee, and hurried to the first tee.  

As a golf companion, Bondy ranked in my top five.  

As a golf partner, he was in my top two.  As an oppo-

nent, he was number one.  He was never out of a hole and 

never gave up.  Over the years, I’ve seen him sink far too 

many putts after striping a five wood from 190 yards.  He 

would then say, “Simple up and down, eh, Mr. Reese?”  If 

anything brought Bondy greater pleasure than beating me, 
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I was not aware of it.  I suspect a few others would say  

the same.

At Lundin, the first hole played into a two-club 

wind—approximately twenty mph.  This was just a wee 

breeze in Scotland.  Holes one and eighteen share a wide-

open fairway.  Lundin, as is typical of many links courses, 

has few practice facilities to speak of, so the drive on the 

first hole is frequently an easy place to stretch the back.  

After a couple of stiff practice swings, Bondy ambled to 

the tee box and put his tee in the ground.  He looked back 

at me: “Here’s one for the memory banks.  Likely an easy 

victory for old Bondy then a nice nap on the plane ride 

home.”  

He then hit a nasty, low squirmer that tailed right.  

Not to be outdone, I took a hard swing.  The ball popped 

up in the air.  Great start. 

We played the first four holes briskly, into the fresh 

breeze.  The smell of the sea invigorated us.  

The fifth hole is a beautiful downhill short par-

three.  The stone wall running the length of the hole 

evokes images of Scots dividing a great course.  My oppo-

nent personified centuries of stubbornness.  True to form, 

Bondy refused to make bogey.  After mishitting his tee 

shot, he chipped to seven feet.  Then with his wide stance 

and Arnold Palmer putting style—feet wide but crouched 
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over and knees close together—he drilled it into the back 

of the cup.  All square.

I was striking the ball well.  Then on both seven 

and eight, I missed short birdie putts.  The psychological 

knife twisted in my gut.  After the second one, Bondy im-

itated Auric Goldfinger: “I expect you to die, Mr. Bond.”  

Kill him quickly or you’ll see him again.  

Still all square. 

It’s hard to describe why this mattered so much, but 

it did.  We loved to work together.  Being partners in busi-

ness brought great results and tons of laughter.  But in golf, 

we needed to beat each other.  We didn’t bet money.  We 

didn’t care about our scores—it was all about who would 

win the match.  We were just two primeval boxers trading 

punches until one fell.  This was Scottish golf.  

A chance to beat him was unusual.  I was nervous 

as hell.  Bondy knew it.  And like a brother, he knew what 

buttons to push.  

Upon reflection, the beauty of match play with 

Bondy was that the competition was all-encompassing.  He 

didn’t just live in my head—he partied there with reckless 

abandon. 

Only with total focus could I quiet him.  I was 

forced to think of the match and nothing else.  The only 

thing that could take me out of this zone was allowing him 

back into my overactive brain.  To succeed against Bondy, 
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I had to learn to tune out his calculated humor—or at least 

not allow it to affect me.  It took time. 

At my best, nothing else existed; nothing else mat-

tered.  I could hear his funny lines, remember them, but let 

them pass harmlessly.

Bliss. 

the RuLinG

Still all square, with 170 yards to the pin on the 

strongly downwind fifteenth, I chose a seven iron.  I 

smoothed it.  Straight at the pin.  Oh, did that feel good.  

I held my pose while I watched the ball disappear over the 

small rise guarding the green.  My shot was good.  I knew 

it.  Bondy knew it.  Flustered, Bondy hit an average shot 

that would require two good putts to get his par.  

Feeling great now, my bag weighed nothing.  I came 

over the small hump and didn’t see the ball.  Was it pos-

sible?  I casually glanced at the cup as I walked by, hoping 

not to be seen doing this.  Empty.  

Typical of a links, the ball had landed at the front 

of the green and bounded forward like an excited puppy.  

The ball rested on a hill about twenty yards past the green.  

Although we had played the first fourteen holes in well un-

der two hours, I took my time on this shot.  I pulled out my 

trusty 56 degree sand wedge and practiced several times.  

The shot.  Catching it clean and crisp, I loved it.  I watched 
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the ball in slow motion as it left my club floating towards 

the cup.  The entire world slowed down.  I enjoyed every 

extended moment.  

Out of nowhere, disaster struck.  The ball landed in 

a sprinkler head hole and stopped dead, just off the green.

Having played golf for only a few years, I asked, 

“What do I do?  How do you rule that one?  Do I take  

it over?”  

With a sly grin, Bondy responded, “Rub of  

the Green.”  

Raising my voice a few decibels, I asked “What?  

What does that mean?  What does Rub of the Green mean?  

Is that like a let in tennis?  Do-over?”

“Rub of the Green means Rub of the Green or 

that’s the way the cookie crumbles, or, in your more vulgar 

American language, tough shit.”  

My hat took flight.  I stumbled to a seven on  

that hole.  

Lost one down.  

   

That Christmas, Bondy gave me a framed booklet 

cover page from Rules of Golf by The Royal & Ancient Golf 

Club.  It reads:
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RUB OF THE GREEN

Rule 19.  Ball in Motion Deflected or Stopped.

19-1.  By Outside Agency.  If a ball in motion is ac-

cidentally deflected or stopped by an outside agency, it is a 

rub of the green, no penalty is incurred, and the ball shall 

be played as it lies. 





ChapteR II

baCk to the beGinninG

Bondy taught me how to play golf.  His way.  Fast.  

Competitive.  All-consuming.  Respectful of the 

rules and each other.  For the last 25 years, almost 

every time I’ve stepped on the tee box, I’ve imagined him 

saying, “Here’s one for the memory banks.  Play well, but 

not too well.”  No one could make me feel as alive as Bondy 

when we teed it up.  

I took a rather circuitous route to becoming Bondy’s 

primary golf opponent.

I was born in 1960 in Newark, Ohio.  My town was 

a bit larger than Bondy’s but with a similar mix of indus-

try and farming.  His town had great golf courses.  Mine 

didn’t.  I was the fourth of five kids with an incredibly 

hard-working mother and father.  My older brother looked 

like Clark Gable and was one of the most athletically gift-

ed kids in town.  My little sister was a national class swim-

mer.  I had large crooked teeth and glasses.  I spent a lot of 

time reading the encyclopedia.  I got good grades. 
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After my freshman year of college in 1980, I took 

a few years off.  Many college students head off to find 

themselves.  I found myself at the local army recruiting sta-

tion.  Iran was holding American hostages in our embas-

sy in Tehran.  While my fraternity brothers returned to 

campus, I marched up and down the muggy streets of Fort 

Jackson, South Carolina.  I loved almost every aspect of 

Fort Jackson…except the snakes.  Soon after basic training, 

I was sent to Germany to the First Infantry Division (The 

Big Red One).  The army got a great soldier.  But I got, by 

far, the better part of the bargain.  I matured.  I served my 

country.  I lived and worked with people from all segments 

of society, many of whom would never have the chances in 

life I had taken for granted as a freshman in college.  My 

enlistment ended too quickly.  

When it was over I went back to college then law 

school.  Got Latin and Greek words with my degrees.  

School was pretty easy after the army.

After graduating from the University of Michigan 

Law School in 1988, I joined the multinational law firm 

Latham & Watkins.  I could handle hard work.  After the 

army, I could certainly deal with being yelled at.  I would 

be fine as a highly compensated, but miserable, corner-of-

fice lawyer someday.
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That’s what I told myself, but an epiphany occurred 

in the closing room on a mega deal that was all over the 

press.  This room was the epicenter of 1980s dealmaking.

One of the firm’s partners gleefully exclaimed, “Isn’t 

this deal unbelievable?  It doesn’t get any better.  What a 

rush.  Where else would you want to be?”  Despite the 

huge, dark bags under his eyes, his intensity spoke volumes.  

His words conjured images in my mind: thirsty la-

borers being whipped as they dragged rocks across the des-

ert to build the pyramids.  Everybody loved the final result—

except the laborers.  Self-preservation willed my mouth to 

utter, “Yeah, that was great.”  My nose grew as I spoke.  

With an Edvard Munch scream going off in my mind, I 

thought, “Are you f—ing kidding me?  I’d rather be sitting 

in a dentist’s chair.”  

I was in the wrong job.  

I should have known this would happen when my 

father wanted me to work at his law firm the summer be-

fore law school.  Instead, I chose to be a bricklayer’s assis-

tant and sold tee shirts out of the trunk of my car.

Most people hated being in the army.  I relished it.  

But as a lawyer, I was an interloper, spending vast amounts 

of time doing something I hated.  Living out someone 

else’s dreams for me.  I needed to find a career that gave 

me as much of a thrill as this deal did for the law partner.  
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To quote Bondy, “Build the memory banks…there are no 

mulligans.”  Don’t waste the short years you’ve got.  

So how do you tell your lawyer father that after 

three years of law school tuition you are taking a 70% pay 

cut to sell bicycle handlebars?  

From Europe.  

   

I moved to Germany in 1991 to sell handlebars.  

We attacked the market relentlessly.  Our team truly be-

lieved that our product was superior.  We made ourselves 

the best friends of every shop in which we sold.  And it 

paid off.  They loved selling our stuff.  We wound up with 

a leading market share in almost every European country.  

In 1994, Wilson Sporting Goods hired me.  Same strate-

gy.  Worked again.

piCkinG up GoLf

My job at Wilson involved sales and marketing for 

both tennis and golf.  Selling market-leading Wilson ten-

nis was easy.  But I was somewhat bored with tennis, hav-

ing played in college.  With the golf market growing in 

my sales territory, I decided to follow Bondy’s “suggestion” 

and learned to play with the small white ball.  

Golf, for me, had not been love at first sight.  
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In August of 1994, two months before I met Bondy, 

my friend George and I went to the Ring of Kerry with our 

families for a long weekend.  He wanted to play a course 

called Ballysomething.  Although I had played golf a few 

times on some muddy fields turned into golf courses by lo-

cal farmers, I was not a golfer.  Case in point, six years be-

fore I joined Wilson, my rehearsal dinner was at Oakland 

Hills.  It didn’t even occur to me to ask the father of the 

bride if we could play.  Instead, we went to see a ball game 

at old Tiger Stadium. 

We left the hotel in Killarney in the morning with 

the sun shining brightly and the temperature in the low 

60s.  My friend brought his clubs with him.  I didn’t own 

any.  I borrowed a heavy, imitation-leather Tour bag, re-

plete with clubs and four dozen balls.  I already had a ten-

nis shirt, a cotton sweater, some khaki pants, and a Cubs 

hat.  No one mistook me for a visiting touring pro.  Oh, 

and in case it got wet, I had a Barbour jacket.  Yes.  A 

waxed Barbour field jacket.  I had no business being where 

I was about to be.  

We showed up.  I read the sign.  It was Ballybunion.  

From the clubhouse, I looked outside: “This doesn’t look 

that hard.  I don’t even see any trees.”  We paid our green 

fee.  I bought a Coke and a candy bar.  Bring on this new 

sport.  I was ready to go.  
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Some poor caddie drew the short straw and was 

handed my bag.  There may have been a high-tipping, 

low-handicap oilman checking in just before me…or Ben 

Crenshaw right after me.  But no, he drew a guy carrying 

a Barbour jacket…one who had made par a few times on 

short par-threes…if you didn’t count lost balls. 

From the uber-modern clubhouse, we opened the 

door and made our way to the first tee.  A blast of wind im-

mediately rocked us.  Holy—.  The dunes were bigger than 

any hill between Columbus and Indianapolis.  The three-

foot-tall grass whipped violently, seemingly in all directions 

at once.  What from a distance had looked like a benign 

version of the moon now felt terrifying.  This was danger-

ous territory.  Somebody was going to get hurt.

The exposed first tee had a 30-plus mph wind blow-

ing from left to right.  Off to the right sat a graveyard, Celtic 

crosses and all.  I boldly grabbed my driver and took a few 

practice swings.  Satisfied, I reached deep, swung hard, and 

blasted one.  Solid contact.  It went dead straight…for the 

first ten yards.  Then, as if laser-guided by the tombstones, 

it rose in the air with strong sidespin and took a ride in the 

wind.  We never saw it land.  But it went right of right.  My 

caddie said nothing.  He reached into the bag and hand-

ed me a five iron.  It didn’t matter.  Same swing.  Same re-

sult.  Utter silence.  My friend, who actually knew how to 

play golf, suggested I drop one from 150 yards.  Sensing the 
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truly horrific potential of this day, my caddie numbly nod-

ded his head.  

To make matters worse, I had put all four dozen 

balls in the bag.  The bag wasn’t light.  My swing made 

it heavier by the minute.  We dropped a fresh pellet near 

George’s ball.  George hit a nice one to the back of the 

green.  He had been a high school hockey player.  They 

hit a puck with a stick.  Of course, he was going to hit a 

few good golf shots.  But I’d figure it out over the next  

few holes.

Then it started to rain.  The rain stung on the back 

of my neck.  I put on my Barbour jacket.  Try swinging 

in one of those.  Humor me.  Put the book down.  Put 

a Barbour jacket on.  Take a few swings.  Even for good 

golfers, it’s hard.  Think of those pictures of Jones and 

Hagen playing in coat and tie.  At least they weren’t dumb 

enough to play in a waxed coat made for shooting pheas-

ant in Scotland or pub crawling in London.  Now picture 

a high handicapper, in howling wind, trying to pull off this 

feat.  With knee-high rough on both sides.  Let your heart 

go out to my quickly aging caddie. 

On the second tee, the coat helped.  The bulk of the 

jacket prevented me from getting my five iron all the way 

to the ball.  I topped it.  It scooted away in shame but ran 

a reasonable distance down the fairway.  On my next shot, 

I hit one into the deep, deep right hay.  Maybe, because we 
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were only on the second hole, or maybe because my cad-

die took immense pride in his job, we went looking for it.

Bad idea.  The moisture from the tall grass immedi-

ately soaked up the legs of my cotton pants.  What was I go-

ing to do if I found the ball anyway?  At least I knew enough 

not to force others to help me look for the ball.  They con-

tinued, having problems of their own.  I picked up.  

A few holes and half a dozen balls later, I had my 

first encounter with those small round bunkers with hor-

izontal lines on the faces.  From a distance, to a novice, 

they look benign, maybe even elegant, in that they are per-

fectly round with little strips of sod creating the walls.  On 

my first visit, they weren’t so harmless; they were deep and 

nasty.  But there was a benefit: the face of the bunker was 

so high it temporarily shielded me from the incessant pelt-

ing of rain.

Four hacks at the ball.  Back in the pocket.  Upon 

exiting the bunker, I decided to use my umbrella.  That was 

another error in judgment.  The gale-force wind immedi-

ately ripped it up.  The Ballybunion weather that day could 

match any wind tunnel created by Chicago skyscrapers.  

By now, I had resorted to hitting a tee shot, an ap-

proach shot, and maybe a putt or two per hole.  But on the 

eleventh tee, nature’s strong wind counteracted my slice.  

The resulting accident resembled a golf shot.  



27

On e fO r t h e Me M O ry Ba n k s

Number eleven—which I later learned was one of 

the best holes in the world—stretched down a wild ravine, 

with large dunes framing the left side and the ocean to the 

right.  Two huge swales interrupted the fairway, creating a 

virtual minefield of undulating grass.  The green was iso-

lated, almost as if it were an island.  

As we approached my ball that was a mile from the 

green, the shocking beauty inspired me.  It’s hard to imag-

ine what my caddie thought of what transpired next.  I de-

cided to take off my Barbour jacket and have a real swing 

at the ball.  Let the athlete out.  Dutifully, my caddie held 

my jacket.  Playing for a slice, I aimed my three wood thir-

ty yards left.  I crushed it.  I actually did.  The ball made a 

sound like a bottle rocket as it left my club.  Dead straight 

where I was aimed.  It never left its line and buried itself 

somewhere deep in the dunes.  In maybe his only words of 

the day, the caddie said, “F—ing well struck.  Really wrong 

direction, but f—ing well struck.  I’d stop after such a good 

shot.”  He was right.

I paid the caddie for the full round plus a tip and 

let him go in early with my bag.  I had hit enough balls.  

He had seen enough bad golf to last a few generations.  He 

didn’t need to be asked twice.  We made an agreement.  I 

wouldn’t say he went in early.  He wouldn’t talk about my 

golf.  I doubt he held up his end of the bargain.  Don’t 

blame him.  
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I walked the rest of the course, honestly believing I 

had played my last round.  Ever!

All that changed when I realized that golf would be 

a huge part of my business life.  After Bondy had teased 

me about my swing and sent me a copy of Donald Steel’s 

Classic Golf Links, he suggested I call the Wilson Tour rep.  

I learned a grip.  I learned a proper takeaway.  At work, I 

continued to hit Wiffle balls every day in my wide hallway.  

At home, I devoured the book.  

My one-year-old daughter didn’t know what was 

being read to her.  Pat the Bunny…Classic Golf Links…The 

Runaway Bunny…To the Linksland…Goodnight Moon…Classic 

Golf Links.  We traded on and off.  For a while, I had her 

thinking she was Princess Ailsa from a magical kingdom 

called Turnberry.  

I was hooked.



ChapteR iii

White out

On a frigid and rainy February day in 1997, our 

team gathered at our dreary golf assembly plant 

in Irvine, Scotland.  

In addition to Bondy and me, our team included 

a vitriolic Frenchman, a highly rational Finn, and an ele-

gant low-handicap Spaniard.  The prototypes for a new set 

of irons, called Fat Shafts, had just arrived.  They were cos-

metically challenged but had an amazing technology that 

made mishits fly straighter.  As might be expected from a 

company that wasn’t performing well in this category, the 

product was being rushed to market.  Worse, the produc-

tion forecast was due the next day.  If the Wilson tennis di-

vision said they had the greatest new racquet, we would as-

sume they were right.  Not golf—at least, not yet. 

Having seen prototypes months before, but never 

having hit them, we knew only the theoretical benefits.  

Our French product manager kept talking about the R&D 

testing results.  But we had heard this BS before.  I placed 
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pressure on our team about this product launch: “Has any-

one hit them?”  

No.  

“Golf has thrown a lot of spaghetti against the wall,” 

Bondy responded.  “Not much of it has stuck.”

I turned, “Bondy, what are your thoughts?  If the 

Fat Shafts aren’t home runs, should we allocate the money 

to tennis?” in other words, to Germany or France.  To say 

this to Bondy and the golf team, I might as well have pulled 

the pin on a grenade. 

Bondy’s steely eyes swept the room: “Somebody 

should hit ’em before we send in the forecast.”  

They all averted their eyes.  Nobody wanted to 

make direct eye contact for fear of being sent out in this 

weather.  The Spaniard recoiled.  At his home course of El 

Prat in Barcelona, golfers ordered paella on a special phone 

from the course.  It would then be waiting, piping hot, 

when they came in.  Different golf.  The cold didn’t bother 

the Finn, but he didn’t play well enough.  The Frenchman 

wouldn’t tell us the truth.  

As I looked around the room, Bondy and I caught 

each other’s eyes and nodded.  He said, “OK, let’s go.  

These irons will be tested by a wily old Scotsman and a 

young guy from Ohio, who is going to be bothered by this 

cold and lose three and two…then he might be in a bad 

mood and cancel the entire launch.”  
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As he exited the room, he turned back and winked 

at the international trio: “I might have to give him a few 

putts to keep these irons alive.”  

We made our way through the cold rain to our 

tiny rental car.  When we opened the car door, the wind 

slammed it shut—not once, but three times.  Finally, Bondy 

stood in front of it while I piled things in the back seat.  

The trunk was too small to fit clubs.  

During the four-minute drive to Western Gailes, we 

hit defrost twice to clear the windshield.  We discussed 

just playing a few holes.  We would likely finish at the sev-

enth, which had a convenient turning spot to go back to 

the clubhouse.

the CouRses

The Ayrshire coast of Scotland boasts possibly the 

finest assortment of golf courses on a small strip of land 

anywhere.  And conveniently, it also housed our distribu-

tion center and factory.  On the coast, seven courses sit 

next to each other, three of which rank in the Golf Magazine 

World Top 100.  From our factory roof, we could hit a ball 

onto a course then play seven consecutive rounds, jumping 

from one excellent links to the next.  Better yet, when I was 

learning to play golf, we would frequently work a full ten-

hour day and play eighteen holes after work…provided we 

played fast.  Links heaven.  
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As with movies and actors, each of the Ayrshire 

courses has a distinct personality.  Turnberry is George 

Clooney and Brad Pitt.  It is great-looking, big-budget, and 

full of substance.  If Cary Grant, an old-fashioned lead-

ing man, is your hero, try Prestwick, which hosted the 

first twelve Open Championships.  Hitchcock fans would 

choose Royal Troon for sheer terror with a classic feel.  

Western Gailes is Woody Allen: quirkiness with intimacy.  

Rodney Dangerfield personifies Glasgow Gailes, Barassie, 

Loch Green, and the Darley course, as they “don’t get  

no respect.”

Easily the most spectacular, Turnberry is a true 

championship links, with its famous white lighthouse, hill-

top hotel, cliffside holes, and view of Ailsa Craig, a huge 

rock formation off the coast.  Turnberry deserves its ad-

ulation and top twenty world ranking.  A quick glance 

at Turnberry’s champions confirms its worthiness: Tom 

Watson in the famous 36-hole duel over Nicklaus, Greg 

Norman, Nick Price, and, sadly, not 59-year-old Tom 

Watson.  As to the cost, if you feel compelled to order sin-

gle malts and cigars or have laundry done, pay cash before 

your Depression-era father sees the bill.

Quirky, old-fashioned Prestwick, designed by Old 

Tom Morris, is the birthplace of The Open Championship.  

Blind shots, funny bounces, and members in plus fours 

abound.  The grand stone clubhouse is a living museum, 



33

On e fO r t h e Me M O ry Ba n k s

celebrating golf’s hickory and gutta percha days.  Tweed-

jacketed members drink warmth back into their chilled 

bones.  Some appear to have settled into their worn, leath-

er chairs in the ’50s and awakened after Brexit.  If they 

don’t leave the club grounds, they won’t notice any change.  

Royal Troon is a brute but is eminently fair.  One 

of the toughest holes is the eighth, a very short, 123-yard 

hole called Postage Stamp.  On the par-four eleventh, the 

wind usually blows everything but a well-struck ball onto 

the adjoining railroad tracks.  Bondy once gave me a 75-

yard gimme for a ten to win the hole.  He said, “That’s 

good—yer hole.  Number eleven has seen enough of us.”  

In the Marine Hotel, adjacent to eighteen, you might find 

Tony Hercus, an insanely knowledgeable malt whisky bar-

tender—just ask him.  Sit at his bar for a few hours and the 

world of whisky opens up.  

I could play any of those three courses exclusive-

ly and retire from golf a contented man.  But for my mon-

ey, nothing beats the setting and intimate feel of Western 

Gailes.  The charming, red-tiled clubhouse is nestled 

amongst the dunes, girded by holes that stretch along the 

coast.  A links clubhouse, as it is meant to be.

The first hole satisfies two great links requirements: 

relatively short and wide open.  The driving range is a bar, 

and the word “mulligan” doesn’t exist in Scotland.  The 

first also provides complete refuge from civilization after 
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hitting the tee shot.  Pass through the two dunes in front 

of the tee and all cares but the current round of golf are 

washed away.

With stunning views of the dune-swept course 

through the picture windows, the Smoke Room provides a 

natural transition from the locker room to the golf course.  

Sturdy oak chairs, well-worn by generations of Western 

Gailes golfers, are arranged around tables.  A few mem-

bers seem permanently affixed to their seats at the corner 

table.  They occasionally brave the elements to play a sev-

en-hole loop.  

My personal favorite was 80-something-year-old Ian 

MacCleod, nicknamed “Cloudy,” presumably, but not de-

finitively, because of his name.  I played with Cloudy once 

early on a weekend morning.  Not to be impolite, I drank 

a few with him before venturing out in the crisp air.  My 

swing was never smoother.  I have vague memories of los-

ing on the eighteenth.  After the round, Cloudy bought 

lunch.  I bought drinks.  As a Scot, Cloudy knew the win-

ning side of that transaction.  

At Western Gailes, many members arrive in coat 

and tie and proceed to the bar for insulation from the 

weather.  They then change into golf attire.  Post round, 

they shower, put on coats and ties, then rejoin Cloudy 

and the regulars in the Smoke Room to discuss the finer 
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points of the day’s round.  Bondy joked, “For them, it’s 

then home to a dinner of hot tongue and cold shoulder.”

the MatCh

The club manager was startled when Bondy called: 

“In this weather, you must be crazy.  Come on over.  I just 

might be able to squeeze you in…tee sheet is pretty full.”  

We arrived at a completely deserted Western Gailes and sat 

down with him for a steaming-hot bowl of Scotch Broth.  

We then put on every piece of clothing available, includ-

ing bright red Wilson rain suits.  Looking like two Santa 

Clauses with clubs bundled on our backs, we labored to 

the first tee, waving at the incredulous club manager.  He 

knew we’d be back after a few holes. 

Bondy and I readied to tee off; he agreed to give me 

four strokes.  As I leaned over to put my tee into the hard-

ened ground, it broke.  Bondy quipped, “Here’s one for the 

memory banks…cancelled the new irons…young Mr. Reese 

broke all his tees before he ever hit a shot.”

Onward.

Standing on the picturesque seventh tee, I was three 

up and loving these new irons.  Three down, Bondy wasn’t 

sold.  Although uncomfortable with a lead against Bondy, 

I greatly preferred that to trailing.  With the match in full 

swing, we had forgotten about testing the irons.  Beating 

each other had risen to the fore.  We also completely 
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abandoned any thought of turning back after seven holes.  

We weren’t even cold. 

From the elevated tee box, we paused to admire the 

vast dunesland ahead with the sea to the right and the 

clubhouse to the left.  Breathtaking.  The green is well-pro-

tected on the left side by a dune the height of a small castle 

and pot bunkers that form a moat around it.  The massive 

front right bunker dominated our field of vision from the 

tee and encouraged us to hit anywhere but there.  

My shot flew 175 yards and about two stories up the 

side of the hill on the left.  It burrowed into the tall grass.  

I needed a fire engine ladder to get to it.  I missed on my 

first swing.  Missed again.  Somehow, I hacked it out, and 

it dribbled down to the green.  Lying four.  

Bondy’s tee shot found the massive target bunker 

that I had so artfully avoided.  He temporarily disappeared 

in the deep cavern.  Somehow, a ball came flying out and 

landed on the green in two.  Comically, I rammed in a long 

miracle putt.  Routine double bogey.  Bondy dropped his 

head in disbelief, then three-putted for a half to stay three 

down.  After nine, the score remained the same.  This was 

too easy.  I started to feel sorry for Bondy, who looked cold 

and miserable.  

Big mistake. 

There was no room for compassion with Bondy as 

an opponent.  
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Of course, I lost a bunch of holes in a row. 

By the fourteenth, we were all square and had turned 

back into the wind.  Shit.

Bondy commented how much he liked these new 

irons.  I grumbled about lack of feel. 

The usually awe-inspiring view of the clubhouse 

and the rugged dunesland and sea was now completely ob-

scured by a hard, driving snow.  

Still all square, we soldiered on.  On sixteen both of 

us hit reasonable drives.  Bondy’s was down the left side 

of the fairway.  Mine was a little bit right.  We trudged af-

ter them, bent over like ancient peddlers, weighed down 

by snow-covered bags on our backs.  Visibility was no more 

than 50 feet.

In ten minutes, so much snow had fallen that we 

couldn’t possibly find our balls.  The entire course was blan-

keted in snow.  We instinctively climbed into a deep fair-

way bunker to get some protection from the howling wind.  

The snow kept coming.  For what seemed like hours—but 

was probably only minutes—we lay flat on the ground, fac-

ing away from each other, too cold to talk.  

I thought about ending the match.  But I was afraid 

to show Bondy any sign of weakness.  If it stopped snow-

ing, I didn’t want him to know I was too cold to keep play-

ing.  I looked over at his face.  He seemed preoccupied.  I 

suspect he harbored the same thoughts.  
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I looked up at the top of the bunker; the snow 

swirled against the dark sky.  If anything, the weather was 

actually worsening by the moment.  Two of the fiercest 

competitors ever to be friends looked directly at each oth-

er.  No words came out.  We looked away, figuring out 

the next moves in our mental chess match.  Neither could 

imagine giving the other an edge.  

Then we looked back at each other.  Simultaneously, 

the words “All even?” and “All square?” passed through our 

chattering teeth.  We shook hands, laughed with relief, and 

climbed out the bunker.  

Making the trudge back to shelter, I’m sure we re-

sembled Sir Edmund Hillary willing his last oxygen-de-

prived steps up Everest.  Finally, we reached the comfort of 

the formerly red-roofed, now completely white, clubhouse.  

Remembering our etiquette, we deposited our snow-cov-

ered bags outside and climbed out of our crinkly rain suits.  

The club manager stood on the warm side of the door hold-

ing two glasses of whisky for us.  Bondy’s lips were so cold, 

he could barely stammer, “Never hidden in a bunker in  

a snowstorm…certainly one for the memory banks.  

Thank you for the wee dram.”  I nodded in assent.  We 

drank appreciatively.
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Back in the office, the rest of the management team 

had watched in amazement as the snowstorm developed.  

Most of them had expected us to come back to the office 

complaining it was too cold to try them out.  When we fi-

nally returned, everyone anxiously awaited our report on 

the new irons.  

Of course, Bondy recapped the entire round, in-

cluding our last drives before we climbed into the bunker.  

Eventually someone reminded him about the irons.  “Oh!  

I forgot.  Two thumbs up.  But we never would have found 

Mr. Reese’s ball on sixteen.” 





ChapteR iV

a CouRse RenaMed

As we snaked our way through the vividly green 

countryside of Kent a few months later, Bondy 

regaled me with stories of his nine-day vacation 

in sun-drenched Portugal.  “Went with three longtime golf-

ing friends and our wives to the Algarve for a wee spring 

tune-up.”  

He recounted, throwing in local vocabulary 

with flair, “Finally some warm air, piri piri chicken, and 

Portuguese rosado…oh, and lots of practice with the short 

game.  Bad news for you, I’m afraid.”  

Portugal sounded great. 

But the image of Bondy playing nine straight 

days haunted me.  He’d be able to make an up and down 

left-handed.  It was still snowy back home in Munich.  Golf 

existed only in my Classic Golf Links book.  Serious rust on 

my game.  Despite my golf-less hibernation, Bondy would 

have no sympathy.  I didn’t think I was doomed.  I knew it.
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the enGLish CountRyside

Despite my concerns about our impending match-

es, I soaked in the prototypical English atmosphere during 

the two-hour drive from London towards the coast, near 

the White Cliffs of Dover.  The Kent and Sussex country-

side exemplified idyllic Old England, in stark contrast to 

Bondy’s rough and tumble Scotland.  

The area crawled with proper ladies and gentlemen 

hosting weekend-long casual parties.  All things appeared 

calm and unstudied.  New Yorkers in the Hamptons could 

never pull this off.  Somebody would talk about the cost 

of a party planner.  At every junction in this corner of 

the world, reasonably fit people, wearing Barbour jackets 

and wellies, walked their Spaniels and Labradors.  And al-

though sold separately, Range Rovers did not appear to  

be optional.

This stretch of South East England is the home of 

several clubs that fit hand in glove with the London “up-

per-class weekend” motif.  Royal St George’s, which has 

hosted several Open Championships, is the granddaddy of 

them all.  At Royal St George’s, with its insider feel, a per-

son senses the presence of unwritten rules.  One, which is 

quite clearly written, prohibits four ball matches.  Go out 

as a twosome or play alternate shots.  The members prize 

speedy play in addition to understatement.
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Rye, Littlestone, Prince’s, and Royal Cinque Ports 

round out the group of links courses along this great 

stretch of coast, with The Open having been held at the 

latter two.  Bondy relayed, “Royal Cinque Ports and Royal 

St George’s are elite clubs called ‘Royal something’ by the 

world and a simple nickname—Deal and Sandwich in this 

case—by members and a small world of English insiders.”  

For the weekend, Bondy said, “We’ll play a best 

two of three matches in the inaugural South East England 

Match Play Invitational.  I’ll likely retire the trophy when 

young Mr. Reese doesn’t show up for year two.”  We 

had chosen to play Littlestone, Royal Cinque Ports, and 

Prince’s.  

Unlike in the US, visitors can play most top golf 

courses in the UK on certain days for a guest fee.  These 

fees, plus relatively low maintenance costs, keep the price 

of membership at reasonable levels. 

fiRst MatCh

Littlestone.  With a red-brick water tower and huge 

ship’s mast bookending the eighteenth hole, Littlestone 

embodies old-fashioned seaside golf.  Designed before the 

turn of the twentieth century by W. Laidlaw Purves, who 

also laid out Royal St George’s, it was reworked after the 

Great War by the famed Alister MacKenzie. 



44

Lu k e Re e s e

As we got to the first tee, Bondy pointed to the sol-

itary tower in the distance.  “Here’s one for the memory 

banks…likely young Mr. Reese jumping from that tall tow-

er after losing in the first and only South East England 

Championship…” 

On that first day at Littlestone, Bondy came out 

swinging and never let up.  For the most part, I made hard 

pars or bogeys against his easy ones.  He struck the ball 

confidently and dead straight.  I didn’t stand a chance.  We 

both knew it.  

Standing one up on the seventeenth tee, Bondy said, 

“You know, Alister MacKenzie was a fellow Scot.  The Boer 

War influenced his designs.”  Bondy waltzed in my head.  

“He put a lot more danger up there than you can see.”  

My mind filled with images of hidden bunkers.  

Where were they?

He defeated me two and one.  

That night, we stayed at the Bell Hotel in down-

town Sandwich, a beautiful old village.  The town came 

straight out of a Dickens novel, with its timbered walls, ir-

regular reddish-brown roofs, and seemingly dozens of chim-

neys sticking out of every house.  Even in my sour mood, I 

could feel its charm.

After checking in, Bondy bounded up the stairs, 

with his feather-light luggage, like a happy teenager.  I banged 

my heavy bag against my shin trying to open the door.  An 
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excellent Dover sole, accompanied by a bottle of Sancerre, 

provided some respite from the day’s match.  Glad to be 

playing again after a long winter’s break, I dreamt of golf 

that night.  Unfortunately, I dreamt of chipping to fifteen 

feet.  Not restful.  Coddled by an opening round victory 

and a few wee drams of single malt, Bondy slept like a sack 

of potatoes.  

day tWo

Our first course for the second day was The Royal 

Cinque Ports Golf Club, which got its name due to its 

vicinity to the five military defense ports built by Henry 

VIII in the 1500s.  Bondy relayed, “Naming the Five Ports 

Cinque Ports reminded the French that the English were 

ready for them.”  

Having held The Open Championship in 1909 and 

1920, the layout at Royal Cinque Ports renders scoring 

extremely difficult.  On the outward nine, the prevailing 

wind is at the golfer’s back.  Unfortunately, many of these 

greens are impossible to hold unless a short iron is struck 

deftly.  Holes twelve through eighteen are long and play di-

rectly into the teeth of the wind.  Hit straight drives or be 

prepared for a lot of walking through nasty rough.  

Let me digress...In the early part of the century, up-

per-class members viewed golf professionals in the same 

light as carnival barkers and vaudeville actors.  As such, the 
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golf professionals playing in the 1920 Open at Royal Cinque 

Ports were not allowed in the clubhouse.  Never one to be sty-

mied by rules and regulations, especially those inhibiting his 

full enjoyment of life, Walter Hagen had his chauffeur-driv-

en vehicle parked directly in front of the clubhouse.  To the 

shock and dismay of the members, his driver then proceed-

ed to serve him champagne and lobster.  In the vehicle.   

the MatCh

Bondy and I showed up bright and early at Royal 

Cinque Ports only to find the clubhouse and pro shop 

closed.  A polite assistant pro collected our green fees and 

let us be the first group to tee off.  Because I had not had 

anything to eat or drink, I was concerned—only had a half 

bottle of water from the previous day.  

Remembering my drill sergeant’s words that the 

army crawls on its stomach, I seriously considered waiting 

the fifteen minutes for the pro shop to open.  Where was 

Hagen’s limo when I needed it?  No lobster.  No eggs.  No 

bacon.  The desire to play fast won over the need for some 

food.  Ignoring my drill sergeant’s advice, I marched to the 

first tee to join Bondy.

As Bondy skulled his first two wedges of the day, I 

snidely remarked, “Inside every wedge, there’s a three iron 

dying to get out.”  For some reason, Bondy didn’t find that 

amusing.  I made pars on both holes.  Two up.  
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Winning the first two holes made me forget hunger 

or thirst.  I reveled in the smell of the salty air and the chirp-

ing of swallows.  Bondy was going to have trouble today.

On the par-five third hole, Bondy and I each hit 

great approaches into the blind punchbowl green.  

As Bondy went over the hill to the green, I stopped 

to adjust one of my golf bag straps.  Rounding the corner, I 

saw Bondy standing next to a ball some thirty feet from the 

hole.  The other one rested only six feet from the cup.  My 

heart skipped a beat.  I had a good chance to take Bondy to 

three down.  Bondy’s head slumped dejectedly.  Rubbing 

it in, I took my time, carefully setting my bag towards the 

next tee.  I methodically fixed a few pitch marks on my way 

to my ball—so close to the cup.  

As I reached down to pick up my ball, I noticed 

the telltale player number 7.  Yes, as in 007, Mr. Bond.  

I’d been had.  A huge grin exploded on Bondy’s face as 

he jauntily walked towards his ball, next to the cup.  “It 

would appear that you’re away, Mr. Reese.”  Flummoxed, I 

three-putted.  Back to one up.

Having been duped by Bondy made me acutely aware 

of my starvation and dehydration.  I would have happily  

eaten one of those loud birds I had previously enjoyed 

hearing sing.  

Then the wheels fell off.
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By the eleventh hole, I was four down.  Each Bondy 

up and down increased my thirst.  My whining provided 

all the sustenance he required.  With the stupid straps of 

my ridiculously heavy golf bag grinding into my shoulders, 

I would have happily climbed into a golf cart—and I hate 

golf carts.  

Despite my dire straits, losing without putting up a 

fight ran counter to my nature.  I dug in.  Try as I might to 

rally, Bondy kept up the pressure.  As my hunger and thirst 

grew, fairways thinned, pot bunkers deepened, and the cup 

shrank.  Every shot played uphill, into the wind with an 

uneven stance.  In contrast, Bondy played downhill and 

downwind from great lies.  

Not a winning formula.  

Winning the fifteenth, Bondy beat me by a huge 

margin.  Five and three.  Bondy had whipped me around like 

a terrier would a chew toy.  “Five and three, five and three, five 

and three,” I muttered as I numbly played the final few holes 

that no longer mattered.  

the RenaMinG

Back at the clubhouse, while cooks prepared enough 

food to feed a platoon, Bondy and I went out to the veran-

da to see remnants of the Battle of Britain.  The bullet 

holes and the plaque with the names of the club members 

who had given their lives put my loss in perspective.  
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As we paid our lunch bill, Bondy slid a scorecard 

across the table to me, unable—or unwilling—to suppress 

his grin. 

Where the old title of the club had read “ROYAL 

CINQUE PORTS,” Bondy had done a little artwork.  The 

new name of the course was: 

“ROYAL CINQUE ET TROIS.”

       

         

Enid Day





ChapteR V

enouGh heRoes

With the card from the renamed Royal Cinque 

Et Trois Golf Club stashed safely in his jack-

et breast pocket, Bondy contentedly maneu-

vered his Saab a few miles down the road.  We still had 

one more match to play before we returned to London.  

Although he had just closed me out in the South East 

England Match Play Invitational, Bondy was like a wild 

dog circling a wounded antelope.  Ready to close in.  I had 

to avoid that fate at all costs.  For the final match, we ven-

tured just past Royal St George’s to a club called Prince’s.  

As he drove, Bondy said, “Now, Prince’s has a rich history.”

pRinCe’s
Prince’s held The Open in 1932.  For a US profes-

sional in those days, the huge time and expense of getting 

to The Open frequently outweighed the event’s prestige.  

Many did not bother to make the trip.  Gene Sarazen did. 
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With only one Major title eluding him, Gene 

Sarazen vowed to get his hands on the Claret Jug.  For his 

attempt at Prince’s, Wilson invented a special club called 

the “sand iron.”  For secrecy, Sarazen kept it upside down 

in his bag.  Using the new club, he clinched his career 

grand slam.  

Knowing the story, I’d brought a 40-year-old forged 

wedge with me.  In the parking lot at Prince’s, I gave it 

to Bondy.  He was moved: “I used to put grips on these 

years ago at the factory.  Dropped one of the heads once.  

Scratched it.  Factory manager docked my pay.  Never for-

given him.” 

Acknowledging history, Bondy indicated, “I think 

this one will hang in my office as a wee reminder of the 

South East England Championship.  You might need more 

than a new wedge this afternoon.  Maybe a bottle of water 

and a bag of crisps.  I know you don’t like to be seen pull-

ing a trolley, so I’ll put them in my bag for you.”  

In classic Bondy fashion, he had a story to tell.  For 

some, flying airplanes matches golf for tradition, romance, 

and adventure.  His story brought golf and flying together. 

Laddie LuCas

A native son of Prince’s, Laddie Lucas, was quite 

possibly the finest left-handed player in UK history.  Born 

in 1915, the son of the club secretary, Laddie grew up 
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playing with several major golfers of the day.  While at-

tending Cambridge he captained the golf team and led the 

British team in the Walker Cup against America.  In addi-

tion to playing top international level golf, Laddie learned 

to fly.  At the outbreak of WWII Laddie joined the RAF to 

fight the Nazis.  Noble and honorable.

Bondy pointed up to the skies right over the English 

Channel.  I imagined local villagers scanning for daring 

dogfights, as the outnumbered RAF battled the seeming-

ly omnipotent Nazis.  Laddie and his fellow pilots went 

up against huge odds every day, knowing that the future 

of the world hung in the balance.  The proud British Lion 

stood alone.  During his daily aerial battles, Laddie scored 

enough victories to become an RAF ace.  But as with any-

thing, the odds catch up with even the best at some point.

One day, Laddie and his Spitfire came out on the 

wrong side of the ledger.  With his plane crippled by Nazi 

Enid Day
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bullets over the Channel, Laddie steered his way back to-

wards English soil.  Coming through a slight break in 

the clouds, he was rewarded with a most welcome sight.  

Linksland.  As a lifetime golfer, he knew it had to be Royal 

Cinque Ports or Royal St George’s and Prince’s just to the 

north. 

“It was not yet known as Royal Cinque et Trois, 

young Mr. Reese,” Bondy quipped and continued with  

his story.

From the air, a links course looks relatively be-

nign and inviting.  With no trees fairways appear wid-

er, the rough less menacing.  But on this day, the view  

was lifesaving.  

He came out of the next bank of clouds, smoke trail-

ing from his plane, with little or no time to decide if he 

was going to parachute into the cold English Channel.  He 

then recognized the clubhouse at Prince’s.  He was born 

in that clubhouse.  How ironic.  He was going to die right 

where he was born.  But if he could put it in the fairway, 

he’d be safe.  He’d done it a thousand times.  

“You might want to pay attention here, young Mr. 

Reese.  He probably ate breakfast before he got in his plane 

to fight the Nazis that day,” Bondy added.  

“This was bigger than any shot in a club champion-

ship, bigger than any putt, bigger than any drive he ever 

hit...he had to put this crippled, smoking plane in the 
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fairway.  Then he sees the fairway of the first hole.  ‘Darn, 

I hate the first fairway.  I always miss that one,’ Laddie 

thinks.  Soon his plane came upon the fourth fairway.  

‘Don’t like that one either.’  Sure enough, he missed both 

fairways but managed to get his plane stopped somewhere 

in deep rough near the fourth.” 

The next day Laddie received a telegram from fa-

mous golf writer Henry Longhurst.  It said, “Driven out of 

bounds again Lucas.”
 

 …for more go to www.thememorybanks.com


