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- A couple guys from a region not to be named that A couple guys from a region not to be named that A
were pretty steamed about their regional USGA 
agronomist. Very interesting and I’ll leave it at 
that.

- Dinner with two guys from Florida, one from 
South Carolina and one from the Atlanta area. 
Now, if you are ever feeling bad about your fun-
gus issues or a few Japanese Beatles, have dinner 
with these guys. After five minutes I did not have 
anything more to talk about. All I could do is shut 
up and listen and be thankful for long cold win-
ters. (Did I really just type that?)

- The Michigan Superintendent Association Direc-
tor, a former superintendent, on the progression of 
their electronic publication and association in gen-
eral. Very progressive and full of ideas to borrow.

That is just off the top of my head. I had many other 
great conversations on a smaller scale and not just 
with local guys I already know.

Now, I know I am fortunate to work for a company 
that will send me to such a great event. I also realize 
not everybody is that lucky. If you cannot make it to 
the national convention, there are always your local 
conventions. They are the same thing only without 
the national flair. Can’t afford the local? Call up five 
guys you know and meet at a bar once every other 
month for happy hour. Or go bowling. Or ice fish-
ing. Heck, sit on the end of each others’ utility ve-
hicles and paint each others’ toenails if that is your 
thing, but get out there and network. Don’t ever be 
shy about it. Whether you have a one million dol-
lar budget or one hundred thousand dollar budget; 
superintendents all face similar hardships and experi-
ence similar triumphs. Share with each other and it is 
amazing how it benefits all who hear.

The most beneficial trip I have ever taken was last 
June to Farmlinks. Farmlinks is an experience I 
would highly recommend to any industry profes-
sional if presented the opportunity. The people in        

Sylacauga are tops in hospitality and the educa-
tion is top-notch, but that is not why that trip 
was so meaningful to me.

The group that went down there was comprised of 
superintendents from Minnesota and Western Wis-
consin. I am sure I do not have to tell anybody what 
the main topic of conversation was on the entire trip, 
but the initials W and K put together figured promi-
nently. My course was blasted worse than it had ever 
been before, and when I left I had two temporary 
greens and five more that should have. After two 
seedings, and the Spring from Hell, I was seriously 
questioning why I was taking three days to do this 
but I had committed well before Turf Armageddon 
and wasn’t going to bail on my guy who set it up.

As it turns out, it was exactly what I needed. My 
psyche needed to hear that almost all the guys on the 
trip were undergoing the same thing:  looking for 
seedlings that were not there, staring at dead turf- 
every day, trying to figure out if that green is life or 
just dye from the fungicide, trying to figure out if 
that look from the member is normal or is that the 
“better be green next week” look. It got me away 
from the mess, and together with 15 or so thera-
pists of the turf nature. Thanks to any of you guys 
that were on that trip. You all really helped me a 
ton.

By the time we got back the weather finally 
broke, and grass started growing. I didn’t hear 
Bob Marley then, but can honestly say that we 
got together, and after that trip I really felt all 
right. The value of getting together can never 
be underestimated.




