
"So, Paul, do you work out at Tiara Rado golf course?" asked Bill, an 
acquaintance whom I had recently met. 

"Yes I do, Bill, why do you ask?" I enquired. 
"Well, my three foot long Iguana lizard has escaped and was seen down on 

the 2nd fairway If you see him, he answers to the name of 'Buddy.' Okay?" 
"Yeah, and I came into town on a stagecoach last night with Butch Cassidy!" 

I thought to myself. 
In fact, my arrival was well over a year ago, on August 16, 1997, aboard a 

747 out of Gatwick Airport, on a wet and windy 15 degree Celsius summer 
day. Sixteen hours and seven time zones later I was greeted by my fiancee, 
Kelly, at Denver International Airport, at the base of the Rocky Mountains. 
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Crowning glory 



I had twice previously been to 
Colorado and crossed the Rockies 
but the drive west to Grand Junction 
still did not fail to impress me. 
Driving among the stunning snow 
capped peaks at an elevation of 
12,000 feet through alpine valleys 
and past some strangely named 
places such as, Arapaho, Genesee, 
Sunlight, Arrowhead and Buffalo 
Bill's grave' was something so far 
removed from where I had just left. 
Stamford, in Lincolnshire, doesn't 
have many mountains or ski slopes. 
However, as I have come to discover, 
it does have much better pubs and 
beer! 

August 18th came around much 
too quickly - my first day at work 
and back to reality. I had been to 
America four months earlier and met 
with Doug Jones, Superintendent of 
the two golf courses owned by the 
City of Grand Junction, Lincoln Park 
and Tiara Rado. Doug had put to 
rest one of my main concerns about 
moving to the US, namely, the ques-
tion of what I was going to do for 
work. At an informal lunch meeting, 
he told me that there was a job for 
me when I was ready to move over. 

Great! Although only a seasonal 
position, it gave me more confidence 
to go back to England and tackle the 
nightmarish immigration process 
with the US. Embassy in London. 
Coincidentally, when I returned to 
England after that trip, the sun was 
shining at Gatwick with a forecast 
high of a pleasant 27 degrees Celsius 
and no rain! 

Day one at Tiara Rado, located in 
the high desert on the western slope 
of the Rockies, was pretty interest-

ing. This was the run-up week to the 
Rocky Mountain Open, Colorado's 
oldest professional golf tournament. 
Holy smoke! This was the big time 
for a greenkeeper who had just come 
from a 9 hole course with a budget 
that was stretched to do something 
special for Captain's day! Also, being 
overdressed for the 41 degree Celsius 
heat, feeling the effect of working at 
an altitude of 4,700 feet, and suffer-
ing from jet-lag made me start to 
wonder if I had done the right thing. 
Paul Greene, of Brooksby College, 
had definitely not prepared me for 
this during my greenkeeping train-
ing. 

Day two was easier. The guys were 
opening up a bit more and taking an 
interest in this new crew member. 
Comments such as, "Hey, come lis-
ten to this guy talk!" ana "Is it true 
it rains every day in Britain?" were 
common. "Well, we have about 85 
inches a year," I replied. "85 inches, 
huh? Well how come, when we see 
the British Open on television, the 
grass is dead?" There then followed a 
lengthy explanation that the 'British 
Open' is simply The Open' and 
quite a few words about the tradition 
of links courses and the merits of 
bent grasses and drought resistance, 
etc. 

So, point explained and it's time to 
leave the maintenance shop. It's 
pouring with rain, and I mean 
bouncing off the fairways I express 
my surprise to a native Coloradan 
with an expletive remark describing 
the intensity of this deluge. Without 
even looking outside, he says with a 
hint of ridicule, "It never rains in the 
desert." Actually, it does, and we 

have an enormous eight inches per 
year, which is the reason that every 
square inch of turf needs to be irri-
gated during the hot months of sum-
mer, in order to survive. 

I was stunned when told that, if 
the wind picks up at all when the 
temperatures are high, the course 
requires 900,000 gallons of irrigation 
per day. The aridity and lack of 
humidity is actually a welcome fac-
tor when working outdoors here, 
high humidity would be very diffi-
cult to handle with the heat. The 
afternoon summer showers that we 
occasionally receive have very little 
or no effect on the humidity levels. 

The heat and aridity make it nec-
essary to carry a chapstick (wait for 
this!) to moisturise the inside of your 
nose to avoid cracking and bleeding. 
Sunscreen is provided by the 
employer, with the standard protec-
tion factor of 46 being the most pop-
ular. Also, UV protective sunglasses 
are recommended and available as 
PPE. A gallon of water will just about 
see you through the working day, 
even if you don't feel thirsty Lucidly, 
we are off the course by 1pm in the 
summer months. The nights feel 
cool, but even at 4.45 am, when I'm 
leaving the freeway and heading to 
the course, the temperature is 
around the 25 degree Celsius mark. 

The winters here are quite adverse, 
too. With irrigation systems shut 
down and very little precipitation, 
the grasses go into a state of dor-
mancy and gradually turn a patchy 
light green; some areas go totally 
brown. This is a different picture 
from what you see of the American 
courses on television in Europe. 
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