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      Last Print Issue








In our spring issue, we alerted our readers that our next newsletter would be electronic only. We decided to have one more print issue to honor Malcolm Ferrier, Board Chair, who spent a portion of his working life in print media. We visit Malcolm a bit on the next two pages.


Regarding our electronic newsletter plan, our Keepers’ mailing list among other things was destroyed by a virulent virus (so tough and bad that our tech guy’s antivirus programs kept being uninstalled and rendered helpless). Nothing was copied, only dematerialized. With sincere apologies to everyone, if you want to receive our newsletter, please again let us know by sending an email to:


� HYPERLINK "mailto:bob@keepersofthegame.org" ��bob@keepersofthegame.org�. We are sorry for this extra work; our external back-up was lost somehow too.  


However, you can always access our website, keepersofthegame.org to view a copy of the newsletter beginning with this one.


In print we had two editions a year. With the electronic edition we might expand to four per year if we have sufficient material to share.  


 We also mentioned our May golf lessons in the last issue. The golf course and practice range on Whidbey Island have been sold, but we are led to believe the new owner intends to keep them both open. We have almost a year to find out for sure and hopefully find options if his plans change. 


Remember that we have copies of The Way of Golf, which make great holiday gifts. Cost to members is $15 plus $4 P&H. Contact Bob if you’re interested. 


We also could use a few new members. Newbies receive the book, a bag tag, ball markers and a reason to talk about some of the more important elements of golf. Only $25 for a lifetime if sponsored by a member. 


Lastly, are any of you doing Keeperish things, like improving the pace of play, helping the young, supporting the old? Let us know.


Keep in touch, do your best, make the world a better place. We are not on this orb for long; we should make hay while the sun shines. 


 








  





I regard myself as a dour Scot, just like my friend Malcolm. That doesn't mean I'm without sentiment, far from it. It's the mushy stuff I'm not fond of. 


Malcolm and I played many a match, won mostly by me, but he took a few bob out of my pocket from time to time. I enjoyed his company and I told him so. 


Seems to me that telling someone that you care about them is not always easy, but it is important to do. I did that with Malcolm. 


It also seems to me that the more you care about someone, the more you should tell them that. Love should probably be said every day. 


Malcolm knew I cared about him. That's important now.


       


       	


        	 	


  





Etiquette Corner by Angus McIrons











There are many golfers who are “Keepers of the Game,” committed to golf and its classic virtues and who believe that the essence of the game must not be lost in a world where change outpaces perspective.





Golf’s characteristics of honesty and fair play, playing the ball and the course as you find them, strict accountability and never giving up instill wonderful values and are a metaphor for the best in mankind.





We want to ensure what gentlemen and ladies learned in the past remains available for players today and tomorrow.





�
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Malcolm (continued)


























He’ll be remembered for his tireless work to improve his town of Langley, south Whidbey Island and for his many contributions to world-wide charities. When I first proposed the idea of Keepers of the Game, he immediately said he would help and provided a great deal of the energy and support necessary to get such an effort off the ground. Many have commented on his unique style when we published his strolls down memory lane on these pages. 


One of his favorite stories was defeating the legendary Moe Norman in a tournament in Canada. It was only later that he learned Moe had his eyes on the second place prize, which he made sure to win. 


                                           (see Malcolm page 3) 




















After working in both the United States and Canada for Atomic Energy of Canada, the American Nuclear Society, the University of Chicago, RR Donnelly, Encyclopedia Britannica and Mitchell International, he and Wendy retired to Whidbey Island. They have four sons, Neil, Fergus, Grant and Andrew, plus a handful of grandchildren. 


We last saw Malcolm on Sunday September 4th. He died at noon on Tuesday the 6th. With him were Wendy, his sister and brother-in-law, a nurse and his pastor. 


 





I'm Bob Brown, executive director and along with my friend Malcolm Ferrier, co-founder of Keepers of the Game. To use a phrase by Jim Murray, legendary sports writer for the L. A. Times, "This is the column I never wanted to write, the story I never wanted to tell." Murray was writing about the death of his beloved wife Gerry. 


I'm writing about the death of my friend Malcolm. 


Malcolm was ill with end-stage renal disease when we first met in early 1994. For the last year, maybe two, he had been in significant decline. At our spring golf lessons in 2010, he sat in a chair directing, missing only an umbrella and cool drink to emulate Tommy Armour at his best. This year he was unable to attend.  


For a long stretch of our friendship I commuted off Whidbey Island to work. On most Wednesdays I'd stop on my way home to see Malcolm. We'd share a whisky, sometimes two. He knew I liked Islay single malts and always had one of my favorites on hand. If we were lucky, his wife Wendy would join us. 


We'd talk and debate, he usually winning with one more article or one more reference for his point than I had for mine. As the evening darkened, I continued home, much the better for having stopped by. 


My first contact with Malcolm was in 1993 at the University of St. Andrews. I was giving an alumni presentation and he was in the audience. The audience, all Brits, sat stone faced at my best comedic material. I failed at comparing cricket to golf. My fly was open the entire time I walked the stage. It had to be my worst presentation. The applause was polite. 


About a year later I was standing on the first tee of Holmes Harbour golf course near our new home on Whidbey Island when an older man drove up in a cart to join me. Just after our mutual introductions, he said, "I know you," and reminded me of that presentation. He said it was fine. We played together at least once a month after that.  


My wife Deena and I slowly learned of Malcolm's illness, his home dialysis, his desperate need for a kidney and the long list of needy recipients ahead of him. No one in his family was a potential donor. Deena insisted we get tested. 


I didn't qualify, but she did, although with only two of the five markers ideal for success. Without a kidney Malcolm was going to die and soon, so they harvested a kidney from my wife despite the poor match and gave it to Malcolm along with another fourteen years of life. 


His life has been quite a journey. He was born and spent his early years in India during the last flowering of the British Empire. As a boy he attended boarding school in Dollar, Scotland where he learned to play golf. He moved to the safety of Canada during World War II, returning to Scotland to attend the University of St. Andrews, captaining the golf team and graduating with degrees in geology and chemistry. 











“In what other game can you chase rainbows as you play?”
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At his best, Malcolm was probably a plus two or three. Even at his worst, he was one of the best playing companions a person could wish for. 


He made many contributions to Keepers, not the least creating our teaching program coordinated with the South Whidbey Parks and Recreation Department. We knew we over-taught, but Malcolm always sought to teach one more important lesson. With Keepers and in his life, Malcolm always wanted to do more. I learned from him that it is better to do too much, to perhaps go too far, than to not do enough. 


Over the past year I thought about what I would write when Malcolm died. I wasn’t sure what I would say, but I knew how I would end my thoughts, something I said frequently when we played golf together: Well played, my friend, well played. 








            Conceding





	 


Those of you who have read this newsletter over the years are aware of how much Keepers enjoys international match play, especially the Ryder Cup. Nowhere else in golf are the game’s internal pressures wound as tight or so potentially explosive as during this competition. 


Yet nowhere else are golf’s values on better display than during this same competition. 


How must it feel fighting to win with every fiber of your body, and to concede an opponent’s winning putt like a gentleman? How short must that putt be? What do you assume about your opponent? What do you ask of yourself? 


How can someone give away something so precious?


My friend Malcolm chose the time of his death. He used Washington’s newly passed death with dignity law. 


During his last few months he was unable to enjoy his normal pursuits, reading, listening to music, conversing with his friends. He had been in a nursing facility, but decided he’d rather be home. 


Consulting with Wendy, his sister, sons and minister, Malcolm decided to concede to the inevitable. He needed to do it while still able. 


On the ferry home, knowing I would never see him again, I wondered about his decision. Was it giving up? Was it accepting reality? 








�























 I reflected on the many times I conceded a winning putt to Malcolm. There were many times. 


If I played poorly, such a concession merely ended the agony.  If I played well, giving him that last putt was exactly the right thing to do to honor our spirited competition. 


It is vital to honor the meaning of what came before.


I believe that is why Ryder Cup players are able to do what they do. And I believe that is why Malcolm was able to do what he did. 
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Perspective





Most often in this space we talk about places, like Bandon, Oregon or about groups such as the Keepers of the Green. On rare occasions we present an abstract, an idea. This is one of those rare occasions. How often do you examine your perspective? 


	Perspective is as personal and unique as a fingerprint. It’s as valuable as gold and as valid as the Bill of Rights, yet as reflective of the right and true as a fun-house mirror.


	We seek to understand and clarify the world around us. We need perspective to make sense of what happens. As we experience life, the difference between right and wrong often blurs, with a growing expanse of grey between them. Yet for some, right and wrong become black and white, and they wonder why others are so muddled. 


	Just as for a golfer a bad shot doesn’t make a bad game, any one decision we make in life doesn’t define who we are. The same is true about understanding and defining what is right. As we mature, what is right in any situation is not so easy to define.  


	Perhaps perspective should be understood as only a hypothesis, a beginning way to understand until more information becomes available. Perspective defines who we are and very much who we can become and even more how we judge others.  





                                                                                                                         									








“To ensure golf’s traditions are preserved and to promote them beyond the boundaries of the game.
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The Face 


of Victory








Ever study the facial expressions of professional golfers at the moment of victory?  What might they say about the player and about the trials and tribulations of our game? 


From our observations there are four distinct responses: triumph, relief, surprise and joy. 


Can you remember the last time Tiger Woods won? His face was filled with triumph, the victor vanquishing all challengers with his might. He wanted to crush his opponents, winning by the largest margin, by historic scores to etch his name deeply on every trophy. 


How about Phil Mickelson’s expression when he won the Masters for his first major? Surprise, as if given a well deserved and overdue gift from the golf gods. The same look was on Michelle Wie’s face when she first won on the LPGA tour.


Relief was the expression when Kevin Na won his first PGA title in 2011 after years of effort. He knew that this maiden victory might open the gates to many more. 


Among a complex of emotions, joy along with a sense of contentment was featured on Darren Clark’s face after his Open Championship. This old warhorse may have sensed that this outcome was most certainly a first and last. But it finally happened and crowned his career with the exact right major. 


 Who knows if expressions mean anything useful or important? Certainly multiple wins mean different things, and majors something more than the others. They could be simple transient expressions or they could be a way of understanding how the player approaches the game. It could be a window of how the player defines golf, life and everything in between. 


It might be interesting to note expressions on your playing companions when a birdie drops, a ball lands out of bounds or the game ends in victory. 

















