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      For Ed Victor
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      FRANCIS OUIMET, Brookline, Massachusetts, 1893–1967
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      PART ONE

      
FRANCIS AND HARRY


      
      
         Golf develops the good qualities of a man’s nature and softens the poor ones. It is a developer and builder of character without
            a peer. It is a leveler of rank and class, where rich and poor meet on common ground. It cultivates patience and endurance
            under adversity and yet keeps alive the fires of hope.
         

         Walter J. Travis

         Keep your head down, and keep your eye on the ball.

         Eddie Lowery

      

      
   

      

      FRANCIS
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      It begins with the simplicity of a fairy tale.

      


      

      A small boy, combing through fields of grass for buried treasure, uncovers a magical talisman: a gleaming white ball, pristine,

         perfectly round, untouched by wear. Two words are emblazoned on its cover: VARDON FLYER. That name, so suggestive of powerful,

         confident, dream-like flight, burns itself into the boy’s impressionable psyche. Placed in a dented tin box that guards his

         growing cache of riches, the VARDON FLYER immediately becomes seven-year-old Francis Ouimet’s most prized possession. A gift

         from an unknown god named Vardon.

      


      

      Geography may be destiny, but in the case of Francis Ouimet destiny may have been more a result of real estate. The day before

         Harry Vardon’s twenty-third birthday in 1893 – the year he entered his first British Open Championship – Francis DeSales Ouimet

         was born in Brookline, Massachusetts, a sleepy Boston suburb. Four years later, his family purchased a modest little two-story

         clapboard house directly across from The Country Club, on a dusty dirt road called Clyde Street.

      


      

      Francis’ father, Arthur Ouimet, a French-Canadian Catholic immigrant, depended upon odd jobs to make ends meet; occasionally

         he’d find them as a coachman or gardener for The Country Club’s affluent members. After six generations in Quebec, Arthur

         was the first of his family to leave Montreal, fleeing the oppressive thumb of the English-Protestant majority to seek his

         fortune in America; what he found instead was heartbreak. Uneducated, his English clotted with a thick Quebecois accent, the

         best Arthur could manage in Massachusetts was a life of menial labor governed by the subtle but still profound prejudices

         of the nineteenth-century Boston gentry. Bostonians called this wave of immigrants ‘Frenchies’, consigning them to servile

         positions that the city’s second-generation Irish no longer considered suitable to their rising station.

      


      

      After establishing himself on Brookline’s lower margins, at the age of twenty-eight Arthur Ouimet fell in love with and married

         a beautiful Irish girl named Mary Mahoney. Three years later Mary died in childbirth and their sickly child, named Joseph

         after Arthur’s father, followed her in death only ten weeks later. The disaster scarred Arthur for life; from that point onwards

         he was described only as a cold, hardworking man with a hot and ready temper. He married again in 1888, to another Irish lass,

         twenty-seven-year-old Brookline native Mary Ellen Burke. Although a warm, loving and infinitely patient woman, for Arthur

         this second marriage exuded less romance than an air of nineteenth-century practicality, creating a family in order to solidify

         his economic standing. Within eight years Mary gave him four children: Wilfred, the oldest by three years, then Francis, a

         daughter Louise, and finally Raymond, the youngest, born in the house on Clyde Street that Arthur had bought that year. Haunted

         by nightmarish visions of sliding back down into abject poverty, Arthur had nevertheless put enough aside to buy some of the

         vacant land behind the house as well. They raised chickens, grew vegetables and sank their own well. Convinced by their father

         of the hard necessity of contributing to the family’s welfare, their oldest son Wilfred began to caddy at The Country Club not long after the Ouimets moved into their new home.

      


      

      The house on Clyde Street sat directly across from The Country Club’s seventeenth fairway and green – the sight Francis woke

         to every morning outside his second-floor bedroom window. Soon after they moved in, his mother used to routinely find Francis,

         at the age of four, standing across the street and staring at players on the fairway through a stand of beech trees. He didn’t

         know how, he could never later even adequately explain why, but from his first glance Francis found the forms and rituals

         of the game mesmerizing. Golf seeped into his young mind; it may be no exaggeration to say Francis was America’s first golf

         addict who grew up with the game. His family’s earliest recollection of the boy would be right at home in a nineteenth-century

         tall tale, befitting the kind of legends told about Mike Fink or Paul Bunyan; he walked around the house crying for his brother

         Wilfred’s first golf club. When he finally got his hands on it – a cut-down driver, nearly as tall as he was – Francis spent

         countless hours swinging that club in their backyard. He began attending the one-room Putterham School House the following

         year, and discovered a trespassing short cut that traversed The Country Club’s fairways. Francis soon developed an uncanny

         eye for locating lost golf balls on his daily commute, and by the age of seven he had amassed that precious trove he kept

         in the old ginger snap tin under his bed.

      


      

      Francis and his brother Wilfred began their playing careers on the seldom-traveled dirt surface of Clyde Street in front of

         the Ouimet home, digging out holes with the heels of their boots at the base of two streetlamps a hundred yards apart, knocking

         balls endlessly back and forth. Before they made much headway as players they turned themselves into golf course architects.

         When their father brought home a new lawn mower to use on his gardening jobs, the boys waited until Arthur was away at work

         and then appropriated the mower to hack a primitive three-hole course out of the overgrown cow pasture behind their house.

      


      

      The first hole required a hundred-yard carry off the tee over a creek to a small oval green. The second provided a breather,

         a fifty-yard par three. The third returned back across the creek to a circular green they stamped into their own backyard.

         Before long that home green required no mowing at all; they trampled it so often they wore out the grass. Tin cans from the

         family kitchen served as cups. Their equipment consisted of Wilfred’s one club and Francis’ hoard of lost balls. He was fortunate

         The Country Club continually replenished his supply because their training ground demanded unerring accuracy; it consisted

         more of hazard than fairway – marsh, gravel pit, swamp, high weeds. Hitting any ball more than a few yards off-line into the

         unmown wilderness meant kissing it goodbye. Francis said later that as a result of learning the game on this primitive layout,

         every real course he subsequently played, no matter how ragged the fairways or threadbare the putting surfaces, felt as luxurious

         to him as White House lawns and green felt billiard tables.

      


      

      Francis found little companionship at first for his mysterious attraction to the game; American golf was only five years older

         than he was, making him both prodigy and pioneer. The same could be said for the club across the street that sparked and nurtured

         his obsession; only a handful of courses in the United States predate The Country Club and few that came into existence afterwards

         ever took to the game with such alacrity. Because they opened their doors in 1882, The Country Club at Brookline makes an

         airtight argument for itself as sui generis; they were a club and it was in the country, hence its members became the first American organization to use the now generically

         applied name for private sporting establishments. But they didn’t start out playing golf. Although The Country Club immediately

         attracted a solid, prosperous membership of Boston Brahmins, the Scottish game was still six years away from setting down

         roots in New England soil; horseracing and riding to hounds were The Country Club’s original organizing interests. The hundred

         acres they acquired for that purpose centered around a half-mile racetrack called Clyde Park that had been in continuous operation since the 1860s. The legal structure of the Club

         allowed its members to assume financial responsibility for an annual racing season that filled the track’s grandstand with

         spectators from miles around at fifty cents a head; with that income underwriting their ambitions, facilities for target shooting,

         archery, tennis, polo, ice skating and curling soon followed. A simple two-story roadhouse and former hotel on a bluff overlooking

         the heart of the property became their clubhouse, and over the years expanded in all directions into the genteel, rambling,

         pale yellow mansion that still plays host to its members today.

      


      

      In March of 1893, two months before the birth of that boy who’d soon be scavenging its fairways, in response to increasing

         member curiosity The Country Club added a rudimentary six-hole golf course that leapfrogged back and forth around the racetrack.

         It was built in its entirety for the modest sum of fifty dollars, which was spent on a few bags of grass seed, sand for primitive

         bunkers, and nine tin cans for holes. When early enthusiasts conducted their first exhibition of the game that spring, golf

         at The Country Club made an astonishing debut, hinting at the magic to come. The first shot struck off the first tee by a

         Mr Arthur Hunnewell ran like a scared rabbit ninety yards to the green and dove neatly into the cup for a hole in one. Since

         no one knew any better, the small crowd who had turned out to watch the proceedings didn’t even react; since they’d been given

         to understand that putting the ball in the hole was the whole point of the exercise, they just assumed this was business as

         usual. Arthur Hunnewell played golf passionately for another thirty years. He never scored another ace in his life.

      


      

      Golf attracted so much interest so quickly that within months The Country Club expanded its course to nine holes. Twenty sheep

         were imported from Devon, England, to keep the fairways clipped. Soon afterwards the club’s first professional, Willie Campbell,

         arrived from Scotland and was paid the princely sum of $300 a year. Demand for golf lockers became so great they had to be

         assigned by lottery. Friction resulted; on two holes where the course intersected the bridle path the Club’s equestrians complained they were frequently attacked by flying balls.

         Players hooked on golf openly defied their state’s ancient Blue Laws forbidding the playing of games on the Sabbath. After

         complaints that golf was corrupting morals by emptying local churches, over thirty members were arrested and hauled off the

         course one Sunday after a busybody neighbor called the cops. When the neighbor died before the case ever went to court, the

         charges were dismissed. Not long afterwards, with a push from Brookline’s influential membership, the Massachusetts legislature

         quietly removed the Sunday ban. By mid-decade, The Country Club needed more golf course to accommodate its burgeoning roster

         of players; they purchased some adjacent properties and built eighteen new holes that threaded their way through verdant countryside

         adorned by granite outcropping and stands of mature hardwoods. Only one of the original nine holes survived: The par three

         seventh. No architect was hired – a few already existed but members didn’t feel that expense was justified. The Club already

         possessed the most important prerequisite for a great golf course: Varied and interesting ground. Although they did bring

         in drivers and mule teams to move a little dirt around and make these new holes more challenging than their predecessors,

         for the most part the course was laid out exactly as the land presented itself. At a cost this time of $5000 the new course

         was completed and ready for play by October of 1899.

      


      

      Brookline’s golfers stood at the forefront of the game’s vanguard. The Country Club participated in the first American inter-club

         matches held in 1894, in the process joining Shinnecock Hills, the Chicago Golf Club, St Andrews in Yonkers, New York, and

         the Newport Country Club, Rhode Island, to form the Amateur Golf Association of America. The group soon changed their name

         to the United States Golf Association, the birth of the game’s governing body. The following year, in 1895, the USGA conducted

         the first United States Open Championship in Newport. The game caught on with the east coast’s upper crust like birthday cake;

         it was fun, it was outdoorsy, it could be, if socially required, co-educational and it nearly qualified as exercise. Businessmen quickly found it an ideal recreational vehicle for the social lubrication so vital to the flow of commerce.

      


      

      Before long the country’s most successful sporting goods manufacturer, A.G. Spalding & Brothers, examined the new game’s potential

         and smelled money. After pitching the Boston Nationals to five pennants, in 1876 Albert Spalding had opened a Chicago emporium

         to sell bats, baseballs and gloves to America’s first generation of baseball fanatics, and he soon turned this single outlet

         into the first nationwide sporting goods chain. Eager for new worlds to conquer, in 1894 Spalding introduced a line of golf

         clubs, and before long he had bought a foundry to handle the upsurge in orders. Four years later he plunged into the golf

         ball business, buying the rubbery raw material, gutta-percha, in bulk and molding a ball he marketed as the Spalding Wizard

         at his own factory in Chicopee, Massachusetts.

      


      

      A company that early on and ever since has understood the importance of marrying a sports product with a glamorous name, in

         spring of 1900 Albert Spalding identified the one man in the ascendant game to whom he was willing to tie his company’s fortunes.

         Spalding wasted no time making his move. He cabled the golf club at Ganton, Yorkshire, England, to extend to their resident

         professional, 1899’s reigning British Open Champion Harry Vardon, an invitation to make a barnstorming, all-expenses paid

         exhibition tour of America, in support of a new, state-of-the-art golf ball.

      


      

      He planned to call it the ‘Vardon Flyer’.


   
      
      HARRY

      [image: image]

      
      Why do sports fans, or even people with faint interest in the game itself, get so worked up about professional golfers? The
         adoration of athletes in every other sport is easy to decipher; their physical gifts astonish us; our jaws drop at their defiance
         of earthbound limits; their triumphs over obvious adversities – pain, injury, the clock, father time, determined opponents
         – hardly require explanation to a child of five. But golfers? They arouse passionate feelings while engaged in what appears
         to be nothing more than a meandering stroll, interrupted by minor, repetitive exertion. Most modern professionals exhibit
         on the course all the hot-blooded zeal of an accountant double-checking his books over a cup of chamomile tea.
      

      
      But the ones who come along once in a generation, immortals who transcend the game’s pedestrian boundaries, hook us by the
         soul and inflame our imaginations like a holy figure. Unlike the stars of other sports, golf’s great ones inhabit a world
         we readily recognize. With no stadium walls to separate us we share their stage with them; they go about their work while
         walking among us, dressed in casual Friday clothes. Physically they conform almost exactly to our idea of average while at the same time embodying an irresistible human ideal; the unyielding
         pursuit of perfection, and its occasional attainment, under pressure that could crush a nuclear sub.
      

      
      Although golf’s first four centuries offer a parade of legendary figures, they pass before your eyes like shadows, remote
         and insubstantial as seaside mist. The first individuals remembered for the quality of their golf aren’t the refined gentlemen
         amateurs of Stuart Scotland who invented the game on the seaside links for their own amusement, but the first generation of
         pioneering professionals eking out a living from the back of a tool shed. Not unlike boxers, the first wave of golf pros used
         the sport to elevate themselves from lives of gnawing poverty. The earliest nineteenth-century photos from the Scottish links
         show us groups of men dressed like hobos, armed with primitive tools bearing enigmatic names like cleek or baffie, traversing
         rugged landscapes that resemble nothing the modern eye associates with golf. They don’t invite examination; grim, closed faces,
         fringed with shaggy Amish-style whiskers and a shiver of Old Testament fortitude, Ahabs in pursuit of some landlocked whale.
         Stoic, proud, self-reliant, long-suffering; now that, my friends, is a golfer.
      

      
      A handful of them advanced their games far enough to still be remembered today. Three men from St Andrews, Scotland, dominated
         the era: Alan Robertson, Old Tom Morris and his tragic son Young Tom, who dropped dead from grief at the age of twenty-four
         after losing his wife and child to a cholera epidemic. Between 1830 and 1870 this pioneering trio virtually invented the role
         of the modern golf professional, and along the way gave rise to the sports most enduring tradition, the British Open Championship,
         contested for the first time in 1860. Hundreds of others followed their trailblazing footsteps into the profession, many of
         them brilliant players. One name towers above the rest. Little argument comes from any quarter to dispute the fact that Harry
         Vardon was the greatest of them all. Exactly what forces drove the man to such unprecedented levels of perfection are not
         hard to discern; as far as overcoming misery and suffering was concerned, no one had further to travel than Harry Vardon.
      

      
      The tired truism that France has never produced a great golf champion is only a half-truth; Harry Vardon’s mother Eliza was
         French. Although Jersey lies just fifteen miles west of the coast of France and eighty-four miles south of the nearest English
         soil, it has existed under English authority since William the Conqueror crossed the Channel in 1066. The islands are governed
         by England’s Hampshire county, under the religious auspices of the Episcopalian diocese of Winchester, and most of its citizens
         speak both English and French. Shipbuilding, potato fields and dairy farms were its leading nineteenth-century industries.
         During the next century Jersey became better known for a more exotic and completely unanticipated export: Championship professional
         golfers.
      

      
      In 1865, Harry’s father Phillip had migrated down from London to work as a carpenter in the thriving Jersey shipyards; flush
         for a time, he married Eliza, a local Catholic girl. Their first child, Harry, was born within a year; seven more children
         followed him in annual succession. Halfway through this impressive run of the Vardon production line, the volcanic rise of
         the steamship sent England’s wooden shipbuilding industry into precipitous decline; the Jersey yards, and the local economy
         that depended on it, collapsed almost overnight. After being laid off Harry’s father struggled to make ends meet as a local
         handyman, angry and resentful at the raw deal the world had handed him. The family’s fortunes plummeted.
      

      
      When Harry was seven years old, the same age as Francis when he found his Vardon Flyer, he awoke one morning to an incomprehensible
         vision outside his bedroom window: Six English gentlemen in frock coats and stovepipe hats measuring the sandy seafront waste
         behind his house with surveyor’s tools. Harry’s mother, curious and a bit fearful, ordered Harry to run outside and ask these
         strangers what they were up to. ‘There’s a golf links going in here, laddy,’ he was told. Reluctant to question the man further,
         Harry had no idea what ‘golf links’ meant. Six months later, three weeks before they broke ground, developers evicted the Vardons from their shack on the southern coast
         of Jersey to make way for the construction of the Royal Jersey Golf Club, a playground for the British leisure class to ply
         their exotic new pastime. Harry and his brothers were forced to carry their few possessions away from the only home they’d
         ever known, into the shanties that crowded the streets on the wrong side of Grouville. The year was 1877. Staring young Harry
         in the face was a negligible life as a manual laborer, until the same cloud that had dimmed his horizons let through a pale
         ray of light: When the Royal Jersey Golf Club opened in 1878, Harry’s father ordered him to seek employment there as a caddie.
         The boy’s only other option was to continue spending his free hours gathering seaweed from the beach to sell as fertilizer,
         twelve pounds to the penny. Harry decided he’d rather carry gentlemen’s golf clubs, whatever that meant.
      

      
      Slowly the game captivated him. He watched the better players closely and mimicked their moves on the sly, building a swing
         of his own that incorporated the best of what he’d taken in. Inspired to experiment, Harry carved a primitive club from the
         branch of a hawthorn tree, hammered a square of tin onto its face to create a uniform striking surface and practiced at night
         with an oversized marble as his ball. Harry’s younger brother Tom, now a fellow caddie, took to the game with equal enthusiasm
         and together they contested imaginary championships played in some distant, impossible future. The game became the repository
         of their dreams, and the only tangible form for their visions of escape.
      

      
      At the age of twelve, his father now drifting toward despair as the family spiraled deeper into poverty, Harry was forced
         to forego what little formal education he’d been allowed to work on a nearby dairy farm; his two shillings a week for sixty
         hours of cold, menial labor went directly into his mother’s pocket before his father could pour it down his throat. Caddie
         work was now confined to weekends. He looked forward to the fresh sea air and the warmth of the sun on his face, but Harry
         was often so exhausted by Sunday that he fell asleep standing up, leaning on the clubs, while his gentlemen golfers putted on the greens.
      

      
      Two years later the Vardons’ financial straits caught another down draft, and now Harry’s farm wages fell short of the family’s
         dire needs. Creditors hounding their door, drunken rages, whispered nighttime conversations; some primitive survival instinct
         told Harry his precarious status was about to plunge down a rabbit hole of its own. A week later Harry came home to find his
         mother packing his clothes into a bundle. When he asked her what was going on, she tried to put on a bright face as she held
         up a freshly washed servant’s uniform and broke the news – his parents had bound Harry over into domestic service as a wealthy
         doctor’s houseboy. ‘How long?’ he asked. She couldn’t look him in the eye. ‘Three years,’ she said.
      

      
      His bundle draped over his shoulder, the next day Harry walked across town alone to the doctor’s front door. A butler directed
         him to the servant’s entrance where he was shown to his room, a windowless closet below the stairs. The doctor, a friendly
         but remote man, treated Harry decently enough; the violence he suffered at the hands of the house’s senior staff was routine
         and severe. In his short and unhappy life Harry had only discovered one source of joy but now even that was denied him: The
         only rounds of golf he played for the next three years took place on moonlit summer nights after his fourteen-hour workday
         had ended; he and his brother Tom would sneak out onto the Royal Jersey links while the rest of the island was fast asleep.
      

      
      When he reached seventeen and the end of the obligation his parents had arranged, despairing for a better life Harry refused
         to continue in the doctor’s house. Cutting himself off from his family’s plans for him, Harry struck out on his own, applying
         for and receiving a position as an apprentice gardener. His new employer, Major Spofforth, a retired military man, happened
         to be the presiding Captain of the Golf at Royal Jersey; his house and gardens adjoined the links. One day the Major returned
         home unexpectedly and found Harry in the backyard swinging one of the Major’s handsome, hand-crafted clubs. He immediately
         ushered Harry out onto a nearby Royal Jersey fairway and ordered him to repeat that swing, this time with a ball in front
         of him. Afraid for his job and unsure of the Major’s intentions, Harry obeyed. The ball flew straight and far.
      

      
      ‘Again,’ said the Major, dropping another ball. Again. A dozen shots later the Major broke into a smile.

      
      ‘Present yourself at the first tee tomorrow morning, Harry,’ he said, walking away. ‘Nine o’clock.’

      
      ‘Why, sir?’

      
      ‘Why? We’ll be playing together. A swing like that. Good heavens.’

      
      The man’s simple kindness pierced Harry to his core; he turned and walked away before the Major could see all the pent-up
         suffering and sadness of his last four years flow out of him.
      

      
      When he arrived at Royal Jersey the next morning, Major Spofforth presented Harry with a full set of hand-me-down clubs. ‘Follow
         me,’ he said. Harry walked out onto the links to play the first complete round of his life; a best-ball match, with the Major
         as his partner, against two of the club’s better players. Tested under competitive pressure from his first tee shot, Harry
         played as if his life depended on it. By the time they reached the twelfth green, within sight of where Harry’s old house
         had stood, the match was over: Harry and the Major had won going away. Determined to repay the Major’s faith in him, for the
         first time Harry undertook a systematic study of the game. More competitive matches followed and within months the Major and
         his protégé were beating every twosome the Club could throw at them. The Major began to cut Harry in on a small percentage
         of their winnings from the lucrative side bets he wagered and cut back on his gardening chores, with the proviso that Harry
         use the extra hours to work harder on his golf. He didn’t have to be told twice. The course whose creation had forced the
         Vardons from their home soon welcomed their oldest son as a rising star. Within two years Harry had worked his way down to
         a single-digit handicap and conquered every player on the island, including Major Spofforth and the Club’s resident professional. He could beat most of the members at Royal Jersey
         while playing left-handed.
      

      
      That spring Harry received a letter from his brother Tom; sharing Harry’s passion for the game, younger by two years, Tom
         had set off for England nine months earlier to see if he could earn a living as a club maker. He had settled for a menial
         position as an assistant greenkeeper but now his news was sensational: Tom had won second prize at a tournament in Musselburgh,
         Scotland. Twelve pounds! Harry had never taken home more than sixteen quid in an entire year.
      

      
      Within a week, at the age of twenty, Harry stepped off Jersey for the first time in his life. He bought a second class ticket
         for the ferry to Portsmouth, then rode the train to join Tom in the north of England. He carried with him all he owned in
         the world; one tattered valise, one set of golf clubs. He accepted the first job that was offered him – greenkeeper at a nine-hole
         course on a private estate in Yorkshire, owned by Lord Ripon, an older member of the House of Lords. Harry’s new employer
         didn’t play the newfangled game himself – he put the course in strictly for the amusement of weekend guests, for whom Ripon
         insisted the largely vacant links be kept in immaculate condition. During the long hours of Harry’s six-day work week he was
         a gardener again. The little time he had to himself in the late afternoons Harry devoted to practice, working his way methodically
         around the course, fine-tuning his swing. Six months later, on the advice of one of Ripon’s weekend golfers who knew enough
         about the game to admire his skills, Harry secured a position as resident professional at a legitimate nine-hole club in Bury,
         Lancashire. Still in charge of course maintenance, his duties now also included giving instruction to members and golf club
         construction and repair. His salary was one pound a week.
      

      
      Between these two jobs, Harry returned to Jersey and married his hometown sweetheart, Jessie. It was a move borne out of Catholic necessity, not choice: Jessie was seven months pregnant. A shy, retiring girl Harry had known for years, she was
         unsure of herself socially, entirely unschooled, intellectually unsophisticated. Sports in general and golf in particular
         held no interest for Jessie whatsoever; she found the game impenetrable and pointless. Given the heights to which Harry’s
         career was about to take him, a more unsuitable life partner would have been hard to construct from scratch.
      

      
      When the young couple’s first child was born soon afterwards the marriage climbed onto more solid ground, but the health of
         the infant boy who carried their shared dreams failed shockingly; after a cruelly slow and painful decline, he died at the
         age of six weeks. Heartbroken, Jessie could not attend the funeral, retreating into inconsolable isolation. Bereft and grieving
         himself, Harry’s hard-won instincts for survival told him life nevertheless must go on, but even after a month nothing Harry
         said or did could persuade his wife to leave the island and return with him to his new job in England. This mournful parting
         defined the pattern their entire married life would follow; Jessie stayed at home while Harry, denied as a man the comforts
         of a supportive family life he’d never known as a child, set off like a bachelor to pursue his solitary dreams. Not so many
         years later, after he had become the world’s most celebrated golfer, Harry wrote down the two words that had sustained him
         throughout those calamitous twenty-one years, delivering him from a life of servitude to his place in the sun: Never despair.
      

      
      Harry found lodgings in the spare room of a kindly, childless couple who lived near his new club in Lancashire. He worked
         long hours ingratiating himself with the members, but his desolate private life now allowed him to develop the most rigorous
         practice regime any golfer in the game’s history had ever followed and no one until Ben Hogan would duplicate. Harry had learned
         the hard way that the only difference between realizing a dream and losing oneself in fantasy was back-breaking work. He spent
         weeks learning the secrets of every stick in his bag, mentally rehearsing every on-course scenario, and assembling an armory
         of shots. Once he felt he’d mastered a club, he moved on to one that gave him trouble, always striving to improve any weaknesses,
         trusting his strengths like money in the bank. A few months later, Harry’s brother Tom accepted a club-making job nearby and
         again became his only companion. A buoyant, lighthearted optimist, Tom had dodged many of the hardships that had fallen on
         his older brother’s shoulders; he lacked Harry’s brooding intensity and prodigious powers of concentration, which made him
         a perfect foil. Tom’s presence rounded the hard edges of his brother’s obsessive drive, balancing his single-minded ambition
         with the gentler virtues of simple human friendship. Together Harry and Tom began to venture out and compete in small stakes
         tournaments around the north of England, playing for pocket money but with one clear goal in mind: To one day compete on the
         game’s highest stage, Britain’s national championship, the Open. Their dream sent the Vardons down a hard, bleak road; professional
         golfers were considered common laborers in Britain, sons of the working class, admired for their playing or teaching skills
         but in the narrowed eyes of the gentry predisposed to drinking binges and petty larceny. Professionals who harbored any hope
         of advancement in the game all lived an itinerant existence, traveling by third class rail and hitching rides on farm wagons
         to remote tournament sites, bunking in cheap rooming houses, eating common meals and frequenting the local pubs. They occupied
         a lowly rung on the social ladder shared by nomadic music-hall performers, a station somewhere between traveling salesman
         and migrant farm worker. Most were rough characters, poorly educated if at all, with thick regional accents that grated on
         upper-class ears. Gentlemen amateurs received warm welcomes as honorary members whenever they traveled to competitions at
         Britain’s private clubs. Visiting pros were looked down on as the hired help, there to amuse the members on the course and
         remain out of their sight off it. It would take another thirty years before this class stigma faded from the sport and professional
         golfers were allowed to eat lunch or even change their shoes in a private course clubhouse in England or America; almost impossible to imagine now in an era of superstar athletes jetting around the globe to multi-million
         dollar tournaments in their customized Gulfstream Vs.
      

      
      After his hardscrabble life on Jersey, these new privations only served to harden Harry’s already formidable hide. Separating
         himself from his fellow wanderers, who were content to live a marginalized existence as long as it supported their golf habit,
         twenty-three-year-old Harry Vardon kept his eye on the sport’s biggest prize. He had converted all those lean, hungry years
         into fuel for the engine of his dreams. Harry had no other marketable skills and almost no education: His future would ride
         on one roll of the dice.
      

      
      After deciding their years of knocking around the game’s lesser precincts had properly seasoned them for the sport’s ultimate
         test, Harry and Tom Vardon entered their first Open Championship at Prestwick in 1893. When he arrived at the first tee, Harry
         found himself assigned to a twelve-year-old hunchback caddie who fed him a steady stream of bad advice about the difficult
         course, then abused him verbally whenever Harry failed to execute his commands to the letter. Harry’s inexperience in championship
         competition made him reluctant to go against his caddie’s counsel, until the twelfth hole when his gut instinct told him the
         boy was dead wrong about the club he’d told him to use. Harry refused to accept the offered club, hit his own selection to
         within six feet of the pin and drained the putt for birdie. His peculiar little caddie fell into a permanent sulk and refused
         to speak to him again. Whenever they reached Harry’s ball, the boy held out the golf bag, let Harry pull out his own weapon
         of choice, then turned his back as if he couldn’t bear the sight of him. Harry dropped out of contention during the third
         round, but the pure quality of his shot-making turned the head of everyone who saw him play. When he completed play, no less
         august a presence than Old Tom Morris, the acknowledged godfather of all professional golfers, quietly took Harry aside to
         commend him on his swing and his level of play. For a novice competing in his first Open, this simple kindness meant more to him than all the trophies in the world, but as far as Old
         Tom Morris was concerned his gesture was far from a casual act. With a master’s eye he had recognized in young Harry the first
         worthy successor to the legacy handed down to him through Alan Robertson, the royal lineage of the game’s immortals that had
         come to a halt with the tragic death of Tom’s own son. Twenty years on, with Old Tom nearing his twilight, another heir apparent
         to the throne had appeared. It remained to be seen if Harry would live up to their great legacy.
      

      
      Learning the sport of golf outside the homogeneous Scottish instructional system, Harry attacked the game in a way no one
         in England had ever seen before. Throughout the history of the sport, golfers had been holding the shaft of the club in the
         palm of both hands like a baseball bat. On his own, Harry had come up with an innovative overlapping grip that locked his
         huge, powerful hands into a single unit, delivering a harder, surer strike at the bottom of the swing. His hand-eye coordination
         was so precise he clipped the ball off the turf without taking a divot. The ball obeyed him like a circus animal; fades and
         draws appeared on command and his standard shots flew straighter than bullets. He had developed mastery of what he called
         a push shot; launching a low ball through any kind of wind until it stuck on the green like a surefooted bird. He managed
         all this with just eight clubs in his bag, well below the unlimited number many players used and the rules then allowed. By
         the time he entered his first Open, Harry was already the most accurate striker of the golf ball who ever lived.
      

      
      Harry’s demeanor and methods on the course appeared so deceptively effortless fellow pros began to call him ‘The Stylist’.
         He was the sport’s first dedicated athlete and kept himself in superb physical condition, following a program of exercises
         he determined were specifically beneficial to golf. Although it had been forty years since the introduction of the gutta-percha
         ball, many pros still affected ‘the St Andrews swing’, a closed choppy hack at the ball designed to draw and run the old featherie ball below the stiff Scottish winds. Harry learned the game with
         the solid gutta-percha, moved the ball forward in his stance, squared his feet to it, stood upright and made a powerful, efficient,
         athletic swing that wouldn’t look out of place on today’s professional tour. His tempo flowed as rhythmically as a Strauss
         waltz. His was the first modern golf swing and before long dozens of pros tried to emulate his elegant, musical move at the
         ball. So many others soon began mirroring his innovative way of holding the club that they soon began calling it the ‘Vardon
         grip’.
      

      
      In addition to ‘The Stylist’, Harry earned another nickname on the course: ‘The Greyhound’, a reference to the relentless
         way he gained ground when coming from behind in a match. No one who held a lead in front of Harry ever felt secure and this
         can be attributed to the one quality none of his admirers ever duplicated, hidden so thoroughly as it was behind his gentleman’s
         manner: Harry Vardon’s mental toughness. After the childhood he had endured, any misfortune that befell him on a golf course
         was literally a walk in the park.
      

      
      Another precocious English talent named John Henry Taylor made his Open debut in 1893. Known to his friends as J.H., a year
         younger than Harry and like him the son of a manual laborer, Taylor grew up caddying and playing at Royal North Devon, also
         known as Westward Ho!. Designed by Old Tom Morris, the course was England’s first true seaside links. Taylor had developed
         an idiosyncratic flatfooted swing and derived considerable power from his heavily muscled legs; his thighs were so thick he
         couldn’t cross one over the other and finding trousers to fit them presented a constant challenge. By 1893 Taylor had already
         risen to a job as professional at Winchester, one of the finest English clubs. Like Harry, as a teenage boy he had also endured
         a stint of Dickensian domestic service but his nerves had suffered from the experience more than the sturdy Vardon’s; although
         a ferocious competitor who asked or gave no quarter, Taylor was subject to black periods of self-doubt and plagued by chronic digestive disorders. A taut, high-strung terrier to Harry’s sleek coursing hound, the two ex-caddies realized they
         had a lot to talk about and struck up an immediate friendship.
      

      
      The following year, in 1894, the presiding figures of the Royal & Ancient Golfing Society expanded the rota for a British
         Open. They announced that for the first time in its thirty-four-year history the tournament would take place outside of Scotland,
         at Sandwich, Kent, on the links of St. George’s. One of the first seaside courses in the south of England, St George’s was
         a worthy addition; the lush texture of its velvety turf resulted in the perfect lies players dream about. Harry improved to
         a fifth place finish in his second Open Championship, but he watched fellow Young Turk J.H. Taylor dominate the field, win
         the tournament going away and become the first Englishman to ever break the Scottish stranglehold on the Claret Jug. Harry
         paid close attention to how the victory transformed his friend’s life: Taylor’s home club immediately doubled his salary and
         increased demand for private lessons tripled it. Appearances in exhibitions all over Britain came his way, along with regular
         invitations to participate in high-stakes challenge matches. He was even asked to lend his endorsement to products from golf
         balls to beer, a new phenomenon in sports and one that cash-poor professionals were only too happy to embrace.
      

      
      In 1895 J.H. Taylor proved his first Open victory was no fluke by successfully defending his title, this time on Scottish
         ground, mastering the sterner test of St Andrews; Harry took a step forward as well, leading the tournament after the first
         round. The Scottish press fell into despondency; it was one thing for an Englishman to capture the Open while playing in England,
         but at St Andrews, their sport’s holiest shrine? The infidels had sacked Jerusalem. To these journalists’ minds Taylor’s second
         win foretold evil portents for golf’s future north of the Tweed; the man who would soon embody their worst fears was already
         in plain sight. Harry ended up finishing ninth in the Open that year, tied with his brother Tom, and it’s a curious note in
         Vardon’s career: He never developed a feeling of religious awe for the Old Course. For some reason Harry was unable to articulate, he never won on the Royal & Ancient’s home turf; St Andrews just didn’t suit
         his game.
      

      
      In early 1896 Harry climbed another step up the professional ladder and accepted a job at a club in Ganton, Yorkshire. Ganton’s
         five-year-old course, a future Ryder Cup site, had been recently redesigned by Dr Alistair Mackenzie, a surgeon in the British
         army during the Boer War who would go on to create American masterpieces at Cypress Point and Augusta National. It was one
         of England’s first heathland clubs, built a few miles inland from the sea, a departure from the traditional links that pointed
         toward a more diverse future for the game’s architecture.
      

      
      Although Harry hadn’t yet won the British Open, he had tested himself in the game’s crucible, enabling him to assess the quality
         of his competition with a cool, dispassionate eye. He was now privately convinced that the only man standing between him and
         the championship was his good friend J.H. Taylor. He’d also spotted a flaw in Taylor’s psyche he believed he could exploit:
         J.H. was a self-assured front-runner who played best when he ran out in front of the pack. Get him into a street fight and
         Harry suspected the tightly wrapped Taylor’s abrupt, angular swing might fall off its hinges. He asked the members of his
         new club at Ganton to offer Taylor a challenge match to be played on Harry’s home course three weeks before the 1896 Open.
         Eager to draw attention to both the course and their promising young pro, the members at Ganton agreed, and Harry’s friend
         Taylor accepted. Newspaper coverage of the defending Open Champion going against one of the game’s rising young players turned
         the match into a major event.
      

      
      A confident J.H. Taylor arrived at Ganton only the day before their match. Confident he had Harry’s number, Taylor decided
         against playing a practice round on the unfamiliar course. On May 14th, 1896, Harry and Taylor teed off in front of a sizeable partisan crowd; Harry shook Taylor’s hand on the first tee. He didn’t
         say another word to him until they walked toward each other on the eleventh green, when Taylor shook Harry’s hand to congratulate him. The match was over and Harry had won 8 and
         7, leading by eight holes with seven left to play. Harry Vardon had just wiped the floor with the defending two-time Open
         Champion.
      

      
      J.H. Taylor was no slouch; he won five British Opens before he was through, a French and a German Open as well, became one
         of the founding fathers of the Professional Golfer’s Association and captained the second British Ryder Cup team. After caddying
         at Royal North Devon as a boy Taylor was elected the Club’s President in 1937, thus becoming the first man to complete the
         arc of the professional’s social ascendance. A prodigious talent by any era’s standards, he was about to be surpassed by an
         even stronger player while still in his early prime, a turn-of-the-century Palmer to Vardon’s Nicklaus. Taylor lived until
         1963 and many years in the future, having personally watched and evaluated every major player to come on the scene for over
         seven decades, including Hogan and Nicklaus, his admiration for Harry Vardon never wavered.
      

      
      ‘Little did I guess when playing him at Ganton,’ Taylor later wrote in his entertaining autobiography, ‘that I was playing
         a man who would develop into – in my solemn and considered judgement – the finest and most finished golfer the game has ever
         produced.’
      

      
      Three weeks later the Honorable Company of Gentlemen Golfers – the game’s oldest organization, predating the Royal & Ancient
         Golfing Society of St Andrews by a decade – hosted the 1896 Open Championship at their new digs in Muirfield, east of Edinburgh.
         After fleeing an overcrowded course at nearby Musselburgh, the Honorable Company bought a sodden pasture that housed a primitive
         eighteenth-century links and almost overnight transformed it into one of the world’s classic tests.
      

      
      As all major tournaments were for decades to come, the British Open was still being played over just two days, with two rounds
         on each day. Harry finished the first day at Muirfield six strokes behind defending champ Taylor, who sprinted out to his
         signature early lead. Denied the use of the members’ clubhouse, the sixty-four competing pros were ordered to change their shoes and
         clothes in a rough wooden shed on low ground near a swampy cow pond. Unwilling to risk leaving their clubs in the shack unattended
         over night, both Vardon and Taylor carried their bags back to a nearby boarding house. Following his formula for success at
         Ganton, Harry kept his own counsel and didn’t speak to Taylor all night, who in the morning admitted to a sleepless night.
      

      
      On the Open’s second day Harry shot 78 in the morning round to Taylor’s 81, erasing half his lead. In the afternoon the wind
         kicked up and the increasingly nervous Taylor posted another 81, but the wind was affecting everyone’s game and Taylor walked
         into the players’ shack still holding a slim lead. When Taylor heard that Vardon was mounting a charge he made his way to
         the back of the eighteenth green to watch him finish. Harry stepped to the difficult 447-yard home hole needing a birdie three
         for an outright win; a par would secure a tie with Taylor. Harry’s perfect tee shot took a cruel bounce off the fairway into
         light rough on the right. To reach the green in two and gamble for the win he’d have to carry a treacherous bunker that stretched
         fifty yards in front of the green, a dangerous reef on which more than one championship hope had foundered. Bearing no resemblance
         to the groomed, beachy sandboxes found on courses today, bunkers in 1896 were rough, untended waste pits cluttered with rocks
         and loose debris. As he stood over his second shot, Harry’s victory in his challenge match with Taylor determined his strategy.
         Confident he could handle his friend in a two-man play-off, Harry laid up short of that bunker, chipped onto the green and
         coolly sank a ten-footer for the tie.
      

      
      Their thirty-six-hole play-off for the Open Championship would have to wait a day; another tournament had long been scheduled
         at nearby North Berwick on the following morning and both Taylor and Vardon had committed to appear. Reserving himself for
         the next day’s play-off, a relaxed Harry finished ninth at North Berwick, and came in delighted to see Taylor still grinding out on the course. Unable to curb his fierce competitive instinct, Taylor had pushed into a tie for first place and
         a nine-hole play-off. He eventually prevailed and won eight pounds, but at a spendthrift cost of nervous energy he could scarcely
         afford to waste. Another promising omen for Harry; before his morning round he happened across a derelict putter in the North
         Berwick pro’s shop and liked the way it felt in his hands so much he asked the man to reshaft it for him while he played.
         The only part of Harry’s game that ever came in for criticism was his putting, and then only in comparison to the rest of
         his golf. When he came off the links late in the day, Harry stuck the newly shafted stick in his bag, traveled back to Muirfield
         that night and slept the sleep of the just.
      

      
      The 1896 Open Championship play-off at Muirfield began at nine the following morning. Tom Vardon caddied for Harry and his
         presence on the bag meant a lot to his brother’s confidence; as a first-rate player himself who knew Harry’s game backwards
         and forwards, no one had a better ability to offer perfect advice at precisely the right moment. Tom was also the only human
         being the passionately self-reliant Harry ever listened to or confided in about golf, marriage and whatever fell between.
         Their relationship transcended sibling differences; they were a team, Jerseymen against the world, and this was the most important
         day of their lives.
      

      
      Harry showed up ready; he quickly ran out to a six-stroke lead on the front nine, but Taylor cut it back to two as they finished
         their first eighteen. According to the opinion of at least one reporter, the outcome of the championship was settled during
         lunch. In front of a crowd of five thousand people, laughing and chatting with anyone who happened by, a preternaturally serene
         Harry sat down to a hearty steak and a beer. Watching him from a distance, his stomach in knots, the fretful Taylor could
         barely wash down a digestive biscuit with a cup of weak tea.
      

      
      On the first hole of the afternoon round, Harry knocked his tee shot over Muirfield’s encircling wall, out of bounds. Taylor
         birdied. All square. Instantly putting the setback behind him, Harry never lost his faint little smile – ‘It’s gone, no use worrying,’ he said quietly to Tom, as they moved to the second
         tee – while the gasping Taylor looked like he was about to blow a gasket. Three holes later Harry had his two-shot lead back
         and he held on to it tenaciously until the seventeenth. Both men reached the par five’s green in three, thirty-five feet above
         the hole, Vardon’s ball lying just inside Taylor’s. Taylor’s putt ran straight for home but skidded to a stop an inch shy
         of the lip. Having seen the line, Harry stroked his castaway putter and rammed his ball past Taylor’s into the back of the
         cup. Birdie four. Three-stroke lead, one hole to play. Filled by a calm he later described as eerie, Harry stepped to the
         eighteenth tee and nailed his drive down the middle of the fairway. Forced to go for broke, Taylor went for the green on his
         long second shot, bunkered himself and ended up taking six. Harry played smart, laid up short of the bunker, chipped on and
         two-putted for a five. The crowd erupted. Harry Vardon had won the Open Championship.
      

      
      His brother Tom ran over and embraced him, tears in both their eyes. They clung to each other, neither able to speak; the
         prayer Harry had offered years before for escape from obscurity on Jersey had been answered. Harry had written down some words
         he planned to speak at the presentation ceremony, but when they handed him the Claret Jug, and he held his sport’s highest
         trophy in his hands for the first time, all the feelings he never gave expression to on the course or elsewhere in his life
         so overwhelmed him that Harry could only whisper a hoarse, simple, ‘Thank you’.
      

      
      Harry’s name joined the list of greats on the Claret Jug and he took home thirty pounds in prize money, the largest single
         sum he’d ever received. He hung that vagrant putter he’d rescued from North Berwick over his mantel at home but he never played
         with it again. The privileges of championship followed in short order. Besieged for lessons on his course at home, invitations
         for lucrative challenge matches also poured in from around the country and within months he quadrupled his base salary.
      

      
      Success became Harry; he dominated nearly every event he entered during the ensuing year and as word spread about his achievements, as would happen later with Arnie or Tiger, larger
         crowds than golf had ever seen before began showing up just to watch Harry Vardon play. Instead of dingy rooming houses he
         could now afford to spend all those lonely nights on the road in first-class hotels. His dark good looks and athletic form
         began gracing a variety of advertisements, none of which hurt his standing with a growing legion of female fans. Perhaps sensing
         a threat in the wind, five years after he’d left her on Jersey his wife Jessie finally agreed to join him in England; they
         bought their first house a short walk from his club in Ganton. Harry’s moment had arrived and he put an iron grip on it; driven
         by the specters of poverty he’d struggled so fiercely to escape, he was on his way to becoming the wealthiest professional
         golfer his sport had ever known.
      

      
      ‘The Stylist’ exhibited a sense of fashion that extended beyond his golf game. Annoyed at the way his trouser legs bunched
         and muddied during a round, and feeling pinched by golf’s traditional tweed jacket, Harry assembled an outfit better suited
         to facilitate his fluid swing. In early 1897, on the first day of a tournament in Northern Ireland, he walked out to the first
         tee and unveiled his creation: A natty Norfolk jacket with a red rose in his lapel, braces, white shirt and tie and a pair
         of knickerbocker trousers buttoned over knee-high woolen socks. He patiently explained to non-plussed reporters that the braces
         reminded him to keep his shoulders square and upright, while the short trousers, long considered suitable apparel only for
         preteen boys, kept his cuffs from dragging through the dirt. (They’re now known as ‘plus-fours’ because they reach the knee,
         plus four inches.) The rumpled Scottish professionals grumbled that the dapper Vardon was putting on airs, trying to show
         them up; local Irish papers wondered if he’d lost his mind. Harry smiled through it all and suggested that the Scots might
         find a similar level of comfort if they wore kilts, then went out and lapped the field, winning the tournament by eleven strokes.
         Harry wore an identical outfit onto the links for the rest of his career. Within a year, plus-fours lined the shelves of nearly every British
         golfer’s wardrobe.
      

      
      Harry enjoyed the camaraderie of the locker room and became unfailingly popular with his fellow pros; they considered him
         the very model of a man’s man. Every one of those competitors also knew that out on the course Harry’s only purpose was to
         crush them into a fine dust; when pressure mounted in a match Harry could reach down and engage a gear no one else seemed
         to possess. His concentration was so complete he seldom spoke during a round and played with an enigmatic, perpetual half-smile
         on his face so central to his on-course behavior that one writer labeled it ‘Vardonic’. Harry often smoked a pipe when he
         played, which further enhanced his image as a man supremely at ease with himself, regardless of what was going on in his game.
         He appeared never to notice a single shot an opponent made, good or bad, which affected their state of mind a lot more than
         it did his. Remember Jack Nicklaus during his prime on the back nine of Sunday in any major and you’ll catch a glimpse of
         the blue carbon steel in Harry’s spine. Whether by chance or by choice, Harry came into his own equipped with the ideal emotional
         thermostat for this complex and maddening game; always engaged but never upset. That ability to compartmentalize, separate
         emotion from outcome, is part of what separates every champion from the pack. He later claimed, without bragging, that his
         nerves never bothered him during a match, although it’s easier to verify that if they did no one else ever knew it by looking
         at him.
      

      
      A horse cost Harry the 1897 Open; the event was played at Hoylake, near Liverpool, which shared its course with a racetrack,
         a not uncommon mix of sporting pastimes in those early days. On the crucial hole of the final round, his drive went flying
         onto the track and landed in a deep, unnegotiable hoof print. Knowing the breaks of the game required every man to take the
         bad luck with the good, Harry offered no complaint and suffered a double bogey, which knocked him from the race. He finished a quiet sixth.
      

      
      The following year in 1898’s Open at Prestwick, Harry battled Scotsman Willie Park Jr down to the wire. A successful golf
         course architect and relentless self-promoter, Park was a former two-time Open Champion (’87, ’89) and author of the first
         bestselling golf instruction book. Only a touch past his prime, he was also a bit of a crackpot with the braggadocio of a
         professional wrestler.
      

      
      The British Open’s original home, Prestwick remains to this day a monument to the game’s quirky origins: Blind shots, fast
         and bumpy fairways, harrowing pot bunkers and fierce swirling winds. Adapting to the Scottish style on his second try at the
         old links, Harry played smart, conservative golf and trailed Willie Park by two going into the final round. Playing a few
         holes ahead of him, Harry caught Park with a birdie at the tenth. Long before the introduction of scoreboards, young caddies
         ran back and forth across the course keeping players appraised of each other’s score. Quickly made aware that Vardon had matched
         him, Park knuckled down and their tie stood until the eighteenth, a rare par three finishing hole. Harry missed the green
         off the tee, chipped up and drained a testing ten-footer for a final round 76 to preserve the tie. Twenty minutes later the
         tournament’s entire crowd mobbed the eighteenth green to watch Park come in. Jockeying for sightlines grew so intense that
         as Harry walked back toward the green to have a look he found himself elbowed to the back of the pack; they didn’t even realize
         he was there.
      

      
      Park hit his tee shot to the front fringe of the eighteenth green. He faced a makeable twenty foot putt, straight uphill,
         no break; if he sank it Willie Park Jr would win the ’98 Open. Park called his faithful putter ‘Old Pawky’ and his inspired
         work with it on Britain’s greens had always been one of his notable strengths. A hush. Harry turned away and listened. Moments
         later, an animated buzz began but no cheers; Park had left his approach three feet short. As he stepped up to hole the routine
         tap-in and secure the tie, Harry walked away, mentally preparing himself for the next day’s play-off. He stopped cold when he heard that distinctive moan so peculiar to a golf crowd, eight thousand
         voices breaking absolute silence like a single enormous creature that had just lost a bet: ‘Oooohhh!’ Park had choked. As
         if woken from a dream, the crowd around Vardon suddenly realized he was standing there among them and a cheer went up. Harry
         had won his second British Open.
      

      
      His loss seemed to unhinge Willie Park Jr. He declared, insupportably, that the Claret Jug had been stolen from him. Ugly
         rumors circulated that Park missed that last putt on purpose because he had wanted to take on Vardon in the play-off, only
         to then learn that Harry’s supporters in the gallery had lied to him about Harry’s score as Park approached the green, thereby
         cheating him out of the win. After learning that Willie Park himself had generated these damnable lies, Harry didn’t dignify
         them with a response. That only made matters worse.
      

      
      Now proclaiming himself the defender of Scotland’s honor as the birthplace of golf against the upstart Englishman, Willie
         Park began issuing outrageous monthly challenges in Golf Magazine, calling Harry out to face him again in a one-on-one match to settle the imaginary offense. He proposed unheard of stakes:
         One hundred pounds, winner take all. Early negotiations to arrange the contest broke down: Park blamed Vardon, Vardon blamed
         Park. When they ran into each other at tournaments later in the season the Scotsman taunted Harry publicly. Harry somehow
         restrained himself from busting Park in the chops. He had constructed a persona of impeccable civility in response to his
         harsh upbringing, but Harry could not abide boorish disrespect; he answered the insult in print in the pages of Golf Magazine, casually dismissing Park in an interview as ‘not much of a golfer’. Inflated by the press, their dispute escalated beyond
         the personal to one of national pride, with newspapers in Scotland and England each lining up behind their respective champion.
      

      
      It’s more than possible Willie Park started all this breast-beating to boost his off-the-course career; he was the first pro
         golfer to market a personally endorsed line of clubs and balls for department stores and sales of his fifty-six-sided golf ball – the modestly titled ‘Park Royal’ – had gone begging after
         his loss in the Open. (On hot days Park stored his ‘Royals’ in a bucket of ice to keep them hard and round.) In fairness,
         Park’s enmity toward Harry may have been merely a showman’s attempt to drum up brand-name recognition for his struggling product
         line. If that was his reason, Willie Park never let Harry in on the plan; by creating an international incident out of his
         defeat at the Open all he succeeded in doing was turning Harry’s anger to a cold, white flame. Letting Park cool his heels,
         Harry refused to commit to a rematch until after the Open Championship, which in 1899 was to be held at Royal St George’s.
      

      
      By that time, ‘The Greyhound’ had reached cruising speed. Amid the hottest streak of his entire career Harry jumped out to
         a first round 76 at St George’s, led wire-to-wire and breezed to the finish line five strokes ahead for his third Open Championship
         in four years. With the press now dubbing him ‘The Napoleon of Golf’, Harry appeared poised to lead his sport to a popularity
         undreamt of, but first there was the small matter of Willie Park Jr to dispense with. Harry finally agreed to a seventy-two-hole
         challenge match; two rounds at North Berwick – Park’s home course in Scotland – with the finale to follow at Harry’s home
         turf at Ganton. Each man deposited a hundred pounds of his own money – a sizeable chunk of Harry’s net worth – in escrow with
         the editor of Golf Magazine. The press treated the event like a modern heavyweight title fight, and the showdown captured the imagination of both men’s
         nations. Special trains had to be laid on to handle crowds traveling north for the first round.
      

      
      One of Scotland’s oldest courses, hugging a rugged stretch of eastern coastline, the North Berwick links had played a central
         role in the game’s development, without ever inspiring the emotional veneration of St Andrews or Prestwick. North Berwick
         was and forever had been a lunch bucket, workaday layout; tough, honest and plain. Aggressive Scottish partisan fans at North
         Berwick had badly abused English golfers in cross-border matches for years, and friends privately urged Harry not to set foot in front of them without an armed escort. Unwilling to
         back down from anyone, let alone a liar who’d slapped a gauntlet in his face, Harry traveled to North Berwick with only his
         brother Tom, who appointed himself both caddie and bodyguard.
      

      
      Walking the links and discussing strategy with Tom the evening before the match, as they rounded a tall dune a figure suddenly
         appeared in front of the two brothers and hurled a huge horseshoe at Harry’s head. Only his lightning reflexes prevented the
         iron from braining him. His assailant turned out to be a well-known local caddie, a demented eccentric named ‘Big’ Crawford
         who ran the ginger beer concession on the North Berwick back nine. Far from trying to injure him, Crawford claimed he’d wagered
         every penny he had on Harry and was only tossing the shoe over his head to bring him luck. Harry walked back to his rooming
         house with the odd feeling that their bizarre encounter with Crawford might do exactly that, but only after restraining Tom
         from returning Crawford’s horseshoe at a significantly lower altitude.
      

      
      The next morning over eight thousand people flooded North Berwick’s links to watch their opening round. Lined up ten deep
         along the path from the pro shop to the first tee, the hometown crowd cheered wildly when Willie Park appeared. When Harry
         stepped out to follow, a nasty chorus of boos and catcalls greeted him. Harry stopped and stared down the hostile section
         of the crowd. For Scottish golf fans steeped in the game’s tradition even an Open Champion who had the misfortune to be born
         English possessed an aura of majesty; they quieted. Harry smiled and continued to the tee. For the rest of the day, at least
         whenever he held a club in his hand at address, Harry’s dignity, composure and manifest skill silenced the Scottish partisans.
      

      
      Tom carried Harry’s clubs in one of the new canvas bags that had recently hit the market, but Park’s regular sherpa, a red-faced
         old-schooler nicknamed ‘Fiery’, disdained the contraption, bunching the clubs under his arm instead and whipping the appropriate
         stick out in time-honored fashion before his man requested it. Inspired by the crowd’s fervent support, Willie Park played out of his head, driving the ball solidly, dropping
         putts from all over the greens. Instead of folding, Harry displayed his unflappable command of every aspect of his game and
         stood up to Park’s assault. Expecting a donnybrook, the crowd was treated to one of the finest exhibitions of golf Scotland
         had seen since the days of Alan Robertson and Old Tom Morris. The two men halved every one of the first ten holes; both were
         two under par.
      

      
      On the eleventh, after Park split the fairway with a perfect tee shot, Harry stepped up and drilled an equally impressive
         drive. As the astonished gallery looked on, Harry’s ball landed directly on top of Park’s ball, knocking it forward another
         fifteen yards while sending Harry’s sideways into a scraggly, unplayable lie. Cashing in on this uncanny piece of luck, Park
         won the hole and hung on to finish the morning round by that same margin, one up. In the afternoon, Harry finished their initial
         thirty-six leading Park by two holes. Judging by Park’s strutting banty rooster reaction on the eighteenth green, the Scotsman
         apparently believed that any outcome short of a fatal thrashing by the great Vardon represented high moral victory. After
         watching Park cavort around among his adoring fans, Harry first calmed Tom, livid at Park’s unsportsmanlike display, then
         walked off the course with that same thin, enigmatic smile on his lips. His eyes told a different story.
      

      
      When, a few days later, Park and his twenty-man entourage traveled down to Ganton for the return match, Harry made sure that
         the Scotsmen were treated with every courtesy. He arranged first class lodgings and meals and saw to it that a fawning line
         of English journalists paid homage to Park throughout his twoday visit, inflating the self-absorbed Willie until his seams
         stretched. The next day, when the action moved onto the course, the star treatment ended abruptly. Playing at a level even
         he only rarely achieved, from the opening tee to his final putt Harry demolished Willie Park; he won the match 11 and 10,
         bringing the afternoon round to an unceremonious end after only eight holes. When they shook hands at the close Park couldn’t
         even look Harry in the eye. His shocked legion of Scots supporters drifted off the course in an anesthetized silence. The editor
         of Golf Magazine turned over the two hundred pound prize to Harry; Willie Park Jr slipped onto the train back to Scotland that night a broken
         man. Although his success as a golf merchandiser and course architect continued for many years – at one point he traveled
         to America for six months to serve as John Jacob Astor’s personal instructor on his private course – Park never issued a challenge
         match to another golfer in his lifetime. Because of what it meant for both Harry and England, Harry later called his match
         with Willie Park Jr the most important event of his professional career.
      

      
      Having beaten their champion, Harry followed up his victory over Park with a triumphal tour of Scotland, thumping every provincial
         pro he faced on their own home course. During one thirty-six-hole match he holed out from over a hundred yards in both the
         morning and afternoon round – on the same hole. After bearing the brunt of one of these routine steamrollings, a former Scottish
         Open Champion told the press afterwards that going up against Harry would break the heart of an iron ox. As his tour continued
         and their hopefuls fell to Vardon one after another, the Scottish newspapers drifted into progressively deeper anguish; for
         good reason, as it turned out. Although from time to time Scotland would send forth dozens of first-rank players into championship
         competition, their domination of the game they gave to the world was officially at an end.
      

      
      Harry Vardon was twenty-nine years old and stood alone at the top of Britain’s sporting culture. He’d finished the century
         with a performance of sustained excellence the game had never before seen and few champions would subsequently match. One
         writer who covered him throughout this period claimed Harry hadn’t missed a fairway off the tee for two years. During the
         heart of his hot streak Harry reeled off fourteen straight tournament victories, a mark that never has been broken. He won
         more British Opens in the 1890s singlehandedly than all of Scotland’s finest combined, and in doing so concentrated the interest of the English public on the sport of golf like no one man had ever done
         before.
      

      
      As the turn of the New Year ushered in the birth of the twentieth century, Harry’s gaze turned to the west. Out of the blue,
         in the spring of 1900, he received an irresistible offer to make another exhibition tour, designed to promote a new golf ball
         bearing his name, in an even bigger country waiting to be conquered. He took them up on it.
      

      
      Harry was going to America.

   
      
      1900

      [image: image]

      
      Although he accepted Spalding’s offer, and agreed to play with and promote his namesake ball during the tour, Harry declined
         a contractual percentage of sales and instead settled for a flat fee: Two thousand pounds for ten months of work. Since he
         would also be allowed to pocket any purses he won in exhibition matches throughout his travels, this turned out to be a far-sighted
         decision; by the time it was over he would net a small fortune, more than $20,000. Delighted to further Harry’s career, Ganton
         agreed to let their resident pro out of his contract for the tour’s duration. When Jessie predictably refused to accompany
         him on the voyage, Harry arranged for her sister Annie to sail over from Jersey and stay with her in his absence.
      

      
      Amid great public fanfare, and no little grousing in the British press about a mercenary champion selling out to an American
         seductress tossing buckets of money at him, Harry sailed for America on January 27th, 1900. Six days later a mob of American press assaulted him as he stepped off the gangway in New York. The hyperbolic headlines
         they cooked up seemed to suggest a head of state had arrived for a presidential summit. Harry quickly learned to keep his answers short and to the point; brazenly ignorant about his sport, sports writers wrote whatever flights
         of fancy they wanted to concoct about Harry no matter what he told them. He didn’t need to worry since every word they printed,
         fictional or otherwise, turned out to be slavishly favorable. As true then as it is now, New York loves a winner and the public
         backed the news hawks’ intuition that this Brit golfer could be a big ticket item: Harry Vardon sold a ton of newspapers.
         When he played his first exhibition a few days later in New Jersey, during a swirling snowstorm, a crowd of over two thousand
         showed up and followed him every step of the round.
      

      
      Harry’s tour of America plays like one of those feverish headline montages from an old Hollywood biopic. The moment he set
         foot in America he became the best player the country had ever known. By his own estimate he covered over one hundred thousand
         miles by boat, train, horse-drawn wagon and, for one memorable day in Colorado, mule. Public curiosity about the handsome,
         dynamic champ never waned; eager crowds and hordes of press dogged his every step. When he played an exhibition at Van Cortland
         Park in New York, the country’s first public golf course, the Stock Exchange shut down for the day so Wall Street’s hot shots
         could ride up to the Bronx and watch him tee it up. Moguls with a golfing jones on the order of Andrew Carnegie went one better;
         they took Harry out to lavish dinners and picked his brain like scientists searching for the fountain of youth. Local grandees
         threw glittering parties for Harry whenever he rolled into their town; his Spalding tour manager nearly suffered a breakdown
         trying to sort out a social calendar that changed more often than a four-year-old’s mind. Harry never complained. Feeling
         these public obligations were as important a part of his job as the golf, he soldiered on, honoring a remarkable number of
         mind-numbing engagements. As he usually appeared at these affairs with a succession of good-looking babes on his arm, fame
         in America had begun to offer Harry some of the comforts he was apparently no longer finding at home.
      

      
      But golf came first, and here’s how good he was: With the exception of some high-profile singles matches against established pros like current U.S. Open Champion Willie Smith or future
         U.S. and British Amateur Champ Walter J. Travis, every other exhibition he took part in pitted Harry against a city’s top
         two golfers, pro or amateur, playing the better of their two balls, as a team; sometimes three golfers ganged up against him.
         Most of these pros were journeyman Scots, skilled players who’d recently sailed across the pond to accept positions at the
         mushrooming number of American clubs; their keen awareness of Vardon’s reputation back home helped fan the flames of public
         interest wherever he turned up to play. Some of them regarded Harry with such wonder they could barely swing a club in his
         presence; just as many others went out and played the round of their lives against him. Not that it made much difference.
      

      
      On over half of the courses he visited, having never set foot on them before and without time for a practice round, Harry
         Vardon shattered the club scoring record. He took part in eighty-eight matches during his American tour and he lost only once,
         2 and 1, to a pro in Miami named Alex Findlay. Harry can be forgiven this blemish; agronomists hadn’t gotten the hang of growing
         grass in southern Florida yet. This course’s fairways were fashioned out of compressed dirt, with greens made of oiled and
         rolled sand, a semi-tropical mutation the Englishman had never imagined before.
      

      
      Harry himself said that for some reason even he didn’t understand, during this season of his life the world’s hardest game
         became easy for him. He found America’s milder climate delightful, the dry spring heat loosened up his muscles in a way he’d
         never felt before and it seemed to liberate his swing. Shedding his customary Norfolk jacket, he played in shirtsleeves and
         vest, relaxed by America’s relative informality. As the trip gathered steam he began to entertain escapist fantasies about
         shedding the baggage of his past and becoming an American himself. He found the country’s brassy big cities dazzling, the
         variety and scale of the American landscape captivated him and the less class-conscious social atmosphere charmed his working-class
         disposition. For the first time in his life, Harry wasn’t just allowed into private clubhouses – their members threw an arm around his shoulder and welcomed
         him in as an honored guest. His new fans were fascinated by the mechanics of Harry’s golf swing; a nation of go-getter engineers,
         breaking down a foreign technology to mine its secrets. Far from being annoyed at their insatiable curiosity, Harry realized
         America perceived him as the sport’s ambassador and he was only too happy to hold question and answer sessions after his work
         on the course was finished.
      

      
      The only complaint Harry ever voiced had to do with American caddies; he never found one who could begin to measure up to
         the high British standard. During a round in Florida, the only spark of interest his diffident club bearer showed all day
         came when he asked if he could borrow Harry’s niblick to go kill a snake. Another flatly refused to clean Harry’s ball after
         a muddy landing, telling him in no uncertain terms that such menial work was beneath his dignity. Difficult as the absence
         of a useful caddie made his competitive rounds, he reminded himself the game in America was only twelve years old; the former
         caddie in Harry realized that respect for the game’s traditions had not had time to develop in its humblest foot soldiers.
      

      
      During his journey Harry entertained a boatload of lucrative side deals that thickened the engorged lining of his pockets.
         One offer he couldn’t turn down brought him to the sporting goods department of Jordan Marsh & Co., a bellwether Boston department
         store. For a fee so generous he was too embarrassed to ever mention the amount, Harry agreed to hit balls into a net inside
         the store – half an hour hitting balls, half an hour off – from nine-thirty in the morning until five in the afternoon.
      

      
      When Harry stepped out onto the showroom floor of Jordan Marsh on the appointed day he was stunned to discover an eager crowd
         of over a hundred people waiting for him. He greeted them with a shy tip of his cap. A young volunteer teed up his balls from
         a wire bucket and the crowd watched him perform in hushed silence as he drove one perfect shot after another into the net. When the first half hour was over they burst into thunderous applause, and when he exited to take his scheduled break
         the ovation didn’t stop; he felt compelled to come back out for an encore. By that time new faces had refreshed the crowd
         and when he finished his second session the applause lasted even longer. Harry couldn’t for the life of him imagine why anyone
         wanted to watch this monotonous routine that was no more interesting to him than hammering a long row of nails, but these
         folks were so mysteriously aroused by his exotic skill they wouldn’t let him stop.
      

      
      At this point, bored with hitting the driver, Harry took out his niblick, picked out a target and began skying balls toward
         a metal tap in the room’s cavernous ceiling. As each successive shot came closer to hitting its mark, the store’s panicked
         manager ran out to stop him; the ceiling tap connected to the store’s sprinkler system and if he hit it solidly the taps would
         open and the flood the entire ground floor. Harry went back to the driver. Before long spectators jammed every inch of the
         store that offered a glimpse of him; Harry saw kids hanging off the lampposts outside, staring through the windows. A man
         who believed in living up to his agreements, Harry ended up hitting balls for eight straight hours, then fled the store as
         fast as his feet could carry him. (Department store exhibitions eventually became such a common promotional device, and one
         professionals found so demeaning that in 1928 the PGA issued a ruling saying its members would no longer participate in them.)
         Tumultuous applause and cheering followed him for a block. He later found out that within two hours after his appearance,
         Jordan Marsh & Co. had sold out every golf club and ball they had in the store.
      

      
      Somewhere in the crowd that afternoon, with his mother Mary, stood seven-year-old Francis Ouimet. Francis had spied an advertisement
         for Vardon’s appearance in a Boston newspaper and begged his father Arthur for a chance to see the man behind his beloved
         ‘Vardon Flyer’. For the first time in his life, Francis’ runaway love for golf smacked into a wall. Embittered by his inability to break through Boston’s hard-drawn class lines, Arthur’s
         resentments about his stalled station in life dominated his thoughts and he tended them in brooding silence. Although Francis’
         older brother Wilfred always adapted himself to their father’s will, and would pay for it dearly in later life, Francis possessed
         an innate cheerfulness and optimism that Arthur found maddening and inexplicable. Francis was the model of an obedient son,
         but he had come into the world with an irrepressibly sunny spirit that deflected Arthur’s every attempt to grind into him
         his own tragic view of life. Nothing he could do or say to the boy got across his baseline belief; all that awaited an open-hearted,
         unsuspecting soul was cold, hard disenchantment. Arthur flatly refused Francis’ request to see Harry Vardon perform at Jordan
         Marsh.
      

      
      Mary had seen early on the quality of the dreamer in Francis; she knew this drew breath from something she’d always admired
         on her side of the family, the Irish romancer, a poetic softness, and she did what she could to nurture and protect it in
         her son. Wilfred suffered under his father’s harsh discipline and Mary already sensed that some part of his spirit had been
         broken. Not so yet with Francis; she knew he’d learn the harsh lessons of the world soon enough, but in the meantime the dreamer
         in him needed looking after. After hearing Arthur turn Francis down, and seeing the young boy’s disappointment, later that
         night Mary quietly went up to his bedroom. She told Francis she happened to be planning a shopping trip to Boston on the day
         Harry Vardon was making his appearance. If they chanced to pass by Jordan Marsh & Co., Mary was certain she could find something
         the family needed on sale in the home wares section. Francis nearly hit the ceiling; she hushed him. It would have to remain
         their little secret.
      

      
      When they entered the doors of Jordan Marsh & Co. that morning, the sight of Harry Vardon standing before him in the flesh
         created in young Francis a state of spiritual transcendence. Harry’s elegant attire, self-contained manner, the sleek blade
         in his enormous hands repeating a precise, metronomic swing with no visible physical effort; he indeed appeared to be some sort
         of deity, descended from a plane of physical perfection. As Francis watched Vardon’s club carve the same flawless arc through
         the air, ball after ball zooming into the overhanging net, he decided in that moment he wanted nothing more from his life
         than to be just like this avatar in front of him. Staring long and hard at Harry Vardon focused Francis’ childish, unstructured
         fantasies like sunlight through a magnifying glass.
      

      
      Harry interrupted his tour in May at the three-month mark for just long enough to return to Scotland and defend his British
         Open crown at St Andrews. After enjoying a balmy American spring, the cold blustery winds blowing off the North Sea put an
         unexpected chill in his bones. Even chillier after the lengthy absence was his reception at home; although he brought back
         a trunk full of thoughtful gifts and made all the proper gestures of the loving husband, Jessie showed scant interest in his
         scrapbook of American headlines or the colorful stories of this strange new land. A miscarriage earlier in the year had further
         undermined her brittle sense of self; the scope of Jessie’s universe barely reached beyond her home, let alone across the
         Atlantic. She was willing to enjoy all the fruits of her husband’s achievements without showing the slightest interest in
         the excitement they generated in the rest of the world. Although Harry no longer practiced the faith in which he’d been raised,
         Catholic stoicism had equipped him with the capacity to suffer in silence, which went hand-in-hand with the overwhelming lesson
         of his wretched early life. He expected to suffer, period.
      

      
      This was a critical turning point for Harry; standing unhappily in his own living room, his wife again turning coldly away
         from him, the freedom and happiness he’d experienced in America suddenly presented a clear-cut avenue of escape. A new life
         outside of this domestic mousetrap and England’s straight-jacket caste restraints. The idea hit him hard enough to discuss
         it with his brother Tom; Harry seriously considered sailing across the water again and never coming back. Tom was supportive. Harry wavered. His growing success and stature in Britain and his
         deeper need to live within the borders of a life he’d worked so long and hard to build carried tremendous weight. Harry was
         a breaker of sporting records, not social conventions. The moment passed. Instead of pulling up stakes for a new life, Harry
         packed for St Andrews and prepared to defend his title. Jessie hardly noticed. Their deepening estrangement was made even
         more evident by her refusal to accompany him to the third straight Open Championship he’d returned to pursue. Harry left home
         and took the short train trip to Scotland with only his faithful brother Tom.
      

      
      A number of his colleagues remarked upon how tired Harry looked during the Open that year; whether it was the ongoing strain
         of a failing marriage or the rigorous demands of his foreign tour, something had chiseled away at the once indefatigable Vardon’s
         reserves. When he arrived at St Andrews, Harry found his old rival J.H. Taylor laying in wait for him, on the same course
         where J.H. had won his second Open five years before. After the firing of a cannon near the clubhouse, in a tradition that
         gave birth to the one now observed every year at The Masters, eighty-year-old Old Tom Morris hit a ceremonial first drive
         to open the championship, the last Open the father of the game would preside over on his home ground. Retired from tournament
         play now, Old Tom watched and walked along in Harry’s gallery as the two-time defending champion followed him off the tee.
      

      
      Tom and Harry played early in the day and set the pace, but by the end of the first round the determined Taylor had worked
         himself into a tie with both Vardon brothers, and had built a two-stroke lead by the conclusion of the second. Without a strong
         answer from Harry, Taylor found his favorite front-running stride; during the third round the next morning he increased his
         lead to six, then flat out won the 1900 Open with a remarkable 75 at the last, played in a howling wind. Early on in the final
         eighteen Harry whittled Taylor’s lead down to three, but he once again faded during the stretch at St Andrews and had to settle
         for second place, eight strokes back. J.H. Taylor had now caught his friend and rival Harry Vardon on the large career scoreboard;
         three Open Championships apiece.
      

      
      After another brief stay with Jessie and her sister Annie who had now taken up permanent residence in the prosperous Vardon
         household, Harry boarded the ocean liner St Paul to head back to America on June 20th. As summer warmed the northern half of the country, the pace during the second half of Harry’s tour increased: New England,
         New York, New Jersey, Michigan, Colorado, Montreal, Toronto. He played an exhibition every other day, followed by a day of
         travel. The entire country followed his progress; headlines of his exploits regularly appeared in cities Harry never came
         close to visiting. But now Harry Vardon wasn’t the only British champion touring the United States.
      

      
      In August, his win in the 1900 British Open still fresh in the public’s mind, J.H. Taylor decided to follow Harry back to
         America. Taylor had recently purchased an interest in a Pittsburgh factory that manufactured and sold clubs in the States
         and a visit on the heels of his latest victory made sound business sense. He announced a two-month exhibition tour scheduled
         to climax at the U.S. Open in October.
      

      
      On the heels of Harry’s return, newspapers reacted to Taylor’s arrival like the Second Coming. When a babbling cyclone of
         reporters enveloped him as he stepped off the ship in New York, the uneasy Taylor blurted a curt ‘Don’t know’ to every question
         they peppered at him. A man more comfortable in the company of friends and familiar surroundings, J.H. found less to admire
         in America than Harry did. Constant travel aggravated his delicate digestion and the presence of so many strangers increased
         his anxiety. Among Taylor’s stops was an exhibition at The Country Club in Brookline; thirty-six holes of better ball against
         the two best players in Boston. Francis Ouimet spent the entire day across the street watching every shot he attempted, adding
         J.H. Taylor’s to the bank of golf swings he was assembling in his memory.
      

      
      Eager to create a newsworthy controversy, the American yellow press went to work drumming up a feud between the English champions.
         Although they remained spirited rivals throughout their careers, Harry and Taylor were solid friends off the course and never
         spoke a word in anger to each other. To read contemporary American accounts of their time in the States together, however,
         you’d think they’d threatened to eat each other’s children. One reporter claimed he’d spotted J.H. spying on Harry from the
         crowd during an exhibition, disguised in a phoney beard and glasses. Harry was reported to have offered an insane challenge,
         à la Willie Park Jr, to play Taylor mano a mano for the total salary of both men’s entire tour, winner takes all. It was all patent nonsense, willfully designed to draw
         the two men into a challenge match prior to the U.S. Open. For reasons not hard to discern – neither man had much to gain
         and everything to lose by competing against each other before the championship – both refused to take the bait.
      

      
      Even in 1900 there was no such thing as bad publicity. When J.H. Taylor opened his locker at the Chicago Golf Club the day
         before the first round of the U.S. Open, he found inside a courteous note and a box of a dozen balls from Mr Coburn Haskell,
         a bicycle manufacturer from Akron, Ohio. The ball was of Mr Haskell’s own design: A small, solid rubber core surrounded by
         tightly wound rubber threads enclosed by a thin gutta-percha cover. The ball’s inspiration had occurred to Haskell while visiting
         a friend at the Goodrich Tire factory. Waiting in his friend’s office, Haskell had idly gathered up some loose rubber threads
         from the wastebasket, winding them into a tight ball. When the strands accidentally slipped from his hands, the wad of rubber
         shot across the room like a bottle rocket; its violent trajectory caused some synapse in Haskell’s mind to fire up the words
         ‘golf ball’. Two years of persistent experimentation later, Haskell and his partners received a U.S. patent for their ‘golf
         ball winding machine’. Haskell began shipping unsolicited samples to as many top professionals as he could find, hence this
         delivery to visiting British Open Champion J.H. Taylor. His curiosity piqued, Taylor hit a few shots with Haskell’s creation before the next day’s competition. Because his game depended on bulls-eye accuracy,
         the way this new ball jumped off the clubface into its soaring flight, at least thirty yards longer than the gutty, so alarmed
         J.H. that he put the rest of the Haskells, as they were soon to be called, back in their box and left them in his locker for
         the duration of the tournament. Harry, on tour promoting his own well-publicized gutty ball, did not receive a box from Mr
         Haskell.
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