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I got up at 12:30 am, to go get in line for the singles play selection. 
 
Wanda and I had arrived the night before, and checked in at the clubhouse. They told us there would 
probably be at least 15 singles spots available the next day. The process was that any spots were given 
out to the first “X” people in line when the Pro Shop opened in the morning, at 6 am. So, what did that 
mean for me? They said that there were seven people in line at 1:30 the night before, and 29 in total in 
line at 6 o’clock. There were only a few spots open early; the rest were spread throughout the day. My 
objective was to get on as early as possible, so that I didn’t spend the whole night AND day there. So, I 
wanted to be first. 
 
Well, I wasn’t. 
 
I arrived at 1:10. I was second, though, so all was good. The first arrival was Sam Scott, from 
Christchurch, NZ. He had arrived at 12:30 am – he had driven back from Edinburgh where he had 
dropped off his family. He’s a 22 handicap (not that it matters, but golfers need to know that kind of 
stuff). This was a one-time diversion for him in his trip. 
 
After about 10 more minutes, Richard (Dick) Ellis, from Texas, arrived. Dick was 72, I believe. He was a 
4.3 handicap. I hope I can be somewhere close to that when I reach that age. Wait, I’ve NEVER been 
close to that. Well, there’s always hope. Dick had a one day window to play St. Andrews. His flight from 
the US had been delayed 24 hours. He had spent close to 24 hours at JFK and was on his way to 
mainland Europe the next day. So, he had to be there early too. 
 

 
 
Then, the Aussies arrived and the party started. Gordon, Simon and Chris had come together in Europe 
because Chris was getting married. The event was over, but they had convinced their significant others 
that this trip was Chris’ “Buck & Bucket List” party. Like everyone else, they had gone to the Pro Shop 
the night before and enquired. They were told that there had been a last minute fourball cancellation at 
6:30 am – the first tee time of the day! Imagine the good fortune, except that they were fourth in line. 
They described, very comically, their shock when they saw three of us in line already. There was some 



relief when they found out that we were singles, although we could have taken their spots in the first 
fourball. 
 
We had a lively conversation covering many topics, from golf to other sports to why Kiwis are better 
than Aussies. Gordon had also brought a bottle of whisky. He actually went up to the R&A building and 
asked someone who came out whether they might have six plastic glasses. The answer was – surprise – 
NO, so we had to make do. 
 
We discovered a heater switch around the corner. There were two sets of heaters – one where we were 
sitting and one around the corner. Ours didn’t work, naturally, so we went around the corner. I didn’t 
look specifically, but the forecast had been to go down to 8 degrees. It was certainly “brisk”. I was 
dressed in jeans and had four layers to keep me warm. Not too bad at all. 
 
There was a long period – maybe 1 to 1.5 hours – where it was just the six of us. About 3 am, I think, 
another American came along with his wife/partner. He was from Florida, near Cape Canaveral. Believe 
it or not, his wife was just there to keep him company!!! Nice fellow, and the conversation continued. 
 
The light in Scotland in the summer is incredible. You could actually play golf starting around 3:30 am. I 
took a picture of the R&A and a panorama at about 3:55 (you can see the time on the R&A clock if you 
look closely). Tempting to head out early, but you’d probably be banned for life. 
 

 
 



 
 
After 3 am, then more after 4, there were gradual additions to the group. A number even showed up 
shortly before 6 am! We lost track of names and people sort of milled around. However, when anyone 
new came, we let them know their number. People were from all over – different countries in Asia, even 
South Africa. This truly is the equivalent of Mecca for the golfer. There was a growing sense of 
satisfaction that we had been there early and would be in control of our own destiny. 
 
Around 5 am, I figured I better get ready. I didn’t want to wait until the last minute and then have 
somebody call me a line jumper. So I walked back to the car (there’s a free park down past the waiting 
area – maybe ½ a km away. I changed into my shorts (I’m Canadian after all) and got my clubs. Then, at 
maybe 5:45 or so, we decided to position ourselves properly to make sure there was no confusion about 
the queue. 

 
 



As it got closer, people started to talk about the handicap verification. They were saying that letters 
from the club were not acceptable. I started to get worried because I had asked Darryl Woodjetts, the 
Glen Abbey Pro, for a “handicap certificate” and he had given me a letter. Fortunately, I had the Golf 
Canada app and could show my historical scores. They looked at both and I had no problem. 
 
Almost exactly at 6 am, the doors opened. We decided to let the Aussies have the 6:30, and Sam 
decided to go with them to make a foursome. 
I was second, and picked the 6:40 spot. There were two spots at 6:50, and I decided to switch so I could 
play with Dick. After all, we had a common bond and had developed a friendship over the past 4 ½ 
hours. It’s always more fun to play golf with friends. So, numbers 1-7 in line got out before 7 am. I think 
the rest had to come back later in the day. 
 
The man in charge of the Pro Shop was very nice, as was everyone. As he was passing me, he advised me 
to go to the other putting green because it was more like the greens on the course. 
 
So, we got on the tee at about 6:45 to await our tee time. Satisfaction and relief are evident on my face.  
 
 

 
 



 
 
That changed quickly. 
 
Links golf is not like North American golf. I’ve played in Ireland before, so I know that, but really, it’s NOT 
the same. 
 
So, our foursome was Dick, myself and a father and son from Colorado. The son (Cameron) was a 1 
handicap. The father (whose name I’ve forgotten – sorry) was a 15 or thereabouts. He shall be forever 
known as “Cameron’s father”. They were celebrating a family trip for Cameron’s high school graduation. 
His plan was to attend University in New Mexico and study golf course management. He was a good 
player, but the links even got to him! I was the only one who had hired a caddy. I met Jim on the tee – a 
young man – probably late 20’s or early 30’s. He helped me a lot. Wanda has a picture of him on her 
phone, which I’ll add to this later. 
 
For now, I’m going to describe the feelings of going out and coming in. I’ve got more pictures from the 
course itself, but I have to go through them, and honestly, a lot of them look the same. A little grass 
surrounded by a lot of crap. 
 
The nerves on the first hole were palpable for me. I hit a decent drive – pulled a bit left onto the 18th 
fairway. I mean, if you can’t hit a fairway here, you’re in trouble. Cam’s dad hit the ball way right, hit the 
fence and bounced into the middle of the fairway. No pictures on a golf course. 
 
For my second shot, Jim gave me a 6 iron. I wasn’t really feeling very good about it. I would have 
preferred a 7 because I like the club more. Sure enough, I hit it fat. It hit the bridge over the Swilken 
Burn (not the famous bridge) and bounced back. What luck! So I had a 30 yard chip and 2 put, and off 
with a bogey. Only my nerves got to me and I put the chip right into the Burn. Idiot. Then I chipped on 
and 3 putted for an 8 – quadruple bogey. Not the start I wanted. What I tried to remember was what 



I’ve told Conrad multiple times – don’t get upset about it. You’re not here to score like a pro – you’re 
here to enjoy the day. If anything, I felt more embarrassment than anything else. 
 
So, we moved on. I got a par on the next hole, and scrambled my way to a 44 on the front 9. I didn’t 
know it at the time because I wasn’t paying attention to my score. I was just marking it down and 
moving on. 
 
On the back, I was playing well until the 15th, when the dreaded thinking started – “ I’m playing well”. I 
didn’t know my score, but I thought I had a good chance to score decently despite my quad. Needless to 

say, a double and triple followed. I finished with a bogey (4 ¼ 😊) by just missing a par putt by an inch or 
two on the Road Hole, and got a par on the 18th. Score was 88. Decent, at least for me. 
 
I will probably come back and add more thoughts, but for now I’ll just describe some of my feelings 
during the round. 
 
The things I remember most about the round, right now: 
 

- The greens. 14 out of the 18 holes are double greens, and they are huge. I had no idea about 
that – the coverage on TV doesn’t really make that clear. 

- You get roll, but you don’t know which way it will roll! The ball rolls out a lot on links courses, 
but you get a lot of funny bounces because of the undulations. You can hit a really good shot 
and not get a good result, and vice versa. I remember Dick hit what I thought was a really good 
drive, and wound up with a horrible lie in a bunker. But, that’s golf. 

- Everything is intertwined. You can use the fairways of other holes. Sometimes, groups cross 
each other because the fairways overlap with your path. We were walking across to one green 
on the inward 9 (I think it was the 11th or 12th) when we had to wait for folks hitting up to a hole 
on the outward 9, because we had to cross their fairway. 

- Advice from Jim. He would point out where the pin was on the hole. Then he’d point in a 
completely different direction and say “that’s your line”. He would always tell me where to 
avoid trouble. You couldn’t see the trouble from the tee box because all the bunkers were 
hidden. On a new course, you don’t know what to expect anyway, but links courses do not lend 
themselves to visual analysis. Just assume that the best shot does not always target the fairway. 

- The caddie experience. You are only allowed to receive advice from your caddie. He would 
whisper things to me, because the others didn’t have caddies. I felt I couldn’t really relay his 
advice to the others. Normally, in a friendly game, you’d tell people the line if you knew it. Here, 
I had to respect the rules of the game. 

- Not listening to Jim. Particularly on the 12th. Jim gave me my 3 wood for the first time during the 
day. He pointed to some gorse bushes on the right side and said “That’s your line. Just don’t go 
up the middle”. Naturally, I hit it straight up the middle of the fairway. It wound up in a pot 
bunker. I had 75 yards left, and fortunately, had about 2 yards from the front of the bunker. I 
managed to get on and 2 putt for a par. That was the most satisfying hole of the day, until the 
18th. 

- Pott bunkers. I got the full experience. I had to chip out sideways on the par 5 hole going out 
(the 7th, I think). Wound up with a 6 but had to take my medicine. Then, on the 16th, I messed up 
a chip and went into a bunker. I had to chip out backwards and then got on and two-putted for a 
triple bogey. But both times I got out cleanly. I felt like it was a necessary part of the experience. 

- Hell Bunker. In the picture below, you can see the appropriately named “hell bunker”. It’s on the 
inward par 5. On Jim’s a, I played my second shot in a totally different direction – over to the 5th 



fairway. Then I could approach from a different angle. So, I missed the bunker completely (no, 
that’s not me in the picture – it’s Cameron’s dad). 

-  
 
Coming home – the 17th and 18th – these are two of the most famous holes. The 17th is the Road Hole 
and the tee shot goes over the Old Course Hotel. Intimidating, to say the least. The line is the spire in the 
distance. 
 

 
 



My shot made the fairway. Relief again, at least for one shot.

 
 
The green is surprisingly close to the road. That’s why they call it the Road Hole, I guess. I took this 
picture later in the day, from the road. It’s 3-4 paces and you’re on the green. 
 

 
 
On the 18th, we had to wait for a bunch of Asian tourists taking pictures on the Swilken bridge. We were 
yelling at them to get off, but they were oblivious. Jim eventually went up and chased them away. 
 
After the tee-off, you have to stop and take pictures on the Swilken Bridge. Still, even with this delay, we 
were done in 4 hours and we were a bit behind the group in front of us. The marshalls and Jim were 
trying to hurry us along. They take pace of play seriously. 



 
 

 
 
After the disaster coming out on the first hole, I wanted to wind up on a positive note. The inward 9 was 
pretty much into the wind. It wasn’t a really strong wind, but probably 2 clubs. I can only imagine when 
the wind starts howling – how difficult that course would be. I got a 3 hybrid on for my second shot, two 
putted, and got away with a par. That was satisfying. Wanda was waiting for me and took a picture of 

me with Jim, and then we went back to the hotel to take a nap 😊. 
 
 



 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
I woke up at 1:30 am today and started to write this summary. I immediately thought of the lineup at St. 
Andrews. I wondered how many people were there. It’s now 4 am. Only two more hours to go!!! Stay 
strong!!! 


