
 
 
 
Poem written by Bill Carr – 2006 PGI NS Laureate 
Golf Literacy 

 
I can read, oh 
I can read, yes 
I can read 
But I can’t play golf, one bit. 
 
So, like many of those who cannot read. 
I fake it. 
 
I stand on the tee 
Strike the ball with all the power of middle-aged bald man 
It soars into the forest. 
It’s not in the rough—it’s in the forest and I point out my golfing is more like orienteering. 
They laugh and I won’t be using that stroke—today. 
 
The child at his desk 
Stares at strange letters 
Smudges on the page 
He pulls a face, the others laugh and he’s off to the office. 
He won’t have to not be able to read today. 
 
As I swing a good two inches above the ball. 
“These aren’t my clubs”, I say. 
No mention, that it would make no difference. 
 
“Could you read that for me?” she asks. 
“I forgot my glasses.” 
No mention, that it would make no difference. 
 
All my balls are the same brand and marked exactly the same way.  
I alone can find them in strange hollows on the fairway’s edge. 
You could have sworn it went into the woods, but no. 
No one suspects. Or they are too polite to say. 
 
“I read your presentation. Now I want to hear it from you.” 
No one suspects. Or they are too polite to say. 
 
They stand on the green holding the club dangling and say what they see. 
“Left to right, then right to left.” 
I agree, seeing only some short grass with a hole in it.  That’s all. 
 
They sit on the bus, reading themselves into different worlds;  
listening to thoughts clearer than their own.  
While, she stares out the window, only watching the now. That’s all. 
 



“A full nine? You figure? 
 Not one of the ones with the fat ends?” 
Okay. It’s easier. 
 
The waiter smiles as they stare at the menu.  
“What would you suggest?” 
Okay. It’s easier. 
 
I know your joy at this game. 
I see you read the course; use the tools, revel in the sun, the skill, the mutual flow  
and the “what you know” is golf. 
 
To not golf, in the golf world 
My shame in the game is little and the loss small. 
 
To not read, in a literate world is a shame,  
no game and the loss huge. 
 
Because of days like this day, this game, this gathering and this intention… 
someday may we all say together… 
 
We can read, oh 
we can read, yes 
we can all read indeed 
 
And we can all golf…a little. 
 
 


