Chicago, Chicago, the windy city. The land of untimely thunderstorms, great private courses, and a plethora of worthy public tracks. All in all, the trip consisted of playing two and a half PGA tournament courses (one was rained out midway through), one of the greatest courses I’ve ever experienced, multiple private and public courses ranked in the top 100 by Golf Magazine, and a few public tracks well worth the $100 greens fees. Oh, and Bubba got to ride in the Boxster for the week with his clubs between his legs, raping him between rounds.

Day 1, morning, Knollwood Country Club: a private course played by Slim Shavy, Bubba, Sniper, and the Grand Puba Esquire (GPE) with a Nassau and Skins game on the line. While the course from the start looked long but rather benign with generous fairways and little trouble, the rough bordering the fairways and fast greens proved a worthy adversary. Bubba and Sniper shot respectable scores in the mid 80s, but GPE’s closing 40 on the back nine was the most impressive showing. The most memorable hole was the 225 yard par three over water, with bunkers surrounding the green. Bubba hit into the water, but got up and down for a surprising bogey (his putting for the first few rounds was deplorable), and Slim Shavy made an impressive par. Two aspects of the course that stood out were the fluffy fairways and bunkers. The fairways played like the first cut in most place, as your irons would cut through a deep divot like butter, amking your shots fly about 10 yards further than normal. And the bunkers reminded you of Florida courses, deep with fluffy sand, forcing hard swings to advance the ball. But all in all, the conditions were pristine, and the design and style of the holes made for a great course. That being the case, we double tipped the caddies, who looked like professional football players (out of shape ones), but it was hot that day, so no hard feelings. Bubba took the red-eye to Chicago the night before, and didn’t sleep, meaning he would be working on 48 hours of no sleep for the afternoon round (boo hoo…you’re on a golf trip for goodness sake), and his putting for the next few days would show it.

For the afternoon, it was Shoreacres: a private course ranked in the top 100 by Golf Magazine. While not a long course (6,521 yards), it has a traditional layout with trees tightening up the fairways, and a huge number of bunkers. Medal play and trouble were the games on hand for the same foursome, and boy, did Bubba make use of the trouble. He shot the worst round, was fading on fumes, putting badly, and driving it worse. But impressive was Sniper shooting a strong 81 on a course he was unfamiliar with. Bubba and Sniper took full advantage of the course in one way, filling their golf bags with free tees. There were several par 4s of significant length, but as many short ones you could take advantage of. But the best feature, as we would note later on, is that the par threes all varied in length so that the same club was never used twice. The negative side: the greens had been aerated and the conditions were not pristine. Hardly a complaint, as the greens weren’t the problem, but for the high ranking, it was surprising to see the conditions less than perfect. Oh, and the other negative was the caddy stealing Slim Shavy’s club cleaner off the bag, thus forcing him to muddy up Bubba’s for the remainder of the trip.

The next morning was Pine Meadow, a public course well worth the price (ranked in the top 100 public courses in the past), but all in all, not many memorable holes (perhaps it is the sleep deprivation talking). Bubba and Slim Shavy played with some of Slim’s old high school buddies, which proved to be entertaining. D.A. was mickelsonesque with his Texas Wedge, but couldn’t putt worth a poop. Not sure if it was the muttering under the breath, or the jibes back and forth, but it was fun none the less. Bubba continued to play horribly (42 freaking putts (including 6 3-putts)!!!), while Slim Shavy came out from under a rock, and had his second best round of the trip (despite 36 putts). The course played long, with multiple par 4s around 450 yards, and a par 3 at 245 yards. But the remaining par 3s all played within a few yards of each other, which was disappointing. No one had a birdie, but the finishing hole (440 yards) was a great par 4 four where Bubba and Slim ripped 300+ drives to make an easy approach to a well bunkered green surrounded on two sides by water. Another great hole where Sniper would have been salivating in the mouthpiece days was 15, a par 5 at 563 yards, where a 300+ yard drive over the trees and water could make it a very vulnerable hole. 

The afternoon round was at Kemper, another top 100 course where the PGA Championship has been played, and on which the Senior Tour plays. The course plays long from the tips, but it is completely fair with all the trouble in front of you. Very much looks like a tournament course. The greens were very fast, but true, and a poor drive took you out of the hole. Not because of the rough, but because of the trees that seemed to be placed perfectly on every hole. Bubba and Slim Shavy played alone, and played a game called Hotball, where you lose money whenever you lose your ball. Slim Shavy spent far too long on the first hole, but found his ball, and then hit it into the maintenance yard on a subsequent hole. Bubba found it (but shouldn’t have). But Bubba truly lost the first ball on a par 5, hitting the ball into a lake off his drive as a smart man would never do. Slim Shavy rallied to lose two consecutive balls on our last hole before lightning almost gave Slim a well needed suntan. Really some great holes, and I would have raved about the course, but we were rained out halfway through, missed some of the great closing holes, and the cart guys stole balls out of our cart after the round. At least Slim has a rain check to take out his old man on his next visit. That night was spent at a  back woods restaurant where we were served by the Cryptkeeper, and a couple of fellas nearby (they brought Bubba right back to his childhood in Alabama) argued about who carried heavier equipment on their job. This was a half hour conversation…no exaggeration. Then later in the night, Slim ripped an iron clock off the wall, and almost put himself into the hospital with an iron leaf through his arm. He then told his mom that Bubba was drunk as usual, and defiling Slim’s sister’s room as promised, and not a second thought occurred. And she didn’t even know about the incident at Loose Cannon’s house…or did she?

The next day involved our day at Cog Hill. Bubba and Slim Shavy joined Stiffler and Yapper at the #2 course in the morning. It is a very short course, and not well maintained, but not very expensive. Bubba was on fire the front nine, missing a career nine except his putting was still poor, and he decided to make a 9 on one hole (ahhhh…trying to be the hero always is the best route). Thus his front nine consisted of a birdie, a bogey, and a 9. Mmmmm…tasty. So, Bubba shot the low score, and had 34 putts solely because he was usually on or near the green. Slim Shavy had too early a wake up call, and faded throughout the round. A great memorable hole, surprisingly, is the par 5 where Bubba made a 9. Great 500 yard dogleg right with trees and a creek along the right side, and a massive green with more slope than Spanish Bay. A lot of 3-putts on this green. But the best hole was 18, a par 3 over water at 190 yards with a green so severe, anything above the hole meant you might putt it into the lake. Reminds me of Gunter’s Landing in Alabama. Best story for this round is Yapper constantly doing practice swings in Bubba’s putting line, forcing him to make everyone get out of his line for the rest of the round. This seemingly led to Yapper asking Bubba when he stood on the cart path to hit a shot: “I’m not a rules expert, but don’t you get relief from the cart path (as he was about to swing, of course)?” Bubba replied, “ Really? Well why don’t you inform me where I should drop (Sarcastically, of course, since there was a small tree behind him, and he was fed up)?” Bubba went on to duff his pitch, and ruin a potentially great round. 

The afternoon was a Dubsdread, #4 course at Cog Hill. At 6,940 yards, it appears to be benign, but in preparation for the Western Open, the course can be described as nothing less than brutal. This round was with Bubba, Slim, Stiffler, and Kane Mutiny. Bubba and Slim tied for best score, but nothing was as entertaining as seeing Kane Mutiny hit a 4-iron to where our drives were, or pull out the driver and watch the sparks fly. As for the course, it was in excellent shape, but the rough can only be compared to what we will see at Winged Foot in a week. Scenario: Hit ball. Go to exactly where ball should be in rough. Look for 15 minutes in rough. Find it. Punch it out. Hit ball. Look for 15 minutes in rough. Find it. Brutal. I guess the happy solution is to hit it in the fairway, but we all aren’t perfect, are we? I would rank this course at $135 as the best deal on a public course all week. I would happily play it a hundred times over, just to see if I could ever beat it. No hole sticks out, as they were all memorable (plus it was hot and humid and the beer was getting to me), but no par 3 was within 10 yards in distance to the other, and the thinking you have to do to get around the course makes for a long but highly enjoyable round. This is a good course to play twice in a day. You’ll wish you had. As for that night, it was a Golden Tee tournament, where Stiffler won, of course (home advantage), but no one paid (visitor advantage), and Bubba tried desperately to put his hand through the plexiglass screen with no success. 

The next morning was at Oak Brook, a short benign public course with plenty of water, and good conditions. As expected, we showed up late for the tee time (had to happen once), but got off shortly. Slim and Bubba were pissed off because Bubba hates being late to his own funeral, and Slim hates having Bubba treating him like they were married, yelling at him to try and walk faster than a three-toed sloth to the first tee (slowest animal in the world…true fact). Anyway, after a few holes, they decided that they wouldn’t make it as a married couple, and got back to business…placing bets on every shot. The front side wasn’t bad, although it would have been really boring without all the water, and bubba threw out a 38 despite having a water ball. He went on to shoot 37 on the back, shooting the low round of the week. Putting was still killing him…12 greens, 33 putts. Slim ate a half a dozen brats, a dozen pickle slices, and prepared his belly to the most anticipated round of the trip.

Chicago Golf Club: super-exclusive, and a top 100 course. People may not speak about it, but that is solely because they have never played it. Hardly a soul on the course, and as traditional a club house as I have seen in awhile. At 6,700 yards, you think it may be easy, but as a par 70, not trees, plenty of wind, and greens the size of small states, this course will eat up most mortals. But Slim Shavy was not a mortal this day. The first three holes were 450, 440, and 220 yards (par 4,4,3). Slim played them in 1-under, hitting a wood into both par 4s, and making a miraculous up and down on the par 3. Bubba knew it was trouble. So…Slim shot a fantastic 80, despite a mole (sand to sand), and impressed everyone. As the oldest 18 hole course in the country, it stands up to the scrutiny. Despite punched greens, it is the best course I have played so far in my lifetime. Links-style, with all the classic holes (Bishop’s Nose, etc.). Every shot, from tee to the shortest putt, requires focus. Hard to say my favorite hole, but the par 4 on the back (#17) into the wind at just over 400 yards was a three shot hole even if you bombed it. I could go on and on. Slim Shavy has lost 8 straight snake bets to Bubba at this point (betting his opponent will 3-putt). But he has learned nothing as the next day will show. And the dinner was at a nice rib place, but it got crazy from there. The waitress was 45, but acted 25, and had Jamie’s name written on her forehead. Then a guy sat in the bathroom for the meal (both bubba and Slim saw him on separate occasions), and then giggled and ran out of the restaurant. Then the soap was out and the kitchen staff started screaming at some poor chap Raoul from the bathroom. Soap never got refilled. Weird joint, but good ribs.

So how can you follow up a course like that without being disappointed? Go to Medinah, a private course that is host to the PGA Championship this year. You know the course…it has had majors on it for years, and all remember the Garcia shot from behind the tree where he leaped across the fairway to see it hit the green. Whatever happened to that kid? Anyway, this course has manageable rough, but is long and is the epitome of a tree lined course. They are everywhere. Bubba started off with a triple and never recovered, but I truly believe this is a fair course that can be had. Now, it will still shock me when the winner of the PGA Championship finishes at 12 under, but it is a fair tournament course. And I must say, the par 3s are all a challenge (3 over water), and all a test. I also give it an A+ for having the best caddies all week. Slim buried a shot in a sand trap, had to take an unplayable, and even better, got to record another mole.

The afternoon was at Cantigny, a great 27 hole public golf facility. As expected, it has a few tricked up holes, but it definitely a great place to try, and well worth the $100. Stepping on one par four, with the tee shot framed by two tree trunks, I knew that Sniper grew to love the course. The greens were fast and in great condition, as was the rest of the course, and outside of the marshals who had diarrhea of the mouth, it is hard to complain about anything. My favorite part of the course were the par 5s, all of which were surrounded by trouble, and made par a happy relief at the end of the day. Bubba shot the low round, and finally got his putter started (good timing, huh?), with only 26 putts for the day. The snake bets continue to rack up, but Slim had the best two putt of the week, having to gauge a putt-puttesque green with a hump coming out of no where. There was an elephant buried there…no question. The Hotball was the game, and now we are writing things on the ball that we hope will be found: Greek Shuffleboard, Iraqi Gangbang, Rat sucks cock, Choda and Taint…at this point Bubba is just writing things on balls and throwing them in the fairway behind us. In addition, whenever we find a ball chewed up by the mower, we leave it in the rough with the good side up just to trick those old ball hunters who make a short round long. Slim did his best on one hole, searching for his Hotball for 20 minutes (literally), finding nothing, and reteeing. Watching your opponent truck back to the tee box could be the greatest fun of a golf round in my opinion.

So, after asking Slim’s Pop for the 10th time if the Cubs blew it again, Bubba left with Slim to play Deerpath, a public course from Slim’s youth with a scorecard as good as the course was bad. Construction everywhere, boring holes, blah, blah, blah. No whining on a golf trip, but this course didn’t deserve any accolades. But, we are still playing golf. Bubba is in stride with no three putts and less than 30 putts overall, but shoots an unrespectable 85 with multiple adjustments. Slim did even worse. Not sure if we were tired or just tired of the course. With all due respect, the tee time was early, even for Bubba.

The afternoon round was at Wilmette, a great public course with a beautiful club house. Definitely one of the best munis I’ve played in awhile. Yes, I’m talking about you Harding. No birdies and low fairways led to poor scores, but the twosome we played with were tolerable (a lot of yapping…clam up, girls), and the starters were nothing but business…excellent pace of play. Bubba finished up, showered and changed in the clubhouse shorter than it took Slim lose his wallet (multiple times), stats, balls, club cleaner, etc throughout the trip.

