


NOTONLY 
GOLF 

Pat Ward·Thomas is, probably, the best·known 
golf writer in the world. From 1 950 till the end of 
the 1970s he was golf correspondent to the 
Guardian and recently he notched up his millionth 
word on golf tor Country Llfe. Very much of the old 
school of sports writing-standing alongside such 
writers as Darwin and Longhurst, Cardus, 
Swanton and Fingleton - he was trained under the 
cefebrated sports editor of the Guardian, Larry 
Montague, and his autobiography is not least 
notable for always presenting golf within the 
framework of a firm personal philosophy. As 
Alistair Cooke writes in his foreword, Not Only 
Golf will appeal to all those ··who care about the 
good earth and its cunning conversion into golf 
strategy, about the unsleeping conflict between 
character and talent, about the courtesies as well 
as the joys of the game, about many small favours, 
and about unfailing geniality to man, woman 
(especially) and beast." 

The book begins with a full account of his days as 
a POW in Stalag Luft 111 , where he helped to build 
a golf course in the prison camp, complete with 
home·made golf balls and makeweight c lubs. The 
same initiative marked his sports reporting. Ward· 
Thomas was actually taken up by the Guardian by 
a stroke of luck. and originally covered hockey 
and cricket as well as golf. lndeed, his career 
encompassed one hilarious episode when he 
tried reporting Rugby League for the Sunday 
Express. As he travelled the world in search of golf 

continuod on boel< flap 

G .95 
net in UK 

continued trom front flap 

he became friends with such pfayers as Jack 
Nicklaus, Gene Sarazen and Arnold Palmer. 
However, as the title of his memoirs implies, !here 
is much more in hls book than golf: Alistair Cooke 
and the late Bing Crosby became his friends 
through their love of golf, while there are 
memorable cameos of American football and 
baseball, of Don Bradman on the golf course, of 
the vagaries of Hollywood (where Ward·Thomas 
was invited to write two scripts for Arnold Palmer 
films) and of the numerous other golf writers 
whom Pat Ward· Thomas has met. The result is a 
book full of anecdotes, perceptive character 
portraits and acerbic comments on the game of 
golf itself: a treasury tor golf-lovers, and for many 
more beyond its fairways. 
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INTRODUCTION 
Alistair Cooke 

Some lucky friends ofold W-T know him as a fearless bridge player, stoical 
prisoner of war, bloodshot Tory, movie buff and a devil with the women. 
But the most characteristic memories of him, and of the hilarious split 
between his character and his prose, are the ones that have to do with his 
career as a golf writer. Without apology, therefore, 1 set down here my own 
most vivid memoir of him, written the weekend that he retired from the 
Guardian. The consolation for golfers who feel, correctly, that they have 
missed something must be that Ward-Thomas is temperamentally 
incapable of locking the desk, accepting the gold watch and retreating to 
the fireside slippers. So long as there is breath in his hacking bronchi, and 
ink in his typewriter ribbon, he will never surrender. Like Sarah 
Bernhardt, he will be back. Herewith, then, my premature obituary: 

It is always hot inside an American telephone booth in summer, and the 
caller often pumps the split-hinged door like a concertina in the hope of 
wafting in gusts of bearable air. 

That's what the man was doing. But it wasn't summer. It was spring in 
Georgia, which can be as intolerable as any Northern summer. And he 
wasn't making a social call, he was dictating copy to some cool girl at the 
Manchester end. He was pumping the door all right, but not just for relief. 
On the outside, close at hand, was a henchman or legman, clutching a bit of 
paper that bore hasty hieroglyphics, up-to-the-minute notes on what was 
going on outside. 

What was going on outside was the annual Masters Tournament in 
J\ugusta, and the legman - name of Cooke - was trying to feed the la test 
birdies and bogeys, especially if they were being performed by an English 
golfer, to the desperate man inside the booth: a hawk-like figure with the 
·xact profile ofG oya's Duke of W ellington . This distinguishcd imag · was 
a little rou ohed u1 at the time, because the man 's steel-grey h:ür h::id 
rt: cntly bt:en ubj · tcd t a 1 rim by a onc-armcd barb r with blunt 
s ·issors, and from th poky SI rand :; of' il r ivul 'I S OÎ SW ·al W ·r ' ·oursin g 
1 hrough lh . 1 ·!ls and anyo ns ora fa ' thal jusl th ·n lookt:d mor. li kt: 1 hal 
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NOT ONL Y GOLF 

of an impoverished Mexican farmer who was calling his landlord in a 
failing attempt to prolong the mortgage. 

No wonder. It was 98 degrees outside, out along the rolling fairways and 
under the towering Georgia pines of the most beautiful inland course on 
earth. Inside the press building, it must have been a hundred and ten. And 
inside the man's booth, you could name any figure that might suggest a 
sauna on the blink or the inner rim of the era ter of Vesuvius. 

Imprisoned in this inferno the man was shouting, against the clatter ofa 
hundred typewriters, the squawking amplification of the relayed television 
commentary, and the hullabaloo of other maniacs in other booths. He 
would shout out a phrase, glance at a paper, drop it, curse, bend over and 
crash his head, curse again, swing the door open and pant - 'Was Jacklin's 
birdie on the twelfth or - blast it! - the eleventh?' He'd get the legman's 
word, swing the door shut again, sweat some more and shout out the 
cadence of the sentence he was writhing through. 

I say cadence deliberately, because even in the bowels ofhell this is nota 
man to toss out unkempt sentences or sloppy subsidiary clauses. When the 
stuff was in print, you would always assume it had been written by some 
imperturbable oldster brought up on Hazlitt and Bernard Darwin: always 
the laving delineation of the landscape, the knowing adjective, the touch of 
Edwardian grace, and the meditative close. 

He was coming to the close now. He was hunched against the door and I 
could see him mouthing the words with exaggerated . articulation, like a 
goldfish waiting for the water to be renewed. I saw him chew on a word, 
wring his free hand, and glare at the mouthpiece with Max Wall's Bela 
Lugosi face. I opened the door to give him a breath. He was screaming: 'In 
the serenity of the Georgia twilight . . . Ser-en-ity! SER-ENN-IT-TEE!!' 
He covered the mouthpiece and hissed at me: 'Bloody idiot! She can't get 
it.' Then back again and saying to the girl: 'That's it, yes, serenity, 
thnksvermuch. Goodbye.' 

He emerges, the rivulets having now formed spreading lakes beneath his 
armpits. 'This goddam time-zone business! ' he says. (For the further 
exasperation of the British correspondents, the Masters is always played 
during that brief interval between British and American (Eastern 
seaboard) summer time, so that the time difference is not the usual five but 
six hours. Since the climax of any day's play tends to happen around 6 pm, 
the impossible assignment is that of describing the finest hour to that cool 
girl transcribing it at Manchester's midnight.) 

The reader may be puzzled to recognise in this raw slice of life the 
lineaments of his favourite golf writer. The alert Guardian subscriber 
might be expected to guess that there has to be some agile hole-hopping, 
some frantic checking of the leader board, beh ind the smooth account of a 
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tournament and the planted hints of why it was inevitable that the victory 
should go to Watson's iron discipline or Nicklaus's competitive stamina. 
But the reader of Ward-Thomas's weekly musings in Country Life must 
believe that he is reading the oldest member, a gentle sifter ofhot memories 
cooled by tolerance. 

Well, the man in the booth is nobody but Pat Ward-Thomas on active 
service, from which he is now retiring, full ofhonour, fond memories and 
troops of friends. He is one and the same with the Guardian"s austere 
reporter and Country Lzfe's weaver of stately pro se in the twilight. I must say 
that if there is a regret obtrudes about his talent, it must be that in print he 
always distilled his disgust at some idiotie rule, some passing vulgarity, 
into a mannerly sigh, leaving only those who know him well the relish of 
having seen the splendour of his original indignation. 

That, in its raging pristine form, was reserved for nobody but himself. I 
see him now, the top ofhis spiky head rather, ban ging away in a bunker at 
Maidstone, with the sand flying and the seagulls wheeling away in dismay 
from the obscenities that were rocketing out at them. Any true account of a 
round of golf with him would require, before publication, more 'expletives 
deleted' than all the Nixon tapes. 

The Masters at Augusta seemed more serene than usual because - the 
crack circulated- Pat was not there, for the first time in 14 years. Augusta 
was also considerably less fun than usual. In the press building, there were 
lots of the familiar cronies. But way down there, on the eighth row, there 
was an empty chair and a silent typewriter. No more the blacksmith 's back 
bent over, the elbow leaning a millimetre away from a smoulder ing 
cigarette, the index finger poised for just the right verb. No more the 
smothered curses, but no more the quick smile, the bottle-blue eyes 
greeting chums and bores with equal good nature. 

T here were two things about his golf reports that set him apart from all 
the others. He tramped the courses, when most were settled in the press 
building scanning the big scoreboard and - on the basis of a figure change 
- tapping out 'he fired a birdie on the ninth .' 

And he loved the landscape, all the landscapes of golf, from the ocean 
hcauties of California 's Pebble Beach to the Siberian wastes of Rye, frorn 
t h · pine and sand undulations of Swinley Forest to the yawning bunkers of 
l'ine Valley and the cathedra! ais les of Augusta . He knew the te rrain, and 
111ade you know it, and how it shaped its pe uliar form of golf, of cvcry 
l ounty of England and Scotland . 

When or hers scttlcd for ' t his magn ific ·nt oursc,' he pi t ur d t h · b · · hes 
a11 l ·opscs, distinguish ·dan up land f'rorn a wca ld, w •igh d t h • ·om pa ra t iv1: 
li nï.ar Is ora YI ress t re· or a swa l · . Nol od has tVl'I co nvcy ·d so ·nsi ly the 
»n1s1: ol" bci ng in Wi l1 sli i1 · or Cm 1nt Dow n or Fili: or A1 i;w 11 :1. 
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He will be greatly missed, but not by everybody. Only by those who care 
about the good earth and its cunning conversion in to golf strategy, ab~ut 
the unsleeping conflict between character and talent, about the courtes1es 
as well as the joys of the game, about many small favours, and about 
unfailing geniality to man, woman (especially) and beast. 

AUTHOR'S NOTE 

When my grandfather, William Thomas, went to the United States in 
1867 I doubt that he was aware of Tom Morris's victory in the Open 
championship that summer. He would have been astounded at the 
seemingly frivolous sending of one ofhis numerous grandsons many times 
across the Atlantic in order to watch people hitting little halls in lavishly 
prepared parks. His business in Wolverhampton concerned malt and 
brewing. As a religious Welshman he was fascinated by the various denom­
inations in America and usually went to two different churches evcry 
Sunday, but he was not without sporting instincts. After each addition toa 
large family he would reward his wife by taking her on walking holidays in 
Switzerland, presumably to ensure her fitness for their next creative a t. 
She was a Stephenson from Northumberland. One of her brothers, who 
was several times mayor ofNewcastle, was, I believe, the last person to b 
knighted by Queen Victoria. 

My father inherited a love of high places and countryside. Having 
trained as an engineer, his first job was to introduce electric power to 
Keswick in the Lake District where he could indulge in fishing, cricket and 
exploring the mountains to his heart's content. Sadly he was never abl ·to 
pursue a countryman's life to the full but, by an unusual chain of circum­
stances, his only son was more fortunate. It is with these and the pleasures 
people, travel and the beauty of an outdoor life, rather than detail of the 
golf itself, that this book is mainly concerned. It raises no lids, exposes no 
scandals but is an account, broadly chronological in approach, of a 
rewarding period. 

Before the Second War my life had followed a fairly common pattern - a 
happy home, devoted parents, school and readily forgettable jobs lcaven ·d 
by an ardent, if limited, pursuit of cricket and golf. Except for an 
occasional backward glance little of that time merits recall some forty y ·urs 
later, and so this story begins not with an account of childhood but on u 
November night in 1940 when a single German anti-aircraft shell hang ·d 
the course of my life. 

lam grateful to the editors of the Guardiarz and Counny L1fe for allowing 
me to usc matcrial of mine whi h has app :ired in th ·ir journals. 
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CHAPTER 1 
SOMEBODY'S SITTING ON MY 
PARACHUTE 

In common with many another in time of war I nursed the delusion that 
disaster was no part of my immediate future. Men might vanish, be ki lied 
or taken prisoner but I was immune. It cannot happen to me was the 
sustaining thought, but at <lawn one high summer day in 1940 it certainly 
<lid so. 

A bombing raid to the Ruhr had been uneventful and our Wellington 
was cruising peacefully back across the North Sea towards its base on 
Newmarket Heath when, for no apparent reason, an engine cut. At first 
there was no anxiety - a lightened aircraft with ample fuel could easi ly 
reach England on one engine - but when the second engine expired a few 
moments later our thinking was sharpened, to say the least. 

Swift, hopeful calculation estimated, falsely as it proved, that we werc 
only about ten miles from the English coast. Cloud cover was low over the 
sea, and as we broke it at a thousand feet six pairs of eyes searched anxiously 
for a sight of land. Greyness was all; there was no trace of a long 
dark welcoming line on the horizon, and no alternative but ro 
ditch. 

The captain was Percy Pickard, who later won great distinction as a pilot 
and became known as 'F for Freddie' after a film in which he rook part . 
As we descended towards an unfriendly sea he told me to go back in to t h · 
body of the aircraft and be ready to work the dinghy release, a cord that on ' 
pulled. I clutched it and with three other members of the crew wailcd for 
the gentle swish as the aircraft kissed the waves; but uch inno en c was 
rudely shattered by the rash as it struck. 

Within second wc wcrc noundcring up to our waists as wat ·r am · 
rushing through the air rali . It W~I S no r:11i1t of Pickard 's; th . hoppy s ' tl 
had smash 'd th · front turr •t. 1:ort1111Jt ·ly th · r ·kas · work ·d and tlw 
dinghy popr)l.:d 0111 on to t li · wnt ·r. f\ s w · ·lu111hn ·d i11w i1 l'i ·knrd 
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NOT ONL Y GOLF 

laughed and said that there was nothing to worry about and that we would 
soon be found. 

The wireless operator had sent out Mayday calls, bravely staying at his 
post until the last second, and was certain they had been received. The six 
of us settled in the dinghy and looked forward to the tale we would have to 
tell. Hours passed, aircraft passed and we saw ships on the horizon, but no 
one saw us. The auxiliary hand pump and distress flares had vanished at 
the ditching and water was seeping through a tiny hole in the floor of the 
dinghy. We took turns in baling out with shoes. . 

Without doubt we owed our lives to the navigator, who on leavmg the 
aircraft had grabbed the Verey pistol and one cartridge, but this was 
soaked. Not until some cardboard had been stripped from it would it fit 
into the breach. And so we waited; someone sang softly but mostly we felt a 
deepening sense of resignation. We had no food or anything to drink but 
mercifully the June skies remained overcast or our plight would have been 
much worse. 

Surely, if we were only ten miles out and the signals had been received, 
we should have been found. For the only time in my life I thought we were 
on our way, and later Pickard said that he felt the same. It was a strange 
experience. In common with most aircrew I had faced m.oments of d~nger, 
when life had been threatened, but mostly they were bnef; whereas m the 
dinghy there was time to reflect on the irony of being young, in perf eet 
health and totally helpless with nothing to do until fatigue became the final 
mercy. As it was we were dulled by lack of sleep, and memory tends to 
reject the unpleasant, but I clearly recall wondering whether there had 
been any purpose to life thus far. For it to end in such a fashion seemed so 
futile. 

Suddenly, after some eight hours, a Wellington from our own squadron 
appeared. It was flying low and obviously looking for us. By the grace of 
God the Verey pistol fired its vital message, the Wellington swung towards 
us skimming low over the waves, firing signals and guns in celebration, 
b~t we had five more hours to wait before the rescue launch arrived. It had 
to come sixty miles from Felixstowe. We were thirty miles out in the North 
Sea; our estimate of ten had been highly optimistic. 

As the launch took us aboard I felt guilty at having given up hope as soon 
as I had. It had been thirteen hours - later in the war men would survive 
for days in a similar state but 1 believe we were the first crew from 3 Group 
to be saved from the sea. After we landed at Felixstowe a friendly medica! 
Mess plied us with whisky. We were driven back to Newmarket where we 
immediately woke and blessed our rescuer, 'Hank' Lines, an outs tanding 
pilot who was sleeping on a camp bed in the Rowley Mile grandstand 
where we were billeted. Lincs, who was kil lcd in action later, sa id he would 
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never have seen us but for the Verey light. The dinghies were yellow but 
six men sitting in them masked the colour. 1 realised this not long after­
wards when on a similar search. We saw nothing but quite possibly a 
dinghy full of men saw us. 

The extent of our enormous good fortune was emphasised when 
squadrons in the group became conscious of dinghy drill and arranged 
demonstrations, on land of course . 1 watched two of these but any feeling 
of smugness, that one knew it all, was swiftly tempered when on neither 
occasion did the release work. 

An escape such as this served to strengthen the illusion that there would 
be no more mishaps. 1 recall my father insisting that my mother be told 
because she would be comforted to know that such rescues were possible. 
False comfort it proved to be. 

One moonlit night in November that year we were trundling back from 
Berlin, having deposited our little load ofbombs which may have mildly 
inconvenienced a few citizens. All was serene until a German gunner, who 
had not been taught that it was unsporting to shoot sitting ducks, scored a 
hit on one engine. An aircraft doing 130 m.p.h. at 12,000 feet looks almost 
motionless from the ground. 

The engine fluttered, as if slightly irritated, but settled down for another 
hour and more. Then, as we were about to cross the Dutch coast, both 
engines went completely out of con trol, alternately cutting and screaming 
at maximum power. We lurched about the sky like an elderly gull in a 
hurricane hut nothing we tried would work and we lost height rapidly. The 
only alternative to ditching a mile or so out to sea was to turn back and 
jump. 

There was some confusion over the process of baling out. The flight 
commander, Pritchard, and 1, the second pilot, had different types or 
parachutes and he was sitting on mine. When he suggested that 1 might like 
to depart first we realised that we would have to change. This was not easy 
with the aircraft reeling all over the place and Pritchard striving to keep it 
steady. lt was well for us that there was no fire aboard. 

1 dropped through the hatch in the nose of the aircraft with a feeling or 
despair familiar to thousands. This time I was not going home. F r 
perhaps a second 1 did not care if the parachute failed to open but thi did 
not prevent me from instantly pulling the release with no thought of 
counting three before doing so, which 1 think was the instruction in thos · 
days. Then carne the tug on the harness and, of course, profound re lief t ha1 
the parachute had opencd. uddcnly all wa peacc. The Oat po lde r land 
north of Amsterdam lay silvcr undcr a brilliant bombcr's moon but it 
seemed that I would n ·v ·r rca h it. ri angi ng t her', at about li v · t housa nd 
fcc t, T distin tly r ·m ·mb ·r fî ··ling l'oo lis h and l10p i11 g th :i t no oni.: wus 
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watching. Later I discovered that others had felt the same. 
Judging distance can be difficult enough on a golf course in day light. It is 

much harder when making a vertical descent by moonlight. Aware that 1 
was falling towards one of the canals that make a chequerboard of that part 
of Holland I tried to sideslip but was far too late. Without any warning 1 
was immersed. Luckily the parachute did not fall on me but drifted 
laterally and helped my floundering scramble up the steep sides of the 
dyke. 

I sat on the bank tearing up various documents that should not have been 
with me. All was silence, not a soul was abroad in a desolate scene, but a 
quarter of a mile away 1 saw a faint light in a small farmhouse. The only 
course seemed to seek shelter there and dry myself. A dog barked angrily as 
I approached, dragging the parachute behind me; a suspicious eye peered 
through a hole in the door before it opened. 1 was beckoned inside, given 
tea and bread and cheese while the family sat round the table staring. My 
clothes were taken to be dried and 1 was given a pair of pyjama pants and 
clogs in their stead, but kept my uniform jacket as a means of identity. 

My hosts, humble smallholders, spoke only Dutch of which I had nota 
single word, but 1 conveyed that 1 wanted to sleep. The morning could take 
care of itself. I was put in a vast bed, which several warm bodies had 
recently left, within a sort of cup board, and had been asleep for an hour or 
so when awoken by a light in my face and a German saying in English that 1 
must go with him. 1 remember telling him 1 was very tired and could he not 
wait until the morning. Politely, but unreasonably 1 thought, he insisted, 
saying that my comrades were in the police station. All had landed safely 
but the noise of the aircraft crashing in the deserted countryside must have 
alerted the police who could have had no difficulty in rounding us up. 
There were no woods, no shelter of any kind save scattered dwellings and 
that early in the war we had no escape equipment or advice in the event of 
being shot down. 

The Germans in the police station were quite amiable, gave us beer and 
insisted that for us 'Der Krieg ist fertig', as if we needed reminding. You 
will be home by August they said, but they were almost five years adrift in 
their estimate. We were taken to Amsterdam, where 1 was hardly at my 
best clattering in clogs and pyjama trousers across the lobby of the old 
Carlton Hotel, then the Luftwaffe headquarters . We were taken towards a 
room whence emerged a screeching little German major. Behind him we 
could see a party in progress, women, drinks and cigar smoke, but we were 
not invited to join. Eventually the major stopped showing off; we were 
taken into a room and left until a minibus took us ac ross Holland to Dulag 
Luft, a reception centre for air force prisoners near h :rnkf urt. 

Awakening the next morning, refr ·s h ·d afi ·ra long sit ·p, anti realising 
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what had happened remains the worst single moment of my life. I looked 
round the plainly furnished single room and faced the full impact of my 
plight, thinking how, in God's name, can 1 stand living in aroom like this 
for years to come, little dreaming that it was the equivalent of a first-class 
hotel compared with what was to follow. 

Eventually a German in civilian clothes wandered in, speaking flawless 
English. We chatted in friendly fashion and discovered that we had lived 
within a few hundred yards of one another in London fora while before the 
war. At such moments most people are dying to talk and the interrogators 
hoped that one would reveal details of squadron, aircraft and so on. When I 
said that 1 could only give him name, rank and number he remarked that it 
would then take much longer for my family to be informed that I was safe. 
In the event it was two or three weeks before my parents heard. The 
Germans, who were about four up and five to play in the war at that point, 
could afford to be patronising towards prisoners. Later, when the Allies 
had won several holes back, they were less than welcoming. 

Fortunately, perhaps, I was twenty-seven, older than the average 
prisoner and not readily susceptible to the optimistic belief that, for all 
manner of nonsensical reasons, the war would be over by Christmas. From 
the outset 1 expected to be a prisoner for at least two years and when they 
had gone was so accustomed to the existence that time hardly seemed to 
matter. Four and a half years were to pass before I saw England again, a 
rormidable slice from the most active period of a man's life, but when it was 
over 1 had no lasting cause for regret. Having flown on twenty-four 
operations I feit the odds against me were lengthening. Had I survived I 
n1ight have been offered a permanent commission and would have 
:1c epted, mainly because there was no more attractive alternative. If so I 
would have been retired at about the time when a career as a golf 
co rrespondent was approaching its most fruitful period. On balance being 
:1 prisoner of war was a lucky break because in my youth I could never have 
:i nti ipated a more rewarding life than that which has been my fortunate 
lot these past thirty years. 

As a small boy 1 had no real interest in cricket, golf or football, all of which 
il :i tl been something ofa passion with my father. Once, as a punishment for 
~ 0111 e childish misdemeanour, he made me write out fifty times some such 
phrasc as 'I must bowl a length ' or 'I must keep a straight bat'. Littlc did he 
1r: ili s' that he was owing eed of an addiction tlia t would prove almost 
l1• tli:il to any form ora ademic advan ement. At pr ·paratory s hooi and at 
W1·lli11 g-borough my thought s were rarely far from gam -.. Latin was oni.: or 
i1 1l'. ll:w s11bj ' ·ts tha1 ca m · ·asily and without undu t stress 1 usually had 
l11g h m:irks, hut rn fi1t IH·1 w:1s 1101 ;1111usl·d whl'll t Il · Lat in 111:1st ·r wrot ·in 
l t\· 1111 rqmrt th:ll aliilit y w:1s 111:1r1 n l hy visio11s ol g11'l' ll lil' lds. 
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This was probably true of the years after leaving scho~l whe? I ha_d no 
clear idea of what I wanted to make of life. One day durmg th1s penod I 
happened to play golf with Fred Tomlinson, who w~s the? golf 
correspondent of the M anchester Guardian, and later an e~ltor w1th the 
Observer. After our round he talked ofhis plans for the commg season, of 
the famous courses he would visit and the tournaments he would cover. I 
was almost sick with envy, never dreaming that some fifteen years later I 
would be one of his successors, and that my horizons would be far broader 
than his could ever have been in the thirties. 

Shortly before the war I took a short service commission in :he R~F, 
mainly as an escape from a training. scheme for ~oung executlves w_1th 
London Transport which I soon reahsed was leadmg nowhere. Knowmg 
of my problem the'head of the department, who had served_in the_regular 
army in peacetime, suggested the RAF as a c~reer. I r~call h1m saymg that 
there would be plentiful leave and opportumty for cricket and golf. I had 
no romantic illusion about being in the vanguard of the fight for 
democracy. I was more interested in Walter Hammond than Hitler. . 

Soon after I started training as a pilot, war was declared and short service 
commissions were abandoned. I was fortunate to be in the last group. 
Training at Derby and Kinloss, where I first became aware _ofthe ?eauty of 
Scotland when flying over the Cairngorms with ?awn sunh?ht cn~son on 
the snow, passed agreeably enough. So <lid the mght ~pe~atl?ns wh1ch two 
or three times a week interfered with a delightful soc1al hfe m Newmarket 
and thereabouts. Many families with large houses, among them the 
Fishers of Kilverstone and the Homes at Cavenham, were uncommonly 
welcoming and kind to us. . . 

Save for the operations the war seemed unbehevably remote m that 
peaceful place, never more so than one mo_rni?g w~en we returned late 
from a raid over Germany. There was no pomt m gomg to bed, and two of 
us played golf on the Newmarket course acro.ss the road from the Heath 
within a few hours of dodging flak and searchhghts. Those golden mon:hs 
of 1940 were among the happiest of my life to that point, and then w1th 
shattering abruptness they carne to an end. 

Much has been written and filmed about life in prisoner of war camps, 
particularly concerning the stories of escape. These _remarkabl~ e_xamples 
of courage, endurance and ingenuity compel attent1o_n for their i~herent 
dramatic qualities but there were other aspects of th1s strange ex1stence. 
They Jacked the a~peal of ad venture but revealed th.e balance of mind and 
resilicncc of men in advcrsity, and the sardomc sense of humour, 
in om pr -h1.:nsihl , 10 most , ·rri:a ns, which. l ~t.1 g h ·~ a t dis'1ster without 
disn·1•.a1d i11 g i1 11 nd dl" rid •d 1hc fain1 1.:s t poss1bil11 y of l · fi ·:1t. 
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lt was a life often noisy, dirty and affiicted with extremes of heat and 
cold. Food frequently was inadequate and accommodation grossly 
overcrowded. lt was a life of nostalgia and dreams which at times 
demanded all the reserves of patience and tolerance that a man could 
muster. In all the dragging days the only solitude was in sleep, unless one 
was fortunate enough to be sentenced to a few days in the cooler. This was 
the German prison for various offences ranging from escape attempts to 
failure to appear on the morning check parade. One was locked in a not 
uncomfortable little room maybe for five or ten days, with briefinterludes 
for exercise. Twice I was sentenced and recall the relief ofbeing alone in a 
single room with no one's snoring or stirring to disturb me. One could 
settle peacefully to reading or writing and I managed the greater part of 
The Forsyte Saga. Five days in the cooler was pure holiday, ten a shade roo 
long. 

In general the lack of privacy was probably a blessing. To endure an 
indeterminate sentence alone in such conditions would have been harder to 
bear. As it was no one could remain angry or depressed for long when 
others were there to jolly him out ofhis mood, and incipient quarrels were 
stifled before becoming violent. Spells of depression were unavoidable but 
of all the several thousand men with whom I was imprisoned at various 
times I know of perhaps half a dozen suicide attempts and not all 
succeeded. 

Many ofus <lid not spcak toa woman, even to the point of saying 'Good 
morning' for over four years . Fortunately women were rarely visible· no 
beauties swayed enticingly beyond the wire . Occasionally a huddlcd 
peasant might pass but they hardly caused any pawing of the ground . 

radually one was able to think of women as creatures of dreams. At the 
same time it was interesting to observe how, after some while, one becam · 
aware of the attractions of other young men. Weary eyes would scan n ·w 
intakes of prisoners, much as they might a group of girls suddenly 
appearing in a bar, but this was light-hearted enough. 

T he camp had its little theatre where plays were produccJ . T h · 
CTermans allowed clothes and costumes to be hired, on paro lc of oursc, 
1 rom agencies. Some of the fcmale parts were most convincingly play ·d , 
s i irring thoughts of othcr times. One young man took a large camp by 
:-. 1 orm with his seductive rendcring of a popular song. People talk1.:d about 
11 !i.1r days but in ordinary garb he was qu i te inconspicuous. Erot ic illusions 
"wiCtly melted on e make-up and drcsscs had been Jis ardcd . 

Whcn men are totally d ·prived Cor ye<HS of even the mi nu test ·onta ·1 

wi1h wom ·n, homos ·xua l incl inat io ns are in1.:vitabl ·. At b· :; t 1h1."1 · w1: 1l· 
11rv ·r lcss tli an l' ight , ~111d lat ·r ten, p ·o pl · sliari ng a rno111 aboul t w~· nt 
f1 v · Il' ·t h fi i'l 1:1: n, skepi 11 1'. 011 two lÎ l' rn l hu11 ks. Now lwn· i11 :-l t t tl : q~ l .1il l 
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111 were there private places for assignations and amatory tendencies had 
no opportunity for physical expression. 

Close, sometimes intense, friendships would develop but a severely 
limited diet, while providing enough energy for games, study and other 
activities, helped to sublimate thoughts of secret pastimes, even on 
Christmas Day in 1943. In the autumn ofthat year ardent spirits fashioned 
a still, mostly from food tins, with typical prisoner ingenuity and 
enthusiasm. For months we saved dried fruit and sugar from Red Cross 
parcels. Night after night the still, zealously watched, would bubble away 
in an alcove at the end of our hut. I cannot remember whether it only 
operated in the small hours after the Germans had made their final check, 
but it did its potent work nonetheless. 

Then carne the great day when what amounted to near raw alcohol began 
to circulate round the camp. Within hours the place was alight and scores 
were drunk, some incapably so . Most of us had not tasted alcohol for years 
and the effect of that near-lethal stuff can be imagined, but I well recall the 
joy of the first drink or two. Maybe a certain amount of fondling took place 
as inhibitions vanished. Certainly there was sickness and if the victim or 
culprit, according to one's view, happened to be on a top bunk the plight of 
the man beneath was not enviable. Men were reeling or wandering all over 
the camp and although no one was supposed to leave his hut after the lights 
were out one or two unconscious bodies were found outside in the snow the 
next morning. 

The Germans were remarkably understanding. The Stalag Luft camps 
were run by the Luftwaffe who seemed to pursue a velvet glove policy in 
their treatment of British, Commonwealth and American prisoners. Their 
determination to prevent escape was no less evident but rarely were there 
instances of the petty nastiness, arrogant stupidity and hysterica! 
screaming sometimes encountered at camps controlled by the army. 
Possibly someone in the Luftwaffe realised that such behaviour usually 
produced an ad verse reaction from the prisoners, and that if they were not 
harassed they would give less trouble. However, that Christmas German 
tolerance had been strained. When the still was set up in readiness for the 
next year they confiscated it. This was as well for all con­
cerned. 

I often wondered whether the Germans knew we had a secret radio as, I 
believe, did other camps . Occasionally there were sudden searches but 
they never found it and we had fa irly regular news from London and 
elsewhere. Bullet ins would be p repared and dictatcd to readers of whom I 
was one fo r a whilc . With wa tcbcrs to wam of approaching gua rds, we 
wou Id re ad 1 hem i 11 1 lw vn rious hu 1 s. 1 re mcmb ·r 1 h · joy or n.: :.id i ng somc of 
C hu1cl 1ill 's SJ) lT C" hL" :-. whi ch i11 va 1i:1h ly insp11 n l us w11ho111 1•,ivi11 !' fo lsc 
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hope of an early release. On reflection thank heaven it was Churchill and 
not some of his successors. 

As the opportunity to escape might occur at any time a paramount duty 
was to ke~p as fit, mentally and physically, as possible. Any attempt to gain 
freedom 1mposed severe demands on a man's resources. Also there was the 
future to be considered. Faith in ultimate victory for the Allies, which few 
e~er doubted even in the darkest years, and eventual return to family, 
~nends and a career were a powerful incentive to remain healthy. The food, 
1f memory serves, never included fresh milk or fruit but, thanks to the Red 
Cross parcels, was adequate for maintaining reasonable fitness . Soon after 
being taken prisoner I lost about eight pounds and remained at a constant 
weight for the rest of the war and, apart from colds never had a day's 
illness. ' 

!"f undreds of men endured four, and in some instances five, years of 
pnson camp life. One of my staunch friends there, Colin Maclachlan, was 
shot . down on 1 October 1939 and returned home on 26 May 1945, 
poss1bly the longest term served by any Allied prisoner in the European 
war. Soon after returning home the great majority of men were fit for 
flying. T~is and the fact that they resumed normal life without any serious 
abnormahty was a great testimony to their spirit and health. 

For young men, most of whom had led individual active lives before . . ' 
capt1vity, to be suddenly confined with hundreds of others in harsh 
conditions was a great strain. An outlet for their energies was essential and 
the playing of games provided it. Sorely cramped space within barbed wire 
and in the early years lack of proper equipment acted as a spur rather than a 
deterrent to their efforts. 

In the first year of the war few prisoners were taken and the Germans 
gua_rded them zealo~sly . Opportunities for physical activity were strictly 
ltmtted and not unul 1942 when Stalag Luft 111, the main camp for Air 
Force officers, was opened did the prisoners' Jives become more stable. 
Prio r to that time there were always moves and parties ofus were shunted 
round Germany. 

Alter two weeks at Dulag Luft my Grand Tour began at Barth on the 
Baltic coast where conditions were not too unpleasant except for the 
shon age of food. Dried vegetables and potatoes were available and when 
soa ked thcy would ex pand so we made hu ge pies in the mis taken belief that 
o t1 ~· bunger would be cased . For an hour or so it was but th e only las tin g 
;· ~ke i was 1. 0 cx pand the stomach and qualiry us for cxcrcises in p10111aine. 
1 her:cartcr th cn.: was ~1 sojourn in an old cas1 Ic at Spangen burg ncar Kass ·I 

:111d 1 rom 1 her " car ly in 191-1, ~ibo u1 1wo hun d rcd of\ 1s wc r · scnt 10 a11 l' VÎ l­
~.r 11 L· ll i ng old fo rt in Po l ~111d . 

'l'h1s w:i s :1 r ï 111 s: il liu wli :il ilt l· ( ;l· 11il t 111 ~ :i ll q'.n l 10 lll' ill -11\ ;;11111 ·111 of' 
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their prisoners in Canada. It took the ludicrous form of binding our wrists 
together with string which we undid within moments. The Germans had 
made their gesture. But the worst period of the whole time I was a prisoner 
had begun. We were shut in underground rooms for the greater part of 
each day and there were no Red Cross parcels. They diL not begin to arrive 
regularly until late that year. For several months in Poland we existed each 
day on half a litre of soup, a fifth of a medium-size loaf of bread, a little 
ersatz jam or margarine and foul coffee probably made from acorns. 

Anyone wishing to lose weight should try this diet. Very soon you are 
aware of decline in mind and body. I recall the shock when I first noticed 
that my thighs were thinner than usual, and when we l-'layed bridge it 
became increasingly hard to concentrate on the most elementary aspects of 
the game. Very few people in the Western world ever know what real 
hunger, near to starvation level, is like. Even the most impoverished can 
find something, somewhere, to eat hut there was no way on earth that we 
could get anything beyond the daily ration. 

Reaction to such deprivation was interesting to observe. Some men 
would cut their bread with a razor blade until they had perhaps twelve 
paper-thin slices, four for lunch, four for supper and four for breakfast, 
creating the illusion, for such it almost was, that food was in store. Others 
would devour their ration straightaway and to heli with the morrow. 

It was a salutary experience which, having survived without harm, I was 
glad to have known. A few days of hunger are quite sufficient to bring a 
man face to face with the ultimate realities oflife. Everything else becomes 
totally insignificant beyond the desire to eat. It was a lesson I have never 
forgotten. Whatever misfortunes may beset one it is consoling to 
remember that nothing, short of serious illness or accident, could ever be 
as bad as that time in Poland. On occasion the memory ofit has helped me 
when something has gone amiss. However angry, sad or disappointed one 
might be there is always somewhere warm and comfortable to sleep and 
something to eat. 

I have often thought that many young would profit and learn from an 
indeterminate, not necessarily long, sentence in conditions of deprivation 
such as millions suffered during the war. It would teach them the value of 
everything they take for granted; they would be forced to tolerate and 
respect those with whom they were confined and, as prisoners of war were 
well aware, any inclination to bad behaviour would be self-defeating. 

Mercifully, that first spell in Poland ended before our constitutions were 
damaged. The second, a winter later, was not as restricted and there was 
more food hut we lived in large stonc buildings with scarccly any heat at all. 
Morning afte r morning on· wakcncd with fros t on the blankt:1s. Ln the 
cvcnings wc would play hrid g · wcar in g ·vl·ry g;1rrne111 w · poss ·sscd 
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including gloves; hut better times were coming, relatively that is, and 
thoughts could turn to the playing of games. 



CHAPTER2 
OVER THE WIRE IS OUT OF BOUNDS 

The first real opportunity for many of us to play games was late in 1941 
when some four hundred RAF officers were sent to Warburg, near Kassel, 
where for almost a year they were together with two and a half thousand 
Army officers and men, most of whom had been captured in Normandy. 
Although the camp was a swamp of mud and einders there was at least 

space. 
The Red Cross and YMCA had now become aware that prisoners 

needed books and sports equipment as well as food, and supplies were 
forthcoming. A football pitch, almost full-size, was levelled and a League 
of six clubs, five Army and one RAF, with second elevens, was form~d. 
The matches were intensely competitive, and the standard of play qmte 
high, especially by the NCOs' team. The atmosphere. was aki~ toa Cup tie 
at home and playing in front of a highly critical and w1ldly excit~d crowd.of 
a thousand or more was a unique experience for all ofus . Bettmg was nfe 
and large amounts changed hands, either in the well-nigh valueless German 
Lager Marks or cheques to be settled after the war. 

We were so remote from real money that it soon ceased to have much 
significance. I never took part in the gambling schools, p~eferring ~he 
quieter and more predictable pastures of bridge; not so. a fnend o~ mme 
who could not resist baccarat or chemin de fer. At one pomt he was s1xteen 
hundred pounds ahead and I begged him to hang on to half of it, a con­
siderable sum in the forties , but within days he had lost the lot. 

The Warburg camp was closed late in 1942. Some went to open Stalag 
Luft 111 but I and others returned to winter resorts in Poland. Those 
journeys across Germany were ghastly. We were packed into. ancient 
wooden third-class carriages often for two days and more. At mght two 
would try to sleep on the luggage racks, two on the floor and the re.st cu rled 
on the seats. I have often been rcminded of those dark days when mcarcer­
at cd in a hu ge mod ·rn ai r"' ran , t h ·qui n t ·ss ·nc · of' t rav ·I dis ·0 111 Cor t, bu t at 
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least your destination usually is known, the food is better and you can get a 
drink. 

Eventually I reached Stalag Luft 111 which housed the great majority of 
British, American and Commonwealth Air Force officers. In 1943 there 
were three compounds, strictly separated; two more were added later to 
accommodate the growing numbers of Americans. From the sport 
viewpoint the east compound, where I resided, was the most remarkable in 
that, in spite of it being the smallest, 330 by 130 yards, games were more 
highly organised there than in the others. 

We were fortunate in having several gifted games players in our midst. 
Ted Edwards, a New Zealander, was an All Black trialist; Derek Heaton­
Nichols, whose father was South African High Commissioner in London 
at the time, had played cricket and rugby for Natal, and Colin Maclachlan 
a Midlands county rugby player, was also an Association footballer of 
League standard. These men were a strong influence in quickening the 
interest and raising the standard of our games. They were all taken 
prisoner within a few weeks of the war beginning. Edwards was shot down 
on 6 September, the very first officer to be imp:isoned from either sidc. 
Later others of above-average or even first-class ability in various games, 
notably cricket and golf, appeared. 

The camp was in a clearing within a pine forest, its surface loosc sa nd 
blackened with pine loam. A constant battle was waged to try to make level 
pitches but they soon became loose and rough again. Football and rugby 
were extremely strenuous, especially as the normal seasons were ignored 
and games were often played in temperatures approaching ninety, litcrall y 
in a bath of sand and sweat. 

Rugby was comparatively short-lived. The games became too vi olent as 
people unleashed their frustrations , and the Germans did not ta ke kindly 
to an increasing number ofinjured players in their sick quarters, but b ·fo r · 
rugby was abandoned it did help a spectacular rescue of a man frorn a 
tunnel. 

The Germans held their check parades in the morning and aftcrnoon on 
the football pitch where the prisoners were assembled in companics ofïivc 
ranks deep . One such fe il in daily within a few yards of the wirc and as th e 
parades usually lasted about twenty minutes a tunnel was bcgun th e s:111d 
being dispersed among members of the company. Eventu ally the hole was 
big enough fora man to be put down and sealcd in dur ing a mornin g 1 arn d · 
after the C0111pany had been checkcd, and brought up in the aft ' l'll l H\i\ 

bcfore t.hc coum ing offi er n:achcd that com pany. 
On one occasion the Gcrmans did no t hold an aCt crnoo n p:iradc hut 1 hl· 

man had tob · ·x tri ·~1t ·J fro lll th ' tu nncl. l k coul d not hav · livt:d 11l rn11gl1 
th • ni1•.ht. T hl' foo th:i ll p itch was in 1'1ill vil·w ol" two l', 11 :11d l llWl' l'S :t nd :111 y 
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group suddenly gathering for no apparent purpose would arouse 
suspicion. A rugby match of about twenty a side was organised and after a 
while a huge scrum formed over the entrance to the tunnel. The sand was 
scraped away, the trap lifted and the man safely rescued. The tunnel was 
then sealed again. Fortunately the German guards knew nothing of the 
rules of rugby, though the ingenious attempt to escape eventually failed. 

Soccer continued with unabated fervour. A League was formed with 
eight clubs, each hearing a famous name - Aston Villa, Wolves, Arsenal, 
(for whom 1 kept goal) and so on. The size of the pitch, eighty by f?rty 
yards, restricted the teams to seven players, but as each club had four s1des 
some two hundred or more people had at least a game a week. As at 
Warburg the competition was intense. League matches were usually 
played in the evenings and hundreds would look forward to it as eagerly as 
they do at home. 

Spons equipment of various kinds gradually began to arrive and the 
choice of games to expand. U nder the Canadian influence softball soon 
became popular and when ice-hockey sticks appeared a rink was levelled 
and banked. When flooded it swiftly froze in the harsh winter and a good 
supply of skates enabled many to learn to skate to the amusement of the less 
intrepid. The hockey sticks, often made of hickory, were soon at risk as a 
source of shafts for home-made golf clubs. 

Each summer an athletics meeting was held, involving prodigious 
labour in levelling a track oftwo hundred and twenty yards. The sand was 
harder near the wire where people constantly walked and inch by inch a 
five-lane track was made. On the great day of the meeting the camp almost 
had a gala appearance . For weeks the athletes, of whom 1 certainly was not 
one, trained and considered their diet and some fine performances were 
recorded. 

When coconut matting carne from England our hosts were persuaded to 
lay a concrete cricket pitch: this was in two sections with a gap of some six 
yards in the middle so the bowling of bouncers was frustrated . The ball 
would hit the soft sand short of the concrete and trickle tamely towards the 
batsman. Perhaps it was as well for the balls were hard. 

For six weeks cricket was played for about eight hours a day, then the 
matting went to another compound for its turn. The boundary on one side 
was a hut within thirty yards and many a tea party was rudely interrupted. 
Somewhat naturally windows were left open. We had among us an 
Australian, Leslie Dixon, who had played Sheffield Shield cricket for 
Queensland not least, 1 believe, when Bradman scored 452 not out. Leslie 
was fa r roo lively fo r us and rarely slipped himself. Aidan Crawley gave us 
glimpscs of the talent tha t had made hi m an outstandi ng England class 
b:11 :;111an [or K ·n t and th ' Gen tl ·n1cn. /\Il in ·111 w' had som ' re;.1sonablc 
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cricket, a wonderful boon to those who had been starved of it for so long. 
Other games such a~ basketball and deck tennis also had their enthusiasts 

and 1 .have not the shghtest doubt that during the summers of 1943 and 
19~4 m the east compound at Sagan there was more concentrated and 
~aned sport taking place in a small area than anywhere else in the world or 
tor that matter at any time in history. ' 

To .an .outsider the camp on a high summer day would have presented an 
astomshmg. spect.ac!e. Eve~y'"'.here men, as scantily clad as was decent, 
were throwmg, hmmg or k!ckmg ball.s from morning until sunset. Many 
ofus became almost totally imme:s~d m playi?g, thinking or talking about 
ga~~s . f!owever humorous or tnv1al they m1ght appear in retrospect the 
activity mvolved was healthy, amusing and above all a distraction an 
escape from th.e ever. lurking threat of anxiety, foreboding and depression . 

From. my v1~wpomt, and that of many others, the most significant 
hap~enmg ?unng thi~ period was the appearance of a hickory-shafted 
lady s m~sh1e. lt ca~e mto the possession of Sydney Smith, a journalist of 
repute ~lth th~ Datly Express. 1 carne upon him one day as he was chipping 
a pecuhar-lookmg ball b.ack and ~orth. He had made it by winding wool and 
c?tton round a carved p1ece of pme and covering it with a laboriously sewn 
bit of cloth. Although the ball bore no resemblance toa real one and wou Id 
travel only about sixty yards, it gave us a wonderful echo of gol/ Hour afte r 
hour we would play, objects ofincredulous stares. When others wanted lo 
take part Sydney :vould say, 'make a ball and then you can'. His words 
heralded a revolut1on beyond our imagining. 

In a_lmost no time men were making much improved balls, more durablc 
and tlghter-wound than .the original. Then one crafty fellow wound 
strands ofru~b~r round h1s ball and straightaway was the longest hittcr in 
the camp. W1thm a few weeks a score of people were involved, includi ng 
several goo.d playe~s. The best of these were Danny O'Brien, a Scottish 
schoolboy mternat10nal, and. Ronnie Morgan, a Worcestershire county 
player who reached the last e1ght of the first English Championship alt er 
th: war. George Murray Frame, who had a low handicap at Troon, and 
Ohv~r Green, n?w Director of the Woburn Country Club, probably werc 
next m the rankmg. 

The S~gan golf ~lub was born but we needed a course. To say that wc Ia id 
out one is ~omethm.g of an o~erstatement. All we <lid was choose places for 
tee~ a~d smtable obiects to ~lt for holes. These included tree stumps, pok s, 
an mcmerato~ do~r and a tmy fir tree about eighteen inches high. As the 
poles were qmte high many a hole in one was recorded a dozen feet or more 
from the ground . 

. . wh~n the mern bcrshi p had g:ow n 10 tw ·Iv · wc h:1d our fi rst ·om pct 
111011, a knocko 111 , and l lugh l•: tl k11 s, w ·Il known :1 1i c:r the w:ir for hi. 
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nature broadcasts, and I reached the final. Falkus, no golfer then but gifted 
with strong hands and a deadly aim, was expert at hitting the 'holes', such 
as they were. The fir tree caused some discussion bec~use we thought that 
its little trunk had to be hit, whereas Falkus would claim to have holed out 
ifhis shot whistled yards past the tree but grazed a leaf in passing. Fortun­
ately Falkus was not as deadly as usual in our match and I became the first 

Open champion of Sagan. 
As interest grew evolution was swift. An eighteen-hole co~rse "':as 

planned and in such a confined space involved some dangerous if fascin­
ating shots. One blind shot over the kitchen hut, c~ntrolled by the 
Germans, had its perils and the fire pool made a splend1d hazard fo.r ~he 
18th. It was <leep and filthy but this did not deter two madmen from <living 
in to retrieve a ballon a freezing winter day. The air was alive with balls of 
all manner and shapes whistling about the camp. Our activities were 
watched with interest, scorn and at first tolerance, but it was soon obvious 
that the course would have to be smaller. Hole after hole was played over 
tiny gardens, a few yards square, where it was possible to coax vegetables 
into life. The horticulturists were far from amused when a golf ball 
decapitated a cherished tomato plant. Sunbathers were also in danger. One 
man was hit on the bare body with a full shot from no great range and was 
furious when the striker exploded with laughter. One unfortunate 
creature's peaceful morning shave in front ofhis window was interrupted 
when a half-topped tee shot crashed through the glass. On another 
occasion a German Unteroffizier's morning constitutional in the abort at 
the end of the kitchen buildings was disturbed by the crash of glass all 
around him accompanied by the inevitable mirth. Someone had shanked. 
No action was taken save we were asked to move the tee. Such incidents 
were fairly frequent and we feared that a serious complaint might be laid 

against us. . 
Meanwhile the first green or rather 'brown' had been fash1oned by 

Norman Thomas. With the loan of a spade from the Germans this did not 
take long. An area of about eight by ten yards was cleared of stones, stumps 
and roots and the ground levelled, covered with good yellow sand and kept 
smooth with a home-made squeegee. The surfaces were fairly true and 
qui te fast after ra in. Eventually we had browns for all nine holes of the new 
and shorter course which measured some 850 yards. The longest hole was 
140 and the par 29. The course record still stands at 57 and is unlikely to be 

broken. 
At first the Germans regarded the shaping of little banks and bunkers 

with susp icion until they realised that there was nothing ~l~erior in o~r 
mot ivcs. Mistakcnly, they thought othcrwisc aft er En e W1lliams and hts 
1wo co rnpanion sh~1dnc hicvcd th· on l succ·ssrul cs apcfromour ampby 
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means of the famous Wooden Horse. The tunnel was discovered later the 
same might but the German attempt to hold an identity check was 
frustrated by deliberate fusing of the lights in one hut. This made them 
more angry than usual and clearly they decided on a show of strength. The 
next. day t.he whol~ camp was assembled and surrounded by some 200 
~old1ers ~lth machine guns at the ready. Had there been further signs of 
insurrect1on I think they would have fired. Fortunately they calmed down 
and the only victim was the golf course which seemed an obvious means of 
dispersing sand from the tunnel. This was understandable because for 
months the Wooden Horse had stood between the wire and our sixth 
'brown', the one visible in the picture facing page 48. The course was 
~attened but a few weeks later the Germans were persuaded that it was 
innocent, which it was, and head brownkeeper Timmy Biden and his 
helpers resto red the course. The excavation of yellow sand was forbidden; 
the browns became almost blacks and their surfaces not so true. 

The planning of the course was a natural development, the evolution of 
ball manufacture truly remarkable. Once rubber had been introduced il 
became one of the most precious commodities in the camp and the fervent 
golfers would make all manner of sacrifices to get it. Prisoners were 
allowed quar~erly cl.othing parcels from home and many was the plea for 
gym shoes, air cush1ons, tobacco pouches and the like which were rippcd 
to shreds on arrival. The man with rubber to spare or to exchange was 
every golfer's friend. The effect on our golf was no less than the Hask Il 
banishing the gutty forever . The age of the string ball was dead. 

Within no time ball-making had become almost an art form . Th · 
Scottish craftsmen ofold would have nodded approvingly at the in ge nu i 1 y 
skill and patience we devoted to the task. Most of the balls had a so l id 
rubber core, some hollowed to hold a small bit of lead. Several fce t of 
rubber were necessary. This was stretched and cut with razor bl<.1d cs or 
scissors into very narrow strips which were wound round the corc as i 1~ an 
ordinary ball. Experience alone taught one the correct tension. Too tight a 
winding produced a wooden effect when the bal! was struck or wou ld aus · 
the rubber to snap. Iftoo slack the ball was like a pudding. At the , ame t irn · 
we strove to make the ball 1.62 inches in diameter and 1.62 oun es in 
weight. Delicate experiment usually made this possible . 

The earlier balls of string and wood were covered with loth, or Elas to­
plast coaxed from the officer in charge of medica! supplies, but thi s pro ·ss 
was soon abandoned . T he new covers wcrc made of lea thcr cut in to 1 wo 
figures ?feight, similano tbos~ covcrin g a baseball. T hese w ·r · ·ar ·f'ull y 
sewn with thread or tw1n " wh1 h was not rcadily ava il nbk, or strands or 
cotton strcngth ·ncd with w:1x or C. ·rm,111 boot poli sh . 

Th. l ·ath ·r, on ·n ob1ai n ·d b ' Ull Îl1J'. 1•,ood s \1(1 ·s into pk . ·s , vnrk 1 Îll 
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thickness and quality. It was usually advisable to soak and stretch i~ before 
cutting the figures of eight according to tin patterns, cut to a fract10n of a 
millimetre of the right size. These had been shaped b~ one of the e~perts, 
possibly Norman Ryder who produced a detailed thesis on ball-maki.ng _for 
the benefit of the embryo practitioners. Very soon balls of astomshmg 
quality were appearing from t~e, so to ~peak, benches ofRyder ai:-d other~. 
An Australian, Samson, was highly skilled and one e~ample.ofhis work is 
in the Royal and Ancient museum at St Andrews. It is pr_ecisely.the same 
weight and size as a real golf ball, perfectly symmetncal, wnh cover 
stitching that would do credit to a machine. 

I did not rank with Ryder, Samson, Graham Hogg and others as a ball­
maker but mine were fairly close to the true mark. Shortly after the war 
Reginald Whitcombe and Alfred Perry played an exhibition match at 
Stockport, then my home club. I asked them to hit the balls I had brought 
back· they did so with drivers and both flew some 200 yards. Years later.! 
asked Nicklaus to try one. He refused for fear that it might burst, but to this 
day the one I have still bounces well. The other is in the Museum of the 
United States Golf Association in New Jersey. . . 

Such is my incompetence in matters domestic that my wife Jean still finds 
it hard to believe that the balls really were my own work. As far as I can 
recall making one took me about six hours as against Ryder'.s estima.te ?f 
four. Many a man laboured long over his ball and someumes, wn?m 
moments ofgoing on to the course, saw it soar out ofbounds over the wire. 
If he were lucky a passing guard might throw it back, a~d the guards on t~e 
watch towers occasionally used their field glasses to aid the search, but if 
the ball were lost there was ample time to make another. 

The perimeter of the camp was protected by a hig~ double-stage b.ar~ed 
wire fence. Any attempt to climb this could be met with a bullet bu~ ms.ide 
the main fence was a strip of no man's land bordered by a low .tnpwire. 
Entering this area was forbidden but so many ball~ fr?m the mcess~nt 
games went in that the Germans provided a few white Jackets. Donnmg 
one of these was tantamount to giving parole that no attempt to escape 
would be made and the balls could be retrieved. 

During these early months of golf the little mashie, often in the hands of 
strong, unskilled players, must have hit sev~ral hundr~d thousand shots. 
That it survived was a rare tribute to the quahty of the hickory an~ the firm 
of Patrick of Leven who, I think, were the makers. In the confusi~n when 
we were suddenly evacuated as the Russians advanced early m 1945 
someone may have taken it with him. I hope so: it deserved a place of 
honour in a museum. I brought back the first stecl-shalted cl~1b to reach th.e 
camp. It bore the name of ,jlbcrr llcron of slo and n.11ghty useful lt 

rrov ·d as ;in aid d11ring our ma rch in til · snow, l11 st11\ g ~' weck, to 
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Luckenwalde, the final camp for most of us. 
As the golfers wrote to various countries pleading for clubs a good 

supply was forthcoming. Norman Thomas and I had been adopted, in a 
manner of speaking, by a most attractive Danish girl, Doreen Wessel, who 
wrote to us and sent parcels. One of these consisted of ten clubs. Sadly, I 
never met the angelic Doreen, who married an American and went to live 
in Grosse Pointe, Michigan. 

Our joy at the arrival of these clubs can be imagined. All were hickory 
but in good condition and the pressure on the little mashie was greatly 
eased. Such had been the demand for clubs as the golfing fever spread that 
home-made affairs began to appear. Some were extraordinary contraptions 
fit fora museum but their creation revealed remarkable skill and patience. 
The shafts usually were carved from ice-hockey sticks and the heads 
fashioned from sections of water jugs or stovepipes melted down. The 
latter were found to be strong enough without being too heavy, and were 
not constantly breaking, but the Germans objected to their use and that 
source was abandoned. Of the clubs that survived regular use one was the 
work of a Canadian, Don Elliott, a useful golfer and of necessity a powerful 
one. His club, known as 'Abort Annie,' weighed about twenty ounces bul 
the best of these efforts was made by Lee Usher, an American from Iowa . 
As I recall his club was well balanced and strong. 

In the autumn of 1943 I wrote to the Royal and Ancient at St Andrews 
giving a brief account ofour golf and asking if they could spare a few club 
and balls. A copy of the letter was sent to Bernard Darwin who wrote of ou r 
efforts in one ofhis Country Lzfe commentaries . He mentioned instances of 
golf in unusual places in the First War including a prison camp wh erc 
young airmen were armed with cleeks. 'So erratic were their shots that on 
one occasion the German commandant, a portly and pompous old colon cl 
advanced to the middle of the playground, possibly to protest, and w~1 s 
driven into highly undignified flight. The airmen were no respecters of 
persons and pursued him relentlessly with a creeping barrage of Ic ·k 
shots. He did not apparently bear any malice; so there must have been one 
German colonel for whom something good could be said'. We venlurcci no 
such liberties at Sagan, at leas t not intentionally. 

Darwin ended his article by assuring readers that arrangemerns had be ·n 
ma?e by the R. and A. to send clubs and balls through the Red Cross. Tb ·y 
arnved and among them was th e stee l-shafted driver. Naturally it us · wus 
forbidden except fo r practise swinging but T used lO fcc l it longingly und 
wonder whcthcr I would ever hit a shot with il. The han e c::i mc on , bit 1 ·1 

wi nter day wh en ·v ··ryon<.: was inside and t h · ·amp d ·s T l ·d. l wen t toa f ~ 1 r 
orn er, alm o. t t rcmbling wit h :1111 icip:11 ion, and tl' ·d on · ort ht r ·a l go lf 

ba .lls whi b had ·om · wi th tlll" cl ubs fro111 St /\ndr ·ws. 
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The driver had an extremely whippy shaft iike those which Bing Cros by 
used and was quite unsuitable for me. However, I made a good c?ntact 
with the ball which soared away out of sight in a great slice over the kitchen 
building. Anxiously I waited for any indication that it might have hit 
something and then carne the inevitable plonk and tinkle ofbroken glass. 
The ball had crashed full pitch through a window and so startled the 
people in the room that they flung themselves to the floor_. In the deep 
winter silence they thought that a bullet was respons1ble. Greatly 
embarrassed I went to apologise, prepared to face any anger if I could 
reclaim the precious ball. It was given back to me but my stroke was the 
first and last ever hit with a driver at Sagan. 

By 1944 pleas for clubs had borne rich fruit. They carne from many 
countries, mostly neutral. One man received several new steel-shafted 
irons and eventually we had about a 100 clubs. Real golf balls were 
considered too dangerous to use except on special occasions such as an 
exhibition match when the course was cleared and the camp warned. And 
so in the naive belief that the balls would be less hurtful leather was 
substituted for the gutta-percha covers. Miraculously, no one was 
seriously hurt even though it was quite common for people to hit sho~s 
back and forth to one another, within a few yards of passers-by on the1r 
circuits of the camp. 

Within a few months of the golf starting over 300 people had played the 
course. Although the number on it at any one time had to be controlled the 
fever did not abate. All day long men were swinging clubs, practising or 
talking golf. O'Brien and Morgan particularly, and oth~r lesser experts, 
were much in demand for giving lessons and several pnsoners, who had 
never previously touched a club, were quite competent golfers when they 
returned home. After all they had reasonable tuition in the basics of grip, 
stance and are of swing and opportunity for practice. It was amusing to 
hear embryo golfers talking of draw and fade, weight transference, 
backspin and so on, within a few weeks of starting to pl_ay. 

Hitting approaches of up to 100 yards or more to the mmute browns was 
splendid training and I remember my first round or two on a proper course 
after the war. The greens looked enormous and I wondered how anyone 
could possibly miss them, but that illusion did not last long. Nevertheless 
many learned a great deal about the game and had also grown accustomed 
to playing in front of crowds. Quiet and well-behaved though they '!'_ere 
when an important match was in progress one was always aware of cr.1t1cal 
eyes and that, as most golfers will agree, is a great aid to concentration. 

Competitions of all kinds and challengc matches wt:rc frequent. In one 
such O'Brien and Samson challcngcd an y pair in the ca mp toa 36-hole 
lour. 0 111 • :1nc.I two 16-hol · sin gl ·s lo r a stak · of"fif't pound s. Th ·ba k\: rS 
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chose Morgan and Frame to play for them but after winning the foursome 
they lost both singles. 

In writing an account of this match for the camp newspaper, (a few 
sheets pinned to a notice board), I began to think that reporting games was 
the profession for me . Later that summer I wrote the story of the golf in our 
camp. Several of us thought it might be of interest at home but had no idca 
where to send it, then someone suggested Henry Longhurst. 

Everyone enjoyed his book, lt Was Good white lt Lasted and he looked an 
amiable soul from his pictures. First it had to be censored by the Germans 
and some unfortunate fellow had to plough through 14,000 words . Only 
one part, where I had made an oblique reference to the Wooden Horse, was 
deleted. The Germans probably thought the story reflected a contented Iifc 
for the prisoners; it may have done. There was no point in my being critica! 
of the conditions ifthe story was to reach England. It was duly mailed to 
Longhurst care ofhis publishers but little did I imagine that it would be a 
step towards fulfilling a dream. 

The winters in East Germany were too harsh for the regular playing ol 
outside games but most people found pursuits enough to pass the tim e. 
Many plunged into serious studies because by then it was possible to take 
exams in numerous subjects, not least law. I have no doubt that many a 
career was founded in those <lark years. Study was not easy in dcnsl:l y 
crowded quarters and needed exceptional determination and con cl: nl ­
ration if it were to be worthwhile. 

Neither of these gifts was my strong point but I did pass a Roya l So i ·ty 
of Arts examination in Spanish of about 0 level standard. The exa ms W\: rc 
as strictly invigilated as any at home and I was quite proud ofmy criili ­
cate, small achievement though it was. My teacher was John Til sk y, ;1 
prisoner since 1939, who had taught himself Spanish while in Gcrm an . 
l Ic started a class and bravely contrived to pass on his knowledgc but t 11 ·r · 
wcre no Spanish speakers in the camp and we lacked practi sc in onv ·rs 
at ion. 

Fo r many ofus bridge was an enormous boon, indeed a salvation in th · 
winter. I had little idea of the game when taken prisoner alth ough botlt 111 y 
p:.i rents were good players. At first our bridge in the camps wa s pn:tt 
111oderate to say the best ofitbut after a while many ofus studi cd in e<Jrn1:s1. 
Th · works of Ely Culbertson duly arrived and becamc ur bib! ·s. Da 
:dier day wc would play from ca rly afternoo n until mic.lni ght wh ·n til · 
li glits went out. Thcrc wcrc various rcgular s hoo ls, so mt: mor· ·a rn l·s 1 
1ll:111 othcrs, but thosc in whi hr was in volvcd pl aycd with all th . thotq ', '11 
11 11 d con ·ntr:.i ti on w · ould must ·r. Dini ul1 h;1nds w ·rl: ·111alys ·d , of1 L·11 
lori }' art ·r Lh · S 'SSio n h:1d 1:nJ ·d , and )'n1d11 :11l y scv ·r:tl of°u s i> 'l'iilll · :il 1ovv 
I Vl' ' :1g · pl :1yers us 1 rt·u li scd :il( •r t ht· wn 1. 



NOT ONL Y GOLF 

Fora long while George Murray Frame was my most frequent partner, 
his bridge as steady as his golf, and given a reasonable balance of the ca~ds 
we were usually victorious. We mastered Culbertso_n'.s system of askmg 
bids, long since supplanted by cue bids, but we found it mvaluable not only 
for bidding slams but for stopping short when they were not safely 
makable. Heaton Nichols and Jim Margrie were two other devotees. For 
two years I kept a record of my bridge, which is ofinterest regarding slams. 
In just over 2000 rubbers with various partners I made 24 grand slams a~d 
238 small slams. Obviously we missed some which were makable and bid 
others which were not, but over so long a period the average is probably a 
true guide. Every other form of cards w~s played in :he camp. but I a~ways 
preferred bridge. Ultimately the su~enor pl~yer w1ll preva1l even if the 
margin between him and the others is only shght. . 

One winter five of us played almost every day, cuttmg for partners after 
each rubber. One man was less reliable than the rest and inevitably was the 
only loser. We played for what now would be 1 Op a hundred, a consider­
able stake then but enough to prevent careless play. I think I won about f,70 
paid by cheques written on scraps of paper, all of which were honoured 

after the war. 
Early in 1945 we were happily involved in a game when the Germans 

carne rushing in and told us that we had until <lawn to leave the camp. The 
longed-for Russian advance had reached the Oder not far to :he east of us. 
The next morning we trailed off into the snow, not knowmg :Vhere we 
were going and carrying what we could on our backs o~ on rap1dly-made 
sleds. A vast amount of stuff including, someone esumated, over two 
million cigarettes was left in the camp. The journey was not pleasant but 
had its diverting moments. 

The second night out hundreds sought refuge in a church and I 
remember the mad scramble fora space to sleep. I managed a choir stall but 
one enterprising fellow made straight for the altar, knowing that it offered 
space for only one. He moved the cross to one end, hung his things on it 
and slumbered in peace. Little fires were alight in the churchyard as people 
heated tins but when we left the next morning there was no mess, nothmg 
out of place, no trace that the old church had truly been a sanc-

tuary. 
We spent another night in a glass factory which at least was warm, and 

the last of the journey in a stable on the Graf von Arnim's estate. The next 
morning brought a rare surprise in the shape of the Grafin . From notes 
made at the time and forgotten until I ventured upon this book 1 recall that 
she was attractive in her thirties, petite with light wavy hair and clea r grey 
cyes. he was wc~ring a sports shirt, a brown t ~ d oa t and short riding 
boots. Y ·ars of' en lo r cd abstin ·n · ha 1 not cnt1 r ·ly d1tlkd my awarcness 

\ (1 

OVER THE WIRE IS OUT OF BOUNDS 

offeminine appeal and she was the first woman I had spoken to in over four 
years. 

German guards were at hand but I chatted to her for quite a long whilc . 
She spoke freely of the Nazis, of the war and oftheir estate, and ofhow they 
would have to leave it soon in an Alfa Romeo towed by two horses because 
they had no petrol. One of the mares in the loosebox where we were talking 
was about to foal and as she crooned to it in German 1 realised that it was a 
different language to the coarse tongue 1 had been hearing for so long. She 
was apprehensive of the Russians, the local Communists and the Nazis; we 
are between three stools she said. 

The war seemed utterly remote in the morning stillness with the park, 
wintry and bleak, the lake and the great old trees all suggesting peace. On 
the top of the castle was a figure holding a spear which to me seemed a 
brave symbol of the dying world beneath. The incident depressed me and J 
wondered what would become of her, but soon we were in cattle truck on 
the way to Luckenwalde. It is strange how memory can reject th <.: 
unpleasant and until reading my brief notes I had forgotten that the 
conditions were ' the bloodiest I have ever seen - two hundred in a room 
with only two fires and three-decker beds. Many people with dysentcry, 
si kness and exhaustion. Felt OK myself; in fact the worse the condit ions 
the better mentally I have usually been.' Food was desperately short , a 
gr<.:a ter hardship for recent prisoners than for us, and 1 cannot remcmber 
;1ny games but we could see the fires ofBerlin, a dreadful, awesome sight. 

Although the end of the war was near we became increasingly uncasy 
whcn the Germans tried to evacuate us to the south. We were taken to t h · 
station and loaded into cattle trucks, (hommes 40, chevaux 8). The corr idor 
he t ween Russians and Americans was narrow and undcr onstant 
lmmbardment; our chances of passing through unscathed were remote but 
ln ri unately no engine was available and the journey was abandon<.:d . 1 
1 :11 1not recommend a cattle truck for sleeping quarters. We wcrc pa kcd in 
111< 1 the doors locked throughout the night. T ins were the nl y m ·ans or 
( 111 -ring for calls of nature and once 1 was wakened by a warm strca rn on 
111y lacc. A friend, as it happened, was stumbling past me int ·nding to 1 our 
tlll· ·nn tents of his tin through the window, but in the darkncss hnd Et ikd 
to lll> tice that the bottom of the tin was punctu red . 

D11 ring the lovcly spring days wc hr~ard tha t Pn:sidcnt Roosi:vcl t h:1d 
dtl·d and thcn to our rc licf ame the order to re turn to the ·amp . ïï 1l' 
1•,11 11 1ds by th ·n mo ·tly w ·r · eld erl y Vollu r11 r111 , Dad's Anny ty1 ·s, and 
'•( v1·111 ! t im ·s on t h1.: wa lk ba k to 1 h · -:1m r w · s1opp ·d so 1hn1 th ·y 1111 g h1 

1 ( '" T hcrc was not h in1• aggr ·ss ivi: or unpl ·:is:i nt ubn ut th ·111 and w · pit 1n l 
1111 11 11 11111 ·d1a1c (utu n:. ' l' li r Ru s~ 11111 s w · Il· v ·1y n ·: 11 and 1hl· ni 1l y u1111 ~ 1· 

ll1 1 t 11 1· o ld J',u :11 d s w: 1 ~ to fk c w h it Il t lll'y tl id :-.00 11 :il t ·1 wn 1 tl ~, k :1v 111 g t lll' 
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camp unprotected. This was an eerie time for it seemed possible that some 
bloody-minded character might take it upon himselfto have a go at us. One 
night a fighter aircraft screamed low over the camp, cannons blasting, and 
I well remember the crashes as men toppled out of the top bunks, but the 
shells fell far away. 

A few mornings later we were woken by the sound ofRussian tanks and 
armoured vehicles roaring into the camp and had a first sight of their 
formidable fighting females . The Russian attitude was not unreasonable. 
We were allowed to wander freely outside the camp but soon learned to 
identify ourselves quickly as British or American; there were several 
instances of others being shot. When we heard that the war in Europe was 
over a few of us gathered in what had been a German officer's house to hear 
Churchill's V-E Day speech. Most of the group had been prisoners for four 
years and more and had become thoroughly cynical and jaded in their 
outlook. As the great voice died away there was no excitement, no 
explosion of joy and relief. As 1 recall it the silence was broken by a harsh 
voice saying 'Well that rat fuck's over!' 

For millions it was but not qui te for us. Days and weeks passed without 
sign of repatriation. An American convoy of 100 trucks carne from the Elbe 
hoping to take the British and Americans away. Maybe they neglected to 
ask permission from the Russians; we were in their territory. Whatever the 
reason the Russians posted armed guards by the trucks to prevent anyone 
boarding them. No one did but many left the camp and made their own 
way to the Elbe about 100 miles away. As far as I know most of them 
arrived safely, but 1 and other old lags were taking no such chances. We 
might have clone had we known, as I heard after reaching England, that the 
Russians were considering repatriating us by way of Odessa or, worse, 
making us work because apparently Russian prisoners had been made to 
work in France or somewhere. Happily we knew nothing of this and the 
early summer dragged on. 

Every day civilian refugees of numerous nationalities streamed in to the 
camp. Many from Berlin were striving to getto the south, among them an 
English girl named Thomas who had married a German before the war and 
had survived the final bombardment of Berlin. If I remember rightly she 
had children with her; and I have often wondered how she fared . 

At last the Russians relented and took us to the Elbe in trucks . We were 
handed over to the Americans who, as I recall the week we spent with 
them, were kind enough without being over-welcoming. Many of us 
looked pretty scruffy and to some Americans must have appeared as a 
bunch of 'Goddam L imeys'. We were very browned off by thcn and one 
heard rcmarks such as ' Wc'vc been prisoners ort he Gcrma ns, the H.ussians 
<1nd th . /\ 111 ·ri ' ll 11 S hut wa it till th Brit ish g1: t hold or 11 s!' As it proved wc 
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need have had no fears; the reception centre at Cosford was splendidly 
organised. The Americans flew us to Brussels where we expected to wait 
for a night, but just as some of us were planning to celebrate our first 
glimpse of civilisation we were hastened on our way home. 

One memory of those strange times which will never fade was of the 
flight back to England. For years one had longed for the day when the 
English coast carne into view again, never doubting that it would. As wc 
crossed the North Sea on a perfect evening late in May, I stood behind the 
pilots of the Dakota waiting for the coast to appear and feeling nothing but 
a massive anticlimax . 

For years one had lived a cocooned sort of existence, completely 
screened from all the normal problems of everyday life. Short of esca ping 
one had no control over one's destiny. One never had to think of raxes, 
rates, bills, transport of any kind, looking after a family, pursuing a carec r 
or tending a garden. If the Germans wanted to shuttle you round the 
country there was nothing you could do about it. 

Gradually one carne dangerously close to being so conditioned to lilt: as u 
prisoner that any interruption was resented. l became sharply awarc oîthis 
one day in 1944. Very occasionally the Germans organised walks outsid · 
the camp; the prisoners signed a parole that they would not attempt to 
escape and little parties with a guard would go out into the country lort wo 
or three hours. I went only once because it disturbed life's trivia! rout in t: 
and I was relieved to be back in the camp again. 

T hat evening in the aircraft I knew there was no retreat from rea lit y and 
t hat I had to face whatever lay ahead, to make decisions and to a C(:pt 
rcsponsibility. The prospect was disturbing yet, emotional though 1 u111 , 
t he re were no tears, no lump in the throat as we crossed the coast. 

We landed at Dunsfold in Surrey, and almost before 1 trod ut last on 
English soil a W AAF armed with a flit gun or some such wcapon squ i rt ·d 
powdcr up my trouser legs and jacket sleeves . We may have looked od 1 bui 
w · were not lousy . Neither did a long night train journcy to Cosli.ird 
qu i ken a joyous sense of return but, as I have said, the re c.:pt ion was mos t 
dlicicnt. Within twelve hours I was released on six months' lcav · and a 
1 ousin , who Jived in Wolverhampton collected me. l stayed th · ni r ht wi t li 
111111 but not until I joined my parents the ncxt morning was 1 rully s ·nsit iv · 
to 1h · impac t ofhomecoming. 

In wri ting about prison camp liîc r have dweil on the li gbtcr skie.: b 'C~lll S. 
1 l1t· games had a decis ive inOucn " on my fut ure.:. I have sa id li11 k ort ht· 
l 11 1sl Iat ion, th e.: horror or th' un know n St:nt c.: n c, t hL: :1W ft ti \one l11ll'SS 1l l 

"1' 1111 whi ·h ould lead to d ·s p;1ir and tb · anxkt ahtH 1t l:1111 il y, 
111 1111 ul :1r ly f'o r thos · wil o m:irri ·d shor1I b ·f()1L· lw i11 1•, t:rkt·11p11so11 t· 1 :111d 
1 :11 1 l' ly kll L'W 1lici1· wives . 'l'li (' l' l" wnl' 11 0 visi1s fro 111 lr iL·11ds 01· 1 L· l 11 11 0 1 1 ~ 
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and no journalists or reformers eager to record complaints. I som~ti~es 
wonder what those who show far greater concern for .the welfare of v1.c~ous 
criminals than for their innocent victims would thmk of the cond1tions 
endured by prisoners of war . 

d () 

CHAPTER3 
IT'S NOT WRAT YOU KNOW 

A prisoner once declared that when he got home he would find a naked 
woman, cover her in condensed milk and slowly lick it away. Such visions, 
and even less exotic ones like the enormous rich meals one planned to eat, 
swiftly vanished. Some may have found a woman willing to enjoy or 
endure such an experiment, but for the majority of us it was sufficient to 
know that food and feminine companionship were available. For years I 
had longed for bacon and eggs, a simple enough repast, but on the first day 
back I could not finish a modest portion. The stomach had shrunk and I 
had no real appetite I was always wanting little snacks - probably as an 
assurance that I never need be lastingly hungry again. After years of 
sleeping on a straw palliasse, which soon lost its resilience, I could not 
sleep on a mattress and used a hard camp bed instead. Relatives had been 
warned that their loved one might behave oddly for a while and 1 
remember my mother's impassive face when, unaware that she was 
nearby, 1 swore as I never would have done normally. 

Aside from such lapses and quirks it was remarkable how easily most 
prisoners settled to the ordinary ways oflife. Driving was no problem and 
after a briefrefresher course I was flying again. Physically all was well but I 
carne to realise that the confinement had left more lasting effects, restless­
ness and increasing impatience. My remaining spell in the RAF and 
thereafter all the travelling involved in covering golf and other games 
appeased the restless side but not the impatience. 

Por most of my life impatience, often with myself, has been the root 
r:1use of almost every stupid thing I have said and done, including the 
hi11 ing of bad golf shots. 1 have an unreasoning horror of queues, tra!Ttc 
jams, even the most trivia! delays. I am told that not so long ago when an 
:111onymous protèssional was tak ing an age over three putts T said with 
~ll llll' feeling, 'Doesn't he realisc that my lifc is ·bbing away?' Drcad of 
lmrl·dom is :i sympto1n ol' ga th ·ring y ·ars and a go ll' ·r who go ·s through 
111 ~ dr ·~1ry routilll· l)(°111arki11)',, l'ie:111i11g, olh:11 un11l·ccssar il , and li11 i11g the 
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ball maker's name towards the hole is a supreme instance of the modern 
games-playing bore. 

At the out set of the war I had no thought of middle age; regrets had not 
taken the place of dreams. Then, all too swiftly afterwards, one was forty 
and no birthday since, even fifty or sixty, has depressed me more: Many 
others who had lived the curiously suspended, detached, almost t1meless 
existence of the prisoner of war must have wondered where their youth had 
gone. Naturally one was anxious to compensate for the lost time. 

Within days of arriving home I was wondering if I could find a job 
writing about games, preferably cricket or golf. I wrote to Henry 
Longhurst, then a Member of Parliament, wh.o invited me to din~ with his 
wife Claudine and himself in the House. Stra1ghtaway I was fascmated by 
the sharpness ofhis mind and the wonderfully quick wit which delighted 
people the world over for a generation and more . . . 

Henry could not have received a stranger more kmdly. He explamed 
how he had tried to interest the Red Cross in publishing the story of the 
prison camp golf in booklet form. He had thought, and I am sure he was 
right, that it could have been a profitable venture for them but they 
refused. I stressed my anxiety to become a golf correspondent and Henry 
said that the prospects might be good later. Little did I think then that he 
and I would spend many enjoyable times together in many different places 
in the years to come. 

Soon afterwards Henry arranged for me to meet Henry Cotton who had 
long been a distant hero. He was living in the Dorchester, was immediately 
sympathetic and later wrote an article about the Sagan golf in the old Sport 
and Country magazine. These meetings were exciting for one who 
previously had no contact with the golfing establishment, and further 
encouragement was at hand. 

My father had received a letter from an old friend, William Renison, a.n 
eminent Scottish artist well known for his etchings. He did one of Glam1s 
Castle as a personal Christmas card for the Duchess of York shortly before 
she became Queen. Renison had read an article in the Glasgow Herald by 
Sam McKinlay who asked if any of his readers had played golf in curious 
places during the war . 

I wrote to McKinlay telling him of my experiences and he asked me to 
write a short account of the golf at Sagan. I did so and we arranged to meet. 
He was still serving in the RAF at Medmenham and after lunch we played 
at Beaconsfield. I was much impressed by his golf; he was still one of the 
foremost Scottish amateurs, had played in the 1934 Walker Cup match and 
in 194 7 reached the semifinal of the Amateur championship at Carnoustie. 
L ater M cKinl::iy gave me an int roduction to Robert Browning, who edited 
Golfi11g ror S011l . ron y ycars. Th . kindn ·ss on M Kinlay 's part lcd toa 
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happy association with the magazine lasting many years . Browning, a 
delightful, cultured man and one of the game's most distinguished 
historians, published my prison golf story in five consecutive issues. I was 
heartened, but Browning could hold out no prospects of a job. Of necessity 
staffs on periodicals and newspapers were small and at that time there was 
no room for inexperienced beginners. 

In the event I decided to extend my short service commission for another 
four years. Having completed various courses I was posted to 31 Squadron 
on the old Hendon airfield. We existed as a communications service for the 
Air Ministry as it was then. Either we would provide an aircraft for 
someone to use himself or, ifhe were nota pilot, one ofus would chauffeur 
him. We were a small friendly group, mostly flight lieutenants, could fly 
when we wished and the West End was only twenty minutes away by tube. 
Quite often I would fly to Ringway, the nearest airport to my home, for the 
weekend. In all it was a pleasant life which suited me admirably. Now the 
field has almost vanished beneath buildings and often when passing I can 
hardly believe that I took off from there 150 times or more. Even in the late 
forties the field was surrounded by buildings, but we hardly gave a thought 
as to what might happen if the single engines of our little Procters were to 
cut before we were high enough to turn back. Happily no such emergency 
befell us. 

Many people's lives are changed as a result of chance meetings and one 
such probably had a decisive effect on mine. The Hendon Golf Club had 
generously given the courtesy of their course to the squadron. One day our 
adjutant, Ken Brabner, and I were playing there and I mishit my approach 
to the first green. I dropped another ball which finished through the green 
and when we were halfway up the second fairway I remembered that I had 
not recovered the bal!. I hurried back, passing two girls who were playing 
behind us. Thereafter some chatter, carefully contrived on our part, 
ensued and we invited them for a drink in the clubhouse. The parents of 
one of the girls, Gillian Long, a lively attractive person, joined us and this 
led to a lasting friendship with the family. They were most kind to me 
during my time at Hendon and Gillian Prentice, as she became not long 
afterwards, and her husband John are among our closest friends. 

Kingsley Long, Gill's father, was on the staff of The People and for many 
years wrote the 'Man of the People' feature . He was a gentle, retiring man 
and 1 would never have suspected that he was the author of 'No Mcan 
C ity', a story set in the Glasgow slums and told to Long by L\Jcxandcr 
M Arthur who had lived therc . The book was fa r more outspoke n than 
was r:1shionablc in the thirti cs and be amc as •n ·ationa l best sc ll ·r. Lt was 
reprint ·d numcrou s t im ·s and many y ·nrs aflcrwarJ s [ .ong's daught ·r was 
still r · · ·ivi11g royalli ·~. 
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Perhaps because I had settled back into the RAF and had some domestic 
problems besides I had almost forgotten about writing. A year and more 
must have passed when I asked Long if he would introduce me to John 
Addison, sports editor of The People. A lunch was arranged and Addison 
agreed that I could report a rugby match for the paper on Saturdays. This 
was a beginning hut there were other matters to be resolved. 

A few months after arriving at Hendon I was promoted to squadron 
leader. My immediate reaction was one of dismay because it meant that I 
would have to be posted. There was no vacancy at Hendon for a squadron 
leader and I was anxious to remain near London. Neither Group nor 
Command headquarters could help and it seemed that I was destined for 
Yorkshire. Channels had failed; the last chance was a direct approach. 

Many officers of high rank used our aircraft. Group Captain 'Gus' 
Walker, now Air ChiefMarshall Sir Augustus, was a regular customer. By 
strange coincidence when we moved to Norfolk twenty years later we 
found that the Walkers had a house at Brancaster and we became firm 
friends. One of the famous Atcherley twins also used our aircraft and I 
ventured to ask him ifhe had a vacancy in his department at the Ministry. 
He <lid not hut said he would do what he could. His kindness in taking 
immediate action was typical of that I always encountered in my few 
dealings with very senior RAF officers. 

A few days later the head of the Air Historical Branch, then based in a 
house in Cadogan Gardens, telephoned to say that he could make use of 
me. For the three remaining years of my service I led what amounted toa 
civilian life in Chelsea, while still being able to fly quite often. I was 
occupied mostly with writing a monograph on the airbome landings in 
Europe and had an office to myself until another man carne to share the 
room. He was Mervyn Mills, eventually author of several novels and a 
much more gifted historian than I was. Later he told me that I did not 
warmly welcome his intrusion on my solitude, hut I soon had the sense to 
recognise a kindred spirit and another enduring friendship was bom. 

Researches for my task involved a trip to Normandy to examine the 
dropping zones used in the D-day operations. One aftemoon as I was about 
to take offfrom Carpiquet I recalled my mother having spoken of a holiday 
she had spent at Dinard. I suggested to my companions, Johnny Bailey, 
another pilot, and Dick Davies, a historian, that we take a look at Mont St 
Michel. In doing so we greatly increased our flying time to Rouen where 
we planned to stay the night, hut we arrived there and landed at Madrillet, 
then a little private field. 

On enquiring whether we could refuel I was told that as a military 
aircraft wc would have ro gct written pcrmi ssion from the British onsul. 1 
rem ·mbcr that Bail ·y and T both thou ght th at this woul<l lx n1th t r a bore. 
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Surely we had enough petrol to reach Paris? But common sense prevailed 
and thank God it <lid in the light of what was to happen the next day. We 
went to the consulate and found the consul, normally an amiable soul, in 
testy mood. !t was a Sunday and he was ha ving trouble struggling out of his 
consular uniform after attending an official ceremony. 

However, he gave us a chit for the petrol and, as an afterthought, 
suggested that we go to a cocktail party that aftemoon in the Ecole des 
Beaux Arts. We arrived and two girls, secretaries at the consulate were 
deta~led to look a~ter us. They were attractive and one, I though~, was 
partlcularly fetchmg. Jean Stewart was bom in Rouen, one of two 
daughters of a Scottish father who had lived in France since the First War 
and a French mother. ' 

As a British citizen her father was intemed in Saint Denis near Paris 
until the Germans left France. Her mother suffered the same fate for 
several months, thus Jean and her elder sister, Gladys, were alone. Becausc 
of their age Madame Stewart was released hut not allowed to return to 
Ro~en which was considered a military zone. For a while they Jived in 
Pans and t~e:eafter Chaumont, suffering the privations and dangcrs 
shared by milhons under the German occupation. 

I was soon aware that she had a lively, perceptive mind and an ironi 
scnse of humour., qualities she was to need in full measure in the years 
ahead. Her Enghsh was stronger than my French, not that any languagc 
problems would have arrested my pursuit which continued that year by 
way of the packet from Newhaven to Dieppe. 

As we had decided to stay a second night in Rouen I wanted to see if the 
nircraft was safely bedded down and to check the ;efuelling. Hoping to 

rn nfir~ what. I hoped was a favourable impression I asked Jean if sh · 
would hke a füght. Somewhat to my surprise she agreed; we took a taxi to 
1 h · :11rfield and I made a careful circuit of the city. She had f1own beforc 
1111<.l I am ~ure my tactic <lid not influence her to consider marriagc, but it 
w:1s amusmg to have taken one's intended fora flight within an hour or so 
of havmg met her for the first time. 

Wc wcre married in January in the Holy Trinity Church in loant.: 
St r · ·t. As the bri~e had_ no convenient male relative Mcrvyn Mill s 
i:11v · her away, poss1bly w1th reluctance because he had not then met the 
1lin1111ing Frcnchwoman who was to bccome a splcndid wifc to him . W · 
1·11 I ·d in a mcws flat which was wherc the Carlton Towcr J fot 1 now 

•1111 1uls and bcgan to wonder what the futurt.: held . I had littlc more thnn a 
y 1·11 1 Il ·fort: my commission cxpircd and my appli a1ion lor a pcrman ·nt 
11 111· lind b ·tn turncd down . This was not surprising. Although I passL·d 1h · 
lll l'l l1 rn l l l'S [S lo r nying, ll l 3 1 was I' ·11i11g on lro111 :1 ( k n ·rul Dutks vit·w 
111 11111 :111d 1ny sc rvi ·e r · ·ord slrnwcu a t ompktr bln11k lhr Ji ve yr: ir:-1 . /\ ~ J 
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have said before an apparent disappointment proved to be an enormous 
blessing. 

Three days before our marriage I had covered my first rugby match for 
The People and I remember the feverish search through the sports pages to 
see if it had been used. Suddenly, there it was, about 150 words on a 
London Welsh match at Herne Hill. Thereafter I covered several more 
matches and when the summer carne the sports editor was good enough to 
let me do some cricket. During a match at Lord's, notable for a pleasing 
innings by Cyril Washbrook, I met Denys Rowbotham, cricket 
correspondent of the Manchester Guardian as in those days it was call ed. A 
week or so later I spent an evening with Charles Burton, long a familiar 
Fleet Street figure, who wrote regularly for the Guardian. He arranged for 
me to cover a match at Bournemouth, where Jack Robertson and Bill 
Edrich scored centuries, and subsequently regular soccer matches, but the 
most significant event was to come. 

The 1949 Ryder Cup match was at Ganton and I was to cover it for The 
People. A friend at Hendon flew me to Driffield whence I made my way by 
bus. The days at Ganton were wonderfully exciting for me. Hogan was 
there as nonplaying captain, still recovering from the accident that almost 
killed him earlier that year and only able to walk a short distance. The 
British played splendidly in winning three of t~ie four foursomes and 
Charles Whitcombe, the captain, was pardonably optimistic afterwards. 
But I have no doubt that Hogan had some cool plain words for his team 
that evening. They tore from the gate the next morning in the singles, 
produced some devastating golf and only Dai Rees and Jimmy Adams 
could win for Britain. I had seen a great deal that I wanted to get off my 
chest and the space in The People was nowhere near enough so I decided to 
write a full account for my own benefit. It was mightily fortunate that I did 
so, as I discovered months later. 

The week after the Ryder Cup I was due to cover the final of the News of 
the World matchplay championship for The People. The Guardian had also 
asked me to report a football match at Charlton on the same day. So 
desperately keen was I not to imperil any contact that I decided to try to do 
both. Walton Heath is no mean distance from Charlton and I did not have a 
car. The old Standard that I had bought for .ll2.50 from a breaker's yard in 
Cambridge in 1940 had been cherished through the war by my parents but 
when Jean and I were living in the heart of London we decided to sell. It 
fetched fl 35. Thus, on that awful Saturday I was tied to public transport . 

We lived near Lingfield and having travelled to Wal ton Heath I watched 
the morning round between Cotton and Rees, raced across London and 
arrived at Charlton in time for the kickofT. Luckily Middlesbrough were 
the vi , itors and th · qui ksilv ·r g ·niu , or M:rnnion gave m · the basis of an 
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article, and inspired an easy win for his team. I left at half time and was 
back at Walton Heath as the final holes were being played. Again I was 
lu_cky. The match went to the 36th where Rees won, and gave me the 
chmax for The People piece. Having telephoned this I hastened back to the 
Guardian office in Fleet Street, completed my football piece with the aid of 
evening newspapers and left it to be wired the next day to Manchester 
where all the printing was then done. Not for years did anyone save Jean, 
who greeted an exhausted husband some time after midnight know of my 
absurd double _act, but it sufficed, and I was quietly pleased with myself. 

In the followmg weeks I covered several more matches for the Guardian. 
As these were always on Saturdays they did not conflict with my work in 
the Historica! Branch. It was then arranged that I should meet Larry 
Montague, the sports editor, for the first time. The headquarters of the 
paper, until 1961, was in Manchester and I shall never forget the dark 
winter afternoon as we talked over tea in the Old Rectory Club. 

. My first impression of Montague was of a genial and yet slightly forbid ­
dmg person, as I was to discover he could be when the occasion demanded . 
Denys Rowbotham was also there and after some genera! chat I asked 
Montague ifl could possibly write golf for the paper. Fortunately I had 
brou?ht the long piece I had written about the Ryder Cup match the 
prev10us autumn. I passed it to Montague remarking as I did so that I had 
brought my music. The phrase was typical of the trite remarks that leap to 
the ~ongue wh_en on~ is as apprehensive as I was, but Montague said 
nothmg and sw1ftly sk1mmed through the article. I remember thinking that 
he was not giving it his full attention but learned later that he was '111 

uncommonly fast reader. He handed it back and simply said 'I like golf 
written like that.' Not long afterwards he made the decision thnt 
transformed my life. 



CHAPTER4 
UNDER MONTAGUE 

Early in 1950 Montague planned the events 1 was to report during the 
coming season, even to the approximate length 1 would have to write . 
What magie reading the names of the places made to one who had never 
visited any ofthem before - Deal, Newcastle, County Down, St Andrews, 
Troon, Birkdale, Formby and Carnoustie. A whole new world was 
unfolding, a wonderful summer world fulfilling the dreams ofyouth. 1 was 
to cover cricket as well during the weeks after the Open, when there was 
less important golf than there is nowadays . 1 knew that unless 1 failed the 
greater part of my working life thereafter would be spent in the good air 
and in beautiful places, and that never again would 1 be lastingly confined 
in an office, save for occasional spells in the winter. 

1 was exceptionally fortunate in starting and remaining for almost thirty 
years with a serious and in the early days even austere paper. 1 wanted no 
part of sensational journalism with its magnification of the trivial, but 
simply to write about the games themselves, the way they were played and 
their settings. Never had 1 thought of myself as a journalist in the complete 
sense of the term. 1 did not have the essential curiosity or persistence to any 
great degree, or the desire to intrude upon people's private lives. 

Neither did 1 have the breadth ofinterests that make a good reporter and 
as such 1 would not have been considered fora job with the Guardian. My 
only claim was as a specialist writer and so Montague was prepared to give 
mea chance. Long afterwards 1 asked him whether he had not taken a risk. 
He said that he had not, that he could see 1 was passionate about certain 
games, reasonably able to express myself and that, where necessary, my 
writing could be schooled to the Guardian style which was more strictly 
observed then than it is now. 

It did not take long to realise how lucky 1 had been mainly because of 
being, through coincidence rather than contrivance, in the right place at 
the right time. When 1 appeared the Guardian did not have a regular golf 
correspondent . Eric Prain had over cl th 1948 s ·ason and 1 h ·Manchester 
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Evening News writer had done both jobs the following year, too great a 
burden for him. Had the Guardian had their own man there would have 
been no opening for me. 

The first golf tournament 1 covered for the Guardian was the Assistants 
championship at Worsley. Happily it coincided with my terminal leave 
from the RAF. Memories of those days still linger, not least the kindness 
shown toa newcomer by other writers; Freddie Pignon of the Daily Mail, 
Bill Guild of the Yorkshire Post and Geoffrey Cousins of the old Star 
immediately come to mind. For many years Cousins, as secretary, did 
sterling work in founding excellent relations between the Golf Writers 
Association and the various governing bodies and, at this writing, is as 
active an octogenarian as anyone 1 know. 

The late Harry Weetman won the championship with much to spare and 
completed the process by holing in one with his last stroke. When he saw 
his seven-iron shot roll into the hole Weetman strolled to the clubhouse 
without going to the green nearby. 1 have never heard of another instance 
of a man finishing a 72-hole event, or any other for that matter, in such 
spectacular fashion. Weetman's massive strength and beautiful putting 
were the basis of a notable career, but of the others who competed at 
Worsley only Peter Butler and Bernard Hunt reached the game's highcst 
places and remained there for many years. 

Although obviously on trial 1 do not recall feeling anxious; it seemed to 
me that reporting a golftournament, when given the ample space of those 
days, was simply a matter of producing comment about certain playe rs 
some run of play, and of never forgetting to tell the reader about the 
weather and its effect on the course, and what the setting was like. There is 
little point in praising an eagle ifthe player reaches the green with a dri ve 
and a medium iron, without saying that the fairway was fast and the wind 
helping, but even today such facts are often ignored. 

1 was confident that 1 could become a golf correspondent; nonethclcss l 
was hoping fora word from Montague that he was satisfied. None ca m • fo r 
several weeks. 1 realised later that he spared praise and did not criti isc 
unless strongly moved to do so and that his silence implied confiden c in 
me. Montague never interfered with his correspondents. On c he had 
appointed me, inexperienced though 1was,1 never feit that he was lookin g 
over my shoulder. Gradually 1 knew that I was trusted as the man on th · 
spot, best able to judge what was happening. Obviously he and hi s 
su cessors as sports editors would make suggestions for articles and wo1ild 
usk fo r comment on topica! affairs or items of new but in thirty yea rs 1 was 
11 ·ver told how to approa h or dea l with a daily n:port . No on · ·v ·r sa id 
'That must be your unglc, gel quotes îrom so and so, or bui lt! 11p so m ·n11 r 
·Is·.' Ncv·r wc r · 01w's :1 1t ic lcs 1 ~·w 1 i 1t ·11 , snv ·i n 1h · ·a11 s · of'grnm11111r . 
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There was always a feeling of freedorn and no newspaper writer could 
expect more. 

Before I started Montague told me never to strive to write an exceptional 
piece every day, advice which was often a comfort when I knew that at best 
my article was moderate. He also said that if ever I felt tired or stale to ~et 
him know, and take a day off. I never did. Although there were no Contm­
ental events which involved much travelling or planning, my schedule was 
demanding. Week after week I travelled about Britain, loving the feeling of 
exploration and completely absorbed in the golf. 

Jean meanwhile spent some time in France during which I had been to 
Newcastle, County Down and seen the Vicomtesse de Saint-Sauveur, as 
she then was, win the British championship. So taken was I with the dark 
grace and beauty of her golf, against a setting in all its Maytime glory, that 
Denys Rowbotham threatened to send my wife a wire saying that it was 
high time she returned. 

When we did reunite, while I was at a tournament in Worthing, we had 
been apart for eight weeks. Fora while we fel~ like st_rangers to one an_othe~ . 
I determined that this would not happen agam and lt never has. Unhke h1s 
cricketing counterpart, who might be on tour for months, the golf 
correspondent rarely has to be away from home for as much as a month. 
Two or three weeks would usually suffice even for trips to America. 

Before that first summer was over Jean was undergoing what must have 
been an alarming readjustment. Never having lived in Britain before, her 
contact with sport had been confined to a little gentle lawn tennis . Golf, 
cricket and the football games were total mysteries and she had married a 
man whose life, by force of circumstance and inclination, was to be 
possessed by them. In those early days she must have_ needed all her 
reserves ofloyalty and patience to survive. Fortunately, as lt proved, after a 
few lessons she decided not to play golf. Our lives therefore have not been 
totally submerged by the game hut she was quick to appreciate its fascin­
ation while regarding it objectively. In time she carne to know the famous 
players - Palmer, Nicklaus, Thomson and others - socially, and as 
human beings rather than as golfing gods. She was quick to detect feet of 
day and if I were to become too emotio~al about s_omeo~e she_ could 
provide an essential tempering effect and still does. D1scuss1ons _w1th h~r 
have often been more valuable than with someone greatly expenenced m 
playing the game. . . . 

As a freelance that first year I was paid five gumeas a day mcludmg all 
expenses except travelling; it seems a minute figure now hut we managed 
and Montague saw to it that, with the odd cricket match I hardly had a 
spare moment. Winter was a different matt er. A weckly so ' ·r match and 
an o ns ional arti Ie brought in v ·ry litt 1 ·. By t h ·n wc hacl rnoved to 
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Stockport where we shared my mother' s largish house. She had been living 
alone since my father's death in 1945, only a few months after rny return 
from Germany. This was a great sadness; he was a singularly fine character 
and an uncommonly gentle person for all that he was not without temper. I 
have always wished that he could have lived until the Guardian days began ; 
he would have loved the association with the games. 

One day during 1951 a friend, Tom Gribbin, who was news editor of the 
Daily Express in Manchester, suggested that I write rugby league for the 
Sunday E xpress who would pay double the fees I was getting frorn the 
Guardian for soccer matches. I could not afford to refuse the kindly offer, 
hut this time I was apprehensive. My previous experience of the game was 
confined to watching two matches . 

I liked Archie Freedman, the editor of the Scottish Sunday Express, and 
begged him to let me go to several matches unannounced so that I could get 
the fee! of the game, hut they jumped the gun. In no time there were 
posters round the grounds hearing my somewhat sickly-looking 
countenance and signature. I was terrified hut could not protest furthcr 
and remember arriving for matches at places like Wigan, Castleford or t 
H elens with a handkerchief to my face ho ping that no one would recognise 
me. M y reports duly appeared in the paper hut exposure of rny ignoran e 
was inevitable, and I quote from a letter which began 'my many friends and 
myselfhave been wondering what qualifications, if any, you have to cover 
Rugby League ... if there was a bar at least we could possibly understand 
your account' and so on. An article in the Rugby League R eview was more 
damning. Referring to one story which I had been told in good faith but did 
not have time to check, the writer remarked 'It is a long while since R . L. 
fo llowers enjoyed a joke such as a certain PWT (careful with that hyph n, 
Mr Printer) perpetuated in the august columns of the SE the other weck ', 
and there was more. 

1 was also, and rightly, taken sharply to task in a rugby league paper lor tl 
story headed 'Irish star turns down "pick your club" offer', in whi h 1 
wrote that a leading rugby union player had been approached to turn 
professional. 1 vaguely rernember that rny information carne through th · 
'11 nday Express and that I had no time to check the original sour e. Ilad 1 

done so it would not have appeared under rny name. I was more aref'ul 
thereafter. 

One winter day I was making my way over the nowy Pennin 'S to l1 

match in Yorkshire when 1 had to seek ornfort in a ways ide ca fl:, wh ' r · to 
1•,r ·et me in the loo were sq uares of newspaper ready for use. Th · fir st 1 o 
hnn<l was on · contain ing rny arti · i ·for t h ·pr ·v ious wc ·k. This s · ·rn ·d n 
f111 ing ·pit aph toa ·arcc r asa rugby l ·aguccorn:spond ·111 whi ·l1 ,: tlthou 1•.lt 
1 did 11 01 lrnow it at th e IÎ111 l:, wns 10 l' IHI :1 1 Wig;in ·;1rly th ~· fh llowi111 '. 
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season. To my boundless relief Montague told me tha t there was a vacancy on 
the Guardian sports staff. I bid farewell to the Sunday Express who had been 
very kind but as far as rugby league was concerned I was not their man. 

Montague said that the Manchester Guardian offered f,700 a year, I think 
it was, but that ifl liked to ask for f,750 I would get it. One afternoon he sat 
at his desk writing a letter offering the f,700 while simultaneously at 
another desk I wrote to him saying I would appreciate f,750. This was my 
first experience of Montague's preference for writing notes to his staff, 
even though they might only be a few feet away. 

Soon after joining the staff I carne to regard Larry Montague with 
increasing admiration and affection. He was a son of C. E. Montague, a 
distinguished writer on the Guardian, author and critic, who had married a 
daughter of C. P. Scott. He was educated at St Edward's School in Oxford 
and at Balliol and his love for the paper, its nature and traditions can rarely 
have been equalled and were imbued in his staff. His writing had a classic 
simplicity; his mind was remarkably swift and lucid and he had a rare gift 
for organisation. 

I doubt that a keener intelligence ever directed the sports pages of a 
newspaper, and I used to think that the task was hardly worthy ofhis gifts. 
Certainly, I cannot believe that any sports editor ever had a broader 
knowledge of games. Athletics, at which he had excelled, and rugby 
football were his great passions but he was almost equally conversant with 
all the other games, including real tennis, fives squash, billiards and even 
pigeon racing. When he had time to spare he was an avid golfer using what 
was once described as 'a Basque wood-chopper's grip'. 

The standards Larry Montague expected of his staff could be exacting, 
even spartan, but he never asked anything of anyone that he would not do 
himself. His enthusiasm for whatever task was at hand was boundless and 
above all he was considerate and kind, but he could be ruthless. I recall a 
contributor who wrote appealing accounts of London football matches. 
Everyone, including Montague, liked them but, like everyone else's copy, 
they sometimes had to be cut. The writer sent a message to Montague in 
Manchester complaining ofthis even though he was warned by a member 
of the London staff not to do so. Within moments a wire fizzed back from 
Montague saying that the writer's contributions would no langer be 
required and they were not. Montague would not tolerate criticism from 
someone who was not on the staff and had no idea of the problems ofpro­
ducing a page, but such was his capacity for blending command and friend­
ship that he and the writer still kept in touch. His reprimands were fair but 
however irritating they might sometimes be any re entment would be 
tifled at birth . T he next moment h would be as he ·rful and umiablc as 

ever. 
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Another of the paper's correspondents would testify that it was 
impossible to deceive Montague on questions of sport. One rugby 
contributor was asked to take particular notice of the point to which an 
England scrum-half passed and whether the stand-off was able to take the 
ballon the burst. The report arrived saying that he could do so. Montague 
and Rowbotham were suspicious, checked with reliable sources who had 
watched the match and discovered the contrary. The correspondent was 
asked if he were sure of the facts, asserted that he was and never covered 
another international match for the Guardian. He had tried to bluffhis way 
out of a mistake and that was fatal. 

The up shot of this was that I was sent to Pa ris two or three times to cover 
internationals. Montague knew of my 'French Connection' and although 
my experience of rugby was slender he thought I could cope after receiving 
a thorough briefing. Watching my first match when Scotland were playing 
France I little realised that twenty years later Norman Mair in the Scottish 
front row that day would become a friend and fellow-writer. 

The sports staff in those days was a select little company. In addi tion to 
Montague, the athletics and rugby union correspondent as well as spon s 
editor, there was Rowbotham who wrote the cricket and rugby union, 
Harold Mather, who covered rugby league and sundry other games, and 
then myself. We had an office all to ourselves at the end of a long corridor 
in the Cross Street building. It was so quiet that our visitors could be 
forgiven for thinking that they were in a rest home, a far cry from the opcn­
plan offices which I have never liked. 

Between us we wrote most of the copy and did all the sub-editing. T his 
was not as remarkable as it sounds for the paper carried no racing, except 
special articles on great occasions like the Derby and the National. T his 
custom was a legacy of C. P. Scott, the great editor who made the paper 
famous throughout the world. Because gambling was involved he would 
not have racing in the paper. Boxing likewise was banned, although 
Alistair Cooke, the chief correspondent in the United States, woulc.1 
enlighten us with a colourful piece on a heavyweight championship fi.g ht. 
Lesser contests had no part in our reckoning. Sub-editing was large ly a 
matter of reading through well-written copy from most reliable people 
such as David Gray, who joined the paper in the ea rly fifties and became 
probably the finest lawn tennis correspondent of his time. 

The main soccer was written by a gifted, delightfu l litt le man Donny 
Davies, whose pieces appeared under the by-line oî 'Old International'. 
Donny was a man of abundant good nature and kindn '!IS. J r ' had gr ·m 
sy mpathy with human îruilry and a blcsscd ·cns ·of th r idi ~ 1al o u s. TIK 
fres hncss oîhis mind brought th 's ' t t ings, the rnoodi; oî1 h · rowds und 1 ht· 
l ·mpcr nnd hu mom oî t hl' gam 'viv idl a lÎVl' in his piLTcs l (ir 1 h l· U 11a rili1111 
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and radio. As a schoolmaster he could not attend midweek matches, and I 
had the good fortune to report some of those at Wembley, notably the one 
in 1953 when Hungary demolished the pride of England, and began a 
revolution in British football. When he retired from teaching Davies was 
looking forward eagerly to covering matches in Europe. It was cruelly 
ironie that one ofhis first should be in Munich where he died in an aircraft 
accident. 

For three years after going to Manchester I enjoyed covering soccer 
matches and never more so than when I was sent to watch Preston North 
End. They were blessed with Tom Finney who personified the finest 
virtues of a professional footballer. With his unawareness of the beauty he 
was creating, his delicate changes of pace, superb control, rare balance 
which aften enabled him to slip past his markers on the unexpected side, 
and capacity for scoring goals, he enchanted me on many a grey Lancashire 
afternoon. 

Inevitably a player of Finney's talent, who could transform a match by 
himself, was aften harshly marked but whenever he was fouled he never 
showed the faintest sign ofresentment or retaliation. Neither did he, or the 
great majority of players, indulge in the puerile histrionics and 
exhibitionism which have become a tedious feature of the modern game. 
And Finney remained loyal to one club throughout his career. 

In the early fifties Matt Busby's first fine Manchester United team were 
in full swing and men like Carey, Rowley, Pearson, Cockburn and 
company became familiar figures . I saw many memorable matches and did 
not mind the travelling. There was no fear in those days ofbeing molested 
or even irritated by vicious thugs. Violence among the crowds did not exist 
whereas now it seems likely to be a continuing menace as long as punish­
ment fails to fit the crime. 

Another advantage of reporting soccer from my viewpoint was that I 
need only be concerned with the game itself. Montague had no use for 
gossip, quarrels behind the scenes and inside stories so there was no call for 
me to interview players and managers. Occasionally one was invited into 
boardrooms for tea or a drink after a match but this was rarely stimulating. 
I usually slipped away after the final whistle. Few, if any, contemporary 
newspapers would allow such a detached approach but that was the way of 
the Guardian and part ofits strength. The readers knew that the writer had 
striven to give an objective account not coloured by opinions which could 
be heavily biased. 

The function of the critic was zealously preserved on the spon s pages of 
the Guardian, The Times and one or Lwo othcr ncwspapcrs . When the 
Open champi onship was at Portru sh in 195 1 a roo m was s ' l as iuc ror the 
writers 10 work in ompara ti v · pene· . /\fi ·r Max Faul k11 t· r hacl won he was 
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brought in to this room to be interviewed by some members of the press . 
Understandably Max was excited and during the hubbub Bernard Darwin 
stumped testily out of the room. As he passed me he muttered, 'It's what 
we think about him that matters, not what he thinks.' Few would share his 
view nowadays when many writers, particularly in the United States, rely 
on the player coming into the Press tent to tell them about bis round. Oncc 
when a writer who had watched nothing of the play asked Ben Hogan an 
ill-advised question Hogan remarked, 'One day a deaf mute will win a golf 
tournament and no one would know what happened.' 

One or two Guardian writers in my early days made a point of not getting 
to know the players well . They reasoned that to do so made it all the harder 
to criticise, however justly. This is probably why many modern comment­
ators on television aften temper criticism with remarks such as 'He won't 
like that one', referring toa dreadful shot; or 'That was not one of his usu al 
superb shots' when the ball has been hoicked straight down long leg's 
throat. 

As far as a writer is concerned there is something to be said for remaining 
remote. It certainly made life more comfortable for me. I shrank from 
having to approach a player of any game, who was a complete stranger, and 
introduce myself. Occasionally, of course, the writer who views from afar 
so to speak can be wrong when a word with someone involved would have 
set him to rights . 

On one occasion I remember rushing back to the Manchester office and 
writing of how Middlesex had been unlucky not to beat Lancashire in a 
hockey match. A headline to that effect and my copy had been set in type 
when, shortly before edition time, John Woodcock, then on the Guardian 
staffbefore joining The Times, appeared with his report of another mat h . 

I mentioned what I thought was Middlesex's misfortune whereupon 
Woodcock, who had happened to meet one of their team, said they had 
won. I had seen John Conroy, that beautiful player, fail to score from a 
penalty bully but had not noticed that a penalty goal was awarded be aus · 
Conroy had been obstructed. But for Woodcock the Guardian would have 
carried the wrong result in a headline. Montague was in the office at th · 
time and gave mea decidedly old-fashioned look; carelessness such as min · 
was a real black and there was another instance when he was very far rron1 
amused. 

One day during a Pakistan cricket tour ofEngland, possibly the first, two 
or the team made hundreds but the headline, written by me whi ·h 
appeared in the paper read 'Two Indian centuries at Lords' . 1. ·11 ·rs 
arrived, justly complaining and one said that the headline might as wt: ll 
have been 'Two C hinese ccn turi ·s' .. . ,o,ds we rc hea p ·don n1 y hct1d fo r 
th ;i t one but J survivcd. 
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Until the early summer of 1953 Guardian sports writers were 
anonymous. The only clue to their identity was that a staff writer's initials 
appeared at the foot ofhis article. As I was not on the staff until late in 1951 
mine did not appear after my golf pieces until the following season. In a 
manner of speaking I had been given my 'colours' by the captain of the 
eleven, but only for golf. This troubled me slightly because I had written 
numerous pieces on soccer and had covered other games. 

Enlightenment carne one day in a letter from Montague which he 
handed to me in the office. To use a phrase, which lately has become a joke, 
it was a 'short, sharp shock'. Montague was not satisfied with the way I 
planned, or failed to plan, my reports as to the blending of comment and 
run of play. The letter continued 'When you are annoyed do not let your 
anger make your writing visibly angry as well as critica!. Calm 
condemnation in simple words is more effective'. Also I was found guilty 
of criticising referees and rightly he would not stand for that. His comment 
that 'all Football League referees certainly know the rules better than 100 
per cent of the press box' may still hold true today. For these reasons my 
initials had not appeared. You earned your colours on the Guardian in 
those days. 

Every point Montague made was valid and the letter, which I kept, is a 
reminder of the valuable training I had during those Manchester days. 
Standards were strict and writers were expected to observe the dictates of 
the style book. It gave numerous examples of clichés, jargon, superfluous 
adverbs and adjectives, words that were banned and those wrongly used. 
A.P. Wadsworth, editor of the paper, was not interested in sport but he 
spared a moment to send Montague a note pressing him to bang into Ward­
Thomas's head that alibi does not mean excuse. 

Christian names were forbidden on the sports pages except when players 
like the Langridges of Sussex had the same initials. Occasionally the rule 
was observed to an absurd degree. At the height of Sir Leonard Hutton's 
career he appeared in the Guardian once as 'L. Hutton, a Yorkshire 
opening batsman'. I loved the 'a' but it was a true statement. Few words in 
the language have suffered greater misuse than the definite and indefinite 
articles. 

A year or so after I had been awarded my colours for football it was 
decided that everyone was to have a personal by-line. I objected as firmly as 
my junior position allowed. I was proud ofbeing The Golf Correspondent 
of the Manchester Guardian. It was a title I did not want to lose. I could not 
foresee then that the name rather than anonymity could be an advantage in 
the future, particularly in being offered work for publications and a few 
television ventures in the U nited States. 

If I did not like the personal by- line l was more st rongly opposed to my 
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picture accompanying an article. This seemed an unnecessary concession 
to possible public curiosity. The writing not the appearance was what 
mattered. When my turn carne to be photographed for these pictures I 
scowled so at the camera that I had to be ordered to have them taken again . 
I pointed out that the golf correspondent was exposed to the public to a 
much greater extent than were writers on most other games . The danger of 
being recognised and interrupted or bored when trying to concentrate on 
the golf was increased. Fortunately, perhaps out of sympathy for my 
feelings, the picture was rarely used. 

Much to my surprise early in 1960 Larry Montague said that I would go 
to Rome with him for the Olympic Games. He was probably the best 
athletics correspondent of his time, and while he concentrated on this and 
other important issues I was to cover hockey, association football and 
sundry bits and pieces. Montague had a passion for trains and planned the 
journey to the last detail. We would travel by way of Harwich and the 
Hook to Lucerne where we would relax awhile before going on to 
Rome. 

Three weeks before we were due to leave London Montague wa 
stricken by an aneurism. It was soon clear that he would not recover in time 
and his deputy, John Rodda, took his place. I was about to begin the 
journey from home in Weybridge when we heard that Montague, who was 
only 50, had <lied. This was a stunning shock and as we crossed to Holland 
Rodda and I spent one of the saddest nights in all the years. We could not 
believe that the man who had been such an influence in our lives had gone. 
My debt to him was beyond reckoning. 

After reaching Lucerne neither Rodda nor I was in much of a mood to 
relax. He went to an athletics meeting elsewhere in Switzerland and I 
continued to Rome, little suspecting that I was plunging into a maelstrom 
of bureaucracy. Although we were fully accredited long before leavin r 

England I became involved in a seemingly endless paper chase and hour 
of mostly futile talk before the documentation was complete. Rage aften 
bubbled near the surface and at times the stoicism and patience of the 
charming girl interpreters seemed the only lifeline to sanity. I was 
exhausted on the threshold of the hardest two weeks' work of my life and 
would cheerfully have torn up my passport and cast the bits into the Tiber 
rather than lose the precious Olympic passes. One writer did lose his and 
had a ghastly time getting another. 

The days of the Games were stimulating but frenetic. Rodda and J rarely 
saw each other from early mornin g until late at night. H o key was u. ually 
played in the mornings, football in the vcnin s. The int1.:r va ls wen: filkd 
with glimpses of baskctb.:i ll , fen ing, wrcs tlin g, gy rnnas ti s, swirnm ing 
and rowin g. Rodcfo was at hom1.: rron1 th e out sct, rL·vdlill g in th e ch:1llrn)',c 
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For me it was a fascinating new experience but, demanding though the task 
was, I loved it . 

Wherever possible the Italians made use of their ancient buildings and it 
was impossible not to be moved by watching contests in settings two 
thousand years old. Athletes competed in the Terme di Caracalla, once the 
greatest baths in the world, and in the Basilica di Massenzio; they raced 
along the Cristoforo Colombo and rode in the Villa Borghese; the Olympic 
torch burned in the Piazza di Campidoglio, and the marathon runners 
toiled along the old Appian Way towards the Arch of Constantine. Every 
event was held in a place of beauty from the Bay ofNaples to Lake Albano 
in its volcanic basin high in the hills where I watched the rowing one day. 
Even in the magnificent modern settings such as the Stadio del Nueto, 
where I saw Anita Lonsbrough win her gold medal for the 200 metres 
breaststroke, and the Palazzo dei Congressi, the theatre of the occasions 
was beautifully emphasised. 

The whole affair was symbolic of man's ageless need for contest. It 
made stirring and varied watching as well as a challenge for a writer 
whose technica! knowledge of some of the sports was negligible to say the 
best of it. No Games this century has been held against such 
wonderful backgrounds and in this I was lucky. Ignorance of finer points 
could be cloaked with basic observation and description of the places 
and people. The most rewarding writing was that of a genera! nature, 
the opening and closing ceremonies and the odd feature 
article. 

The hockey was interesting for the struggles of the British team, notably 
in a match against Kenya. Almost an hour of extra time was needed before 
C.J. Saunders-Griffiths scored the goal which gave his team a place in the 
semifinal against India. This must have been the longest match ever played 
in first-class hockey and my report one of the longest ever written on the 
game. The British gave a brave account of themselves in losing to India by 
the only goal of the match, but Spain beat them in the match for third 
place . Following the fortunes of British hockey in those days could be an 
exasperating exercise . 

The British football team were dismissed from the qualifying 
competition by Italy. The other matches made little impression but I 
remember one Hungarian player, F. Albert, a beautiful mover, always 
poised and effortless. Under floodlights he made a wraithlike figure all in 
white, gliding into position and then streaking on toa pass like a darting 
flame. For all his genil!S Hungary lost toa gallant Denmark who could not 
quite hold Yugoslavia in the fin al. Only once was I ablc to watch the track 
evcnts and the victory ofllcrb E lliort in the 1500 mctrcs was un fo rgettable. 
Few men ·an ha ve ·omm ~rn c.kJ ara · · of" th<lt :; tatu n· to th · ·x tenl that he 
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did. It was, I thought, a gesture of supremacy as ruthless in its efficiency a 
those of Bradman or Hogan. 

After twenty years impressions of the various sports I saw have fad ed 
somewhat but fragments of those days still linger : the glory of Aida on a 
summer night within the vast walls of the Caracalla and, judging by their 
scanty applause, the apathy of the audience until one realised that the 
majority were tourists whose great moment carne when the horses 
thundered on stage; and walking out afterwards still under the spel! of the 
music and the colour, and being asked by a young Australian if Aida was 
the pretty girl in a green dress. That evening was a rare interval in my 
labours. 

I recall trying to write a basketball story on a foreign typewriter in th 
pressroom of a football stadium with a television set two feet away 
screaming athletics . One distinguished journalist was almost clutching the 
ceiling in desperation . In trying to phone the Olympic stadium he was 
given four wrong numbers ending with his own which the operator said 
was engaged. The press headquarters seemed as if specially designed Lo 
magnify the incessant noise. The temptation to sabotage the loudspeaker 
system with its idiot but necessary repetition of attenzione, smash one or 
the blaring television sets and shoot one of the moon-haunted dogs that 
tortured our sleep was almost overwhelming. 

Noise was a frequent hazard but there were quiet moments: gliding 
through narrow, brown streets in a carozzella on a still Sunday afternoon, 
the sound of the horse's hooves echoing softly back from the sleeping 
walls; innumerable policemen, handsome in white, always polite yet rarcly 
seeming to know very much; the city lying like a mirage in the haze or 
noonday heat over the plain as one carne down from the hills; St Peter 's, 
etched sharp and black against a sky of gold and flame, and the towers or 
Radio Vatican blinking in the darkness; the hot dusty hinterland, oli vl' 
green and brown, glowing in the sunshine; the Forum bathed in floodli ght ; 
the massive incongruity of the Vittoriana, like a royal wedding cake in n 
transport café; the Castel St Angelo outlined against the night abovc the 
Tiber, green and slow and tired. 

All these things made indelible memories and how fortunate wc wc r · 
that the Games were not affiicted with the tiresome, sometimes vicious, 
politica! overtones and the racial issues which have beset many Olympic 
occasions since. In later years I realised that ifl only attended one Gam l:!i in 
a lifetime I was extremely lucky that it should have been in Rome. 



CHAPTER5 
THE YEAR OF HOGAN 

Coincidence, I imagine, rather than destiny decreed that the first year of 
Queen Elizabeth's reign, in so far as golf was concerned, should be one of 
the most enthralling of the generation. Even without the aid of aging 
scrapbooks many of the events of 1953 are still sharp in the memory and 
will remain so long after those of far more recent origin have vanished. 

No single occasion in the watching of golf made a more lasting 
impression upon me than Hogan's victory in the Open championship at 
Carnoustie. Apart from the impact of his peerless skill and compelling 
personality Hogan became the only golfer thus far to have won the Opens 
of Britain and the U nited States, and the Masters, in the same summer. His 
triumph was the peak ofa season when championship after championship, 
tournament after tournament produced an achievement or a climax of 
absorbing interest. 

It was the year when Joe Carr beat Harvie Ward, then the world's finest 
amateur, on the last green of an unforgettable final in the Amateur 
championship at Hoylake; when Gerald Micklem enjoyed the greatest 
triumph of his career by defeating Ronnie White for the English title at 
Birkdale; when Henry Cotton won a masterful victory, one of his last, at 
Wentworth. 

There were many other occasions which gave great pleasure to watchers 
and writers, such as the victory of Charles Stowe in the Brabazon Trophy 
at Sunningdale, and I shall always remember the rosy beaming face of 
Harry Bradshaw after he had won the Dunlop Masters, his first important 
victory outside Ireland and on his fortieth birthday. lt was the year when a 
boy named Nicklaus was beginning to break 80, and a young man named 
Palmer reached the fifth round of the American amateur championship, 
only for an eminent British observer to declare that he was fa r too wild to 
be any good. Above all it was the year of Hogan. 

Al though my first visit to America w:.Js still som · while abead I was 
fasci nated by what I knew of II g:in . An 1\111 ·ri ·an rror ·ssional in one of 
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the prison camps had talked of a hard little man from Texas who, after 
years of unavailing struggle, had fought his way to the peaks. By 1953 
Hogan was supreme and his survival in 1949 of a serious car accident 
which had made him something of a legend in British minds. When it wa 
known that he had yielded to the persuasion of men like Hagen and 
Armour, who said that ifhe were to achieve lasting greatness he had to win 
the British Open, his appearance at Carnoustie was awaited with an 
expectancy the like of which I have never known since . 

Thousands headed for Carnoustie and swarmed over the Burnside links to 

follow Hogan's first qualifying round. In their anxiety to see him they 
became an uncontrolled mob; the stewards were helpless and Bill Branch, 
a very good golfer, was given no real chance to play. The morning after, 
Leonard Crawley introduced me to Hogan and I remarked on the dreadful 
crowd control. He looked straight at me with his disturbingly chili gaze 
and said that he thought the control had been all right. I was amazed, and 
the conversation almost ended there and then hut I realised that he was not 
about to risk making critica! comments to a stranger which might b 
quoted against him. 

I shall never forget the first morning of the championship and the sight 
ofhis opening strokes piercing the cold, grey wind. I was convinced tha t he 
would win, a feeling which he, for all his implacable determination and 
thoroughness of preparation, did not share. Be that as it may his score -
73, 71, 70, 68 - made a ruthless downward progression and he fini hed 
four strokes ahead of Rees, Thomson, Stranahan and Cerda. Each day 
John Derr, an American who was broadcasting radio reports to the State , 
followed Hogan round. There were no scoreboards on the course in those 
days and occasionally in the last round Hogan would ask Derr how other 
were faring . Years later Derr told me that as Hogan left the l 5th green he 
asked about Cerda, the only possible challenger left. When Derr told him 
that Cerda was no langer a threat Hogan said, 'You can set up your 
broadcast, this tournament's over.' In no sense was such a remark boas tful 
hut simply a cool statement from a golfer so certain of his technique tin t 
he was not going to throw away four strokes even on the last challenging 
holes. Some measure of the superb quality ofhis golf through the green on 
a course of 7200 yards was that of his total of 282 no fewer than 130 we re 
putts, a high proportion by today's standards . 

On the last day when two rounds were played Hogan was paired with 
Hector Thomson who, before turning professional had been one of th · 
fi.nest amateurs between the wars. Although leader did n t go out la :. t 
Hogan was fairly late. Long afi r l should have b · ·n writing I wa still Oltl 

on the ourse, un ablc LO tear myself away, thinkin g 1ha1 l wo uld ju ~ t ~'l' 
one mor · bol -, rath ·r ns th · ·ri ek ·1 wat chcr ling ·r:-. for j11 s1 on· n11l1l· ovl' r . 
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In those days there was no television and no hole by hole information 
pouring into the press tent. The urge to stay on the course and see what 
was happening was all the stronger. 

When the lateness of the hour forced me to retreat to the press tent I was 
too excited to settle down and write upwards of a thousand words. The 
only alternative was to try to dictate the piece from notes, which I had 
never done before. This gave a little more time and I watched Hogan and 
Thomson come to the last green. There were no stands then and some 
12,000 people lined the fairway amid a resounding silence as Hogan struck 
a perfect second shot and ho led out for his four. As the crowd roared its 
tribute to the greatest golfer most ofthem had seen, or were ever likely to 
see, Hogan stood quietly, almost humbly so it seemed, and bowed his 
appreciation. 

Hogan has said that he was surprised that so many people obviously 
wanted him to win. At the time he would not realise that the most 
knowledgeable crowds on earth saw his victory as the only fitting outcome 
to the championship, and that this transcended all partisan loyalties. After 
watching Hogan check his card with scrupulous care, clearly playing every 
shot over again in his mind, I rushed to one of the public telephones bebind 
a shelter near the 18th green . 

I have never been a methodical note-taker and that afternoon was no 
exception. Various facts and thoughts had been jotted on slips of paper. As 
there was no room to arrange these properly I sat on the floor of the box 
with my bits arrayed around me and hoped for the best. Concentration was 
not helped by the shuffie offeet on the roofofthe boxes where people had 
gathered to watch the presentation. The copy-taker in Manchester was 
most efficient and patient and I finished in time for the edition, but with an 
uneasy feeling that I had failed the paper on a historie occasion . I could 
hardly wait to call the office fora verdict, and offer to rewrite for the next 
edition. To my great reliefDenys Rowbotham said the piece was all right 
and that I could relax. To my surprise it was included in The Bedside 
Guardian, the paper's annual anthology, the following year, but I have 
never forgotten the near panic that accompanied its production. 

A year or so later play was running late in the News of the World 
championship at St Andrews and match after match went to the last green. 
This frequently seems to happen when one has made arrangements for the 
evening. I had accepted an invitation to dinner and anxiety not to be late, 
allied to the difficulty of describing the day's play, again frustrated 
attempts to start writing. This time I did not panic but went back to the 

core H otel , had a qui k bath and changed . By then I had calmcd down, 
went toa t · lephonc and with the copy-ta k ·r wa rning me whcn a paragraph 
wa !-. 11 n Ion!' , or wht·n 1 lt :1d usecJ 1 h · s:1 1m: :id jrr 1 i Vl" 1 oo ofk n, managed an 
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adequate piece. Except in North America when the time difference often 
compels one to ad-lib part of an article I have rarely used this method. It is 
much safer to have the piece written out, however roughly, and if 
necessary change it during dictation. 

To a great extent success in golf is the reward of patient endeavour. No 
matter how many disappointments a man may suffer, if he has the 
character to bear them and if his golf is of sufficient quality, he will usuall y 
prevail, but not always in the expected manner. For many years Joe Carr, 
the greatest of all Irish amateurs, had played with distinction in the 
Amateur championship but had been frustrated, often in the quarter or 
semifinals. In the first such championship that 1 covered, at St Andrews in 
1950, Carr lost at the 20th to Cyril Tolley who had won his first Amateur 
in 1920 before Carr was bom. The years seemed to have taken little from 
Tolley's majestic, effortless swing. He played beautifully, strolling 
through round after round, a splendid sight, with pipe contentedly in hi s 
mouth and a boy carrying a light bag. After beating Carr he made 
Stranahan work hard for his place in the final. 

In each of the next two years Carr lost in the semifinal to the eventual 
champions, Charles Coe and Harvie Ward. Then at last the gods decidecJ 
that his turn had come, and bestowed much fortune upon him at Hoylakc. 
In three successive matches before the final he faced almost certain dcfeat 
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but failures by his opponents allowed him to escape. In his semifinal Ca rr 
was two down on the 16th tee to Cecil Beamish, an admirable Irish gol fe r 
and member of a famous games-playing family . Luckily for Carr, Bcamish 
drove out ofbounds into the Field and at the l 9th, when Carr was unlikcly 
to get a four, Beamish, perfectly placed from the tee on that menacin g hol ·, 
cut his wooden-club second out of bounds. Blessing though this was fo r 
Carr the tragic lapse possibly cost Beamish a place in the Walker C up tea m 
that year. 

During all these agonies Carr had been like a great greyhound stra in ing 
at the leash. Now he was free and armed to meet H arvie Ward over 36 
holes. From the outset he was in command, and when after 29 hol e. Wart! 
squared the match it was he and not Carr who faltered slightly in the old 
gusting wind. Even then Carr had to get down in two from 40 yards a1 th <.: 
l 7th to remain one up after Ward had hit a noble long iron to th e green. 
Wa rd drove in to the rough at the las t and was never in sight of the thr ·e 
which might have saved him . 

During the week I must have implied unintenti onally that Ca rr was 
Briti sh . Thi s provokecJ kttcrs to th r aper and 1 wns surpri s ·d to sec th <.: 
fclllow in g paragraph ::idd<.:d by Mont agu · to 111 y account oril1<.: fi1wl. ' Fo1 
t li l· b1.: n ·fit of' th os · who wo ntk r why Carr lia s hn· 11 spok ·n ol':is :1B1111 s'1 
pl a ·r 1his was b1:t' :t 11 Sl' il · pl :i t·d lill tl1 \· B1111 sh sitk i11 1li v Wn lkt· t C: 11 p 
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match. [It was then entitled "Great Britain" - Great Britain and Ireland 
carne later.] Golf, like Rugby Football, is not politically minded.' Would 
that the same principle were true of games today. 

Carr's victory was a triumph of rare character. Ward, who was to win 
successive American championships a few years later, was among the most 
accomplished golfers in the world, professional or amateur. His swing was 
a model of orthodoxy and smoothness but after the U nited States Golf 
Association had suspended him for a year for infringement of amateur 
status over a matter of expenses, he was never the same force again. 
Doubtless the punishment was meant as an example to others but it was 
sad nonetheless. Ward, a delightful, carefree person, seemed an innocent 
abroad, and the circumstances which led to the sus pension could have been 
avoided had others acted more thoughtfully. 

As for Carr his enormous power and remarkably sensitive touch around 
the greens had come into their own. Until Michael Bonallack's reign was 
firmly under way some ten years later Carr remained the foremost 
amateur, and possibly the most striking personality to have emerged on his 
si de of the Atlantic since the war. He became the most popular citizen in all 
Ireland not only because of his golf but because of an appealingly 
uninhibited outlook, gentleness of spirit and charming manners to 
everyone with whom he was in contact. In victory he was always modest 
and chivalrous towards opponents; while defeat was accepted with good 
humour and grace. 

For many years Carr was capable of holding his own with the finest 
professionals. An abiding memory is of the weekend when Jean and I 
stayed with the Carr family at Sutton, across the estuary from 
Portmarnock where the Dunlop Masters was being played. After 54 holes 
Joe was leading the field by four strokes. Our excitement was intense. 
Could an amateur beat the strongest professional company in these 
islands? In the end it was an Irishman who denied him. Christy O'Connor 
played a great last round of 66 and Carr tied second with Norman Drew. 
That was in 1959 and I am getting ahead of my story. 

Soon after the championship at Hoylake the Home Internationals were 
played at Killarney, a good reason for Jean and me to visit that delightful 
place. It was her first experience oflrish hospitality. One evening a party 
was given in the clubhouse by the lake. We were staying in a hotel some 
distance from the course and one of our hosts said he would collect us about 
9.30. Two hours later he had not appeared and my wife was threatening to 
go to bed when he arrived. We might have realised that in Ireland the party 
was only just beginning. Memorie ofthat night are louded but I was told 
that Henry Longhur t and r were dan ing tog ·ther on th · lawn shortly 
bcfo r · c.l :iwn. M 'a nwhilc a poli · ·man, pr ·s umuhl y 1 lil· f' · to s · · t hat the 
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lice?si?g ru~e was obeyed, had stuck to his post with such devotion to duty, 
fort1fymg h1mself the while, that he became unconscious, was lifted into a 
truck and borne away. 

After surfacing the next day some of us were strolling by the lake when 
Tony Goodridge, who later joined the Guardian from the Irish Tim es, 
appeared with a telegram for me. It read, 'Copy required. Take waters 
instead. Montague.' I had written nothing the previous day and we all 
concluded that Montague was annoyed and expected an article from me. 
With throbbing head I toiled to produce a substantial piece and then had a 
problem, I cannot remember what, about telephoning it to Manchester. 
E.ventually the.local postmaster let me use a phone in his office. Having 
d1ctated the p1ece I spoke to the sports room and my feelings were 
decidedly mixed when I was told that nothing was expected from me and 
that there was no room for the piece I had sent. It was discovered that some 
ass h~d omitted the word 'No' from the beginning of the telegram . It 
meanmg was transformed. It then read as a thoughtful suggestion and not 
as a reprimand. 

As if Joe Carr's victory at Hoylake were not enough to set a writer's 
pulses racing there was another contest that year which also revealed 
match play at its finest pitch. Had it been necessary at that time to examine 
an a~ateur ~olfer's character to the limit he would have been sent to play 
Ronme White over 36 holes on his own course at Birkdale with much at 
stake. I still think that White was one of the finest amateurs ever to emergc 
in Britain, certainly as a striker of the bal!. His swing was so solid and truc 
that there was a sense of the inevitable about his shots. The ball fl ew from 
the clubface with an unerring flight that few professionals, apan from 
Cotton, and no amateur could consistently match, and what is more in any 
conditions. 

I recall a dark evening at Formby during a Brabazon Trophy tourn amcnt 
when savage rain was lashed by a gale-force wind. It was difTicult Co r 
spectators to stand still, umbrellas were impossible to control but Whitc 's 
golfthrough the green was steady as a rock. Whatever the angle of the wind 
his shots arrowed through it with almost implacable certainty. Few go lfl: 1 s 
could have controlled the ball as he did that day. Some months earli t.: r h l· 
had won a magnificent match against Charles Coe, one of the grea tcst of all 
American amateurs, in the Walker Cup at Birkdale. White 's record in thi s 
match then was remarkable, and not a few professionals must have be ·n 
relieved that he remained a solicitor and did not join their ranks. 

The outlook for Gerald Micklem as he prcpared to meet Whit ·in th c 
final of the English championship on a lov ·ly Mayt irnc day was fo rmid­
able. I was amon g many who th ought that M ic kle m had prcious 1 i11 lt 
chan c of winning. Th · cvc nin i: IK ïort tlr t 111 utçl1 th · BBC :1:-.k ·d 111 · to 
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interview the champion. I asked Ronnie ifl could do so in the event that he 
won and he agreed. More out ofpoliteness than expectation I approached 
Gerald and heit was who sat with me and a microphone the next evening. 
His victory was a perfect instance ofunyielding character, and also of the 
truth that there is more to golf than striking the ball superbly. 

For all that Micklem was a long-experienced international golfer and, 
like White, had won the championship previously, he was hardly a match 
for his opponent through the green. As it proved his driving was equal to 
the challenge but it was his putting that finally destroyed White. 

Frequently he would halve a hole when White seemed likely to win it, 
but White could not hole the telling putts. Micklem was never more than 
one down and this was a crucial factor. White told me afterwards that if 
only he could have become two up he thought he would have won. As it 
was the frustration probably led to one or two errors towards the end and 
Micklem had the courage to take toll. For White it was almost an exact 
reversal of his match against Coe when he carne from behind. Micklem 
ended the match with a perfect spoon to the old l 7th green. One of his 
greatest satisfactions from the victory was in showing that at forty a man's 
competitive force was not spent, and that he could recover from a lean 
spel!. Seventeen years later Nicklaus must have felt much the same. 

The Dunlop tournament, which the company used to run in addition to 
the Masters, was over ninety holes, a considerable test of endurance . 
Cotton, who was then forty-six, only played in occasional tournaments and 
everyone at Wentworth that year looked forward to a contest involving 
him and Bobby Locke who was at his peak. There was a rivalry between 
them. In effect the issue was decided on the first hole of the fourth round. 
Cotton played it in three soon after Locke had taken eight there. He swung 
his long second out towards extra cover, as was his wont, but extra cover 
for once failed to curve it back again and the ball vanished in a bush. 

In the end Cotton finished five strokes ahead of Rees but not without 
anxiety. Towards the final turn his lead was slipping away but he 
recovered in masterful fashion. Drives flew far and straight and iron shots, 
struck with all the authority of olû, hummed to the heart of the greens. 
This was his last triumph in a major stroke-play event. 

Six months later Wentworth was the setting oftorturing disappointment 
for Cotton as nonplaying captain of the Ryder Cup team, for every 
follower of the game in Britain and for Peter Alliss and Bernard Hunt. I 
shall never forget crouching behind the l 8th green in the October twilight 
as Alliss and Hunt in the last two matches to finish bore the whole respons­
ibility for the team on their young shoulders. Wc watchcd in an agony of 
suspense. Someone, it mi ghr have be n Sam Kin g, suggcs t ·d to Cotton 
that he wa lk tbc last fàirway with J\.lli ss hul , ri ghtl y or wron gly, Cotton 
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thought it best to leave him alone. There is no call to dwell on the awful 
details of how both he and Hunt took sixes after good drives when fives 
would have won the match for Britain and Ireland. They were unfortunate 
that all the pressure should descend upon them when others far more 
experienced had failed. 

When Hunt missed the putt that would have halved the whole contest 
one could almost hear the mocking laughter of the gods mingled with 
American sighs of relief. Their greatest golfer had been desperately lucky 
not to have thrown the match away. On the 13th tee Snead was four up on 
Weetman and at that point an American victory seemed certain. I hurried 
back down the course, always an awful trail, for what I thought might be a 
last sight ofSnead, little dreaming that twenty years and more later I would 
still be admiring the fin est and most enduring natural swing of the age . 

I reached the 15th in time to see Snead slice twice into the woods and 
repeat the stroke from the next tee. I could scarcely believe my eyes. 
Weerman had only to keep the ball in play to win these holes as he had the 
previous two. Bravely he did so, won the mighty l 7th with a splendid four 
and halved the 18th for the match. Had Snead won as had seemed inevit­
able the British could not have won but his collapse had opened the door 
for tragic anticlimax. If coronation year drew down on a sad note it had 
been one of rare vintage and a constant source ofrich material fora writer. 



CHAPTER6 
A WORLD AWAY FROM GOLF 

One day in 1924 my father, with a proper awareness of what was important 
in a boy's education, took me to a cricket match in Llandudno. It was, I 
think, the first of any note I had seen and forever afterwards I was able to 
say that I had watched Sydney Barnes who, in the opinion of many, was the 
greatest of all bowlers . He was playing for North Wales against the South 
African touring team and although I was only eleven I still have an image of 
his stern, commanding figure as he destroyed them by taking five cheap 
wickets. Years afterwards my father and I played the beautiful little course 
which used to nestle in a hollow on the top of the Great Orme. Sadly it 
vanished during the Second War; it was a magie place where one was alone 
with sea, sky and mountains . Little did I realise that a long while after­
wards Llandudno would again be a special place for me. 

U ntil after the war cricket was more important to me than golf.My game, 
such as it was, made little progress and I began to regret that I had not 
heeded my mother's advice to take lessons from the professional at 
Stockport during the school holidays . She herself had benefited from 
lessons and although not a strong golfer played to her handicap as often as 
not, and won a host of prizes . In this she was aided by an unshakeable 
Yorkshire temperament which I did not inherit; the Welsh from my 
father 's side would usually take control, not always with favourable 
results . My mother was of a generation of indomitable women and lived to 
eighty-seven. Four of her sisters were at least eighty-five when they died, 
and another survived to a hundred and six. The family had a distant 
connection with Harrison Ainsworth, a Victorian writer of historica! 
novels, hence my second name of Ainsworth. 

After leaving Wellingborough I did not go back for almost twenty years. 
Ci rcumstances, and a job which demanded my regular presence, had 
p revented my returning fo r Old Boys marches. La ter, when one would 
have been ahle to go, 1 he in enti v • had wa n ·d as th · boy and mos t of the 
rn :1s1crs one kn ·w had 1 ·fl . 
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Furthermore, I have never been keen on organised reunions - the 'what 
are you doing now' syndrome. When a chapter oflife, leaving school, job, 
service or prison camp, is irrevocably finished there seems little point in 
deliberately reopening it. Occasionally it is pleasant to run into people 
from the past but often the common ground which once stimulated mutual 
interest is no longer there. 

Tempting though it sometimes is to revisit the places of one 's youth I try 
to avoid doing so. Whenever I have passed my old home I have always been 
depressed. The house is divided into flats; a nondescript dwelling stands 
on the lawn where we had a net and my father taught me to play cricket; 
others cluster nearby. The old stables where I used to play, although we 
never had horses, is a ruin and around the neighbourhood the atmosphere 
is of the dinginess frequently found on the fringe of industrial towns. 

During my early years with the Guardian I covered many cricket 
matches. The majority involved Lancashire and one of my first was aga inst 
Northamptonshire at Wellingborough on the school ground. Straightaway 
memories of the happier times there quickened. As I have said cricket and, 
toa much lesser extent, football had occupied most of my waking thought s. 
In my first term at the school I was fortunate in becoming a fast bowler for 
the Under 14 Eleven. Even without reference to the school magazine I can 
quote the report of the master in charge of the team. 'Thomas,' he wrote, 
' is a fast bowler who uses and sometimes loses his head. As a batsman he is 
a Wild Man ofBorneo.'1>erhaps it was intended to be funny; its effect was 
hurtful and led to a good deal of leg-pulling. After all, I reasoned, I had 
taken more wickets than anyone else. The master, I am sure, was bcing 
spiteful because against one rival school, after all our main batsmen h;1d 
failed, I could have won the match had I not ended my gallant, attackin g 
innings of 11, joint top score, by stupidly running myself out. We los t by 
five runs. 

The previous summer at my preparatory school there was a match wh i ·h 
was considered important enough for a prize to be given to the bes t 
batsman and a ball to the bowler with the best average. It happened tha1 1 
took the last three wickets for a very few runs, a performance of no pa ri ic­
ular merit, but my average was better than that of the boy who bad take n 
more wickets against the better batsmen. H e received (and obvious ly 
deserved) the prize but it had been said that the best average would win 1 h · 
beautiful shining new bal! and I fel t seriousl y wronged. On ano1 h · r 
occasion at the same school I rook nine wickets but we los t the mat h :.111d J 
clearly remember hoping fo r a cru mb ofpraisc from the hcadmas1 ·r bu i li l' 
was so annoyed tbat wc had los t that h · did not say a word. f1 is l'.X I r:i 

ordi nary how su h tr ivia! in idcn 1 s è::i n li ngcr i 11 1 he me mory f(1r h:tl ! :1 
century but t h ·y w ·r · 11 01 1 ri vi:tl f"or m · :1 11llc 1 im ·. Whn knows if"1 l1 ·y 111 :1v 
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not have contributed to such elements of a tail-end complex that may be in 
my nature? 

Provided one showed reasonable form at Wellingborough the path to the 
first eleven by way of the third and second was fa irly clear, and X duly 
arrived there. One privilege of being in the first was that it afforded escape 
from a long boring period of chemistry, a subject which then and for 
evermore found me totally unresponsive . All I can remember of the class 
was that the master, who had a great booming voice, would occasionally 
refer to his Plasticine balls. He had several of various colours to 
demonstrate the components of complicated substances such as water. 

The cricketers had to attend the class for a little while until the longed­
for moment when we had to change for the match. I can remember the joy 
of those mornings as we wandered down the long avenue to one of the most 
beautiful playing fields I have known. I used to pray that we would field 
first, such was my longing to start bowling. It may sound mildly absurd but 
one of the pleasantest memories of my life was the feel of a new cricket ball 
and opening the bowling in the freshness ofa summer morning . No matter 
how many wickets I took or how much stick I suffered, as I often did, 
nothing could mar those moments . 

My lasting regret was that none of the cricket masters then paid enough 
attention to coaching the bowlers . I was never told about variations of pace, 
or of the proper grips and body action to swing the ball or indeed any of the 
refinements. One simply picked up odd hints along the way. The main 
reason why I was quite successful was because for years I had worshipped 
Macdonald, the great Australian fast bowler, who was largely responsible 
for Lancashire being county champions several times during my boyhood. 
I strove to imitate the smoothness and grace of an action which used to 
move Neville Cardus to poetic flights; the beauty Macdonald created was 
worthy of them all. 

Macdonald was a tall dark man, somewhat sinister of countenance 
and always inscrutable. His movements were feline and silent, the coil of 
his wrist before delivery like a snake about to strike. He fascinated me 
intensely . Whenever possible I would be at Old Trafford, absorbed for 
hours, and never more so than one day in 1928 when Macdonald, having 
taken seven wickets in the first innings, took eight in the second, 
demolished Kent and won the championship for Lancashire . When he 
could summon his destroying moods, very few batsmen could play him 
with confidence. Woolley, H ammond and Sutcl iffe were notable excep­
tions. 

During the Lancashi re match at Welli ngborough, Brian Stat ham, on the 
threshold ofhis gn.:a t arei.: r, how l ·tl spl ·nd idl y. 1 s ·e fro m my a ·count that 
neith i.: r he nor John() ·igh1 011 ·011 kl ·x1raç t any litl.· 1 ro m tt pit ch on which I 

'/() 

A WORLD A WA Y FROM GOLF 

had toiled so often. Ifthey could not what chance could I have had? From 
the outset the match was doomed to a draw but Nigel Howard, the 
Lancashire captain, played a fine innings of 75, the only memorable 
batting of the match . He was a lively, cheerful person, a gifted games 
player, a solid centre half for Cheshire at hockey and a low-handicap golfer. 
Soon after being elected to the Championship Committee of the Royal and 
Ancient he died from a heart attack when seemingly in glowing health. 

In time I carne to know and admire the Lancashire cricketers and for 
several weeks on end would be absorbed in a world far removed from golf. 
Washbrook, then at the height ofhis powers, Ikin, Grieves, an Australian 
of rare if mercurial gifts, T attersall, Hilton, Berry and Statham were the 
nucleus of a fine side. One of its great strengths was the close catching of 
Ikin, Grieves and Geoffrey Edrich, who gave splendid support to the spin 
bowlers. On a helpful wicket they could be deadly. That same summer I 
saw Lancashire beat Sussex in one day at Old Trafford when Hilton was 
almost unplayable. 

There were many pleasant excursions to other counties - Hampshire, 
where Desmond Eager, their captain and secretary, was always so kind and 
helpful, and Roy Marshall's brilliance was worth any long journey to see; 
the lovely Kentish grounds where a young Cowdrey's batting was 
beginning to bloom, and Queen's Park at Chesterfield where a damp 
morning carne vividly alight with a masterful century by Washbrook . 

I was fortunate too that many distinguished figures - Leonard Hutton, 
Denis Compton, Alec Bedser, Godfrey Evans and others - were playing 
in those years. The cricket made a welcome change of setting and subject 
for writing, but much as I loved the game I realised that the life of a golf 
correspondent was preferable. I did not think so before the war. How I 
envied the cricket writers their voyages in wintertime to far sunlit lands, 
Australia, South Africa, which must have been the most delightful of tours, 
and the West Indies. I had no thoughts of marriage then and did not realise 
what it must have meant for men to leave their families for many months. 
N either did I think of the other extremes of reporting cricket, rain-broken 
days and many hours of tedium while moderate performers entrenched 
themselves. I never covered cricket for long enough periods to be borecl . 

Every county had spin bowlers . One was never condemned to days or 
dreary, defensive fast medium. T here was always var iety. The West 
Indians in 1980 introduced a massive element of boredom with their 
endless fast bowling, unthinkable when 1 was watching cricket regul arl y. 
One remembers the pace of Larwood, Macdona ld, G.O. Allen and many 
others with half the run of a Ho lding, and the lifi· t hat Ta tc, Gea ry, M illi.:r , 
Hammond and Bedscr, as obv ious ·xa111pl ·s, gi.: ni.:rn ti.:d with lw:1u1if'ully 
eco norni ca l run s whik rn any modl' rn how ll-1 s u ·hieve l :i 1 1 ·s~ :lfh- 1 111111. i11 1'. 
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absurd distances. Surely the case for limiting bowlers' runs or increasing 
the average number of overs to be bowled each hour grows apace. All this is 
no concern of mine, except as a spectator, and one can always turn off the 
radio or television. The sad thought is that first-class cricket may be 
destroying itself as an entertainment. 

One day in 1926 my father took me to Old Trafford to see my first Test 
match. England were batting and, as Gregory was about to bowl the first 
over of the day to Hobbs, apparently I said 'Dad, this is the greatest 
moment of my life'. I have no recollection of saying anything but my father 
often recalled the remark, and I do remember Gregory's great bounding 
run and the effortless ease with which Hobbs played the first bal!. He made 
70-odd and Ernest Tyldesley, a beautiful batsman, a few more. 

Already the seeds of a passion for cricket and a misguided urge to bowl as 
fast as possible were deeply sown. After leaving school I played club 
cricket. While living in London in the late thirties my job occasionally 
involved evening work, leaving days free to go to Lord's or the Oval. They 
were memorable cricketing times. Some of the great figures who had 
endured so long were reaching their close of play. Years before I had seen 
Hobbs and Rhodes play for the last time at Old Trafford; I watched 
Hendren make a wonderful century at Lord's on what was, I think, his last 
appearance there, and all over the country in 1938 Woolley was making 
farewells, batting with an enchanting ease for all that he was 50 or there­
abouts. One 50 in an hour at the Oval was the purest joy to watch as he 
made the Surrey fast bowlers look nondescript, which they were not. 

If there was sadness in the departure of these legendary figures the 
genius of Denis Compton was burning bright and Hutton was on the 
threshold of an indelible place in history. I saw all but an hour ofhis monu­
mental 364 at the Oval in 1938. It seemed desperately slow then but he 
scored at something like 27 runs an hour, comparatively fast by modern 
reckoning . I was always fascinated by the variables of Wright's bowling 
and the beauty ofVerity's and, commanding the whole scene, the imperia! 
figure of Hammond. I was fortunate in seeing him play many superb 
innings, including the 240 at Lord's against Australia in 1938. I doubt 
whether any cricketer of modern times had greater presence on the field 
than Hammond, even when he was standing at ease in the slips. 

Immensely powerful though he was, his every movement as a cricketer 
was graceful and unhurried. In later years Snead would remind me of his 
feline strength. Hammond seemed incapable of clumsiness even in falling 
to take a difficult slip catch. Everything was made to look easy and natura!, 
and his manner, invariably impassivt:, ·ven remote, hardened the 
impression ofauthority . N ·ith ·r Il arn1110 11d nor his gn.:a t ·ontt:mporaries 
w;tlk1.:d t\l the wicket sw i11gi111'. th l· ir h :1t s ovc1 th · 11 h ·ad:;; ll..':1111 !> did not 
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trot out like footballers, nor indulge in callisthenics or puerile histrionics . 
The game had more dignity then but dignity is gradually losing its 
meaning in sport. And, of course, there is no money in it. 

A huge crowd took heart that day at Lord's as, with England about 30 for 
3, Hammond descended the pavilion steps. Immediately he imposed a 
massive command on the proceedings and, with Paynter in gallant 
support, all sense of panic and impending collapse soon vanished. I think 
Hammond scored about 70 in each session of play and I left Lord's that 
evening convinced that I would not see the like ofthat innings again. There 
were many hours too of watching Bradman destroy bowling with his mer­
ciless efficiency, and too-brief g:limpses of the flashing sword of McCabe's 
bat. 

Of all the innings I saw Bradman play, one of the brief est was the one I 
shall remember longest. In the 1934 test at Lord's in the first over he 
received he took fourteen off Farnes bowling fast from the pavilion end. 
Three times he pulled him to the boundary past mid-wicket aód none of 
the balls was that short. Others were plundered as well and I sat there 
praying it would last, but sadly he played a fraction too soon at a bal! from 
Verity and was caught and bowled. He had made 36 in 20 minutes. I was 
furious. It mattered not that Verity had taken a precious wicket for 
England (on the Monday he took fourteen more and won the match) . The 
prospect of seeing a historie innings had gone. As a watcher the quality of 
the cricket has always been more important to me than the result. What 
genuine cricket lover in his senses would hope for Vivian Richards to be 
out fora low score when, ifhe stayed, he might play an innings of skill and 
power incomparable nowadays? 



CHAPTER 7 
AT LAST TO AMERICA 

If 1953 was an unforgettable golfing year 1957 was of greater significance 
from a personal viewpoint. During the winter Frank Whitaker, the editor 
of Country Lije, invited me to share the weekly golf commentaries. 
Bernard Darwin, who had been writing th~m for half a century, was over 
80 and arthritis made travel an increasing burden for him. Except for 
certain amateur events, which had long been close to his heart, it was 
agreed that I would cover those which involved travelling, and we would 
each do 26 commentaries a year. I regarded this as a great privilege and we 
pursued the arrangement until his death in 1961. Since then I have written 
the weekly articles save for six by Peter Ryde. Writing fora magazine of 
Country Life's quality and distinction, with the freedom of expression 
enjoyed by its writers, has been a continuing pleasure . 

As the fifties unfolded the number of golf tournaments increased and I 
saw little cricket. In the meantime a move to London had come about 
unexpectedly. John Woodcock had joined the Guardian staff as cricket 
correspondent in place of Denys Rowbotham who had married an 
Australian and gone to live in Sydney. Within a year he decided to return to 
England and the Guardian agreed to give him his job back. Woodcock, 
who was to become one of the most accomplished cricket writers of the 
generation, foresaw no great future with the Guardian, but happily was 
taken on by The Times, whose cricket correspondent had just retired. On 
hearing this I asked Montague ifl could go to London, a better base for the 
golfthan Manchester and take over the coverage of hockey from Woodcock 
who had revived it. 

For the next thirteen years hockey was my main winter task, with 
countless hours on freezing touchlines, but rewarding nevertheless. 
Hockey was a purely amateur game, the company invariably was agree­
able, there was never any talk of money, leagues had not then been 
int roduced and I cnjoycd bcing involvcd . Excc rt 0 11 spt.: ial occasions, 
such as th e: l ni vt.: rsit y mat ch or i11t c: rna1 io11 :il s t il t:rl'. w 'fl'. ncw r any 
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crowds and frequently Richard Hollands, who wrote for the Telegraph and 
the Evening Standard, Woodcock, when he was not on a cricket tour, and I 
were the only spectators at a midweek match. Surprisingly, for hockey is a 
splendid often tough game, there was no public interest. I used to wonder 
whether anyone, except a few players, ever read the reports but I was not 
complaining. International matches took me several times to Germany, 
Holland at the peak oftulip time, and other Continental countries which 
then I had not visited for golf, and to the Olympic Games in Rome. 

My only playing experience of hockey had been at my preparatory 
school. I remember nothing of it save that when we played the local ladies ' 
team one of the masters who carne in to strengthen our side caddishly 
insisted on playing right back, with me on the left, a much more difficult 
position. Had our positions been reversed his 'groin', as they say, and not 
mine might have received a fierce hit from close range by one of the 
opposing amazons . 

I had covered the odd match in the north for the Guardian but had much 
to learn when I started in London. In this I was most grateful to Hollands 
who was a constant source of help and encouragement and always willing 
to share his knowledge with a novice. He was an exceptional man whose 
talents were never rewarded as they might have been. Hockey had cause to 
be lastingly grateful for his loyalty to the game and the integrity and fine 
style ofhis writing . For many years he edited a magazine, Hockey News, 
which involved considerable sacrifice of time and effort with precious little 
reward or appreciation . He was one of those rare people who never 
resented the fact that frequently his efforts were taken fo r granted. 

Once established as the golf correspondent my next hurdle was to 
convince the editor that 1 should go to America. I argued that the experi­
ence was essential, but the Guardian had little or no money for such 
ventures. Rowbotham went to Australia for the cricket but none of the rest 
of us went further afield than Ireland or France. A few impatient years 
passed until in 1957 it was agreed that I should go to the United States. The 
main object was to report the Walker Cup match in Minneapolis, but to 
justify the expense I was to cover a so-called World championship in 
Chicago; the Canadian Amateur in Winnipeg and the American at The 
Country Club in Boston. 

Even as recently as 1957 flying the Atlantic seemed something of an 
adventure, at least it did to me. While still in the RAF I had crossed the 
Channel many times but always took the shortest course, climbing in a 
Procter to about 5000 feet over the Kent coast. By doing so I calculated 
that there would only be about thrce minut t.:s halfway a ross wh cn ift hc 
one cnginc cut 1 ould not glidc to ci th cr sic.Je. Tb is sounds unduly caut ious 
but th t.: memo ry or t hl'. dit chin g in 191JO still !i11 gn~·d, and now l was goi ng 
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to cross some two thousand miles of ocean. 
The flight in a Stratocruiser left London and called at Manchester, 

Prestwick and Iceland before the long haul to Montreal. As we left 
Reykjavik I took two sleeping pills. The aircraft was more comfortable 
than the modern horrors and I knew no more until waking over the St 
Lawrence River. I stayed a day or so with relatives of my wife in Toronto 
before going to Chicago. 

The late George May, who promoted the World championship, had 
kindly made me his guest at a motel near the Tam O'Shanter Club where I 
arrived after an interminable taxi journey. I was to discover that American 
ideas of distance bear little relation to the British. Whenever you are told 
that the club is 'right near' the airport, the hotel or wherever it may be it is 
usually upwards of ten mil es. If someone says it is 'real close' then it may be 
within a couple of miles, but invariably too far to walk. 

The Guardian could not then rise to my renting a car and that first 
evening I was feeling somewhat isolated when a voice hailed me. It was 
Lois, then Peter Thomson's wife, who suggested that I join them for 
dinner with Harry Radix, a Chicago jeweller and a great friend to 
American professional golf. He was a delightful, generous little man who 
took me under his wing and introduced me to numerous people. I soon 
ceased to feel that I was a solitary newcomer. His kindness toa stranger was 
typical of many Americans but of few Europeans. Whenever we met in 
later years, either in Britain or the United States, he always insisted on 
giving valuable little presents to his friends. 

Peter Thomson had warned me that the George May tournament was a 
carnival, unlike anything seen in Britain. He was right. Toa stranger the 
atmosphere was like a bank holiday fair with piped music, hot dogs and 
hamburgers and thousands teeming all over the place. For three dollars 
May gave the pµblic a straight deal. Car parking and programmes were 
free and the crowds were unhampered by ropes and only in dire necessity 
by stewards; they could jostle their heroes and wander about almost at will. 
The clubhouse was open to all who could eat and drink in half a dozen 
dining rooms or thirteen bars. The classic British phrases, closed, 
members only, lunch has finished, tea has not started, the bar is not open 
and so on, did not exist. 

To eyes accustomed to the peaceful pastures of British tournaments this 
seemed rather vulgar but the golf was fascinating . It was my first sight of 
heavily watered greens and fiendish pin positions and I marvelled at the 
accuracy, familiar nowadays, of the players. In the heavy humid heat I 
rushed around in pursuit of the golfe rs, most of whom I had never seen 
before. T he American wri ters in the loistcrcd oo i of the ai r- onditioned 
pre . room must havt: 1hough1 1 was razy . 1 rn urv ·I kd 1 oo at the 
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composure of the leaders as they competed for the first prize of SS0,000, a 
h~ge sum in those days. The winner also was given the option of doubling 
h1s take by playing fifty exhibitions around the world. Not everyone 
accepted because several had found that it damaged their tournament 
careers. 

Before I left England it had been arranged that I would wire my copy to 
the Winnipeg Free Press, with whom the Guardian had a liaison, and they 
would re-wire it to Manchester. This was cheaper than sending it direct 
from the United States . I followed instructions and was startled when on 
the second evening a cable arrived from Manchester saying that no copy 
had been received. My feelings can be imagined. After all the pleading that 
I should go to America there I was on my first assignment and nothing 
would appear in the paper. An anguished call to Winnipeg revealed that no 
one had alerted the Free Press as to the arrangement and my copy had been 
spiked, but eventually all was well. 

The last hour of the tournament was stirring for one unaccustomed to 
the manufactured drama now commonplace the world over. Leaders 
rarely, if ever, played last in European events and there to my wondering 
gaze was a quiet, slim figure in a white shirt descending into a cauldron of 
roaring excitement knowing that if he finished with a four the prize 
probably was his. The difference between first and second was $40,000. I 
wondered how any man's nerve could survive such a situation but Dick 
Mayer had won the US Open that year. He played the hole perfectly, 
Snead and Balding failed with their birdie putts to tie and Mayer was safe . I 
admired_ his golf for its graceful simplicity of style, and his modest appear­
ance wh1ch contrasted sharply with the vivid garb of others. That autumn 
he was one of the few Americans who played their game at Lindrick when 
Dai Rees, with inexhaustible enthusiasm, faith in himself and his players 
led his team to a famous victory in the Ryder Cup. 

I arrived in Winnipeg, another world after Chicago, an hour or so before 
the Walker Cup team, who were competing in the Canadian champion­
ship, and a few other writers appeared from Britain. They were wearied 
after the endless journey and just as they arrived at the bar in urgent need 
of sustenance the shutters clanged down and they were thwarted. Bars in 
Ma~itoba then closed, and may still do so, for an hour in the early evening 
to d1scourage the homeward bound from lingering. The serving of dinner 
ended <lead on a given time. Leonard Crawley and one or two others werc 
only a minute or so late but were refused a meal. Later I asked Crawley 
where he had eaten. He replied that he had dined at the chcmisr' (!rug 
store). 

One evening wc wt:rc Lak ·n toa foo tball ma 1 ·h. Non · ofu s undcnootl 
the SUbll · tÎ CS of <1 ga l11 C that S T lll ·d d r ·:1d f'u!J slow, :1nd afi t: rw:1rds Wt: 
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were asked to give our impressions on the radio. Arthur MacWeeney 
summed up our feelings when he said in his soft, slightly lisping Irish voice 
that the only time he had seen anyone move fast during the whole affair was 
when a loudspeaker announced that someone's car was on fire. 

MacWeeney was a rare man with a delightful sense ofhumour. He loved 
and appreciated the good things oflife but not to excess. I greatly enjoyed 
his company and that of his brother, Paul, for many years. Later on that 
trip Arthur was due to stay with me at the Beaconsfield Hotel in Boston but 
was taken ill and returned to Ireland. The following summer he gave some 
of us dinner at the Royal Dublin Yacht Club and I still have a splendid 
vision ofhis impressive figure glowing with good nature at the head of the 
table. Everyone was grieved when he died not long afterwards. 

Most of us were of a mind that a week in Winnipeg was enough, but it 
had moments. Alan Thirlwell's majestic striking took him to the semifinal 
of the Canadian championship; Alan Bussell also played admirably as he 
did in the Walker Cup match a week later. And night after night in the 
hotel by the station I would listen to the haunting cry of the engine whistles 
dying away across the prairie. 

The Walker Cup match at Minikhada, in the lovely state of ten thousand 
lakes where all the names seem to sound like running water, will always 
remain in my mind for the golfofBilly Joe Patton. I doubt that anyone ever 
swung the club at such a furious speed or based his game more consistently 
on attack. He was mercurial toa degree but when inspired by adversity or a 
great occasion he was a tremendous player with a rare flair for the 
unexpected. In 1954 he failed by a stroke to tie with Hogan and Snead in 
the Masters at Augusta; at Minikhada he destroyed reasonable British 
hop es of victory with a lethal exhibition ofrecovery play against Reid Jack. 
Patton produced several miraculous strokes in saving holes which Jack, 
with his beautiful style, had played perfectly. Over the day Patton had been 
outplayed through the green but as can happen in such matches, he 
gradually wore down Jack and won on the last green. In other Walker Cup 
matches Patton was the villain of the piece to British eyes but as a person he 
was far from villainous. I aften enjoyed his swift talk and lively Southern 
charm. 

Wolstenholme and Shepperson gave a brave account of themselves and 
Sewell and Jack, who played together in the foursomes, lost all three 
matches on the last green. Gerald Micklem and his team had cause for 
pride in having given the Americans a real battle. 

As the week in Minneapolis had progressed so had my education in 
things American. My friendship with Herbert Warren Wind, the most 
distinguished of all American writers on golf, was bricOy thrcatcncd when 
I drovi.: his car unaware of the effect of'powi.:r hrnkes . 1 soon lcarned that 
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American martinis should be treated with respect; and that when pretty 
American women approach you at parties do not be deceived into thinking 
that their charm and interest in you are signs ofencouragement. Once your 
curiosity value has evaporated they have a way of evaporating also. I 
learned too that television mostly is rendered unwatchable by the incessant 
commercials. Occasionally I may have ignored early Iessons about 
martinis, but ha ving altogether spent almost two years in N orth America 
my aversion to television there, save on a public network, remains. How 
millions can stand the interruptions every few minutes is beyond me. The 
man in the Minneapolis hotel was astonished when I asked him to remove 
the television and bring me a radio instead. 

One day Peter Ryde of The Times, also on his first trip to America, and I 
made a pilgrimage to Interlachen and played a few holes. The course is 
enshrined in history because it was there that Bobby Jones won the United 
States Open in 1930, the third stage of the quadrilateral which remains 
impregnable. 

A few years earlier Ryde, like myself and others, had become a golf 
writer by chance. When the editor of The Times decided that Bernard 
Darwin should retire Ryde, then on the paper's staff, was asked to take 
over. The thought of doing so had never entered his dreams or ambitions, 
but occasionally he would drift into the office carrying his clubs and 
doubtless had been spotted as a likely prospect. 

His writing graced The Times sports pages for another twenty years and 
more, during which he became famous for absent-mindedness with his 
own property. Rarely, it seemed, did he leave or arrive at a golfing place 
with all his equipment and this became a standing joke among his friends. 
One year a group of us was flown from Miami to see a development in the 
Bahamas. Peter, of course, had forgotten his swimming trunks but the 
ocean was so tempting that he wrapped his loins in a copy of The Times. To 
his evident surprise, even that august journal could not withstand the 
warm waves and Peter soon had to keep his back to the beach. 

There were no heavy hearts as we left Minneapolis on a private aircran 
for Philadelphia and a first acquaintance with the glory of Pine Valley . 
Very few courses in the world make as great and lasting an impact on thi.: 
golfer. At first he may be fearful of the awesome punishment that can await 
the erring shot, and he will hear tales of men taking an unconscionabk 
number of strokes, but will gradually realise that the course is absolutely 
fair and his fears will subside. I know that mine began to fade a littlc aftcr 
the first round. Some years later when playing with Warner Shclly, a 
delighrful man who with other Pine Valley stalwarts is a faithf11l attender 
at St Andrews for Royal and l\ncicnt meetings, 1 ma nag ·d 10 break 90 with 
a few disasters on the way and w~i s 1101 di spkas ·d with mysl:lf'. 
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No great length or uncommon accuracy are needed to survive the 
challenge, only a reasonable degree of striking, but 1 know of no course 
where the golfer must ever be aware of his limitations and play to them 
accordingly. Woe betide the man who attempts otherwise. Nowhere is the 
true stroke rewarded so splendidly by comparison with the weak or timid. 
The fairways are not menacing gun barrels and the greens are spacious. 
Only on the tee of the mighty l 5th is one aware that nothing less than a 
good drive will suffice. There is no alternative to carrying some 150 yards 
across a lake. The short 5th, which in fact is far from short, may strike fear 
to those attempting to reach the green cloistered in a neck of woods, but the 
wary can always play short and be in sight of a comfortable four. 

The course, which was completed shortly after the First War, was the 
inspiration of George Crump whose life work it became. He spent 
$250,000 of his own money on bringing his dream to life. Sadly, he died 
when only fourteen holes had been finished but he had founded a 
monument to the beauty and challenge of golf which has few peers in the 
world. The host during our stay there was the late John Arthur Brown, a 
legendary figure, who was president for over forty years. He was a most 
impressive man and a benign yet stern preserver of the traditions of the 
club. 

Pine Valley is a very special place, secluded and majestic, and one of the 
last bastions of golfing masculinity in America. There are no women 
members and although women may play at certain times they are not 
permitted in the clubhouse. Provision is made for them nearby. This may 
seem an unduly conservative attitude but no more so than that of the Royal 
and Ancient some of whose members are also overseas members of Pine 
Valley. Some years ago 1 was proud to accept an invitation to become 
one of their number, of whom only Henry Longhurst and 1 were 
golf correspondents . 

As soon as 1 reached The Country Club at Brookline near Boston, 1 had 
the feeling of treading on hallowed ground. It was there in 1913 that 
Francis Ouimet beat Vardon and Ray in a play-offfor the Open champion­
ship. In so doing he fired the first shots of the American revolution against 
British golfing supremacy, then unchallenged. No more significant round 
has ever been played and we had the pleasure of meeting the great man that 
week. 

lt was not a good championship for the visitors. As in Canada Alan 
Thirlwell survived longest by reaching the fifth round. The rest of the play 
was academie, if pleasantly so, fora British writer. On the second day 1 had 
a first glimpse of Nicklaus, then 17. As 1 recall, he was somewhat cru el to 
Sewell on the closing holes. 1 wil! not prctcnd that T 1hcn f"on::saw in him 
the great golfer he was to he ome; thi. be am ·mu h cl ·nr ·r 1wo ycars bi er 
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in the Walker Cup match at Muirfield. 
On the way to Boston 1 had stayed a while in New York where Herb 

Wind introduced me to aspects of American life far removed from golf. So 
vivid were those first impressions that 1 felt compelled to write ... 

We had been looking at golf courses on Long Island all through the 
warm afternoon and the coolness of evening was welcome and the city 
enchanted in the twilight as we crossed the East river in search of 
contrast and baseball. 

For many years the desire to watch major league baseball had been 
strong not only because it is a national game as close to American hearrs 
as cricket is to those of Englishmen but also to confirm the impression, 
long defended, that it is far more subtle in its tactical variations, more 
stimulating to watch, and even more beautiful than most foreigners 
would believe. Disparaging criticisms are sometimes heard in Britain, 
where comparisons with cricket are made in the ignorant beliefthat there 
must be a basis for comparison - where actually there is none. A ball is 
thrown, struck, and fielded. There any similarity ends . And so on this 
evening in September we carne to the old ground beneath Coogan's Bluff 
where the first game of polo in the United States was played and where 
the New York Giants had made their home since far back in the last 
century. 

It is their home no more. No longer will the crowds filter through the 
teeming streets ofHarlem, raw and exciting in their dark fascination; no 
longe:- will the sleek cars prowl in search of parking space, and no Jonger 
will the subways to 157th Street be crowded on summer evenings. The 
Giants have gone to San Francisco. For some time the threat that New 
York might lose two of its three major league teams had stirred uneasily 
in the minds of the faithful followers of the Giants and the Brooklyn 
Dodgers. Now the Dodgers also have gone, to Los Angeles, and in all the 
great city of eight million people only the Yankees remain, proud and 
powerful in the Bronx, a couple of brassie shots or more across the 
Harlem river from the Polo Grounds. It is almost as if Tottenham 
Hotspur and Chelsea had left Arsenal in lonely eminence and is a 
comment on the strange indifference of New York. 

There is always a sadness about last things . We knew that evening that 
never again would the Dodgers come from that swarming tip of Long 
Island which is Brooklyn to meet their ancient rivals on the Polo 
Grounds . Recently both teams had fallen on quieter days or, as on· 
American writer aid, albeit with afTection, when talking of tb Dodgers, 
"The twilight of the 13ums". Bul to the strangcr 1his dicJ 1101 malt ·r ft)r 
the s ·1ting was inlini1 ·ly fil s ·ina1ing. Th · li)'.ht s, b:1nkcd hi gh in 1h · dark 
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sky, flooded the ground without shadow and gave a brilliant emerald 
sheen to the coarse grass; and the diamond with its tracks between the 
bases was neat, intimate, and clean. Baseball is a game of distinct 
patterns, of lines, angles and curves, sharp and clear enough to delight 
the eye of the most exacting geometrician. It is vivid, alive, and swift: it 
knows not the awful lethargy which can affiict cricket, for there is always 
motion and change. It is a perfect expression of the American urge for 
movement, for sudden excitement, slickness and deception and yet 
withal an awareness of beauty. 

There is beauty and rhythm in the coil and sweep of the pitcher's 
action; there is grace in the flowing power of the hitting, but above all it 
is the superb fielding and throwing which is so enthralling to those 
accustomed to the gentler curves of the cricket field . Would that all 
cricketers would learn to throw with the speed and flat, deadly trajectory 
which these men achieve from almost any range. Much of baseball 
depends on running the strik er out, for he must run if he makes a fair hit 
and get to base before the ball. Thus the excitement of the race is 
constant and in a double play when the ball is fielded and thrown from 
one base, and then to another, before two men can run thirty yards each 
there is co-ordination and timing rare and beautiful. This was a quiet 
game as baseball goes. Young Podres pitched admirably, allowed the 
Giants few hits and no runs, and the Dodgers scored three. When it was 
done the floods dimmed for the last time, the crowd poured over the 
grass and the evening still was young. 

My next sight of the game was one evening in 1961, in San Francisco, 
when the baseball writer of the Chronicle, with whom the Guardian had an 
agreement, took me toa game at Candlestick Park. By odd coincidence, the 
Giants were playing the Dodgers, as they had been four years earlier when 
I had seen them in New York. Again Johnny Podres was pitching for the 
Dodgers, then of Los Angeles, but was soon dismissed when the Giants 
took four runs from him in the first innings. One of these was a majestic 
home run by Willie Mays that pitched halfway up the stands in left field 
(the mid-wicket area) a carry of 130 yards or more. 

Mays was one of the great baseball players of all time and it was extra­
ordinary to hear boos for him when he made a fractional error in fielding. 
There is no room for sympathy in baseball parks. The greater the player 
the louder the jeers for his mistakes. The catching is made to seem so auto­
matic that dropping the kind that cricketers fumble would almost lead to loss 
of citizenship. High 'flies' would sometimes tower a 100 fcet in to the night 
and when wind is swirling abour they must be dcs pcratcly hard to judgc. 

One imprcss ion ofthat game s1ill ·ndur ·s. Mays, wh o was paid $80,000 
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a season, no mean sum then, was at bat. For a few seconds he and the 
pitcher were motionless, tense, absolutely concentrated upon each other; 
Mays slightly crouched with bat poised, the pitcher ready to uncoil his 
wind-up. It was an instant, common place perhaps to the watchers, but one 
that seemed to express part of the game's compulsion. There was an acute 
sense of expectancy about the two superbly trained athletes, facing each 
other as if utterly alone, as in their minds they were, even though 30,000 
were watching. There was also the certainty that within seconds there 
would be an explosion of sound and movement. 

I wrote my impressions of the game for the Guardian and was immoder­
ately pleased when the San Francisco Chronicle reprinted the article across 
seven columns of a sports page. Lack of expert knowledge can be an 
advantage when making occasional forays into a foreign field. 



CHAPTER8 
JONES AND P ALMER 
AT ST ANDREWS 

One chill autumn morning at St Andrews in 1958 I met Bobby Jones for 
the first time. It was the eve of the first World championship for the 
Eisenhower Trophy and Jones was captain of the United States team. I had 
watched the early holes of their practise round on the Old Course and came 
upon Jones sitting alone in an electric cart near the Sth green. I introduced 
myself and we chatted fora while as he waited for the Americans to emerge 
from the Loop. 

For Jones the return to St Andrews was a sentimental pilgrimage. His 
last visit had been in 1936 when he had come to play what he imagined 
would be a peaceful round on the course where he had won the Open in 
1927, and the Amateur championship in 1930, the first step towards a peak 
where no golfer had stood before. In all probability no one will ever again 
win the Open and Amateur championships of the U nited States and 
Britain in the same year. 

To Jones's astonishment the word that he was about to play had spread 
like fire through the town. Some two thousand people were gathered 
before he left the first tee with Willie Auchterlonie the Royal and Ancient 
professional. This was a rare tribute but Jones had endeared himself to the 
local citizens as no golfer from overseas had ever done. Six years had passed 
since his retirement from championship golf but, in spite of a five at the 
short 11 th, he was round in 72. 

As we talked that morning the head greenkeeper approached and Jones 
asked him about the little bunker behind the 11 th green which had trapped 
his tee shot. The bunker had long disappeared and the greenkeeper had no 
knowledge of it, but Jones's memory was clear. There was a wistful note in 
his voice as he talked of how the character of the course had changed. 
Where once the fairways had been fawn and slcek they werc like pile carpet 
by comparison . 'ome years later in replying to a 1 ·tter J had written 
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mentioning the condition of many seaside courses he said that he had been 
shocked at the changes at St Andrews. 'If this sort of thing is happening to 
all British seaside golf then, indeed, progress has been dearly bought.' Jon es 
went on to say. 'Although l did not feel this way in the beginning, I am 
happy now that I did not miss playing seaside golf when the greens were 
hard and unwatered and the fairways and putting surfaces like glass. 
Nothing resulting from man-made design can equal the testing qualities of 
such conditions.' 

During the practise days Jones had moved reminiscently about the 
course, much as a man would return to an old and beloved garden. 
Doubtless he recalled the shots he had played, the subtleties of the holes, 
the slight changes here and there, the moments of triumph and of acute 
anxiety. He mentioned the beauty of the gentle hills which he had scarcely 
noticed in the past. 'I guess I was too preoccupi.ed.' How rich and full his 
memories were, memories of the youth who in 1921 carne to conquer and, 
in his failure, to dislike the Old Course, and of the wiser young man who 
grew to love and respect it. And all the while the people would come to pay 
homage, the old who remembered and the young who wished they had 
known. 

\Ylhen the time carne for Jones to follow his players home the cart would 
not start. I called for help from the telephone box which used to be by the 
9th green but none was forthcoming. Jones, who could only walk a few 
yards with the aid of sticks, was stranded. By then spectators had appeared 
and several of us pushed the cart until the batteries had regained their 
breath. In the event of further mishaps I rode with Jon es back to Rusacks 
where he was staying. We arrived safely and he invited me to join him and 
his wife Mary for lunch. Although, as I have said, he could only walk wirh 
difficulty I had not realised the extent of his frailty until, unthinkingly I 
asked ifhe would sign my copy of one ofhis books. He did so and, although 
it cost him a great effort, insisted on inscribing a little message as well. This 
was my first experience of the man's kindness and I shall always treasure 
the book. 

During the summer of 1966 I was myself writing a book about great 
courses of the world with Alfred Wright, a distinguished member of the 
!:,ports Illustrated staff. We had progressed far enough to be thinking of the 
introduction and who should write it. We carne to the conclusion that 
Bobby Jones was the only person in golfwhom we would approach. Therc 
was no point in having platitudes, probably ghost-written, from famous 
contemporary players, and we knew that every word that Jones might 
write would be his own. Somewhat difftdcntly l wrote asking iîhc would 
consider doing it . His reply, I have ::ilwnys t hou)'ht , was a mastcrpi ··· or 
courtesy and 1a t; he saicl, 'B ·lieve tnc, th ·re is not hing 1 dislik · n1or · 1han 
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failing to accept enthusiastically any assignment you might give me; now, 
however, I simply must make some reservations . 

'My health has been especially troublesome lately and I have been sorely 
pressed with personal matters. I am not one of those fortunate persons who 
can sit down before a typewriter and spil! out words that make sense . The 
act of creation on a blank page costs me no end of pain. 

'I honestly see no way I can do what you ask straight out of a clear blue 
sky. If you might be able to accept the reservation that I shall try once I 
have seen your proof, then I shall be happy to have a go at it. 

'I hope you understand and will on your part act quite freely. If the 
uncertainty thus imposed is too great, I shall not be sensitive. On the other 
hand, I hope to be feeling better later on and perhaps may gain some grain 
of inspiration from the reading of your proof!' In the end there were 
publishing difficulties, then Alfred Wright <lied suddenly and the book did 
not appear until long afterwards. 

The one shining fact about Jones the golfer is that he was an amateur in 
the true meaning of the term, which is rapidly losing significance on the 
highest levels of sport. He was no product of a college golf factory like the 
great majority of the leading American golfers today, but spent his 
formative years to the best possible purpose. He gained degrees in 
engineering at Georgia Tech; in English at Harvard; and, having decided 
to follow his father's legal profession, passed his bar exams in 1927 and 
became an active and most capable partner in a prominent Atlanta law 
firm. In his spare time he just happened to be the finest golfer in the world. 

Every spring Jones would emerge from pursuing the law, play in one or 
two lesser tournaments to ensure that his swing was in order and then, 
more often than not, conquer the best players in the game. His record over 
a period of eight years still makes the mind reel. Only once from 1923 to 
1930, in eleven British and American Open championships, <lid either 
Hagen or Sarazen; the greatest professionals of the time, finish ahead of 
him. He competed in twenty-one British and American Open and Amateur 
championships, won thirteen of them and three times, twice after play­
offs, was second in the US Open. He carne very close to beating the might 
of all the professionals seven times in eight years. 

It may be claimed that this would be impossible now, such is the depth of 
competition, but no man can do more than be supreme in his own time. 
Had Jones appeared forty years later he would have risen to the challenge. 
He had all the attributes of greatness. The rhythm of his swing was 
wonderfully smooth and unhurried; he had rare sensitivity of touch, an 
acutely observant golfing mind and the ability to control what had been a 
lively temper in youth, and nerve in t imes of awcsomc prcssu re . Occasion­
ally h · brought these pr •ssun:s upon h1111sc lfa 11 tl one: ol'his l' ·w rcg1 cts was 
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that he <lid not win some championships as comfortably as he knew he 
should have done. One of my lasting regrets is that I never saw him play. 
Schooldays interfered without mercy. 

It was no wonder that Jones was considered invincible and that in the 
first booming age of American sport, the age of Ruth, Dempsey, Tilden 
and company, he should become the greatest ofits heroes. He was subjected 
to a worship probably more intense, uncontrolled and ill-mannered than 
that heaped upon Arnold Palmer long years afterwards, and yet it is said 
that Jones was never discourteous, never insulted anyone and never lied to 
the press. He also knew that millions, not least his friends, expected him to 
win every time he played. This became an insupportable burden. 

When, on a September afternoon at Merion in 1930, he completed the 
Grand Slam, a conclusive statement of absolute supremacy, there were no 
more worlds to conquer. Long afterwards Jon es wrote 'All at once I feit the 
wonderful feeling of release from tension, and that on this particular 
project, at least, there could never at any time in the future be anything else 
to do.' 

Whether Jon es was the greatest of all golfers cannot fair ly be argued and 
greatness in a man is not solely the sum of his achievements in a pursuit 
which is not his career. He had a cultured, lucid and perceptive mind and a 
wry sense of humour, qualities which were to sustain him during the 
burden of his later life. And withal he was modest, courteous and 
handsome. If it seemed that the gods had been too generous in bestowing 
so many gifts upon him they exacted a terrible roll. 

For over twenty years Jones suffered from syringomyelia, a rare spina ! 
disease, and knew that progressive physical decline was inevitable. And ycl 
I never heard him complain. Rather would he mock his incapacity so that 
visitors were not embarrassed. Miraculously the wasting of the body did 
not blemish the crystal of his mind. This was vividly clear on the evening 
when he received the Freedom of St Andrews. The ceremony in Lhc 
Y ounger Hall of the university was the most emotional experience of all 
my years in golf. After the provost had welcomed Jones to the Roll or 
Honorary Burgesses, (the first American to be honoured thus sine · 
Benjamin Franklin), Jones made a moving response. He described the Old 
Course as 'a wise old lady, whimsically tolerant of my impatience, bul 
ready to reveal the secrets of her complex being, if only I would take Lhc 
trouble to study and learn ' . 

As Jones continued he found that he had no need of the notes he had 
prepared. Supporting himself on the rostrum, he spoke of friendship . 
'When I say, with due regard for Lhe meaning of the word, that lam your 
friend, I have pledged to you Lhe ultimatc in loya l1 y and tl ·vo1 ion . 1 n snnw 
respe ts r1 icndship may ·ven 1 ranse<:nd love, lor 111llUl' 1rknds h1p1 hcrl' i:-. 
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no place for jea!ousy. When, without more, I say that you are my friends, 
it is possible that I may be imposing upon you a greater burden than you 
are willing to assume. But when you have made me aware on many 
occasions that you have a kindly feeling for me by every means at your 
command, then when I call you my friends, I am at oncL affirming my high 
regard and affection for you and declaring my complete faith in you and 
trust in the sincerity of your expressions.' Everyone there sensed that he 
was speaking from the heart when he said 'I could take out of my life 
everything except my experiences at St Andrews and I would still have a 
rich full life.' 

As Jones departed and rode down the Hall in his cart, the people began to 
sing 'Will ye No Come Back Again'. They must have known that he could 
never do so. Fora while the sense of finality was almost overwhelming and 
many people did not trust their voices for several moments afterwards. 
The love affair, and it seemed no less, between Jon es and St Andrews was a 
phenomenon. I doubt that there has ever been such a depth of affection 
between a great games-player and a place and its people, although St 
Andrews must have a warm place in Nicklaus's heart. 

The championship that week in 1958, team medal on the highest world 
level of amateur golf, was a unique experience for everyone at St Andrews . 
In each round the three best scores from the teams of four counted towards 
the final total. Exact calculation as to their relative positions at any one 
point was difficult, indeed almost impossible. On the last day only a stroke 
or so separated Australia, the U nited States, and Britain and Ireland and all 
manner of drama attended the play of the last few holes. 

I remember seeing Peter Toogood, a splendid little golfer from 
Tasmania, take four putts on the l 7th when, in trying to tap the ball in 
from a tèw inches, he hit it twice. Bob Stevens, the Australian captain, had 
incurred a penalty ~f two strokes when a putt hit an unattended flagstick, 
but Australia still seemed likely to win. Then Arthur Perowne, one of the 
fin est strik ers of the time, stirred hope for Britain with a birdie at the l 6th 
and another at the l 7th where a superb two-iron finished within six feet. 
There was no way he could tell what was needed ofhim at the last, and in 
going for another birdie he missed the putt back. Finally the issue rested 
between Guy Wolstenholme and Bill Hyndman, bath ofwhom needed a 
birdie and a par for their countries to tie with Australia, although 
Hyndman thought that he needed two birdies. 

Before the championship Jones had ordered his team never to play their 
second shot for the upper level of the l 7th green, sound advice in a 
competition of that kind, hut the siruation was desperate. Hyndman 
indicated to Jones sitt ing in hi s clectr i art th at he was going for the 
forbidden shot. Jones nodded wh ·r ·upon f lyndm:1n hit :is fin e and brave a 
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stroke as could be imagined at such a moment. His four-iron shot bored 
through the greying twilight to within five feet, and he holed the putt while 
Wolstenholme took five. In the years to come I was to admire Hyndman's 
swing to an increasing extent as one of the purest I have seen. Both men 
finished with fours and the U nited States and Australia had tied, with 
Britain and Ireland one behind. 

Two days later Australia, for whom a young Bruce Devlin was a great 
spearhead, won the play-offby two strokes. IfBobby Jones's farewell to St 
Andrews was not attended by victory his memories of the place had been 
enriched, just as his presence had enriched the memories of everyone who 
was there. 

Within two years of Bobby Jones departing St Andrews Arnold Palmer 
carne for the Centenary Open on the Old Course in 1960. Although Kel 
Nagle beat him by a stroke the championship, as all the world knows, was 
never the same thereafter. The first tremors of Palmer's impact on golf in 
Europe were felt at Portmarnock where, on his way to Scotland, he and 
Snead had won the Canada Cup for the United States . Already that year 
Palmer had triumphed in the Masters and the US Open and not since 
Hogan in 1953 had the appearance of a golfer quickened such anticipation . 

Straight away Palmer's golf fulfilled every concept of the American 
power approach in its rem,?rkable capacity for attack; we had heard of his 
famous charges under severe pressure and of his consuming desire to 
succeed. Everything about him suggested strength, the cast ofhis strong 
broad features, the powerful sloping shoulders, the lithe quick walk and 
the massive hands. His grip of the club might have been moulded in bronze 
and the swing was a controlled fury of attack. He was compelling to watch, 
especially in contrast to the majestic grace of Snead, and then one day I 
became aware of the personal magnetism which was to capture the golfing 
world. 

It had been arranged that I would interview Palmer on the radio after the 
third round at Portmarnock. When I found him in the locker room rhere 
was a look of cold anger about him. He had taken 75 and felt that he had let 
his side down. Snead's superb 67 served to emphasise the failure. I asked 
him ifhe was ready to do the broadcast. He said that he must find his wifi.: 
and strode away with me in pursuit, wondering whether I would capturc 
him for the few crucial minutes. I need not have worried. As I realised on 
countless occasions afterwards Palmer honoured his commitments. Fi.: w 
professional games-players have behaved more graciously towards t h · 
public or the press. After he had spoken to Winnic, his wife, he amc to 
the radio caravan, sar down opposirc m · and grinn ·d. ! l is fa ·i.: was 
transformccl , all thi.: ang ·r witl1 hi111 s ·!f' s· ·m ·d to havl' m •itl"ll aw:1y :ind 1 
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was made to feel that there was nothing he would rather do than answer my 
questions. From that moment on I was attracted to him as a person as well 
as a great golfer. 

In the years that followed we became friends . I spent a good deal of time 
with him in private and on golfing occasions and realised that his charm 
was natural. It was part of a personal appeal that was unique in contempor­
ary sport. He rapidly became the most marketable symbol in golf which 
Mark McCormack converted into uncommon wealth. Palmer's name 
could be used to sell all manner of products unconnected with golf and 
while he soared to the heights McCormack became the most successful 
entrepreneur that sport has known. I have sometimes wondered how each 
would have fared had they never met. 

Palmer has always been aware of his public image. A genuine liking of 
people and anxiety not to offend made him vulnerable to all kinds of 
pressures but I never saw his patience fail. Jean and I were dining with the 
Palmers one evening in Scotland when a man, spotting Arnold, weaved 
across the room after a training session at the bar and more or less 
demanded audience. Palmer, courteous as ever to strangers, greeted him. 
The man asked for an autograph which was given and then asked for 
several more. Not satisfied with having interrupted our dinner he 
launched forth his views on the coming championship, saying that if X, 
naming a player who had no chance, did not win he hoped that Palmer 
would. Most famous games-players have suffered this sort of tactlessness, 
but none more so than Palmer. 

No golfer since Jones, and in recent years Nicklaus, attracted the support 
that Palm er did and still does in some measure . The very nature of his golf 
suggested a man fighting to overcome great odds, a man unafraid of 
challenge. Danger was his inspiration. The fact that he embodied tough­
ness and confidence, and was adventurous besides, made him particularly 
attractive, especially to those Americans who believe that an ordinary man 
can achieve anything. To them Palmer was a symbol ofheroic struggle and 
ultimate triumph. His army, as it was called, pursued him with a 
fanaticism that sometimes betrayed him into thinking that a task was 
complete, when it was not, and spectacular failure followed. So intent 
upon their hero and so noisy were his army that playing with Palmer in 
those years was not always enviable. Occasionally I thought he might have 
helped silence them when others were putting. His voice would have had 
more effect than those of marshalls. 

Every army has its deserters and occasionally when Palmer was below 
form there would be comments such as one l heard, 'Aw heli, I ain't gonna 
watch that guy, he can't play no more.' It was said in a voice plainly audible 
to Palmcr . /\nonymou s h.:11 TS would n m vcy th l' suml' mcssagc, <Jdding 
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that in future the writer would follow 'you know who', meaning Nicklaus. 
A man less sensitive to other people's impressions of him would ignore 
such nonsense but each incident probably caused Arnold a twinge. As it 
happened Nicklaus probably had to endure far more active rudeness from 
a small minority of spectators than Palmer ever did. Nicklaus was the 
villain who, after a few years, beat the hero more often than not. Palmer's 
army sometimes showed their resentment in idiotie fashion but Nicklaus 
behaved admirably, never once betraying his feelings. I think it took 
Palmer a long while to come to terms with the fact that by about 1966 
Nicklaus had become the stronger and more successful golfer. 

Palmer's readiness to be involved with people and innate restlessness 
must have imposed a burden on his resources ofnerve and concentration. 
This possibly cost him two or three major championships but had he not 
been the type of person he is and had won more often, he would not have 
been the Palmer that millions carne to worship. And I am sure that Arnold 
would never have wanted to be anyone but himself. 

Before Palmer competed at St Andrews the Open had declined in stature 
and appeal as a world golfing occasion. Since the Second War Americans 
had never entered in force. Hogan only appeared once and Bobby Locke 
and Peter Thomson almost established a permanent lien on the 
championship. So assured was their golf that year after year the victory of 
one or the other seemed inevitable. I grew bored with writing preliminary 
articles on the Open, suggesting for the readers' benefit that there could be 
hope of a British victory when I knew it was most unlikely. 

Thomson was gifted with a beautifully simple style, immense 
confidence, serene poise and lively intelligence while Locke was the most 
experienced world golfer of the time. Although the frequency of his 
victories in the Open and other events became monotonous 1 was 
fascinated by his unshakeable calm, wonderfully constant rhythm and 
putting that few golfers in history can have matched. While everyone 
admired these two golfers the time for a revival of world interest in the 
Open was overdue. Palmer's play at St Andrews and victories the next t wo 
years injected new life and meaning into the championship. America n 
entries increased forthwith, following Palmer, the Pied Piper. 

One evening during the championship at St Andrews 1 was partly 
instrumental in persuading Palmer that he should play in the French Open 
the following week. I said that St C loud resembled an American coursc, 
ideal for the big ball, and would serve as practice ror the PGA champion­
ship soon after he returned home. Winnie was also keen 10 scc Paris and 
finally Arnold gave way. frank Pcnnink phoncd 1 he 1 'rcn ·Il F ·dc1«1t ion 
who agrccd to a ccpt the cntri cs of Palmcr and C:11y t>l ,1 er wllll : il ~o 
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Three days later I arrived at the hotel in Paris and ran straight into an 
enraged Palmer about to leave for the airport. On arriving at St Cloud he 
had been told that neither he nor Player could compete as their entries 
were too late . Maybe they were but the French should have stuck by the 
original decision and given their golfers a first sight of the great man at his 
peak. I was most embarrassed but Palmer was readily forgiving . 

Among my most vivid memories of watching golf are those of Palmer 
drilling shots through a gale at Birkdale in 1961, and of mastering totally 
different conditions the following summer on a fast, burnished course at 
Troon. Palmer then was king but already the foundations of his throne 
were beginning to tremble, as one suspected they might. The shadow of 
Nicklaus had already darkened his horizon. 

CHAPTER9 
A JOURNEY OF DISCOVERY 

At no time when I was on the Guardian staff did I consider moving 
elsewhere. For many years the pay did not match that on some other 
leading newspapers but there were many compensations. There was 
always freedom of opinion; never once was I fussed or hectored by a sports 
editor, and until space restrictions were imposed on everyone a few years 
ago one usually had about 700 words or considerably more on important 
occasions. There was room for general description and very rarely was this 
challenged. 

After Montague had become one of the paper's assistant editors Bill 
Taylor, a most able journalist, took over as sports editor for a 
while until David Gray succeeded him. Gray was one of the most gifted 
writers on the staff. Apart from covering the lawn tennis his talents were 
often borrowed for politica! reporting at election times in Britain and the 
United States. It was not easy for him to write as much as he did and be 
sports editor and I am sure he was relieved when he could hand over to 
John Samuel, the present incumbent. Samuel's lively mind, knowledge of 
all games and enthusiasm for the job greatly contributed to the increased 
breadth and variety of the sports pages. 

I was fortunate in having editors who became personal friends and with 
whom there was always a sympathetic relationship. Differences ofopinion 
never stretched beyond the bounds of amiable, if firm discussion. For one 
who sought a settled existence and loathed personal conflict my position on 
the Guardian was ideal and not one to be surrendered lightly, but 
opportunities to do so did arise. 

In the summer of 1960 when the Sunday Telegraph had been conceived 
Jim Swanton, cricket correspondent of the Daily Telegraph, asked if I 
would like to join the new paper. Eventually I met Brian Roberts, the 
managing editor, who made me a handsome offer to be golf corre po ndent 
of the Sunday, second string, so to spcak, on the da ily and to help out in 
othcr rcspccts during tb c win ter. 
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up Co1111n·v U/l'and 111;11 Jtlli ·ul1i ·s wou ld ~ t rise regarding 1h · gol[I would 
he ex1 ectecl to do lor th e J)aily 'J'elcgraph. With the in reasing number of 
clashing dates or impon<.1nt cvents thcrc would be times when Leonard 
Crawlcy and [ wan1cd ro go to the same one. This would apply particularly 
10 rorcign travel and 1 said that it would be unreasonable for the Telegraph 
1 o scnd both correspondents to the U nited States, as on occasion has 
proved to be the case. Had l joined the Sunday paper it is most unlikely 
that I would have gone to the west coast of the United States the following 
summer, Crawley would have covered for both papers, as indeed he did, 
and I would have missed the most memorable of all American journeys I 
ever rook. 

The Walker Cup match that year was in Seattle and the beauty of going 
to that remote corner of the country was that one could make a huge 
diversion on the homeward journey at no great extra cost. We made the 
most of our opportunity. Ha ving deposited Jean with her family in Canada 
I went on to Tacoma where the US Women's championship was being 
played the week before the Walker Cup. I had been booked in a motel there 
but the next day a Doctor Cameron, a member of the club, insisted that I 
stay with him and his wife and that I have one of his cars, an enormous 
Thunderbird, for the week, yet another instance ofspontaneous American 
kindness. 

The course, possibly the oldest west of the Mississippi, was delightfully 
sited amid oak and Douglas fir on the edge of American Lake with Mount 
Rainier like a white mirage, rising above the early morning mists . The 
weather was perfect and so was the golf of Anne Quast Decker, now Mrs 
Sander, who played through the championship with a ruthless 
consistency, the like of which I have hardly, if ever, seen since from a 
woman golfer. Nineteen years later Anne Sander won the British 
championship at Woodhall Spa and spent the weekend with us in Norfolk 
afterwards. As I write Mount Rainier still looks down upon me from the 
picture she brought, a beautiful reminder of a delightful week. 

As far as the golf was concerned there was little to delight the British 
ga thering in Seattle. The Americans, headed by N icklaus and Deane Beman, 
were far too strong for the late Charles Lawrie's team andMartin Christmas 
alone won a point. Before leaving England Gerald Micklem and I had 
planned to drive from Seattle to San Francisco, something over a thousand 
miles. Brian Chapman, who had played in the match, carne with us . 

It was a wonderful trip; Gerald did most of the driving and I was able to 
relax and enjoy the beauty ofOregon, the noble woods and the rockbound 
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stilled. We lingercd awhile in the redwoods in northern California, 
humbled to silence in the presence of so many ancient, living things. 
Towards evening on the third day we carne to the Golden Gate and San 
Francisco, its towers gleaming in the late sunshine on their hills across the 
bay. I was profoundly moved, as millions must have been by their first 
sight ofthat enchanting city. 

Gerald and I stayed in the Bohemian Club, which could easily have been 
in Whitehall, a pleasant privilege. On our first evening, after drinks at the 
Top of the Mark, we dined with Frank D. (Sandy) Tatum who, in the years 
ahead, was to be a valued friend. One day Sandy and Gerald played at 
Olympic while I wandered round a course which has taken its place in 
history as the setting of two of the most drama tic and unexpected turns of 
fortune in all championship golf. I looked down from the clubhouse to the 
tiny 18th green in its amphitheatre and thought of the day six years before 
when Jack Fleck holed from eight feet to tie with Hogan in the US Open. 
The next day he won the play-off and the whole golfing world was stunned 
in to dis belief for Fleck was unknown and the master had seemed certain of 
a fifth victory. When the Open returned to Olympic in 1966 Palmer also 
lost a play-off, after Casper had gained seven strokes on him over the last 
nine holes of the fourth round. Few people then agreed with me that, after 
this crushing blow to his confidence, Palmer would probably not win 
another major championship. Sadly he did not. 

While in San Francisco Micklem and I sent a cable to Bernard Darwin 
for his 85th birthday, unaware that he was failing and had written bis last 
commentary for Country Lzfe. Later I drove alone towards the fulfilment of 
another dream. Again travelling hopefully was not the better part. As I 
carne down through the woods to Pebble Beach, and glimpsed the red flag 
on the 18th green with the Pacific softly surging beyond, I knew there 
could be no disappointment. The majestic creation of Douglas Gram and 
Jack Neville has become familiar to golfers the world over through 
television, films and innumerable articles. Several of the ocean holes, 
notably the 9th and 18th, are amongst the finest and most beautiful in the 
world. It is a great pity that considerations of commerce seem to prevail on 
one of the noblest of courses . From dawn until dusk the four-balls grind 
their dreary way round. The last time I was there in 1977 we waited for 
every shot. After 51/4 hours we had only played sixteen holes and darkness 
drove us in, but Cypress Point a few miles away is another matter 
altogether. 

95 



NOT ONL Y GOLF 

Whenever I am asked to name my favourite courses Cypress Point 
always comes first to mind. No other that I have seen anywhere in the 
world fulfils more precisely all that I would hope to find in a golfing place. 
The clubhouse, a serene and secluded plantation-style building, is minute 
by American standards and as usual all the more soothing to British eyes. 
The main sitting room could well have come from an English country 
house; the dining room is far from large and the bar tiny by comparison. 
U pstairs there are four bedrooms giving on to a balcony running round the 
house from where one can look down across a sloping lawn and groves of 
ancient gnarled and writhing cypress, some centuries dead but seemingly 
still alive, to the most famous hole in America, the menacingly beautiful 
16th. In the years to come I was to enjoy other visits to Cypress but my 
introduction was in 1961 when Elizabeth Price Fisher and I played the 
course . I recall little of our round save that when we carne to the l 6th there 
was a damp wind from the ocean, and no question of my attempting to 
carry the inlet of surging ocean bet ween tee and green. Elizabeth and I took 
the safe route, pitched on and she holed for a three. 

Meanwhile at Pebble four miles away Nicklaus was making his final 
massive impact on the amateur scene and Joe Carr was striving his urmost 
to meet him in the final. I watched most of his 36-hole semifinal with 
Charles and Margaret Lawrie and Joe put us through the wringer before 
losing at the 36th to Dudley Wysong. On that magnificent last hole, Carr 
was some way short of the green in two when Nicklaus, who had long since 
won his match, appeared beside me. He remarked that Carr was 116 yards 
from the flag and when I looked surprised at such a specific figure he 
produced a card with exact distances of various shots on every hole. That 
was my first experience of the measuring which has become commonplace 
throughout first-class golf. Needing a birdie to prolong the match Carr 
overhit on to the rocks fringing the green. The next day Nicklaus, who was 
about 20 under par for the championship, murdered Wysong. At the prize­
giving he said that he was not intending to turn professional. He still 
wanted to try to match Jones's record as an amateur, but inevitably the 
financial temptations were too great and he changed his mind a couple of 
months later. 

From Monterey I took the California coast road to Los Angeles, pausing 
for the night at Big Sur. I had been advised to <line at a restaurant called 
Nepenthe and while at the bar fell into conversation with a young 
American and his wife. They invited me to join them for dinner and 
insisted that I be their guest. The next day I was tempted to visit San 
Sim eon but time was press ing, and years late r Jean and 1 did see that bizarre 
monu ment to man's acquis itivencss. T lovcd cruising quictly along the 
t caut ifu l wind ing roJd :.ibov · 1h · occa n and by 1hcn was tak ing a 
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Sagan golf course 1944. The famous wooden horse from which three 
prisoners escaped was close to the furthest 'brown ' . In the distance are 
the outlines of our home-made skating-rink . 
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Above left : The incomparable Bobby Jones . Above right : Larry 
Montague who, as Sports Editor of the Guardian, had a rare capacity 
for blending command and friendship . 
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DON*T· MISS 

.a . 
\=>o.t. LOcutl. ~CV,>. -o• 
RUGB• 
LEAGUE 

Left. The ' infamous' Rugby Lea •u · 
poster. My coverage of the sport last ·d 
for less than a season. Above: T he r ';il 
beginning . Jean and I leave Holy T ri n il 
Church, Chelsea, in January 1949. 
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Above: Wentworth, 1956. Jean 
studies Hogan, while others follow 
the flight of the bal!. Right: 
Arnold Palmer and 1 take off for 
the links at Muirfield, 1966. 

Above: West Runton, Norfolk, 1979. My effort with his ten-pound 
club amuses Gary Player. 
Below: A companionable moment at the U.S. Amateur Champion­
ship at Pebble Beach with Leonard Crawley and Henry Longhurst , 
1961. 



A contented foursome at Cypress Point with Donald Steel, Bing and 
Dick Snideman, 1971. 

l( 1t 1 ll 1yw1 11l l1 111 1d I \ 11 1! 1 ·I y 11w 11 

Moor Park, 1938. No wonder the Don remains a fine golfer. 1 played 
against him at Royal Adelaide during my trip to Australia in 1972. 
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A JOURNEY OF DISCO VER Y 

highly contented view of the U nited States. 
During the week at Pebble I had met a son of Ethel Barrymore who 

arranged for me to visit U niversal Studios, and I would happily have 
lingered a few more days, succumbing to the fascination of Hollywood, 
Sunset Boulevard and so on. I was reluctant to leave California, but Jean 
and I had planned to meet in New Orleans three days later. I could have 
gone by air but a deal of writing had to be done and the Sunset Streamliner 
offered the seclusion essential for unburdening. As the famous names 
gradually vanished from American railroads and train travel became more 
of an endurance than a pleasure I was happy to have taken that journey. 
The train ambled along for some forty hours while I thrilled at my first 
sight of the desert lands that I would come to love, and to a true sense, 
impossible by air, of the vastness of the country. 

Leaving the train at New Orleans I feit deep humid heat for the first 
time, a startling change from the weeks on the west coast and even more so 
for Jean who carne from autumn in Toronto. We stayed in a charming little 
hotel, La Motte House, on the edge of the French quarter, recommended 
to us by W. J . Weatherby, one of the Guardian writers on theatre and the 
arts. Later he followed the civil rights cause with considerable courage in 
the southern states. The only air conditioning was a fan in our bedroom 
and after each day's exploration we would !ie beneath it before braving the 
short walk to a restaurant for dinner. For a long while afterwards Jean 
would recall the Rockefeller oysters at Antoine's . We did all the standard 
things, eating at Brennans and the Courtyard of the Three Sisters, a trip on 
the Mississippi, and listening to the jazz, not least that of Al Hirt to whom 
1 alrner had given us an introduction. We found Preservation Hall, where 
the old jazzman played night after night, almost irresistible. The Hall then 
was, and may still be, a bare room with wooden benches. People of all kinds 
drifted in and out, giving a dollar or so when the hat carne round. Jean was 
dctermined not to leave New Orleans without something truly indicative 
oî the place . After some searching in the little galleries that abound there 
she îound a crayon drawing of three old jazz players in the Hall. It stil l 
liangs in our dining room. We loved the whole atmosphere of New 
Orlcans, foreign to anything we had known before, not least the soothing 
inOuence of sazerac in shaded courtyards. 

( rolf was far from my mind for several days but the Palmers had told us 
11) all the Bronson Ingrams, close friends oftheirs, who then l.ived in the 
(;arden District. They were most hospitable and Bronson suggested golf at 
1h · N ew Orlcans Country C lub . Before starting he asked ifl wou ld likc a 
·ar1 . 1 n.:f'u sc<l, say in g r::i th er lortily that w ' did not usc th cm in Bri1 ;1in . 
1.ong h ·fo r · w · fini shcd ninc h les 1 was ·x hau s1 ·tl and lripping f'rom 1h · 
lt11111idi1 y. N ··dl ·ss 10 sa Brnnson in sist ·don a c:1rt f'or 1'1 ·s··ond11 i11 · 
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and I collapsed gratefully in to it. Let no one scorn the use of carts until they 
know what it is like to play golf when humidity and temperature are in the 
nineties. 

Soon after leaving New Orleans we crossed Lake Pontchartrain. The 
bridge is low to the water but is about twenty miles long and for some time 
there was no sight of land at either end. It gave us an eerie feeling of total 
isolation. We drove along the Gulf of Mexico for a while and as we passed 
through Louisiana and Alabama, with its interminable pines, we had 
glimpses of the life which many of the black people were forced to endure. 

Before leaving England I had written to Bobby Jones who said that he 
would take us to East Lake, the course where as a small boy his genius 
began to flower. He collected us from the motel and only later did I learn 
that he had been suffering from a virus and that this was his first day 
abroad. It was typical that he should not disappoint his visitors . Harold 
Sargent, then the professional at East Lake, joined us for lunch in the 
clubhouse which enshrined so much evidence of Jones's triumphs. Later 
the club moved to new headquarters and when the US Open was there in 
1976 I saw the room with its beautifully arranged collection of trophies, 
books, pictures and clubs which the USGA had determined should be a 
permanent tribute to his memory. 

After lunch Sargent and I played the course. Jones did not linger and was 
spared the sight of the ghastly quick hook with which I started the round. 
That evening Harold entertained us in his home where we met his father 
George Sargent, who had won the US Open at his first attempt in 1909 
after arriving from England. Within moments of a long talk beginning the 
generations had melted away and I felt a humbling awareness of all that had 
happened in his lifetime. 

Sargent's early days had been spent at Epsom Downs as assistant to one 
McWatt, who had actually played with young Tom Morris. McWatt told 
the youthful Sargent that Morris kept his head so still that his Glengarry 
used to be jerked off by the impact of his swing. Eventually Sargent 
realised that there was little chance for a young player to reach the top in 
Edwardian Britain, when Vardon, Braid and Taylor were supreme and so, 
like many another young golfer, he emigrated to North America. The 
profession had little status in those days and, as he said, 'we were 
struggling for recognition, and then carne Walter Hagen.' 

There was a glow in the old man's voice as he spoke ofJoyce Wethered 
(Lady Heathcoat Amory) and the way she 'hit from the inside'. He learned 
that the Wethered family used to take notes separately when watching 
Jon es play, and Sargent himself was sent to England with a special high­
speed camera to photograph her sw ing and thosc of Jones and Vardon. All 
rhis made vin tag· li st ·ning and on nvicd th ri hncss of his mcmori ··s. 

A JOURNEY OF DISCOVERY 

The next morning we visited Peachtree where Harold's brother Jack, a 
delightful man, was the professional. He showed us one of the most 
beautiful of American courses, its design an expression of the combined 
talents of Robert Tyre Jones the golfer and Robert Trent Jones the 
architect. I would love to have played it but Augusta was calling and time 
pressmg. 

Before we left Atlanta Jones had arranged for us to be shown the Augusta 
National course. Driving down the long avenue of magnolias towards the 
serene old plantation clubhouse I feit something of the excitement which 
must have stirred Jones when he first saw the land in 1930. It seemed to 
him that it had been lying there for years just waiting for someone to lay a 
course upon it. It was closed that September day, as it had been for the 
summer. Only pyrocanthas glowed amid the trees, but it was easy to 
imagine the beauty of the setting in spring when azaleas, camellias, 
dogwood; wisteria and other shrubs, legacy of the nursery that once had 
been there, were in bloom. 

Our hosts, Julian Roberts and Jerome Franklin who, as I write, is the 
only surviving original member of the club, showed us all the famous holes 
lovingly designed by Jones and Alister Mackenzie. We walked where the 
stuff of legends had been made by men like Sarazen, Hogan, Nelson, 
Snead, Demaret, Middlecoff and Palmer, men whose greatness spanned a 
generation. I stood in the bunker by the 18th green and understood 
Palmer's feelings as that very spring he had cast away a Masters that he 
seemed certain to win. Needing a four to beat Gary Player, his second with 
a seven iron was struck without sufficient care, his bunker shot was too 
strong and he took six. 

At last Augusta was a known place. Now I was conscious of its 
atmosphere and of the traditions that, remarkably, had grown in less than 
thirty years. When I did see the Masters for the first time in 1964 I was so 
'xcited on the opening morning that I could not begin to write. Sheet aîtcr 
sheet was wrenched from the typewriter and hurled away in an increasi ng 
tury of frustration. I could not, as I believe Neville Cardus did once from a 
·ri ket match, send a wire to the Guardian saying, 'Take PA (Press Associ­
at ion) cannot get started' . There were no such resources at Au gusta . 
Finally, when I was becoming desperate, Herb Wind told me to forgc t it 
lor an hour and go and watc!1 the golf with him. This was wisc counse l. 
Wit ·n I rcturned all was wel!. 

l'rorn /\u gusta wc hcadcd north through the aro linas, Look the Blu · 
l\1dge Parkway, pau cd in Virginia and Washington and thencc t) 

l 'a lm ·r's dwclling in Latrobc. Wh n th · visi t h::id been arr::ingcd he had 
111 lï1tin11nl that wi:. mi ght pla 1 go lCl ut f'br 1wo days ruin lash · l down :111d 

liy th ï1 ir wns 100 lnte. Our journe ho111 ·, :ind to th · Rylk1C11p111<11d1 :1 1 
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Lytham, could not be postponed. Nonetheless we had enjoyed seeing the 
Palmers as private people. 

Their home stood, as it does today, on a wooded hillside above what then 
was the nine-hole course where Palmer's father had been the professional 
since he had helped to create it before the war. Although by 1961 he had 
reached a peak and prosperity was growing fast there was nothing ostent­
atious about his house. It was comfortable and attractive, as one had 
expected it would be with Winnie Palmer in charge. Arnold had indeed 
been fortunate in marrying an exceptional person. The demands upon him 
were enormous, and the more so because ofhis outgoing nature and reluct­
ance to say 'No'. Many a man would have been sorely harassed but his 
wife's cool intelligence, poise and devotion to the cause were ever there as 
harriers against the bombardment of mail and telephone, the needs of two 
little daughters, guests, callers and an abundance of detail. 

One did not have to know Palmer long to appreciate that there was 
nothing contrived or false about his manner, that he was always true to 
himself, and that he had a trusting nature. Some years later I was in his 
house when he suddenly sounded off to me in no gentle terms about 
someone who had upset him. His remarks would have made a startling 
story in print but it never occurred to him to say that he was speaking off 
the record. I was a guest in his home and therefore was trusted. Such belief 
in people is no small part of his appeal. 

Palmer was blessed with a strong heritage. His father, known as Deacon, 
was a man of an older fashion, moulded from strength and simple beliefs, 
with a tough independent mind ofhis own. He was Arnold's only teacher 
and a stern parent. Even after his son had become a national figure and very 
rich Deacon never boasted about him and always stayed in the background 
whenever he watched tournaments . There was never any danger of Arnold 
being spoiled. Deacon was a reserved man, not at first easy to know, but 
once accepted as a friend, a friend you remained. I played golf with him 
occasionally at his beloved Latrobe, the last time a few months before he 
<lied. As my partner he holed an enormous, swinging putt on the last green 
to win our match, to the chagrin of Michael Williams of the Daily 
Telegraph and a member of the club. It made a happy memory of an 
uncommon man. 

Palmer has always had a vigorous appetite for the active life. Not for him 
quiet reflective hours with a book, or hobbies distinct from golf. His refuge 
was in his workshop where he would work with clubs for hours. When I 
was last at Latrobe it was equipped with all the machine tools he could 
possibly want, and the collection of clubs had grown toa thousand or more 
from the few hundrcd he had in 1961 . Asidc from golf Oying has always 
bt..:cn a onsuming int ·r ·s t. That ·ar he had bought a twin- ·ngin · air ralt 
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A JOURNEY OF DISCOVERY 

in which he flew us to Pittsburgh on our way home. I saw then, as on 
occasions later when he had jets, that he was an extremely capable pilot. 

We stayed in New York fora night or so, went toa cocktail party for the 
United States team on the eve of their departure for Britain, and a wonder­
ful voyage of discovery was over. I had travelled on land through all the 
peripheral states, save those in New England, a privilege that many 
Americans never enjoy, and much knowledge of the country, previously 
gained from books and films, was now based on personal experience. It was 
all made possible because the Guardian had sent me to the Walker Cup 
match in Seattle. 
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CHAPTER 10 
AMERICA THROUGH THE SIXTIES 

Whenever I recall the sixties it seems that journeys abroad rather than golf 
come first to mind. Summer after summer I travelled all over Britain and in 
many Continental countries to such an extent that memories of all b~t 
exceptional events have become blurred. Until the appearance ofJacklm 
little of historie moment involved British golfers . Inevitably, the sharpest 
recollections of that period are of the American scene. A dozen or more 
visits between 1965 and 1969 took me to many fascinating places -
California, Mexico, Hawaii, Las Vegas, the eastern cities - and every year 
to Augusta, Georgia. I had seen my first Masters in 1964 but could not go 
the following spring. Later that summer, during the Walker Cup match at 
Baltimore, Charles Yates, one of the most engaging of men and an 
imperishable figure at Augusta, asked Peter Ryde and me if we would be at 
the Masters in 1966. 

I said that I was doubtful because of the cost; one American trip each year 
was the most 1 could expect from the Guardian at that time. Eventually, 
Yates wrote and said that if I and others could get across the Atlantic the 
rest of our problems would be solved. And they were, in remarkable 
fashion. We were told to be at La Guardia airport by a certain time and we 
would be flown to Augusta in one of the private jets belonging to Jackson 
T. Stephens, a member of Augusta National. He lived in Arkansas and his 
aircraft had to come all the way from Little Rock to collect us in New York. 

This was privilege indeed. I had not flown in a small jet and taking 
off gave one the sense ofbeing in a racket. For several years Jack Stephe~s 
sent his aircraft and on one occasion Ronald Heager, then of the Dazly 
Express, now of the Sunday, and I were the only passengers. As we settled 
in our seats, a bottle of bourbon between us, we had one common thought, 
that this was the life, but Augustan hospitality extended to the point where 
we were housed and fed at no cost to our papers. All this was vastly more 
than we could have expected but fo r a while made the difTerence between 
my go ing or not. 
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I never discovered the precise reason for this kindness but Clifford 
Roberts, the tournament chairman and possibly the last great dictator in 
golf, and Bobby Jones were anxious that the Masters should have an inter­
national flavour. To this end many foreign players were invited to compete 
and coverage by the British press was welcomed. Furthermore, the club 
had close associations with the Royal and Ancient several of whose 
members are members of Augusta. 

1966 was a significant year. Nicklaus became the first and thus far the 
only man to defend the Masters successfully, surviving a wearisome five­
hour play-off with Gay Brewer and Tommy Jacobs. No fewer than ten 
British players competed and after two rounds Peter Butler, who always 
played Augusta well, shared the lead but the rest melted into oblivion. 
Nicklaus then won a memorable Open at Muirfield. As he strode purpose­
fully from the l 7th tee in the last round he said with a smile 'Interesting, 
isn't it?' I asked if he knew how interesting - there were not many score­
boards then - and he said 'Two fours to win'. He mastered the long l 7th 
with a three-iron and a five-iron; hit a one-iron from the last tee, then a 
three-iron, holding the right-hand breeze perfectly, and beat David 
Thomas and Doug Sanders by a stroke. 

A few months later I was looking down on the wonder of Mexico City by 
night, a myriad jewels in a vast black bowl within a seemingly impenet­
rable embrace of mountains. I was on my way to cover the World team 
championships for the Santo Espirito and Eisenhower trophies. The 
women's affair was at the Club Campestre, the oldest course in Mexico, 
and the flattest 1 have ever seen. A cricket pitch could have been laid almost 
anywhere on the fairways and the course was too long for most of the 
players, but Belle Robertson did return a 69, the lowest score of the whole 
event. I remember the superb golf of Marlene Streit, one of the smalles r 
and yet for years one of the finest players in the world. She had the bes t 
individual total of all and was largely responsible for Canada finishing 
second to the United States. Apart from Mrs Robertson the British did not 
have the guns for a demanding course, but there were high hopes for the 
mcn's team the following week at the Club de Golf. 

T wo years earlier under gloomy, storm-haunted Roman skies, I had sern 
1 he British win the Eisenhower Trophy for the first time at Olgiata. 
Michael Bonallack and Ronnie Shade, who were in that team, were playing 
in M exico with Peter Townsend and Gordon Cosh, but fru stration was to 
he t heir lot. The course was a pretty formidable tes t; ome holes, cncloscd 
within a mighty upru sh offlrs, were like a athedrnl nave, a menacin g sigh1 
l rom th e tees. From the outscl Lh · British wen: stn.1 gg lin g: T ow nsc nd , 
11111 il 1h ·n a brillia11t a11 a -kin g go lfi ·r, un ac oun1:1bl y los! ·onfi Lk 11n· :llld 

1.": 1rly in 1h · 1hird ro11nd Bon:1lla -k, who was in 1:ood lèlrm, IOl" l" n111 sl' l ·:-. in 
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his back. He played on courageously but the burden lay heavily on the 
others. Shade played supremely welI, was easily the outstanding golfer of 
the championship and with gallant support from Cosh enabled the British 
to finish third. A remarkably consistent Australian team won. 

Even to those accustomed to clubhouses in the United States the one at 
the Club de Golf was a rare experience. The dining room seated some 700, 
there were more than 900 lockers and the whole affair resembled a liner 
rather than a clubhouse. But once the day's golf was done I could explore 
one of the most fascinating cities I have known. In common with most 
others in the Latin world there was no escaping the contrast between 
poverty and riches, beauty and ugliness. An immediate awareness of 
progress was tempered by ever-present signs of fecundity . 

There was much of beauty in the city: the handsome parks, the sweep of 
the Reforma, a street which compares with the Champs Elysées in its 
restless surge and grace, the castle of Chapultepec, rising on its green hili, 
the splendour of abundant statues, the soft glow of the cathedra! square by 
night, the incomparable Museo de Antropologia, the matchless colour of 
the Ballet Folklorico, the still, warm days and the cool of the nights. Rarely 
have I known such a feeling of wellbeing as in Mexico. 

The golf confined me to the policies of the city for a while and then Jean 
joined me from England. One day we drove to the Pyramids of 
Teotihuacán and glimpsed the other world of Mexico. The massive 
remains of the great Toltec city are impressive enough but so too in 
another way was the journey home. We paused at villages where progress 
had made no mark and once, after turning aside down a rough earth road 
towards a church, were surprised to see weeds and cactus leaves hurtling 
over the old churchyard walls. Within was a fury of activity, cleaning and 
tending graves and adorning them with the bright orange zempazochitl 
flowers. This was the eve of the Day of the Dead when people, with 
appropriate sustenance to fortify them, hold vigil by the graves. To watch 
seemed an intrusion; this was far from the tourist beat and we hastened 
away into the twilight. 

By then the urge to see more of Mexico was growing. The season of the 
rains, not as threatening as it sounds for they mostly fall at night, was over; 
the great tourist invasion from the north was not yet under way and a quiet 
hotel in Acapulco, only 260 miles distant, sounded inviting. The road 
climbs from the city over mountains to 10,000 ft before the almost imper­
ceptible descent to the ocean begins. It was a relief to escape the furious 
challenge of driving in the city, with its minimum of signs and numerous 
police awaiting private subsidies, and roll at peace into the gathering 
warmth, clown t hrough the Sierra Madre, a western ram part of green, 
f'olding mountains. 
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A first sight of Acapulco should be towards evening when the land 
enclosing the beautiful bay turns black against a Pacific sunset that even 
motion pictures cannot exaggerate; the lights begin to sparkle on the hills, 
and the outlines of the big hotels, incongruous cubic horrors by day 
(wherein Americans having escaped from the United States can escape 
from Mexico) mercifully are softened. But development was nothing like 
as alarming as we had feared. 

Day followed flawless day, with the certainty that there would be no rain 
until May; that the water temperature in the seventies varies but a few 
degrees in the whole year; that there will be a rich abundance of fruit for 
breakfast; that a sweet ocean breeze, albeit deceitfully, will temper the 
sun's heat; that if one wants only sea, sky and solitude, mile upon mile of 
beach, where long rollers ride, await up and down the coast but, just 
possibly, there might be an earth tremor. During breakfast one morning in 
a covered restaurant by the hotel swimming pool we feit our world 
beginning to tremble. I leaped to my feet and rushed outside dragging my 
wife behind me but within seconds all was still. We returned to our table, 
feeling rather foolish, to the amusement of a group of German residents 
who said that such moments were not uncommon. Years later, high in a 
Los Angeles hotel, we were woken by another tremor. It did not last long 
but gave us a hint of how terrifying a large earthquake must be. 

To linger in Acapulco was tempting but the call of Yucatan was insistent 
and the days were running out. Returning to the city we took the ever­
winding, beautiful road to Taxco, old and enchanted, clinging to a 
mountainside a mile above the level of the sea. We longed to spencl much 
money on the silver jewellery, ate ceviche high above wild plunging green 
va lleys, and hated the leaving. It was wellnigh impossible to believe that 
i\capulco was only a morning's drive away. 

Another hour or so and there was Cuernavaca, city of expatriates, where 
Cortes had a summer palace, on a wall ofwhich Ribera, great master ofth 
murals beloved of Mexico, had painted a disturbing impression of slavery 
under Spanish rule . Fora moment the sunshine lost its warmth. This is a 
·ity where African tulip is an eternal flame, bougainviilea blooms for ever, 
:111 1 there are no seasons as Europeans know them; where you can breakfast 
on <111 open terrace every day of the year, within sight of Popocarépetl, its 
p ·ak a shining cap of snow; where the police used to park your car in the 
main square and you could lunch in a garden where crane and flamingo 
wandcred and margheritas tasted divine; a place where the air is so pure 
1 h:1t you fccl like living for ever. 

Not long ago Yu atan was one of' th L: rcmotL: placL:s, littk known or cv ·n 
1111agincd by th L: pcorl 'S of Europc . Now McriJa, it s prin ·ipal cit on 1h · 
:, 11t· ol' tlit: old Mayan capi tal, is 011ly :1 short lli1~ ht li-0111 Mi:nui 01 Mcxi((1 
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City, and the fascination of a lost and beautiful world is familiar to legions 
of visitors. 

One warm noon our aircraft carne to rest on the strip at Chichen Itzá, a 
thin white ribbon in the interminable green. As it taxied to the tiny palm­
covered shelter that served as a terminal the great El Castillo pyramid 
could be seen towering above the jungle. This is one of several massive 
structures: the vast bal! court, with its remarkable acoustics, where a single 
game would last for months with death awaiting the captain of the losing 
team; the observatory, where Mayan astronomers took sight upon the 
stars, a strangely moving place when seen under the moon with fireflies 
glowing in the darkness . 

Thence we travelled to Uxmal, where the evidence of faith was even 
more impressive in its immense simple beauty, with the theme ofa serpent 
ever recurring in the carvings on the stone; and all dedicated to worship of 
the rain god. Had the Mayans but realised that water in plenty lay beneath 
the ground, the cities might never have been abandoned to the jungle seven 
centuries and more ago. 

The appeal of Mexico is infinite and we were sad to leave but Jean had to 
return to England while I, after a few more days looking at preparations for 
the 1968 Olympic Games, began my homeward journey by way of 
Houston. It was a good opportunity to see Champions, the beautiful 
creation of Jack Burke and Jimmy Demaret, where the Ryder Cup match 
was to be played a year later. I was delighted to see that the surrounds of the 
greens were sleek and smooth, unlike so many in America with their 
coarse, thick fringes. I thought then that the British players would enjoy 
Champions; as it was Hogan's team gave them an awful hiding. 

While in Houston I called on a remarkable old golfer, Ike Handy, author 
of !t's the Damned Bali. He was a lively eighty, had beaten his age every 
year, except twice, since he was 68, had holed in one fourteen times and 
had extremely positive ideas about golf. His theory that mass times 
velocity equals power had a particularly good example in the Nicklaus of 
those days. 

I had been told that Handy was an authority on shanking, a disease with 
which I was only too familiar, and on the practise ground of the Houston 
Country Club he gave a convincing demonstration of how to shank and 
how to avoid it. He was absolutely right in saying that if the left hand does 
not supinate you cannot shank; in other words make sure the hand does not 
roll over. Having absorbed this comforting advice I declined an invitation 
to accompany him on a duck shoot and sought a peaceful room on the Gulf 
coast for a last fee! of summer . 

All too soon I had undergone one oftho e st::i nling temperature changes 
ommon in the Uni1 ·d S1at ·s, an 1 w:is in 1h · snows or western 
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Pennsylvania. Log fires glowed and all was peace in the house of Palmer. 
One afternoon we drove into the wooded hills above Ligonier, remote in 
<leep winter silence, and a long escape from mundane realities was almost 
over. There remained only a day at Baltusrol, where preparations for the 
next US Open were well under way, and another with Alistair Cooke 
whose passion for golf was such that his eyes and talk sparkled like those of 
a man enraptured by a new mistress whose charms he is convinced can 
never fade. Every golfer knows what an enviable state that can be. 

Late in 1966 it seemed that I would not be seeing any more of Augusta 
for quite a while. Cooke had warned me that the Guardian was facing 
something of a crisis. I soon learned that there had been a threat of the 
paper being taken over and losing its splendid independence under the 
ownership of a private trust. Mercifully the <langer was averted but the 
prospect of overseas trips was not bright. 

I had little hope of going to the Masters but during the winter Cooke had 
been in correspondence with Bobby Jones, whose latest book he had 
reviewed in an American journal. U nknown to me he must have 
mentioned that I would probably not be at Augusta the following April. 
The outcome of this was that Jones acting out of pure kindness arranged 
through a friend of his, who owned several newspapers, that I should write 
a daily piece on the Masters which would be syndicated. For this I would 
be paid a fee which, as it proved, covered my expenses. 

I was exceedingly grateful to Jones because as it happened that Masters 
was the last in which Hogan played. It was also Alistair's baptism at 
Augusta. His addiction to golf had become a serious case by then. He had 
never played until in his fifties but the application of an uncommonly keen 
mind and diligent practice were making him into the competent golfer he 
is. His visit to Augusta, now a springtime habit, was an absorbing experi­
cnce for him. We had talks with Jones, an evening with the Palmers, 
meetings with hosts of others and the joy of seeing Hogan play the 
homeward nine in 30, as he did in the third round. What more could 
anyone newly wedded to the game have wished for? 

One of Cooke's proudest moments was when he played in the Autumn 
Medal at St Andrews for the first time. Although nothing may be at stake 
cxcept personal pride the moment when one stands below the great 
windows of the Clubhouse can be alarming. I remember being unreason­
ably fearful when 1 first played in a Medal but Cooke hit an absolutely solid 
shot and was almost prepared to walk in there and then . 

Often we would watch Hogan practise. Michae l Bonallack, who had the 
·nviablc privilege ofplaying wi1h him in one round , and 1 would si1 on th · 
gr,1ss by his bag and wat -h the. hot s strea m in10 th l: morning sun ~ hin l:. On 
onc occ1sio11 11 op;111 was a Ion · on th e p1 a ·t isc grou nd :111d was dis pos ·d to 
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Three days later 1 arrived at the hotel in Paris and ran straight into an 
enraged Palmer about to leave for the airport. On arriving at St Cloud he 
had been told that neither he nor Player could compete as their entries 
were too late. Maybe they were but the French should have stuck by the 
original decision and given their golfers a first sight of the great man at his 
peak. 1 was most embarrassed but Palmer was readily forgiving. 

Among my most vivid memories of watching golf are those of Palmer 
drilling shots through a gale at Birkdale in 1961, and of mastering totally 
different conditions the following summer on a fast, burnished course at 
Troon. Palmer then was king but already the foundations of his throne 
were beginning to tremble, as one suspected they might. The shadow of 
Nicklaus had already darkened his horizon. 

1) . ~ 

CHAPTER9 
A JOURNEY OF DISCOVERY 

At no time when 1 was on the Guardian staff did 1 consider moving 
elsewhere. For many years the pay did not match that on some other 
leading newspapers but there were many compensations. There was 
always freedom of opinion; never once was I fussed or hectored by a sports 
editor, and until space restrictions were imposed on everyone a few years 
ago one usually had about 700 words or considerably more on important 
occasions. There was room for general description and very rarely was this 
challenged. 

After Montague had become one of the paper's assistant editors Bill 
Taylor, a most able journalist, took over as sports editor for a 
while until David Gray succeeded him. Gray was one of the most gifted 
writers on the staff. Apart from covering the lawn tennis his talents were 
often borrowed for political reporting at election times in Britain and the 
United States. It was not easy for him to write as much as he did and be 
sports editor and I am sure he was relieved when he could hand over to 
John Samuel, the present incumbent. Samuel's lively mind, knowledge of 
all games and enthusiasm for the job greatly contributed to the increased 
breadth and variety of the sports pages. 

1 was fortunate in having editors who became personal friends and with 
whom there was always a sympathetic relationship. Differences ofopinion 
never stretched beyond the bounds of amiable, if firm discussion. For one 
who sought a settled existence and loathed personal conflict my position on 
the Guardian was ideal and not one to be surrendered lightly, but 
opportunities to do so did arise. 

In the summer of 1960 when the Sunday Telegraph had been conceived 
Jim Swanton, cricket correspondent of the Daily Telegraph, asked if l 
would like to join the new paper. Eventually 1 met Brian Roberts, the 
managing editor, who made mea hand ome ofTcr 10 be: golf orrcspondcnt 
of the Sunday, second str ing, so to sp ·ak, on 1h · J:iily and 10 h ' lp 0111 in 
orher rcspc:cts during th ·win t ·r. 
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chat at intervals in the hitting of shots. Most of these had been straight or 
fractionally right to left and I asked him to fade one. Without any apparent 
alteration in stance or angle of clubface a three-iron shot rifled away. For an 
instant it seemed that the ball would not fade but as it reached the peak of 
its flight it leaked slightly to the right, only a few feet from the original line. 

When I asked how this was done and what was in his mind Hogan looked 
straight at me and said 'Y ou are too old'; there was a pause and he added 'So 
am I; it would take too long to explain.' I think he meant that he shaped his 
shots by feel rather than by any physical adjustment. This was fascinating, 
for he had brought the science of hitting a golf ball nearer to mechanical 
precision than anyone had and yet the abstract quality offeel still played an 
important part. 

When his practise ended, the caddie gathered the balls, never moving far 
to do so, and Hogan said, 'Now for the bloodbank'. As we walked to the 
putting green I remarked on the constant frustration putting must have 
been to him, and ofhow the balance of the game seemed amiss, and he said 
that it was out ofkilter, golf was two games, one in the air, the other on the 
ground. At times in his later years, it was agony watching Hogan on the 
greens but on the Saturday that year all was well. In his 30 he holed only 
three putts of any length and was round in 66, the finest round ever played 
in the Masters by a man of his age. 

I still have vivid impressions ofhis golfin a PGA championship one year 
at Laurel Valley in Pennsylvania, a long and searching test, and notably of 
how drives would gently draw or fade away from hazards and finish in the 
<lead centre of the fairway. During the week 1 asked ifKen Bowden, then 
editor of a British magazine and a most able writer who later helped 
Nicklaus with the production of several of his books, and 1 could have a 
quiet talk with him. We did so at a tournament the following week and 
Hogan talked of his early life and of how he had never achieved the 
standard (which was wellnigh inhuman) that he had set himself. One could 
imagine the kind of thing he had in mind when he said, 'I dreamt one night 
that 1 had seventeen holes in one, and a two, and when I woke I was so 
goddam mad.' 

Hogan's manner could be disturbingly direct, especially to those whom 
he thought were seeking a cheap story or quote. It was said that he could 
express more in fewer words than anyone. If a monosyllable sufficed he 
would not embellish it. But once he knew a writer was sincerely interested 
he was polite and patient and would give his full attention to the subject. 
There was nothing of hypocrisy or false modesty about him, nothing 
superficial in a land wherc the superficial abo und s. The intcnsity of his 
quesL îor pcrfcction in golf can rarely, if'cvcr, have bccn mat ·hcJ and it was 
a loncly p11rs11it. /\ s h · said that d:iy ' I 111u st lw :ilo11l-, w:1y to h ·Il out thcrc 
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by myself, 1 just love it.' He seemed to have no need of people, of cheering 
crowds, finding complete fulfilment in the hitting of perfect golf shots. 
There is no way of disproving his assertion that 'I know that I have had 
greater satisfaction than anyone who ever lived out of the hitting of golf 
shots' but he must have been very close to the mark. 

Even when Hogan was in his middle fifties it was generally agreed that 
from tee to green he had no peer. One year we were at a tournament in the 
Napa Valley and Nicklaus and Deane Beman called on us fora game of 
bridge. Knowing that Nicklaus liked iced tea my wife had prepared some 
but he had to show her his way, the proper way ofmaking it. At one point l 
asked their views of Hogan's golf, whereupon Beman described him as the 
greatest misser of all time and Nicklaus agreed. When, without thinking, 1 
leaped to argue they laughed and 1 realised that they, who were not prone 
to overpraise other golfers, had paid him an unusual compliment. On the 
rare occasions when Hogan did mishit the effect on the shot was so slight 
that the fault would probably be imperceptible to the watcher. 

During one of our talks Hogan had said that he would prefer the 
1.62 ball if it were legal in the United States but that he would make it 
to American specifications. This surprised me somewhat but on arriving 
at Houston for the Ryder Cup match in 1967 I heard that Hogan, 
captain of the American team, had insisted that they all use the small ball 
which was permissible for the match. A day or so before the contest several 
survivors of the American team who had played in the first match in 1927 
gave an exhibition. Among them was the indestructible figure of Gene 
Sa razen. He had recently been to the funeral of Francis Ouimet, a man he 
greatly admired. While telling me of this he said that as the coffin passed 
him he tapped on it and said, 'Make sure the greens are fast up there, 
Francis!' 

As in 1963 after the match in Atlanta it had been arranged that the 
British team be flown to Las Vegas for the Sahara tournament . As far as I 
can recall Robert Hudson of Portland, Oregon, a generous patron of the 
Ryder Cup, took care of the flight and Del Webb, who then owned the 
Sahara Hotel, provided the accommodation for the visitors. Towards th 
·nd of the week at Houston, Palmer offered to take Lincoln Werden of the 
New York Times and myself to Vegas in his aircraft. Fora while over th · 
arid vastness of New Mexico he let me take the controls. It was the on ly 
time l have handled a jet, a rare pleasure fora pilot from the rclative d:irk 
:ig ·s offlying. Wc were at about 30,000 feet and I rcmcmbcr how terribly 
s1.: nsitivc the controls wcrc :it that hcight. Dt:li :it1.: though 1 1ho11gh1 rny 
tou ch was, Palmer wa. soon warning me that 1 was o!T ours -. 

Th. visitor, d. ' . ·ndi11g fro111 ·ooi skics :111 1 th. prl' Sl' ll C. or111ou11t:1i11s, 
111 :1y lind tht: first imp:1CI ol° ( .llS V T,as Ovrrwhcli11i111•" (Ic 111 :1y wo11d ·r nt 
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chat at intervals in the hitting of shots. Most of these had been straight or 
fractionally right to left and I asked him to fade one. Without any apparent 
alteration in stance or angle of clubface a three-iron shot rifled away. For an 
instant it seemed that the ball would not fade but as it reached the peak of 
its flight it leaked slightiy to the right, only a few feet from the original line. 

When I asked how this was done and what was in his mind Hogan looked 
straight at me and said 'You are too old'; there was a pause and he added 'So 
am I; it would take too long to explain.' I think he meant that he shaped his 
shots by feel rather than by any physical adjustment. This was fascinating, 
for he had brought the science of hitting a golf ball nearer to mechanica! 
precision than anyone had and yet the abstract quality offeel still played an 
important part. 

When his practise ended, the caddie gathered the balls, never moving far 
to do so, and Hogan said, 'Now for the bloodbank'. As we walked to the 
putting green I remarked on the constant frustration putting must have 
been to him, and ofhow the balance of the game seemed amiss, and he said 
that it was out ofkilter, golf was two games, one in the air, the other on the 
ground. At times in his later years, it was agony watching Hogan on the 
greens but on the Saturday that year all was well. In his 30 he holed only 
three putts of any length and was round in 66, the finest round ever played 
in the Masters by a man of his age. 

I still have vivid impressions ofhis golfin a PGA championship one year 
at Laurel Valley in Pennsylvania, a long and searching test, and notably of 
how drives would gently draw or fade away from hazards and finish in the 
<lead centre of the fairway. During the week I asked ifKen Bowden, then 
editor of a British magazine and a most able writer who later helped 
Nicklaus with the production of several of his books, and I could have a 
quiet talk with him. We did so at a tournament the following week and 
Hogan talked of his early life and of how he had never achieved the 
standard (which was wellnigh inhuman) that he had set himself. One could 
imagine the kind of thing he had in mind when he said, ' I dreamt one night 
that I had seventeen holes in one, and a two, and when I woke I was so 
goddam mad.' 

Hogan's manner could be disturbingly direct, especially to those whom 
he thought were seeking a cheap story or quote. It was said that he could 
express more in fewer words than anyone. If a monosyllable sufficed he 
would not embellish it. But once he knew a writer was sincerely interested 
he was polite and patient and would give his full attention to the subject. 
There was nothing of hypocrisy or fa lse modesty about him, nothing 
superficial in a land wherc the supcrfic ial abou nds. The intensity of his 
ques t fo r per îcc tion in go!Ccan ra rcly, iî ·v T, have been matchl:d and it was 
a lonc ly purs ui t. /\s h · sa id th :1t d:1y ' l 11111 st hL" :tl on ·, w:iy to h ·Il out thcre 
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by myself, I just love it.' He seemed to have no need of people, of cheering 
crowds, finding complete fulfilment in the hitting of perfect golf shots . 
There is no way of disproving his assertion that 'I know that I have had 
greater satisfaction than anyone who ever lived out of the hitting of golf 
shots' but he must have been very close to the mark. 

Even when Hogan was in his middle fifties it was generally agreed that 
from tee to green he had no peer. One year we were at a tournament in the 
Napa Valley and Nicklaus and Deane Beman called on us fora game of 
bridge. Knowing that Nicklaus liked iced tea my wife had prepared some 
hut he had to show her his way, the proper way of making it. At one point I 
asked their views ofHogan's golf, whereupon Beman described him as the 
greatest misser of all time and Nicklaus agreed. When, without thinking, I 
leaped to argue they laughed and I realised that they, who were not prone 
to overpraise other golfers, had paid him an unusual compliment. On the 
rare occasions when Hogan did mishit the effect on the shot was so slight 
that the fault would probably be imperceptible to the watcher. 

During one of our talks Hogan had said that he would prefer the 
1.62 ball if it were legal in the United States but that he would make it 
to American specifications. This surprised me somewhat hut on arriving 
at Houston for the Ryder Cup match in 1967 I heard that Hogan, 
captain of the American team, had insisted that they all use the small hall 
which was permissible for the match. A day or so before the contest severa l 
survivors of the American team who had played in the first match in 1927 
gave an exhibition. Among them was the indestructible figure of Gene 
Sa razen. He had recently been to the funeral of Francis Ouimet, a man he 
grea tly admired. While telling me ofthis he said that as the coffin passed 
hi rn he tapped on it and said, 'Make sure the greens are fast up there, 
Francis!' 

As in 1963 after the match in Atlanta it had been arranged that the 
British team be flown to Las Vegas for the Sahara tournament. As fa r as I 
ca n recall Robert Hudson of Portland, Oregon, a generous patron of the 
Ryder Cup, took care of the flight and Del Webb, who then owned the 
Saha ra H otel, provided the accommodation for the visitors. Toward s the 
end of the week at Houston, Palmer offered to take Lincoln Werden of tbc 
New Yorh Times and myself to Vegas in bis aircraft. For a wbile over th e 
urid vastness of New M exico be let me take the con trols. Il was the only 
1i111 · J have handlcd a jet, a rare p lcas urc Cor a pilot from the relativc d:uk 
:11 '. ·s oînying. Wc werc at abou t 30,000 fee l and I rcmember how terribly 
st nsi tivc the ont ro ls werc at that height. Ddi :i tc though l 1ho11 gh1 n1 y 
1m1 ·h was, Pa lmcr was soon wa rn ing me that 1 w:is off nurs ·. 

Tlt c visitor , d ·s , ·11di11g fro 111 ·ooi skics nnd tlt · pre~ ·11 · · of' 111ou111 :1i11 s, 
11111 y fi nd lhL· fi rs t i111p11 ·101· 1.:i s Vt·1•,:1s ov ·rw hcln1in g. 1k11111y wo 11d ·1 :11 
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the cynicism which makes untold wealth out of a human weakness, the 
belief that there is a short cut to prosperity; the philosophy of the jackpot, 
just one more dollar, one more quarter. For the vast majority there is no 
fortune around the corner and never will be, yet they go on hoping. The 
descendants of those who toiled across the western wastes of America in 
search of gold now seek it across merciless wastes of green baize. 

Nowhere proclaims its mission as blatantly. The temptation to appease 
the dollar hunger is maniacal in its persistence . Nothing ever doses. 
Twenty-four hours a day, every day for ever, the muttering roar of the slot 
machines, the rattle of dice, the whisper of dealt cards and the cries of the 
wheelers and dealers never cease. All night the pretty waitresses flounce 
through the vast lobbies. At the hour when the abnormal (by Vegas 
standards) appear for breakfast people are still draped across the bars and 
tables, and attractive girls in evening dress, their predatory purposes 
accomplished, depart into the brilliant sunlight. 

And yet rare is the visitor who, for a day or so, cannot resist the spell of 
Vegas. Leave the tables alone or stay within your limits and you start two 
up . Nowhere is there such a spread of entertainment. Where else could one 
see, as I did on various nights, Harry Belafonte, Ella Fitzgerald, Tony 
Bennen, Victor Borge and so on for the modest cost ofa dinner, or listen to 
famous live bands and entertainers in place after place for the price of a few 
drinks? 

Eventually, of course, unless one is a fanatical gambler or a very lucky one 
the whole atmosphere begins to pall. In 1963 when Peter Ryde also was 
there we yearned for escape, rented a car and drove through the desert in to 
Death Valley. It was autumn, not unbearably hot and peaceful beyond 
belief. Nicklaus won the tournament that year and did so again when I 
returned four years later. Afterwards I had planned to see the Grand 
Canyon and then one day a journalist I knew named Hal Wood, sports 
editor of the Honolulu Advertiser, suggested that I go to Honolulu for the 
Hawaian Open. He arranged a flight and a room in the Ilikai Hotel at 
Waikiki. I could not resist this and have still not seen the Grand Canyon. 

I found Honolulu fascinating on several counts, not least for a touching 
act of kindness. While waiting for my flight in Los Angeles I had chatted, 
but only for a moment or so, to a Hawaian couple. Two evenings later a 
bellboy brought a large basket of fruit to my room. I told him that it could 
not possibly be for me but he insisted and a card revealed that a Doctor and 
Mrs Kushi who lived on Maui, one of the other islands, had sent it with 
their wishes. As it proved the doctor was about to undergo an operation but 
they still thought of a stranger they had known for a couple of minutes. 

After a day or so I realised that Hawaii was not to be judged by Honolulu, 
whi h is on Oa hu , th · thir<l l:1rgcs1 of'th • group of'i sland s. l law:.i ii itsclf'is 
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the biggest and it was there that Captain Cook was killed. Although I did 
not have time to visit the other islands there was contrast and beauty 
enough on Oahu to enrich my stay. From downtown Honolulu to the 
north side of the island is no more than fifteen minutes' drive through the 
mountains and the scene there is as different from Waikiki as Argyllshire is 
from Brighton. The mountains, ever caressed by gentle rain clouds, 
plunge to the ocean and but for the <leep blue water and the temperature 
one might be on the western coasts ofBritain. Here and there enchanting 
bays break the rugged coast and in the exquisite curve of Hanauma palm 
trees stand hard by the beach. 

I learned that the headquarters of the Pacific defence system were on 
Oahu, and that Pearl Harbor, the navy's most important base in the 
Pacific, was the largest industrial organisation in Hawaii, a far cry from the 
small coaling station of the nineteenth century. By 1967 more than a 
million people had visited Pearl Harbor to see the setting of that 
December morning in 1941 when more than two thousand American 
servicemen were killed. Almost half ofthem were aboard the Arizona, one 
of seven battleships moored together, and over 1000 are still inside the 
sunken ship. She remains upright in 35 feet of water, her main deck only 
eight feet below the surface. Parts of the ship are still visible below the 
bridge on which a simple monument stands. 1 went there one evening 
towards twilight; there were no tourists, no ships were moving and only a 
tiny breeze ruffied the waves. All was silent and it was almost impossible to 
believe that such horror had happened in so peaceful a place . 1 was deeply 
moved. 

Every morning that week 1 had a quiet little swim on the edge ofWaikiki, 
and then usually made my way to Waialea where the tournament was being 
played. The course, close to the ocean, a joy ofblue and silver as the grea t 
breakers toss their heads, is flat and exposed to the impatient bustle or the 
trade winds. All the golf! had seen previously in the United Statcs had 
been played in comparative calm, never in winds as strong a the traclcs, 
and 1 was eager to see their effect on the 1.68 ball. 

In Britain the seemingly interminable arguments as to the respecti vc 
merits of the two sizes ofball were approaching their tedious pt.:ak . To my 
d ·light the wind seemed to have precious little effect. T he way in whi h 
the ball held its line was proof'that if struck truly it could be con trolk<l as 
:iccura tely as the small one. T he trade winds were warm and this h · lp ·d 
1 he distance the ball Oew but l was onvinccd then, as al mos t h ·fo r ·, 1 hat 
th · large ball should b · adopt c.:d lo r univ ' rsal us·. 

T ony Jacklin was playing in th ' t o u rn~1111 ·1 t and showed 111 :11 he had 
d ·v ·lop ·d a swi ng whi ·h wo u I 1 ·0111 ro l t 11 • lu1·gc hu Il i 11 1 ·s t i11 1'. rn 11di1 irn1 s. 
'l'h:11 spri11 g h · l1:1d giv ·11 n fi11 1· nl'tt ll1111 ofï1i111 sl· lf ï 11 his !irs t Mas tL· rs 111HI 
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was glowing with enthusiasm for the competition and the atmosphere of 
American golf. After the event, in which he finished eleventh, I wrote that 
he clearly had a future in the United States provided he maintained his 
admirable attitude and the slower rhythm which had served him so well of 
late. Some six months later he won his first victory in the U nited States and 
his golden years were unfolding. 

The 1969 British season ended at Wentworth with the Piccadilly 
championship in which Bob Charles beat Gene Littler at the 37th in the 
final, a classic example of the old adage that golfis nota game ofhow but of 
how many. It has always seemed unjust that a golfer can produce, as Littler 
did, a prolonged series of perfect strokes through the green and lose to a 
man whose golf in this respect was vastly inferior. 

The orthodox, effortless simplicity of Littler's swing has always 
enchanted me. The quiet, relaxed approach to every shot, the gentle half 
swings and the stance taken so naturally suggest that he might have been 
bom playing golf. The smoothness of the take-away, the unhurried start to 
the downswing and the purity of are could be those of a man practising 
before a mirror. Watching him could be almost hypnotic . Beauty can be an 
ephemeral quality; rarely in any golfer has it been as enduringly expressed 
as in Littler. 

At that time Charles had no superior as a putter and the fortune involved 
in holing numerous long ones during the afternoon round was less than it 
would have been for other golfers. In effect he won the match with one club 
while Littler's superb striking with the remainder was of no avail. It 
seemed a miscarriage of justice but such is often the way with the golf. 
Whenever Littler was playing I would hasten to watch him not only for the 
beauty of his style but because one knew it was fashioned by one of the 
gentlest and most modest of men. As of De Vicenzo I never heard anyone 
speak ill of Littler nor him speak ill of anyone else. 

The year was alive with the unusual. I doubt that I shall ever again see a 
golfer ofTrevino's class suffer a disaster comparable with that which befell 
him in an Alcan tournament in Portland, Oregon. With three holes to play 
Trevino was six strokes ahead of Casper who was playing immediately in 
front ofhim. Casper, who was concerned only with making sure of second 
place, finished with three birdies and was quite unaware of what was 
happening behind him. Trevino dropped a stroke at the l 6th, hit a careless 
shot to the short little l 7th, was bunkered, failed to get out at the first 
attempt and took six. His lead had gone in two holes and with it $40,000. 
His par on the long 18th was not good enough to tie. Casper's astonish­
ment at having won was profound. 

Calam ity, but nothing like as os1ly, befcll Kei Naglc on 1hc third day of 
the sam · ·v ·111. Wh ·n signing his ::ird h · did 1101 11 01 i · · 1 '1:11 his mark ·r 
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had inserted Nagle ' s total of 35 for the outward half in the space for the 9th 
hole. Under the Rule the 35 had to stand and Nagle's score was over l 00, 
but he accepted the mishap as graciously as Vicenzo had done the previous 
year at Augusta. 

As autumn slipped away I went back to the United States for the fifth 
time that year, and once more to the western shores . This time Jean was 
with me and the journey was intended as an escape from the golf which had 
crowded so many momhs but, within a day or so of arriving in a San 
Francisco shining in the crystal light of autumn, Bing Crosby was saying 
'Have you got your sticks with you?' and a game had been arranged. 

Five of us gathered at the San Francisco Club, a lovely golfing oasis 
seemingly, but not actually, remote from the purlieus of the city. It is a 
graceful place, with folding sweeps and falls amid gentle woodland, always 
appealing and never forbidding, although demanding high skill ifit is to be 
onquered. 
Going to the tee Sandy Tatum, my host, declared that he and I would 

play the others - Bing, Robert Cameron, a skilled photographer who 
publishes the superb aerial studies of cities (most recently London), and 
Bill Docherty who rejoiced in the unusual calling of growing rice. 

lt was one of the rare times that I have played in a five-ball and probably 
1 he only one that I have really enjoyed. That I contributed little to our 
·ause was hardly surprising because Sandy played beautifully and was 
round in 68. I did however improve our score on the l 7th and Sandy's 
birdie on the l 8th enabled us to win. After the wagers beloved of American 
golfers had been settled, a process that always leaves me totally confused, 
Bing handed me 35 dollars. 

Tatum, who was a Rhodes scholar at Oxford where he played for the 
university, has remained an impressive golfer ever since. In 1961 he won 
1 he pro.am. section of the Crosby tournament, improving on his 
professional partner by no fewer than 37 strokes. His swing became 
1:1111ous for its pronounced pause at the top which helped him to preserve a 
·on tam rhythm, but Hogan once remarked that if he did not 'stop and 
visi1 ' he would hit the ball further. Nonetheless Tatum has been lon g 
rnou gh for all normal purposes, and I much admired his control and 
v:iria l ion of fli ght with the driver, a certain mark of class. 

That day was so beauriful and the golf so cnjoyable that we played again 
1l1 c ncxt day. Legal affairs demandcd Tatum'. presen e and this IÎm. r 
pl11 cd wi1h Do herty who bore the burdcn nob ly . Thercaflcr wc pursu ·d 
1H1r journcy sou1h by the oasl roul ·. andy most kintlly had ::ir rang ·u fO r 
ll S lll Stay a oupl . or night s in th . luhhous. at Cypr ·ss Poi nl , nnd tl ll Y 

111 ·1 i ·an go lfi ·r wou ld rcu li s · wha1 :1 rarc p1 ivil ·gl· 111 :1 1 w:1s. 
f\ s :il w:1ys i11 f\1nni · :1, :11111 p:i11 inilnrl y in Cn l i lorn in , 011 1 JOt1l'lll'Y w:is 
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one of extremes: the wonder of Disneyland, and wonder is the word even 
for jaundiced middle age; the extraordinary dutter of antiquity at San 
Simeon; the fascinating horror of the Los Angeles freeways and the relief 
of knowing that the desert, in all its austere loneliness, was only an hour 
away; the long hours of still sunshine in the valleys where, almost without 
exception, the towns were a hideous sprawl and then the overwhelming 
awesome beauty of Yosemite. lts vast granite peaks reached to ice-blue 
skies and although any thought of golf seemed trivia! a charming little 
course lay in the threshold of the valley. I would love to have played it but 
Na pa, a very different kind of valley, was calling. 

This gentle country, an hour's drive from the Golden Gate, was a 
promised land of quiet green hills, meadows, scattered woodland and long 
reaches of vineyards, their leaves turning gold, that can produce finer 
wines than many Europeans imagine. American golfers rarely visit amore 
agreeable setting than the club by the old Silverado Trail that bore seekers 
after gold a century ago and inspired Robert Louis Stevenson to write 'The 
Silverado Squatters'. We stayed there for the finish of the Kaiser tourna­
ment, and Nicklaus won as he almost always did when I was in the western 
states. Soon a memorable year was done. 

I greatly enjoyed these visits to the United States. The travelling had 
been a joy; the driving more comfortable and disciplined than in any other 
country I knew and the service generally far more agreeable than it was 
becoming in Britain. At the same time it was a pleasure to return home. 
There was escape from the syndrome of steaks the length of a missable 
putt, baked potato and the three sauces seemingly common throughout the 
nation, overpoweringly huge sandwiches, burnt wisps of bacon and weak 
coffee, apparently inevitable in the restaurants of motels where perforce 
one often had to stay, but the fruit was fine and I loved the cornbeef hash 
for breakfast. 

1 l il 

CHAPTER 11 
THE CONQUERING OF BONALLACK 

For some years the old Penfold tournament was played in Llandudno, 
usually in the early summer before the place became crowded with visitors. 
I used to stay in one ofthose hotels which still echoed days of Edwardian 
splendour and look out across the handsome curve of the bay and dwell on 
happy memories of a distant youth. I had been at a preparatory school not 
far away and had spent many holidays on that coast. 

In 1957 I wrote my first commentary for Country Lzfe about one of those 
Penfold events which a year later heralded a particularly absorbing season. 

In the winter the PGA in their wisdom had decreed that all their official 
tournaments were to be played with the 1.68 bal!, a practice which happily 
became permanent. It helped to further an important cause and added 
interest to the professional events. During that summer Michael Bonallack 
dominated the amateur scene in Britain to an extent that had not been 
approached for at least forty years. At the Spring Meeting of the Royal and 
Ancient Club it was announced that Gerald Micklem was to be their next 
captain. It was fitting that this should coincide with Bonallack's greatest 
year as a player. In their various ways they were two of the most influential 
fig ures in the golf of my time. 

Generations may pass before British golf produces an amateur golfer of 
Bonallack's stature. For ten years he had no peer as a competitor and his 
1 ally of achievement may never be surpassed, especially if profes ional 
1ou rnament golf continues to prosper and attract some of the fines t young 
players. I had no intention of dwelling on records in this book; numerous 
sources ofreference exist for the purpose, but in recent yea rs amateur golf" 
has not received its du e attention . Ifthe unfort una1e trend persists t.he nex l 
J'.C llcra tion or golfers may not appre iate !he extent o[ Bonall ack's 
' upremacy. Be1ween 196 1 and 1970 h · wo n 1h · 1\111a1 ·ur and En11'ish 
l h:11np ionshi ps fiv · t i m ·s ·a ·h and won or 1 i ·d fè.)r 1 h · Eng! ish si rek ·pl ;1 
0 11 ro u1 occasions. T win· lh· wo n lio1h rn:it l hpla l"V ·nt :-. in 1'1 · sa n1 · 
~ 11111111 L· r . Thl· :-;rcoml 1 inH· w:1:-. in 1 ()()H w hL· n lw ubo wo 11 1 lir H11 1'. lt Nli 
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strokeplay championship, and the Golf Illustrated Gold Vase. To one who 
watched all his championship victories, as 1 did, and lesser triumphs 
besides, his success was saved from becoming monotonous by the differing 
ways in which it was achieved, and the unfailing grace and modesty with 
which it was borne. Year after year writing ofhis golfbecame an exercise in 
restraint of superlatives and seeking varied phrases with which to analyse 
and praise him. 

Bonallack was a classic example of the truth that there is far more to the 
winning of championships than elegance of style or accurate striking of the 
ball through the green. There were times when his game embraced both 
these virtues, as for the most part they did in 1968, but there were others 
when neither his swing nor his striking were impressive and it was then 
that his abundant gifts as a competitor more than compensated. Winston 
Churchill once said that balance was a great characteristic of the British 
temperament. This may not be true of an increasing proportion of the race 
nowadays but it certainly has been true of Bonallack. His reaction to 
competition was never extreme or intense; he faced the desperate 
situations with phlegmatic calm and the prosperous in exactly the same 
way. 

His remarkable temperament, allied to an exceptional short game, 
enabled him to survive many an apparently hopeless cause in a match, and 
in strokeplay hold together a good score when his golf through the green 
would have left another man struggling in the high seventies. No opponent 
could assume that Bonallack was beaten until defeat became a fact. Time 
and again in matchplay events he would scramble through early rounds, 
sometimes because opponents grew anxious at the prospect ofbeating him 
or because he could make devastating thrusts when least expected. And, no 
matter what the other man did, Bonallack was always the same friendly 
companion for all that his manner concealed a ruthless determination. 
Like all great champions he would dismiss lesser fry, even close friends, in 
merciless fashion. Then, having reached the later stages, he had the 
capacity to raise his game often to a masterful level which brooked no 
opposition. 

There were numerous instances of this, notably in an English 
championship at Ganton. He had several untidy passages on his way to the 
final and needed all his skill around the greens to beat, among others, 
Gordon Clark and, in the semifinal, Michael Attenborough. That evening 
a group of us, including Bonallack and David Kelley who was to be his 
opponent in the final, dined together. Bonallack spoke of continuing 
anxiety about his swing. lt had improved somewhat that day but on the 
Thursday he had been picking up the lul too qui kly, takin g il back on 
the out sid and ·hopping rath 1.: r than swi ng ing ut lh · b<ill. J1 · had suffr red 
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spells ofthis in previous years, not that they cost him too dearly. His short 
game invariably carne to the rescue. In one final of the English 
championship at Burnham he was quite outclassed by Alan Thirlwell 's 
majestic striking. But twenty times in 33 holes Bonallack was down in two 
from off the putting surface and poor Thirlwell was cruelly beaten . 

David Kelley was an experienced golfer and an English international. 
He knew well enough how unpredictable Bonallack's golf could be and 
said that he would try to ignore him and concentrate on playing to par. He 
did so for thirteen holes the next morning and was seven down for his 
pains. As Michael Reece dryly remarked later 'Play to par and leave the 
door wide open.' He had lost to Kelley in the semifinal and was grateful not 
to be receiving Bonallack's treatment. Allowing Bonallack two tiny putts 
which Kelley had conceded, he was round in 61, probably the deadliest 
golf ever played by an amateur in a British championship. Admittedly it 
was a heavenly, still summer day and the greens were perfect but Ganton 
measured 6900 yards and the way it was playing the strictest par was 69 . 

There was nothing amiss now with Bonallack's swing. He was striking 
the ball with power and authority and his putting was lethal, of the order of 
Bob Charles and Bobby Locke, two of the greatest putters of modern 
times. The shortest one he missed was about twelve feet. lt all looked 
marvellously simple. Crouched low over the ball he gave it a sharp rap with 
his crisp little stroke and time and again, from all the middle distances, it 
vanished. His putting stroke was individual in the sense that when it 
worked it was admirable but sometimes in later years it did not look 
convincing. 

In no form of golf had Bonallack ever broken thirty for nine holes but he 
was home in 29 that morning and the hapless Kelley was eleven down. He 
was able to win one hole in the match which ended on the 7th green after 
lunch. At this point Bonallack had played 25 holes without a five in 89 
·trokes . It was one of those occasions which even the finest golfers ra rely 
cnjoy when everything comes together in one round; if memory serves 
Bonallack missed only four greens in the entire contest and those by on ly 
small margins. When 1 saw him at lunch his first remark was to ask how his 
swing had looked. This was indicative of a true champion 's outlook, and 
·specially so then because a month later he was due to play in the U nite<l 
States championship. 

As if the quality and manner of his golf were not enough Bonalla k 
st: rved the game in numerou ways, as capta in and sclector of tea m , 'll1<l on 
var ious committees of the Royal and J\ncicnt w d 1 he P A. Ra r1.: i:; t h · 
golfer Of whom it can b · said that h · n ·v 'I" faj Jed the high 'S I • ·m of' 
l ' V ·ryon1.:, not 1 ·ast thns · who kn ·w hi m wdl. 

T hro 11 gho111 :i ll that 1i111 L· lh · B<in:tll ack infh1 ' l ll'l' was 1101 co1di 11 l'd to 
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Michael's feats. In that same summer of 1968 his sister, Sally Barber, was 
English champion. Even before his mark was made his wife Angela, then 
only 18, played a considerable part in winning the Curtis Cup at Prince's 
in 1956, and in defending it successfully two years later. She was twice 
English champion, once when Michael won the men's title, and for twenty 
years and more was one of the foremost women golfers in the land. In the 
sixties she and Marley Harris (then Mrs Spearman) shared a delightful and 
amiable rivalry. When they met in championships the outcome was a 
tremendous contest between two women, whose uncommon determin­
ation was cloaked by their charm of manner and attractive appearance. 
These qualities, allied to comparable skills, have not been conspicuous in 
British women's golf since. 

The golfing world was delighted, but not at all surprised, to learn that 
Micklem would be captain of the R. and A. I doubt that anyone in the 
game's history gave more of personal gifts, time and means to the cause of 
golf in all the obvious aspects and a hr" , of anonymous ways besides. I am 
certain, although there can be no way of proving the fact, that no one has 
ever watched as much golf as he has, or watched it with more intense 
concentration and interest. His devotion to the game, which amounted toa 
passion, and dedication to its organisation and the encouragement of 
innumerable players, have had no peer in my experience. 

Micklem's influence has been profound on championship, rules and 
selection committees and, at the time of which I write, much of the 
progress in the organisation of championships at every level of compet­
ition was due to his alert mind, imagination and not inconsiderable powers 
of persuasion. The improved process of selecting international teams from 
the middle fifties onwards was due almost entirely to Micklem and 
Raymond Oppenheimer. U nfortunately Micklem was taken i11 during the 
Open championship at Carnoustie and was unable to drive himself into 
office at the Auttimn Meeting. The following year he became the first 
captain to undergo that strange ordeal at a Spring Meeting. 

In all the time of following golf few occasions have been as rewarding as 
the Walker Cup match. Inevitably the United States has held the balance 
of power and the outcome of the contest has often been disappointing, but 
in the long view this has not seemed to matter greatly. Ata time when, to an 
increasing extent, sport is influenced, if not dominated, by commercial 
interests the Walker Cup has no need of sponsorship in any form . It is a 
purely amateur contest which expresses, like no other event, the mutual 
goodwill existing between the foremost governing bodies, as wel! as being 
a symbol of the spirit in which the ga me should be pl ayed . The same is 
largely true of the Rydcr Cup match but this has beco111 c dependent on 
sponsorship , and it s fo rm h:is be · 11 alt ' f'l' 1 :m olh- 11 in th · past twt nt y yea rs, 
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in an attempt to make the contest more even, that in my view it has lost 
something of its stature. 

Time and again I have looked forward to the Walker Cup match in the 
hope that Britain and Ireland would triumph. Occasionally victory did 
seem possible, but save once the prospect proved too great a burden and 
never more so than at Baltimore in 1965. Even when the Americans were 
conquered six years later at St Andrews there was no lively hope ofvictory 
when play began on the last afternoon, whereas at lunch in Baltimore the 
Americans were in a desperate plight. The British needed only two points 
from the eight singles to become the first team, either professional or 
amateur, to win in the United States. I cannot recall spending an afternoon 
of greater suspense, mounting to growing fear that Britain might even lose. 
For once I took a camera on to the course in readiness to photograph 
various people such as Joe Carr, the captain, and Gerald Micklem at the 
moment oftriumph. Not once in the long afternoon did the camera emerge 
from its case. Gordon Cosh won the first point but Peter Townsend and 
Sandy Saddler lost their matches on the last green. Four others had gone to 
the Americans and Clive Clark was two down and three to play. He won 
the 16th with a birdie; his opponent was the luckiest man on earth to halve 
the short l 7th, after shanking his tee shot into deep woods, but Clark saved 
his side untold remorse by holing from eleven yards on the last green and 
halving the whole contest. His finish was as brave as any the match had 
known by a British golfer. 

The crowning point of Bonallack's career carne a year later on the Old 
Course when he led Britain and Ireland to victory in the Walker Cup 
match for which amateur golfers had been praying with no very lively 
hopes fora generation. Hopes were the reverse oflively soon after lunch on 
the last afternoon. Britain and Ireland needed five and a half points from 
the eight singles for victory and Bonallack was soon down to formidablc 
golf from Lanny Wadkins, and Geoffrey Marks was in a like state against 
Tom Kite. If anyone had then said that the home team would win the 
rcmaining matches he would have been regarded as an idiot. 

1 walked out on the course expecting to watch an academie Arncri an 
exercise . Even when the scoreboards shows that all the matches wcrc even 
or slightly favouring Britain 1 was not optimistic. Often in other years su h 
situations had held false promise because the Americans had mu ch more 
·x perience of hard compctition, especially from college golf. Wc awaited 
the inevitable American rccoil but to our astonishmcnt it never happcn ' Li 
in the face of splcndidly attacking golf. 

The progrcss towards vi tory bcga n with Warr ·n llumphrcys holing 
two lon g pu11 s ag:iinst St ·vL· M ·lnyk, whik llu ph S111ar1 was b ·a1i11 g 
VinniL· (~il ·s in thr rn :11 çh nh ·ad . Til ·n, In Bi 11ish l'Y ·s, c 1111 1: tlt · JO y o11 s 
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spectacle of American golfers making the very mistakes on the closing 
holes that we had grown painfully accustomed to expecting from the 
British. In succession Charles Green, Roddy Carr, whose father, Joe, had 
spent a torturing afternoon, and George MacGregor won on the last green, 
and there back on the 1 7th fairway David Marsh was about to play the 
stroke of his lifetime. When his three-iron, a magnificent stroke at such a 
moment, found the heart of the menacing green, where disaster ever lurks, 
and he became dormy the deed was done. 

One after another the conquerors carne in to the timeless setting of Old 
Tom Morris's green, with thousands gathered against the fences, on roofs, 
balconies, at windows and on the fairways. Cheers and tears of joy, relief 
and pride were mingled as they had not been for many a long year. The 
triumph belonged first and foremost to Bonallack who, in his calm, 
unshakeable fashion, had instilled in his team confidence and faith in their 
ability to win. He said later that he had never doubted their capacity to do 
so . That they succeeded was his fitting reward. No golfer could have 
served the British cause in international competition more selflessly than 
he did. 

The early part of that evening was about the most exacting I endured as a 
golf correspondent. Until the last hour or so of the match I had been 
prepared to write of an American victory. The sudden transition to 
triumph and all the excitement paradoxically made the writing harder. 
After all it had been an historie moment. I had to write and phone upwards 
of a thousand words to the Guardian and do a short radio interview. This 
left one hour to write what was supposed to read as a leisured commentary 
on the whole occasion for Country Lzfe. A telephonist was waiting in 
London at a specific time and if I failed to meet it the article would not 
appear in the next issue. I finished with a moment or so to spare . 

Soon afterwards I ran into Gerald Micklem who invited me to lunch at 
Gleneagles the follÖwing day, a kindly thought typical of him. He under­
stood far better than most that even a golf correspondent's job can be 
exhausting, and exhausted I was. The next morning I relaxed in the back of 
his car and gradually regained my senses . 

International matches on the highest level of men's and women's golf 
have left many stirring memories. Some have been recalled elsewhere hut 
the most recent in my experience did not receive the attention it deserved. 
The media (will anyone ever think of a pleasanter word?) generally have 
become so obsessed with professional golf that, apart from a very few 
newspapers and journals, the main amateur events are largely ignored . 
When the 1976 World Team hampionship for the Eisenhower T rophy 
was playcd at Penina in Po rtugal The Times, th · 1'clcxraph and the 
Guar lia11 w •r · th · only Bri tish ncwspap ·i s r ·p1 ·s · 111 ·d th •re. Lewine 
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Mair, John Campbell and I had the privilege of watching Ian Hutcheon 
play one of the finest rounds ever by a British amateur in an event of such 
importance. Lewine, an attractive, gifted person and her husband, 
Norman, who writes with rare fervour and skill on many sports, play no 
small part on the golfing scene. 

The last afternoon at Penina was enthralling. With eight holes to play on 
a long demanding course where the damp greens became increasingly 
difficult Britain's destiny lay entirely with Hutcheon. John Davies, 
Michael Kelley and Steve Martin had done their damnedest, leaving 
Hutcheon to overcome the challenge of Mori of Japan and Tony Gresham 
of Australia, who were playing with him, and any threat from the last 
Chinese and American ahead. Hutcheon, a shy, impassive man; responded 
with deathless calm and courage, playing those holes in four under par and 
missing two other birdies by the tiniest fraction. He won a famous victory 
by two strokes from Japan. I have rarely seen a performance of comparable 
character by anyone playing for a team when the responsibility is more 
intense than in an individual contest. 

I left Penina at dawn the next day and arrived in Lisbon with ample time 
for the flight to London which was due to arrive at noon. This left hours to 
spare before telephoning an account of the British triumph to the 
Guardian. As irony had it the flight, due to call at Oporto, could not land 
there because of fog so back we went to Lisbon. A few hours later the same 
dreary process was repeated'. I tried every way I knew to telephone the copy 
to England, a totally futile endeavour from a Portuguese airport on a 
Sunday. Everyone from whom I sought help was charming and useless. At 
last we were flown to London hut it was too late and I missed the first 
edition with one of the most worthwhile stories in a long time. 

Telephoning from the southern Continental countries has improvecl 
somewhat hut for years it was a nightmare of frustration for those who c 
calls were fairly urgent. Editions could not wait. Even from Paris ther · 
were delays, bad lines and interruptions. One of the best ways of getting n 
call through was to take a bath; often when one was thoroughly immersed 
the phone would ring. 

T hroughout these years I had less time fo r playing golf than I woul d 
have liked hut one particularly pleasant occasion comes to mind . At 1 h · 
hL: ight of summer in 1973 Royal Montreal, the oldest club in Nori h 
America, held its centenary and, together with Gordo n Youngs, the lak 
J."ra nk Brett, long a pillar ofN orfolk golf, and Dona ld M e ullough, Cum ·d 
for the Bra ins Trus t, I repre cnted Roya l West Norfo lk. Wc did no t cxçd 
hut we rc f'a r from b st and 1 h:id th · plcasurc of'a practi se round with Sandy 
Som ·rv il lc, one of th · gr " ll ·s t or C:111adia11 goll· ·rs. 11 ·won 1h · lln 1 1 ~· d 
Stu t es L\ 111 a1 •u1 r li :1 n1 pio 1 1 ~ h i p i11 1 !) U, li :i vi11 1'. 11bu ) '. IVl ' ll llnhhy jnr ro 
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food for thought at Merion in 1930. The centenary week immediately 
preceded the Walker Cup match at The Country Club near Boston, and 
the journey there from Montreal was a welcome opportunity to stay with 
Gene Sarazen who then had a summer home in New Hampshire. 

Sarazen and 1 had been friends since, in the early fifties, he resumed 
pilgrimages, begun in 1923, to the Open championship . At this writing he 
is 79 and the most enduring of all the great champions. Sarazen is the oldest 
link with the generation of golfers who thrived half a century and more ago 
but is the last person to dwell on the past. He is always forward-looking, 
forthright, pragmatic and sometimes provocative. From his ltalian 
parentage he inherited the flair and inspiration that made him a superb 
competitor, and a hard American upbringing gave him the toughness of 
spirit and the ambition to succeed. Gene and Sam Snead had the finest 
natural swing, simplicity itself of any golfer 1 have seen. 

For over fifty years he has been blessed in Mary, his wife, whose gentle 
manner and intellectual tastes complement him perfectly. Always they 
were kind, attentive hosts. Jean and 1 had stayed with them when Gene had 
a farm in the foothills of the Catskill mountains. 1 also spent a few days at 
their winter home on Marco Island in Florida where we would swim 
together after his, not my, early morning walk on the beach. He would 
splash about lively as a boy. We then played a few holes. Every year at 
Augusta 1 would look forward to seeing the sturdy little figure with nut 
brown face and engaging grin, welcoming and eager for talk and far from 
drowsy with old age . 

In New Hampshire Sarazen had a long meadow, falling away from the 
house, which he used as a practise ground, mostly for his young grandson 
who showed promise. 1 remember hitting my first shots with a graphite­
shafted club there; they spread far and wide but this did not matter. Gene 
would speed away on a little tractor and collect the balls . When 1 produced 
my own driver and told him that Palmer had given it to me he said that the 
face was set slightly open to help counter the hook that Palmer always had 
to guard against . He seized the club from me and set to work with a file in 
his garage. 

That was a soothing interlude in 1973 before we moved south through 
the folding green and wooded hills of New Hampshire and Vermont, some 
of the loveliest country in America, towards an enthralling Walker Cup 
match. The contest remained vividly alive until the last moments, as had 
the two previous matches in the United States. With all to play for in the 
last few singles to finish the Americans had a very slight edge and won by 
two poin ts. 

CHAPTER 12 
TWO GREAT BEARS 

Unreliable though memory may be, aften discarding the notable and 
retaining the trivia!, there are golfing events which make so strong an 
impression that they never fade. 1 can think of perhaps a dozen such 
occasions and two of them concerned Roberto De Vicenzo, the imperia! 
golfer from the Argentine. 

Adversity in golf can take many forms . One of the most acute is the 
repeated failure of a distinguished golfer to win the Open championship 
when his ability clearly is greater than that of many who have succeeded. 
The irony besetting such men is that they can become as famous for their 
narrow failures as for the skill which made these possible . When the golfers 
assembled at Hoylake for the Open in 1967 not many believed that Vicenzo 
could win. In some ten previous attempts over a period of almost twenty 
years he had been third five times, second once and fourth once. No golfer 
had ever been so close so aften without winning, and Vicenzo was 44 . 

Argentinian golfers had often ch::i. llenged for the Open since Jose Jurado 
erred sadly on the last two holes at Carnoustie in 1931 and allowed Tommy 
Armour to win. After that it seemed that the gods had turned their backs on 
golfers from the Latin countries, but Vicenzo still kept faith with bis 
superb talent. It was an enduring technique founded on immense strength , 
simplicity of movement and a wonderful rhythm. For years he was one or 
the great long drivers; no one except Snead hit so far with such ease, bu t his 
st rength was also revealed in his pitching. He hit the ball so hard and so lat t.: 
that the whole process seemed effortless, but often his pu tting was 
uncertain. This cost him dearly but Vicenzo bore his disappointmcnts 
wi th grace and dignity. Like many strong men Vicenzo is a gentlc soul , 
kindly and charming to everyone. T he La tin in him never ex pl odcd; rnt her 
wcre there sad littlc shru gs of n:s ignat ion whcn things went a111i ss. 

Ifoy lake was in brncvoknt mood th:ll year, the fa irways 1111 11 a11d Eist 
:1nd the pcrfè t g reens holdi11g. Alkr ~6 holes Vic ·m.o was :1nrn ng tht· 
k aders as ltc had l -r 11 so o lt 1· 11 lw lo1t· :111 d tl wn :1 1li1rd 1(l1111d o l (17 1i1 1 us1 
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him right into the melting pot. Hard on his heels were the formidable 
figures of Player and Nicklaus, two and three strokes behind respectively. 
Whether he could withstand the pressure of yet another chance at the title 
at first seemed doubtful. Much would depend on his putting but he had 
found a good stroke and had not been under strain on the greens . Also he 
appeared more relaxed than usual and was helped by the feeling 'that many 
peoples are with me.' 

The situation at the outset of the last day of an Open could hardly have 
been more compelling, or as sentimental in its undertones. By their voice 
alone one knew, as did Vicenzo, that the peopk wanted him to win. They 
would have loved a British victory but this was not the time. Admiration 
for Nicklaus, Player, Clive Clark and others was warmly given but their 
hearts were with Vicenzo. 

That afternoon's watching was among the most enthralling and 
enjoyable I have known. The background of the old links was at its most 
beautiful in the warm sunshine, the dun es, the silver spread of the Dee and 
the Welsh hills softly outlined in the distance . After a few holes it seemed 
that Player was more tense than usual and this was comforting for Vicenzo, 
his companion, but the mighty Nicklaus was immediately ahead and 
Vicenzo could see what he was about. When Nicklaus holed fora two at the 
7th and then hit a four-iron which pitched on the back of the 8th green, an 
enormous shot which brought him another birdie, it seemed that Vicenzo 
would be sorely pressed. 

After Play er had taken three putts on the 1 Oth and hooked far wide of the 
11 th green, where Vicenzo saved his three with a masterly chip from a 
treacherous sandy lie, it was clear that the issue lay squarely between him 
and Nicklaus . The next few holes were crucial as Nicklaus, three behind, 
was not hitting his approaches close enough to have reasonable hopes for 
birdies . 

When Vicenzo boomed a huge drive far down the l 4th fairway he had to 
wait for Nicklaus who was striving to make a birdie after driving into the 
rough. Vicenzo walked across to where a few of us were standing and said, 
as Nicklaus missed his putt, 'He make his par like a good boy - I feel better 
now.' A few moments later Vicenzo almost holed a little chip and was four 
ahead. I thought then that he was safe even though there was no telling 
what Nicklaus might produce, and Vicenzo did drop a stroke at the l 5th, 
but the decisive moment was at hand, never to be forgotten by those who 
were there. 

Everyone familiar with Hoylake knows how a corner of the Field, the 
practise ground which is out ofbounds, cu ts sharply in to the l 6th fa irway. 
TL is cmbraccd by a shall ow bank over which a ba ll can eas ily hop. I stood 
in sid · 1 h · Fi ·Id as Viccnzo cl rov •. h> r a gh:1s1 ly s · ond or so i1 scc med that 
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he had taken too straight a line and that the shot was too long . Happily it 
carne to rest just five yards short of the bank. 

Very few golfers have hit as many shots as Vicenzo in their lifetime; to 
strike a solid spoon from a good lie was second nature to him in the 
ordinary course of things, but think of what depended on that particular 
shot! Nicklaus had holed for his birdie and might easily make two more as 
the closing holes were playing very short. As it happened he did make one. 
A mistake at that point could cost Vicenzo what, at his age, had to be the 
last chance of achieving his greatest ambition . I doubt that any such 
frightening thoughts plagued his mind. He struck the shot as promptly 
and decisively as he always did; he was never a fidget. The ball thundered 
away over the Field and not for an instant was it going to finish anywhere 
but in the heart of the green. The rest was academie. The magnificent 
driving that had served his so well as the pressure gathered left him 
pitches with only a nine iron to the l 7th and 18th. 

Vicenzo, the look of an emperor about him, strode into the amphithea tre 
by the last green towards a reception the like of which I had never heard 
before. lts sustained warmth and affection were tribute to a fine hum an 
being as well as to a great golfer and a victory nobly won. As Vicenzo left 
the last green Nicklaus, smiling as always in defeat, congratulated him and 
made some jest about a great big bear whereupon Roberto said, 'I don' t 
want to see you any more, Jack,' and two strong men laughed together . lt 
was a vintage golfing day, but such can be the perversity of fate that 
Vicenzo's triumph was shadowed the following spring by as harsh a quirk 
of fortune as ever beset a champion golfer. 

On Easter Day in 1968 Vicenzo was 45. It was to be a birthday that 
neither he nor anyone who watched the Masters at Augusta that year is 
likely to forget. It was the last round, and for once I was in the right place a1 
the right time, standing behind the first green as Vicenzo's second shot 
with a nine iron floated down the enamelled sky, pitched a foot from the 
hole and vanished within . The crowd erupted into a pandemonium of 
noise and the singing of 'Happy Birthday' which lasted fo r minutes. 1 
wondered whether Vicenzo's concentration might be disturbed but necd 
not have worried. As he walked to the next tee he sa id to me, ' I necd 
scventeen more of those.' 

H is drive was so easy and smooth that nothing might have happened. Il 
Il ·w away down the plunging fairw ay, a fo ur-wood rifl ed just through 1 h · 
green and a littlc chip almost feil fo r ano1her eagle. Whcn h ' pil ' h ·d Lkld 
ui the 3rd he was fo ur undcr pa r ~inti 1 was so ex i1 ed 1ha1 my cig;ire 11 · 
hurncd my n ighbour 's shiri . T h ·r. fè) llowcd hours or susp ·11 se ; 1 ~ 
Vicl' nzo, playing wi1h ·ffnrikss :1u1hor it y an d acc ura · , lll OVl'd 1 ow: 1 rd ~ 
il i~ d ·s1iny. Wh ·n h · ·n111 • 10 111 · IHtli li · ll l'n kd n f\l 111 1\ir :1 M :111 d 
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probable victory although Bob Goalby was maintaining a marvellous 
pursuit behind him. Vicenzo's drive was good but his medium iron was 
pulled slightly, slipped off the green and he took three more. 

Angry with himself because he thought that he had thrown away the 
tournament, and mentally exhausted after his tremendous effort, Vicenzo 
failed to check his card carefully. He did not notice that Tommy Aaron, 
who was playing with him, had marked a four instead of a three for the l 7th 
and signed the card as correct. Later Vicenzo told me that he had looked at 
the card three or four times but saw nothing amiss. U nder the Rule the 
four for the l 7th had to stand and his total became 66 instead of 65. 

Had Vicenzo known before he signed the card that Goalby had dropped 
a stroke at the l 7th and needed a four to tie he would probably have been 
more careful. Although the fault was Vicenzo's it pointed to a flaw in the 
organisation. There was no procedure for making certain that a player 
checked his card properly before signing and that he could do this in 
private before being set upon by a mob of autograph hunters . Thereafter a 
system was introduced, similar to that used by the Royal and Ancient for 
the Open championship, which greatly lessened the risk of a player signing 
an incorrect card. 

As it happened Goalby made the bravest of fours at the 18th. Trees had 
impeded the progress of his drive, leaving him a two-iron to reach the 
green. Finally he holed from four feet to tie, as he thought. He did not 
know that Vicenzo's mistake had given him a stroke to spare and this made 
his finish all the more courageous. A putt to tie is harder than one to win. 

In their anxiety to try to remedy the situation members of the committee 
rushed to consult Bobby Jones to see ifhe could find a solution. His wife, 
Mary, told us the next day that when she saw all the men in green jackets 
running across the lawn towards the cabin she thought there had been a 
fire . Doubtless the committee would have preferred a modest fire to the 
embarrassment of the incident. Of course there was no solution except to 
observe the Rule which was absolutely clear, and as Jones said, 'Golf is a 
game where only the player can tell exactly what goes on; his word must be 
the final one.' 

Obviously Jones was right and no exception could be made for Vicenzo 
but it did seem absurd that a simple, pardonable error should cause so 
much turmoil. Much was made of the fact that thousands following the 
golf and millions watching on television must have seen Vicenzo hole fora 
three at the l 7th, but it sometimes happens that a player's ball moves when 
he is addressing it on the green and he alone is aware of it . 

H e tel Is his marker thaL he has incurred an xtra stroke bul the spectators 
kn ow nothin g or1hi s, and so the argum ent that Vi T ni'.o's thrcc was seen by 
111illi ons would h:1vc no substa11 c · i11 l;1w. 
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Some time elapsed before the press and public knew what had happened . 
I was about to phone my story of a tie and the magnificent golfthat Vicenzo 
and Goalby had played when the announcement was made, and a joyous 
tale became a sad one. It was one of those occasions when the golf writer 's 
task is far from enviable, especially when within moments the main edition 
in England is about to go to press. 

Vicenzo was brought into the press centre for the mass interview. H e saL 
on the dais, for all the world like a great wounded bear, and faced a barrage 
of questions, many of them uninformed and inconsiderate and designed to 
snare him in to criticising others, but he steadfastly insisted that the faul L 
was his alone. So persistent were the questions that I became increasing ly 
irritated and asked that delightful man, Dudley (Waxo) Green who I think 
was President of the GolfWriters' Association at the time ifhe would stop 
the interview. He agreed and Vicenzo was escorted away by police so thaL 
he would be pestered no more. 

Hours later I was in an almost deserted clubhouse when Frances Jones, 
Bobby's daughter-in-law, appeared with two teenage daughters. 

A few moments later Vicenzo carne in, having endured an official dinner . 
When I introduced him to them he said to Frances that these young ladies 
cannot be your daughters you must be their sister. The man's innale 
courtesy and charm never failed him. 

If the fates had wrought a cruel prank on Vicenzo they did not al low 
Goalby to escape. In the end he suffered possibly more than Vicenzo and 
he was not involved in the affair. All he had done was to play one of the 
finest last rounds in Masters history and beat a sentimental favourite. 
Rarely can the victor of a great occasion have been so modestly reward ed 
compared with the vanquished. On the eve of the Masters a year later 
G oalby told me that he had earned little from the victory apart from th e 
automatic bonuses from equipment contracts. Vicenzo on the othcr hand 
made a great deal of money, partly from what might be termed syrnpath y, 
in spite of the fact that had he tied it was by no means certain that he would 
have won the play-off. 

Furthermore, fora while afterwards Goalby was insulted and abused by 
an idiotie minority who considered that he was responsible for Vi ccnzo's 
ra ilure. That a fine, handsome golfer could be trea ted thus was wrctch ·cJ , 
but I understood that he accepted it with dignity and re traint and right ly 
rcfu sed lucrative television offers to meet Vicenzo in a ki nd of phony pl ay 
ofT. 

/\Il in all it wa a strange Masters, the one abovc all the oth · rs tlrn 1 1 s h ~ill 
not fo rget. J\side from the spl cndour of the golf' and th t: t:x trao rd i11 :1 1 
climç1x th ·r · was an u11d ·r ·ur r ·nt ofsau nt:ss . In th l' b •g i1111i11 g tl1 l' r · w: 1 ~ :1 
da or mournin1• för Martin l .11tlwr Kin 1•, h111 with in th l· poli l il· :- ol' 1l1 l' 
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club all was peace and beauty, remote beyond belief from the anguish and 
strife fomenting in many parts of the nation. There was, as always, so 
much evidence of leisured wealth about the people strolling over the 
smooth green lawns in the soft sunshine that the scene stirred images of the 
last days of Versailles . And the days were to be the last that Bobby Jones 
would spend at the Masters. 

By then Jones was grievously stricken and weighed little more than 
eighty pounds but he still welcomed chatting - or 'shooting the breeze', as 
he called it - in his bedroom. The morning after the tournament he spoke 
of his distress at not being able to attend the presentation, even though it 
was only a hundred yards or so from his cabin. If ever the occasion needed 
the authority ofhis presence and his clarity of mind and speech it was that 
evening. Soon after Jean and I had taken our farewells he was carried to his 
car. I never saw him again but the memory of his courage and gentleness 
will never fade. 

After an emotional Masters it was a reliefto escape to Florida fora while 
before returning to the rigours, if that is the word, of the British season. It 
had been arranged that we stay for a day or so with Truman Connell who 
would take us to Great H arbour Cay, an island in the Berry Group, where 
a major golf development was in embryo. Unlike many of the Bahama 
islands it undulated pleasantly and I have often wondered whether the 
course became as beautiful and challenging as it promised to be with its 
glorious setting of ocean, ever-changing in its hues, and gleaming white 
beaches . Never have I enjoyed swimming more; for once there was no sense 
of disappointment as on many a famous beach, not least some of the 
miserable little strips that masquerade as such on the Mediterranean coast. 
I could have lingered there for days but as always on the brief American 
trips there was much to be seen and done, especially the playing of Pine 
Tree, a fine example of the late Dick Wilson's work. It was said to be the 
pride of one of the finest contemporary architects and a few miles north lay 
Seminole, conceivably the masterpiece of all the famous courses designed 
by Donald Ross. I asked Hogan once which was his favourite course and he 
said that Seminole offered him most of what he looked for in a golf course. 
After playing it I soon understood why. It is a wonderful blend of varied 
challenge with over 200 bunkers but menacing though they may be fear is 
leavened by the artistic way in which they are arranged and the awareness 
that every hole is fair. One could play Seminole for ever and never be weary 
ofit; there can be few, if any others, ofits particular quality. A day or so 
after I had been therc Nicklaus was say ing that it was probabl y the finest 
course he knew. 

For l h ' !;1 s t 1x1r1 or our SI uy w. w ·r . in a hol ·I on 'h l'. ' O:lS l nort hor Palm 
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Beach. Every morning I took a gentle swim in the soothing ocean umil one 
afternoon we heard that a little boy had been attacked by a shark while 
lying on a raft only a few yards from the shore. Happily someone 
frightened the shark away but the boy was badly injured and thereafter my 
daily immersions were taken in a foot or so of water with an anxious eye 
ever scanning the horizon. 

Meanwhile we had been in touch with the Nicklaus's who lived at Lost 
Tree not far away. Jack had been on a fishing trip and one day after his 
return he said that he needed some practice before going to , the next 
tournament and would I like to play nine holes . It did not take me long to 
answer that one, and it was arranged that Jean would visit a zoo with 
Barbara Nicklaus and the three children they had then. On my first 
meeting with Barbara many years before it was obvious that Jack was, and 
is, greatly blessed in his marriage. In spite of the wealth and enormous 
success that has come his way she remains a natura!, unaffected person, 
friendly and charming to everyone and, as I have seen on several occasions, 
content to remain aside from the glare of adulation and publicity. 

When I arrived at Lost Tree Nicklaus was on the practice tee thundering 
balls into the sunlit distance. He looked massively strong in tennis shorts 
and soeks; this was before the famous weight dissolving began. Members 
drifted by watching and chatting as he worked on problems with bis driver 
which was producing a rich variety of strokes, unlike the searing straight­
ness of his irons. 

There is no more stirring sight in golf than to see long-irons hit by men 
like Nicklaus, Palmer or Snead. Nicklaus was about to pass from the two 
iron to the spoon when I asked him to punch a few low with a one iron. To 
my mind this is one of the ultimate revelations of power. The ball tore 
away not rising more than eight feet until it had gone a hundred yards or 
more and then finishing in the remote distance. 

Some 30 yards ahead of the tee were two seats of the pattern familiar on 
any golf course, with backs of wooden beams about an inch thick and a few 
inches apart. Jestingly Nicklaus asked which gap we would like hirn to hit 
through and unleashed another fearsome missile. The ball struck one of 
1 he slats, leaving a perfect semi-circular hole, just as a bullet would have 
<.!one, at the point ofimpact and splintering it vividly on the other side. The 
ball whistled on qui tea long way and we shuddered at the thought of what 
it would have done toa human body. 

Later I asked what he thought was the source of his power; he pattec.I a 
helty haunch and sa id he guesscd it was there. The movcm ·nt ofwcigh1 at 
speed is the foundation not, as so mc belicve, the strength or the hands. 
N_i klaus's h<rnd s ar · on t h · s111all s id · anc.1 lii s gri 1 is 11 0 1 on· 10 mak· yc)lJ 
win c, whcr '<lS to :isk l':illl1 t: 1 to 1·.1 ip li nrd wou ld h · to i11 vi1 e 11 ho11 l'. 
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mincing. Once I tried to snatch a club suddenly from his hands; it never 
moved and he said 'There is no way you can get that club'. 

However well one may know great golfers the opportunity to play with 
them in private is rare indeed. That day at Lost Tree the two of us were 
alone except for one caddy who carried both bags, and later Jack's ~on 
Stevie, then five, who hit balls along with his little club and the absorpt1on 

of the very young. . . . 
To watch Nicklaus in a tournament or at practice is one thmg; to play 

alone with him is quite another. Then one can really appreciate the 
enormous difference that exists between the kind of golfer who hopes to 
break 80, and is very pleased when he does, and one such as Nicklaus. In all 
the game's history there have been few men whose golf approached the 
dimensions of his and this thought is somewhat awesome as for the first 
time you stand on a tee with him, but I was n~t that anxiou~ . After all to 
press would be asinine. There was no call to stnve beyond t~ymg to ~ake a 
good swing. My best that day was far from wonderful, ne1ther was it t.oo 
bad. We hit two or three balls from every tee and although concerned w1th 
his own play he took time to watch mine, and without being asked to do so . 

Knowing that Nicklaus never paid idle compliments about anyone's golf 
I asked him about mine. He said 'I would expect you to hit the ball further 
with your swing, your right hand is not working hard enoug~' and show~d 
me how a change in weight distribution might help . I reahsed yet ag~m 
how observant he was without appearing to be so, and never once dunng 
the nine holes had I :sked him to watch me or tell me what I was doing 
wrong . Looking back now over the twenty y~ars I have known an.d 
watched him I think that his powers of observatton have been one of h1s 
greatest strengths. Hogan and Cotton come first to mind as being of his 
company in this respect. . . 

That evening we sped over Lake Worth and out mto the ocean m 
Nicklaus's boat. We saw the plot ofland where his present house was to be 
built and he talked ofhow Florida was to become a permanent base, and of 
how he hoped to be playing tournament golf for another five years or so 
because he loved the competition, and that was in 1968. Earlier I had asked 
him what he liked most in golf and he said that it was to have to make a 
birdie and three pars on the last four holes to win. 

As we bounded over the darkening ocean and the warm twilight fell I 
remarked that the four-foot putts did not seem to matter out there and he 
agreed. He seemed absolutely identified with the ocean and boat, s~anding 
easily as it bucked over the waves. Golf was in another w?rld; 1t ~ould 
never be an obsession with him; he has always had the pnceless gift of 
detachment. Never has the an icnl phrasc about a hea lthy mind in a 
hc:ilth hody bc·n 111 or· t111 c or u go lfr r than it is 0C J:1ck Ni klaus. 
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CHAPTER 13 
BING 

As far as golf was concerned the centrepiece of 1969 was Tony Jacklin's 
victory in the Open championship, a triumph which brought renewed 
heart and pride to British golfers as no other individual achievement had 
done since the War. That was in high summer whereas one of my most 
memorable years began in January when Bing Crosby invited me to 
California for his tournament at Pebble Beách. 

This carne about because Bing, as I appreciated later, was a regula r 
reader of Country Lzfe. To my surprise one day in 1964 a letter arrived 
from him. We had not met or corresponded before but he had read an 
article I had written about Hogan playing with Billy Joe Patton at Augusta 
and wanted to reproduce it in the souvenir programme for his tournament. 
T he editor of Country Lzfe agreed and I thought no more of it. Then, a few 
years later he took amiable issue with me because I thought Billy Casper 
had been mistaken in his tactics at a crucial point in a match with Nicklaus 
at Wentworth. This led to an intermittent correspondence. 

Months might pass and then Bing would write about something that had 
interested him. His letters often were quite long and revealed the depth oî 
his knowledge of the game, down to its very roots. He had a good feelin g 
ror words and would have made a splendid golf writer. After Nicklaus had 
taken a horrific 45 on the last nine at Pebble Beach in 1976 when in sight of 
winning the tournament I very soon had a graphic account from Bing. IL 
·nded with three sentences, admirable for their simplicity. ' H e [Nicklausj 
n ·ver lost his smile. He was just in disbelief. But he continued to play .' 
T he television commentaries he did on his own tournament wen: 
·x cllent; he was never one to talk unnecessarily in private or into a mi ro­
phone, unlike the majority oî commentators. 

Towards the end of 1968 Tom H arvey, who had met him in LonJon, 
to lJ me that Bing would in vil c me to his tourn ::i m ·nt. M y susp ' ns · w: 1 ~ 

:,hort-li vecl , an air ti k ·t arr iv ·u and ·vcryth ing w:1s ~ 1 rru n g ·d, but :1 1 th e 
111:-. t 1110111 ·nt t h · 11 ight wus chungnl to one du t· to c:i l I :11 1 .m. /\ ngrk:-. lll' f(l 11· 
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San Francisco, where I wanted to be. To my relief an hour or so from t~e 
end of the journey the captain announced that owi~g to ?ad v:eather m 
L.A. we were going direct to San Francisco. Imagme bemg diver_ted to 
your intended destination! This seemed a good omen, but I was still late 
and the connecting flight to Monterey had been cancelled. . 

I was prepared for a long wait when I was called to a telephone and Bmg 
said he would be along to buy mea drink while I waited. He had m~t the 
flight on which I was expected but had taken the trouble ~o come agam. As 
he and his wife, Kathryn, walked towards me across the airport lobby_ I had 
the strange feeling that I had known him fora long wh_i~e. I suppose 1t was 
because his appearance and his voice had been so famihar throughout my 
adult life. Yet at first it was hard to believe that he "".as the man, and _a 
shorter one than I had imagined, who had become a umversal legend. H~s 
manner was totally relaxed and unaffected and he sat quietly puffing_ his 
pipe as the talk turned from golf to Ka_thryn tellin~ of her day s te~chmg. 
Among the many accomplishments, aside from actmg, of an except~onally 
bright, attractive person were qualifications for nursi~g an~ teachmg. 

Bing had arranged for me to stay with friends of his, Dick and Helen 
Snideman whose house was a short walk from the course at Pebble Beach. 
On arrivi~g in Monterey I was taken to a dinner party at ab_out six in the 
morning British time. It was my first experience of as long a urne change as 
eight hours, but it had little effect because I went to bed at a normal 
American time. I have always found this to be the best course however 
tired one might be on arriving in the United S~ates. . . 

During the tournament I had several chats with Bmg. He_ sai~ that golf 
had been a profound influence on his career. It afforded relaxmg mterludes 
in a frenetic life and he would escape on toa course whenever there was a 
chance. He soon became a good golfer with a handicap of two a~d 
competed in championships, including the Amateur at St Andrews ~n 
1950. An enormous heterogeneous horde pursued him in streaming ram 
that day but he began with two perfect birdi~s and we knew hi~ golfing 
reputation had not been exaggerated. He lost his match to J. K. Wilson but_ 
clearly had enjoyed himself and soon afterwards was elected a member ot 
the Royal and Ancient. . 

Bing started his own tournament befo~e the War as a_ means of gathermg 
his golfing friends, amateur and professional, about him, rather a~ Bobby 
Jones did when launching the Masters at Augusta. In fact Bmg ':'as 
probably the founder of the pro .am. movement on the highest level, which 
was to become so popular. 

The tournament was most enjoyable in spite of rain which caused the 
fir st day to be aband oned, and the difTi ult y oftryin g to ov.er an e~ent 
tak in g pla ·con thrc · oursc; so111c di s t ~1n · · ~1p11rt , :ind ·opc w1th the 11me 
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difference. The noble settings of Pebble, Cypress Point and Spyglass; the 
lighter side of watching such as Jack Lemmon, a slight intent figure with 
cigar in mouth as he played, Andy Williams, Sean Connery and others, all 
determined to give of their golfing best, and the more significant part of the 
event more than compensated. Michael Bonallack, in splendid form, and 
Casper failed by a stroke to tie for first place in the pro .am. section. 
Bonallack received only four strokes a round but they finished 30 under 
par and he did his share at the very least. 

Towards the end of the week Kathryn Crosby invited me to spend a 
night with them in San Francisco. Their main home was there, rather I 
imagine, as a retreat from the Hollywood·Beverley Hills environment 
although Bing still had an office there. The house was large and handsome 
but not ostentatious. The swimming pool had been filled in and the lawn 
where I played football with Harry and Nathaniel, Bing's two sons from 
his marriage to Kathryn, was no manicured surface. 

The boys had been introduced to soccer by the English butler the 
Crosbys had then. At one point I was showing Nathaniel how to head the 
ball and kicked it too high. It was wet and quite heavy and landed squarely 
on the top of his head. I was horrified to think that I might have hurt him, 
and he must have been shaken but bravely showed no sign. We then tried 
basketball of which I had little knowledge but such was their courtesy to a 
guest that they often insisted I had suffered a technical foul so that I might 
have a free throw at the net. Both boys became good golfers, Nathaniel 
exceptionally so, much to his father's pride. 

The house within was a warm and gracious place with beautiful 
furniture and china. Bing had assembled many fine pictures, among them 
a huge Munnings which hung in the hall, and some splendid western 
scenes by an artist whose name unfortunately I cannot recall. And Kathryn 
showed me her considerable collection of works by Fabergé. 

Rarely in American households does one hear the welcome tinkle of 
teacups around four o'clock but both afternoons I was there tea duly 
arrived. It was their custom, not simply a gesture to an Englishman. Two 
other guests, George Coleman and his wife, carne to dinner, when the talk 
turned on many things from pictures to writing books, from slow play to 
cducation, and from religion to Hogan hunting deer and what fun he could 
be when away from golf and with close friends. After dinner H arry played 
his guitar fora while and when he carne to 'Little Green Apples' Bing sang 
l he lyric. It was so effortless that I could readily bclicve the stori es of what ~· 
plcasure it was to work with him on recording sess ions, o swirt was hi s 
scnse of how a song should b1.: trcated . Ik tokl me oncc th ~H sin ging hall 
11 ·ve r sccmcd lik work to him bccau s · h · go t such :1 kick OL1t or i1 . 

Admitt ·dly Bing wns ovn sixty w lll:n 1 fi rst knl.'w him h111 1c: 11111nt1 n :dl 
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having met anyone who seemed to move through life on such an even keel. 
I never saw him impatient or intolerant, or raise his voice in anger. 
Occasionally his casualness may have been disconcerting to those whose 
ideas of timing differed from his unhurried tempo. He appealed to me as a 
constant person, perhaps most of all because he was kindly and unfailingly 
genial towards everyone, no matter their importance or lack of it. 

One summer, a year or so later, Bing carne to see us in Norfolk. He had 
telephoned to ask if I would join him for golf at St George's, one of the 
famous courses in Britain that he had not played. I had just returned from a 
tournament, had little time to spare and could not make the long journey 
down to Sandwich so I suggested that he come to Brancaster instead. 
Rather to my surprise he needed no persuading. 

A day or so later he caught an early train from Liverpool Street and 
arrived at Downham Market bearing his driver and spoon. We paused a 
while at home before going to the club, where we were to play with Tom 
Harvey and Bobby Selway. Much to our relief it was a heavenly day, 
isolated in a spell of indifferent August weather, and he was able to see the 
links at their most beautiful. As we mounted the last hill before the coast 
and the club carne into view I remarked that he was about to see the 
absolute antithesis of an American club. By most standards the clubhouse 
at Brancaster is a spartan place, existing solely for the purposes of playing 
golf and providing essential sustenance. That is the way we intend it to 
remain. I had no thought of apology in mind, knowing that Bing, a devoted 
Anglophile, appreciated the simple values of British golf. He loved the 
game for its intrinsic merits and not for the rewards it might bring or for 
the publicity sought by lesser members of his calling. 

Whenever or wherever one played with him, and hundreds would agree, 
one was soon aware of the quiet pleasure he took in amiable talk, gentle 
ribbing with his friends and chatting afterwards over a few 'potables' as he 
called them. There was nothing of the legendary star of show business 
about Crosby the golfer, either on the course or, for that matter, off it. His 
manner towards anyone, however humble or exalted their status, was 
always constant. 

Bing's golf was an expression of the remarkably unhurried person he 
was. In those years he would break 80 more often than not. His woods had 
soft shafts which to me felt like fishing rods but his swing was slow and 
measured almost to the point oflaziness . He rarely mishit, always played 
within himself, and drove particularly well that day at Brancaster. All was 
sunshine and enjoyment and Bing neither did nor said anything beyond 
the call ofa sociable day . N aturally we had kept quier abouL his coming, not 
wishing him to be pes ter ·d . J .a t ·r, when it becam ' known t hat he hnd 
playcd, an ·wspap ·r ru 11g th l' d11b s · ·r ·t:1ry und us k ·d wh thcy had not 
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been told. They received a fairly sharp response. 
After the golf we called to collect Jean on the way to the Harveys for 

supper. Tom was to drive Bing back to London that evening. A man from 
the village who used to help in our garden happened to be there; Arthur has 
many qualities, is a forthright citizen and no great respecter of persons 
whoever they are, but he had always admired Bing's singing. When my 
wife told him that Bing was sitting in the car his face melted with joy. After 
being introduced his opening remark was, 'My wife would be happy to 
wash your shirts, Mr Cros by.' He then said that he remembered all the old 
songs and when he mentioned 'Home on the Range' Bing responded 
with the next line 'Where the deer and the antelope play' . Arthur was 
almost ecstatic but I gather it was some while before his friends believed 
him, and all kinds of crazy rumours spread through the 
village. 

Watching the unchanging rhythm of Crosby's golf reminded me of a day 
a few years earlier when I had played with Rita Hayworth. Alistair Cooke 
was in London to celebrate with the BBC his thousandth Letter from 
America. We had arranged to play when I noticed that Rita Hayworth also 
was in town. Knowing that Alistair knew her well and that she was a golfer 
I suggested that he bring her along. We played at Swinley Forest. Rita was 
a delightful companion, natura! and joyous and yet, appealingly, rather 
shy. When I had suggested to Alistair that I find a fourth for our game he 
said, 'Heavens no, I havë already had to persuade her to play with one 
stranger as it is.' 

During some cheerfully apprehensive moments on the first tee it was 
obvious from her grip, stance and approach to the ball that she had been 
well taught. Our golf was not remarkable but enough good shots were hit 
to sustain a happy day, and when Rita's putt for a two at the 8th rollcd 
into the hole her joy and ours for her were complete. I was impressed 
by her rhythm. Even a longish absence from the game did not betray 
her into hurrying the swing; the take-away was smooth and 
easy. 

She was graceful in all her movements and, when very young, had beg un 
a career as a dancer. Rhythm and balance had been an integral part of 
training from childhood, and have, I am sure, helped her golf. I thought of' 
Marley Spearman, as she then was, who always had a fin e rhythm, and was 
no t surprised to learn that Fred Astaire, Gene Kelly and Roy Bolgc r, 
among famous dancers, have played golf wel!. 

Opinions vary as Lo the most important qualitics in th i.: go lf sw ing, hut 1 
have nlways thought rhythm was îo r ·most. No matt ·r how co rrec t i11 
out line a swin g may be, it will ncit a ·hi ·v · i1 s 111:i xi 111u111 pot ·111 i;il w11l1 o ut 
1hy1hm, on whi ·h 1i111i111 '. d ~· 1 w 11d ~ . Wlr ·tlt ·r u rn :1 11 sw in g~ lrkL' l':rlrnL·r 01 
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Snead, Boros or Trevino, Nicklaus or Hogan - they all have perfect 
rhythm, but how elusive it can be for the ordinary golfer. ~hose, .like Rita 
Hayworth, practised young in a rhythmic art, have a prec1ous gift. 

CHAPTER 14 
JACKLIN & CO 

During the practice for the 1969 Open at Lytham it was clear that Jacklin 
had found a true, measured rhythm for his backswing which in earlier 
years had been too fast. Furthermore, the confidence gained from experi­
ence in America was revealed in his short game. Frequently, towards the 
end of the third round, beautifully played bunker shots saved his pars and 
enabled him to overtake Bob Charles who had led for the first two days . I 
always felt that this was a key phase in his triumph. Had he let slip a 
challenging position his confidence might have been undermined . As it 
was he played such unyielding, solid golf from the outset on the last after­
noon that the prospect ofhis victory grew ever stronger. Gradually, threat 
of close pursuit waned as Nicklaus, Thomson, De Vicenzo and others 
failed to make telling thrusts. Only Charles, Jacklin's inscrutable 
companion, was an immediate <langer. 

Although the long clark night, during which no British golfer had won 
since Max Faulkner in 1951, was ending 1 felt less of the tension and 
suspense than one might have expected. So smoothly was Jacklin 
swinging, so true was his striking and so confident the stride of his jaunty 
figure that it seemed almost impossible for him to fail. Although he made a 
couple of errors towards the end there was never a point of real crisis . 

No one who watched could forget the moment as Jacklin stood on the 
18th tee two ahead of Charles. This was the last anxiety. Many a golfer, not 
least Nicklaus in 1963, had failed to hit the last fairway w hen victory 
beckoned. If ever Jacklin needed a good drive, evading the diagonals of 
grasping bunkers, it was then. H e knew it, everyone knew it, but when I 
saw the smoothness of his swing I fe it that all was well. One of the fines t 
drives that can ever have been hit by a man on the threshold of achi cv ing 
his greatest ambit ion soa reel far beyond all the dan gers to the hca rt of th e 
fa irway. It was a magni fi ent stroke but there was always 1h · possibi lity 
1 ha t ha r les, 1 h e suprem · p u11 ·r, m ig ht mak· o thr " . J :i ·Id in ~ 1 i Il had 
work lO do bul mmk 1101li i 11g of ÎI WÎ l h :l j l'l'fccl Sl'V ·11- iron shot w hich 
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stifled any hope Charles might have had of a tie. Jacklin was the first golfer 
to beat a powerful overseas field in the Open since Henry Cotton in 1937. 

J acklin now was the ultimate hero in British golf as he showed later that 
year at Birkdale when the Ryder Cup match was halved. That was an 
extraordinary affair, without parallel in the evenness of the contest. For 
once the British and Irish played as if sure of their ability; gone were the 
tremulous starts and finishes that had haunted them in the past. The whole 
team, finely led by Eric Brown, responded splendidly to the occasion and 
no one more so than J acklin. He was the great inspiration, unbeaten 
throughout and finally the saviour. 

The teams joined battle in 32 separate matches of which no fewer than 18 
went to the last green. For three days the whole match was delicately 
poised and it seemed only fitting that the greatest players of their respec­
tive sides should be involved in the climax. When Jacklin and Nicklaus 
stood on the 18th tee of the final match they were all square and so were the 
countries. Everything was to play for, wir.., lose or tie. 

Jacklin, who had played with a champion's assurance, had beaten 
Nicklaus handsomely in the morning but was one down going to the l 7th. 
As he waited to play his second shot he asked the state of affairs and on 
being told said, 'I knew it would come to this.' Nicklaus hit a perfect 
second shot a few yards past the hole but Jacklin was a little fortunate to 
finish on the green some fifty feet from the hole. When his huge putt 
vanished the summer's mightiest cheer exploded. Jacklin looked to the 
heavens in relief and wonder as Nicklaus, crouching behind his putt, gave 
him a coolly old-fashioned look. We knew then that a gallant little Huggett 
had halved with Casper in the match ahead. Nicklaus missed his putt for 
the half and after 31 matches, as dark evening winds carne down from the 
sea, the destiny of the Ryder Cup depended on the play of one hole. 

As they left the tee after two solid shots Nicklaus asked Jacklin whether 
he was feeling nervous and ifit was any consolation to him he was too. Both 
hit fine second shots, then Nicklaus overhit his putt by a good yard, 
perhaps more. 1 doubt that a soul in the vast crowd hoped he would miss, 
even though it would mean a British victory. The contest had been too 
great to end in sad anticlimax. Nicklaus obviously thought so too. After 
holing his putt he instantly conceded Jacklin's which was short but not 
dead. This was true to the spirit of the man and of an unforgettable 
occasion. 

When the players and multitudes gathered at St Andrews for the 1970 
Open the thoughts and dreams of golfers throughout the land were 
concentrated perhaps more intensely than ever before on the eve of a 
championship . For the fir st time in history the Open was to be dcfended by 
::i British golft.: r who w::is al so hampion oî th ·Unit ·J St::i tcs. /\ month 
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earlier at Chaska in Minnesota, Tony Jacklin had massacred the establish­
ment of American golf, and massacred is the word. He won by seven 
strokes, the largest margin for half a century, and only Casper and Trevino 
of the world's foremost golfers were within thirteen ofhis total. Nicklaus, 
Player and Palmer, still deemed by some to be the mighty trio of golf, were 
left floundering in the ruck more than twenty behind. 

It mattered not that many did not like the course which had, 1 under­
stand, for sadly 1 was not there, numerous dog-legs, blind holes and vast 
greens, or that the weather varied unpredictably. The conditions were the 
same for everyone. A true champion accepts them as he finds them and in 
the words of an ancient golfer makes the best of bad luck and the most of 
good. Jacklin led throughout and with Trevino is still the only golfer in the 
80 years of the championship to have been under par for every round. 
Whatever reasons or excuses the vanquished may have entertained for 
their failure there was no denying the wonder of Jacklin's achievement . 

When, late in the afternoon of the first day at St Andrews, J acklin was 
eight under par forten holes and threatening to make a nonsense of the Old 
Course, a great defence of his title was in the making. The course was 
playing easily as Neil Coles had proved that morning with a record 65 but 
Jacklin was in sight ofbeating that splendid score. The deluge that halted 
play for the day undoubtedly arrested his impetus and he dropped three 
strokes in finishing the round the next morning. 

lt would be absurd to claim that the storm cost Jacklin the championship 
any more than it did Trevino, who had seven holes to play on the second 
morning and yet was leading the field at the day's end. Although they and 
Harold Henning, one of the most delightful of men, remained hard in the 
hunt until almost at the end it fell to Nicklaus and Sanders to be involved in 
as dramatic a climax as the Open had known. 

From early days on narrow, wooded courses in Georgia the skill with 
which Sanders could manipulate the ball had become famous. The unusual 
flatness and brevity of his backswing made the whole process seem like an 
elongated flick but its extension through the ball was marked. When he 
played one of the fin est sand shots 1 have se en, from the Road bunker at the 
l 7th in the fourth round, his victory seemed inevitable, except to some 
who knew the cruel subtleties of the Old Course. They took dreadful toll oî 
poor Sanders. 

His pitch over the Valley of Sin was too firm, a pardonable error, and the 
putt down the hill was slower than Sanders rea lised . The fin al one of a yard 
broke fractionally from lcft to ri ht, but knowlcdge rather rhan eycs ight 
was the only key that ir lid . Later Gerald Mi kl em took me to look and 
::i lthough I lay down b<.' lii11d th · lin · 1 woul 1 hav · sw(1r11 tli · putt wa :; 
strn igh1. ThL· long ~dOpL' or lli l' l'. l'l' <.: 11 down 1h. 111\)IJJld , whi ·h Wll S :Jll 
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ancient burial ground, has not quite expired when it reaches the 
championship pin position. 

As far as my researches show no one in seventy years or more had missed 
as short a putt to win the Open. Everyone's heart went out to Sanders, an 
amusing, agreeable person, who had played superbly after having to 
qualify for the championship, and the Fates had not finished with him. 
The final act had a powerful undercurrent of sadness, even tragedy, 
bearing in mind the failure of Sanders that had reprieved Nicklaus and the 
courage with which he fought back from what seemed a hopeless situation 
in the play-off. 

At the last he had to watch as Nicklaus, in an unconsciously theatrical 
gesture on the l Sth tee, peeled off a sweater for greater freedom and 
unleashed an enormous drive which raced through the green into thick 
rough beyond and, finally, holed from six feet, the ball just catching the 
right lip before falling. Sanders then had to dodge Nicklaus's putter hurled 
high in triumph which revealed the tension and relief that he was feeling. 
Clearly overcome Nicklaus turned away for a moment and Barbara 
Nicklaus saià to me that she had never seen Jack cry on a six-foot putt 
before. William Whitelaw, who was to become Home Secretary, was 
captain of the R. and A. that year and presented the prizes. Nicklaus, in 
accepting, had no little difficulty in controlling his voice just as Sanders 
seemed to have no difficulty in accepting his cruel disappointment in the 
most sporting manner. 

I shall not forget that week. On the first morning I woke to a sudden 
combined attack of housemaid's knee, tennis elbow and writer's cramp. 
There had been slight, but not troublesome, indications of rheumatism 
earlier that summer but now walking was a burden and writing by hand 
difficult. The doctor told me to take it easy - as ifl could during an Open. 
When it was over I was exhausted. Jean drove me home and soon thereafter 
to the hospital in King's Lynn where rheumatoid arthritis was diagnosed. 
Visualising myself in a bathchair I thought it could be the end of golf 
writing but the specialist was not as pessimistic. Gold injections were 
prescribed and gradually began to work. Whenever I went abroad I took 
the injections with me and one year in the medical centre at Augusta when 
a nurse asked me where I took them, I pointed to my backside whereupon 
she said, 'You mean your fanny.' Jean's command of English did not 
extend to all the crucial differences in meaning between some of the 
English and American slang terms. When she repeated the phrase to an 
English friend she was enlightened. Mercifully the arthritis burned itself 
out after a year or so. I was mightily thankful as I have been thus lar not to 
be ill in America where hospita! and medica ! costs are horrific. Anyone 
vi siting 1hc 1Jn i1 cd S1a1es al th ·ir own r ·s1 onsibi li1 y should take hetty 
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insurance against accident or illness or they could find themselves in dire 
financial trouble. 

Whenever possible I have avoided describing run of play but those days 
at St Andrews were exceptional. There were the Vicenzo years and several 
occasions later when the quality of the contest and the golfreached a higher 
pitch but few championships made a more lasting claim on the memory . 

Once at a tournament in Melbourne I had a long talk with Jacklin about 
his attitude to competition. He had played indifferently that day and spoke 
of how he needed to be almost frightened into playing well; of how he 
needed a spur. Presumably the indifferent round he had played that 
morning acted as such; the next day he played the Yarra Yarra course in 63 
and went on to win the tournament in commanding style. Later in talking 
of his great respect for Nicklaus he said, 'Money is not the all-important 
thing with Jack, neither is it with me.' I am sure he was speaking honestly 
then but I believe that the sudden wealth that had come his way had a 
decisive influence on his golf. The temptation to make the most of the 
abundant rich pickings that were there for the taking after his Open victory 
at Lytham must have been extremely hard to resist for one who a few years 
before had very little. I think that the victories which made him into an 
instant and isolated hero in British golf and the constant adulation 
betrayed him into forgetting that his basic purpose in life was to play good 
golf, and that even the finest talents must be cherished by concentrated 
work and practice. 

Success was so swift that he was not conditioned to overcome the effects 
of a Muirfield. I think also that he became preoccupied with the trappings 
offame. I remember him saying that he wanted to have the finest house of 
any professional golfer in the world. I wonder if anyone told him not to 
waste his thoughts and money in such pointless fashion. In endeavouring 
to do so Jacklin landed himself with an unnecessary and costly burden, 
which cannot have helped his concentration on golf. 

It seemed that he needed someone to insist that his first priority was golf 
even if this ril.cant sacrificing easy money. He had three outstanding 
examples, all of whom he knew very well, in Nicklaus, Palmer and Player 
who would never jeopardise their talent for trivial, if lucrative, causes. 
They appreciated that the very best way to become rich was to win 
championships and important events and thereby enhance. commercial 
value. Above all their ambitions to remain the world's foremost golfers 
transcended the making of money. 

Whenever a young golfer has soared to the heights, as Sandy Lyle ha in 
recent years, there is always the fear that money may breed co ntcntmcnt 
and sabotage the r '. ol u tion that i. tb fou nda1 ion of gr ·a1 n ·ss . Thus lar in 
the ch ronicl in g or 1h . g~llll ' a golfer is rem ·mb -red long ·s1 for lh. 
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championships he won and the way he played, rather than the money he 
made. 

Two such who spring immediately to mind are Christy O'Connor and 
Neil Co les. The consistently high quality oftheir golf was a constant factor 
on the British scene long before and after the briefincandescence ofJacklin 
and Peter Oosterhuis's dominant spell. O'Connor won the first thousand­
pound prize ever offered in a British professional tournament at Southport 
and Ainsdale in 1955. Although he was then 30 he had competed in few 
important tournaments. Fred Daly, a rare competitor on the great 
occasions, and the round, lovable Harry Bradshaw, one of the great short­
game players of the age, were the foremost Irish professionals of the time. 

In the far west of Ireland O'Connor had not had the advantages his 
British contemporaries had enjoyed but had developed a splendidly 
uninhibited natural style and a beautiful rhythm. I still have a clear 
impression of the way he attacked the closing holes that day at Southport 
when so much was at stake for him. Over twenty years later in a tearing 
gale-force wind he played Lindrick in 69 and finished fifth in the Dunlop 
Masters. 

Although playing in strong winds had been second nature to O'Connor 
since his boyhood in Galway it was a masterly performance but, as he 
modestly said afterwards, all you need to do is take one or two clubs more 
than usual for the distance, swing slower and never try to hit too hard. 
In my view O'Connor, an amiable soul who enjoyed the convivial things of 
life, was the most accomplished stroke-maker of the post-Cotton gener­
ation in these islands. He was worthy of an Open championship and 
frequently finished high, seven times in the first six, but the indefinable 
quality or fortune was missing. 

One of my happiest memories of O'Connor was when Westward Ho! 
celebrated their centenary in 1964. As an epilogue a contest was arranged 
between ancient dress and equipment, worn by O'Connor and Faulkner, 
and the modern represented by Peter Alliss and Brian Huggett. It was 
wonderfully entertaining. 

The 'ancients' wore Norfolk jackets and breeches with deerstalker hats. 
Faulkner cut a dashing, somewhat Sir Jasperish figure while O'Connor 
resembled an amiable poacher in his Sunday best. Each had five clubs -
driver, iron, mashie niblick, niblick and a wooden-headed putter - carried 
by assistants from Westward Ho! and Saunton clad in corduroys and 
bowler hats . 

Soon the old sharp click of the gutty ball was heard when Faulkner 
opened the proceedings but O'Connor was soon to be the hero. His fi ne 
free swing and natura! genius lor the game were wel! suited to hickory 

lu bs. l le gav, a ma rv ·llous ·xhibi Li on ofs1rok ·s - fo <l cd, drawn , fli ghLed 
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high or low - with a real museum piece of a driver. lts aluminium head, 
weighing eight ounces, had a leather-faced inset. The club felt astonish­
ingly light but O'Connor rarely mishit. He was round in 83 in a fresh wind 
on a difficult course he had never seen before. He and Faulkner, who 
received strokes on twelve holes, greatly enjoyed themselves especially 
when O'Connor holed a pitch of some 35 yards over the stream at the 18th 
to win the match. 

In an age when the personality of games-players often attracts more 
attention than their ability Coles has rarely received more than basic 
tribute for his achievements. He is a modest, retiring man not interested in 
projecting himself. When asked about his golf he will always reply 
pleasantly but unless hard pressed will never elaborate, to the despair of 
those seeking a lively quote. Like other golfers, uncommonly gifted from 
youth, such as Gene Littler and Thomson, Coles sees nothing remarkable 
in playing well and seems to wonder what all the fuss is about when he 
excels in a tournament. Once, when someone asked how he was playing he 
replied 'Almost quite well.' It sounded like a masterly understatement but, 
by his standards, was probably a fair estimate. 

There is a cool, contained intelligence about the way Coles approaches 
the game; far less than most does he play automatically. His strong, 
sensitive hands enable him to vary the flight and strength of his strokes 
without losing control. Although his attitude on the course as he strolls 
along, head down, hands in pockets, impassive and silent, might suggest 
despondency and indifference there are farces at work within, as rare 
flurries of anger with himselfreveal. There is nothing insipid about Coles, 
a fine example of how it is possible to be shy, gentle, even withdrawn in 
manner yet stern of purpose. 

Coles is a golfer to be envied because he always seems to have known his 
priorities and been faithful to them. He dislikes flying and while others 
pursue the frenetic chase around the world each winter Coles is usually in 
his Surrey home. His philosophy has been that a man can have a good and 
fruitful life in professional golf without devoting his whole existence to i1 . 
This is one reason why in 1980, his 26th season as a professional, only fiv e 
British players won more money than he did and all played more often. 

No doubt Coles has been fortunate in having the talent to make a 
handsome living from tournament golf without becoming a teacher or lub 
professional in the full meaning of the term. Tournaments are his 
business. Often they are profitable, sometimes they are not bul he se 'ms 
not to mind overmuch, aware with reason that the ba lan e wil! be in good 
order at the season's end. No BriLish golfe r of the pas1 fift ce n yca rs has 
been more a omp lish ·d in 1h · var i ·d arl s ofs trokc-111aking. i\1 bi s b •s t h · 
has been rn as l ·rl i il an d h:1s h ·l· n r ·w;i rdl·d wi 1h 111<) 1 · vi ·1or il·s u11 d 
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considerably more prize money than any British golfer of his time. 
Of the young golfers who developed during the Jacklin era the most 

admirable was Peter Oosterhuis, not so much for the style of his play, 
which was effective rather than elegant, but for his character. When he 
finished third in the 1973 Masters, by far the best performance ever by a 
British golfer at Augusta, it seemed that he was on the threshold of an 
exceptional career. Since he won the Berkshire Trophy while still at 
Dulwich School it had been clear that he had great talent. For several years 
thereafter the graph ofhis progress was a smooth upward line with scarcely 
a curve in it, and certainly no jagged breaks . He made the transition from 
amateur to professional golf with remarkable swiftness and success. 

Early in 1972 1 wrote that progress would probably continue, with the 
reservation that he had yet to acquire an enduring consistency of method. 
My hopes were based largely on his temperament. His attitude to tourna­
ment golf was that of a mature, clear-minded, ambitious man, aware ofhis 
destiny and determined to pursue it in his own fashion unaffected by those 
around him. To this end he became something of a loner, never hanging 
aimlessly about the clubhouse as many young professionals do, but his 
manner towards everyone remained as courteous and pleasant as it had 
always been. He had acquired a quality of detachment which implied a 
single-mindedness of purpose rare in a young golfer. Had the same been 
true of Jacklin how much more strongly armed he would have been. 

Throughout the four years when Oosterhuis led the British order of 
merit his greatest strength was a calm, phlegmatic and mightily 
determined temperament. This was reflected in a remarkable short game. 
No golfer in Europe was more skilled in recovery; none had a stronger 
nerve when faced with treacherous holing-out putts, but always there was 
the lingering doubt about his long game. 

Unlike other uncommonly tall golfers, such as Weiskopf, Hyndman and 
Bill Campbell, all of whom have superb styles, Oosterhuis was relatively 
longer in the leg than the back. His stance never gave the impression of 
lasting stability and his swing was so short in relation to his height that in 
moments of stress he had difficulty in staying behind the ball. An inevit­
able tendency to block shots became famous. Frequently his short game 
would compensate but with every passing year the strain upon it must have 
intensified. 

Oosterhuis's first full season in America was encouraging. In 1975 he 
finished respectably in the money list and was only two strokes behind Lou 
Graham and John Mahaffey when they tied in the United States Open at 
Medinah. This was a severe course, tightly wooded in parts, but 
Oosterhuis controll ed his ga me extremcly well. By the ·nd oîthat season 
hopes were high that he might mak· a c:onsid crnbl · impac t on the 
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American tour but sadly his playing fortunes have declined these past two 
years . Possibly his swing has been the basic cause but I shall be delighted if 
future events prove me wrong, not least because he is one of the most 
agreeable of golfers. 



CHAPTER 15 
WITH TREVINO INTO THE 
SEVENTIES 

Of all the golfers I have watched Lee Trevino has been one of the most 
compelling. Alone of his famous contemporaries he is a throwback to the 
age when great players like Hagen, Sarazen, Hogan, Snead and many 
others began their careers in golf at the hum blest level. So did Trevino; he 
had none of the advantages of years of college golf which produces the 
great majority of the American tournament players. Ata time when swings 
and appearances were becoming standardised to a degree that threatened 
monotony Trevino emerged with a unique style, a skill in the execution of 
varied golf shots that has rarely been approached, a distinctive personality 
and a vivid sense of humour. 

At first many scorned his style but soon carne to realise that the 
pronounced open stance ensured that his downswing moved under rather 
than, as they say, over the top. He keeps the clubface square to the line and 
down through the ball longer than anyone ofhis build. His swing is one for 
a powerful, sturdy man, which he is, and has enabled him to become one of 
the straightest golfers of his time. His consistency year after year, and the 
winning of the United States and British opens twice each, are evidence 
enough of remarkable con trol. 

In 1971 he joined Jon es, Sarazen and Hogan as the only golfers to have 
won both championships in the same summer. The Open at Merion, 
where he beat Nicklaus in a play-off with something to spare, was one of 
the finest I have seen. Merion measured only about 6500 yards, very short 
by modern reckoning, but it examined all the delicate arts of golf. Above all 
accuracy was the theme. Considering that of eleven par fours the longest 
was 430 yards, and that the two finest golfers in the field alone could equal 
par for 72 holes, some idea of the difTi ulty and subtl ·ty of Mcrion can be 
apprcciat d. 

WITH TREVINO INTO THE SEVENTIES 

In some respects Trevino reminds me ofSarazen. Both are of pure Latin 
parentage; both acquired through hard, unprivileged upbringings the 
tough, aggressive realistic approach to life wellnigh essential for survival in 
a fiercely competitive society when a man starts with little or nothing. Both 
were endowed with quick, native wit and perception but Sarazen, for all 
that he communicated so readily with those about him, was never as extro­
vert on the course as Trevino. 

Neither Sarazen nor, for that matter, Palmer in spite ofhis uncanny mass 
appeal, entertained the crowds as Trevino has often done. It would seem 
impossible to play fine golf and joke and chatter at the same time even 
though they are a means of releasing tension. On first acquaintance I 
thought that the spa te of wisecracks was rehearsed and the work of others, 
as those of many comedians are, but it was soon clear that Trevino can be a 
spontaneously funny man. He has too a generosity of spirit, not altogether 
common in a selfish game, which on occasion has taken substantial 
practical shape. 

Not everyone has been amused by his ebullience and playing with him 
could be a strain for some. There was a famous match in the Piccadilly 
tournament at Wentworth when Jacklin, round in 63 after lunch, lost on 
the last green. I recall him hanging back on occasion so as not to have to 
listen. At times it seemed that the chatter verged on gamesmanship but I 
doubt that it was intentional. Trevino has said that if a companion seemed 
disturbed by his talk he would stop. Ina person whose moods can vacillate 
so swiftly the jester can vanish and a less agreeable side of his nature 
appear, but few famous players have not had their dark moments and his 
have been rare as far as I know. 

Few golfers I have known can analyse a course's problems as quickly as 
Trevino, sometimes after only one round. His speed of reaction to people 
circumstances and ability to summon instant concentration at times are 
extraordinary. There never was amore revealing instance ofhis mercurial 
character than his play of the last two holes at Muirfield in 1972 when he 
stole the Open from Nicklaus and Jacklin. When his fourth shot ran 
through the 17th green his whole attitude was that of a beaten man. It 
eemed certain that Jacklin, playing with him, would become one ahead 

but as most of the golf world knows Trevino, playing almost heedlessly as 
if resigned to defeat, holed the chip, Jacklin took threc putts and was one 
behind. 

Transformed in the instant from des pair to elation Trevino thcn showcd 
his greatness. It is one thing to have a monumcntal turn of fortunc, qui te 
another to make the mos1 of it. Trcvino, who normally bus1l ·s along 
h ·1wecn shots, rcstrain ·J lht: im1 uls · 10 hurry, whi ·h mil' hl h11vc 
ov ·nak ·n a 1 ·sscr ·omp ·1 i1or, and linf',l'.ft·d so 1 h:11 h ·would 1101 havt 10 
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wait on the last tee for the crowds to settle. He then struck two of the fin est 
and most decisive strokes any champion could have played at such a 
moment and slammed the door on Jacklin and Nicklaus . 

The disaster at Muirfield doubtless left a scar on Jacklin which does not 
seem to have healed. Apart from having to endure Trevino's good fortune 
at the finish and in the third round the knowledge that failure was partly of 
his own making must have sorely undermined his confidence. For the next 
eight years he was never in contention for the Open and his capacity for 
winning day to day events waned. There was nothing wrong with his 
technique, and when his rhythm was right he remained as fine a striker as 
anyone in Europe. The lack of success stemmed from indifferent putting, 
and when this persists in a first-class golfer the cause is loss of confidence 
and, eventually, nerve. 

Countless fine golfers have suffered in this way. Hogan and Palmer were 
cases in point but when stricken they were much old er than J acklin and had 
competed far longer on the highest levels. Jacklin was just 28 that fateful 
day at Muirfield and had only been established as a world-class golfer for 
three years. The decline from that estate, which led toa defensive attitude, 
was too swift for one endowed with a talent such as his, and sadly so for 
British professional golf which had long needed a golfer who could hold his 
own with the finest as well as having an appealing presence which Jacklin 
has. 

By the seventies my golfing horizons had expanded greatly and journeys 
abroad were a constant part of the yearly scene. The Continental 
championships were embraced into the official PGA calendar, much to the 
benefit of the leading professionals, whereas in earlier years the French 
Open alone attracted a strong field from Britain and elsewhere. Invariably 
the championship carne after the Open in Britain and made a soothing 
contrast for the writers. 

The French Federation, of which the late Jacques Leglise was president, 
would invite a few of us to stay in a pleasant hotel in the heart of Par is . This 
was delightful but for players like Peter Thomson, who had either won the 
Open or been in close contention the previous week, the golf was some­
thing of an anticlimax, though it had memorable moments. 

In 1955 the great Byron Nelson played superbly at La Boulie in winning 
the last important event of his career. I can still see his iron shots, struck 
with immense authority from any range, squirming to a stop within a few 
feet of the hole on the heavily watered greens. It was my first sight of 
American type target-golf. In later times I had many an in teresting talk 
with Byron, one of the nicest of men and in his conquering years a peerless 
striker. 

Flory Van Donck, with bis ourtly m:rnn ·r and pcrfc ' t stylc, and 
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Vicenzo often played supremely well in France, and watching was a 
pleasure because there were only a hundred or so spectators. Quite often 
they included the Duke of Windsor who made a most agreeable and keen 
watching companion. H e was always interested in the Argentinian players, 
Vicenzo, Tony Cerda and others and would hasten in pursuit of them. 

Occasionally I went to Spain in the blessed years before the mass tourist 
invasion but the greater part oftravelling was within the shores ofBritain 
and Ireland. I have always been grateful that I was able to see the most 
beautiful parts of those countries as I never would have had I been in most 
other professions . 

With the growth of jet flights excursions abroad became more frequent. 
For the most part they were a great experience and a pleasure but so 
crowded was the season's calendar that there was little time for lingering. 
Once the job was done one usually had to scurry home again but there were 
interludes, refreshing because they were remote from golf. 

On the way back from Australia one year I stayed with Sandy Tatum in 
San Francisco. One evening he asked ifl would like to see a football game 
the following day. As became a good host his face was impassive and he 
even murmured of alternatives, revealing nothing of what I soon 
discovered was a passionate desire to see the game, but he <lid say it was at 
Stanford. That was an inducement. I would see a great university and 
perhaps learn something of an esoterie cult. 

We drove along the pleasant valley to Palo Alto, past the Stanford golf 
course where the mighty Lawson Little, my host and, long afterwards, 
Tom Watson had excelled. An agreeable prelude to these occasions is the 
tailgate party when the rear of a station wagon is lowered, bottles, ice and 
food produced and friends come a-calling. 

While fortification was under way high school bands from all over the 
district poured into the huge stadium which seats a hundred thousand . lts 
massed terraces made brilliant patchworks of colour the like of which I had 
never seen. Neither had I heard such a torrent of sound, music, cheers and 
commentary that persisted throughout the game. Both sides had thcir 
cheerleaders and ever-dancing pretty girls on either side of the pitch. Their 
cxhortations rarely ceased. It was a great occasion. IfStanfo rd, the Indians, 
could beat Washington University, the Huskies, they would qualify fo r th · 
Rose Bowl match in Pasadena for the fir st time sincc 195 1. 

T he game is highly specialised. The coach at tanford had scvcn 
ass istants; every team has two separate clcvens, one for ofîl:n e, the oth ·r 
l(ir dcfencc, and th ese are switched onstantly a ·cording to whi h sid · h<ts 
possession. T his is dctcrmined by dow ns, that is wh ·n a ma n with th · hall 
is bro ught dow n in a ta ·klc . /\. t ·a m is all ownl fo 11r' cl ow ns and if' it can 
pro~ r ·ss t ·n y11r ds l>d()1 c t h · low ns :lfl' ·x h:iustn l it l1 :1s 1(>1 11' rllor ~· . ' l'ltus 11 
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makes progress towards openings for a touchdown. 
The game resembles a sort of chess in which openings are made by 

clearing paths through the defence by blocking, that is, the calculated 
obstruction of an opponent . For this purpose footballers have developed 
in to a race of near supermen. Only a third of the 56 players on Stanford's 
roster that year were less than 200 pounds and six feet. I tried to imagine, 
and shuddered as I did so, the sight of one ofStanford's strong side tacklers 
thundering at me with only one purpose in mind, to flatten me. It was no 
wonder that the players were so heavily armoured that they looked like 
enormous astronauts . And yet the violence seemed impersonal; I saw no 
sign of malicious retaliation, no sickly pretence of sportsmanship as in 
professional soccer. My expert companions agreed that it was a remarkably 
clean game. 

The focal point of attack is the quarterback who bears a heavy respons­
ibility. If his passing is off the most elaborate moves are useless, and how 
elaborate they are. The quarterback, possibly by instruction from a coach 
on the touchline, decides which of a multitude of plays will be used before 
each down. The ball is then snapped back to him; he makes space for 
himself as the other players race to their appointed tasks, and then releases 
his pass. The ball, flatter and more pointed at the ends than a rugby ball, 
hurtles through the air like a projectile, sometimes 40 yards or more, to 
where the predetermined receiver can take it, often while moving flat out. 
The skill involved in propelling a ball with such speed and accuracy is 
remarkable especially when massive opponents are hearing down on the 
thrower. 

In this art I was fortunate to see one of the great masters in Jim Plunkett 
who fired three wonderful passes which brought touchdowns (tries) in the 
first quarter. One was so beautifully timed, so lethal in its splitting of the 
defence that I foun~ myself standing and cheering as if Stanford had been 
my alma mater, as well as that of Tatum and his friend . 

In this game Plunkett broke the college football record for passing by 
bringing the total for his career to over 7000 yards. Facts and figures are 
sacred in American sport. When I visited the press box, almost the size of 
Wembley's, with hundreds of writers aJ!d broadcasters in it, sheets giving 
precise details of every move in the game thereto were being distributed. It 
seemed that the writers need scarcely have troubled to watch unless the 
spirit moved them. 

To one accustomed to British football the American game Jacks the 
sudden inspiration leading to unrehearsed m oves whcn attack develops in 
unlikely quarters. The forward pass ing was ad mirable but one never saw 
what are know n as latcra l passes mainly, 1 unJcrs t:rnd , be ause they ::ire 
vulnerablc LO int ·r ·pt ion . ' lï1 ·r ' W ·rl· 11 0 h;1 11dl i11 g lll OVtS nowi ng a ros::; 
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the field which can be a joy in rugby. On the other hand the game never 
degenerated into the disorganised mess and endless touch kicking which 
can make rugby a bore. 

The one tiresome feature to British eyes was the stop and start natu re of 
the game with considerable intervals between the action. In the end 
~omeone stole victory for Stanford when he received a Plunkett projectile 
m the last quarter. As we drove back towards the twilit city I realised that a 
great deal of previous prejudice against American football had vanished 
simply because I had learned something about it. ' 

Barcelona may not be the fairest city in Spain but it does have one of the 
finest courses in the Real Club de Golf, 'El Prat ' . Many years ago I was 
fortunate in playing there with Javier Arana, its creator. He never worked 
outside Spain but his designs of courses such as Campo in Madrid, 
L~ Galea, El Saler and many others revealed rare artistry and imagin­
at10n. 

A great course should examine the mighty with a variety of tes ting 
strokes; should not frighten the humble; should be fair, pleasing to play 
and agreeable to look upon. Arana achieved all these things within a 
context of remarkable moderation, so that no aspect of the course is over­
whelming. Some of the holes are graceful curves through sombrilla pine 
but these are not dense. Balls are not lost and a measure of recovery is 
always possible. A third of the holes are in open country where judgement 
of length a~d strategie driving are essential and contrast is splendidly 
furthered with holes along the coast with more than a hint oflinks to their 
character. Throughout the course the hunkering is admirable in it ::; 
economy and beautifully varied shaping. The attacking shot is always 
rewarded, the frail and the erring punished, but never cruelly so . J always 
enjoyed 'El Prat' and the championships there and one yea r was parti -
ularly memorable. 

The day after watching Dale Hayes win the Open I saw Jackie tewa rt 
win the Spanish Grand Prix. Not having watched m otor rac ing in any 
shape or form I was fascinated beyond imagining. The track is in the h ·ar t 
of the city, an ordinary road winding and clim bing its way pas t the old 
buildings . We were able to watch two severe curve at either end oîa b ri { 
straight, and appreciare the skill with whi h the dri ve rs ro kl' ll'd th l: ir cu rs 
:iround the corners, time and again with inchl:S 10 spare on fi rs t onl: s id l' 
:l nd then the other . 

' tewart was always k ading and l fo un d it s tr:111p d y 111nvi11g tn 1 lti11 k ol'u 
wisp of a man ont ro ll inp, so mu ~ 11 b · ~1111 iful , hut bru i a l powl'I wi1h sur li 
ddi a y of timin g and jud gc rn l: nt. /\hovr :dl 1 wrn 1d ·1t•d at t ll l' to11 1111 11 1111•. 

ro n · ·nt r:iti nn thut for so 111 t• 1wo ll our s u11 rld rwvr r l:il1n rvt·11 lo r :1 M'ttllHI 
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or so, with the constant knowledge that if it did so death could easily be the 
pnce. 

Later that day we talked with Stewart and were taken with his modesty 
and charm. He said then, and confirmed after the season was over, that it 
had been one of his hardest races, rather like ha ving to play the last round 
of a championship in 64. Never in some 60 laps was he more than a few 
seconds ahead. 

Stewart's golfing analogy was interesting, particularly from the aspect of 
concentration which obviously is a crucial quality in all great golfers, but 
how different their command of it can be. Hogan and Cotton played with 
an intensity of single-mindedness which they would noL readily permit 
anyone or anything to break. At the other extreme Trevino, like Sarazen 
before him, will chatter happily between shots. Concentration in golfis an 
entirely individual matter, as it is in other games or sports, but invariably 
there are moments when a man can relax, ifbut briefly. Not so the racing 
driver. 

Another fascinating aspect of motor racing was how the drivers resisted 
the dangers of monotony, of doing the same things over and over again 
even though they had to be done so swiftly. No golfer could become bored 
with hitting perfect shots; most of us are lucky to hit two or three in 
succession, but who at some moment in a round has not thought 'I will try 
to fade this one' or some such notion, not that the stroke is essential but 
simply as an improvisation, a relaxation. 

The racing driver, coming to the same old corner for the 56th or 
whatever time, can hardly permit himself any margins of relief from a 
pitch of concentration and technical execution close to perfection every 
single time. His swing, so to speak, must always be in the groove. The race 
was a stirring experience; it emphasised in dramatic fashion the qualities 
which enable men such as Stewart to reach the highest peaks. 

1 ) '.., 

CHAPTER 16 
THE LAND OF PLAYER 

For many years I had wanted to visit South Africa but it was never likely 
that the Guardian would send me there to cover golf. The cost of trips to 
America and elsewhere was burden enough for the spons budget and so wc 
decided to go on our own account . When I suggested to Alistair 
Hetherington, then editor of the Guardian, that I should cover the South 
African Open he was doubtful because of the paper's policy regarding 
apartheid. However I learned that for the first time in a long whilc th t: 
championship was to be open to golfers of all races and it was agreed that 1 
should write some articles . Thus work intruded upon the holiday but it did 
help towards the expenses. 

Our stay began in Durban where George Blumberg had lent us an 
apartment overlooking the Indian Ocean. George and his wife, Brenda , 
have long been familiar figures at great golfing occasions in many pans or 
the world. George had been a generous patron of professional golf in o uth 
Africa and numerous British players had cause to be thankful îor bi s 
kindness, as indeed did we. He arranged for us to have a car through0u t ou r 
month in South Africa, and thus we saw a great deal more of the ou n 1 ry 
than we might have done. 

While in Dur ban I had the pleasure of playing at the Country Cl ub, a 
lovely course, undulating through trees and shrubs close to the oc1.:a11 , 
where two years earlier Tommy Horton had become the first British go lf ·r 
to win the Open. The club itselfwas as impressive as any I had c1.:n fè.>r 1 hl' 
way in which comfort and convenience had been blei ded. T he fè.)ocJ and 
service were incomparable in my experiencc of golf ' lubs. Thcrc w:1s, ol 
course, no shortage of staff, mostly oflndian orig in , ancJ th t: club th · 11 wu ~ 
·uperbly run by Peter Van D iggelen . 

Days in Natal wcrc cnrich1.:cJ by a vi sit to lkn:k and Bidd l ll' ~ 11 01\ · 
Nichols in Zu lul and . Wh1.:n 1 phon ·d lr om Durh:in h · 11llcJ u:-. 10 111 Tl hi11 1 

al a hoi ·l in Mt ubatu ha , 11! 1.: s111 all town whc1 L· hL· l1 vl'll, l r \1111 whL' t l ' lil' 
wo11Jd dir 'C l US l O bis l' ~ l :t l l' . Wl' :111 iv ·d :J 1'W11\ 11\lJIL'I'> l ll' fOl l' il · d rd 11 11d 
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within seconds ofhis appearing it was as iftime had no meaning. We were 
talking as if continuing a conversation begun 28 years before in a German 
prison camp. His manner was as appealingly casual and unaffected as ever; 
nothing, save the mild evidence of passing years, seemed to have changed 
in all the while since the War. 

Neither Jean nor I are enamoured of reptiles but we were fascinated 
when Derek said that his foreman specialised in collecting them. When we 
enquired if he had any it happened that he had already sent some deadly 
specimens to the zoo. It would have been interesting to see how he handled 
them. I was glad to be in a Jeep as we drove through a sugar plantation 
where snakes were found. We carne toa river where crocodile were pleased 
to attack anyone lingering too close to the edge, and yet the brown, gliding 
water looked innocent enough. We loved our stay in Mtubatuba but time 
was pressing and we had to make haste for Johannesburg. 

No more idyllic escape from winter could be imagined fora golfer than 
to compete in South Africa, and countless British players should be 
grateful that they have had the opportunity to do so. Every day while I 
watched the Open at Royal J ohannesburg the light was diamond sharp, the 
sunshine hot but never oppressive. Not since Mexico had we enjoyed such 
a flawless climate and the course was beautiful, its woodland holes curving 
between abundant willow, acacia, jacaranda and heavy-scented pine. 

At 6000 feet the ball flies abnormal distances through the pure air and 
even the longest holes were within range of a medium-iron second shot. 
My immediate impression was that golf was easier in South Africa than 
Britain, but I never feit the force of the winds that can attack courses at the 
Cape and Port Elizabeth. 

I was not surprised to learn that the majority of good South African 
golfers, from Locke and Player downwards, developed in the wonderfully 
sympathetic conditions of the Transvaal. The foundation of successful 
golf is a constant swing, rhythm, and confidence, all of which are not easy 
to acquire in Britain where, within a short period, the golfer may be 
battered by winds, chilled to the bone, drenched or occasionally find 
himself playing in perfect calm. An unstable climate is no help at all. 

That Open was memorable for the presence of the non-Europeans, as 
they were called. Six qualified for the first two rounds and Vincent 
Tshabalala and Moergerane played through to the end. Four years later 
Tshabalala won the French Open at Le Touquet and became the first black 
golfer to win an important event in Europe. Another who failed to qualify 
fascinated me nonetheless . Chowglay played left-handed with the right 
hand below the left and competently at that. 

As the championship approached its climax 1 was hoping that Harold 
Henning would win . F ·w go lfi ·rs of my time h:.iv · b · ·n more quictly 
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appealing or as respected and I recall a happy evening with him and h~s 
wife, Pat, in their home. For three rounds he led the field but suddenly h1s 
short putting withered and Player beat Bobby Cole by one stroke. 

I first saw Cole when, soon after his 18th birthday, he won the Amateur 
championship at Carnoustie. Although he was so slightly built and slender 
his beautifully wide are of swing and perfect timing enabled him to drive 
enormous distances and he pitched with a lovely rhythm, but his excep­
tional promise has rarely been fulfilled. At times he did play superbly as 
one year in Venezuela when he and Dale Hayes won the World Cup for 
South Africa. I have rarely seen such driving as Cole's and he easily 
outscored everyone including Hale Irwin and Trevino. Watching wa 
most frustrating when one thought of what might have been, and what 
nearly carne to pass the following summer in the Open at Carnoustie. Ifhe 
could have played the last five holes in par, and four were downwind and 
very short for him, he would almost certainly have been champion . As it 
was he failed by one stroke to tie with Watson and Newton. 

Player's victory that week was his eighth in the championship but he 
pursued it with his usual tenacity, determined that nothing and no one 
should threaten his eminence in South Africa, even though it was then, and 
probably will remain, beyond dispute for generations. No golfer that l 
have known, not even Hogan, Nicklaus or Palmer, has been more lastingly 
consumed with desi.re to ç,onquer and to prove himself the greatest of all 
golfers. 

Years ago after he had won the United States Open and had joincd 
Hogan and Sarazen as the only players to have won all four major 
championships open to a professional I asked what further ambitions he 
had. He said, in as many words, that he wanted to become a great man . 
This, I believe, has been the motive force which has driven him beyond al l 
normal barriers of ambition since the day, shortly before he was fifteen, his 
father suggested that he try his hand at golf. 

Thenceforth Player drove himself with unquenchable dedication . His 
zeal for fitness was wellnigh fanatica! and involved years of exerci c <111<.l 
discipline. At times his sermonising on their virtues could be tedious but 
few men of his size could have made themselves as powerful whili..: rctain­
ing perfect athletic proportions. His capacity for exercisc involving 
abnormal strength was far beyond the compass of ordinary men. A year or 
so ago during a clinic at West Run ton in Norfolk, Gary produced a pra ·t i ·c 
lub weighing ten pounds. Gripping it nbout six in hes from t h · ·nd or1 ht· 

shaft between the first and second fingcrs olonc h:111d with no assis1ann· 
from the thumb, he held it horizont:il for scvcr:i l s · ·onds. Th · str •ng1h ol 
his fing -r · is as1oni shing; 1h · majority of people wou ld h · prl'ss ·d 10 ltold 
an ordi nar cl 11h :is h · did . l .:1 1 ·r, h · swu1q: 1 hl' sn nit· ( l11h dl\)J 1 lo:-. I y w 11l1 
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one hand and no trace of weakness at the top while I managed some rather 
wobbly laborious swings using both hands . 

Player's quest for fitness and appetite for practice have long been famous 
hut it is his character that has interested me. As a golfer he has always been 
a symbol of the little man relishing challenge and fighting adversity. When 
these are obvious, such as being many strokes behind or holes down or in 
contention with Nicklaus, they will inspire most great golfers as they 
frequently have Player, hut when they were not obvious he would create, 
consciously or otherwise, crises to overcome. This was to emphasise that 
he was facing fearsome burdens and that overmuch should not be expected 
from his golf, hut I think he believed in what he was saying. He would talk 
of an onerous life, of a dislike for flying, of longing to be at home and not 
playing golf; of the strain of winning, of a course's difficulties, of a 
disastrous tendency to hook and so on with such wide brown-eyed 
earnestness that those unaccustomed to him in such a vein would be moved 
to sympathy. Those who knew him well learned to beware such out­
pourings; as like as not the very next day he would conquer all the odds, 
real or imagined, and often win the tournament. 

I recall the eve of an Australian Open. Player had been troubled with 
hooking, possibly the one most troublesome recurring problem of his 
career, and agonised about it to the point where it seemed that only celestial 
guidance or Hogan's advice could save him. After an opening 71 Gary said 
it would be a miracle if he won. The Australian writers listened faithfully 
hut I was not in the least surprised when he was round the next day in 65 
and eventually was champion. 

At times Player would dwell on the power of positive thought, on 
religion or self-hypnosis and being able to induce a trancelike state on the 
golf course. It was easy to be cynical about such attitudes hut they have 
worked for him. It is hard to imagine that any golfer will ever be as success­
ful outside his own country as Player has been. Certainly no one has 
approached his tally thus far. 

Over the years one saw many sides to Gary. He could be most appealing 
and occasionally tiresome, provocative and stimulating and at times his 
intensity could be disturbing hut a lively sense of humour makes him an 
entertaining companion. His playing achievements have quickened 
admiration, at times even wonder throughout the golfing world. I admired 

. him for the way in which he dealt with questions about politica! issues in 
South Africa and incidents arising from them. These must have imposed 
considerable strain . There was a period in the United Statcs when he 
competed knowing that detectives were in the gallery in the event of 
possible demonstrat ions or even assault. 1 hi::; coul d hard ly aid concc nt­
ra t. ion bu l his surv ived. l t was ano thcr chalkng · to h · met. 
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No other golfer can have been pestered or threatened by letters and 
phone calls to anything like the extent that Player was during thosc 
unfortunate years, hut he never used them as an excuse for failure. On one 
occasion when he had played moderately he told me that he had been 
troubled with threats hut not until he had extracted my promise not to 
write anything of them. I was at Dayton for the United States PG A 
championship in 1969 when demonstrators threw things at him and ra n 
on to a green where he and Nicklaus were putting. The common sense and 
tact with which Player spoke of the incidents afterwards at a press confer­
ence commanded everyone's respect. Eleven people were arrested and 
extra police drafted in for the last day . There was no further trouble, bu l 
who, and most of all Play er, knew that there might not have been, and yc t 
he finished second, only a stroke behind Raymond Floyd. Courage and 
resolve were never lacking in a remarkable little person . 

After the Open in Johannesburg Player departed for the United Statcs . 
We did not envy him because we were on our way toa tournament at rhe 
Royal Swaziland Club. Driving in the cloudless heat across the long rollin g 
green veldt with its wonderful limitless skies we were hardly prepared Cor 
the tumbling mountainous land as we descended into the charming littk 
country, then, as now the kingdom of King Sobhuza. The cloistcr ·J 
valley, on one side of which lay the course and its handsome attenda nt 
hotels, could have been in the Welsh borders, green wooded hi li s, 
occasional outcrops of rocks and cloud prowling the peaks . Thcrc t h · 
resemblance ceased for colour was everywhere in flowering shrubs and 
plants, hibiscus, Australian flame and moonflower. N ever before had 1 
seen caddies so gaily clad; all had to wear brilliantly colourcd toga-like 
garments. It was a delightfully relaxing place and a ready esca pe fo r Sou t h 
Africans from some of the restrictions of their country . 

Although I had to produce an article every day my watchin g of th · go ll 
was not as earnest as it might have been, and 1 had two ex pert i nlorm:1111 s i 11 
Gerald Micklem and George Blumberg who made a diverting study of how 
compulsive watching can become. Each day they would lay thcir pl ans u~ 
to whom they would follow. Some flexibility was permitted a co rdin g 1{1 

the run of play, hut slacking around the clubhouse ccrta inly was not. /\ wu 
they would go their separate way while as often as not l wo uld wri tL' 
bcneath an umbrella of beautifully wrought thatch bcs id c.: th e.: sw in1111i111•. 
pool looking towards sun-shadowed hills bcyond . On J tab! ' hy on ·'s ~ id l' 
was a little red fl ag which when ra iscd ind ic:.11·d urgent n -ed ln1 
sustcnance. Towards gin time , ·ra id and ' n ·k ( 1 eoq~ ·', as li os ts ol 
you ng playcrs ca llcd him , would rc.: turn nncJ as < fi ·n :1s 11 0 1 CL'O I J',l' wuul 1 
s:iy ' I want to t ·Il yo u, ; ·raid' and two ol' th ·mos t pass ioll :tt l· lii ll\l wr t ~o f 

golr 1 h:i vl: known would hr l:11111 d 1 ·d 1( 11 ' tli l· l'Vt· 11 i 1q ', . 
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In a land of sunshine we were unfortunate in a visit to the Kruger Park. 
Long in advance Micklem had been in touch with Basil Keartland, then 
president of the South African GolfUnion, who kindly invited us to spend 
three days with him and his wife at their house in the park. The owners of 
such houses are, ifl remember rightly, allowed to use them for only thirty 
days a year. We were therefore privileged, but it rained and rained. The 
animals had no need of the watering holes visible from the roads but we had 
some fascinating drives. To leave the car is forbidden but we sawa pride of 
lions and hosts of other animals . We enjoyed our stay and were happy to 
have been in a remarkable place. The Keartlands continued their hospit­
ality for our last days in Johannesburg where I did manage to watch some 
cricket with Eddie Barlow pounding away at the Wanderers ' ground. 

Some examples of apartheid that we saw seemed unnecessarily hurtful, 
even childish, but often I have wondered whether the British and other 
nations would be so self-righteous if faced with a situation similar to that in 
South Africa. 

1 8 

CHAPTER 17 
AUSTRALIA-
AND WIDENING HORIZONS 

For some years after a boyish obsession with cricket had taken hold I was 
probably more conscious of Australia than of any other foreign country. 
Every four years the awesome figures in the dark green caps would tour the 
land, and every fourth winter carne the dark mornings when one longed fo r 
tidings of how England were faring. Nowadays, when Test matches are 
two a penny and the finest overseas cricketers are familiar in the county 
game the romance of those long-ago tours has faded . 

Nonetheless Australia has always had a special place in my mind, 
though even when men like Norman Von Nida, Peter Thomson and Kei 
Nagle were making their impact on the golf world I never expected to see 
their country. Then, during the Open at St Andrews in 1970, I was invited 
to cover the Australian Open which was sponsored by Qantas. John 
Spooner, then an executive of the air line, offered to fly three writers there. 
T his was a wonderful opportunity not only to see the country and some of 
its golfbut to travel round the world. 

Our introduction to Australian golf was fortunate in that the Open was at 
Kingston Heath, one of that rare concentration of splendid courses near 
Melbourne. They lie, about a dozen, on gently undulating land, with 
sandy subsoil ideal for golf. Thomson showed us severa! of thcm, 
including that of the Victoria Club which in 1954 had the distinction of 
producing the Open and Amateur champions of Britain. Both T homson 
and Doug Bachli were members of the club . 

T he masterpiece of this great ga thering of golf is Roya l Mclbo urn ' 
whcre the two beautiful courses provide probably th e Jînest cxam in atio n or 
1 he game in the southern hemisphere. T hL: grTa tcr pa ri of 1 he dcsig11 was 
t he work of Ali ster Ma kenzie who wa. :i lso r s1 onsibl • r·or J\ ug11 s1:1 
Na1 ional und ypr ·ss Po int , ::i r ·murkabl · 1 ·g:i · rrom on · archi1e ·1. T il · 
hol 'S r Il anJ l' llfVl' 1h ro 11 gh )',fOV ·sof' l r 'L" S :111d s lm d1s wi lii ot 1I h~· i111•. 
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overly confining and have much of seaside character in the playing, 
notably in the firmness and pace of the greens. It is small wonder that 
Thomson, who learned his golf on courses of this nature, should be so 
successful on British links . 

Essentially Royal Melbourne demands thought and control, placing 
rather than power, and care with the approach shots so as not to be putting 
downhill. When I watched the World Cup there in 1972 the greens were 
among the fastest I had seen and contributed to the deadly slowness of the 
play. Some rounds took over six hours, an appalling test of endurance and 
concemration for the golfers and a massive bore fora writer, but I loved the 
course which, in Thomson's words, could humble the giants or confirm 
their greatness. 

Of all distinguished golfers Thomson is one of the most able writers. For 
years he has been a correspondent with the Melbourne Age, where through 
Ranald Macdonald I was often welcome. Thomson produces his copy with 
clarity, speed and firmness of view. The majority of books and articles 
purporting to be written by games-players are either the result of edited 
tape recordings or the work of 'ghosts'. When I was involved in The World 
Atlas of Golf for Mitchell Beazley a few years ago we needed a writer to 
describe the Asian and Australasian courses. Immediately 1 thought of 
Thomson and the outcome was admirable. 

As I have said before Thomson was not one for dwelling overmuch on 
his own golf. In his home one would be pressed to find any evidence that he 
had played the game seriously . I saw no cases of trophies, no array of 
medals and, as I recall, few golfbooks in his library. Thomson is a man of 
varied tastes as could be judged by the people one met in his house. 
Although playing golf, designing courses and writing have been his 
profession he and his appealing wife, Mary, do not seem to allow them to 
obtrude into their private life. Thomson and Nicklaus are outstanding for 
their sense of proportion . 

That first trip to Australia gave a welcome glimpse of Canberra. The 
beauty ofBurley Griffin's plan, based on circles rather than squares, was 
compelling for the spaciousness of setting, for the clinical shining 
buildings and width of avenues where the trees had taken on their spring 
raiment. The encircling hills, distant snowy mountains and water made a 
lovely background to a fine course designed by John Harris, where the 
greens were said to be the largest in the country. 

On the way from Canberra to Sydney we drove through a country town 
rather too swiftly for the liking of a local policeman . He roared after us on 
his motorcycle and was sounding pretty formidable until we explained that 
we were British golfwr itcrs on our way to riji. Whereupon he said 'In that 
case thcrc isn' r mu h 1 an do ::thout you,' and within s · onds wc wcrc 

1 (){) 

AUSTRALIA - AND WIDENING HORIZONS 

talking rugby and cricket. Sport is never far from Australian conscious­
ness, but had we been natives we would have been in trouble. 

While watching the Open, and the Dunlop tournament at Canberra, 
both ofwhich were won by Player, we heard criticism which, I believe, still 
exists of the custom of paying fares, expenses and often substantial appear­
ance money to overseas players, mostly of course Americans. Resentment 
by Australian players is understandable because such payments give a few 
players a distinct advantage over the domestic golfers who are competing 
under greater financial pressure. At the same time the presence of famous 
overseas golfers gives the public a rare chance to see them, attracts larger 
crowds and television which otherwise might not cover the event, and 
possibly ensures the future of a tournament. This must benefit the home 
professional in the long run. 

Some may wonder why wealthy men, as most of the world's leading 
golfers are, should need inducements to compete. Could they not afford an 
occasional trip somewhere for the good of others rather than for them­
selves? Obviously they could but golf is their profession and simply 
because it is a game is no reason to expect golfers to be more altruistic than 
many a similarly prosperous businessman. · 

The prospect of a few days in Fiji was appealing but our hotel was some 
70 miles from the airport. Before setting forth the Indian taxi driver 
insisted that we call at his house fora beer or two. We took off in the <lead 
small hours of the night then the driver suddenly declared that he must 
sleep. He passed out in the back and I found myself wrestling an ancient 
taxi over terrible roads through what looked like semi-jungle. Ben Wright 
and Raymond Jacobs, my amiable companions for the trip, were to take 
their turns at the wheel but the driver revived and they were spared. The 
native Fijians were delightful, friendly people and we relaxed on the beach 
before the long trail home. 

When Donald Steel and I went to Australia the following year we brokc 
the journey in Singapore. Unfortunately we were advised to stay in a 
modern hotel which, for its lack of Oriental atmosphere, could have been 
in Kansas City. When we paused fora drink at Raffies the next day I was 
sorry that we had not stayed there. It may not have been as fashionablc as in 
the days of Somerset Maugham's stories but it stirred echoes ofthat othcr 
age. 

Since the independence of Singapore its two great clubs mcrgcd int o th · 
lsland Club which when we were therc had somc 7000 mcmbcrs, half' of' 
whom played golf, and four 18-hol e ourscs. W ·wa lk ·d th e lat ·st ofth ·s " 
one of Frank Pennink's attra tivc crcations , anu w ·re impr ·ssL·d h rh t· 
quality of the go lf and th · sup ' rl ondition of'th · «Hrrs ·~, which w:is 1101 

su rpris i ng wit h :1 gr · ·nk · ·ri 111• sta trol" :d 111os 1 .00 . ï ï tl' L 0111 s ·~ :i t l' ~o hu :-.y 
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that there is a strict awareness of slow play to the extent that everyone's 
time of starting is checked and laggards reported. Handicaps are assessed 
by computer and cards have to be handed in for every round although there 
was no insistence on all putts being holed. 1 can imagine the reaction at my 
club if such a system were imposed. 

1 regretted having only a day in Singapore, but such has often been the 
way of my journeys. One has to learn to resist temptations to linger and 
Tasmania was on our horizon thàt year. 1 have always blessed Qantas for 
taking the Australian Open there because 1 had never dreamed that 1 would 
see that remote, beautiful place. As we emerged from a turbulent overcast 
above the Bass Strait it was hard to believe that we were not approaching 
the west coast of Scotland. Here were great inlets of gunmetal seas, 
tumbled masses of mountains and below, rich green pastureland that 
might have been in the Borders. 

Hobart is one of the most attractive harbours in the world. Boats dance 
and gleam on the water, white and red houses rise on the green flanking 
hills towards Mount Wellington, its peaks then lightly dusted with snow. 
lt was springtime and the chili air reminded us that Antarctica was not far 
away. One morning the peripatetic Peter Dobereiner, one of the most 
fluent of writers, and 1 were flown in a light aircraft to the western part of 
the island, glorious desolation beyond imagining for one who had always 
thought ofTasmania as an orchard. We saw vast estuaries with mile upon 
mile of deserted sand and lagoons that looked tropical in the brilliant light. 
It seemed an enchanted land, Van Diemen's Land, as compellingly 
beautiful as any 1 had seen. 

We were fascinated by the abundance ofGeorgian-style houses, mostly 
built by convict labour, even though their classic outlines sometimes 
contrasted vividly with corrugated iron roofs. This, 1 gathered, was 
because of the shortage of sla te. 

The Royal Hobart course lies in a quiet valley, flat and serene, amid 
groves of gum trees, titrees and wattle bush, but it was no match for 
Nicklaus that year. He mastered it and a powerful field in effortless fashion 
and won by eight strokes. One evening we discussed with him the possi­
bility of anyone achieving the professional Grand Slam and he made a 
logical case for his own prospects in 1972, saying that the four courses 
involved, Augusta, Pebble Beach, Muirfield and Oakland Hills were 
among his favourites. As it proved he won the Masters, the US Open and 
was but one stroke behind Trevino in the British. 

1 had always known that Country Life was an enduring magazine in that 
it tended to lie about houses for ages but 1 was plcasantly surprised at a 
party one day in Hobart. M y hostess saicl she had just rcad an articlc of 
mine about an event in Wales. 1 ould 1101 r · ~i11 havin v b · ·n 1h ·e lor somc 
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time and then saw that the article was in an issue from 1964, eight years 
previously. 

Rarely have 1 been as loath to leave a place. Two or three days more 
would have sufficed to explore more of the island and to play the 
Tasmanian course which rises and falls about a rockbound peninsula in 
glorious fashion . 1 had not seen a more beautifully sited clubhouse 
anywhere in the world, with its magnificent views of sea and mountain and 
green pastures but to stay in Tasmania would have curtailed a rewarding 
spell in Sydney. There for the first and last time 1 watched cricket in 
Australia. 

Although Lawry, somewhat surprisingly, and Stackpole, naturally, put 
bat to ball in impressive fashion it was a sombre occasion. Only a few 
hundred watched, sprinkled in the great stands, stately symbols of 
Victoriana. The famous Hill was at peace, no holocaust of noise; a voice 
occasionally roared therefrom but otherwise the match might have been 
played in a museum of memories. For this was the place of Bradman, 
McCabe, O'Reilly, Hammond and all the noble host before them. 

Donald Steel is as absorbed in cricket as I ám. One morning before going 
to Tasmania we stood in the vast emptiness of the great Melbourne ground 
with Ian Johnson, who had captained Australia in the fifties. We relished 
his memories and I thought of a boyhood when Hobbs, Sutcliffe, Tate and 
all the worshipped host of the time dominated many a winter's waking on 
the other side of the world. Later that day Lyndsay Hassett helped to 
gladden an hour's watching of a golf tournament, and before leaving 
Sydney there was a pleasant evening with Richie and Daphne Be na ud in 
their apartment high above the incomparable harbour. 

I loved these associations with cricket but we remained mindfu 1 of go! r. 
A peaceful round at Royal Sydney was only slightly saddened by th way in 
which suburbia bas enclosed the course. But the great turreted clubhouse, 
of a much older fashion than most in Australia, stood proud abovc 1 he 
gathering roofs around it. Another day John Spooner took us to Pymbl ', a 
delightful course, almost Augustan in the lovely rise and fall of its fairw:.i ys 
amid great stands of eucalyptus. lt was there that Nagle 's long ar · ·r 
began. 

Once again California and the coast of Monterey wcre callin g. The US 
Open the following year was to be at Pcbblc Beach and Sandy T~11u111 had 
much to do with its preparation . While thcrc wc mei Ja k Ncvilk whn, 
with Douglas Grant, had de ign 'd 1hc oursc durin g 1h · l'ïrs1 War. 1; ·w 
ar hite ts an cv ·r have bccn blcss ·cl with so marvc ll ous n s ·11ing. hir u 
whilc th ·n 1 had b · ·n allli t ·d with rh ·uinatoi 1 :.1 11 h1 i1 is, hnppil no1 i11 :i 

virulent form , hult iresom · ·11ougll 10 li11111p ·1 n1 1·,nlr. 1 pl11 ynl so pno1 I 
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that day at Pebble that I decided not to play the next morning at Cypress 
Point but when the moment carne I could not resist it and was glad that I 
played. On the 5th, a majestic hole rolling upwards through the woods, 
Steel hit two perfect shots with a spoon, the second of which went in to the 
hole for an 'albatross', or double eagle in American parlance. 

Kathryn Crosby was on hand with a camera to record Steel's enviable 
moment and then, remarkably, Richard Snideman holed his tee shot to the 
short 7th. Bing Crosby and I were denied any such exalted feats, but Bing 
was one of the only two or three to have ho led in one at the famous l 6th, the 
hole that would be any golfer's first choice for such a turn of fortune. 

On the way to New York I remember envying Steel who was returning 
directly to England. Wonderful though many of these trips could be there 
were times when suddenly one had travelled enough, but I was committed 
toa week in Florida and the World Cup. The flight from New York was, I 
think, my first in a 7 4 7 and not improved by a garrulous captain who 
delivered endless homespun homilies to hosts of purple-hair-rinsed 
women on their way to Florida, which in some respects is like a waiting 
room for the mortuary. 

Within three weeks I had been in Singapore, Melbourne, Tasmania, 
Sydney, Honolulu, San Francisco, Monterey and writing on most of ~he 
days. I would not have missed it for anything but it had all been too sw1ft. 
However the climate of Florida had its soothing effect and Nicklaus had 
brought his transcending form from Australia. On a long, demanding 
course he was 1 7 under par and helped by Trevino won a commanding 
victory for the U nited States. I remember Nicklaus saying one evening that 
he enjoyed playing with Trevino and that he admired his generosity of 
spirit. Their rivalry was to continue for years to come. One of the most 
warming aspects of professional tournament golf since Palmer first 
exploded on the scene has been the grace and good humour with which 
powerful rivalries between the great men have been pursued. 

When Qantas repeated their invitation to Australia in 1972 and I knew that 
the Open was to be played in Adelaide the possibility of meeting Sir 
Donald Bradman immediately sprang to mind. Thanks to the kindness of 
Jim (E.W.) Swanton, who wrote to Bradman on my behalf, hope became 
reality. Soon after I arrived in Adelaide he telephoned saying he was going 
to watch the championship at Kooyonga and would collect me at the hotel. 
As we drove to the course I could hardly realise that the quiet, slight figure 
beside me was the same person I had watched with awe on the cricket 
grounds of England. 

Bradman wa most agrccablc to m ·et, plcasant and oun ·ous, but one 
was soon awarc of an 'X tl" m · ly 1 ositiv · mann ·r, clarit y ol' mind and 
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economy of speech. Nothing about him was vague, casual or uncertain. We 
followed the play together for an hour or so, talking of cricket and golf. I 
asked ifit was true that as a boy he would throw a golfball against a wall so 
that the rebound would quicken his reactions. He said that he did so but 
not with any specific intent because at that age, 'I knew nothing of the 
technique of cricket.' It was simply that he often had to play alone but he 
supposed that it might have helped. 

When I remarked on the wonderfully fast footwork which was such a 
feature of his batting he said that it was purely a natural gift. He spoke so 
modestly that it was difficult to believe that he was the man whose 
astoundingly swift reaction and movement had enabled him to destroy 
bowling as no one else has ever done. 

The following day Sylvester Phelan, an Australian writer, asked if I 
would like to make up a four with Bradman, Bill Ackland-Horman, a 
former Australian amateur champion, and Phelan himself. I needed no 
second bidding; the Open could be spared my presence fora while . I had 
heard that Bradman was an accomplished golfer and was curious to sec 
how good he was. Many eminent cricketers have played golf wel!. The 
names ofDexter, Graveney, Cowdrey and Simpson come readily to mind 
and, of an earlier vintage, Hammond was no mean golfer, and McCabc, I 
was told, had a very low handicap. 

The techniques involved in the two games do not seem to conflict at all. 
The difference between striking a moving ball or a stationary one might 
appear to be great, but the art of doing so successfully requires the sa mc 
basic skills of balance, rhythm, co-ordination and timing. It would hav · 
been remarkable if a man as abundantly endowed with these qualitics as 
Bradman could not master any game ifhe were so minded. And, from what 
one heard, when Bradman was minded to do anything he excelled at it . 1 
was told that at one time he was the best billiards player in Australia aft ·r 
Walter Lindrum; he became an able stockbroker and a successfül bus in ·ss­
man. In some respects Bradman reminded me of Hogan. Bcncat h t h · 
quiet, inconspicuous manner there was a ruthless determination, far 
beyond the ken of most men . 

We played on a perfect sun-filled morning at Royal Adclaidc, a cours· of' 
considerable charm and quality . Bradrnan's first ac t, aftcr driving straight 
down the fairway, was to retrieve my ball from the nearby railway lin e 
where a hook had depositcd it, the almost incvi tab lc onsc.:qul: n . . or 
borrowed clubs and arriving in a somcw hat anxious ru sh not having play1.·d 
for wceks, but t hal had be ome a 'Ommon cxp ·ri ·ncc 1 t mat t ·r ·d not !'or 
w · playcd what t h ·y all ·d a , ·1nadian l'oursom · or, i 11 J\ 11 gli sh t •1111 !->: u 
grcc.: nsomc.:, ancl my part n ·r, the hug-, :imi:ihk At kl:ind l lnnn :i 11 , d1 ovl· ~ o 
li11 that 111 11l's t dr' ÎVl'S w ' l t' il l' !ld ·11ii " 
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Straightaway 1 was impressed with Bradman's method. His address and 
grip were perfect and might have been modelled on Peter Thomson's, but 
when 1 asked who had taught him he replied crisply, 'Self-taught'. His 
backswing was contained, designed for straightness rather than length, 
and this seemed in character. Less aften than any other great batsman did 
he hit the ball in the air; in his merciless fashion he gave the fielders the 
least possible chance. His golf was played as if he regarded hazards in the 
same light; they never interfered with his progress that day. In the whole 
round 1 can recall only one bad shot from Bradman and two or three 
indifferent ones. It was easy to see how he had been scratch. His handicap 
of seven seemed an understatement, but I did hear whispers that the twitch 
occasionally beset him, as it does legions of golfers much younger than 64, 
as he was then. 

The golf was taken carefully as we were playing in a competition. What 
with this, watching Bradman play, struggling with my own game and 
thinking mostly about cricket it was a conflicting kind of morning. Many 
questions remained unanswered but 1 did ask Bradman which bowler had 
caused him most problems before the war. He paused and said with a 
smile, 'I don't think any ofthem troubled me too much.' He then went on 
to say, to our great amusement, that he should have retired in 1938 and that 
he was not too good afterwards, (he only averaged about 85 in ten Tests 
against England) but he did concede that Alec Bedser bowled pretty 
well. 

In an earlier chapter 1 referred to my frustration at Lords in 1934 when 
he was out after a brilliant innings of 36. I asked ifhe remembered. He did 
so with great clarity, saying that Woodfull, his captain, suggested that he 
slow down and play for the close. The thought betrayed Bradman into a 
checked stroke and it was then he returned the simple catch to Verity; 
otherwise he thought he might have made a hundred that evening. 1 had 
heard that he did once score a century in three overs in a country match. 
Without thinking 1 asked if they were eight-ball overs. 'Yes,' he said, 'but 
don't denigrate it; I lost the strike for two balls.' When I enquired for 
details of the innings he said that I would find them in his book in the 
London School of Economics. The retort was not out of character. 

Meanwhile Thomson was moving steadily towards victory at Kooyonga 
although he had to beat David Graham in a play-off. His golf was not as 
infallibly straight as of old but the effortless simplicity of his fin est strokes 
was a joy to see. The conditions suited him because the greens were rather 
of the traditional seaside character he loves, demanding thought and a 
variety of strokes for the approaches. 1 wrote then that G raham would 
become one of the most significa nt golfe rs on the int ·rnational rage 
because there was an int ensi ty of" purpOS l" and fîr • within hi1n a11d h · had a 
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swing which would withstand the pressures of his ambition. For once 
prophecy has been fulfilled. 

I found Adelaide an engaging city, admirably planned with much space 
and green. No wonder cricket writers are captured by the setting of the 
handsome ground with the cathedra! soaring nearby and the hills of the 
Lofty Range in the background. When 1 saw it, deserted and at peace one 
morning, 1 thought how strange it was that such a tranquil place should 
have been the scene of so much bitterness during the body-line tour forty 
years earlier. Through the kindly offices ofTom Porter, a farmer mayor of 
Adelaide and a friend ofSwanton's, Dobereiner and 1 were made members 
of the Adelaide Club for our stay. We spent some rewarding hours in the 
wine country and I left the city with nothing but pleasant memories. 

No sooner had I arrived at a tournament in Melbourne than one of the 
golf writers insisted that 1 meet a remarkable man, Legh Winser, who lived 
at Barwon Heads on the coast some 60 miles from the city. In a recent 
competition, shortly before his 88th birthday, he had returned a 76 at 
Barwon Heads, a considerable course that was said to be the nearest 
approach to a links in Australia. 

The crispness ofLegh Winser's voice on the phone warned me that I was 
about to meet an exceptional person. I drove down from Melbourne and he 
was awaiting my arrival, an erect, slender figure bearing no traces of the 
frailty common to the greatly aged. No sooner were greetings over than he 
suggested a few holes bef~re lunch and a round afterwards. His attractive 
daughter suggested 1 might like some coffee but 1 was hastened away to the 
club nearby. When 1 gently implied that one round would suffice for me, 
after all 1 was rising 60, he proposed a walk instead. The talk turned to 
cricket and when he mentioned that, as a boy at Oundle, he had kept wicket 
while the great bulk of W.G. Grace was at the crease, and that for threc 
years he had played for Staffordshire and kept wicket to Sydney Barnes, all 
thoughts of golf fled from my mind. 

Winser, who was bom in Cheshire, went to South Australia in 1909 
because his health was delicate, and took up fruit farming. He played ror 
the state and was recognised as one of Australia's finest wicketkeepers to 
the point where Clem Hili invited him to go to South Africa but the tour 
was cancelled because of the War. As we walked he spoke of Trumper, 
Hill, Armstrong, Bardsley, Cotter and a ho tof lcgcndary f1gurcs, and 1 
wondered at the glory the clea r old eyes had secn. 

In 1921 , the year after he last pl ayed ricket for the stat -, he won t lw 
Australian amateur go ll'championship . r Ic was Champion ofhis Sl tll . ·ighl 
times and fo r somc twent y- fiv c ycars was scc r ·1:iry t1) s 11 ' l'Ss ivl· )'.OW J n o r~ 

of South Aust ra li u. 1 Ic h ·Id 1 his o fl ic · l111111 g 1 h · M< :<; tour 111 1 <.l U ~a nd 
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the famous messages concerning the body-line bowling. 
When we played golf that afternoon it was immediately clear to me that 

he was capable ofbeating his age almost at will . To have done so by eleven 
strokes surely is a record. I cannot believe that anyone, even James Braid, 
long famed at Walton Heath for doing so regularly, ever achieved the feat 
by such a margin. With a beautifully firm, orthodox grip and short simple 
swing Winser struck the hall true and straight time after time. His drives, 
which approached 200 yards, would be followed on the langer holes with 
another quiet, steady wood, probably a five. Then an ancient Ben Sayers 
hickory mashie-niblick would appear, and as often as not the hall would 
finish within likely holing distance. The whole process seemed enviably 
simple, a marvellous example for anyone, not only those full of years. 

We played 14 holes in the lovely sunshine, Winser pulling his clubs on a 
cart and walking qui te fast enough for me. Much of history was quickened 
that afternoon, not only by my companion hut by Bud Russell, the club's 
admirable professional for over 40 years. His career had started at Gullane 
with Jack White who, in 1904, was the first man to break 300 in the Open. 

On and on the talk flowed until what had been an invitation to lunch 
extended into the evening. As I took a reluctant leave of gentle, hospitable 
people and drove back to Melbourne I could not recall having spent amore 
absorbing day. Aside from the joys of sharing so much precious recollec­
tion I had come to know a most remarkable man. 

Before leaving Australia, sadly for the last time, I dithered for days as to 
which route home I would take. Many people said that I must see Perth 
and I was tempted, hut the thought of glimpsing another country made me 
decide to break the journey at Kuala Lumpur. Also I would be able to see 
the Royal Selangor Club which was to be the setting for the World Team 
championship for the Eisenhower Trophy in 1974. As it happened polities 
intruded, as to a tiresome extent they so aften do, and the event was taken 
to another country. 

One afternoon I played nine holes with the captain of the club, a high 
court judge, and two other members. Elsewhere on the course the king, a 
keen golfer, was playing and so, to my surprise, was a Russian diplomat, a 
useful performer, soit was said, and the first member of his race whom I 
had seen with a club in his hands. Huge black thunderheads weaved down 
from the misty hills, savage lightning darted between them and my golf 
was not as resolute as it might have been. Suddenly the storm exploded, its 
fearsome flashes ever nearer. My hosts seemed undisturbed but my last 
backswing, as the rain carne crashing down, hardl y rosc above ankle height 
and I hope the speed with which I returncd the lu b to the cadd ie did not 
appea r too cowa rdly. 

T he M3bysians h<1d b · ·11 as court cous n11 d J', ·111 lc as 1 ·x p · tcd thcm to 
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be and I now regret that some ofmy journeys did not embrace the Far Eas t. 
I left Kuala Lumpur with pleasant memories, lastly of the beautiful girl 
who escorted me from the departure lounge for my flight which left at 
midnight. She was a blend (rarely encountered in the western world) of' 
striking appeal, gentleness and a total lack of affectation. A weary travelkr 
was refreshed as we talked awhile before I had to board. For once, or 
course, the flight had to leave on time. 



CHAPTER 18 
LEARNING NOT TO W AFFLE IN 
HOLLYWOOD 

For the most part a golf correspondent's life is clearly ordained. U sually he 
knows months in advance where he will be at a given time, but occasionally 
the unpredictable arises. It did so for me one December evening in 1972 
when Jay Michaels called from Los Angeles. lt appeared that Trans World 
International, of which he was president, we re producing a television film 
of a year in the life of Arnold Palmer. Jay suggested that 1 do the script and 
added that 1 would probably write better ifJean were with me. lt was one of 
those rare occasions when there was no question of having to make a 
decision, one of the great curses of middle age. 1 had no sooner put down 
the phone than my thoughts were in Southern California. 

The following January we arrived at the Century Plaza Hotel, hard by 
the ghostly remnants of the 20th Century-Fox lot, and 1 was launched in to 
the unfamiliar world of films. For one who had always been accustomed to 
writing at length, producing a script was a fascinating exercise in economy 
of words. Not for years had 1 found writing as stimulating. 

Throughout 1972 J ay and a camera crew had pursued Palm er all over the 
United States and far beyond, to Britain, New Zealand and Sweden, in 
hope that he would win a tournament but always he failed, although 
sometimes by narrow margins. An enormous footage had been shót and 1 
did not envy Jay, Ted Parrish, his principal assistant and Don Shoemaker, 
the editor, the awesome task of cutting to some fifty minutes of film. 
Towards the end ofthis process we all went down the coast to Dana Point 
where Shoemaker, a delightful young man, had a small studio. There we 
would work in peace. Any thought that Jean and 1 might have of stealing an 
hour or so on the beach was killed dead by incessant rain during the wettest 
winter California had suffered in 40 years. 

That same weekend Palmer was compcting in 1 hc Bob Hope tournamcnL 
in Palm Springs just over th · mo11nt:iin s rrom wh ' r ' w w ·r " Spl cndid 
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irony had it that after Jay and his men had chased Palmer all over the place 
for a year he was about to win, and we had no television or radio in the 
studio. This was the height of frustration but Jay was equal to the 
challenge. He knew that Mark McCormack would be watching the 
tournament on television at his home in Cleveland, some 2000 miles away, 
and called him. For the better part of an hour while Palmer, and Nicklaus 
his closest challenger, played the closing holes Mark gave a running 
commentary on an event that was only a hundred miles from us. A few feet 
of Palmer's triumph were included at the end of the film and 1 wrote 
'Ecstasy that victory alone can bring carne once more to Arnold Palmer.' 
It was his last important victory in the United States. 

The final writing was an absorbing exercise involving a stop watch and 
an editing machine. 1 worked with Parrish, an attractive and highly-skilled 
film man from whom 1 learned a great deal. His experience and advice were 
invaluable and after many hours of the most intensely concentrated work I 
had done in years the script was finished. 1 had enjoyed every moment of it. 

The question of who would do the voice-over had already been resolved. 
From a long list of actors Jay had foundJason Robards who, by remarkable 
coincidence, was the only one ofthem 1 knew. Once, in New York, Alistair 
and Jane Cooke had taken me to supper with Betty (Lauren) Bacall and 
Jason, then her husband, after her theatre performance. 1 was fascinated to 
meet Betty and immediately took to Jason. He was particularly famous for 
his performances in Eugene O'Neill plays. When 1 asked if it was hard to 
escape the effects each day of playing such powerful roles, he agreed that it 
was, and this may have contributed to his problems in private life. Another 
time in London Jean and 1 dined with Cooke and Robards, whose appear­
ance and manner might have been those of a quiet successful businessman, 
and not one of America's finest actors. 

At the time of the film Jason was divorced from Betty Bacall, had 
married again and was living on the coast north of Malibu. We drove to his 
house so that he could read the script and spent a pleasant afternoon with 
him and his attractive new wife. Not long previously Jason had suffercd a 
serious car accident, from which he was lucky to escape alive, but bis tceth 
had been damaged. This caused some delay in recording his voice but he 
made it the day before we had to leave for home. 

Much to my delight towards the end of the year we werc back in 
California. This time Palmer had been filmed playing 18 ofhis favourit · 
holes in the United Statcs, each one with a famous playcr - Trcvi no ut 
Baltusrol, Player at Oakland Ilills, Floyd at Mcrion apr ·tty lcmini11~· 
touch with Laura Baugh at S ·minol ·, an ·vo ativ · 1110111 ï11 ;11 01 rnpic, 
wh ·rc 1 alm ·rand llogan had suffcrcd ·nishin g cfowppoi111111 ·111 s, 1111d so 
on. 
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The film was split in to three separate shows for television, and J ay sa id I 
must write opening and closing speeches for Palmer who was due to arrive 
soon to record them on film. Early one morning we gathered at the 
Lakeside course where many of the film people played. A site was chosen, 
camera set up, and Palmer was to read my words from a prompt board. 
Simple enough, I thought, but five hours later we had not finished. 
Although Palmer well knew what he had to say he is not an incisive 
speaker. His remarks, timed to seconds, had to be prepared in advance. 
Time and again there was a slight flaw, a false inflexion in Arnold's voice, a 
hesitation, a wrong expression, and Jay would say, 'Could we try it just 
once more?' Never once did Palmer complain, and when I suggested that I 
change some of the words or phrases he said, 'Hell no, it's my fault, not 
yours.' He remained wonderfully good-humoured throughout what 
became a wearisome chore. The patience of film-makers is boundless. 
Never did I hear grumbling fromJay or any of the crew. They shot 43 takes 
that morning before we retired for lunch. Fortunately I knew most of the 
courses used in the film and the writing was easier, but I still welcomed the 
shrewd, steadying influence of Ted Parrish during our dark hours in the 
studio. 

There was little time to spare during those weeks but Hollywood and 
Beverley Hills became familiar places. Hollywood's era as the film capital 
has now faded. One afternoon Jean went to see a Barbra Streisand movie at 
the famous Grauman's Chinese Theatre, scene of the great world 
premieres of the past where the stars' footprints are impressed on the 
pavement outside. Gradually she realised that she was the only person in 
the whole theatre and carne out feeling like a ghost. 

One evening too she forgot that taxis do not cruise for fares in Los 
Angeles, and must be sought at hotels or other key points. On my way to 
the studio I left her in Wilshire Boulevard near museums she wanted to 
visit. Hours later I returned to the hotel but she was not there. Darkness 
had fallen and instantly I was worried. Los Angeles must have the most 
inadequate public transport of any city in the world! Buses do appear 
occasionally on some of the main streets, and not finding a taxi Jean walked 
toa stop. No bus, so she walked on to the next. Suddently it dawned on her 
that she was alone. No one else was walking. As in most American cities 
buildings ablaze with lights give a false impression of companionship. A 
solitary feminine figure is easy meat for the vicious who abound in Los 
Angeles and, in the event of an attack, it is highly unlikely that anyone 
would come to the rescue; the cars would stream past, their drivers unsee­
ing and uncaring ifthey did. As it proved my anxiety was needless. When 
Jean eventually returned she found me heartily relieved and furiou s! 

The Michaels, the Parri shcs and Arthur Roscnbaum and hi s wifc wcrc 
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kind to us during both our visits. Everyone who worked on the films was 
helpful and welcoming and I was grateful for the novel writing experience. 
We became attached to the Century Plaza. Each morning we would 
breakfast on a wonderful array of fresh fruit, read in the Los Angeles Times 
of the plight of Britain and feel momentarily depressed. Our balcony 
looked out over the lights of Santa Monica with the gleaming spire of the 
Mormon Temple towering above. It was pleasant to sip our evening drinks 
while the sun went down over the Pacific, but early one morning our room 
felt far from pacific. We were awakened by the trembling of our beds and 
the sight of the pictures shaking on the walls. We hastened to the doorway, 
the safest place relatively speaking, and some seconds later it was over. The 
epicentre was a few miles up the coast, causing damage but no loss oflife. 

Although both films were shown on a national network in the United 
States, they did not appear in Britain, for some reason known only to the 
BBC. Palmer was not the dominating figure of old but he was still 
immensely popular and I am sure the British golfing public would have 
enjoyed the shows, particularly the best 18 holes. They were superbly 
photographed and most had been the scene of an historie occasion. 

17 1 



CHAPTER 19 
A WOMAN'S WORLD 

One blessing of the golf correspondent's life is the opportunity to play 
some of the finest courses in countries other than his own. After numerous 
visits to the United States I had known the joy of Pine Valley, Pebble 
Beach, Cypress Point, Merion, Seminole, Shinnecock Hills, The Country 
Club and others, but had never been to Pinehurst in North Carolina. The 
chance to visit one of the great golfing places in America carne about in 
unexpected fashion. . 

In the early seventies the Diamondhead Corporation bought the Pine­
hurst estate and its several beautiful courses from the Tufts family who had 
owned them for generations, and decided to build a World Golf Hall of 
Fame. This sort ofthing is common in America but has never commended 
itselfto followers of sport in Britain. The Hall at Pinehurst was opened in 
1974 by President Ford and all the obvious people, Jones, Hogan, Hagen, 
Nicklaus, Palmer, Vardon and others were, as they say, inducted. Each 
year thereafter further names were added and I was asked to suggest a few 
from the past in Britain. The first that carne to mind was Lady Heathcoat­
Amory who, as Joyce Wethered, was supreme in her time and the greatest 
woman amateur of all golfing ages. 

It happened that the induction of this next group was to coincide with a 
tournament on the Pinehurst No . 2 course to be played the week previous 
to the Ryder Cup match at Laurel Valley. This was admirably convenient 
and the Hall ofFame people asked ifI would accept the various awards on 
behalf of Lady Amory who was unable to attend the ceremony, and 
ceremony it was in elaborate American fashion . 

The Hall of Fame itself, costing about a million pounds, is a massive 
structure, white and columned, set alone within a pine forest and embraced 
by pools and fountains. lt could well be a government building in, for 
instance, Canberra. Aside from being a kind ofshrine for the great players, 
living and dead, it also contains a museum . ·ach playcr has a separa te walt 
with a portrait and a bronzc plaqu · wi1h a lik ·n ·ss in h ·avy rcli r. Th · 
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whole affair is admirably arranged save that some of the likenesses are not 
as true as they should be. 

Among those to be anointed that year were Sarazen, Charles Evans, the 
first man to win the United States Open and Amateur championships in 
the same year, Glenna Collett Vare, America's greatest player between the 
wars, and Joe Dey for his remarkable services to golf. That same month he 
drove himselfin as captain of the Royal and Ancient. Francis Ouimet is the 
only other American to have held that office. 

Sarazen, Evans and Dey were there in person and they and the stand-ins 
for the others were assembled behind the Sth green on the No. 2 course. 
Army parachutists then made precise landings in front of us. Each bore a 
small plaque and in alphabetical order we had to walk forward and receive 
them. As a 'W' 1 was last and the smart airborne officer in charge of the 
affair announced to the company that Miss Ward-Thomas would accept 
for Joyce Wethered. As 1 rose amid the laughter he swiftly made amends 
but 1 wished afterwards that 1 had thought to curtsy. 

We were then stationed in front of the hall to receive a large replica of the 
principal plaque, and to make a speech of exactly one minute. The plaque 
was far too bulky for me to take home but eventually it reached Lady 
Amory by other means. The next step was a press conference to enlighten 
the writers about ourselves or those we were representing, and that 
evening a dinner at which we each had to speak for, 1 think, six minutes. 
On such occasions it is easier to speak about someone else than about 
oneselfbut Joe Dey was as accomplished and modest as ever. Sarazen had 
no trouble at all but Patty Berg, with every justification, lauded Mrs Vare, 
who could not attend, in tremendous style. 1 was next to speak and had to 
tone down the fact that on the three famous occasions when Joyce 
Wethered had played Mrs Vare she had won. 

1 have never been enamoured of pro.am. tournaments and the only on es 
in which I have taken part were in the United States. The one at Pinehurst 
was my only chance of playing the great No. 2 course and as they had 
invited me, 1 girded myself at the appointed hour. It was pleasant to potter 
about the putting green with every right to do so as one awaited the starting 
time. After 1 had holed one or two putts Sam Snead's high-pitched voice 
behind me said, 'I always knew you (expletive deleted) Scotsmen werc 
good putters.' Having swiftly adjusted the question of nationality f was 
called to the tee. Snead was playing behind u and a largish crowd had 
ga thered but apprehension servcd as it ca n 31 su h moments, intensifying 
determination to complete rhe backswing and look at 1h ' ball . Th · driv · 
was olid. Mu hof the rest was not bul 1 had play ·d lh · lov ·ly ours' nnd 
·njoycd th • round with J ·rry M ·(,c ·, an ·11 gu11,ing you11g 111u11 , nnd [)·no 
C:1ss ·Il , an a11 ru ·1 ivc: ptrson whosc: sol id golf b ·li 11 ·d a11l'Xl'L111 iv1· wi t Il 1 ht 
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Acushnett Company, and more recently Dunlop's . 
Among few regrets in the watching of golf is that I never saw Bobby 

Jones or Joyce Wethered play during their great years. Every contemp­
orary account has it that Miss Wethered's golf was as near flawless as it was 
possible to be. Jones himself wrote 'I have found many people to agree with 
me that Miss Wethered's swing was the most perfect in the world.' 
Raymond Oppenheimer, one of the seven who had the privilege of 
winning the Worplesdon Foursomes with her, and as exacting a critic of 
the golf swing as anyone I know, said that if the Almighty were asked to 
make a women with a perfect swing he could not imagine any improve­
ment upon hers. 

The swing was absolutely simple and, like its owner, free from 
affectation of any kind. The wonder of her golf was that it was not the 
product of years of striving and experiment but of an innate talent. In all 
her life she had only two lessons but played a great deal with her brother, 
Roger, when he was developing into a first-class golfer, and his friends. 
This helped greatly but she has said that playing with Jones had the most 
profound influence, especially in the way he took the club back, and in his 
rhythm. 

Of the eleven national championships in which Joyce Wethered 
competed in Britain she won nine, lost one final and one semifinal. In so 
doing she revealed, as did Jones, all the qualities of greatness: absolute 
sternness of purpose, the capacity to destroy without mercy, courage and 
resilience in adversity, grace and modesty in triumph. Her retirement from 
championship golf in 1929 was not because, as with Jones, all worlds had 
been conquered and the strain was becoming intolerable, but because she 
never regarded golf as other than a game. Her love for it never became 
obsessive. 

Soon after her marriage to Sir John Heathcoat-Amory they created one 
of the most beautiful gardens in England. This became a consuming 
interest and, together with music, pictures and no small skill at casting for 
trout, meant that golfbecame only a casual pastime. Many years ago she 
gave away her clubs and the putting course, of which Bernard Darwin 
wrote lovingly, is no more. 

A few summers ago I spent a day with Lady Amory at Knightshayes 
Court in the heart of Devon. It is a tranquil place, so far removed from golf 
that it was almost impossible to believe that my hostess had once been an 
incomparable player. The only indication I saw that she had played the 
game was the golf umbrella which sheltered her from occasional showers 
that swept over the green hills as we wandered about the garden . It covers 
some 25 acres, an enchanting variety of nowers, azalea , rhododendron 
and many lcss ornmon shrubs glowing b ·nca 1h tb· trc ·s. Th ·se :irc ncv ·r 
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overwhelming but !end ever-changing light and shade and, fittingly, a 
sense of peace. 

Lady Amory is a serene, gentle person, a firm believer in Christian 
Science for forty years and more during which she suffered no illness . As 
we talked I realised how the planning and tending of the place had easily 
supplanted golf in her affections and those of her husband. On his death in 
1973 Knightshayes was acquired by the National Trust, greatly to her 
relief. She knows that the beauty they created will be preserved and that to 
her, I think, is a greater reward than the winning of championships long 
ago could ever be. 

From the earliest years of writing I had always been interested in 
women's golf and tried to cover one or more of their championships every 
season. They made a soothing contrast to masculine affairs and although 
the striking of the ball was in different context to that of the men the same 
qualities of character were involved. Throughout the fifties there was a 
nucleus of fine players: Jessie Valentine, a marvel of enduring skill, Jean 
Donald (now Mrs Anderson) a true and powerful striker, Jeanne Bisgood, 
who had a rare capacity for winning, even when not at her finest, Elizabeth 
Price Fisher, the personification of steadiness, Philomena Garvey, the 
most accomplished of all Irish players, Jeanette Wright, an appealing little 
golfer, and Frances Smith. 

Frances was the least naturally gifted player of them all, but one whose 
character made her into an indomitable competitor, and enabled her to 
endure awareness of cancer, from which she died in 1978, without trace of 
complaint. Her courage and stoicism were reflected in her golf. Under the 
tuition of her father, Fred Stephens, she worked as few women ever have 
done to develop a swing technically perfect in all its parts. No excuse for 
failure was ever permitted. A gentle, retiring manner belied an inflexible 
will which thrived on adversity in golf and in private life. 

Outward appearance often is no indication of the force of character 
which makes a great competitor but there was no mistaking the resolve of 
Catherine Lacoste de Prado. I have not known a golfer, except Nicklaus as 
a young man, whose manner and golf were more revealing of enormous 
self-confidence. She was always cheerful, assured and extremely positive 
in her approach to the game and might well have echoed Walter Hagen's 
fa mous remark before a tournament, 'Who is going to be second?' At its 
finest her golf was immensely strong fo r a woman. She was the only one I 
an recall who used a one iron, and with great effect. 
In 1969 Ca therine st irred the pride of women golfers, and many a man 

bcsides, by winning tbc U ni ted tates Am ::i tcur hamp ionship, h::ivi ng 
alrcady a quir ·d the Hritish und Fr ·nch 1i1l ·s 1h 11 1 y ·u r. T il • Hri ti sh 
ch:i mpionship was a1 1 ort rt1 sh and 111:11 , s:idl , wns 1 h · l:1s1 1 i111 L· 1s11w 1 li ose 
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links I have always admired. On an exacting driving course Catherine 
often was able to keep the ball in play with her one iron and without 
appreciable loss oflength. In the 18-hole final against a fine golfer in Ann 
Irvin she lost the first three holes and seemed likely to lose the 4th but, as 
she passed me on the fairway, she made some bright, smiling remark as if to 
say 'There is nothing to worry about, I'll win in the end.' This was typical 
of an attitude which gave her a psychological advantage over many 
opponents. She beat Ann Irvin by one hole and decided to compete in the 
United States championship. I then realised that I would be in Dayton, 
Ohio watching the PGA championship the same week. 

It was agreed that Peter Ryde and I would phone her each evening to see 
how she had fared. Day after day her voice bubbled with triumph as event­
ually she beat Anne Quast Sander and reached the final. The next evening 
we called several times but she was not there . Ryde grew pessimistic, 
thinking that she had lost and had begun her journey home, but I felt in my 
bones that she had won. Whether or not Catherine believed in her destiny I 
did. 

When, eventually, I spoke to her that evening from Ohio I learned that 
she had beaten Shelley Hamlin in the final. This was a rare achievement in 
Texas temperatures sometimes over one hundred. Having won the U nited 
States Open championship two years earlier, the only amateur to do so, 
which cannot have amused the world's leading professionals, her conquest 
of women's golf was complete. She never had the slightest inclination or 
need to turn professional, but she was a golfer of the very highest class with 
a formidable attitude to competition. She was, of course, blessed in her 
heritage; Rene La cos te had been one of the great lawn tennis players ofhis 
generation and her mother, as Simone Thion de la Chaume, had been the 
finest French woman golfer and had won the British championship . 

Catherine was one of a gifted trio of French women golfers. Brigitte 
Varangot, a most accomplished stroke-maker, won the British champion­
ship three times, and Claudine Cros Rubin, with her lovely style, was 
unlucky not to do so at least twice. That France should produce three 
women golfers of their quality, following the Vicomtesse de Saint­
Sauveur, as she was then, was an extraordinary coincidence and a happy 
one for those who followed women's golf as I did. They were a joy to watch 
and greatly enhanced the stature of the British championship and other 
events. 

In 1951 a small group of American women professionals headed by 
'Babe' Zaharias, that formidable athlete, and Patty Berg, a highly­
accomplished golfer, made a briefvisit to Britain. Both women were live ly 
extrovert personalities and Mrs Zahari as was rn y fi rst ::; ight of ex cptional 
power in a woman gol Ier . H 1,; r cl ·,11 h so m · y1,; 11 rs l:it l'. I' w:1s sau 1 y pr ·mat u r ' 
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for she was a remarkable person, but Miss Berg remains, a kind of mother 
figure to the professional tour which she, perhaps more than anyone else, 
helped to found. I was fascinated by these women and looked forward to 
watching one oftheir tournaments in the United States. Unfortunately the 
dates never fitted until David Poster, chairman of the Colgate Company, 
who was bom and educated in England, decided to lavish millions on golf, 
particularly the women's game. He believed that the women professionals 
would be a fine advertising medium for his company's products. 

The centrepiece of Foster's endeavours was the Colgate-Dinah Shore 
championship at Mission Hills, near Palm Springs. It became the richest 
women's event and Poster personally ensured that nothing was spared in 
its presentation. This included inviting guests from Britain and for four 
successive years Jean and I spent a happy springtime week in the desert 
sunshine, either before or after the Masters at Augusta. 

The women professionals have abundant cause to be grateful to David 
Poster. Through his tournaments and television, and with the aid ofDinah 
Shore's lasting appeal, he exposed the players to a huge public, the like of 
which they had never known before. This made them acutely conscious of 
their appearance, which had variety, taste and colour, and oftheir manner 
on and off the course. In this I found them to be invariably pleasant, not 
least in the pro.am. competitions. Always they were helpful and kindly 
towards their amateur partners, unlike some men professionals who, in 
their stupidity, make it obvious that to them such occasions are a 
chore. 

Mission Hills is one of those vivid, emerald oases that abound on the 
desert floor. All around savage mountains rise to snow-clad peaks and even 
when the temperature is in the nineties the air is so pure and dry that 
playing and watching are never trying. One charm of Southern California 
is the enormity of its contrasts . No greater could be imagined than that 
between the coastal courses and those in the desert and they are but a 
hundred miles or so apart . 

The climax to the championship the first year I was there gave Peter 
Ryde and me a demanding hour. While four women were in a sudden­
death play-offfor a huge first prize, whichJo Ann Prentice eventually won , 
Peter Oosterhuis and Lee Elder were similarly involved at precisely the 
same time in Pensacola 2000 miles away. IfOosterhuis won it would be hi 
first victory in the United States, and ifElder succeeded, which he did, he 
would be the first black golfer to qualify lor the Mas ters. Ryde and I w1,; rc 
determined to have both results in our final ed itions. In bet ween wat hing 
the women on tel ·vi sion in th 1.: p r ·ss 11,; nt wc took tu rns ·v ·ry f"c·w rninut ·s 
to ca ll Pen, a ola . From th ·r · 1h111 ki ndly 111 :111 , Tom PL1 T, who Joes suc li 
an ad mi rabl · joh :i s Di r · ·tor or· 111 f'o 1m: 11i on f\)r th l' 111 ~· 11 's 10111 , kq> t 11 s 
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posted. Both play-offs lasted for several holes but we had the results in 
time. 

For years 1 had been hoping to see Mickey Wright play but injury had 
prevented her from emerging from semi-retirement until my third visit. 1 
was beginning to feel like a golf correspondent who, after twenty years, had 
never seen Nicklaus but Miss Wright had never played in Britain, more is 
the pity. 1 only needed to watch her strike a few shots to wonder whether 
anyone, since perhaps Joyce Wethered, had matched her perfection and 
grace of style. She is taller than average with, in her words, strong under­
pinning. From the moment she stood to the ball there was an impression of 
authority seen only in the finest men players. No woman can have achieved 
greater power with a swing of such effortless smoothness. In one spell of 
five years from 1960 she won 50 of the 130 tournaments in which she 
played. 

Talking with her one would not suspect that she had been a supreme 
golfer. Her manner was gentle, her handsome appearance, emphasised by 
glasses, quietly studious and her conversation revealed a mind attuned to 
things other than golf. And yet, as Joyce W ethered did in her generation, 
she had set standards of achievement that have not been surpassed, the 
most lasting contribution any player can give to their game, especially 
when, as with Mickey Wright, it is gracefully borne. 

One year at Mission Hills 1 had the pleasure of playing in a pro.am. 
tournament with Amy Alcott, then clearly on her way to the heights, and 
Jack Kramer, one of the great lawn tennis champions. 1 was much 
impressed with Amy's crisp, controlled swing, intensely determined 
approach and application to every shot. Four years later she won the US 
Open by a record margin in dreadful heat and is now one of the foremost 
players in the world. Kramer, an amiable companion, hit many powerful 
strokes and a middle-aged lady with a high handicap aften contributed to 
our cause which was prospering when we carne to the l 5th. 1 was the only 
one with a chance of making a net birdie. The drive left me a medium iron 
to the green but, of course, the lie had to be downhill and a little grassy, and 
a lake had to be carried. 1 remember Amy saying, 'If ever 1 needed you 1 
need you now.' 1 would have given a good deal to hit that green but 
naturally my shot was heavy and just failed to carry the water. 
Nevertheless we finished third and a handsome cut-glass bowl sometimes 
reminds me that but for my lapse we would have been second. 

lt was customary for winners to do na te some of their prize money to the 
local hospital. As we were guests 1 told Dinah Share, who was running the 
prizegiving, that 1 would give my share, some $400, on behalf of the 
British golf writers, some of whom were also there as guests. Misunder­
standing what I had said Oinah announ cd lo u large assembly 1hat 1 was 
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donating my prize to the British golf writers . Naturally nothing was 
further from my thoughts and 1 hastily asked her to make amends. 

On another occasion the great Willie Mays, one of baseball's immortal 
figures whom 1 had watched in New York and San Francisco all those years 
before, was in our four. He is an impressive, superbly-built, attractive man 
and 1 was anxious to see what he made of golf. He made no bones about it at 
all. With a short, simple swing his massively powerful hands delivered the 
ball enormous distances. His drives were not always straight hut he was no 
mere slugger . His handicap was eight and his game pretty solid through­
out. As with Bradman, Kramer and others, 1 had seen how the great 
players of various games could readily adapt to golf. 

Apart from the affairs at Palm Springs David Foster had cast Colgate's 
blessings on a tournament in the Far East, and at Sunningdale where for 
six years British followers could watch the finest players in the world. In 
Judy Rankin, who won twice there, they saw that a tiny figure need be no 
handicap to the playing of splendid golf; they saw the beautiful measured 
rhythm of Donna Caponi prevail one year and Chako Higuchi, with her 
quaint style, leave everyone far behind on another occasion. 

The last two years, before economy sadly halted a splendid event, 
belonged to Nancy Lopez, now Mrs Melton, as indeed they had in the 
United States where she had dominated the women's world in her first full 
seasons as a professional. At the time 1 wrote that it is one thing to be gifted 
with great natural talent, it is another to compete with the freshness, charm 
and obvious enjoyment that Miss Lopez brings to it. Whatever the fate of 
her shots the finely determined lines of an appealing face invariably 
softened into smiles, and what a joy that is when so many are grimly 
earnest. Her manner has nothing of the professional gloss which many 
players strive to acquire for their public relations. There is about her an 
innate gentleness, courtesy and warmth. 

It was a strange coincidence that Trevino and Nancy Lopez, the most 
striking personalities to achieve great distinction in their respectivc 
spheres these many years, should bath be of Mexican parentage. Trevino 
rose from hardship and Nancy's parents made great sacrifices for her to 
play golf. When she was twelve her father sought Trevino's advice, which 
was not to change her swing as long as it worked. It is not classic but it is 
powerful, beautifully rhythmic and has worked wonderfully well thus far . 
May it long do so and may she continue to dclight cveryonc who wat hes 
her play. Would that one such as Nancy Lopez Melton ould arisc in 
British women's professional golf~ wh i h in u short 1i111 · has mad · a 
promising start . 
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CHAPTER20 
JACK NICKLAUS SEES ME THROUGH 

From the beginnings of tournament golf more than a century ago there 
have always been golfers who, by their achievements and uncommon 
personality have stood far above their fellows. Jack Nicklaus, of course, is 
the supreme example. Since 1960 when, as an amateur, he finished second 
to Palmer in the US Open, he had after 1980 played in 80 of what are 
regarded as the four major championships open to a profession.î;'J.l. Aside 
from his 17 victories he had finished in the first four on 32 other occasions. 

Within a year or so of turning professional in 1962 Nicklaus was the 
standard-bearer of greatness, always the man who could never be 
discounted. His record, which is nothing less than astounding, may never 
be approached, at least not in the foreseeable future. For eight years Bobby 
Jones enjoyed even greater supremacy, as did Hogan fora similar period, 
but no one in the game's history has had such a commanding impact on 
competitive golf for anything like as long as Nicklaus. Nor has any 
overseas golfer had as beneficia! an influence on the Open in Britain. He 
has competed every year since 1962 and only four times has finished lower 
than fourth. More than anyone else he has ensured that the old champion­
ship would remain.the foremost golfing occasion in the world. 

Occasionally his eminence has been threatened. Palmer, Player, Casper, 
Miller and notably Trevino and Watson have had their great, even 
tremendous years but always Nicklaus was thereabouts. When he won the 
US Open and PGA championships in 1980 even Watson's triumphant 
season paled by comparison. Every year ambitious determined young men 
with strong nerves and sound technique pour from the college golf 
factories, but twenty years after his own college days Nicklaus has shown 
himself capable ofbeating them all when it mattered most. 

1 first became fully aware ofNicklaus in 1959. lt was obvious that he was 
uncommonly blessed. When 1 saw him win his second US Amateur 
championship at Pebble Beach I was so convin cd oîh is ta lent that 1 wrote 
'Of all the golfers in the world f ca n not b ·li v · t h::it anyonc wi ll make a 
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greater impact upon the championships than this very tough, very deter­
mined, likeable young man.' 1 have not felt the same about any golfer since. 
Apart from a remarkable aptitude for the game, great power and sensitive 
touch, abundant good health and a comfortable happy family background, 
it was clear that he had exceptional mental qualities. The development oî 
his character doubtless owed much to his fat her. Charlie Nicklaus, a warm l y 
sensible man, would stand no nonsense from the boy; there were to be no 
tantrums. Between father and son there existed a strong affection and 
understanding and 1 think that the first, and possibly the only, real 
adversity Jack has experienced was when his father <lied, in 1970. 

Ifl had to express the foundation ofNicklaus's success in a single word it 
would be balance. This was one of the fundamentals of the swing that Jack 
Grout, his only teacher and an exceptionally wise one, has always stressed, 
but balance of mind has been Nicklaus's greatest strength. The impact of 
failure, even when the fault was his, never lingered long. There seemed to 
be no quirks in his temperament and yet he is far from being unfeeling. His 
attitude to disappointment or success is constant. From early in his career 
he has invariably been gracious and generous in defeat. 

Balance has enabled him to control his nerve and judgement in situations 
of acute pressure and thereby command absolute concentration toa greater 
extent than any contemporary golfer. Rarely has he lost patience with a 
course or the tide of affairs, and any impatience with himself which he 
must fee! at times is subdued. As a golfer his mind has always been in 
control of his emotions. 

From the beginning too Nicklaus has maintained balance in the pattern 
ofhis life, not permitting golf, no matter how rich the inducements to play 
may be, to interfere with his plans. Family life, business and other sporting 
interests have always had their share of his time and thus he has not been 
vulnerable to the dangers of staleness. Nicklaus too is an observant person, 
extremely attentive to details. If some may have found this tiresome it is a 
contributory factor to his success. He misses little of what is going on 
around him. In conversation he listens and concentrates and if the talker be 
vague or muddled Nicklaus will demand explanation, sometimcs with 
disconcerting directness. In youth he could be disturbingly outs poken, tact 
was not his forte, but this stemmed from honest reaction and not rudcness . 

In the autumn of 1966 Nicklaus was involved in an unfortunatc <1fTai r 
during the final of the Piccadilly matchplay championship at Went wort h. 
On the 9th hole of the morning round Nicklaus disputcd the de is ion oîth · 
referee, Tony Duncan . lt w·~s a mattcr oî opinion wh ·thcr part of"" 
billboard was on the line of'Ni klau s's t hird shot to 1 h · 1·.r · ï1 and whl."t h~· r 

he should have a free drop. Du11 ·an sa id 1hm it w:is 11 0 1, :i n:a:4011nb l · 
dc isio n, and art er sornc dis ·uss ion wi 1 il 1 r ·w i 11 1 :i Vlll l r o l' u110 1 il tr r ·kn· · 
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so that the harmony of the match, which Gary Player won with plenty to 
spare, would not be further threatened. 1 am sure that Nicklaus carne to 
regret the only incident, in all my knowledge of him, when his behaviour 
on the course was less than impeccable. 

Golf has been singularly fortunate in having men of the calibre of 
Nicklaus at its head. lt has always seemed to me that he played professional 
golf of the highest order with the spirit of an amateur. His conduct has 
been a splendid example in an age when some eminent games-players 
behave like spoiled children. 

1 once spent an evening with him at La Costa where he was staying. We 
were talking in his condominium when he suddenly asked if 1 had a 
cigarette. By the time 1 left we had finished a pack. Nicklaus was a 
spasmodic smoker, a session like that would be followed by none perhaps 
for days, and he never smoked on the golf course. He said once that long 
ago he had seen himself on a film walk across a green with a cigarette in his 
mouth and tap in a short putt. The sight disgusted him and he vowed never 
to smoke on the course again and, as far as 1 know, never has. 

Such has been the increasing strength in depth of professional golf, 
particularly in the United States, that it may soon be impossible for one or 
two individuals to remain outstanding for any length of time. Tournament 
golf could well become an exhibition of technica! efficiency by a host of 
somewhat faceless young men and the age of enduring heroes will have 
vanished. There would be a fresh one every week. As the time for my 
retirement from the Guardian approached 1 was anxious that this should 
not happen while 1 was having to cover many tournaments each year and 
write about them daily. After dinner one night during the Open at Birkdale 
in 19761 was taking the air with Nicklaus before retiring and said to him in 
as many words, for heaven's sake keep going for another couple of years 
and see me out, 1 don't want to have to adjust toa new generation of college 
boys. Nicklaus smiled and said that he hoped to do so. This was a natural 
reaction on my part. Nicklaus had been prominent in so many events 1 had 
watched that 1 had no desire to be writing of his decline or disappearance 
from the scene. 

There was no sign then that he was on the threshold of, for him, a 
comparatively lean period in championships. In the Masters the year 
before he had survived what 1 am sure must be the finest three-way contest 
ever fought between golfers of the stature of himself, J ohnny Miller and 
Tom Weiskopf. It was wonderful stuff. After two rounds Nicklaus led the 
field by five strokes; the next day Weiskopfhad ga ined six on him and was 
one ahead, and Miller no less than eight and he was st ill three behind. 
Nicklaus was not always at case with a large lc;.id; he prefcrrcd close 
combat. Lcavi ng th · club 1 hal ·v ·ning T ru n in to hin1 co min g îrom the 
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practice ground. He was relaxed and cheerful as if saying 'Now we really 
have a game of golf coming up tomorrow.' What a game it was . 1 shall 
never forget Nicklaus's one-iron shot over the lake at the 15th, the huge 
putt on the next green which gave him the lead, or the suspense as first 
Miller and then Weiskopf just missed putts to tie on the last green. Miller 
had played the final 36 holes in 131, a marvellous performance. As 
Nicklaus said later, 'Tom had every right to win, so did Johnny. 1 was just 
damned lucky that 1 did.' 

Later that summer Nicklaus won the PGA championship, but no major 
title carne his way in · 1976 and then at Turnberry the following year there 
was the most absorbing two-way contest 1 have seen on a great occasion, 
unforgettable for the sustained splendour of its skill and character . The 
two finest golfers in the world fought to the death with scores the like of 
which had never been approached in the Open. Watson was 130, Nicklaus 
131 for the last two rounds and the previous Open record was made to seem 
futile. That spring Watson had narrowly beaten Nicklaus in the Masters 
and after Turnberry people were saying that he had established right of 
succession to the throne. Nicklaus was not of the same mind. 

Not since James Braid in 1910 had any golfer been Open champion twice 
on the Old Course, and when Nicklaus's masterful golfprevailed there the 
following summer he had won all four major championships three times or 
more. It was fitting that he should reach this lonely peak at St Andrews. 
When he walked in to the incomparable setting of the last green the warmth 
of the acclaim that greeted him was as much for the man himself as for the 
greatest golfer of the age. 

A few weeks earlier 1 had retired from the Guardian and Nicklaus, with 
help from Watson, had seen me out in style. Others also contributed to 
making the closing years memorable. A day or so after my plea to Nicklaus 
in 1976 the whole golfing world became aware of Severiano Balles teros. 
For three days he led the field and, far from being unnerved, continued to 
attack until the end. This was joyous youth, at 19 abounding in confidence, 
but on the burnished links that torrid summer, attack was his undoin g. 
Control from the tees was the essence and Miller played beautifully fo r a 
final round of66. Ballesteros tied with Nicklaus six strokes behind, but h · 
had given wonderful entertainment toa crowd that had taken him to their 
hearts. No young golfer since Nicklaus was a like age had shown such 
power, flair in recovery and command of all the linie shots . But Ni klaus 
never evoked the same sense of ad venture; his was the Gc rmani approac h 
as opposed to the Latin. 

lt seemed but a matter of time bcfo rc.: Balie L ros was ·hnmpion :1nd t h rLT 
yca rs later he 1riumphcd al Lytha111 . Agai n th 1; tli L· 111 r o l" his 1'.o l !' w:1!\ 
uninhibit ·d att :i k. l n l ·us hin g liis d riv ·1 wi1h li1rio11 s nh:1ndrn1 li · l11 111 1d 
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only one fairway with it in the last round. Such driving would have been 
sorely punished elsewhere, but the trample oftens of thousands off eet had 
rendered most of the rough harmless and Ballesteros knew what he was 
about. He played the links as he found it more effectively than anyone else 
and his closest pursuers had no just cause for complaint; all, including 
Crenshaw, whose love for the Open and th~ old traditions and history of 
the game have rarely been approached by an American golfer, and 
Nicklaus, made errors that had little to do with the condition of the course. 

By then Ballesteros had won tournaments in numerous countries, 
including the United States, and when he d~minated the Masters the 
following spring the world lay at his feet. The youngest Open champion of 
the century was the youngest Master and one of the most handsome and 
appealing. Never before at Augusta had the might of American golf been 
routed in such fashion; around the turn on the last afternoon he led the 
field by ten strokes . He had anxious moments thereafter, as did some 
British correspondents who, working against the doek, had already 
prepared their tributes but Ballesteros won at his ease. His score of275, the 
fourth lowest in the history of the event, showed that he had the control 
and intelligence to master a course as different to Lytham as could be 
imagined. 

Whatever reasons or excuses were offered Ballesteros's failure to arrive 
on the tee at the right time on the second morning of the US Open two 
months later was unforgivable. Nonetheless he had a successful season in 
Europe and at the outset of another year I wonder what lies ahead for him. 
For all his gifts I would hesitate to predict a future oflasting greatness, but 
every watcher of golf will hope that he has the character and health to 
remain in the forefront for many years to come. Professional tournament 
golf, especially in Europe, has sore need of men such as he for the excite­
ment and beauty their golf can give. At the same time I trust that he does 
not allow undue cupidity, such as haggling over appearance money, which 
should be banned in Europe as it is in the United States, to mar his image 
and talent. 

Technica! efficiency is not enough in itself and the spectacle of non­
descript young men plodding gracelessly about the business of earning a 
living is not inspiring. Their contribution to society is slender and they are 
fortunate that sponsors find golf a good medium for advertising . Vast sums 
are not poured in to golf as a tribute to the players. U nless they appreciate 
that tournaments are promoted solely to attract publicity and good will, 
and set a good example by the standard and manner of play, it is hard to see 
a lasting future for tournament golf in its prese nt fo rm. Fortunate ly, on 
this side of the Atlantic about half the even ts are held in Continental 
countries, or therc would be ·1 r ·a l da nger or ~»1 tu rn 1 ion. 
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This is nota sour view, rather one of concern. I have had great pleasure 
from professional tournaments and have enjoyed many of the people 
involved, but a return to matchplay for some events may become essential. 
Three and three quarter days or thereabouts fora strokeplay tournament to 
approach a climax is a long time when cricket, for instance, has shown how 
successful one-day matches can be, both financially and as a means of 
entertainment. 

Apart from a few major occasions, such as Opens or the Masters, I pref er 
watching amateur golf. The main championships are decided by match­
play and there is no odour of the commercialism which is inevitable in the 
professional world. From a competitive viewpoint amateur events can be 
most rewarding. Although no monetary prizes are at stake the pressures on 
the players are relatively the same; their technique, control and nerve are 
tested to their limits at every level from boys' golf to the Amateur 
championship and Walker Cup. A finely fought match in the first round of 
a championship between two comparatively unknown amateurs can be as 
compelling to watch as a low score by a known professional on the first day 
of a 72-hole event. 

The best scoring in amateur golf may be several strokes a round higher 
than that in a professional event but scoring is far from everything. Watch­
ing the President's Putter at Rye in January, when the most vicious 
elements of winter may haye to be overcome, is often greatly entertaining. 
The Putter, like the Halford Hewitt tournament at Deal with its numerous 
desperate finishes as the schools fight to the death, is a perfect expression 
of the true competitive spirit and challenge of golf when honour is the only 
reward. 

The crowds at amateur golf are not as large as once they were, but the 
watching is more comfortable; so too are the catering arrangements and a 
car can usually be parked in a convenient spot. Parking, as my writing 
friends would confirm, has been something of an obsession with me, parti y 
because I frequently use the car as a refuge for writing. Concentration in a 
press tent can be difficult with a few high-pitched voices around. In the 
clamour at a big championship it is easy . 

When the Open was last at Lytham I was the butt ofsome amusement. 
Arriving late one evening I could not get the parking pass necessa ry fo r 
those staying in the dormy house. At breakfas t the next morning Mi had 
Williams, who writes most ably for the Daily Telegraph, said that the poli - · 
had towed a car away fro m the dormy pa rk. T hinking nothing of it 1 
returned to my room and s::iw the spacc wh 1.: n.: my car had b · ·n . Th · pc lici.: 
were understa ndi ng and whcn 1 prod uccd th ~· pass they hro 11 gh1 the car 
back. Willi u m~, who rar ·ly Cti ls 10 s ·· til · lu1111 y sit! · o l' sucll s1t 11 :11 io 11 s, 
·v ·n wh ~· n th ·y h;1 p pt· 11 10 h i111 , w1 1 ~ l1q •,l1l y 1111l11 M· tl , : 1 ~ 1 wns w lw11l1v 1111(1 
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me of discovering halfway across the Atlantic that his visa had expired. 
Fortunately, the US immigration were sympathetic and passed him 
through. 

Occasionally friends say that my golf should be better than it is because I 
have seen so much good play, but this works two ways. I have learned a 
great deal from watching the finest players but doing so does tend to 
diminish tolerance of my own imperfections. Although I may not have 
played for two or three weeks this seems no reason to hit dreadful shots. I 
am neither so vain nor so stupid as to expect to hit good shots all the time. It 
is the difference between the moderately adequate and the ghastly that is 
hard to tolerate. Unlike some people Ido not find the latter amusing. For 
instance, to smother a four wood shot from a good lie in calm air when little 
or nothing is at stake is unforgivable; or to leave a straight, level putt of five 
feet to win a hole short on line smacks of cowardice. 

I have aften failed to carne to terms with the fact that to err is human. 
Many years ago I heard Cotton say to Nicklaus that he sometimes 
wondered why he did not win more aften than he did. Jack smiled and said 
'Don' t forget, Henry, I am human.' 

From the foregoing the reader, unaware of the mercurial nature of my 
golf, will gather that my temperament for the game is far from classic. 
After a tournament in Spain one year groups of players and golf writers were 
striving to leave Malaga airport amid the total bureaucratie confusion for 
which the Latin races have such a remarkable flair. After much anguished 
argument I reached the sanctuary of the departure lounge. A moment later 
Gary Player appeared laughing and saying that he would not forget the 
sight of me at the desk crying, 'Why cannot these people ever do one thing 
at once?' He added that it was a good thing I did not play golf fora living. I 
would certainly not dispute that, but my agonies as a player have greatly 
helped me to understand and sympathise with failures in others, even the 
great ones. 

IHH 

CHAPTER21 
ESCAPE TO NORFOLK 

After leaving Manchester in 1954 we lived for several years in Weybridge, 
an appealing little town until it became crowded by dormitory 
development. It was a good base for my purposes but we could not 
visualise an apartment, comfortable though it was, in an old house as a 
permanent home. Our thoughts turned to more distant pastures . Having 
been to Hunstanton for various golf events I had seen enough ofNorfolk to 
be attracted by its remoteness from cities and by its varied beauty. The 
unspoiled north coast and wild sea marshes made a rare contrast to the 
lovely folding arable and wooded country so close at hand. Most of all I was 
fascinated by the links of the Royal West Norfolk Club at Brancaster which 
offered the wonderfully natural golf by the sea that I have always preferred 
to any other setting for the game. 

Unaware at first that the Guardian would relieve me from covering 
hockey, and that I would be needed in the London office less aften than 
before, we searched north and west Norfolk for something we could 
convert, while keeping a small place near London. Fortunately we had 
friends in Norfolk. I knew Tom and Lady Mary Harvey, Bobby and 
Bunny Selway, and Laddie and Jill Lucas, who then had a house at 
Titchwell. All were kind in having us to stay at various times while we 
explored. Tom Harvey, gifted, graceful man, who was to be captain of the 
Royal and Ancient in 1976, had been chairman of the Championship 
Committee during the early years of Palmer in Britain, and had survived 
two weather crises which caused postponement of play . Had the rai n 
persisted at Birkdale in 1961 the Open might have been abandoned lor ! h;:i t 
year. Palmer would not have won, might not have carne again and th at 
could have had a serious effect on the fu ture success of the Open. 

Bobby Selway had been chairman of the same commi tt ·c . IT also had :i 

crisis at St Andrcws. On the l::is1 hol · of 1 h · 19 7 Opl'll , Hohhy l .n k · 
markcd bis ba l! on th · grc ·n hul î:1ilcd 10 n.: 111rn i11 0 th · p rn p ·r pl :1 · •. Th1s 
was 11 01 no1icl·d until l:tl l'f whl·ll sn· n 011 n fillll h111 S ·lwu ·~ co1nn1 i11 · · 
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rightly decided that as Locke had three putts from inside a yard to win they 
would waive disqualification under Rule 36 (5). Since university days 
Selway, like Harvey, has been an accomplished golfer and is a world 
authority on the paintings of James Pollard. 

Golf with Lucas has always been a joy. Although he has not played 
serious competitive golf for a long while his striking has lost little of its 
purity and skill. He has been one of the very few who have made left­
handed golflook entirely natura!. My pleasure at holing in one for the first 
time was the greater because I was playing with Laddie and his son David, 
who was a strength in the Cambridge University side for three years. 

A year must have passed, and hop es of a home in Nor folk were declining 
when we were told of some land for sale on the Sandringham estate. It lay 
on the edge of a village with a lovely southern aspect. We decided to build a 
small house and were pleasantly surprised when Queen Elizabeth herself 
signed the contract for the purchase of the land. The document has 
attracted envious glances, especially from American friends. 

While I was delighted at the prospect of living in Norfolk and playing 
most of my golf at Brancaster, Jean was uncertain. She would miss the 
convenience of London and all it offered, mainly in the artistic respects 
which interested her. Early one miserable November evening after buying 
the land we paused in the road nearby. Darkness had fallen, the pub had 
not opened, the one shop was shut and the only sign of night life was a 
telephone kiosk. I asked Jean if she could bear the <leep silence of winter in 
the country. To my relief she agreed to try. 

Fortunately Jean is a most adaptable person and was swiftly accustomed 
to the new life especially after we had acquired a bull terrier from 
Raymond Oppenheimer's Ormandy Kennels. Priscilla has been a great joy 
and protection these many years. 

Some of our friends, Alistair Cooke among them, thought we were crazy 
to live in Norfolk which they visualised as the bleak flatlands of the Broads 
and the eastern part of the country. On one of his visits Cooke was 
accompanied by a banker friendfrom New York, PaulManheim, and I was 
determined that they should see Brancaster in all its glory. Cooke, of 
course, was well aware ofEnglish climatic extremes but Manheim's exper­
ience of golf was riding in a cart round beautiful sunlit parks. Brancaster 
was another world to him and he was soon wondering whether we were 
totally out of our minds. 

It was raining as we set forth with Tom Harvey, and by the distant turn 
we were soaked but still had to fight our way home into a lashing gale. I can 
still see Manheim, glasses streaming and solid figure drenched, plodding 
bravely on with unfailing humour . Later C ooke wrore of the ordeal, saying 
that the course had been dcsigncd by Lady Ma beth , but did not mar bis 
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story with any reference to the heavenly day that followed. 
At times Norfolk may be fiercely cold and windy but we have never 

regretted the move, and soon decided that with an extension to the house 
we could live there all the year round. The pursuit of golf did involve more 
travelling but I did not mind. Even when returning from faraway beautiful 
places there has always been a feeling of pleasure and none of regret as the 
last homeward country miles pass by. 

As I write on a chill December morning every prospect is peaceful. 
From my windows the land spreads away to the south and east towards 
distant woods. Nota building is in sight and the only movement is that of 
cattle in a far meadow, and the friendly plover who, day after day, seeks 
sustenance in the garden. Gradually it has become a kind of sanctuary for 
pheasants who wander about at will or shelter in our hedgerows as if 
sensing safety, especially when there is shooting in the season over the 
neighbouring land. 

Quite often families of partridge, English and French, trot happily over 
the lawns and every year martins come and go in abundance. Soon after the 
house was built they decided that its walls were suitable for summer 
homes. In spite of the mess they leave beneath their nests we look forward 
to their coming and are sad to see them go. On good summer days we still 
have a feeling of being on holiday. Whatever daily tasks await it is no 
hardship to have meals in the garden, unseen by anyone, and to take long 
country walks without having to drive anywhere. 

When it was known that I was retiring from the Guardian in 1978 thcre 
were some who smiled and asked if it were possible to retire from a 
perpetual holiday, but others would appreciate that in many ways the lilè 
was very far from that. When people said 'Can you play golfnext weekend? 
Can you come to dinner, can you do this or that?' more often than not, for 
some eight months of the year, one had to refuse because of an impending 
tournament. If it were in some apparently romantic place they would ask if 
I wanted a secretary or someone to carry the clubs . Doubtless they wou ld 
have leaped at the chance once or twice but the majority, who welcome an 
ordered existence with their families, would soon have wearied of rarely 
having a free weekend, of often being at home between journeys only long 
enough fora 'laundry stop', as Jean used to call them. 

In some respects writing about golf for a daily paper is easier bul no t 
more agreeable than it was in my early years. Facilities for the prcss ha v · 
greatly improved, notably so ar the Open championship wher · und ·r 
George Simms and hi s stafT thcy have be ·orne 1 h · b ·s t in 1 h · world . 1 r· 
concerned only wit h basic fa 1 so ft he play, as snme wri 11.: rs of' n · · ·ss i1 y ar -, 
the information s ·rvi · 'S :irc r ·m;t rkably d lic iL·n1 . l Iol · by hol · s ·ort·s, a11d 
someti111 ·s ·v · 11 1 li · · iuhs us ·d h 1 li e pl :1yL· 1 s, :11 · 1:1pidly 10 li :111d . Pl11 yl·1 ~ 

1111 



NOT ONL Y GOLF 

with the leading scores are brought into an interview tent to give their 
versions of what happened. These can be informative and often entertain­
ing but some players, even those who should know better, have lately 
developed the nauseating habit of omitting the definite or indefinite article 
when describing their rounds. Any golfer who says, for example, 'I hit 
three iron,' should be fined on the spot. While most golfers are reasonably 
honest they are human enough not to be overly self-critical. They will 
blame their putting when approaching was at fault because it left them far 
from the holes; putts missed are usually said to be longer than they were. 
Excuses for bad play are legion, and one soon learns to pay little attention 
to those who frequently use them. 

However old-fashioned it might seem 1 have always wanted to watch the 
golf and grow restless if prevented from doing so. Time on the course is 
essential to see for oneselfhow it is playing, absorb the atmosphere and feel 
the effect of the weather, especially ifit be really foul. 1 have always found 
that personal experience helps one's writing; it is difficult to feel excite­
ment through eyes other than one's own. The golfers - and this was 
particularly true when information services were limited - were more 
likely to respond to questions if they knew you were a watcher. Generally 
speaking the British writers, most of whom are keen golfers, watch as 
much golf as their time permits. 

One inescapable handicap for the writer is that he can only see a tiny 
fraction of a day's play. Years ago it was possible to be on the course 
unaware of great deeds being performed elsewhere. One might return to 
the press tent without having seen them but could rely on the co-operation 
that has always been conspicuous among the golfing press where free 
exchange of information is the rule. All one needs to do is call out and 
someone will come to the rescue . How the writer treats the facts is his own 
affair, but he never need be bereft of something on which to base his piece. 

From the beginning I have enjoyed the friendly spirit that exists among 
the wide cross-section of people who have become golf writers. 1 have 
never had anything approaching a significant dispute, in spite of spending 
so much time with them during the season. Invariably there is an under­
current of humour, and I have laughed more frequently with golf writers 
than with any other company. It used to be said that most golf reporting 
was done from the bar. This may have been so long ago but 1 soon found to 
my relief that it was nonsense. 1 can only recall one instance of a writer 
being so much the worse for wear that his friends used to help write his 
pieces. It was a sad case because he was a knowledgeable writer and a fine 
golfer, but his addiction finally cost him his job. 

Although some may regard golfwriters as parasitcs th · work can be most 
demanding of energy t hought and pati ·nee, ;1nd {()r it s fru st rat ions anc.I 
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unpredictable hours. Take a matchplay event. The day rolls smoothly 
along, plenty to report has happened and there is time to spare. Then, 
suddenly, one of the leading players who seemed safely launched towards 
victory has to play extra holes. Mention of his fate cannot be avoided but 
on and on the match goes into the evening. Rarely did 1 watch these holes 
except probably in the final of a championship. One might spend an hour 
or more which could be more profitably spent on other work. If very late 
matches were of no special significance the newspaper writer could ignore 
them, but those reporting for the agencies, such as the Press Association 
and Exchange Telegraph, had to wait for the result, however late it was. 
These writers are the real toilers and unsung heroes of the golfing press. 

Strokeplay tournaments could be equally trying. Sometimes a compar­
atively unknown player starting very late would lead the field on the first 
day of the Open. Whether one wrote at some length of his round was a 
matter of mood, conscience, judgement or time. If his success obviously 
was ephemeral a brief mention that one would look at him on the morrow 
might suffice, knowing that by then he would probably have vanishcd 
from the reckoning. 

On the first evening of one Open I had finished a long article whcn a 
young player returned an unexpectedly fine score and was leading. Fricnds 
told me that I exploded, saying that he had ruined the symmetry of rny 
piece (a somewhat fiattering estimate), but towards the end of a long 
exhausting day with edition times pressing such happenings can be annoy­
ing, to say the least. Occasionally the reverse would happen and play end 
unexpectedly early. One year at Hoylake Sandy Lyle, who a month arlicr 
had become the youngest player to qualify for the third round of the pen , 
lost the final of the Boys' championship to Toby Shannon by 10 and 9. 
Then all work was finished before a leisurely tea and a long homcwa1 d 
journey completed in time for dinner. I remember that championship for 
moments spent on the dunes in the breathless stillness of high summ ·r, 
watching uncountable thousands ofoyster-catchers swirling and whcding 
over the sands of Dee with the Welsh hills making lovely patterns in 1 h1.: 
distance. Often it happened that the beauty of a setting would be an 
enduring memory long after the golf was forgotten. 

Covering golf in America can be a mixed blessing because of th · 1i111 · 
difference. Watching in the mornings is hauntcd by the nc cssity to wri t · 
and phone England about lunchtime îor the first cditions . Thcn, ·is th · 
afternoon's play rises towards a limax it has to be dcscrtc:d ror th . 
foundry-like clamour of the press cntr ·and a fr ·sh pi· · · writt ·n. O!'tt:n 
play is finishing wh ·n m:.iin cditi ns ar· goinr, to pr ·ss, :in 1 all on · ·an !-.·· 
of the 1 sing holes is on lil 1 I · 1 ·I ·v is ion s % su1-1 p ·nd 1:d :ihov · 1 hi: w1 i1 ·1 :-. . 
At on· Masl ·rs J wns phoning En1•,l:i11d 11s (; :1y 111 'Wl' t w:i:- 11hn111 10 w111 011 
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the last green . When I had finished I told the sub-editor that I would call 
again with amore detailed account of the final moments. I can still hear a 
flat Mancunian voice saying, 'Don't bother, Pat, we saw it on the telly.' He 
was over 3000 miles away; I was 300 yards from the green. 

It is all very well to be out on the course when the final drama of a great 
occasion is unfolding but impossible to keep abreast of how all the 
contenders are faring. Television usually gives at least a glimpse of the 
significant strokes on the last few holes. Direction and camerawork are 
mostly of a very high order but with a few notable examples like Peter 
Alliss, who had the advantage of working with Henry Longhurst, the 
standard of commentary hardly keeps pace. 

Several commentators in Britain and America still do not appreciate the 
drama tic effect of silence, a fundamental which Longhurst was the first to 
appreciate. Nothing is more irritating to the viewer than to be told what is 
plainly visible on the screen or to hear an excited voice saying, 'It's a great 
stroke, a wonderful stroke - Oh no, he has cut it into the lake!' or that a 
player has this putt of 55 feet for a birdie when the wretched fellow is 
sweating on getting down in two putts. Good television commentary is far 
from easy, but 1 do wish that some of the commentators would remember 
that silence is vastly preferable to statements of the obvious . 

Fora generation and more Longhurst, by his writing and speaking, gave 
greater pleasure to golfers throughout the world than anyone else of his 
calling. His great gifts were an acute observation of the frailties of human 
nature which golf can reveal so easily, the ability to describe them with an 
admirable economy of words, and a dry, sardonic wit. He was always quick 
to sense the ridiculous in a game which most people pursue in deadly 
earnest. When in the mood - and rarely was he not - his relating of 
anecdotes could be devastatingly funny, often for the manner of their 
telling rather than the subject, and he never needed to be coarse. Shortly 
after the War he was the guest speaker at Stockport, then my home club. 
Towards the end of his speech the captain said, rather pompously, that in 
his time he had known 34 mayors. A moment later Longhurst rose and said 
'Mr Mayor, and' (turning to the captain) 'you, Sir, the stallion ofStockport.' 

Among Longhurst's qualities was the stoic courage with which he 
withstood unpleasant operations in his later years. Twice in the seventies, 
while with him in the United States, we thought he was doomed but his 
resilience was remarkable, even though he would refer ironically to the 
close of play, coming down the 18th and so on. In the end death probably 
was a reliefbut he should have been comforted by the thought that to many 
people his life had been infinitely worthwhilc . 

The golf correspondcnt's lire bas many bi ·ssinps whi h long ago 
con vin cd me that it was th · mos t r ·w:irding ga me !'or :1 wr it ·r. /\bovc all it 

1 <) tl 

ESCAPE TO NORFOLK 

is spent in fresh, attractive, often beautiful surroundings and with 
congenial people. Golf is a splendid passport and through it I have made 
many pleasant acquaintances. Times without number when the golf was 
not absorbing and the rain driving or the wind bitter I have thought it was 
far better than being in an office and having to endure deadly rush hours. 
Even when unable to avoid staying in a city I would travel to the course 
each day in the opposite direction to the mass of traffic. 

A great advantage of reporting golf is that one is not compelled to suffer 
tedium comparable with that which often affiicts the writer imprisoned in 
the confined areas where most games are played. While another writer 
cannot escape of ten hours of dreary cricket or football, in golf not everyon 
is floundering in mediocrity or worse. Even in dreadful weather someon 
will be making a brave fist of it. Sponsors might not agree but 1 would 
rather see a golfer mastering a gale with a 73 than watch a day when scores 
in the sixties were commonplace. 

No single golfing day can be totally boring. lnvariably there are a fi w 
notable strokes that can make the substance of an article, subjects to prais • 
rather than to damn. Anyone who has suffered at golf as 1 have is wary of 
being too critical; there is no such thing as an easy four-foot putt. Crolr 
gives abundant opportunity to digress. The most ordinary of courses with 
an industrial background has its measure ofbeauty, ifonly in the freshn ·ss 
of the grass and the presence of trees; and every course in the world is 
different. Often the setting has been my salvation; When not moved by t bt 
play I could fall back on describing the scenery, a single hole wh ·r · a 
telling stroke was played, the effect of the weather on the course and o on . 

It is always fascinating to observe and get to know those who rea h t h · 
highest peaks in any game. Beyond a certain pitch of technica] abi lit y 
success in golf is a matter of the mind. Although all the most emin ·111 
players have certain basic qualities of character their personalities an vury 
greatly. Comparison between, say, Nicklaus and Trevino, Hogan and De 
Vincenzo, Player and Watson, Palmer and Littler, Thomson and ' n ·ad 
illustrates the point. As the years went by 1 carne to know most of 1 h · grl·: 11 
golfers fairly well. At times they were involved in situation that foir l 
wrung the emotions and this made the study of them as go lfi rs and as 
people all the more interesting. As a writer 1 have found this the h ·a rt ol ' 
the matter. 

All through youth and beyond the urge to tra vel was s1 rong . ï Ïll' 
planning and preparations were never a hore but, increasingly nowad:iys, 
the prospect ofa journey, whatever the wel om· and ·x · ·Il ·nt r ·ason !(> 1 it 
may be, is lcss appealing. l do not writ e t hi s !rom 1 h · di s ·n han 1 m ·n 1 1lin1 
ca n arisc afkr having trav ·11 ·da gr ·at d ·a l bul si mp! b 'Gli t ~· th c wlwk 
pro css is so mu ch l 'ss '01T1ror111hle . llow ofit·11 1n i1101i1i ·s i11flit1 1·.1oi.i. 
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inconvenience on masses of people who have no responsibility at all for 
their problems and grievances. 

My natura! regret at leaving the Guardian after s~ many years ~as 
tempered by the pleasure ofbeing at home for langer penods. I much enioy 
the events I attend on behalf of Country Lije, but they are less frequent and 
involve less time away. 

I am thankful that my years of following golfbegan while there were still 
strong links with the generation between the two World Wars. Almost half 
a century ago I saw Walter Hagen play. On the eve ofJ. H. Taylor's 80th 
birthday, and again when he was 90, I made a pilgrimage to Westward Ho! 
to see one whose memories of an honourable lifetime stretched back deep 
into the nineties when he won his first championships. In 1936 I watched 
Henry Cotton and Gene Sarazen in an Open at Hoylake when th~y were at 
the peak of their powers. At this writing they are the semor Open 
champions of the United States and Britain. Sarazen's career covers s1xty 
years and Cotton has been the most significant figure to en::erg~ from 
British golf fora like period. Aside from Cotton's superb play h1s mmd has 
been one of the liveliest ever devoted to the game and I have never met 
anyone, from the hum blest to the mightiest, who was keener ?n golf in ~11 
its aspects. Such contacts with the past have always been prec1ous to mem 
an ever-changing world. 

The early years of covering the Masters were the more memorable for 
the friendship of Bobby Jones, and the presence of Hogan, Nelson, 
Sarazen, Snead, and others, all of whom excelled in the late thirties. They 
served to make a great pageant of the occasion when the age of Palmer, 
Nicklaus, Player and Casper was firmly launched. The golf of these men 
over many years and their strikingly different personalities were the 
foundation of a compelling period. I doubt that we shall see its like again. 

Trevino, one of the greatest golfers the game has known and nowadays 
one of its few vivid personalities, remains probably the only symbol of the 
time when golfers achieved greatness without the start enjoyed by the 
younger contemporary players. Of these Watson, with his. splendi_d 
technique, keen intelligence and attractive manners, persomfies t~~1r 
finest qualities, but I fear that the age of distinctive styles and personahties 
is passing. . . 

It is sad too that the age of the club professional as a craftsman, a fam1har 
figure when I first played golf, has almost passed. Shortly b~fore I_went to 
live in Norfolk the late Earl of Leicester wrote to me on th1s subiect. He 
had long been an ardent golfer and in 1936 was the last to join the select 
company of those who had assisted Joyce Wcthercd, as shc then was, to 
win the Worplesdon Foursomes eight 1 im ·s . Wh ·n 1 kn ·w him his health 
would on ly allow o asion:-i l g ·n ik golf :ind so h · p\;inn ·d so m · holes 

1% 

ESCAPE TO NORFOLK 

within the park at Holkham. Many were demanding but amusing to play 
nonetheless. 

As a member at Brancaster for many years Lord Leicester had greatly 
admired Tom King, the professional, and suggested that as King had 
recently died I write a tribute to him. King and his father had served the 
club since the nineties, shortly after its foundation. Unfortunately I never 
met him but he was one ofthose who regarded the profession as a vocation 
as well as a business. 

Men like King were craftsmen, understanding the game for its intrinsic 
beauty and satisfaction. I doubt that he ever earned more than a modest 
income for Brancaster can be a lonely place many days of the year with 
negligible custom for a professional, but he found fulfilment there. King 
and the members who were his friends were to be envied. Lord Leicester 
said that he was the nicest person to play with, modest and self-effacing. He 
liked you to enjoy your game and to win if possible. Apparently he was 
skilled in the art of missing putts without being obvious about it so that this 
might happen. 

There have been other instances oflong reigns and direct succession in 
professional golf but such dynasties are passing. Young men are more 
ambitious and their horizons broader nowadays, and few seek the quiet 
country life. Ray Kimber, who succeeded King at Brancaster in 1966, i 
one of the exceptions. He is a countryman at heart and a devoted orni­
thologist. When he went to be interviewed for the job a gale was blowing 
and there was snow in the air. Anyone who knows the place will appreciate 
what a discouraging prospect it must have been fora young man with a 
new bride, but as they reached the club a flight ofbrent geese rose from the 
marsh and his spirits lightened. Soon after moving there Kimber saw 
about 40 types of birds he had not seen before. Over 200 different kinds 
have been sighted on the salt marsh. This was a great joy to Kimber and the 
club's good fortune because he remains our admirable professional. 

At times the elements can be harsh at Brancaster but we who sufTer th' 
perishing winds also know days ofuncommon beauty, and often when few 
other golfers are abroad. Then one is blessed with a feeling of solitude tha1 
I have rarely known anywhere else. Holes may have chan ged over the 
years, sometimes through the invasion of storms, but the charac l er or 1 he 
links is as intrinsically natura! as it was one day when the Prin e of'W:iks, 
later Edward VII, was shooting snipe th re. One of his ompanion~, 

Holcombe Ingleby, remarked that the land bc1we ·n lh L: dun ·s and til · 
marsh would make a go lfcourse . Thus was it co nc ·iv ·d and, l1l·c;1 11se \11 °1 Il · 
Prince,bcca mc::i Royal ,lu bfrom 1heo111 sl· t,onrol 1hc li1 ~ 1111 l ~ 11 g l:1n l til 
be honoured in this way . At East ·1 i11 19H 1 1 l111d tlw pk:1~ 111 l· 111 h:111d11i 1•, 
over 1he ·a11 :1i11 r or 111((1 tl ll' D11kr ol Kl' lll. Ik, 1 helll' V\', I ~ 1111· 111 ~ 1 
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member of the Royal family to be captain of a British golf club since his 
father held that office for the Royal and Ancient and Royal West Norfolk 
in 1937. 

Soon afterwards I was invited to Nicklaus's Memorial tournament on his 
beautiful Muirfield Village course in Ohio. Each year a great golfer from 
the past is honoured and I had the privilege of giving the tribute to Harry 
Vardon. My birthday fell during that week and Jack and Barbara ensured 
that I had a memorable day. It is a happy coincidence that the final 
recollection which time permits in this book should involve these two rare 
people. 

Finally I am not envious of those who may be setting out for a period 
similar to mine as golf writers ifindeed the calling, such as it may be, lasts 
that long. A shrinkage of newspapers, which are constantly threatened by 
disruptive forces, seems probable and, with the development of television 
and soaring costs, the need for specialist writers is likely to diminish. 
Neither, in the broadest sense, does the world hold promise of being as 
clean and as safe a place in which to live as it was before permissiveness was 
allowed to sow its deadly roots and crime was allowed to prosper. 

The outlook may not be encouraging but at least I hope that golf will 
remain a joy, a challenge and an escape from the harsher realities oflife as it 
has been for me. Fortunate are those, and they are not legion, whose 
occupation has enabled them to pursue their greatest interests . I am 
lastingly grateful to have been of their company. 
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Hall of F~m · al Pinchurs1 , 174 'i 
1-l am lin , Sh ·ll ·y, 178 

.W l 

Hammond, W. R., 71, 72-3; as golfer, 
165 

Handy, Ike, !t 's the Damned Bali by, 106 
Harris, John, 160 
Harris, Marley (Mrs Spearman), 118, 135 
Harvey, Tom, 131, 134, 135; and Lady 

Mary, 189-90 
Hassett, Lyndsay, 163 
Hawaian Open, 110-111 
Hayes, Dale, 151, 155 
Hayworth, Rita, 135 
Heager, Ronald (Daily and Sunday Ex­

press), 102 
Heaton-Nichols, Derek, 27, 36; and 

Biddy, 153-4 
Hendon Golf Club, 43 
Hendren, E. H., 72 
Henning, Harold, 139, 154-5 
Heron, Gilbert, of Oslo, 32 
Hetherington, Alistair (ed. Guardian), 153 
Higuchi, Chako, 181 
Hobbs, Jack, 72 
hockey: in Olympic Games (1960), 58; 

W-T covers for Guardian, 74-5 
Hogan, Ben, 55, 60-2, 78, 91, 106, 

107-9, 113, 130, 133, 148, 152, 
156; wins both Opens ( 1953), 60, 106; 
on Seminole, 128; TV film at Olympic 
of, 171 

Hogg, Graham, 32 
Holding, M. A., 71 
Hollands, Richard (Daily Telegraph and 

Evening Standard), 75 
Honolulu, 110-11 
Horton, Tommy, 153 
Houston, Champions at, l 06 
Howard, Nigel, 71 
Hoylake, Open at: ( 1936), 196; ( 1967), 

123-5 
Hudson, Robert, 109 
Huggett, Brian, 138, 142 
Humphreys, Warren, 11 9 
Hunt, Bernard, 49, 66 
Hut heon, Ian , 12 1 
II unon, Sir Lconurd , 56, 7 
Hyndman, Bi ll , 88 9, 1'1'1 

lkin, J. 'J' ., 7 1 
l 11g1 :1111s, 111 (> ll SOll , <)/ 

l1 v i11 , A1111 , 1 '/H 
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lrwin, Hale, 155 

Jack, Reid, 78 
Jacklin, Tony, 102, 131, 137-41, 147; 

in Honolulu, 111 - 112; on competi­
tions, 141 

Jacobs, Raymond, 161 
Jacobs, Tommy, 103 
Johnson, Ian, 163 
Jones, Frances (Bobby's d . in-law), 127 
Jones, Robert Trent, 99 
Jones, Robert Tyre (Bobby), 84-9, 98-9, 

107, 121-2, 126, 128, 146, 182, 
196; US Open ( 1930), 79; at St 
Andrew's (1958), 84-5; illness, 87, 
Freedom of St Andrew's, 87-8; 
designs Peachtree, 99 

Jurado, Jose, 123 

Keartland, Basil, 158 
Kelley, David, 116-17 
Kelley, Michael, 121 
Kelly, Gene, as golfer, 135 
Kent, Duke of, 198 
Killarney, Irish hospitality at, 64-5 
Kimber, Ray, 197 
King, Tom, 197 
Kite, Tom, 119 
Kooyonga (Adelaide), 166-7 
Kramer, Jack, 180 
Kruger Park, 158 
Kuala Lumpur, Royal Selangor Club at, 

168-9 
Kushi, Dr and Mrs, 110 

Lacoste, Rene, 178 
Lacoste de Prado, Catherine, 177-8 
Larwood, H ., 71 
Las Vegas, Sahara tournament at ( 196 7), 

109-10 
Latrobe, 100 
Lawrie, Charles, 94; and Margaret, 96 
Lawrie, W. M., 163 
Leglise, Jacques, 148 
Leicester, Earl of, 196-7 
Lemmon, Jack, 133 
Little, Lawson, 149 
Littler, Gene, 112, 143 
Llandudno, 11 5 
Locke, Bobby, 66, 9 1, 1 17, 1 54, 189- 90 

20 

London, W-T moves to, 74 
Long, Gillian (later Mrs Prentice), 43 
Long, Kingsley (The People), No Mean 

City by, 43-4 
Longhurst, Henry, 64, 80, 194; Ic Was 

Good while ic Lastedby, 35; and POW 
article, 3 5, 4 2 

Lonsborough, Anita, 58 
Lopez, Nancy (Mrs Melton), 181 
Lords, Tests at: ( 1934 and 1938), 72-3 
Lost Tree, 129-30 
Lucas, Laddie and Jill, 189- 90 
Lyle, Sandy, 141, 193 

McCabe, S.J., 73; as golfer, 165 
McCormack, Mark, 90, 171 
McCullough, Donald, 121 
Macdonald, E. A., 70, 71 
McGee, Jerry, 175 
MacGregor, George, 120 
Mackenzie, Alister, 99, 159 
McKinlay, Sam (Glasgow Herr;ûd), 42 
Maclachlan, Colin, 23, 27 
MacWeeney, Arthur and Paul, 78 
Mahaffey,John, 144 
Manchester Guardian see Guardian 
Manchester United, 54 
Manheim, Paul, 190 
Margrie, Jim, 36 
Marks, Geoffrey, 119 
Marsh, David, 120 
Marshall, Roy, 71 
Martin, Steve, 121 
Mair, Lewine and Norman, 53, 120-1 
Masters see under Augusta 
Mather, Harold, 53 
May, George, and tournament, 76-7 
Mayer, Dick, 77 
Mays, Willie (baseball player), 82; as 

golfer, 181 
Melbourne, courses of, 159-60 
Melnyk, Steve, 119 
Melton, Nancy Lopez, 181 
Mexico, 103-6; Club de Golf, 103-4; 

Acapulco, 105; Yucatan, 105-6 
Michaels, Jay, 170- 1, 172 
Micklem, Gerald, 78, 94-5, 11 9, 120, 

139, 157, 158; dcfcats Ronnic Wh ite 
(1953),60, 65 - 6; apta in ofRandA 
11 5, 11 8 

IND EX 

Miller, Johnny, 184-5 
Miller, K. R., 71 
Mills, Mervyn, 44-5 
Mission Hills (Palm Springs), 179-80 
Moergerane, 154 
Montague, C. E. (father ofLarry), 52 
Montague, Larry (spons ed. Guardian), 

47-8, 63-4, 93; advice by, 49-50, 
56; character, 52-3, 54; death, 57 

Morgan, Ronnie, 29, 34 
Morris, Tom, 98, 113 
Mori (of Japan), 121 
Muirfield, Trevino beats Jacklin and 

Nicklaus at (1972), 147-8 

Nagle, Kei, 112-13, 159 
Napa Valley, 109; Kaiser Tournament, 

114 
Nelson, Byron, 148 
Neville, Jack, 95, 163 
New Orleans, 97-8 
News of the World matchplay champion­

ship, 46, 62 
Newton, Jack, 155 
Nicklaus, Jack, 32, 94, 96, 114, 124, 

131 , 137, 138, 139, 140, 146, 147, 
157, 171, 182-6; (1953, aged 13), 60; 
( 1957, aged 17), 80; defends Masters 
( 1966), 103; Open at Muirfield ( 1966), 
103; and Grand Slam (1972), 162; 
Turnberry (1976), 185; at Lost Tree, 
129-30; power of, 129; books by, 
108; and Cotton, 188; on Hogan, 109; 
on Seminole, 128; on Trevino, 164 

O'Brien, Danny, 29, 34 
O'Connor, Christy, 64, 142-3 
Olympic Games in Rome (1960), 57-9 
Oosterhuis, Peter 142, 144-5, 179 
Opens, British: Portrush (1951), 54-5; 

Lytham(1969), 131, 137;StAndrews 
( 1970), 138-41 

Opens: winners of both, 146; see also 
US Open 

Oppenheimer, Raymond, 11 8; on 
Wethered, 176 

Ouimet, Francis, 80, 175; funcral of, 109 

Palmer, Arno ld, 87, 89- 92, 99, 122, 
119, 1'17 , 148, 18 ; ( 19 1), 60; los ·s 

to Casper ( 1961 ), 95; at home in 
Latrobe, 99-100, 107; pilots 
aircraft, 109; power of, 129-30; TV 
film of, 170-3 

Parrish, Ted, 170- 1, 172 
Patton, Billy Joe, 78 
Paynter, E., 73 
Peachtree, 99 
Pebble Beach (Monterey), 95, 96, 163; 

Crosby tournament at, 131-3 
Penfold tournament (1957), 115 
Pennink, Frank, 91 , 161 
People, The: free-lance work for, 43-4, 

46-7 
Perowne, Arthur, 88 
Perry, Alfred, 32 
Phelan, Sylvester, 165 
Pickard, Percy, 15-16 
Pignon, Freddie (Daily Mail), 49 
Pine Tree, 128 
Pine Valley (Philadelphia), 79-80 
Pinehurst (North Carolina), 174-6 
Place, Tom, 179-80 
Player, Gary, 91-2, 99, 139, 154-7, 161 , 

184, 188; TV film at Oakland Hills 
of, 171 

Porter, Tom, 167 
Portrush: Open (1951), 54-5; Women's 

(1969), 177-8 
Prain, Eric, 48-9 
Prentice, Gillian (née Long) and John , 

43 
Prentice, Jo Ann, 179 
Preston North End, 54 
Prince of Wales (later Edward VII), 149, 

197-8 
prisoner of war, 18-19, 20-40; and games, 

26-36; golf, 29-35, 42; bridge, 36; 
at Stalag Luft, 111 (Sagan), 27-32; 
at Luckenwalde, 33-8; return home, 
38-40 

Putter, President 's, at Rye, 187 
Pymble, 163 

Radix, Ha rry, 76 
RAI-: W- T cx tcnds comm ission, '13 ; /\i r 

11 istorica l Brunch, 44- 7 
R:111 ki 11 , Ju<l y, 18 1 
Ruy, ï \ d , HO 
l{n·c," M1\iw •I, 1 17 
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Rees, Dai, 46-7, 61, 66, 77 
Renison, William (Scottish artist), 42 
rheumatoid arthritis, 140-1, 163-4 
Rhodes, Wilfred, 72 
Richards, Vivian, 73 
Robards, Jason, 171 
Roberts, Brian (ed. Daily Telegraph), 93-4 
Roberts, Clifford, 103 
Roberts, Julian, 99 
Robertson, Belle, 103 
Robertson, Jack, 46 
Rodda, John, 57 
Rosenbaum, Arthur, 172 
Ross, Donald, 128 
Rowbotham, Denys (cricket corr. Guar­

dian), 46, 47, 50, 53, 62, 75; 
emigrates, 74 

Royal Adelaide, 165 
Royal and Ancient: no women rule, 80; 

see also under St Andrews 
Royal Hobart, 162-3 
Royal Johannesburg, Open at, 154 
Royal Melbourne, 159-60 
Royal Montreal centenary (1973), 121 
Royal Sydney, 163 
Royal West Norfolk see Brancaster 
Rubin, Claudine Cros, 178 
rugby, W-T covers for The People, 46 
rugby league, W - T covers for Sunday 

Express, 51-2 
Russen, Bud, 168 
Ryde Peter (The Times and Country Life), 

74, 79, 102, 110, 178, 179 
Ryder, Norman, 32 
Ryder Cup: (1949) at Granton, 46; 

(1953) at Wentworth, 66-7; (1957) 
at Lindrick, 77; (1967) at Houston, 
109; (1969) at Birkdale, 138; changes 
in, 118-19 

Saddler, Sandy, 119 
Sagan (Stalag Luft 111) golf course, 29, 42 
Sahara tournament at Las Vegas ( 196 7), 

109-10 
St Andrews, Royal and Ancient (R.and A.): 

sends clubs to POWs, 33; Bobby Jones 
Eisenhower T rophy ( 1958), 84; Free­
dom of, ( 1958) fo r Bobby Jones, 87- 9; 
Centenary Open ( 1960), 89, 9 1 

St !oud , Pa ris, 9 1 

.HH 

Saint-Sauveur, Vicomtesse de, 50, 178 
Samson, 32, 34 
Samuel, John (spons ed. Guardian), 93 
San Francisco, 94-5, 149; Crosby's home 

in, 133-4 
Sander, Anne Quast, 94, 178 
Sarazen, Gene, 86, 109, 146, 147, 152; 

Open (1936), 196; at home, 122; 
award to, 175 

Sargent, George, 98 
Sargent, Harold, 98 
Sander, Anne (née Decker), 94, 178 
Sanders, Doug, 103 
Saunders-Griffiths, C . J., 58 
Scott, C. P. (ed. Manchester Guardian), 53 
Selway, Bobby, 134; and Bunny, 189-90 
Seminole, 128, 171 
Sewell, Doug, 78, 80 
Shade, Ronnie, 103-4 
Shannon, Toby, 193 
Shelley, Warner, 79 
Shepperson, A. E., 78 
Shoemaker, Don, 170 
Shore, Dinah, 179, 180-1 
Simms, George, 191 
Simpson, R. B., as golfer, 165 
Singapore, 161-2 
Smith, Frances, 177 
Smith, Sydney, 29 
Snead, Sam, 67, 72, 77, 78, 89, 129, 146, 

175; natura! swing of, 122 
Snideman, Richard, 164; and Helen, 132 
soccer, W-T covers, 54 
Somerville, Sandy, 121-2 
South Africa, 153-8 
Spearman (Harris), Marley, 118, 135 
Spooner, John, 159, 163 
Sport and Country Magazine, 42 
Stackpole, K. R., 163 
Statham, Brian, 70, 71 
Steel, Donald, 161, 163, 164 
Stephens, Jackson T ., 102 
Stevens, Bob, 88 
Stewart, Jackie, 151-2 
Stowe, Charles, 60 
Stranahan, Frank, 61, 63 
Strcit, M ariene, 103 
Stuan, 1-lugh, 11 9 
S 1111day ï i •/1•gmph olfo rs job, 93- '1· 
Sw11 111 011 , Ji111 l ( . W. (crick<: I rn rn:sr ond ..: 11 1 

IND EX 

Daily Telegraph), 93, 167 
Swaziland, Royal, Club, 157 
Sydney (Australia), 163 

T acoma, 94 
Tasmania, Australian Open in, 162-3 
Tate, M . W ., 71 
Tattersall, R., 71 
Tatum, Frank D. (Sandy), 95, 113, 

149-50, 163 
Taylor, Bill (sports ed. Guardian), 93 
T aylor, J . H., 196 
television reporting of golf, 194 
Thion de la Chaume, Simone, 178 
Thirlwell, Alan, 78, 80, 117 
Thomas, David, 103 
Thomas, Norman, 30, 33 
Thomson, Hector, 61-2 
Thomson, Peter, 91, 137, 143, 148, 159, 

166; and Lois, 76; correspondent 
Melbourne Age, 160 

Tilsley, John, 35 
Tolley, Cyril, 63 
Tomlinson, Fred (Manchester Guardian 

and Observer), 20 
Toogood, Peter, 88 
Townsend, Peter, 103, 119 
Trevino, Lee, 139, 146-8, 152, 155, 

164, 166, 181, 196; loses Alcan 
at Portland, 112; TV film at Baltusrol 
of, 171 

Tshabalala, Vincent, 154 
Tyldesley, Ernest, 72 

US Open: (1867), 13; (1913) at Brookline, 
80; (1955and1966), 95; US Women's 
championship at Tacoma, 94 

Valentine, J essie, 177 
Van Diggelen, Peter, 153 
Van Donck, Flory, 148 
Varangot, Brigitte, 178 
Vardon, Harry, 80, 98 
Vare, Glenna Collen, 175 
Verity, H ., 72, 73, 166 
Vicenzo, Robe n o De, 11 2, 123- 7, 137, 

14 1, 149 
Von Nida, Norman, 159 
Wadkins, Lnnny, 11 9 
W:1 dswo r1h , A. I' ., (<·J . (; 111m lia11), 6 

.J) 

Walker, Group Captain (naw Air Chief 
Marshall Sir) Augustus, 44 

Walker Cup: 118-19; (1957) at Mini­
khada, 75, 77, 78; (1961) at Seattle, 
94; (1 965) at Baltimore, 119; (1966) 
at St Andrews, 119-20; (1973) at 
The Country Club (Boston), 122 

Ward, Harvie, 60, 63, 64 
Ward-Thomas, Jean (née Stewart) meets 

and marries Pat, 45, 50; visits USA, 
94, 97, 113; Mexico, 104-6; and 
move to Norfolk, 190 

Washbrook, Cyril, 46, 71 
Watson, Tom, 149, 155, 185, 196 
Webb, Del, 109 
Weatherby, W. J ., 97 
Weetman, Harry, 49, 67 
Weiskopf, Tom, 144, 184-5 
Wellingborough school, 19, 68-9, 70-1 
Werden, Lincoln (N. Y. Times), 109 
Westward Ho! centenary, 142-3 
Wethered, Joyce (Lady Heathcoat Amory), 

98, 176-7, 196-7; award to, 174-5 
Whitaker, Frank (ed. Country Lzfe), 74 
Whitcombe, Charles, 46 
Whitcombe, Reginald, 32 
White, Jack, 168 
White, Ronnie, 65-6 
Whitelaw, Rt Hon. William, 140 
Williams, Andy, 133 
Williams, Eric, and Wooden Horse, 30- 1 
Williams, Michael (Daily Telegraph ), 100, 

187-8 
Wilson, Dick, 128 
Wilson, J. K. , 132 
Wind, Herbert Warren, 78-9, 81 , 99 
Windsor, Duke of, 149; see also Prince 

of Wales 
Winser, Legh, 167-8 
Wolstenholme, Guy, 78, 88-9 
Wood, Hal (spon s ed. H onolulu .!ldver-

tiser), 110 
Woodcock, John, 55, 74, 75 
" Wooden Horse, the", 30- 1 
Woodfull , W. M ., 166 
Wooll ey, F. E., 72 
World A1 las or Golî, 160 
Worl d fo1111pionship (C hic111', \), 1 <) >7), 

76 7 
World Cup (M ·Il>ou1nr , Il)'/), 11>0 



NOT ONL Y GOLF 

Worsley, Assistants championship at 
(1951), 49 

Wright, Alfred (Sports lllustrateá), 85-6 
Wright, Ben, 161 
Wright, D .V. P., 72 
Wright, Jeanette, 177 
Wright, Mickey, 180 

,06 

Wysong, Dudley, 96 

Yates, Charles, 102 
Young, Donna, 181 
Youngs, Gordon, 121 

Zaharias, 'Babe', 178-9 


