
placement by Reds. When I came into the 
clubhouse a few hours later, I was pretty 
well worn down with a wearisome and un-
happy afternoon. Those three players 
were nice enough as men, but as golfers 
they were not "my kind." By that I 
mean no reflection on them as gentlemen, 
but merely to mark the difference between 
a fast, nervous player and one who moves 
slowly and more deliberately, for example. 

Reds met me shortly after I came in. 
"Well, how did it go?" he inquired. 
"Oh, pretty good,' I lied in return. 
"Well, you don't act to me like you've 

had a good afternoon," Reds shot back. 
"Now let me tell you something," he went 
on, "its your own fault and serves you 
right. I never would have put you in 
that game. I knew they would worry you 
sick. They're fine gentlemen, but they 
don't play as you like to play and I was 
sure you'd have a bad afternoon. But you 
didn't ask me; you walked right into it. 
Now let that be a lesson to you." 

Since that time Reds has made all my 
games. Also since that day I have had 
none but very pleasant companionships on 
that golf course. 

Like most big golf clubs, Columbia's 
membership embraces men from many 
business and professional fields, and once 
into their golf togs they look pretty much 
alike on the first tee and on the course. 
But a foursome just leaving may com-
prise a high ranking officer of the United 
States Army, a church prelate, a real 
estate broker and a newspaper man. The 
next may include a famous surgeon, an 
insurance agent, an architect and a diplo-
mat from some foreign nation. Reds 
mixes 'em up. Cliques don't form and 
draw apart from the other membership as 
would be the case if all Army members 
played together, all Navy members played 
only with other Navy men, doctors with 
doctors, lawyers with lawyers and so on. 

Reds Gives the Orders 
With the many pleasant attractions at 

Columbia, there is none more enjoyable 
for me than watching Reds work on a 
busy afternoon, with players lined up on 
all sides waiting to tee off. To a man 
who is accustomed only to giving orders 
and receiving them from few men, Reds 
calls out: 

"Alright there, General, get on the tee, 
you're off next. You're playing with Mr. 
Brown, Mr. Jones and Mr. Smith. Mr. 
Brown is your partner and you're giving 
them two up." That settles it for that 

foursome, like it or not, and the General 
takes his orders like a good soldier. 

Reds turns next to a distinguished ap-
pearing silver-haired man with very 
bright eyes and apple-red cheeks. 

"Alright there, Father, you're up next. 
Get on that tee. That's your game wait-
ing for you. You take Mr. Black and play 
even. Get going " 

And do Columbia members like Reds? 
They love him. Going back to where we 
started, he's the only one of his kind in 
existence. You'll know him when you see 
him. He's a whale of a big fellow with 
a big cigar. And his hair is red and his 
eyes are blue and he is Irish through and 
through. And if you play golf, he'll get 
your number quicker than you can say 
"Reds Banagan." 

I T ' S O X T i l E 

«1/ T O M H E A M 
Mi;i\, W e s t m o r e l a n d C C 

There is only one way to get more ef-
ficiency. Hire better people. Train them 
professionally, supervise them closely. 

• 

Cultivate your disposition to get along 
with people. • 

Beware of the employee who resents 
criticism or modification of suggestion-» 

Individuality lends distinction to your 
service. • 

Deodorize and disinfect telephone mouth-
pieces. • 

You would never believe that rolls can 
keep so crisp, so fresh, so tasty for so 
many hours until you taste them out of a 
modern roll warmer. 

• 
Lazy employees are an extravagance 

that few clubs can afford. 
• 

Destroy odor. Freshen air with regu-
lated ventilation. • 

There is beauty in true simplicity. 
• 

Do you do everything possible to give, 
or have someone else give, any service 
which members may require? 




