
What may seem to be a new feature in
this issue of the GRASSROOTS - "Jot-
tings From A Golf Course Journal" - really
is not. Most of the thoughts recorded in the
"President's Message" or "Editorial" over
the past two years are ioumet thoughts_
What J am doing in this "new" column is
merely a horse of a different color. Giving
up the GCSAA presidency was difficult; giv-
ing up the chance to express myself was
Impossible. The obvious solution is what
you'll see in issues to come.

I'd like to convince you of the rewards of
journal writing. Most Golf Course Superin-
teooents keep a log or record or daybook
met registers Iheir activities on Ihe golf
course. Important dates like fertilization,
fungicide applications, starting times of
projects and their progress are part of the
record we keep. A journal can be an exten-
sian of thai. Becoming a journal writer is an
activity that can enrich your life beyond
your wildest imagination. I speak from ell"
perience and assure you that it is no exag-
geration. Istarted as a youngster with dairy
projects for 4·H and will continue until Iam
unable to take pen to paper.

Journal writing not only is a vehicle to
record your day 10 day activities on the golf
course, it Is a tangible way to describe your
most private thoughts and is B positive
growth experience. It can enrich your life. It

is easy, inexpensive and enjoyable. And
there is no '~righr" way to do II; no two iour-
na/s are the same. Your journal can be
restricted to just the golf course or it can
even serve as a family record keeper. There
are no rules! It can be, to some extent, a
public document (like mine) or it can be very
private and personal. It is a sounding board
that never tires of lislening to you.

I did some research on journals and
found out that while they are quite popular
today, they have a history as old as paper
and Ink. During the Victorian period, journal
writing was even an ert form. Most families
kept journals with the man of the house In
charge of executing it. Many of those older
journals were often written 10 make the
author's fife seem more glamorous, suc-
cessful and exciting than it really was.
wnet was missing from most of those old
entries was any description of emotion.
Now that our society allows peopie to ex-
press their emotions and feelings more
freely, it is perfectly acceptable to include
personal feelings or perceptions. Thai's
pretty important to a sentimentalist like
myself!
I think another one of the great features

of a journai is that It is "fine selfishness." It
is an activity that can be done absolutely
for you. It's a private thing, even though you
may share it with family or others at a later

date, like I'm doing to some extent. Since tt
Is ortvete. you don't have to deal with other
people's acceptance or iuaqements, You do
not have to worry about handwriting, spell·
ing, grammer, or Ihoughts since they are
only for you, If you wish it that way.

The game of golf, like many other sports,
is filled with events and opportunllies that
are unique and interesting and fun to write
about. Complement that with the fact that
the field of play - our golf courses - are
at teeet as important as the game and you
have subject materiaf that is endless. The
people, Ihe players, the changing of Ihe
seasons, the beauty of Ihe course and the
intrigue of nemre itself all are rich topics
for a Golf Course Superintendent to ex-
plore. And since we have so many sectors
beyond our control - weather, economics,
disease, etc. - writing a journal can work
as a way to concentrate our attention on
the good things about our job that are too
often forgotten during stressfui periods.

So there you have It - my reasons why I
think you should, if you are not already,
become a journal wrller. And maybe these
paragraphs are a rationalization or
iustlfication or explanation for why I must
continue whal I starled two years ago -
sharing some views and emotions about
this wonderful profession of ours.
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By Monroe S. Miller

I've loved snow for my entire life,
or at ieast for as long as I can
remember. I like it for all the
reasons most other "snowbirds"
do - for its beauty, for the outdoor
sports it provides, and because
winter (and Christmas!) just
wouldn't be the same without it.
Artists love snow, kids love snow
and plants need snow. I really
think that all of Wisconsin's Golf
Course Managers should love it
also. Eventhe Bible asks us: "Hast
thou entered into the treasures of

the snow?" (Book of Job). But
there are several more and dif-
ferent reasons it is important and
fascinating to me.

Although I am still a young man
(I guess 39 is stili young - Jack
Benny thought so!), I had the
distinct good fortune to attend
grade school in a rural one room
school. You know, or surely have
read, that In these rural schools all
eight grades were in the same
room and shared the same
teacher. This left you on your own
a lot of the time, to study and do
assignments, to listen to the other
classes, and to read. Library
materials were obviously limited
and quickly consumed, especially
if all 8 elementary years were
spent in this same room. So,
believe it or not, I was able to
almost completely read two sets of
encyclopedias. What a learning ex-
perience and what a way for a kid
to be introduced to the endless
wonders of the world, its history
and its important people. One
story 1remember better than most
and that has stayed with me the
longest is the story of snow.

The section on snow and frost
was written by a man named

18

Wilson Alwyn Bentley, a farm boy
from Jericho, Vermont, who
became known around the world in
the early 1900's as the "Snowflake
Man of Jericho." The story of W.A.
Bentley is a romantic one and is as
interesting as the story of snow
itself.

He was born in 1865 not too far
from Mt. Mansfield, the highest
peak in Vermont. When he was 11
years old his mother introduced
him to the beauty of snow by let-
ting him look into an inexpensive
microscope and see the beauty of
a fragile, single snowflake. That
was the start of his lifelong in-
terest and near obsession with
these crystalline creations of
winter. In 1885,with help from his
father, he purchased a compound
microscope and a studio camera
- a $100extravagance. This same
outfit is what he used for his entire
life to photograph individual
snowflakes, almost 50 years worth
of pictures.

He was lucky to have been born
In this part of New England
because the winter comes early
and leaves late and it snows quite
frequently. He was also fortunate
because, under the shadow of Mt.




