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FOREWORD


 


My introduction to the U.S. Open actually began at the Concord Country Club in Concord, Massachusetts, which never came close to hosting the Open.


I began caddying there in 1963, became caddie master a few years later, and then worked for many years as an assistant to the longtime club professional, Harold Cahoon. Harold became friends with Bobby Jones, who was studying at Harvard following the end of his competitive golf career in 1930, the year he completed the unprecedented Grand Slam by winning the U.S. and British Opens and Amateurs. Jones was never particularly comfortable with his celebrity and liked to come out and play Concord because no one ever bothered him. Through Harold’s stories, I came to appreciate Jones both as a competitor and as a person of uncommon grace and character.


Harold was also a close friend of Francis Ouimet, who, as a nineteen-year-old amateur, beat Harry Vardon and Ted Ray—the great British professionals of the day—in an eighteen-hole playoff for the 1913 U.S. Open at the Country Club in Brookline, Massachusetts, where he had learned the game as a caddie. He was also the winner of two U.S. Amateurs (the first player to win both an Open and an Amateur), played on eight Walker Cup teams, captained two others, and was the first American to serve as captain of the Royal and Ancient Golf Club of St. Andrews.


One blazingly hot and humid summer day in 1964, Harold telephoned me at home and asked me to come right over to the club. He said he had a doubles loop for me with Mr. George K. Whitney and a guest. Now, you should understand that Mr. Whitney was the ideal person to caddie for. Generally, he’d show up at 1 p.m. with his wife, Una, and they’d go out. They raced around the course—typically it would take them under three hours depending on how many groups they played through—and he always gave his caddie a crisp ten-dollar bill, this at a time when an “A” caddie got three dollars a bag.


I arrived at the pro shop and was introduced to none other than Francis Ouimet, a dear friend of Mr. Whitney and still very much a hero in the Boston area. I remember vividly that Mr. Ouimet had a small leather golf bag—a blessing given the heat and humidity—and he had a set of Spalding Elite irons that had been given to him a year earlier to commemorate his victory in the Open fifty years before. They were beautiful clubs that had his signature engraved on each one. On the soles of the irons, instead of numbers, they had old-fashioned names like niblick, mashie niblick, and so on.


Mr. Ouimet was seventy-one at the time, but he still played beautifully. What I remember was his interest in me and his kindness. He asked about my golf game (mediocre) and how I was doing in school (ditto). When we finished, he shook my hand, apologized for not playing better, and thanked me. The pleasure was all mine.


It is said that there is no such thing as a bad Open, and I suppose that’s true. But having said that, I must add that there are some Opens that are better than others. Certainly Harry Vardon’s victory in 1900 would count, since he was arguably the best player in the world at the time. Ouimet’s win in 1913 was one for the ages since he was the first native-born American to win the national championship and was a person of both modesty and grace. Walter Hagen’s wins in 1914 and1919 make the list because he was Walter Hagen. The same goes for Gene Sarazen in 1922. Any Open Bobby Jones won is likely to be on everyone’s list, but his playoff win over Al Espinosa at Winged Foot in 1929 is almost certainly a lock because he sank an impossible putt on the seventy-second hole to get into a playoff. In the years since, thousands of players have concluded their rounds on the West Course by trying to replicate Jones’s feat. Few have. His victory at Interlachen in 1930 was crucial since that was the year he completed the Grand Slam.


Moving into the modern era, you’d have to count Byron Nelson’s victory in 1939, since it was his only win in the Open. The Bobby Jones Rule absolutely applies to Ben Hogan, who won his first of four Opens in 1948 at Riviera. By his own admission, his most emotional Open victory came in a playoff at Merion (most people’s sentimental favorite among Open courses), since it marked his comeback from a near-fatal automobile accident, but his greatest Open win may have come in 1953—the year he won the Masters, the Open, and the British Open—because it came on a brutally difficult Oakland Hills course.


You will notice one name that is glaringly absent from discussions of great Opens: Sam Snead, who never won the Open but finished second three times. That the Slammer never won the Open is one of the game’s saddest asterisks and most enduring mysteries. He often compared the Open to “the girl that got away,” and his failures haunted him.


Tommy Bolt’s win in 1958 was immensely popular among the writers because he was always good for a quote. Witness this gem: After the first round, Bolt confronted Tom Lobaugh, who was covering the Open for the local TulsaWorld, and complained because Lobaugh’s story had given Bolt’s age as 49 instead of 39.


“Sorry, Tommy,” said Lobaugh. “It was a typo.”


“Typo my ass,” said Bolt. “It was a perfect four and a perfect nine.”


Tommy Bolt was beautiful.


If writers liked Tommy Bolt for his quotes and all the great anecdotes associated with his name, they absolutely loved Arnold Palmer for simply being Arnold Palmer.


Arnold Palmer won just one U.S. Open, but it was a thing of beauty. The year was 1960 and the place was Cherry Hills Country Club near Denver. All Palmer did was go out and shoot a 30 on the front nine of the final round and then outduel an aging Hogan and a nineteen-year-old amateur of promise named Jack Nicklaus on the inward nine. The betting here is that Palmer’s victory would make anyone’s top five list of the greatest U.S. Opens.


In true Palmer fashion, his losses were often as dramatic as his wins. He finished second four times, with three of those coming in playoffs, one of them to Nicklaus in 1962 at Oakmont Country Club near Pittsburgh, Palmer’s backyard.


Like Hogan, Nicklaus was the perfect Open player. He won four Opens and was runner-up in four others. There were many reasons for Nicklaus’s success in the Open, but the biggest might be that he loved the pressure. He always said that he had an advantage in the Open because once the USGA ran up its flag, he felt two-thirds of the field choked themselves out of contention. The record suggests he was probably right.


Two other players who enjoyed being in the cauldron that is the U.S. Open were also two of Nicklaus’s greatest rivals, Lee Trevino and Tom Watson. Trevino won two Opens, one at Merion, where he beat Nicklaus in a playoff, and the other at Oak Hill, where he was the first player to shoot four rounds in the 60s. Watson won the 1982 Open at Pebble Beach in dramatic fashion, chipping in from the rough on the seventy-first hole to edge Nicklaus by two strokes.


No listing of great Opens would be complete without Tiger Woods’s victory at Pebble Beach in 2000, where he won by an almost unbelievable fifteen strokes. It was his first of three Open victories, the most unlikely being in 2008, when he beat Rocco Mediate in a playoff. It was unlikely because as a general rule, people aren’t supposed to win the Open playing five rounds on a broken leg.


As a writer who has been covering golf since 1978, I have some personal favorites among the Opens, mostly because I have some personal favorites among the players.


I took great pleasure in watching Curtis Strange win back-to-back Opens in 1988 and ’89, but especially his playoff victory over Nick Faldo in 1988 because it came at the Country Club, one of my favorite places in golf. He played beautiful golf in each round but especially in the playoff against a man who had a game that was ideally suited to the Open. Like Snead’s, Faldo’s failure to win an Open is surprising.


I was also delighted when Tom Kite won in 1992 at Pebble Beach. We had collaborated on many pieces for Golf Digest and I knew how much the Open meant to him, his wife, Christy, their three kids, and his beloved friend and teacher, Harvey Penick.


Having said all that, my favorite Open was Ken Venturi’s dramatic win at Congressional Country Club in 1964. His game, which once held so much promise, had fallen victim to injuries and self-doubt. A man of considerable pride, he had been reduced to asking for sponsor’s exemptions. But on the eve of the Open, his game had begun to turn around, and if he didn’t exactly arrive at Congressional brimming with confidence, at least he had cause for hope.


On the final day of the Open (the last year thirty-six holes were played on the final day) the weather was brutally hot and humid. By the end of the first round, Venturi was hallucinating. A local physician, John Knowles, talked to Venturi between rounds, essentially begging him to withdraw, citing his well-grounded fears that the conditions could literally kill Venturi.


“Doc,” Venturi said, “I’m already dead. I’ve got no place else to go.”


Bobby Jones once said that there is no courage in golf because there is no physical danger, but on that day, in that place, Venturi showed enormous courage because there was considerable danger.


Playing the final hole, Venturi struggled to simply walk toward the green. Joe Dey, the executive director of the USGA, who had walked with the final group, offered his support to Venturi on the final hole.


“Ken, it’s all downhill to the green, so how about holding your chin up, so that when you come in as a champion you’ll look like one,” Dye told him.


That’s precisely what Venturi did, and when he sank the final putt, he dropped his putter, raised his arms, and collapsed in tears.


“My God, I’ve won the Open,” he said.


And not just any Open, but perhaps the most dramatic Open in history.


In the pages that follow, we’ve tried to gather a collection of wonderful pieces by outstanding writers that capture the special flavor of the Open. To the extent that we have, then we’ve been successful and we hope you enjoy this book.


—Don Wade
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INTRODUCTION


 


My Memories of the U.S. Open


The U.S. Open has always meant an awful lot to me because I regard it, our national championship, as the number one major championship in the world, more important than the Masters Tournament, the British Open, the PGA Championship, the Players Championship, or any other event.


I played in my first Open when I was a nineteen-year-old junior at the University of Texas. The 1970 U.S. Open was played outside Minneapolis at Hazeltine National Golf Club, at that time a relatively new course. Unfortunately, it became a very controversial championship, as the Robert Trent Jones design was criticized by many of the players, most famously Dave Hill, who said they ruined a good farm when they built the course.


But Hazeltine was my first U.S. Open, so I have many fond memories of that tournament. One of those was the drive from Texas to Minnesota with my mother and father. It was a long, two-and-a-half-day trip, but it was a wonderful experience, with lots of excitement and anticipation for all three of us. I did have a little experience playing in national championships, having competed in the U.S. Junior Amateur in 1966 and 1967 and the U.S. Amateur in 1968 and 1969. But this was my first Open, and I was unbelievably pumped about playing in the tournament I had watched on TV for so many years.


Ben Crenshaw, whom I played a lot of junior golf with as a kid in Austin and as a teammate at Texas, also qualified for that Open, and we had the opportunity to play some practice rounds with fellow Texans Lee Trevino and Charlie Coody, which was special. They gave us some great tips that somewhat prepared us for what we could expect during the tournament. But truth be known, nothing could have prepared me for the conditions I encountered at Hazeltine. The winds were strong, the fairways narrow, the rough deep, and the greens firmer and faster than any I had ever seen. I played poorly, shooting 81–74, missing the cut by a bunch. But even with all that, it was a wonderful trip and I gained some good experience.


I was not able to qualify for the 1971 Open at Merion because we were returning from the Walker Cup matches at St. Andrews, but from 1972 on I played every year through 2003, then gained a return trip in 2005. Now, that is a lot of U.S. Opens!


I always believed that the conditions at the U.S. Open fit my game better than those at any of the other majors. Unlike the Masters or the British Open, you must hit a lot of fairways and greens, and that was right up my alley. Playing from the rough all day at a U.S. Open will earn you quick trip home. Obviously, one also has to putt well, scramble well, and manage his game intelligently and patiently, and traditionally, those are all my strengths. But surprisingly, until I won in 1992, I had very few top-ten finishes and really had not contended in any U.S. Open.


The Open is without a doubt the most physically, psychologically, and emotionally exhausting event we play. I am always amused when a reporter asks the second- or third-round leader whether he will sleep well that night. After battling a U.S. Open course all day, I can assure you that getting to sleep was never a problem for me.


So what finally clicked for me at Pebble Beach in 1992, enabling me to win my first major after going almost twenty years without one? That week I did an excellent job of staying in the present—maybe the best job I’ve ever done.


My friend and teacher, the late Harvey Penick, used to tell me to “take dead aim.” This was his mantra, which all of his students took with them when they went to play a tournament. What I took from this saying was that you have to concentrate on every single shot as though it is the absolute most important thing in the world to you. For that time frame when you are playing the shot, it has to be more important than your family, your health, your bank account, or anything else that could divert your concentration. Harvey said that it is crucial that you stay in the moment, be as committed as possible to playing a great shot, and not worry about what happened before or what might happen in the future. This is so easy to say and so difficult to do, and Harvey understood that. He warned me about writing my acceptance speech or thinking about how my name would look engraved on the trophy while there was still work to be done. As important as staying in the present is each and every week on tour, it is especially true at the Open because the conditions are so demanding that you can let a round get away from you in an instant. But “taking dead aim” is exactly what I was able to do at Pebble in 1992.


What was interesting about Pebble Beach that year is that the course conditioning got away from the United States Golf Association. What most people who watched the final round of that Open on television remember was how no one could hold a green with any approach shots and how the greens had turned a dirty brown color from lack of water. But in reality, early in the week the course was probably a bit too easy. Prior to the start on Thursday, the players were talking about how “fair” the course was and how much they were looking forward to a “reasonable Open setup.” Anytime you hear a golf professional talk about how fair a course is, you can usually assume he thinks he can shoot a low score. Well, the weather was benign and the course soft leading up to Thursday’s start, and those conditions continued into the first couple of rounds. The scoring reflected it, too. Dr. Gil Morgan got to twelve under par on Saturday, the first time a player ever got to double digits under par in a U.S. Open. But it was a completely different story come Sunday’s final round. The USGA, expecting another day of relatively calm conditions, let the course dry out, and they set the course up to combat the low scores. The problem was that the winds unexpectedly increased throughout the day, actually gusting well over forty miles per hour for much of the afternoon. What had been “reasonable” quickly became “unfair.”


Can anyone who has played Pebble Beach believe that not one player in the last fifteen groups, thirty players in all, could hit even the short par-3 seventh in regulation? The hole is only 105 yards and plays downhill, and most days a sand wedge is the preferred club. But on that Sunday many were choosing way more club than a wedge, trying somehow to keep the ball out of the wind. I chose a knockdown six iron, and the wind still turned the ball inside out, blowing it well left of the green. Faced with a daunting pitch shot over the back bunker to a rock-hard green, I played the pitch of my life, landed the ball perfectly, and watched in pure amazement as it slammed into the flagstick and dropped into the hole—a much-needed birdie on a hole where fours, fives, and even some sixes were recorded that day.


The course continued to play much more difficult than anyone expected, and when Colin Montgomerie finished early with a score of an even-par 288, Jack Nicklaus, who was commenting for ABC, congratulated him on winning his first major championship. I was on only the eleventh hole when that occurred and was not aware of his comments. But what Jack did not realize was that I was able to stay in the moment and “take dead aim” for the rest of the day. I shot an even-par 72 on Sunday to finish at three under, 285, for a two-stroke victory over Jeff Sluman. Finally, the monkey was off my back.


By and large, I think the USGA does an excellent job of selecting and setting up courses for our national championship. The Open is supposed to be a complete examination of a player’s game, and I think that is usually true. The list of players who have won the Open verifies that most times the USGA gets it right.


But if I have any criticisms of the USGA, these are the two:


First, the USGA has a tendency to return to pretty much the same courses over and over. It’s not exactly a rota like the British Open, but its pretty darn close. My criticism is not that these are not deserving courses. Who could honestly say that Winged Foot, Bethpage, Baltusrol, Shinnecock, and Oak Hill are not deserving? It just that the U.S. Open is our national championship, not just the Northeast’s championship. Oh, sure, occasionally the USGA will head out to California to play Pebble Beach or Olympic and might even make a rare trip to Oklahoma to play Southern Hills. But most of the selections are close to the USGA’s headquarters in New Jersey, rarely visiting other areas of the country. The U.S. Open is our national championship and the course selections need to reflect that. Also, there are some wonderful courses that have been built in the last twenty years by some fabulous architects. They should not be excluded just because they do not have a pedigree. My point is that there are so many great golf courses in areas of the country that have never hosted a major championship that I think the USGA ought to expand its horizons and bring the Open to some of them.


Second, as I said earlier about Pebble Beach, sometimes in their desire to challenge the golfers and possibly protect par, the officials of the USGA let a course get away from them. There have been multiple instances where the green speeds were not compatible with the slopes or hole locations. The seventh hole at Shinnecock Hills in 1995 or the eighteenth hole at the Olympic Club in 1998 are just two examples of greens that were never designed to putt at U.S. Open speeds and firmness. The result is usually a bunch of angry golfers having a difficult time even finishing the round and some slightly embarrassed USGA officials that meekly apologize for the over-the-top situation. I endorse difficult and demanding, but when the officials go right to the edge, sometimes they go a bit too far.


Still, those two complaints are minor in the grand scheme of things. The U.S. Open remains my favorite tournament, the one that means the most to me, and again, it is my national championship. Being able to compete in a U.S. Open is special to anyone, but especially to any American that has that opportunity. Having your name engraved on the U.S. Open trophy is just a dream come true.


—Tom Kite
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Open-Minded Geniuses


The Peculiarities of the Course Setup Have
Identified a Select Group of Conquerors


by Frank Hannigan, Golf Digest, June 1995


The U.S. Open Championship, bolstered by a century’s worth of history, exemplifies a particular form of golf: grim and merciless. These qualities are a consequence of the meticulous preparation of the courses—what has come to be known as the “U.S. Open setup.”


The U.S. Golf Association philosophy presents the good people as those who drive accurately, if not for great distance, who hit a high percentage of greens in regulation figures, and whose nerve endings can deal with abnormally fast and firm greens. The bad people spray the ball off the tee, attempt to make amends with a variety of garbage shots around the greens, and get out of sorts after suffering a double bogey.


Open courses, once prepared for the championship, are not fun. The USGA says a 10-handicap golfer should expect to shoot 91 on its creations. But that is only a mechanical estimate not taking into account the dejection that goes with endless searches for balls in high rough, not to mention the shock of stroking a 25-foot putt 15 feet past the hole. I make the novice 10-handicapper’s Open score nearer 100.


The Open setup can be expressed numerically. Fairways will average just over 30 yards wide at Shinnecock Hills. They will be bordered by a six-foot-wide layer of two-inch “intermediate” rough. Beyond that is the real stuff, about five inches and lush from the rains of spring. The USGA calls it “primary” rough.


The greens, starved and on a life-support system for the week, will never reveal a ball mark. In Stimpmeter terms, they are an honest 11. They may be juiced up to 12 at Shinnecock, where the greens are relatively flat. Historically, the primary rough has been brought in menacingly close to the greens.


Originally there was no such thing as a U.S. Open setup. Between 1895 and World War I the courses were whatever the host clubs had in mind. Fairways were much wider than now; the greens were slow by our standards. But the primary rough may not have been mowed for a full season and was therefore brutal.


The USGA began to make fitful attempts to influence course conditioning during the 1920s. By the ’30s, clubs were receiving written instructions from USGA headquarters. The instructions were sometimes ignored by the locals, whose members equated high scores with manhood. Oakmont, in particular, gave the USGA fits in an attempt to come up with a course on which nobody could break 300 over 72 holes.


Open courses were also prepared inconsistently after World War II. Riviera was too easy in 1948 and yielded record scores. But the USGA was more dismayed with the celebrated renovation of Oakland Hills in 1951 by architect Robert Trent Jones. There were only two scores under 70. One was Ben Hogan’s epic 67 in the final round.


There was a similar aberration in 1955 at the Olympic Club, where the rough was absurd—the equivalent of the one-shot penalty for driving into a lateral water hazard.


The components for a definitive U.S. Open arrangement were then settled upon permanently by Richard Tufts, the most effective of USGA presidents, and Joe Dey, the USGA executive director and therefore head of its staff.


Tufts and Dey called for rough that would be the equivalent of a half-stroke penalty, one that would allow the player to advance the ball purposefully but without being able to stop it on the greens.


Today the USGA tracks what it calls “cost of rough” with an index calculated from breaking down all the scores on the 14 non-par-3 holes into those made from the fairways and from outside the fairway.


Last year the USGA got just about what it wanted at Oakmont with a “cost of rough” index of .47 per hole. Indeed, the USGA purred when it was learned that its champion, Ernie Els, hit five more greens over 72 holes (54 of 72) than anyone else in the field.


By 1960, with an improved financial situation, the USGA was able to exercise complete control over Open courses by assigning staff members to take up residence months in advance to make sure the host clubs did not do anything bizarre.


The challenge of the Open then has been remarkably static over the past 35 years. Shinnecock Hills, aside from vagaries of weather, will be much as it was for the 1986 Open, just as the Oakmont of 1994 was recognizable as the Oakmont of the 1983, 1973 and 1962 Opens.


The length of Open courses crept up gradually from little more than 5,000 yards in the gutta-percha-ball 1890s to more than 6,500 yards in the ’20s. It settled in at about 7,000 yards in the 1960s.


There has been no appreciable change in distance in more than 30 years. The average score declines because of a general improvement in the breed; that is, there are many more excellent players today than there were in the ’60s.


There is one notable recent innovation in the Open setup: “Chipping areas” have been installed to the rear and sides of some greens. These are zones 12 to 15 feet long, cut at fairway height. Essentially, they enlarge the size of the targets.


The number of “chipping areas” has been expanded to nine for this year’s Open. The USGA says this innovation is an appropriate reaction to the common criticism that chipping, a vital part of the game, was eliminated at the Opens.


Personally, I find the USGA misguided in its attempt to be all things to all people. The “chipping areas” are as out of place at an Open as occasional patches of five-inch rough would be near some greens at the Masters.


Course preparation is a matter of personal preference reflecting the facets of the game the organizers want to emphasize. The Masters rewards power and exquisite work around the greens. Its fairways are some 15 yards wider than those at an Open, and the Masters rough is hardly worthy of the name. In 1994 the top-24 finishers in the Masters hit, on average, 47 fairways out of 56. By comparison, the top 24 in the 1994 Open at Oakmont hit only 35 fairways.


It’s no accident then that Curtis Strange has won two Opens while Seve Ballesteros has prevailed twice in the Masters.


But course preparation, no matter how calculated, can only tilt to favor varied styles of play. It is not necessarily decisive. Nick Faldo, the most precise of modern players, seemed more likely to win two U.S. Opens than two Masters. Meanwhile Andy North, by any standard a wild driver, won two Opens. (I attribute North’s Open record to a rare capacity for final-round resolution that far exceeded his ball-striking abilities.)


Over the years and under these conditions, a select group of players emerged who consistently excelled in the national championship. Since we live in the age of quantification and this is the Open’s 100th anniversary, it is fitting to reflect on the most successful U.S. Open players and to confect a list of the best.


A list of the Open’s best follows, but with two quirks. It consists of 11 players, rather than the customary 10, and they are divided into three clusters presented alphabetically, with no attempt to separate them internally, on the grounds that a genius is a genius.


The methodology is necessarily subjective and reflects the following credos:


• Winning, if not the only thing, matters more than any other factor.


• Credit must be given for finishing near the top consistently.


• Longevity matters. No consideration is given to anyone who played in fewer than 10 Opens.


• Even though no man can do better than beat his contemporaries, I am influenced by the knowledge that it’s harder to win now than it used to be.


Here then are the U.S. Open all-time best, and why they are the best:


GROUP A


The Three All-Time Conquerors


Ben Hogan won four Opens in five attempts between 1948 and 1953. He missed 1949 while convalescing from an automobile accident in which his car was hit by a bus. He finished in the top 10 on 15 consecutive occasions; was a late bloomer who did not win his first Open until age 35. He was held in such reverence by the USGA that they modeled their setup, dating from the 1950s, on the way Hogan played the game—fairways and greens. Because of World War II, Hogan missed out on four other Opens as he was reaching his prime.


Hoganophiles insist their man won a fifth U.S. Open, the fifth being an event titled the Hale America National Open, played in 1942. They point to the USGA gold medal Hogan received as its winner. Once and for all, that was not a U.S. Open Championship. The USGA announced suspension of its championships for the duration of the war immediately after Pearl Harbor. The USGA did lend its name as a co-sponsor (along with the PGA of America and the Chicago District Golf Association) to the Hale America event run for war-related charities. And the USGA threw in a medal. It was played on the short and easy Ridgemoor Country Club in Chicago, where Hogan shot 271, a score still not achieved in real U.S. Opens. The week was jazzed up with non–U.S. Open sideshows such as a long-driving contest.


Bobby Jones played in his first Open in 1920, as an 18-year-old prodigy, when he tied for eighth. He played in only 10 more before he gave up competitive golf after his Grand Slam of 1930. Between 1923 and 1930, Jones won four Opens and was second three times—twice in playoffs. He put more space between himself and his contemporaries than any golfer ever: Walter Hagen and Gene Sarazen were without argument great players, but they were miles behind Jones, who finished ahead of them during his 11 Open years 18 of 22 times. His Open scoring average of 73.1 was a shot and a half better per round than Sarazen’s and Hagen’s. Tommy Armour, himself winner of both the U.S. and British Opens, said unashamedly that in casual rounds of golf he received a handicap from Jones of one hole (not one stroke) per nine. Suppose Jones did not pull back from golf at age 28, but went on playing through his 30s, the prime decade for most golfers: He would probably have won at least two more Opens during the 1930s and settled forever any discussion as to who was the best Open golfer.


Jack Nicklaus is unique in that he stayed at the peak of the game longer than any other golfer, which is to say he could stand the heat better. He had his first chance to win as a 20-year-old amateur in 1960, when he finished second to Arnold Palmer. His four wins were spread over 19 years between 1962 and 1980 and he might have won an unprecedented fifth but for Tom Watson’s miraculous birdie-birdie finish in 1982 at Pebble Beach. While Nicklaus has continued to play, and his nature is such that he always imagines he has a chance, the reality is that he has not been a presence in any fourth round of an Open since 1982.


Group B


More Multiple Winners


Willie Anderson won four Opens between 1901 and 1905, three of them in succession, but he still had to depend on club jobs to earn a living. A troubled man who held 10 different club jobs between 1894 and 1910, Anderson died at the age of 32—alcohol was likely a factor. I have relegated Anderson in the group below the top, despite his four victories, because his competition was not the equivalent of what was to come. In Anderson’s years, there were never more than 91 entries for the Open.


Julius Boros had the primary Open attributes. He was imperturbable and a magnificent driver. He was unique in his capacity to get the ball close to the hole from the snarly greenside rough, something he accomplished with a long and languid swing. From 1950 to 1965, he had 10 top-10 finishes in the event, including victories in 1952 and 1963. At 53, in 1973, Boros was still very much in the Open until the final holes.


Walter Hagen was second only to Nicklaus in number of top-10 finishes, with 16 to Jack’s 18. He is the only one of the elite 11 who was not a straight driver. He coined the classic put-down of freak winners by saying, “Anybody can win the Open—once.” (He waited to say that until he’d won it a second time in 1919.)


Hale Irwin is the only three-time U.S. Open champion. The Open plays right to his strong suits—driving accuracy and a tough mental approach to the game. Irwin has conquered the Open’s famously long, hard par-4 holes with a series of magnificent long-iron shots. His first victory, at Winged Foot in 1974, came on the harshest Open course of modern times. He won with seven over par.


Gene Sarazen comes closest to Nicklaus in terms of longevity. He entered the scene with a victory in 1922 at Skokie (the first year tickets were sold, mostly to a gallery dying to see Jones) and he was still at the top in 1940 when he lost a playoff to Lawson Little. Happily, he has prevailed as well in mortal longevity as the Open’s oldest living champion. He is now 93. (Editor’s note: Sarazen died four years later in 1999.)


Group C


Exceptions to the Rules


Arnold Palmer is the only one in the hierarchy of 11 who did not win at least two Opens. He had the misfortune to lose three Open playoffs in a five-year span between 1962 and 1966. A superb driver of the ball in the sense of being both straight and long, Arnold continued to be a threat to win the Open years after he was no longer a factor in the other majors. He was near the lead in the final round of every Open from 1972 to 1975.


Alex Smith was one of the five brothers from Carnoustie who emigrated to the United States. His younger brother Willie won the 1899 Open by the record margin of 11 strokes; Macdonald Smith appears on all lists of the best players who did not win an Open. One of Alex Smith’s two Open wins came in a three-man playoff with brother Mac and Johnnie McDermott. Alex was a constant threat with a total of eight finishes in the top three starting in 1898. He won despite his celebrated putting woes, which inspired his classic advice: “Miss ’em quick.”


Lee Trevino was an obscure Texas player when he qualified for the 1967 Open. Trevino finished fifth and, with his Open prize of [image: image]6,000 as a stake, joined the tour. A year later he won at Oak Hill. He won a classic Open at Merion in 1971 by beating Nicklaus in a playoff. He derided the common criticism that the Open “takes the driver out of their hands” by pointing out that the narrow fairways didn’t scare him out of using his driver.


This list illustrates just how influential the Open has been. Only one American, Sam Snead, did not win the Open but still managed to meet everyone’s historical definition of greatness. Snead was undoubtedly poisoned for the Open by making an 8 on its 72nd hole in 1939 when 5 would have won him the title.


Snead’s Open honors reveal that the Open, like all of golf, has to be dealt with on two levels. The mechanics are useless if the emotions run amok. And while there might be something like the ideal way to grip a club, there is no state of mind guaranteed to survive an Open fourth round. The mental states of the Open’s three great conquerors could not have been more diverse.


Jones had a fierce battle internally. He wrote that, prior to a round, he “had that hollow feeling in the pit of my stomach, and my concern was to get the agony over, rather than to have the conflict started.” He had a terrible time retaining big leads. Later, two other supreme players would leave the game early. They were Byron Nelson and Mickey Wright, both of whom said that golf had become intolerable.


For Nicklaus, the Open’s final day was what he lived for. He actually used the words “relish” and “pleasure” to describe the prospect. Nicklaus concocted a strategic approach based on the notion that if he could just stay anywhere near the lead for three rounds, the fourth was his.


Hogan set out, and apparently succeeded, in making the Open nothing more than the most important of his rituals. He was paired with the amateur Bill Campbell in the first two rounds of the 1954 Open at Baltusrol. On the 16th hole of the second round, within a shot of the lead, Hogan told Campbell he was ready to go home. He said he had put so much effort into preparing and planning that he found the championship itself an anticlimax. Hogan’s exact words, according to Campbell: “I am bored.”
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The Men of the USGA


from The Majors by John Feinstein


In all, 580 players advanced from the ninety locals to the twelve sectionals. They were joined by 170 players who were exempt from local qualifying, meaning that there were 750 players left to compete for the eighty-nine nonexempt spots available at Olympic.


On the Thursday before the sectionals would be held, exactly two weeks before the Open would begin, David B. Fay sat down at his desk at USGA Headquarters in Far Hills, New Jersey, with the names of the sixty-seven exempt players. His job on that morning was to begin making the pairings for the ninety-eighth U.S. Open.


Fay is the executive director of the USGA, a job he has held since Frank Hannigan stepped down from the job in 1989 to become a full-time journalist and TV commentator, working then for Golf Magazine (now for Golf Digest) and ABC. Although he does wear the occasional bow tie, Fay is hardly what you would expect in a man who runs the day-to-day operations of an organization that has long had an image of being both patrician and conservative.


Fay is forty-eight, a cancer survivor, and the father of two teenage girls who readily admits his favorite sport is baseball. “You don’t have a soul if you don’t love baseball,” he often says. Fay grew up in the tiny New York City suburb of Tuxedo, New York, but he was a long way from being a rich kid. Fay was introduced to golf working as a caddy at the tony Tuxedo Club. He started playing golf there on Mondays, the one day of the week caddies were allowed to play, teaching himself the game. His parents knew nothing about golf even though his father had been a very good athlete growing up in New Jersey, excelling as a pitcher in high school.


“My dad was a renaissance man in his own way,” Fay said. “He played baseball and he boxed and he never went to college. But he was also a pretty good actor. One year in summer stock he was in a show opposite Mae West.”


Fay went to Colgate, where he joined the golf team as a walk-on, grew his hair long, and went to Woodstock in the summer of ’69. “I wasn’t your typical concertgoer though,” he said. “I went to the concert one afternoon, to the races that night at Monticello, and played golf at the Concorde the next day.” Another renaissance man.


One summer his father, a steamship captain, got him a job working on the SS United States, which at the time was the largest passenger ship in the world with accommodations for 1,900 people. Fay had what may be the worst summer job in the history of college students: “When someone got seasick, I went and cleaned up after them.”


One particularly busy night, Fay was called to one of the larger staterooms on the ship. When the door opened, he immediately recognized the face, even though it was somewhat green. “The Duke of Windsor,” Fay said. “He always traveled the Atlantic by ship and he always went on American ships after his abdication. I guess he wasn’t comfortable on Cunard under the circumstances.”


He wasn’t comfortable that night either. Fay did what he had to do and left. When the ship got back to New York he told his father that he appreciated the help finding a job, but enough was enough. He went back to the Tuxedo Club, where he worked in the pro shop taking care of carts and clubs. About a month after he had returned, one of the members, Stanley Mortimer, showed up with a special guest: the Duke of Windsor. As Fay was putting the Duke’s clubs on his cart, the Duke kept staring at him.


“You have seen me before,” Fay finally said. “It was on the SS United States.”


The Duke stared for another moment and then his eyes widened in recognition. “Oh yes,” he said without a hint of a smile. “I do remember you.”


After college, Fay worked as an investment counselor in a New York bank, a job he found very dull. When his roommate at the time, a man named George Peper, quit his job as communications director for the Metropolitan Golf Association, Fay thought, I can do that job, and applied. He was hired, and two years later the USGA offered him a job across the river. By 1979, he was the advance man on site for most USGA events.


In fact, he spent his honeymoon in Toledo, advancing the 1979 U.S. Open. “I got married, had one day with [new wife] Joan, and then went to Toledo,” he said. “Back then part of my job was to set up the ropes around the golf course. If nothing else, it got you in shape.”


That U.S. Open was the year the famous “Hinkle Tree” was planted. Several USGA officials became very upset when Lon Hinkle, one of the longest hitters on tour, decided the best way to play the par-five eighth hole was to aim way left and hit his ball down the 15th fairway. Hinkle was a prominent player at the time—he would win twice that year and finish third on the money list—and some of the USGA muck-a-mucks thought his strategy was making a mockery of the golf course. So, after Hinkle had made his second straight birdie on Friday, they ordered Inverness officials to go out and buy a tree and plant it to the left of the tee so Hinkle couldn’t hit the ball in that direction.


The officials returned with a black spruce tree and a bill for [image: image]120, which they dropped on Fay’s desk. “I thought they were joking,” Fay said. They weren’t. It was the USGA that wanted the tree, and the USGA that paid for the tree.


Fay became the starter for the Open when Hannigan became executive director in 1982. Since ABC televised all 18 holes of the Open on Saturday and Sunday, the network wanted to give the viewers an idea of what it was like on the first tee of a major championship. Fay figured this would be his fifteen minutes of fame. He would be on camera as he introduced the players in the last several groups and also introduced the walking officials with the groups.


“It was almost as if they wanted it to be like boxing with a microphone being lowered from the ceiling,” Fay said. “It wasn’t really a big deal, but I had never been on national TV before. I didn’t want to take a chance on ending up standing there doing a Ralph Kramden, you know, humana . . . humana . . . humana.”


Fay brought little note cards with him to the tee and smoothly introduced all the players and officials. That night he called his father to see if he had watched.


“I watched,” Don Fay said. “Can I ask you a question?”


“Sure.”


“Why is it that a reasonably intelligent college graduate needs note cards to read a total of ten lines?”


“Well, Dad, I didn’t want to make a mistake and . . .”


“Can I ask another question?” Don Fay said.


“Sure.”


“Did I really pay all that money for college so you could be a starter?”


Fay never used notes again.


Late in 1985, Fay began experiencing stomach pains. His doctors ran a number of tests and came back with a frightening diagnosis: cancer, a form known as Burkitt’s lymphoma. Burkitt’s lymphoma is a very aggressive form of stomach cancer that is found most often in children and, for some reason, very often on the coast of West Africa. “Gee,” Fay said when his oncologist explained all this to him, “this would certainly be a strange way to find out I had ancestors from the Ivory Coast.”


There weren’t a lot more laughs during the next six months. The doctors told him that because the lymphoma had been discovered early, there was a good chance he could beat it but only with very aggressive chemotherapy. Fay was in the hospital, most of the time in isolation, for the next six months. “After a while I was convinced that if the cancer didn’t kill me, the chemo would,” he said. “I looked at it like a poker hand I had been dealt. One way or the other, I had to play it.”


Fay’s major concern during those six months was his family. His daughters, Katie and Molly, were four and two. “My thought was, okay this is tough on me, but what if they have to deal with my not being around. That was what worried me most.”


The chemo worked. Fay had made it his goal to get out of the hospital in time for the U.S. Open at Shinnecock. He did—leaving the day the championship began—but landed right back there with a fever. A month later, he left for good. He was completely bald and had lost forty-five pounds. A week later, he ran the girls’ U.S. Junior Championship in Marysville, California. “I bulked up on Mexican food and ice cream,” he said. “I gained sixteen pounds in nine days.”


Three years later, completely cancer free, he replaced Hannigan. Like Hannigan, Fay approaches his job of putting the pairings together with both a sense of history and a sense of humor. Before he sat down to start his work, he always looked up the pairings from the last time the tournament had been played at that site. The Open had been played at Olympic in 1987 with Scott Simpson beating Tom Watson by one shot to win his only major title. Fay noticed that Simpson had played the first two days that year with Nick Price and Don Pooley. So he made an “if” pairing. Simpson and Price were both exempt. Pooley was in the sectional in Rockville, Maryland. If Pooley qualified, he would be reunited with Simpson and Price at Olympic.


Fay did that for one other pairing. In 1987, Hannigan had paired three U.S. Amateur champions: John Cook (1978), Mark O’Meara (1979), and Scott Verplank (1984). O’Meara and Cook were exempt; Verplank was also in Rockville. If Verplank made it, he would play with O’Meara and Cook again.


One pairing was automatic: Ernie Els, Justin Leonard, and Matt Kuchar—the defending champion, the British Open champion, and the U.S. Amateur champion. After that, Fay could get creative. Each year Fay put together his version of the BPNTHWAM threesome. In 1997 at Congressional the group had consisted of Davis Love III, Phil Mickelson, and Colin Montgomerie. Love had made himself ineligible for the pairing with his victory at the PGA. That left Mickelson and Montgomerie. Fay put Montgomerie in the group and then added David Duval, who had won at Houston three weeks earlier, his fifth victory in eight months, not to mention his near miss at the Masters. But he left Mickelson out, replacing him with Jim Furyk.


“I did it because I honestly thought on this particular golf course, right now, based on recent play, Furyk had a better chance to win,” Fay said. “In fact, I wouldn’t have been surprised if the winner had come from that threesome.”


What’s more, Fay doesn’t like to be predictable. He then put together a couple of groups for fun: the “three-Ws” pairing—Tiger Woods, Lee Westwood, and Tom Watson. This was actually a wonderful threesome: the old Stanford man (Watson) and the young Stanford man (Woods), and the hottest young player in the U.S. (Woods) playing with the hottest young player in Europe (Westwood). He also came up with a “God Squad” pairing: Steve Jones, Bernhard Langer, and Tom Lehman, all born-again Christians, the first two very vocal about it. Fay then created his “old men” pairing: Senior Open champion Graham Marsh, Jack Nicklaus (limping on a bad hip), and Ben Crenshaw (limping after foot surgery). “They can push each other along,” Fay said.


Years ago, Hannigan had taken an opposite tack with a threesome that involved Crenshaw. He had been convinced for years that Tom Shaw, a very solid player during the 1970s, was fibbing about his age, making himself a couple of years younger than he really was. So, in 1971, Hannigan paired him for the first two rounds with nineteen-year-old Crenshaw and twenty-four-year-old Johnny Miller, both very good and very fast getting around the golf course. The weather was hot and Hannigan couldn’t resist sneaking out Friday afternoon to watch Shaw come up 18. “He looked as if he had played 36 that day,” Hannigan said. “He was the portrait of Dorian Gray.”


It turned out Hannigan was right about Shaw. For years, he listed his birth date in the PGA Tour media guide as December 13, 1942. But in 1988, he produced a birth certificate listing his DOB as December 13, 1938. The reason: being fifty meant he was eligible for the Senior Tour.


Fay had followed in the Hannigan tradition of trying to be imaginative in making pairings. But he had toned down in recent years. “I decided I had gone too far one year at the Women’s Open when I put three players together because they were all in therapy,” he said.


He had not, however, given up one of Hannigan’s more hallowed traditions: the prick pairing. Hannigan swears he did not give the pairing its name, but he admits that each year he would put three players together he didn’t like or who were generally disliked in the golf world. Insiders loved guessing the prick pairing each year, although more often than not it wasn’t that difficult.


For 1998 Fay’s prick pairing was Mark Brooks, Scott Hoch, and Andrew Magee. Brooks and Hoch were easy to figure: both were known as complainers, although to be fair, Hoch always softened what he was saying with a tangy sense of humor. He just had a way of saying the wrong thing at the wrong time. Brooks wasn’t the least bit mean, he just seemed perennially unhappy, even after winning the PGA Championship in 1996. Neither was likely to be voted man of the year in the locker room.


By contrast, Magee was well liked in the locker room. The only real complaint about him from other players was that he tended to be very slow on the golf course. Fay’s complaint was different. Sometime after President Clinton had taken his fall in Greg Norman’s house in 1997, he had seen Magee quoted as saying that if Clinton had been at his house, he might have kicked him down the stairs himself.


Like his predecessor Hannigan, Fay is a liberal Democrat, someone who readily admits that his politics are well left of most people in golf and certainly far to the left of almost everyone who plays on tour. But he says he would have been just as offended by the comment if a liberal Democrat had made it about a right-wing Republican. Thus Magee would join Brooks and Hoch.


Once he had finished placing all sixty-seven exempt players into threesomes, Fay forwarded copies of his work to Mike Butz, his assistant executive director; to Larry Adamson, the man in charge of tournament entries; and to Tom Meeks, the director of rules and competition. It would fall to Meeks to make any changes and fill in the remaining players after qualifying was over. Fay had assigned a specific starting time to two groups: the three Ws at 9:02 Pacific Time on Thursday and the group of Nick Faldo, Tom Kite, and Corey Pavin at the same time Friday. The reason: television. NBC, which had wrested the Open’s TV rights from ABC beginning in 1995 at a price of [image: image]13 million a year, had asked that Woods be on the golf course during the time they were on the air on Thursday (3 to 5 p.m. Eastern time) and the same for Faldo on Friday.


Fay was surprised by the Faldo request. “The only thing I can think is that’s prime time in Europe,” he said. “But the way he’s playing you would think Montgomerie or Westwood would be a higher priority.” Nonetheless, if TV wanted Faldo in Euro prime time, TV would get Faldo in Euro prime time.


As soon as he saw Fay’s pairings, Meeks had two problems: there were four groups that included two foreign players. Meeks believes that at the U.S. Open there should be at least two American players in every group—especially among the exempt players—unless it is impossible to do so. Second, he thought Fay hadn’t left enough exempt players unassigned. He didn’t want the pairings to look as if they were tiered: exempt players together and qualifiers together. Fay agreed on both points. Meeks was the detail guy. He would have the job of filling in the entire bracket on the morning of June 10 after all the qualifiers had been completed.


“David gets to have the fun,” Meeks said, laughing. “I get to do the work.”


Meeks was a perfect alter ego for Fay. He was fifty-five and had worked for the USGA for twenty-three years. Although he was a devout St. Louis Cardinal fan and, being from Indiana, a basketball junkie, there was no doubting the fact that his first love was golf. He was a good player—his handicap fluctuated between six and eight—who liked to say that he was one year away from being a very good player. “And next year,” he would add, “I’ll be two years away.”


Meeks is the point man for the USGA at every Open. It is his job to finalize the pairings and, more important, work with the staff to get the golf course into as close to perfect shape—USGA style—as possible. He had already made several trips to Olympic and would arrive in San Francisco on the Friday before the tournament began to see what kind of shape it was in. Then, on Sunday, the day before most of the players arrived, he would tour the golf course and select the pin positions for the week.


“Hole locations,” he corrected. “There’s no such thing as a pin, it’s a flag-stick. That means there’s no such thing as a pin position. You pick a spot to locate the hole—a hole location.”


The Masters had its patrons and its first nine and second nine; the USGA had hole locations. No one on NBC would be caught dead uttering the dreaded words “pin position.”


But there would be an awful lot of talk about hole locations before Tom Meeks’s week at the Olympic club was over.














[image: art]


“Massacre at Winged Foot”
Vivid 32 Years Later


by Art Spander, Oakland Tribune, June 11, 2006


This is what Tom Watson remembers: “After the second round I was eating lunch, and through the window we were watching them bring in the standards, 29 over par, 34 over par. I had never seen scores that high, ever.”


This is what Sandy Tatum remembers: “When the scores came in, the perception was we were trying to humiliate the players. My precise response was we’re not trying to humiliate the best players in the world. We’re simply trying to identify who they are.”


This is what the rest of us remember, a U.S. Open where Watson shot a 9-over 79 the last day, where Tatum was blamed for setting up a golf course that was seemingly impossible and where the late Dick Schaap and his army of correspondents compiled enough embarrassing moments and gallows humor to produce an account titled, “Massacre at Winged Foot.”


The 106th Open will be held this week at Winged Foot, and while we’re supposed to contemplate the future, it is the past that proves more enticing.


Winged Foot, in Mamaroneck, N.Y., maybe 20 miles from Manhattan on Long Island Sound. A course that opened in 1923 when the Roaring ’20s were in full throttle.


Named for the symbol of the New York Athletic Club, Winged Foot was designed by Albert Warren Tillinghast, also creator of San Francisco Golf Club.


“Tillie,” Schaap wrote, “was an heroic drinker, an habitual gambler, a dapper dresser, a golfer skilled enough to finish 25th in the 1910 U.S. Open, a phrasemaker clever enough to invent the term birdie. . . . He was also one of the great architects of American golf.”


It was at Winged Foot where member David Mulligan couldn’t start a round without getting a ball on the fairway, often hit a second shot, and the word “Mulligan” entered the golfing lexicon in 1937.


At Winged Foot, in the first Open there, 1929, the legendary Bobby Jones struggled to break 300 but did win.


At Winged Foot before the next Open, 1959, eventually taken by Billy Casper, Ben Hogan referred to the par-3 10th hole as “a 3- iron into some guy’s bedroom.”


At Winged Foot in the 1984 Open Fuzzy Zoeller beat Greg Norman by eight shots in an 18-hole playoff after they had tied at 4-under 276.


Watson, 55, a Stanford grad, who has won eight majors, now plays the Champions Tour. Tatum, in his 80s, is a Stanford grad, a Rhodes Scholar, an attorney, the 1942 NCAA golf champion, the former president of the U.S. Golf Association and in 1974 was chairman of the championship.


Tom and Sandy are friends, former partners in the AT&T Pro-Am. They probably weren’t friends Open week in 1974.


The previous Open, 1973, Johnny Miller, the San Francisco native, shot a record 63 in the final round at Oakmont to win. That wasn’t supposed to happen. Winged Foot, then, was the makeup tournament. Or was it?


“It would have been ridiculous for me,” Tatum said this week, “to set up a golf course in retribution for one of the great rounds of golf.”


The word “ridiculous” was heard frequently during the ’74 Open, if in a different context.


The first hole the first day, Jack Nicklaus had a 28-foot birdie putt that went 25 feet past the hole. He opened with four straight bogeys and shot 75, 5-over-par. Playing partner Hubert Green, who would win the Open in ’77, shot 81.


“I’d hate to see our best-ball,” Green sighed. Nicklaus responded, “I’d hate to see our worst ball.”


Watson led for 54 holes. Hale Irwin led after 72 holes. With a 7-over par 287, the highest winning total in an Open since 1963.


“They blamed me, correctly, for the setup,” Tatum recalls, “but it was a combination of factors. There was tension between the touring pros and USGA, the tour courses being benign in those days, and the pros were distracted by the rough and very slick greens.”


Watson said, “The greens were brutal.”


Tatum, up early to set the pins, returned to his hotel before the second round and, weary, yawned as he passed two pros in the lobby, leading to one of the memorable quotes of all time.


“One of them told me, ‘You look tired,’” Tatum recalled. “The other guy told us, ‘You’d be tired if you had been out there all night on your hands and knees waxing greens.’”


In the end, Winged Foot waxed the whole lot of them.


“I thought it was a simply wonderful course,” Tatum said.


It still is. As we’ll find out once again.
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Horace Rawlins Champion


Defeated Old Golf Players on the Links at Newport


from The New York Times, October 6, 1895


Newport, R. I., Oct. 5—The first tournament of the National Golf Association closed yesterday with the open meeting. The wind blew half a gale over the links, and the air was cold. Fine play, therefore, was quite impossible. But, under the circumstances, the scores were remarkably good, and had the professionals played under the conditions of Thursday big records would have been made.


L. B. Stoddart of St. Andrew’s, Charles B. MacDonald of Chicago, the amateur champion, and Winthrop Rutherfurd of Newport withdrew, which, except for A. W. Smith of Toronto, narrowed the meeting down to professionals, and all now in this country were engaged. The champion proved to be a dark horse—Horace Rawlins of the Newport Club, whom Davis brought over last January. He is a mere lad, but put up a great game of golf, especially in his two rounds this afternoon, each of which he made in 41.


The tournament was for strokes, called medal play. Eighteen holes were played this morning and eighteen this afternoon. The players went around in pairs, with some amateur refereeing and scoring for them. Rawlins’s play, on the whole, was a remarkable exhibition. His was a well-balanced game, strong in all its elements, yet brilliant in none. He is a good heady player, with a happy faculty of not getting discouraged when in difficulties. Then he goes at his work with an ease and fearlessness that is most interesting. His putting is stronger than his driving, but the latter is good. These were the characteristics of his play to-day, that put him ahead of his older and more experienced competitors. Lawrence Curtis, the Vice President of the National Association, who refereed for Rawlins, told the young man as he congratulated him that his golf this afternoon was the best he had ever seen.


Dunn and Davis, old rivals, went around together, the former beating his old competitor, who slipped up badly on his morning play, taking nine to hole out of five hole in the second round. This one hole, where Davis found all the bunkers and pits on the green, pulled him away down, but otherwise his play was up to the mark. Both Dunn and Campbell were badly out of form, and both seemed too eager to win. The latter made a very brilliant start, holeing out of one and two in three each, but he soon got into a bad way, his play through the green to six hole being very poor. Then, in Round 4 he had a nine hole, driving first over into the road and then into the wall, each costing him two strokes. Campbell’s play was singularly uneven, for it was the most brilliant of the day as well as the most careless.


Dunn’s golf was steady, but hardly good. He had no bad holes and only two good ones. Lots of money was lost on him. The strongest element of his play was his putting. His driving was not up to his form. He came out with second money.


James Foulis of Chicago gave the finest exhibition of driving ever seen in this country. He has the knack of putting great power behind his ball. On the green, however, he was deficient, though he held out once on the longest putt of the day.


Tucker, the St. Andrew’s professional, played pretty golf, starting in with two threes and two fours, but one took ten strokes to get through the long green to six hole on the first round, which put him out of the race. Willie Norton of Lakewood made a poor showing in the morning and withdrew. For an amateur A. W. Smith of Toronto made a fine record. Were he a professional he would have divided third money with Foulis.


Rawlins receives [image: image]200, [image: image]50 of which is to be expended for a gold medal. The Newport Golf Club has the custody of a silver cup for a year. Second money, [image: image]100, goes to Dunn; third money, [image: image]50, goes to Foulis; Davis and Campbell divide fourth, [image: image]25, and Patrick and Harland divide fifth, [image: image]10.


Horace Rawlins, to-day’s winner of the open championship, was born at Benbridge, Isle of Wight, nineteen years ago. While a caddie there he learned to play golf. He played some on the famous links at Stanmore, in Middlesex, near London. He came to the United States less than a year ago, and has only played in one tournament here, which was at Shinnecock a few weeks ago. There he failed to get a place. His father is a famous player at Benbridge.


Charles B. McDonald of Chicago, who won the amateur championship yesterday, was on hand to-day, and watched the professional players with considerable interest. He was warmly congratulated on his victory by all present.


Following are the summaries:
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W. F. DAVIS, NEWPORT GOLF CLUB.
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WILLIE CAMPBELL, COUNTRY CLUB OF BROOKLINE.
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JAMES FOULIS, CHICAGO GOLF CLUB.
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JOHN REID, PHILADELPHIA COUNTRY CLUB.
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W. SMITH, TORONTO GOLF CLUB.
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SAMUEL TUCKER, ST. ANDREW’S GOLF CLUB.
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WILLIE NORTON, LAKEWOOD GOLF CLUB.
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JOHN HARLAND, WESTON GOLF CLUB.
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JOHN PATRICK, TUXEDO GOLF CLUB.
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H. RAWLINS. NEWPORT GOLF CLUB.
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Tie for Golf Honors


Anderson and Brown Finish Even in
Open Championship


Douglas Does the Best of the Amateurs, Getting
Eighth Place—Leaders Will Play Off To-morrow


from The New York Times, June 28, 1903


Willie Anderson, the Apawamis Club professional, of Rye, N. Y., and David Brown, the golf professional of the Wollaston Country Club, near Boston, tied for the open championship of the United States yesterday in the final play on the links of the Baltusrol Golf Club, near Short Hills, N. J. Their scores were 307 strokes for the 72 holes, including the two days’ play. They will play off at 18 holes for the championship and the purse of [image: image]200 which goes to the winner to-morrow on the same club links.


Anderson was the open champion two years ago, and, singularly enough, he then tied for the honors with Alec Smith, now of Nassau County. The tournament was then held at the Myopia Club, near Boston, and Anderson won in the play-off by one stroke. A hot finish is looked for to-morrow, for Brown is playing remarkably steady golf. The latter really furnished the surprise of the event, for while he has always been acknowledged as an expert player, it had been taken for granted that his championship form had departed. Brown held the open championship of Great Britain in 1886. He came to America about two years ago, but has been playing very little in competitions.


Brown made the better score yesterday, as indeed he had to in order to tie Anderson, who led the field in the first day with 149 for the thirty-six holes. Yesterday Anderson needed 158, while Brown did the double round in 151 strokes. Anderson played up to his ability in the morning, when he did the course in 76 strokes, while Brown did 75. In the afternoon Anderson fell down badly on the ninth hole, taking 8 strokes. He drove into the edge of the woods, and on the stroke to get out his ball hit a tree, rebounding for forty yards. Another stroke was then lost in getting out. On the home green Anderson had a chance to get the hole, but he missed by less than an inch, and took four. A stroke saved at either of these places would have made Anderson the undisputed champion without the uncertainty of a play-off round.


Stewart Gardner, who was second last year, tieing with Travis, got third place and the [image: image]125 purse, his total being 315. Alec Smith of Nassau Country won fourth place, with 316 strokes, and the purse of [image: image]100. Donald J. Ross of the Oakley Club got the fifth purse, [image: image]80, with a score of 318. Jack Campbell, a young golfer and assistant professional of the Brookline Country Club, near Boston, got sixth and the purse of [image: image]70, his total being 319 strokes. Next came Laurence Auchterlonie, the former open champion from the Glenview Club, Chicago, with 321 strokes, and won the purse of [image: image]50. The only amateur to get a place among the ten money places was Findlay S. Douglas of the Nassau Country Club. He got eighth place, with 322 strokes, and will receive the value of the [image: image]40 purse in plate. Three men tied for the ninth and tenth places at 323, Willie Smith, a former champion, of Midlothian, Alex Ross of Wilmington, and John Hobens of the Yountakah Country Club. They decided to divide the small purses for the two places, [image: image]30 and [image: image]25, respectively, among the three.


With the exception of Douglas, the amateurs did not figure prominently with the professional golfers of the country. F. O. Reinhart, the young Princeton player, finished with 325 and so led Travis, as the latter had 326. He played the 36 holes in ten strokes better than on the preceding day, but his golf was not of notable quality. The other amateurs to finish were George T. Brokaw, Frank H. Croker, W. C. Carnegie, J. S. Gillespie, Charles L. Tappin, R. C. Watson, Jr., L. L. Kellogg, John M. Ward, and H. G. Macdonald. In all, fifty-eight finished the tournament.


The scores of the players are, the complete cards of Anderson and Brown being given in full:


WILL ANDERSON, APAWAMLS—







	
Out




	
5




	
4




	
3




	
5




	
4




	
4




	
5




	
5




	
2—37









	
In




	
3




	
4




	
4




	
4




	
4




	
4




	
5




	
4




	
4—36—73









	
Out




	
5




	
5




	
3




	
6




	
3




	
4




	
5




	
4




	
3—38









	
In




	
5




	
3




	
3




	
5




	
4




	
5




	
5




	
4




	
4—38—76—149









	
Out




	
5




	
4




	
5




	
5




	
5




	
3




	
4




	
3




	
3—37









	
In




	
5




	
4




	
4




	
4




	
4




	
4




	
6




	
4




	
4—39—76









	
Out




	
5




	
4




	
4




	
5




	
4




	
4




	
5




	
5




	
8—44









	
In




	
3




	
4




	
5




	
4




	
4




	
5




	
5




	
4




	
4—38—82—158—307












DAVID BROWN, WOLLASTON—
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