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one case it was the father. He had been giving hls son some instruction . 
but the boy missed the ball and caught the father on the temple. 
Innumerable golfers have swung the club back in disgust after a bad 
shot and severely injured, and in at least one case killed, their partner. 
It has even happened in the Amateur Championship. 

Death strikes in a multitude of ways, including of course by lightning 
and falling trees. Golfers have been killed through accident with golf 
carts; through walking across the railway line without looking-this 
must be negligence, one would have thought-and on two occasions 
through broken shafts piercing the body. Perhaps unluckiest of all 
were the two lady golfers in Florida who were walking innocently 
down the fairway when a navy fighter plane, coming silently in 
against the wind, out of control and with a dead engine, cut them to 
pieces with its propeller. 

What with the early spring and the primroses coming out and my 
new clubs, I had intended to play this morning. On second thoughts 
it seems safer to sit in the clubhouse. 

IF AT FIRST YOU DON'T SUCCEED 

This is the time of year, 'now that April's here', when golfers, lured 
prematurely out of hibernation, like the tortoiseshell butterfl.ies in the 
attic, by a single fine day, find themselves playing in the Easter club 
competitions and discover that, while they suspected they were bad, 
they never knew they could be quite as bad as that. Some hw1dreds of 
tho:1sands will play tlus weekend in the form of club competition 

by and named after the immortal Dr Stableford, of Wallasey, 
who, if there had been knighthoods for golf, should assuredly have 
had one-not so much for the pleasure he has given as for the hunlllia­
tions he bas saved. 

His f?rm of competition gives two points for a bogey at each hole, 
one pomt for one three points for one under. The golfer is, 
therefore, spared the ignominy of admitting on return to the clubhouse 
from an ordinary stroke competition that hls score was 102-10=92. 

He_ merely says he 'did not do very well; only got 16 points', which, 
seemg that he ought in theory to get 36, is much the same tlung. 

Bookmakers are not only, many of them, enthusiastic golfers, hut 
are showing a tendency to wager on the game as well. Would any 
o_f my friends in the fraternity, I wonder, care to take m.e up on the 
results. of club competitions over Easter? 'For every score better than 
36, I g1ve you [,10. For 36, I give you [,5 . For every card lower 
than 36, you g1ve me 5s. 1 reckon that any of them who took this on 
would be back to the grindstone, while 1, tossing a few consolatory 
thousands to the tax-collector, could retire to the sun . 
. So much for o_ur handicaps. Why are so many of us so bad at this 

time of year? Is it only the stiffened muscles of winter? 1 have been 
mak0-g certair.1 investigations and, though 1 cannot come up with 
anything startlmgly new, I may have sometlling to offer. Those who 
can play to their handicaps need read no farther. 

S?me time ago Henry Cotton, casting an eye over my twenty-year­
old iron clubs, made approving comments, to which I replied modestly 
that the manufacturers had in fact admitted them to be the best they 

ever 'B;1t of he 'it's no use trying to play 
with_ them that. The hke that referred to the grips which, 
desp1te occas10nal doses of castor oil and raspings with a file, were hard, 
cold and shiny and caused most of my shots, when 1 managed to keep 
hold of the club, to sting aborninably . 

. 1 took the_m to the young professional at a near-by club and ordered 
nme new gnps. As a matter of interest, 1 asked, how much would it be? 
'Eighteen shillings,' he said. 'Now, look,' 1 replied in my best avuncular 
way. 'You'll never get rich like that. We expect to pay you the proper 
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rate for the job.' He looked at me a little blankly; then the penny 
dropped. He meant eighteen shillings each. Last time 1 had a grip put 
on, it was half a crown. Nowadays, 1 believe, you can revive them 
with a kind of spray. 

What 'goes' first in the professional golfer, according to Cotton, is 
the legs. In us part-timers 1 cannot help thinking it is the hands. 
Anyone who finds it not quite so easy as it used to be to unscrew the 
tops of bottles, jam-jars or his good lady's nail-varnish-remover will, 
1 am sure, agree. If the hands are not strong enough to take charge of 
the swing, the body will. See any 1st tee any Sunday morning. 

Next to go, and therefore to be somehow restored, is one's con­
centration, and particularly concentration in the right place. 1 have 
often thought of producing a sort of' graph of intensity', an outline of 
the golf swing with the thickness of the line varying with the deg~ee 
of concentration. The professional, 1 suspect, would show a very thick 
line at the start, thinning out over the first two feet, vanishing altogether 
after three, then reappearing about where it vanished, thickening 
strongly before impact and for three feet after the ball, and then 
disappearing. 

For the average club golfer you would also have to show the 
waggles as he addressed the ball, since these would produc~ the 
thickest lines of all. Here he is thinking hardest, where the profess10nal 
is hardly thinking at all. On the backswing his line continues thick, if 
anything getting thicker, until very nearly the top, where suddenly, 
inexplicably, it vanishes altogether, never to re-appear. At this moment 
the ball disappears from his eye and he remembers nothing more. 
The slower the backswing, the 'thicker' very often the concentration­
and the more instantly it vanishes as the downward snake-killing slash 
begins. 1 have often suspected this ancient golf111g adage of 'slow back' 
to be an illusion. W atching, for instance, Harry W eetman cl outing the 
ball one feels it would be just as painful to be struck on the backswing 
as on the forward. Now, however, by a curious chance 1 know fora 
certainty the answer. 

It may be remembered that the BBC filmed a number of golf 
matches, each of which took anything up to ten hours on the course, 
every shot being filmed by quite a number of cameras. The process of 
editing this mass of material down to fifty minutes per film draws now, 
1 am happy to say, towards its painstaking end. 1 have been called upon 
from time to time to attend and, since we so aften have had to retrace 
our steps in the film, have now seen the great men of golf play at least 
a hundred tee-shots in reverse. 

First impressions astonish me. Starting from a point, say, half-way 
through the follow-through and going backwards (the ball suddenly 
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app:a~ing on the way). they flash the club back with a loud phwit 
remllllscent of more painful moments at school; at the top of the swing 
they pause, and then slowly, very slowly, place the club down bebind 
~he bal~-t~s being, of course, the original backswing. The visual 
impress10~ is that at the moment of impact the club is travelling at 
least five times as fast, though an electronic eye might, for all I know, 
show it to be ten or twenty. 

It took me some time before 1 discovered the secret. They flashed 
the club back at immense speed (still in reverse) from where the club 
was horizontal in front of the ball to the same position bebind and 
you could not follow the clubhead. Then suddenly they slowed up 
before they got to the top-this, right way round, being the beguming 
of the downswing. So the answer, once and for all, is that they do go 
'slow back' but they also go, and for quite a long way, 'slow down'. 

1 remember not only Peter Thomson but also John Jacobs, each 
making the best of a bad job, rubbing into me the fact that a club 
placed across one' s chest, as one addressed the ball, should be pointing 
at the hole. 1 also remember the late Reg Whitcombe, his huge left 
hand grasping a niblick, practising one-handed swings in his shop. 
'Your hand should always finish covering the flag,' he said, this 
presumably being the logical result of the club pointing at the hole. 

1. accordingly ~ot myself correctly 'set up' on the Downs yesterday, 
facmg the sea, w1th the club across my chest pou1ting squarely at the 
left-hand chinmey of the Shoreham Power Station. A moment later 
1 was posing on the follow-through to study the position of my hands, 
only to find them obscuring not the Shoreham Power Station but the 
grandstands of Brighton Racecourse on top of the hill five miles to the 
left. Never mind. If at first you don't succeed ... by the end of the 
next practice session 1 hope at least to be covering the hideous new 
black of flats midway between the two. 

K 



YOU CAN'T LET THEM DO IT, BARBARA!* 

My curious and occasionally envied way of life involves a considerable 
amount of travel, fortunately at his Lordship's expense, and this takes 
three forms. This week' s, by air to Augusta for the Masters tournament 
via Washington, Atlanta and all points south, is the fastest but by far 
the m.ost uncomfortable. It is now twenty-two years since the tailor 
at Olympia, thrusting a tape measure against my chest for my demob 
suit, turned to a colleague and announced in a loud voice, 'Forty-two, 
short, portly' . I fear that I have not decreased in the meantime, and to 
sit for seven hours crampled in a little seat, seeing nothing and in the 
end hearing practically nothing, is not my idea of heaven, even ifl am 
being miraculously carried along at 500 m.p.h. in the process. 

Aeroplanes at the moment go either too fast or not fast enough. 
Tlrns, on arrival at Augusta at what I am pleased to call 3 .15 a.m. 
'stomach-time' tomorrow, one sets the watch back six hours and calls 
it 9.15 p.m. today. This is not so bad, as one can soon retire to bed. 
On the way back, however, after a long day in America and most of 
the night in the aeroplane, one is brought down to earth at 3 a.m. 
'stomach-time', only to be told that it is 9 a.m. and that a bright new 
day hasj ust begun. Experience shows that one 'purple heart' will carry 
me over till lunchtime, after which the favourite drops in his tracks 
and is comparatively useless for two and a half days. 

The second form of transport, though not across the Atlantic, is the 
motor car, of which I possess a notable specimen. It gives me conscious 
pleasure every time I get into it, hut to sit in it for four days in order 
to get to Scotland and back, harried by maniacs and Min.is, is, again, 
not my idea of heaven, though it might well lead to it. As a believer 
in the law of averages, I take the view that, if you expose yourself long 
enough, they' re bound to get you in the end. 

No, there is only one way to travel and that is by train. I have long 
known this and have more than once written of the good sober driver, 
the private butler and chef and, when necessary, the bedside attendant, 
with whom I like to be accompanied when I make my way about the 
country. The only trouble is that too many of the Philistines are begin­
ning to cotton on to what was previously known only to connoisseurs. 
However, one may still remain 'one up' with a certain expertise. 

They don't yet realize, fortunately, that you want to make a bee­
line fora corner seat in a middle compartment (where you get waggled 
about less than in the end ones), back to the engine (so that the scenery 
flows away from you instead of at you) and, of course, non-smoking 
(in case someone lights up one of those ghastly little imitation cigars). 

* Mrs Barbara Castle, the then Minister of Transport. 
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They don' t even know to bring with them for the sleeper the pink 
pill and the cotton wool for the ears-which the airlines provide and 
the railway still don't-and to put the plug in the basin, up through 
which comes so much of the noise. 

1 am not the first of those who follow the golfing scene to write 
nostalgically of the sleeper to Scotland-the anticipatory dinner at the 
club; the bustling scene at Euston or King's Cross, with the sorters 
already at work in the great mail train and the nets now folded back 
on the sides, later to reach out in the night and grab new cargo as they 
pass; and, finally, the moment of waking in a new world of hillsides, 
burns, a dashing river and air like champagne. 

Sometimes, as you look out over the last m.iles of uninhabited 
moorland before Gleneagles, you see skein after skein of geese in the 
sky. At Kilmarnock you may be forgiven the unworthy temptation, 
as the long row of sleepers trundles away, of thanking the Lord that 
you are not as other men are, since they are being taken on to Glasgow, 
while you are going to A yr and thence over the coast road, past 
Culzean Castle and one of the no blest views in Britain, to Turnberry. 

Supreme among journeys to Scotland, however, is th~t of ~he 
golfing pilgrim to Mecca, in othcr words St Andrews. 1 sull chensh 
the bound volumes of Railway Wonders of the World collected as a boy, 
with the wonderful coloured picture of the express roaring over the 
Forth Bridge and, in order never to miss it, 1 have fallen into the w~y 
of catching the earlier train to Edinburgh and thence the breakfast tram 
at 7.30 from platform 15, in which, almost as a ritual, 1 have finnan­
haddock while crossing the bridge. There used also to be the Navy, 
with battleships looking like toys in the bath down below, but now 
there is the magnificent road bridge whose single span exceeds, 
unbelievably, the length of the two longest holes at St Andrews put 
together. 

Soon we hear the familiar cry of, 'Leuchars. Change for St Andra's,' 
and we board the little two-carriage train waiting at the buffers 
between the two main lines. It used to be hauled by a veteran steam 
engine called the 'Kettledrumrnle', hut now it is a diesel, which is 
better really because, by sitting up in front, you can see whcre you are 
going. For golfers from all the nations-and, I like to think, for many 
of the students in the ancient and ever-growing university-this is 
the most memorable train journey in the world. 

Round the corner to Guard Bridge, past that fellow's immaculate 
vegetable garden and the paper mill, across the bridge over the ~d~n­
the driver having already twice leaned out to exchange those big rmgs 
with leather pouches attached in order to secure his right of way­
and alongside the estuary with, at low tide, its innumerable birds on 
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the mudflats. In the distance now the singular, unforgettable outline 
of the 'Old Grey Town', with its spires and towers and the ruins of 
the cathedra!. 

We pass on our left the far end of the Eden course and soon we are 
hard beside the Old Course itself. The l6th tee is right against the 
railway fence and so is the l7th, and on the farther side of the big 
double greens the early starters are already on their way out. From 
the train I once detected on the second a four-ball consisting of three 
peers and a knight ! Passing behind the black sheds over which you 
drive at the Road Hole, we see the little Road bunker, in which every 
great golfer has at some time stood, with the same thoughts running 
through his head, and behind the green the dreaded road itself. 

A quick glimpse of the Royal and Ancient clubhouse standing 
foursquare behind the first tee and we are rounding the bend with a 
cheerful toot to announce our arrival at the little station, where 
dedicated hands have traced out on the bank in white stones the legend: 
St Andrews. Home of Golf. The golfer is home indeed. 

Soon more and more pilgrims will be coming to St Andrews, 
for the railways are to replace the old black sheds and the coalyard, 
into which we slice out ofbounds at the l7th, with a magnificent half­
rnillion-pound hotel. 

In the meantime, quietly, almost furtively, and in very small print, 
they propose-believe it or not, and you scarcely will-to abandon 
the railway and close the station. 

Y ou can' t let them do it, Barbara. Y ou can't, really ! 

HORSES, POTWALLOPERS AND A MONKEY 

A few days off in the West Country in pursuit of fish which, as usual, 
proved to be elsewhere, have seen me involved yet again in golf, 
firstly at Sidmouth, where I attended a public inquiry-most im­
pressively conducted, I thought-into a controversy as to whether 
the council of that congenial little suntrap should build a golf course 
on the moor above the town to replace their present 5,000-odd-yard 
course, which is so hilly as to put middle-aged members in fear of 
heart attacks. 

My allegedly expert evidence was to the effect that, if they decided 
to make a course on the moor, it must assuredly be a very good one 
and might prove superlative. 1 was surprised to find a spirited minority 
in opposition but, as it is no affair of mine, will leave it at that. The 
visit did, however, afford a pleasant diversion to call upon Sir John 
and Lady Heathcoat-Amory, who were runners-up in the 1948 
Worplesdon Foursomes, she having already, as Joyce Wethered, won 
it eight times with seven different partners. 

The greatest woman golfer of her time, perhaps of all time, now 
plays 'about a round and a half a year' and the skill she used to display 
on the golf course is devoted to the gardens of their lovely home near 
Tiverton. These are in full bloom just now and, being open to the 
public, should not be missed by anyone finding themselves within 
striking distance. 

Less elevating to the spirit, indeed very much the opposite, was a 
visit to W estward Ho! Here is the oldest club in England still playing 
on its original links-it celebrated its centenary in 1964-and you 
never saw such a mess in all your life. The lSt, 2nd and l8th holes are a 
depressing shade of brown through the sea getting in twice in three 
weeks, but they will recover. The real trouble is animals. 

The links of W estward Ho! lie-or is it 'lies' ?-on a flat expanse of 
land known as the Burrows and protected from the sea by the great 
Pebble Ridge. This, though the point is quite irrelevant, was the 
schoolday background of Kipling's Stalky and Co. For a thousand 
years, or soit is claimed, the 'Potwallopers' of N ortham-i.e. the locals; 
anyone who 'boils his pot' in the parish-have had the right to raise 
their animals on the Burrows and, though there is in fact plenty of 
room for the animals and the golfers to live apart, the grazing rights 
include the golf course. Naturally enough, these are jealously guarded. 
Nor are they disputed by the golfers. 

Nowadays, however, comparatively few of the true potwallopers 
possess the animals which the rights originally assumed in the days of 
the peasants-the odd pig, cow and sheep etcetera-though a few do 
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keep a horse or perhaps a pony for the children. Instead commercial 
operators in the shape of riding stables with horses for hire and full­
scale sheep-farmers have moved in upon the grazing. At the moment, 
roaming over the historie links of W estward Ho ! are no fewer than a 
hundred horses and two thousand sheep. 

Quite apart from the fact that the golfers have to contend with 
sufficient horse manure to start the biggest mushroom farm in Britain, 
the effect of the horses' hooves on the greens may well be imagined. 
Sometimes a number of horses decide upon a jolly stampede right 
across the course, the secretary wincing powerlessly as he watches from 
the club veranda. Making good the damage done to the greens by 
horses is the full-time labour of one man for the whole year. It has 
now come to the stage, they said at the club, where it is 'either horses 
or golf'. At the very best the golf, if combined with the horses, could 
be only fourth-rate. 

Greens can, of course, be repaired, but another aspect of the present 
situation is rapidly becoming irreparable. One of the most celebrated 
holes is the 4th, alongside the sand dunes, the hole where you have to 
make the carry over what is almost certainly the biggest sleepered 
bunker in England. Everyone who has played at W estward Ho! will 
remember it. The part you have to carry, once crisp seaside turf, is 
now deep in blown sand. As to the bunker, its outline has vanished 
and sand is in places right up to the top of the sleepers. The fairway 
area is now yellow, with occasional wisps of grass showing through, 
and so is most of the neighbouring r 5th. Golf is almost unplayable 
now. Soon it will be completely unplayable. It breaks your heart to 
look at it. 

The secretary of the Burrows Committee, Mr Harold Ford, who 
is a boat-builder in Northam and by definition, like many of the 
golfers, a potwalloper, told me that the sudden appearance of the 
sand rnight be due to the cars out at the Pebble Ridge, which at 2s. a 
time bring l4.500 a year to the council, gradually encroaching and 
loosening the sand, but, listening with what I hope to have been a 
neutral ear and also inspecting the scene, 1 was more convinced by 
the golfers' explanation that all was well for a hundred years until the 
horses ate the marram grass which holds the sandhills together. 

After all, it was the ubiquitous goat, nibbling away at the herbage, 
which turned most of the once fertile Middle East into desert, and the 
same thing has assuredly happened at W estward Ho! A short while 
ago volunteers frorn the club, rather like their neighbours on the 
oil-ridden beaches of Cornwall, solemnly swept the fourth fairway 
with brooms and removed I 50 cartloads of sand. They rnight as well 
have swept the Sahara. Not to be beaten, however, they have now got 
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perrnission to fenee off the 4th hole from the sandhills to keep the 
horses, though not the sheep, off them and today, dus very monung, 
the members are due to march out and erect the fence for themselves 
rather than wait for someone else to do it. 

On top of all this the club pays rates for the use of its part of the 
Burrows, wlule the sheep-farmers and the riding schools, one of which 
runs fifty horses over the links, pay nothing at all, relying on the 
ancient rights of the potwallopers. There are at least 200 acres, the 
golf ers claim, in wluch the horses could be contained, and the local 
Chamber of Commerce would like to see a sort of Rotten Row on 
which young holidaymakers could be taught to ride. 

I never thought to be writing in favour of a Ministry of Sport, but 
I arn glad to say that Mr Denis Howell, the Minister, has directed the 
secretary of the S.W. Area Sports Council to go and meet the in­
terested parties to try to sort the matter out. Mr Ford thought that 
some form of 'Commons Act' was due in five years' time and that this 
would take care of the problem. The only trouble is that in five years' 
time there will be no problem left to take care of.* 

lt is all rather tragic, but in order not to spoil your day I will end on a 
lighter note. Many will remember that distinguished-looking figure, 
H. R. Buckland, who sold and popularized a brand of whisky in 
almost every senior club in the country and with whom a friend told 
me last week he was once playing at W estward Ho! As they carne up 
the r8th, Buckland felt his trolley to be pulling rather heavily and, 
on looking round, found a rnonkey sitting on his clubs. 

One may imagine the swift glance back to the front, while he 
worked out whether he was seeing things, and the furtive backward 
glance again. lt was a monkey, and it was still there. lts owner had 
brought it down to the beach in lus car and it had escaped. When 
Buckland tried to dislodge it, it made hostile grimaces and bit him. 
Then it jumped to and fro over the brook in front of the last green and 
finished up on the club flagstaff, whence it was eventually lured down 
by the steward' s son. True or false? They swear it is true, every word. 
* Hope was restored some months later, by which time the 4th and 5th holes 
had been fenced off and the marram grass had begun to grow. A new dyke will 
take the sea water from the fust two and last two holes, but the battle to save 
England's oldest course is not yet won. 



MUCH GOLD-NO GOLDEN AGE 

Golf today, particularly in America, is the biggest business in the 
history of games and pastimes, and those who reach the top become 
multi-millionaires, in such style as to turn green with envy those who 
played at least as well as they do, and in some cases better, but did it 
at the wrong time. The fortunate ones, however, are the merest tip of 
the iceberg. Behind them lies a truly colossal industry, selling, through 
their names, not only clubs, balls, clothing, and all the miscellaneous 
paraphernalia of golf, but insurance, laundries, par-3 courses, printing 
and even aeroplanes. Will this bubble ever burst? A recent visit to 
America convinced me that it certainly will not in the immediate 
future, but that people are beginning to suspect that every good thing 
has its limitations. 

One detects these things only from casual conversational straws in 
the wind, so to speak, and in this way 1 gained an impression of 
resentment at the magnitude of the empire created by that most 
likeable of managers Mark McCormack, who started by handling one 
or two minor affairs for his schooldays companion Arnold Palmer, 
and, without suspecting it at the beginning, has ended in such a position 
that people are forecasting the time when you can't even run a cham­
pionship without his perrnission. This, of course-no pun intended­
is beyond the mark, but it is truc that, if he did withhold his players, 
the result would be a championship only in name. 

There is no doubt, too, that big business has eliminated the old 
cameraderie among the great players. Y ou could hardly find a nicer 
fellow than Palmer, but he has no time, either physically or mentally­
and little wonder. He was at one time president-or, as we should 
call it, chairman-of, 1 think, thirty-two companies, though he recently 
sold off some of these for a few millions to a television company, 
rather as lan Fleming sold his copyrights to Booker Bros. Nevertheless, 
Palmer' s life remains one of almost perpetual motion-golfing, hand­
shaking, conferring, endorsing, being called to the telephone, acknowl­
edging compliments, and, of course, since he owns an $800,000 jet 
aeroplane and is agent for the firm that makes it, finding time occa­
sionally to go and fly the damned thing. 

One of the old school, Gene Sarazen, was looking nostalgically back 
during the Masters Tournament to the Golden Age of golf in the late 
twenties and early thirties, of which he was so notable an ornament. 
This splendid, olive-skinned little man, always such a favourite in 
Britain-he was bom Eugene Saraceni 'on the wrong side of the 
tracks', as they say in America-might be in his early fifties, but is in 
fact sixty-four. Holding the club two or three inches below the end 
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of the grip, he still gives the hall the same simple, determined clout and, 
granted a clear course, will get round it in two and a quarter hours, 
by which time the modem experts will just be teeing off at the 9th. 
The day cannot be far distant when he goes round in his age-if 
indeed he has not already dorre so. 

1 mention this to show that Sarazen is by no means a retired yearner 
for the good old days. His heart, like Gary Player' s, is in his farm­
everyone calls him 'the Squire' -hut he is active in golf and television 
and still makes a vast income from the game. One thing he does 
frankly regret, however, is that none of the champions of today has 
time to sit around and talk, and to meet the members of the clubs 
which play host to them, as he and his great hero and rival, Walter 
Hagen, made it their business and pleasure to do. 

'Never worry,' Hagen used to say, 'never hurry. Always stop and 
smell the flowers.' It was this sort of thing, set off by the presence of 
that complete amateur, Bobby Jones, who generally beat them all, 
that made theirs the Golden Age. N owadays there is fifty times as much 
gold, but it will never pass into history as a Golden Age. 

Sarazen is by no means averse to change-indeed he is constantly 
getting his name in the papers as advocate of such heresies as the eight­
inch golf hole, to neutralize the undue preponderance which putting 
plays in the game-but he will risk being called 'square' as well as 
Squire by standing up for the old against the new. I am happy to see 
that he has just been doing so in the American magazine Golf, on the 
subject of golf-course design. He thinks that much modem design is 
'ridiculous'. So do I, but that does not matter. 

Most new courses in America, or for American tourists overseas, 
form part of a real-estate deal, the idea being to sell plots of land 
around or near the perimeter, and nothing will do but a so-called • 
'championship' course. To us this means a course on which national 
championships are played. To them it means 7,000 yards. 

'When someone tells me his course measures more than 7,000 yards, 
it is usually said with the pride of a new father, as if distance, or 
wasting a lot of land, is something to boast about. Water a course of 
that length from tee to green, brother, and you are playing a course 
equivalent to 8,ooo or 9,000 yards when it is dry and when you aren't 
being robbed of your roll.' One of his principal 'beefs', he says, is the 
heavy watering which makes the fairways lush and the greens so 
sodden that no skill is needed to pitch on them and stop. 

Another ofhis 'beefs' is the over-long short hole. 'Modern architects,' 
he declares, 'have forgotten the definition of a short hole. They boast 
of 225-50-yard backbreakers on which only the longest hitters can 
get home ... anyone can lay out a 250-yard hole and call it a difficult 
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par-3.' It is not merely advancing years that makes me dislike these 
very long 'everything to lose, nothing to gain' par-3 holes. I would 
rather see a 'bad-length' par-4 of 270 or 280 yards with everything to 
gain. The National Unions at home say that everything under 250 
must be ruled a par-3-but how many people can hit a golf ball 2 50 
yards? Five per cent? I doubt it. 

We ourselves, I am happy to see, come in for praise. 'If you go to 
Troon or Prestwick, or some of the other classic courses abroad, you 
will see par-3s of from 140 to 150 yards, which will drive home the 
idea, for they are designed for exquisite iron play and not a luck shot 
with anything from a 4-wood to a driver.' 

Of the' postage stamp' hole at Troon, 120-odd yards to a tiny green 
guarded by deep bunkers, Sarazen writes, 'I don't know what brand 
of hair tonic you use but you' d better douse it on well, because this 
hole will make your hair stand on end.' 

Tomorrow I too hope to be in Scotland, playing, as it happens, on 
the biggest greens in the entire world. Even so, you are bound to get 
down to the four-footers in the end, and if the citizens of St Andrews 
see a strange figure dousing on the hair tonic, they will know who it is, 
and why. 

CADDIE-MASTER EARNS LITERARY AWARD 

Those familiar with the golfing scene around London, together with 
many a distinguished visitor from distant lands, will be aware that 
the caddie-master at Sunningdale is something of a 'character', and, 
even though, which is not impossible, they may have fallen out with 
him at first impact, a very considerable man in his own right. This is 
Sheridan, assuredly the only caddie-master to have had his portrait 
hung in the Academy, to have it now hanging on the clubhouse wall, 
and to have been elected an honorary member of the club. My 
favourite reading has always been other people's lives, and clearly 
there might be some interesting episodes in Sheridan' s if someone 
could extract them from this forthright, monosyllabic Scot. Instead 
he has done it, I am assured, all for himself, and the result, Sheridan of 
Sunningdale, has given me hours of pleasure. 

As with most autobiographies it is the early days which fascinate. 
Sheridan' s father was evidently a genius with soil and livestock and 
was a farm manager in the East Lothians at eighteen. The son, however, 
did not take readily to life on the land. This was at the turn of the 
century, when a man with a guaranteed wage of one pound a week 
was the envy of his neighbours. 'Small wonder that all men tried to 
augment their income as best they could. In North Berwick it seemed 
as if the world stopped during the summer season. Golf dominated 
everything and the entire population seemed to be either playing or 
caddying. Building ceased and the fishermen took out their boats only 
at night. The pickings were rich. Boys were always needed and, at IS. 

a round and 6d. for lunch, we thought we were millionaires.' 
At weekends they would walk the three and a half miles to Muir­

field, often caddying for two if not three rounds, and walking home 
again, the great day being Medal Day, when it was the custom of 
the gentlemen to pay the caddie 5s. One, Mr A. J. Balfour, who was 
to become Prime Minister in 1902, would stop his big, open car, the 
first that Sheridan had ever seen, and instruct his chauffeur, re­
splendent in leather breeches, jacket and goggles, to give the boys a 
ride home. Sheridan in his time at Sunningdale has never given a darnn 
for anyone with red tabs, and the bigger the 'anyone', the more 
willingly they have generally taken it. The secret, we can now see, 
was absorbed at an early age from the eminent and Right Hon. 
Gentleman who gave him a lift nearly seventy years ago. 

'For a kid of my age conversation with a Cabinet Minister was 
comparatively unimportant, but it was breathlessly thrilling to ride 
in a motor car when the mere sight of one ranked as a sensation. It may 
be that early contact with the country's rulers influenced my 
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subsequent attitude towards them. Certainly in my experience the 
more elevated a man, the happier he feels to be treated as an equal.' 

Mr Balfour, of course, was mainly to be seen at North Berwick and 
helped to lay the foundation of the little town's reputation, which 
lasted until the beginning of the last war, of being the place to be seen 
in September. One is pleased to meet in real life in Sheridan's pages a 
character legendary to my generation, the one-time professional, at 
that time caddie and proprietor of the ginger beer stall at the 9th, 
Big Harry Crawford. 

'With his huge bulk and foghom voice, Harry cut an awesome 
figure, even to Mr Balfour. When the Minister collected any sw7ep­
stake money, he handed it over untouched to Crawford. A cunous 
affection developed between the two men. One a rough piece of Scots 
granite, the other a cultured member of the Government. Harry was 
in the habit of running up a fl.ag on his stall whenever Mr Balfour was 
on the course. It was his method of showing the respect he would 
never put into words.' 

Through one of those chance meetings that so often shape our ends 
Sheridan was recommended by a friend at North Berwick, who had 
been offered the job of caddie-master at Sunningdale hut declined to 
work on Sundays, to apply instead. He was taken on by Jack White­
one of only three men to win the Open with four rounds each lower 
than the last-fora probationary period of six weeks and now, fifty-six 
years later, he is waiting to know whether it is intended to confirm 
his appointment on a permanent basis. 

One of the great unpurchasable assets in a golf or any other club is 
continuity of staff, and here Sunningdale has certainly been fortunate. 
Another chance meeting brought Hugh MacLean south in 1898 to act 
as foreman to Willie Park, who was to lay out the course. Until a few 
years ago he still lived in his house in the middle of the course and now 
his son, James, keeps on a farnily greenkeeping tradition that has lasted 
more than sixty years. 

Through taking a day off to watch the Lord Mayor's show, Bert 
Chapman got the sack from his job, was taken on by MacLean at 
double pay-4!d. an hour-and has now been about the place for si~ty­
seven years. Wigmore retired from the locker-room after, 1 think, 
forty-two years, while Sheridan's daughter, Anne, was asked by Guy 
Bennett, the then secretary, to help with a few hours' typing and has 
now been in the office for twenty-six years. An enviable record indeed. 

Again, when Francis Ouimet, having defeated the British giants 
Harry Vardon and Ted Ray in the play-off for the 1913 US Open, 
carne to play in a toumament at Sunningdale the following year 
(he took nine at the first hole), his caddie was a small boy called Harry 
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Budd. During the round a spectator asked him who he was caddying for 
and after looking at the label on the bag he said, 'I don't really know, 
hut 1 think it is a Mr Ointment.' Ouimet-in fact it is pronounced 'we 
met' -'has been known to us,' says Sheridan, 'as Ointment ever since. And 
Harry Budd, fifty-three years later, is still one of my weekend caddies.' 

When Willie Park sent for MacLean he took him to stay at the 
Station Hotel in what was then only a tiny village and after supper 
could not resist taking him up to show him the new project. 

'They took a walk up the hill and into the inky blackness of the 
Berkshire countryside. Suddenly Park stopped and struck a match, 
which fl.ickered briefly before dying in a few seconds. "There," he 
explained, "did you see it?" "What?" inquired Mac. "Sunningdale," 
rep lied Park, as if it were an invocation. "We can make this one of the 
greatest courses in the world.'' ' Most people will agree that they did. 

lt is amusing to reflect on the likely reaction of the caddies at 
Sunningdale today if ordered, as were Sheridan's sixty-five regulars in 
his early days, to 'parade at 8 a.m., rain or shine', spending the next 
hour raking bunkers, mowing the practice putting-green, cleaning up 
the surrounds of the clubhouse and doing odd jobs on the course. 
They were also responsible for running errands and for any small job 
which arose, hut these duties brought no extra pay. 

The pious founder of the Halford-Hewitt tournament had his leg 
pulled pretty unmercifully by Charterhouse teams before the war. 
Had they known that in the twenties he was known to the Sunningdale 
caddies as Mad Jack, his life would, 1 suspect, have been made virtually 
intolerable. 'He did everything at breakneck speed,' says Sheridan. 
'He was always so anxious to reach the course that, before the train 
even stopped at Sunningdale station, he would shoulder his bag, leap 
out and tear up Ridge Mount Hill, reaching the clubhouse before any 
of the other cab-driven members.' 

'Hal', it also appears, was a great club thrower, though later in life 
he became highly intolerant of anyone who threw a roll or meringue. 
The same Bert Chapman used to caddie for him and one day went at 
last on strike. 'I can't do it all, sir,' he said. 'Either you put back the 
divot and 1'11 get the club or you get the club and 1'11 put back the divot. 
I' m not doing both.' 

Sheridan has remarkable felicity of expression. When he put his 
father's whisky in the poultry mash, he thinks the sight of 'a waddle of 
drunken ducks' the finest thing he ever saw. Of Harry Colt, the first 
secretary of Sunningdale, he says, 'Certainly the secretary had a fierce 
kick in him. But 1 prefer men like that. The others desert you when 
the wind blows.' Sheridan deserves a special award as the first caddie-­
master to add truly to the literature of golf. 



PALMER 'CAN ALWAYS DIG DITCHES' 

When I was a boy, golf was not really a respectable game for the 
young, and the thought that it would ever become so never entered 
my head. Now the Golf Foundation teaches so many boys and girls 
at so many schools that often when they grow up there is nowhere 
left for them to play. Almost overnight, so it seems, the game has 
become not only respectable for the young but the most popular 
pas time in the entire civilized world; and its heroes are the sporting 
idols of the millions. 

The two greatest showmen in the game's history have indisputably 
been Walter Hagen and Arnold Palmer, but in what different climates 
they flourished, then and now. To attend, and probably win, the 
British Open Championship took Hagen about five weeks, including 
a short trip to Paris, possibly to win the French Open too. It cost him 
several hundred pounds; he enjoyed himself immensely-'call every 
woman Sugar and you can't go wrong'-and on one occasion had to 
borrow from his son, a chip off the old block, who had had a fortunate 
speculation on the ship' s daily mileage, to pay the taxi on .arrival back 
in New York. 

Hagen probably made, and spent, twice as much money as any 
golfer up to his time and is widely credited as the originator of 'I never 
wanted to be a rnillionaire. I only wanted to live like one.' This he 
certainly did and, when he won the Open at Sandwich in 1928, he 
handed the first prize of [,50 straight to old 'Skip' Daniels, his caddie. 
Like Palmer he had the most celebrated manager of his day, the late 
Bob Harlow, and in all theiryears together-again I believe, like Palmer 
and Mark McCormack-they never had a written contract of any 
kind. 'Harlow set up the dates,' Hagen has recorded. 'I played the 
tournaments and exhibitions and we carried the greenbacks away in 
an old suitcase.' His fee for an exhibition was $soa. What he would 
have made today, when Palmer plays twenty-five exhibitions a year 
at $4,000 apiece, is anybody's guess. 

I thought that after a long talk with McCormack some time ago 
I knew the rarnifications of Palmer' s extraordinary life and business 
ventures reasonably well, but an article by the fermer in the magazine 
Golf World-which I notice is taken from a book to be published in 
this country, and the sooner the better-shows that few of us on this 
side have any real appreciation of this fantastic phenomenon who has 
survived 'more than a decade of being written about, photographed, 
televized, filmed, exhibited, marketed, advertised, promoted, licensed 
and exposed more than any American athlete in history'. 

McCormack's outline of fourteen consecutive days in Palmer's life 
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!eaves o~e with a mixture of feelings-adrniration, incredulity and 
, better. him than 1:Ile'. He ?uzzes all over the States in his jet aeroplane­
an_ adjunct to his vocat1on, but you need only see his hands move 
~elicately over the astonishing number of controls to appreciate that, 
like a golf club, here is an instrument which responds to him, one that 
he relishes making function to perfection. If Arnold were once again 
twenty-four and not sure what he wanted to do, I have no doubt that 
he would become a pilot.' 

In these . fourteen specü~en days he has several sessions of posing 
for advertlsements; he flies off to attend the opening of a food­
processing plant built by his father-in-law (with whose daughter he 
elop~d, much to the father' s early chagrin and later satisfaction) ; 
he p1cks up four business tycoons 'as part of his association with 
the US Banknote Corporation' and gives them the treatment at his 
h?1~~ club. He proceeds to Winchester, Kentucky, to play an ex­
hib1tion match and be made a Kentucky colonel and, splendid thought, 
an Ad1'.-1iral of the Kentucky Waterways; then back for a couple of 
days with the heads of fourteen of his own Corporations, then off to a 
banquet in Toronto to launch his sportswear line in Canada. He 
spends another day werking on his clubs-he has a thousand in the 
basement-trying to improve the design and reduce the processes in 
their manufacture. 

I~ the_ san::e fortnight there occurs ,his thirty-seventh birthday, for 
whICh lus w1fe has prepared a sort of This Is Y our Life' surprise. The 
doorbelt rings and she tells him to go and let in the man to mend the 
television. On the doorstep-wait for it !-are Genera! and Mrs 
Eisenhower, bearing gifts and reporting for golf and dinner. 

In the meantime he is called by the White House. Genera! Ne 
Win, the Burmese streng man who only a year previously was 
contemptuously cutting off American aid and throwinO" out American 
businessmen, has suddenly decided to visit W ashingto~. He is an avid 
ten-handicap golfer and PresidentJohnson would be obliged if Palmer 
could come and meet him. Unfortunately, he has another exhibition 
~na_tch, whereupon the State Department accept his regrets and 
mtlmate that US relations would be much improved if he could 
schedule an exhibition tour to Thailand, Cambodia and Malaysia. 
All this in one fortnight! 

What one likes so much about Palmer, apart from h.is inevitable 
cour~esy and his ability to suffer fools and fans so gladly, is that he so 
geni:mely love~ the gan:e of golf. Gary Player cannot wait to get back 
to lm farm. NICklaus likes to get away fishing. Palmer likes nothing 
better than to play golf. 'He has a deep affection for golf courses, a love 
of them, if you like. He wants courses to fight back at him and 
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considers them gallant opponents. This attitude of cherishing the game 
and the elements of it is, for a variety of reasons, an unusual one in a 
touring pro. Most of them come to hate golf courses, in part because 
it is the course that thwarts their ambition and in part because they 
feel such an attitude is helpful to their game.' 

What inference, if any, one may draw from it 1 do not know but it 
intrigues me that if McConnack wants to call Nicklaus he makes 
it between 10 and 10· 30. Player is a 9 to 9· 30 man-but if you want 
to call Palmer you do it sharp at 8 · o. 

I suppose that, though he certainly does not behave as such, Palmer 
is the wealthiest man in the history of sport, but McCormack finds 
it impossible really to convince him that he will never be poor again, 
that he is not only a millionaire today but will be for years to come 
even if he never hits another ball. He has main offices in five ei ties and 
corporations in countries all over the world-you can even walk 
down the street in Tokyo and see 'Tearoom Arnie' -but money to 
Palmer in his agreeably direct and simple way still means money in 
the hand or the savings account. Mortgages to him are something that 
banks foreclose on and come and take away the furniture. Alone, 
surely, among lus countrymen his maxim is: 'If you can' t pay on the 
nail, wait till you can.' 

Even now McCormack cannot convince Palmer that he is secure 
for life. Sometimes when he has one of lus losing nms he will look at 
his huge hands with the stubby fingers and will say, 'Mark, no matter 
what happens, I can always dig ditches.' Instinct tells me they would 
be positively the finest ditches ever dug. 

HALF A MILLION WORDS OF GOLFING 
WIS DOM 

1 had been meaning, 'by special request' as the actors say when they 
had intended to render an encore in any case, to write something about 
holiday golf, one of the first principles of which for the indifferent 
player performing on a strange course seems to me to be that there 
should always be 'somewhere to go': in other words, however short 
or elderly he or she may be, there must be no carry beyond his range 
without some altemative route. My nlÎnd went back to a society 
meeting on a well-known Surrey course where towards the end of the 
second round my partner, who was clearly not in the first flush of 
youth, began to be unable to carry the heather from the tee. Later he 
revealed that he was eighty-three and all concemed have looked at 
lum with respectful admiration ever since. * 

Instinct told me that this principle of having somewhere to go has 
been laid down by a somewhat superior authority to myself, none 
other than Bobby Jones, and on turning it up 1 found, 'The first 
purpose of any golf course should be to give pleasure, and that to the 
greatest possible number of players, without respect to their capabil­
ities. As from the standpoint of the inexpert player, there is nothing 
so disheartening as the appearance of a carry that is beyond his best 
effort and that offers no altemative route.' This comes from the 
Master's pre-war half-nlÎllion words of wisdom, sifted by that inde­
fatigable editor, Charles Price, under the title of Bobby Jones on Golf. 
And, of course, once I got stuck into it, I forgot all about the specially 
requested treatise on holiday golf. 

For the benefit of the young, and of such readers as have not yet 
woken to the gospel of golf, Bobby Jones won the British and 
American Open and Amateur Championships all in the same year, 
1930, and at the age of twenty-eight retired from competitive golf 
but not from contributing to the game. Having turned 'businessman­
golfer', he wrote two syndicated columns a week and made a series of 
films, incorporating such characters as W. C. Fields and Guy Kibbee, 
whom 1 would give a large sum to see again on TV, however late I 
had to stay up to do so. 

The point about Jones is that he played 'modern' golf. You cannot 
compare Hogan or Palmer with Young Tom Morris: they simply 
aren't playing the same game. Jones was playing the same game and 
on the same courses, the only difference being that he had wooden 
shafts (if you have never played with one just try it and see !) ; he had a 

* The late Sir Picton Bagge. 
L 
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sharp-faced niblick instead of the broad-soled wedge wîth which even 
I can guarantee to get down in three more, and often two, from a 
bunker; and neither greens nor fairways, especially in America, had 
reached the perfection to which they have been brought today. 

Jones was perhaps the last of the very great total amateurs, in the 
sense in which most of us use the term. In the eight years before his 
retirement he won sixty-two per cent of the open or amateur 
championships for which he entered in the United States or Brîtaîn. 
Yet he would go for weeks on end without touching a club and, as 
Price puts it, 'spent most of the tournament season playing încon­
sequential matches with his father and an assortment of cronîes at 
East Lake, his home club in Atlanta'. There were no more than three 
months in the year in which he played in any tournaments at all, and it 
is interesting to reflect in tlus ghastly jet age that to play in the Amateur 
in California, where he was beaten in the first round by a young 
'unknown' (in fact, Johnny Goodman, who a few years later won the 
US Open and remains the last amateur to do so), Jones had to spend 
the best part of four days each way in the train. 

Price describes hirn. as 'the most thoroughly intellectual golfer since 
Harry Vardon, the Edwardian Englîshman who practically invented 
modern golf', and I am sure this is right. Now, alas, in the illest of 
ill-health from a spinal malady-a case, if ever there was one, of the 
Lord giving with one hand and taking away with the other-he 
retains a perfect memory of the past and a lively up-to-date appre­
ciation of the present. He thought out the game and his own methods 
and mental approach with the greatest clarity. On the old adage, for 
instance, of 'Never up, never in', which bears an implication of a most 
obvious fallacy, he says, 'Of course, we never know but that the ball 
which is on line and stops short would have holed out. But we do 
know that the ball that ran past did not hole out.' 

Sometimes in Jones's pre-war writings there is an unconscious echo 
of 'Then and now'. On the art of' staying alert' throughout a cham­
pionship round, in other words never playing one of those disastrous 
shots which have done the damage before you ever stopped to think 
about them, he says that golf demands more continuous concentration 
than any other game and emphasizes 'what it means, when playing a 
first-class championship round, to concentrate upon the execution of 
some seventy-two golf shots in a space of eighteen holes and over a 
stretch of upward of three hours' time'. Upwards of three hours, 
indeed ! And now, doing the same scores that Jones did and on courses 
only a couple of hundred yards longer, they take upwards of six ! 

Certainly golf can give you more sudden and more paralysing body 
blows than any comparable game. Jones describes one which is new 
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to me and I pass it on because any golfer will imagine so vividly the 
feelings of his luckless opponent, Willie Macfarlane. It was in the 
first play-off after the 1925 US Open and at the fourteenth Jones was 
two shots behind. Macfarlane drove down the middle. Jones half­
topped his drive and, slashing at his second with a spoon, sliced it into 
thick rough a hundred yards short of the green. Macfarlane pitched 
up to within fifteen feet, putting for a three. Whereupon Jones holed 
out for a three. The stricken Macfarlane, overshooting by a yard, 
missed the one back and instead of being either three or four strokes 
ahead with four to play was back to all square. Let us add, though, 
that he did hang on to the end and won on the second replay. 

One of the main differences in American golf courses has been the 
tremendous watering of greens, which presents even the moderate 
player with 'target golf', like throwîng at a damp dartboard. Now 
that more and more clubs over here are spending tens of thousands of 
pounds on automatic watering systems which 'pop up' in the iught, 
it is interesting to read Jones's views before the war and only a few 
years ago. In the thirties he thought the watering was overdone in 
America and was 'in great measure responsible for the fact that 
tournament scorîng is unifonnly lower over here than on seaside links 
in the British Isles. The difference is attributable more to this factor 
than to the much-talked-of seaside gales, which, after all, do not blow 
constantly.' 

Nowadays, he thinks there is no langer the wide difference between 
inland golf in America and seaside golf in Britain. Greens have become 
bigger in America and greenkeepers are no longer under such pressure 
to keep the turf on them in a permanently sodden condition. 'At the 
same time, it seems that turf conditions in Great Britain have come 
more nearly to approximate our own. On my visit to St Andrews with 
the Eisenhower Cup team in 1958, the main difference I noted in the 
Old Course was an increased lushness in the turf. Form.erly, the fair­
ways had been qui te fast and the greens more than firm; such conditions 
made necessary a kind of maneuvering entirely unfamiliar to American 
players. Now the fairway turfhas more depth and the greens are more 
holding. From this observation, confirmed by correspondence with 
some of my friends on the other side, I have come to suspect that 
British seaside golf as we used to know it no langer exists.' We have 
been warned. 

Many of the great players of today spend hour after hour on the 
practice ground hitting ball after ball like white tracer bullets straight 
into the hands of their distant caddie. Rather typically, Jones had more 
amateur' ideas. 'The secret of beneficial practice is keeping a definite 

idea upon which to work. If you cannot think of some kink to iron 
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out or some fault to correct, don't go out. And if there is a kink or a 
fault, as soon as it has been found and cured, stop immediately and 
don' t take the risk of unearthing a new one. . . . A man cannot do 
worse than to practice simply because he has nothing else to do.' 

What fun to sit back and dream of a world in which we would 
never again go out and practise, because we have 'no kink to iron out', 
or 'no fault to correct'! 

THIS IS WHERE 1 CAME IN 

By what slender chances does destiny shape our ends ! The late and 
revered Bernard Darwin used to tell how, ifhis uncle hadjoined any 
other regiment, he would not have been posted to Liverpool and, if 
he had never been posted to Liverpool, he would not have taken lus 
holiday in Aberdovey and therefore would not have laid out a golf 
course (with flowerpots for holes) and he, Bernardo, might never have 
been introduced to the game-and what a loss would then have been 
ours ! Most people, I expect, could trace sinular chains of circumstances 
and certainly I most distinctly can myself. 

If, for instance, an uncle of nline had not sent his sons to the pre­
paratory school of St Cyprians, Eastbourne, I should never have gone 
there myself, and, if it had not moved, before my time, from Carlisle 
Road to the site into which you slice your first drive out of bounds at 
Royal Eastbourne, I should never have sat, morning after sunny 
morning, gazing surreptitiously from the Greek Unseen at the golfers 
on the skyline, and with particular cnvy at the boys of about my own 
age who trailed behind them carrying their clubs. Living in rural 
Bedfordshire I might never have become conscious of golf at all-and 
then what a lot of fun and people and places I should have missed ! 

The school itself had a strong flavour of golf about it, since the 
headmaster, Mr L. C. V. Wilkes, was a pillar of the club, and scratch 
or thereabouts. His son, the Rev. J.C. V. Wilkes, one-time Warden of 
Radley, played for Oxford in the mid-twenties and]. C. V.'s son,]. V., 
for Oxford for the last two years. Life really revolved, however, 
round the figure of Mrs Wilkes, outstandingly the most memorable 
woman I ever met, whose death only last week at the age of ninety-one 
sent my mind back to what seems almost another world. 

I last saw her only a year or so ago and she produced lists and 
photographs, remembering every one of whole generations of boys­
the comparison with Mr Chips was irresistible-their names, their 
progeny and grand-progeny, or which war they were killed in. 
Suddenly she paused and said, 'Y ou know, I really am beginning to 
feel my age a bit-now that my oldest Old Boy is seventy-five.' 

She gave us a devil of a time sometimes, and life did tend to depend 
on whether or not you were 'in favour', but she was a wonderful 
teacher especially of history and English-and with it a pride in 
England which I scarcely like to mention, so highly out of fashion 
would it be today-and, as my distinguished colleague Cyril Connolly 
has written, 'we learnt with her as fast as fear could teach us'. 

Many made their mark before falling out of the race; others are 
still rulllling well. Poor George Orwell, for instance, whose Nineteen 
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Eighty-Four looks like coming true in the l97os and who, ifl may quote 
Connolly again, 'rejected not only the school but the war, the Empire, 
K.ipling, Sussex and Character'. Or a pale, rather gangly boy, poor at 
games but fond of talking about riding. The Philistines called him 
Milksop Mildmay and, ifhis rein had not broken, he would have won 
the Grand National. 

David Ogilvy, still very much with us, bas singed the Americans' 
beards on Madison Avenue by creating an advertising agency whose 
clients' total turnover exceed the revenues of HM Government. 
He also 'created' Commander Whitehead, so that all good Americans 
naw know what you mean by a gin and tonic. Before bis time I once 
asked for one in a golf club in Detroit and only the assistant barman 
knew. 'I know what he wants. He wants a gin and queye-nine water.' 

Ogilvy recalls that for suggesting that Napoleon was a Dutchman, 
on the ground that bis brother was King of Holland, 'Mum' Wilkes 
sent him to bed without supper; and that, disliking a false emphasis 
in his opening speech in the Comedy of Errors, she 'seized me by the 
cheek and threw me to the ground'. Others survived to succeed in less 
prosaic spheres. I like to think, for instance, that I am one of the 
privileged few who remember Master Cecil Beaton's flute-like 
rendering of 'Tit Willow'. 

If I have strayed from my proper subject in reminiscing about this 
truly remarkable woman, whom so many of our readers must have 
known and may remember with the same mixture of awe, affection 
and respect as myself, I may perhaps be forgiven. I return to the golf 
caddies, who set me going on the subject, and they, toa, serve to 
resurrect a way of life that is gone, a world in which the word Dis­
cipline reared i~s now unfashionable head. 

There used to hang on the wall of the billiard-room at Royal 
Eastbourne, and I hope still does, a document dated 1900 outlining 
their conditions of engagement and employment, and these, I am sure, 
had little changed by my day. The boys were paid 6s. a week and had 
to report every morning at 9.15 to Mr Fred Holly-whom I knew till 
the day of his retirement, after fifty-one years' service, in 195 I. Most 
of the notice consisted of the scale of fines for ten sets of offences­
and pretty intimidating they must have been, at six bob a week! 
Mr Holly booked the boys in turn, and, if you weren't there when 
your turn was called-'Missing Turn Throngh Want of Attention'­
it was ld. fine for every other boy sent out after yonr name had been 
call ed. 

Throwing Stones; Fighting (I think Mr Holly must have turned 
many a blind eye here, for they always seemed to be wrestling and 
rolling on the grass); Using Obscene Language; Shouting; or Annoy-
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ing Any Member or Visitor, were all IS. a time. Other offences carried 
steeply graduated penalt~es which, adjusting the value of money, 
would leave a nasty hole 111 the pocket of many a caddie today. What 
about l~. first offence, 2s. 6d. second, for each or any of: 'Laziness ... 
lnattenuon . . . Rudeness, Incivility or Smoking While Carrying 
Clubs ... or Asking for Gratuities' ! 

The most savage penalties, however-2s. 6d., 7s. 6d. and dis­
missal-were exacted, and constantly risked, for 'Entering the Grounds 
of Any School, or Any Woods or Plantations', and this meant the 
steep rough bank down into our playing-field which trapped so many 
a shced tee-shot. We regarded such balls as our 'perks'-somewhat 
supported by Mr Wilkes, who confiscated a brand new blue-dot 
Silver King before I had bounced it more than a couple of times in 
the lavatory-hut the caddies made constant forays, and running 
battles were liable to ensue, conducted under well-understood but 
far from welfare-state rules. 

The school sergeant, who had once played in goal for Plymouth 
Argyle, took pot-shots at the~1 with a · 22 from a window at a range 
of no mo~e than 120 yards, without, so far as I remember, scoring an 
outer, while two who were apprehended were treated on a par with 
th~ more privil~ged boys in the school and soundly beaten by Mr 
W~kes. N~ ass~tant master being on hand to take photographs of 
~heir postenors, the school remained open-to the eternal benefit, 
tf not of all, at any rate of the great majority, including your humble 
correspondent. t 
* A reference to the newspaper topic of the day, the closing down of an approved 
school through allegations and photographs by an assistant master of excessive 
punishment by the headmaster. 
t A m~mber of the Lindrick golf club, contemporary with me at St Cyprians, 
wrote: My brother emerged from five years as a prisoner-of-war sane and fit, 
due entirely, in his opinion, to this background training!' 



THE GENIAL GIANT-KILLER 

1 like to think of the small boy sneaking furtively across the fairways of 
the Country Club, Brookline, Mass., sometime around the turn of the 
century, on his way to and from the little Putterham school-house, 
built in 1768. Occasionally his pace is accelerated by the greenkeeper, 
but the risk is worth it not only for the time it saves but also for the 
fact that he so often comes across a lost guttie ball in the rough. By 
1900, when he was seven, he had enough to last him for years. The only 
trouble was that he had no club-and, while people readily abandoned 
lost balls, to find a lost club was another matter. 

Eventually his elder brother, who was old enough to caddie at 
the Country Club, discovered that a Boston store would exchange a 
new club for three dozen old balls. Thus he acquired his first mashie 
and the pair of them played incessantly round a three-hole course in 
the cow pasture behind their humble home. A few surreptitious holes 
at the Country Club at five in the morning, again until driven off by 
the greenkeeper, and then at the age of thirteen he played his first real 
game-a mile-and-a-half walk to the tramline, three changes of tram, 
and nearly a mile to the public course, then fifty-four holes of golf. His 
name, as you may have guessed, was Francis Ouimet, and his death 
will have caused innumerable people, in this country as well as his 
own, to say, as 1 do, that he was just about the nicest, gentlest and 
most agreeable man they ever met. 

Scarcely seven years after his first game he changed the course of 
golfing history. In 1913 his heart was set on winning the National 
Amateur in the following year, but the Open was to be played at 
the Country Club, so he entered. On the eve of the tournament he 
played a couple of practice rounds at the Wellesley Club and in both 
took 88-or twenty-two strokes more than the record he himself had 
set. Y et a few days later his name was known all over the world, and 
the golfing flame he lit has been sweeping the United States like an 
unquenchable prairie fire ever since. 

After three rounds he had the impertinence to be level with the 
British giants, Vardon and Ray, which is equivalent to a nineteen­
year-old youth of merely local reputation tieing with Nicklaus and 
Palmer today. They did not in those days send the leaders out last and 
it so happened, to add to the pressure, that Ray finished, in 79, just as 
Francis started and that he heard while he was playing the 5th that 
Vardon had tied with Ray. 

He heard that Jim Barnes 'had it in his pocket' -then that 
Barnes had blown up; then that a player called Tellier had it in his 
pocket-and now he had blown up. Now he himself took 5 at the 
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short roth and overheard a spectator saying, 'Too bad. He's blown 
up.' 

It riled him, just as a similar rem.ark riled Gary Player when he was 
7 down to Tony Lema in that remarkable match at Wentworth. He 
rallied, and with six holes to play needed two under par to tie. He 
thought he niight possibly get the shots back with a 3 at the l3th and a 
2 at the l6th. At the l3th he missed the green altogether-and holed 
his chip. At the l6th, far from getting a 2, he had to hole a nine-footer 
fora 3. 

Behind the l7th huge crowds had collected, blocking the road, and, 
as Francis got down to his curly fifteen-foot putt, an impatient 1notorist 
kept up a constant tooting of his hom. The putt went bang in the 
middle, and, when asked afterwards, he confessed that, such was his 
concentration, he had not heard a sound-perhaps the first, and true, 
version of the oft-told story of Harry Vardon and/or Joyce Wethered 
in similar circumstances saying, 'What train?' 

At last he was left with the golfer's nightmare, a four-foot putt to tie 
for the Open-which, he has recorded, 'I popped in' -and so there 
they were, the three of them, next morning in the pouring rain, 
drawing straws for the honour and Francis drawing the longest. As he 
saw the great crowd, he trembled and wondered what he would do, 
but bis ten-year-old caddie, Eddie Lowery (now a prosperous West 
Coast motor dealer and until a few years ago a member of the USGA 
Executive Committee), carrying his eight clubs said, 'Be sure and keep 
your eye on the ball'-and all was well. At the lst hole he once 
again had a four-foot putt and 'as I tapped it in, almost instantly 
any feeling of awe and excitement left me and 1 seemed to go into a 

' coma. 
We may leave him in the coma and pause only for a glimpse of the 

great Ted Ray, who, like the P. G. Wodehouse character, 'never 
spared himself in his effort to do the ball a violent in jury'. At the long 
14th he was the only one who could get up in two and we may imagine 
him with felt hat pulled down against the rain and pipe jutting from 
his mouth. 

'He put every bit of power into the shot but his timing was poor and 
he hit the hall far into a grove of chestnut trees,' and at the 17th, des­
perate now, he 'tried to cut the trees on the left and hit a prodigious 
wallop that cleared everything, but fmished in the long grass'. 

So, as they carne to the end, the youth in the coma was three ahead 
of Vardon, seven ahead of Ray, and for the student of golfing psy­
chology some rich moments follow. 'It did not enter my head that 
1 was about to become Open Champion till 1 stroked my first putt 
within eight inches of the hole. Suddenly 1 became very nervous .... 
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A veil of something that seemed to have covered me dropped from 
round my head and shoulders .... I was terribly exci~ed.' . 

His card was marked by our own Bernard Darwm and ha.ngs. m 
the Country Club today, where many a time I have gazed upo~ i~ w1th 
awe. For the ensuing years Francis Ouimet was our constant v1.s1tor as 
player, captain or camp-follower in Walker Cup matches, and m 1951 
he was accorded perhaps the highest honour we have to offer, namely 
to become the first American captain of the Royal and Anc1ent Club. 

It led to an extraordinary coincidence, and I remember no more 
emotional moment than at the dinner which followed his driving 
himself in as captain. Resplendent in his red coat, he had. spoke~ for 
two or three minutes when suddenly he paused and, bea1mng gemally 
through his glasses upon the assembled company, said: 'It may interest 
you to know, gentlemen, that it is thirty-eight years ago, this day, 
that I beat Vardon and Ray.' 

GOLFING TREASURE-HOUSE OF THE WORLD 

Having reached the time of life when one tends to repeat oneself, 
I cheerfully do so this morning in saying that we in this country or, 
to be more politically precise, we in the British Isles, have the luck to 
possess in our small islands the golfmg treasure-house of the world. 
This is largely an accident of geography, for which we can take no 
credit but which has left us with an W1paralleled variety of golf on 
heather and moors; on the Downs and in ancestral parks, complete 
with deer; and above all on those otherwise useless stretches of 'links­
land' left by the receding of the sea anything up to fifteen million 
years ago. 

We tend to think that this links-golf is the only 'real' golf and still 
obstinately play our Open Championship beside the sea. The more 
I travel, the more I think we are right, and the concentrated experience 
of the last fortnight confirms the opinion. This started with a visit to 
a new course outside Toronto, where they played the last of the four 
Carling world tournaments. lt was a typical piece of North American 
golf architecture, with the gigantic greens which, I seem to detect, 
are becoming less and less popular, at any rate with the professionals. 
They consist of three or four distinct 'pin-positions', separated by huge 
slopes, and you tend to have either a chance of getting down in one 
putt or little chance of getting down in two. The green with which 
1 was concerned on the television, though in fact moderately flat, 
measured fifty-seven yards from back to front. 

This hole did, though, provide one memorable occurrence. It 
follows, in the form of a right-handed crescent, the curve of the 
Humber River, and we had numerous incidents of players going in or 
half-in the river, including Gary Player who played safe into it with 
an iron from the tee-surely one of the most mortifying strokes in 
golf-and lost the first prize of l12,500 by those two strokes. Little 
Chi-Chi Rodriguez, however, went one better. He sliced his drive 
completely over the river. The ball landed miraculously in a little 
clearing in the forest and the question arose as to whether it was out 
of bounds. 

An official was summoned in an electric cart and one could see at a 
glance that, if it had been an opinion poll, he would have featured 
among the 'don't-knows'-for which one could hardly blame him. 

His walkie-talkie having duly revealed that the opposite bank was 
still on club property, Rodriguez, who weighs 112 lb., was picked up 
bodily by his caddie-he happened to have drawn the biggest one in 
the tournament-and was carried across the river. The caddie then 
waded back for the 8-iron, the shot was duly played onto the green, 
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and the player carried back, this time on the caddie's back like Blondin 
carrying his manager across the Niagara Falls-a tale which 1 must one 
day unfold in these columns. One thing was, of course, needed to 
complete the episode, namely that, after all this, Rodriguez should 
hole the putt fora birdie 3. This he duly did from about ten yards, and 
1 am told it was the talk of half the golfers of Am.erica the next day. 

That night 1 flew home to the usual nice, chilly, rainy morning at 
Prestwick, cursing aeroplanes for not flying either faster or slower and 
for depositing me at 4 a.m., long past my bedtime, only to be told it 
was 9 a.m. and one must now start a jolly new day. From thence 
onwards, in pursuit of a new series of BBC2 colour-filmed matches, 
1 have been sampling one after another the golfing gems of the Old 
World, and how wonderful they are, more especially if you have 
witnessed, or are aware of, the golfing history that has been made 
upon them. 

1 do not go back far enough to have seen Cyrill Tolley holing that 
huge putt at Muirfield to beat Bob Gardner on the l9th for the 
Amateur, or Walter Hagen twice holing the course in 75 in a gale to 
win the Open in 1929, when only one man had a 74 all day. Nor, alas, 
was 1 there to see the Green Committee of the Honourable Company 
of Edinburgh Golfers, when Hagen had done a 67 in the second round, 
receiving the telegram from a wag on the Stock Exchange saying 
SUGGEST PLAY OFF BACK TEES FOR REMAINDER OF CHAMPIONSHIP; but 
1 can see to this day the extraordinary spectacle of John de Forest 
winning the Amateur despite the strange golfing disease of 'getting 
stuck' and staring, mesmerized, at the ball, completely unable to move 
the club. 

We moved on to Turnberry where, disappointed in the last series, 
we now had a wonderful view of Arran and the distant encircling arm 
of the Mull of Kintyre and the volcanic rock of Ailsa Craig, and its 
colony of gannets-'Aloof, pale-eyed birds,' to quote Jacquetta 
Hawkes, 'pressing their warm feathers against the once molten 
granite.' 

So across on the steamer to Portrush and Ailsa Craig's twin eruption, 
the Giant' s Causeway, which Dr Johnson in a surly mood told Boswell 
was 'worth seeing but not worth going to see'. Here 1 recaptured in 
the mind' s eye Pam Barton winning the Ladies Championship-and 
the rude fellow shouting to an early competitor from one of the trams 
which used to run beside the links, 'Go on, Maggie, 'it it'-and Max 
Faulkner, with two rounds still to go on the morrow, autographing a 
ball 'Open Champion 1951', and with his hands a yard apart, like a 
lying fisherman, telling some admirers about his pencil-grip putter 
and saying, 'I shall never miss another of those.' 
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Thence across the border to Portmarnock, the great links strangely 
t~~ed by an unnatural absence of wind and, playing for us, the mighty­
hmmg young Dutchman, Martin Roesink, whose name you may yet 
see featuring in world golf. Some say that the greatest round of golf 
ever played was George Duncan's 74 in the first Irish Open here in 
1927, when a Force-ro gale removed all the tents and not a single 
other man bro~e 80. For myself, 1 si:e Max MacCready beating Willie 
Turnesa and wild scenes of Repubhcan enthusiasm at an Ulsterman's 
victory. And, as we played the l7th, here of course was the moment in 
my colleague Patrick Campbell's historie match against the redoubtable 
Irish International, Dr Billy O'Sullivan, when the stewards carne out 
with the ropes and one of them said to Campbell, 'Bejasus, I never 
thought we' d be needing these for the likes of you.' 

Having paid the hotel bill, a notable document in that it is made out 
to 'Mr Lighthouse', we have now arrived at Killarney, on the sort of 
day you pray for, so as to show the lakes and the mountains to the 
world in all their ev~r-cha?-ging colours. I can still point to the spot 
w~ere the late Valentme, Viscount ~astleros,se, to whose family Queen 
El.iza~eth I allott~d the Lakes of Killarney and all the fyshe therein', 
sa1d, Do you th1nk we could make a golf course here?' and I said 
'I think we could make the most beautiful course in the world.' ' 

If it is not, perhaps, a great golf course, it is in my own experience 
the n:ost wonderful place in which to play golf-but now the same 
Dr Billy-~r the Young Doctor, as they still call him in Killarney, 
though he is almost as old as myself-has called for me; the boat is 
ready; and we are to go shooting duck on the lake. Life has been 
somewhat exacting this last week or two-but Killarney on a day like 
this is compensation indeed. 



THE LONGEST GOLF HOLE EVER PLAYED 

One of my most prized possessions is a series of bound volumes of the 
Strand Magaz ine dating from the Sherlock Holmes era-'a world 
where it is always 1895'. I generally have one by my bedside, and f~r 
some time have been reliving the month of July 1913. What a loss it 
was when the Strand expired some years ago ! Here in this one issue 
we have the first full story from Captain Scott's journals, the first 
facsimile reproduction of his last message as he lay dying_ on his_ v:ay 
back from the Pole and a picture, among many others, of h1m pres1dmg 
over his birthday party at Cape Evans on 6 June 1911, almost in­
distinguishable from his son Peter today. 

For good measure there is a new W. W. Jacobs story and the 
closing episode of The Poison Belt by Conan Doyle, where the world 
wakes up again after twcnty-eight hours of coma, and from the 
window of Professor Challenger's 'Oxygen Room' the golfers of 
Crowborough, illustrated by Harry Rountree, are to be seen resuming 
their game as though nothing had happened. 

What really caught my eye, however, was an article entitled 
'Marathon Golf' by T. H. Oyler. He was one of a party of golfers 
living near Maidstone who had been enjoying a day's golf at L~ttlestone 
and were now waiting on the platform at Appledore Junct10n for a 
train to take them home. Their talk turned to freak golf matches and 
how many strokes would be needed by two players, hitting alternate 
shots, to get from Maidstone to the first green at Littlestone. Somebody 
suggested 2,000; a 'Popular Sporting Parson' said that he would lay a 
fiver against this proposition, and within a minute or so Mr Oyler 
and an unnamed partner had accepted the bet and settled the details. 

They started, 'in the early morning of a beautiful day in spring', 
from the north gate of Squire Cornwallis's Linton Park, just south of 
Maidstone, each with brassie, cleek and niblick, plus 'about half a 
gallon of old balls which were newly painted and carried in a bag'. 
Mr Oyler teed up, but the Squire's carriage drive was of a 'snakelike 
form its sinuous windings extendina for some two or three hundred 

' b 
yards', and their opening stroke finished in a rhodod~ndroi:i bush, 
from which they had to pick out under penalty. So did their next, 
so they kept to the cleek till they reached the cricket ground and 
eventually, after several stymies by trees, a high niblick sh?t to?k 
them over the fence and into the pastures beyond. From th1s pomt 
those not above being amused by such simple activities may care to 
follow them on a map, for they have thirty-five mi.les yet to go. 

They reached, but alas did not carry, the ~iver Beult in 65,_ and at 
11.25 a.m. arrived at Hertsfield Bridge w1th a good brassie shot 
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(No. 97), which carried both river and road. From here it was a 
question of hedging and pitching, mainly with the niblick , till Hawken­
bury Bridge, just west of Headcorn, where shot N o. 158 was driven 
onto the South Eastcrn and Chatham Railway, 'at the spot where 
many years ago a disastrous accident happened to the boat train in 
which Charles Dickens was a passenger'. 

No. 213 brought them to Headcorn at 2.30, when thcy stuck a 
stump in the ground to mark the ball and retired to the village inn. 
On emerging, they found that their caddie had decam.ped-the first 
~f s~ven to prove unable or tmwilling to stay the course-and by 
s1x o doek they stopped at Crampton House Farm between Biddenden 
and High Halden and called it a day. 

Next morning their troubles began in earnest. They were chased 
off by a hostile farmer, the new caddie got in to a fight with another 
~o_y and had to be sent home, and a cross wind made the going very 
tmng. They lost a stroke through moving the ball while addressing it 
and then carne to a high fence which they hit five times before aettina 
over. Having sliced into a hop garden and hacked out of a 

0

wood, 
they passed close to St Michael' s church and Harbourne House and 
'found some good brassie lies in a field of oats which had been qui.te 
recently rolled'. More woods loomed ahead, so they decided to bear 
left and make for Ingledon Park, which they entered with a fine 
brassie shot over the fence. lt being their 5ooth stroke, they took an 
interval for refreshments and 'on resuming, several trees were hit'. 

They had hoped to reach Appledore by 2.30, but what with dykes, 
ditches, the military canal (in which they lost a ball) and a detour 
~ound Tenterden, it was 4.25 by the time they retired to the village 
mn for a belated luncheon. What sort of luncheon you would get in a 
similar establishment at 4.25 today, fifty-four years later, is anybody's 
guess. However, they struck the railway hotel at Appledore with their 
785th stroke, putted over the level-crossing and a mile or two later 
drove in their stump, walked to Brookland station and spent the 
second night at Lydd. 

Next m.orning they were back among the dykes near Snargate, 
but a friend in the village of Brenzett fortified them with sloe gin, 
which greatly assisted their progress. They passed the old Norman 
church at New Romney and now the end was in sight, in the shape of 
the tall water tower at Littlestone. A ball was lost down a rabbit hole, 
but nothing could stop them now and at 1r.38 on the third day they 
holed out in 1,087. After all this they had lost only seventeen of the 
original half-gallon of balls and had gained the Popular Sporting 
Parson's fiver by no fewer than 913 strokes. 



WHEN IN DOUBT, RETIRE TO THE PUB 

I find something indescribably comical about the luckless Scottish 
footballers being piously fined .[,250 apiece while their equally 
pugnacious conquerors get .[,2,000 and a motor car, even if it would be 
stretching their sense of humour a little to expect them to share this 
view.* Thoughts of 'holier-than-thou' were passing through my mind 
when it occurred to me that golf players are protected from potential 
bottle-throwers by ropes-just as members of the Irish Dail in Dublin 
are protected from a critical public by wire grilles. Furthermore, the 
present sweetness and light have not always prevailed in golf. 

In 1855, for instance, when Willie Park and Tom Morris were 
playing the fifth of a series of six .[,roo challenge matches, refereed by 
the Edinburgh publisher Robert Chambers, feeling began to run high 
and partisan spectators continnally interfered with Old Tom's ball. 
I trust that Scottish readers will not accuse me of provocation when 
I say that the match was at Musselburgh. At any rate things got so bad 
that Morris and Chambers sought sanctuary in a pub and refused to 
come out, whereupon Park sent in a message to say that he would play 
the remaining holes by himself and claim the match. 

The two refugees, still deeming discretion to be the better part of 
valour, stayed put in the pub and were eventually held to have forfeited 
the stakes. 

In more recent times the final scenes in the 1925 Open at Prestwick 
would, in football terms, have been sufficient to close the ground. 
Poor Macdonald Smith, the expatriate from Carnoustie long resident 
in America and one of the world's greatest swingers of a golf club, 
was poised at last to win the championship. Rounds of 76, 69, 76, had 
left him with a lead such that a mere 78 would have seen him home 
and colossal crowds turned out to see the Scotsman win. In their 
determination to see the play at all costs (or, in the case of those who 
did not pay to come in, no cost) they trampled their hero into a tragic 
82 and lost him the ambition of a lifetime. 

Golfers are liable to be harassed more by natural elements than 

* This was after the fmal of the 1967 World Club Champiouship in Montevideo, 
when the Racing Club of Buenos Aires beat the Scottish club, Cel tic. Fouls and 
fighting were incessant throughout the match, and six players were eventually 
sent off the field. The Scots were fmed ;[,250 each, thus sa ving the club ;[,2,750 
in wages, while the Racing Club of Buenos Aires, after giving each player 
;[,2,000 and a motor car, offered to give the cup back. The ;[,250 fine was 
reckoned to bear hardly on the Scottish goalkeeper, who only carne in as a 
reserve after the regular goalkeeper had been stwmed by a stonc, and took no 
part in the fighting ! 
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human, and heroic deeds have been performed against the full forces of 
Nature. I mentioned the other day a recent visit to Portmarnock on 
the shores of Dublin Bay, where the scampi are meant to comc from 
but, alas, mostly don't. It seemed almost eerie to find a day on which 
all the flags lay limp and lifeless with not a breath of wind to stir them, 
and I recalled in imagination the scene when George Duncan won the 
first Irish Open in 1927 with a fmal 74, often quoted as the greatest 
round of golf ever played. Mr J. F. S. Macnie, another Scottish ex­
patriate, who was there at the time, writes vividly from Argentina. 

'Even allowing for the mist of memory, I cannot believe that golf 
was ever played in worse conditions before or since. The gale drove 
the torrential rain horizontally across the course; hats disappeared; 
raincoats, oil-skins, all were qui te useless; spectators, battered into a 
state of mindless terror that they themselves would go bowling away, 
lay down on the ground beside the greens, head or feet to wind, so 
that the water could flow past on either side. 

'Like most, I followed Compston, the only player on the course in 
slacks, who was among the leaders starting the last round. None of us 
gave a thought to Duncan, who was miles behind. But watching 
Compston gave one, in retrospect, a measure ofDuncan' s achievement. 
Having seen what it was like out there, when Compston finished in 
84 we all thought he had won; what's more we felt we had seen a 
splendid round of fighting golf in impossible conditions ... scores of 
90-odd were ten-a-penny, so when rumours began seeping back 
about the progress of Duncan's round blank dis belief was universal. 

'Anyway, a few of us beat blindly in to the wind and rain and found 
Duncan coming up to the l7th green in the midst of a small crowd of 
followers who had the dazed but exalted air of those who have wit­
nessed a miracle. He galloped happily through the few remaining 
strokes of his round, grinning like a swarthy pirate as he carelessly 
missed putts of a yard on each of the last two greens. He knew he had 
won.' The 'swarthy pirate'-what a perfect description!-won in fact 
with a total of 312. The next year's wuming score was by comparison 
twenty-four strokes lower. 

Whatever the conditions at Portmarnock that day, they must surely 
have been equalled at Sandwich in 1938 as the most severe in which 
championship golf has been actually played, as against abandoned. 
This I myself remember, and with more satisfaction than most, since 
I won a sizeable sum on the winning total-29 5 against a Stock Exchange 
quotation of 283 . After two rounds three players (John Busson, 
John Burton and W. J. Cox) were tied at 140, with no inkling of what 
was to come. Before play began on the last day the huge eight-masted 
exhibition tent, 300 feet by 60, had sunk with all hands; sweaters had 

M 
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been blown on to the shore the other side of Prince' s, and I distinctly 
remember a steel-shafted club twisted grotesquely into a figure of eight. 

It may be unworthy, but which one of us can deny a kind of morbid 
delight in seeing the great men of golf taking an enormous number of 
shots? Here was a positive feast: 9s, or even rns, were hardly worth a 
mention. One anonymous hero took 14 at the Canal hole: 3 out of 
bounds into Prince's and playing 7 off the tee; in the rough in 8, 
bunkered in 9, two shots in the bunker and out in II, on in 12. This 
saga of misfortunes ought, one would have thought, to end 'and 
three putts, 15', but no. He got down in two more for his 14. Only 
three players broke 80 twice that day-Reg Whitcombe, the winner, 
James Adams and Henry Cotton. In the morning only nine broke 80, 
in the afternoon, only seven. Best of the day was Cotton's final 74, 
comparable surely with Duncan's at Portmarnock. 

Nor are the mishaps of lesser men without their appeal. Only two 
years ago there appeared for the qualifying rounds at Southport a 
splendid character by the name of Walter Danecki, from Milwaukee. 
He was a professional, he said, and was 'after the money'. After an 
opening 108 at Hillside, he slipped to 113, making a total of 221-83 
behind the leaders, and 8 l over par. His second-round score, extremely 
steady when you realize that he had no major disaster and only one IO, 

will bring much comfort to the more humble golfer and deserves a 
wider public, so here it is: 7, 7, 8, 5, 5, 7, 9, 5, 5-58; 9, 6, IO, 4, 6, 5, 5, 
4, 6-55 - II3. 

Our most persistently successful money-winner nowadays is Neil 
Coles, but it was not, I see from the handbook, ever thus. In 1953 he 
and his cousin John, seventeen and eighteen at the time, were trying 
to qualify for the match-play championship at Dunstable Downs, a 
course I know well, since I once socketed five out of six practice shots 
into a chalk pit. John drove five balls out of bounds at the lSt and 
opened with a 16. Neil on the shortest hole on the course was bunkered 
in 2, took IO to get out-'and three putts, 15'. 

My own hard-luck story concerns a player called Sandow, who in 
the first qualifying round for an Open Championship at Hoylake 
took 91 and retired. Next day I played round to mark his partner's 
card, eager to show that I might even have qualified myself. I opened 
with a magnificent par-4 and a fine drive down the second. Then, as 
better men have done before me, I hit the second shot a little thin and 
it caught the bunker. Behind me were two lady spectators. 'Ah', said 
one of them consulting her programme, 'that's Sandow. He took 91 
yesterday.' 

If there had been a pub handy I should instantly, like Old Tom, have 
retired to it. 

SOCKETERS CAUGHT SLIP AND COVER 
POINT 

No item of golfing intelligence pleased me more on returning home 
from sunnier climes than that a member of the Davenport club in 
Cheshire had done a hole in one not with a 9-iron but with a 9-wood. 
He had been a victim, it seems, of socketing-indeed at tllis same hole, 
which is only 130 yards long, he had once socketed his way to an II 

when faced with a distant prospect of winning the club championship­
and so, believing himself incurable, had ordered a complete set of 
woods down to the No. 9. 

For such non-golfers as we hope may occasionally read these 
columns, I should add that a socket, or shank, is a stroke hit not off 
the face of the club but off the angle where the head joins the shaft, the 
result being that the ball shoots off with a pathetic click, often only 
knee high and almost at right angles to the intended line. It is the most 
demeaning shot in golf, perhaps in any game. 

The extraordinary thing about it is that the victims, having rarely 
any idea how they do it, almost inevitably know when they are about 
to. Furthennore, such is the power of intersensory whatever-it-is that 
any one of four golfers, sizing up to a simple chip shot of, say, forty 
yards, knows suddenly that nothing can prevent him socketing it. 
At the same moment, without a word spoken, all three others know 
that he is going to socket it. Each of them knows that the others know 
and all three know that the victim himself knows that they know. 
A second later the deed is done and beautiful friendships have been lost 
through an untimely snigger at this poignant moment. 

It is difficult all the same to remain solemn in a situation so palpably 
ridiculous as when, for instance, a grown and responsible citizen is 
endeavouring to run-up his third shot along a <lead flat fairway on the 
first hole at Hoylake. Then a faint click, and the ball shoots at right­
angles over the little bank and out of bounds. All four parti.es concerned, 
of which I was one-though not the striker-found later that it had 
never occurred to them that he was not going to socket out ofbounds. 

There is at Sandwich the legend of the late Captain P., who, well 
set to win the Gold Vase, socketed his third at the r8th hole and his 
fourth and his fifth and his sixth, until by now he had encircled the 
green and was round by the fence at the back. At this point, a broken 
man, he picked up and withdrew. It remained a painful subject and 
I was never quite senior enough to ask him whether at that critical 
moment he knew that he was doomed, but somehow 1 am sure that 
he did. 

Many people quite seriously cannot bear to have the subject dis-
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cussed in their presence. In Bobby Jones on Golf the great man says: 
'Because the fear of shanking, by contracting the swing, induces 
shanking, the evil is cumulative, living upon itself. It is for this reason 
that I advise golfers who have never shanked to read no farther here. 
Shanking is a thing to cure, but not something to think about pre­
venting.' 

The players most likely to catch the disease, he thinks, are those who 
employ short backswings in which there is a minimum of hand- and 
wrist-movement. He once saw a man socket ten shots in the final of 
the State championship, and another in an Open actually socketed two 
with a putter! He believes that J. H. Taylor gave up for a year, so 
diabolically was he attacked by the malady. I have never heard of this. 
Does anyone know whether it is true? 

The master socketer, or perhaps it should be socketeer, is W . J. Cox, 
and I may perhaps recall once again the incident when some of us were 
practising on the ladies course at Royal Lytham for the Daily Telegraph 
foursomes-and those prone to the disease had really better not read on. 

One or two of us were watching Cox about forty yards away hitting 
pitch shots across our front, so to speak, when he looked up and said, 
'Here you are. Catch!' and hit the most perfect socket, straight into 
our hands at cover point. 'Here's another. Lower down'-and this one 
flew straight to us knee high. He must have done at least a dozen-and 
just before going out to play! 

We slunk away, afeared, but he remains to this day undismayed, 
on the principle of 'know thine enemy'. In other words, you need 
never socket if you know how to. In the public interest, with feelings 
akin to those of the missionary entering the leper colony, I invited him 
to show me how. Very simple. You merely aim to hit the ball with 
the bottom of the shaft. I tried this, pushing right outwards as the club 
carne down to the ball, and am not making it up for the sake of a good 
story when I tell you that I hit a succession of shots so perfect that I 
remember them to this day. Determined to master it, I eventually took 
aim at a point on the far side of the ball, resolved to miss it altogether. 
At long last there carne the sweet click of a really beautiful socket. 

Cox is right, of course, in this being one way to socket, but the error 
one had to make in order to hit it with the bottom of the shaft seemed 
so grotesque that there must have been other ways. I have been looking 
up the masters and, if you want confusion really confounded, read on. 
Jones elsewhere calls it 'a failure to keep the left elbow close to the body 
when the ball is struck', the remedy being to 'brush the left trouser-leg 
with the left hand when you hit the ball'. 

Archie Compston, in my opinion a great teacher though not every­
body' s cup of tea, said, 'I have never yet seen a socket that did not co me 
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from the right hand,' which he elaborated with 'they are nearly always 
caused by a sort of outward movement by the right hand, just at the 
critica! moment'. 

His cure was to 'eliminate the right hand and keep the action moving 
with the left'. George Duncan thought it carne generally from l1aving 
the left wrist locked: his cure-'to shove the club from the left shoulder 
and get the blade of the club open. You might also,' he said, 'be failing 
to bring the left heel back to the ground in time.' 

Harry Vardon said that people often thought they were standing too 
far from the ball, and so reached out for it coming down. He added, 
significantly like Jones, 'If the left arm can be induced to caress the 
jacket all the way, the right arm cannot stray and the action is correct.' 

Henry Cotton says it is caused by 'following through energetically 
before making contact with the ball ... the right arm should straighten 
only after impact'. He goes on to say that 'a swing like a wooden doll­
no wrist action-will at times effect a cure in the shorter shots'. 

I could quote Hogan, Snead, Middlecoff, Boros and n1any another, 
but it will do to be going on with if you concentrate on caressing your 
jacket with the left arm, getting your left heel on the ground, elimin­
ating the right hand, shoving the club from the shoulder, getting 
the blade open and pretending to be a wooden doll. 

On the other hand the most sensational, incurable socketeer of my 
acquaintance-so much so that a couple of us the other day stood at 
forty-five degrees bending down as though catching them in the slips­
looks in action exactly like a woeden doll. The truth is that it is not 
golf but a disease. When I introduced my friend toa fellow patient at 
the Brighton and Hove club they got off to some splendid exchanges 
on their common ailment, but the local exponent won hands down, 
I thought, when I overheard him saying, 'My dear fellow, I'm worse. 
I' m a carrier!' 



SOCKETING-THE CURE AT LAST 

Reverting to my comments on the dread golfing disease of socketing, 
which some people do in fact find so infectious that they cannot bear 
it to be mentioned in their presence, 1 hope to reply in due course to 
the innumerable letters enclosing miraculous cures, geometrical 
diagrams, assurances that there is no cure, and just plain sympathy. 
An Irish correspondent, declaring it in all seriousness to be a matter of 
'major national importance', says that most sockets are not sockets at 
all and are in fact hit off the tip of the club. This may well be true of 
himself-he finished 14 down against bogey over eighteen holes but is 
now 'cured'-but is manifestly disproved for most of us by the 'mark 
of shame'-i.e., the white paint on the actual socket of the club, which 
is so hard to remove surreptitiously with the moistened finger and 
clings stubbornly till sandpaper can be applied at the end of the 
round. 

From Wales it is proved with the aid of geometry that a socket 
comes from the right shoulder remaining elevated from the top of the 
swing and the left shoulder going up correspondingly higher-'thus 
unconsciously throwing the abdomen forward and thereby the fore­
arms, too, in order to pass it'. 1 have a strong visual image of the master, 
W. J. Cox, socketing on purpose, and 1 distinctly see his right shoulder 
coming round and upwards but his left shoulder going down. His 
abdomen, like my own, needs no further movement, conscious or 
otherwise, to throw it forward. 

Another correspondent, who lost his left arm in the war and claims 
the distinction of being 'possibly the worst of the regular playing 
members of the Society of One-Armed Golfers', confirms Cotton's 
theory that socketing is caused by a shortened backswing resulting 
in a hit with the right hand before the clubhead reaches the ball, in 
facta 'snatch'. He can do it, he says, practically at will. A one-armed 
socket is indeed a sobering thought ! This hero also plays snooker quite 
well but, alas, Joe Davis on watching him said, 'Looking at you has 
made me realize what is the matter with my short game. Y ou snatch.' 

My original friend who socketed out of bounds from forty yards 
short of the first green at Hoylake writes to say that, though the 
subject remains unmentionable and incurable, all is now well. 'The 
method is to use a putter from anything up to seventy yards short of 
the green. This at once does away with both socketing and" dunching". 
And even a well-topped one will very often find its way on to the 
green. For this reason I advocate the use of an old-fashioned aluminium­
headed putter-the breadth of the sole is a great help in topping it well. 
After half an hour' s practice the socketeer will find he can get amazingly 
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close to the hole either from the fairway, light rough or out of a 
bunker.' 

From the neighbouring W allasey comes the tale of the man who 
got a two at a short hole; chipped in fora two at the next, a par-4; 
hit two fine wooden shots just short of the next-and then socketed 
into a horse. 'Birdie, eagle, horse!' says my informant. Rather akin to 
the anti-socketing advice of that doyen of Midland professionals, the 
late Tom Williamson, of Hollinwell-'Use your h'arse, sir. Use your 
h' arse.' 

1 was wondering last week whether it was true about the great J. H. 
Taylor having once to give up altogether through socketing-and 
with the very club of which he was the world's acknowledged master, 
the mashie. The answer is that it is. Furthermore, the nameless fear 
lasted a lifetime, for when Taylor was long past his playing days Mr 
Robin Mays-Smith, of Rye, suffering from what J. H. called simply 
'the scourge', went to see him. at Mid-Surrey in search of a cure. He 
refused to come out but dispatched an assistant instead. 'Don't let me 
see you, Mr Robin,' he said. 'Don't let me see you.' 

It is J. H.'s own son, Leslie, who confirms the tale of his giving up. 
lt was in 1908 and it got on his nerves to such an extent that he put his 
clubs completely away for six months. He emerged to win the Open, 
the French Open, and the Match-Play Championship, which was just 
about all there was to be won in those days. So here, at last, is the cure 
for socketing-six months' isolation. Taking each golfing ailment in 
turn, 1 expect on this basis to be out of quarantine by about the spring 
of 1996. 



'INVADING BRITISH COLLEGIATE LINKSMEN' 

It is with mixed feelings that I admit to being so ancient that it was in 
the year 1930 that a number of us who played golf for Cambridge 
decided to band ourselves together and venture across to the land of 
prohibition and plenty, the United States. Those who could touch 
their fathers for [,150 did so, while the less fortunate were provided 
for by the father of a member of the team, Billy Fiske, who already 
held the world record on the Cresta and whose name is commemorated 
in St Pauls as the first American to lose his life in the service of the 
RAF. With myself as the rather casual and 1 am afraid not very in­
spiring captain, ten of us set off in the good ship Caronia. 

From the boat we went straight to the Huntington Valley Club, 
near Philadelphia, and experienced at once the 'sea legs' one had heard 
so much about. The ground seemed still to be moving and, no matter 
how slowly one swung the club, it never seemed to come down in 
the same are twice. For me this had at any rate one beneficia! after­
effect, namely that 1 have never in my life criticized anyone who 
could not strike his best form immediately after crossing the Atlantic, 
even if it nowadays involves only sitting in an armchair and, pre­
sumably, 'air legs'. 

Our match, and many of those to follow, was played by fourballs, 
which even then, 1 see, 1 described on my return as 'the prevailing, 
though iniquitous, custom in America', and we were duly beaten 4-I. 
lt was our first experience of the huge, rolling greens which are also 
the prevailing, though not necessarily iniquitous, custom in America 
and, after Mildenhall, we could make little of them. The big moment 
carne in the locker-room afterwards when my opponent said, 'I guess 
you boys would like a little drink.' 

Awful warnings had been sounded before we left. lt would be all 
right for them; they were used to it. Others talked of' delayed action' 
and people dropping as though poleaxed. Many, it was said, went 
instantly blind from wood alcohol. I opted for gin and tonic and 
raised it with a lively surmise. It tasted exactly like gin and tonic, 
which in fact was what it was. Not always, however, were we to come 
out unscathed. 

Our next port of call was none other than Pine Valley, beyond 
doubt in my own mind the greatest inland course in the world. 
Indeed, it made such an impression on me that before accompanying 
the W alker Cup team six years later 1 was able to leave behind a precise 
hole-by-hole description which proved exactly accurate except in one 
small detail. Here 1 played and was duly defeated by the great John 
Arthur Brown, still the presiding genius of the club and a regular 
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performer in the spring and autumn meetings of the Royal and 
Ancient. 

To be noticed by the Press naturally, we thought, added to our 
stature and 1 still posscss referenccs to us as the 'invading British 
collegiate linksmen' and even, let me tell you, 'famcd stars from the 
dear Old Country'. We were taken, too, to an enormous banquet 
given by the City of Philadelphia for Commander Byrd, latcly 
returned from remarkable exploits in the Antarctic, but my principal 
memory, 1 am afraid, is of the master of ceremonies announcing that 
only two pieces of music had ever been written for twelvc women 
harpists and that the twelve women harpists he was about to introduce 
would play them both. The ladies carne on draped in long classica! 
robes and started to pluck at their strings but, alas, the clatter of knives 
and plates and the incessant chatter was such that eventually they rose 
in a body and swept out. 1 have thought ever since in terms of a 
'sweep' of women harpists. 

From Philadelphia we moved up to Boston, where we were at once 
knocked off, 8!-3t, by Harvard but, as we had been in a sleeping car 
all night and, furthermore, lost five matches by one hole, perhaps it 
wasn't bad. 1 do not imagine any university team would beat Harvard 
today, but 1 still believe we might have done it then. We then sallied 
forth to play a number of clubs, including the Country Club at 
Brookline, where 1 found myself matched against none other than 
Francis Ouimet, who on this same course had beaten Vardon and Ray 
in the play-off for the 1913 US Open. He beat me by one hole and, if 
only 1 could have saved a stroke or two here and there, 1 am con­
vinced that he would still have beaten me by one hole. 

We returned finally to New York and began playing a number of 
other hospitable clubs-which brings me to the peg on which my 
story hangs. One of these clubs was Mt Kisco, and here the members 
were kind enough to put us up in their homes. W. E. S. Bond, now a 
preparatory-school headmaster in Scotland, and 1 were billeted upon 
Mr and Mrs Donald Carr, for whom we formed a profound affection 
and respect. Donald Carr died some years ago, though not before 
going round the formidable Number Two course at Pinehurst in his 
age, namely 7i. 

His widow moved to England to be near her son, who is a member 
of W entworth, and it was her death on Friday at the age of eighty 
that brought back to me these distant but still exciting days. A 
remarkable woman. Under her original name of Blanche Shoemaker 
Wagstaff she wrote, in verse, a charmingly simple life of Jesus, called 
The Beloved Son, the sales of which in America now exceed four 
million. Our long friendship survived, however, an ill-omened 
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beginning, for Donald Carr in the goodness ofhis heart had 'acquired', 
in honour of our coming from England, a bottle of port. It tasted 
rather like ordinary public-house port but we smacked our lips 
appreciatively. 

What was in it we shall never know, but in the morning neither of 
us was able to raise his head from the pillow, or indeed to move, let 
alone get up. Lest the boys or staff ofBelmont House, Newton Mearns, 
should chance to read this, let me say that their present headmaster 
was by no means guilty of excess but only the victim of the real old­
fashioned 'knock-out drop'. 

Perhaps because we were mostly among the sort of people who had 
reliable bootleggers, this was the only occurrence of its kind. Never­
theless, it is salutary to have seen prohibition in action, to have seen 
leading citizens in the finest clubs in the land reduced to drinking 
furtively in the locker-room, and to have actually proceeded to an 
address with the classic instruction, 'Knock three times and ask for 
Charlie.' 

In Camden, NJ which we passed through on our day of arrival, 
a character had been warned by certain other characters that a 'pine­
apple' was liable to be cast through his window. Wondering where he 
should have his dinner, he decided the safest place to be a crowded 
restaurant. One may imagine, however, his feeling as his dinner drew 
to its close. As he carne out, a black sedan motor car passed slowly by. 
The sidewalk echoed to the fire of machine-guns. After innumerable 
pictures, X marking the spot, and column after column on the victim' s 
lurid past, the local newspaper account ended with the memorable 
words 'A bystander was also killed'. He never even got his name in 
the paper. 

THE 'DOUBLE-DOUBLE'-31 INA ROW 

No one who was at Prestwick for the final of the Amateur Champion­
ship in 1934 is likely to forget the scene as a posse of burly, chec~­
capped Scottish policemen escorted the equally burly young man m 
the grey sweater all the way in from the 5th gree?-. _Tlm was La~son 
Little, whose untimely death is now reported. His impact on Bnush 
amateur golf, though not prolonged, was more effective even than 
that of Bobby Jones. His opponent at Prestwick was James W all ace, a 
lean, self-effacing Scottish artisan who on his way to the fu:al had 
quietly removed no fewer than five Wal~er Cu~ players, Brmsh. or 
American, but now he was forgotten, lost m the giganttc crowd wh1ch 
had turned out, and was still turning out, in the hope of seeing him 
win. The match had in fact been put forward an hour to enable Little 
to catch the boat back to America and at 2.20, when he won, people 
were still pouring in, some of them to their great aggravation actualL\. 
paying to do so when the match was over. . . 

Before coming on to Prestwick Little had already made his mark m 
the Walker Cup match at St Andrews, where he and Johnny Goodman 
had beaten Tolley and W ethered by 8 and 6 in the leading foursome 
and he himself had beaten Tolley by 7 and 5 in the singles. One 
expects an American to win the Amateur here in a Walker Cup year, 
and it clearly might just as well be Little as any of the others. When 
all was over, it was evident that it could hardly have been anyone else. 

Five years previously in the 1929 Open, Walter Hagen had holed 
Muirfield in 67. Cotton's 67 and 65 at Sandwich in the 1934 Open­
to say nothing of a 66 in the qualifyin~-;vere _still a mon~h or two 
away. It was fair to say, therefore, that L1ttle s 66 m the openmg round 
of the final set a new standard, certainly for amateur golf. 1 have been 
resurrecting the actual figures and, if you know Prestwick, it may be 
amusing to accompany him round again in the mind's eye. 

If not, imagine playing a final against these figures on any course 
you care to think of: 

4, 3' 3' 4, 3' 3' 5' 4, 4 - 3 3 
4, 3, 5, 4, 3, 4, 3, 4, 3 - 33 

This barrage left poor Wallace 12 down at lunch, and who shall 
wonder? Out they went again and it seemed possible that from 
twelve yards Little might take three putts at the lst hole. Instead 
he holed it. The short 2nd was of course a 3. At the 3rd, or 
'Cardinal', more than 500 yards and with a blind second, where he 
had had an eagle 3 in the morning, he now had a birdie 4. Another 
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big one went down for another birdie at the 4th and the short 5th 
finished it-14 and I 3. Against a par of 4, 3, 5, 4, 3 he had had 3, 3, 4, 3, 
3. lt gave him twelve 3 s in twenty-three holes and a total of IO under 4s. 

Little retumed to the US Amateur at the Country Club, Brookline, 
and the Americans turned out in force to see whether a new star had 
risen in their midst. lt soon became clear that it had. There were six 
rounds of eighteen holes and two of thirty-six and Little in fact never 
let anyone get past the 16th. 

He was an appallingly difficult man to play against. He was only of 
medium height but his broad shoulders and barrel-like chest made 
him in ordinary clothing appear almost as formidable as a padded-up 
American footballer. His father was an Army medical colonel-so 
that Lawson had been brought up with a certain amount of reserve 
and was not at that time a natural mixer. He thought the game out 
step-by-step and took his time about it, including deciding between 
the five pitching wedges he carried among his twenty-two clubs. 
Unlike some of the other mighty hitters of the day, such as Jimmy 
Thomson, he managed to harness his great length. One cannonball 
drive followed another down the middle till at last even the most 
determined challengers buckled at the knees. 

The experts tend to talk of a man being a good 'birdie putter', or 
otherwise, and this is a point that all of us can appreciate, even in our 
own less elevated sphere. In other words, do you reckon yourself 
more likely to hole a ten-foot putt offensively to earn a bonus in the 
shape of a birdie 3 or defensively to save a par 4? We are all one or the 
other, and it is a matter largely of temperament. For myself, 1 admire 
the qualities of the former but have always, alas, belonged to the latter. 
By common consent Little was a great birdie putter. What with this 
and his huge straight driving and his iron play remodelled on the 
master himself, Tommy Armour, it was little wonder that they could 
not beat him. 

Little returned to defend his title at Lytham over yet another series 
of nerve-racking eighteen-hole matches against opponents with 
everything to gain and nothing to lose, and this time he did give them 
one or two chances. The local hero, Tom Parker, should have had 
him in the first round but let him off the hook, so there he was, once 
again in the final, this time against that pillar of Midland golf and now 
of the Seniors, Dr William Tweddell. 

1 did not see Tweddell win the championship eight years before, 
but instinct tells me that this final must surely have been his finest hour. 
He was, if it may be taken as a compliment and not as a reflection on 
his opponent, the most completely 'amateur' amateur, a practising 
medico with a golfing style to defy the textbooks. He stood with his 
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left foot far in front of the right, completely 'shut' and facing towards 
coverpoint. And thcn by a las t-minute adjustment of the downswing 
he hit the hall fai rly and sguarely back to the bowler. When he got to 
the green he took out an aged long-headed "'.ooden putter. Bear~g 
in mind that he had entered largely because h1s own doctor had sa1d 
that the fresh air would do him good, the odds against his beating 
Little over thirty-six holes at the end of a gruelling week could without 
offence have been quoted at 100-8. 

Little, beating into the wind, won three of the first four holes and 
nearly the 5th, and was 3 up at lunch. Afterwards he faltered for a 
moment and Tweddell took the first two holes. Little rallied to go 3 up 
again but the Doctor, with a 2 at the 9th, a birdie 4 at the long nth, 
and a 3 at the 12th, got them all back and now was standing over a 
twelve-footer on the 13th actually to go one ahead. It just failed, and 
so, at last, there they were on the 18th, with a colossal crowd dead 
silent and Tweddell standing this time over an eighteen-footer to 
square the match. But no. What a 37th it would ha".e been! . 

To complete the story Little went back to America and, desp1te a 
young fellow called Rufus King, who at the age ~f fourteen ~a~ won 
an All-American trap-shooting tournament, finng four birdies at 
him in the first five holes, and despite being more than once 3 down, 
he held them all off again-champion on hoth sides of the Atlantic 
for two years in a row, the 'double-double' . To achieve this he had 
taken on all and sundry in the most exhausting form of golf to which a 
champion can be subjected, namely knock-out match-play-loser to 
pack his bag and depart-and had won thirty-one of these matches in a 
row, or, if you count his Walker Cup win over Cyril Tolley, t~ty­
two. It remains a record unlikely ever to be equalled, more espec1ally 
as there is no longer any match-play golf in America. . 

So at the age of twenty-six there were no further worlds for Little 
as an amateur to conquer and he turned pro. To me, however, he never 
seemed quite at home as a professional-though this would not h~ve 
applied today, when amateur golf is but a stepping-stone to a paymg 
career. He did win the US Open in 1940, hut even so, after the 'douhle­
douhle', his career seemed something of an anticlimax. He won a 
number of other good tournaments, hut as one writer has put it, 
'by ,the time he finished celehrating, someone else had i.:o~ th~ next 
one . It is match-play that is the real guts of golf, and 1t 1s this that 
earned Lawson Little the respect with which he will always be re­
membered in Britain. 



ANYONE KNOW THE FEELING? 

One of the manifest absurdities of games-playing is the difficulty 
which besets golfers in propelling a hall 1 · 62 inches in diameter (or in 
future maybe 1 · 68 inches, but we will not go into all that again now !) 
into a hole 4! inches wide, across a surface specially prepared for the 
purpose-to say nothing of the extraordinary variety of methods and 
instruments they devise with which to do it. Indeed, the longest book 
ever written about golf would not fully exhaust the subject. 

In modern times 1 personally should class Bobby Locke as the best 
putter, day in and day out, though other claimants would of course 
have their hackers. In earlier days, however, there would have been 
no doubt about it. The answer would have been Willie Park, Jnr. 

Willie was a member of the great Park family of Musselburgh. His 
father won the Championship Belt in its first year, 1860, and again in 
1863 and 1866. The Belt having been appropriated by Young Tom 
Morris after his winning it three times running, the present Open 
Championship trophy was won by Willie's uncle, Mungo, in 1874 
and by Father again in 1875. After a suitable interval Willie himself 
won it in 1887 and 1889 and when, five years later, the first English 
professional, J. H. Taylor, ofWinchester, had the effontery to win the 
Open, Willie at once challenged him ('Scotsmen believed that a match 
provided the supreme test of golf') and beat him. 

Those were the days, and 1 wish we could see them back-the days 
when there were none of these almost identical, if highly lucrative, 
seventy-two-hole stroke-play tournaments and when challenge 
matches were the order of the day. Park senior issued an open in­
vitation to all corners for nine years, his challenge to play any man, 
especially Allan Robertson, appearing regularly in Bell's Life, naw the 
Sporting Life. Willie junior also took on all and sundry, though in the 
nineties his services were so much in demand for designing and re­
constructing courses that for long periods he hardly played at all. 
This was the time of the first great 'explosion' of golf from Scotland 
into England and across the United States, and among Willie's many 
creations wcre Sunningdale and the scene of the 1964 Curtis Cup 
match, Hot Springs, Virginia. 

Nevertheless, his man-to-man record in the challenge matches was 
outstanding and was founded undoubtedly on his putting. He coined 
the phrase 'a man who can putt is a match for anyone', and its 
corollary 'a man who can't putt is no match for anyone'. In 1920, 
twenty-two years after V ardon had put an end to his challenge-match 
career, he produced a little book called The Art of Putting, a copy of 
which reaches me from a friend not encountered since we were 
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reluctantly initiated into the mysteries of the Bofors gun on the same 
ghastly barracks square near Chester. 

lt really is excellent stuff. 'In it,' says the author modestly, 'I give all 
the knowledge that won for me the position of the best and most 
consistent putter in the world ... 1 was uniformly successful and the 
great strength of my game was my ability to hole, with certainty, 
putts from two to three yards.' 

At Musselburgh, and presumably elsewhere, the greens were 
'not only as nature made them-often with ridges, known locally 
as "sows' backs"-but absolutely as nature kept them'. Along 
the ridges you were no good if you could not hold the hall on its line 
by a deliberate hook or slice and there is no doubt that the profes­
sionals of the day could do so at will, though whether it is physically 
possible with the present hall 1 do not know. 1 should like to see, 
though, what a man who could hook it into the hole along the side 
of a sow's back at Musselburgh could do on some of the billiard-table 
greens of today ! 

Willie Park writes lucidly and with the complete absence of doubt 
befitting the 'most consistent putter in the world'. He tells us clearly 
what we are to do, rather than what we are not to do. He knows the 
secret, and here it is. Same of it may be discounted through the 
difference in not only the greens, but the hall. 'It is a bad thing,' for 
instance, 'to change about from a heavy ball toa light one or vice versa, 
and equally bad to change from a large one to a small one, or from a 
hard one to a soft one.' Much of his advice, however, through its 
decisive simplicity could still bring salvation to sufferers today. 

Park used a slightly lofted, shallow-faced, wry-necked putter with 
a long shaft, designed after long trial and error by himself and popularly 
known as 'Willie Park' s goose-necked putter'. The loft was useful for 
'cuppy' lies-none to be found, we may be sure, at Sunningdale 
today-but when you were lying well the goose-neck and the loft 
each had notable advantages. The bend in the neck made the stroke 
'more of a pull than a push. lt is much easier to pull the hall into the 
hole than to push it in.' This, incidentally, is exactly the feeling 1 have 
when playing with the goose-necked 'Crookshank' wooden clubs. 

The loft enabled the player to stand nearer the hole and more in 
front of the hall, thus helping him to blot out the hole from view. 
'My eyes are so steadily on the hall that 1 blot the hole entirely out of 
my sight. 1 never see the hole when 1 finally settle to hit the ball ... 
1 never look up until 1 think the ball has had more than time to get 
into the hole.' (And by almost the same post 1 had a letter declaring 
that the only way to hole short putts was to blot out the ball and look 
fixedly at the hole!) 
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The experts, however, show a remarkable similarity over the years. 
One of Bobby Locke's great secrets was to hit the hall, and only the 
hall; not 'lightly brushing the grass', as so many of the textbooks 
recommend. Says Willie Park, the demon putter of the eighties, 
'I keep the club just clear of the ground. 1 hit only the hall, never the 
hall and the ground, and by keeping the club clear of the ground 1 hit 
the hall high on its centre, thus making it keep close to the ground on 
its way to the hole.' 

1 had thought Bob Rosburg, the American, who once did a 62 with 
nineteen putts in eighteen holes, to be the original 'tap', or 'pop', 
putter-as against the long, flowing swing of the textbooks. This 
short-and-sharp method is now widely practised-if only because few 
people can produce a slow, flowing swing when putting for $rno,ooo­
but eighty years ago Park too reckoned, for a holing-out putt, to take 
the putter back no more than about three inches, and then 'the club 
should be stopped decisively when it has described an are of about six 
inches after hitting the hall'. 

Henry Cotton was once criticized for ungallantly declining to crank 
the car of a stranded lady motorist when on the way to a tournament, 
on the ground that a single backfire might destroy his entire capita! 
assets. 'The player should take care before an important match,' says 
Park, 'not to do any hard work with the arms such as using dumb­
bells, etcetera. Even the carrying of a bag before play may spoil the 
touch ... .' 

He stood with his left foot completely withdrawn and the hall only 
five inches from, and just in front of, his right toe, and he held the 
club right at the bottom of the grip, crouching over the hall and using 
only his wrists. 'Players unaccustomed to stooping,' he says, 'feel a 
sensation of blood rushing to the head, and to eradicate this weakness 
should practise putting in the stooping position for at least three 
minutes before straightening up.' 

Furthermore, he himself practised for hours on his private lawn with 
six holes, each only 3i inches wide-after which the real hole, he says, 
'had the appearance of a wash-tub'. 

Blood rushing to the head, and the hole only 3i inches wide! 
Anyone know the feeling? 


