GOLFING AT LUCK: A RAVENHOLT FAMILY PLEASURE

By

Reimert T. Ravenholt

When the Ravenholt family, in April 1939, moved to a rental farm just across the road from the recently constructed 9‑hole Luck Golf Course, we adolescent boys, Eiler (16), Reimert (14), and Otto (12) quickly became fascinated by golf and all its paraphernalia ‑‑ a delightful distraction from the tedium of dairy farm chores and work in the fields and woods. When walking to and from school at Luck, across the golf course, we soon began finding golf balls in the ditches and swamps; and as summer advanced we created our own 9‑hole golf course in our cow pasture by digging holes with a post​hole‑digger wherever the cows had grazed sufficiently. Having no money for clubs, we whittled our own from well‑selected ironwood trees, with branches at appropriate angles serving as the shafts. With these home‑made clubs we had great fun and became quite proficient while playing "cow pasture golf" during noon‑hour respite from field work and in the evenings after milking and other chores were done; and on the Luck Golf Course on moonlit nights and after the regular golfing season ended (Figure 1).

Golfing at the Luck Golf Course during depression years was mainly a sport of vacationers and successful townsmen and their wives, who often employed adolescent boys as caddies to carry their clubs and help avoid lost balls. The Luck course had an excess of deep rough, and caddies customarily ran 100 yards or more ahead on most holes to spot errant drives. Pull carts and powered carts were not yet in use. Vacationers golfed throughout the week, but local townsmen golfed evenings, Saturday afternoons and Sundays. Because the town boys spent most of their summer days at the golf course and adjacent swimming beach, and were better known, townsmen ordinarily employed them as caddies. But whenever the demand for caddies exceeded the town‑boy supply we tried to be there. The usual pay was 25 cents for carrying one golf bag for 9 holes, and 35 cents for carrying "double". After carrying one or two bags for several hours during sweltering heat the lure of cold soda pop at a nickel a bottle was irresistible! And often more than one 12 oz bottle of Pepsi Cola, Root Beer or Orange Crush was needed to quench ones thirst. During 1940 and beyond we acquired a few cast‑off golf clubs, some given us by friendly golfers, and gained increasing skill. And because we sometimes caddied we could play without paying on Saturday forenoons. Beginning in 1940, and thereafter, Eiler worked elsewhere during the summers; and having full responsibility for farm chores, Reimert and Otto sometimes alternately milked or caddied and divided any cash received.

The bane of our teenage years was that we could not golf to our heart's content because of inescapable work demands. During the summer of 1941 Eiler worked in North Dakota harvest fields, as did Reimert in 1942 and 1943, and Otto in 1943 and 1944. But we enjoyed golf whenever possible. And Reimert gained sufficient skill that he was medallist in an interschool meet with Spooner in the spring of 1943. Thereafter the exigencies of WWII, many years at the University of Minnesota, marriage, fatherhood and professional advancement curbed our golfing skills, but not our interest.


Three sisters, Gerda, Agnes and Astrid, also had considerable interest in golf at various times, but for diverse reasons rarely were as intensely and consistently engaged in this sport as we boys. Gerda clerked at the golf club one summer during high school. Then a very attractive teenage girl and also a cheerleader at Luck High School, we were amused to learn years later from Dorain Jensen and others that when they played Number 8, bordering the road between the golf course and our farm and occasionally sliced their drive across the road unto our farm, this was jokingly regarded as an excuse to go see Gerda and spoken of as a "Gerda Ball".
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GOLFING WITH WHITTLED CLUBS

Reimert, Otto, Eiler, and Willard, November 1939

