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“Crawling Out of the Depression Hole”





     On November 1, 1993 I traveled to Palm Springs California. As the American Airlines MD-80  banked over a small mountain range just to the east of Palm Springs I was able to catch a panoramic view of this lush oasis in the eastern California high desert. We had flown for nearly two hours over what appeared from 30,000 feet to be some of the most inhospitable country on the continent. I was flying into a two week adventure in one of the most beautiful places in the country. Most of you know already that I really enjoy the game of golf. Palm Springs is known for some of the best golf courses on the planet. In fact the Bob Hope Classic is played at three courses in Palm Springs. I did not fly into Palm Springs that day to play golf. As I drove along Bob Hope Boulevard, a tree lined street that borders one of the courses on which the Bob Hope Classic is played, a fairly innocuous sign appeared at the first opening in the vegetation along this street. The small sign at the entrance read, “Welcome to the Betty Ford Center.”


     Most everyone today knows that the Betty Ford Center was and is one of the premier substance abuse treatment facilities in the world. It was founded in 1982. Some
