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FOREWORD






There is a truism which holds that “the smaller the ball, the better the writing.” That is made abundantly clear in this wonderful and engaging collection of pieces about one of the world’s premier sporting events, the Masters Golf Tournament.


What is also apparent is that the tournament and the press have enjoyed an affair of the heart that began in 1934 and continues to this day. There are any number of reasons for this.


First and foremost was Bobby Jones himself, the supreme champion of his time who, in the constellation of athletes that made the Golden Age of Sports possible in the 1920s and 30s, shone the brightest of them all. Jones’s record is well known. He won four U.S. Opens, five U.S. Amateurs, three British Opens, and the 1930 British Amateur. It was in that same year, 1930, that he won all four of these major championships of his era in one season—the historic Grand Slam. That done, he essentially retired from competitive golf at age 28.


The reasons for Jones’s popularity transcended his playing record. He was the embodiment of the amateur ideal at a time when that truly mattered. He was instinctively gracious and had a keen mind. He had an engineering degree from the Atlanta School of Technology (now Georgia Tech), a degree in literature from Harvard, and was a practicing attorney.


And, for the purposes of this book, he respected sportswriters and counted among his closest friends the columnist Grantland Rice (one of the early members at Augusta National and the honorary chairman of the first Augusta National Invitation tournament, as it was known in its first five years) and O.B. Keeler, his close friend who chronicled Jones’s career for the Atlanta Journal. Keeler, in effect, played Boswell to Jones’s Dr. Johnson, a relationship that proved profitable and advantageous for both men. In the cases of both Rice and Keeler, the close relationship between the two and the club—let alone Jones himself—would be frowned upon, if not scandalous, today. Be that as it may, among the easiest shots in journalism is to measure people against the standards of our day and not their day.


It’s worth noting here that from the earliest years of the club and the tournament, journalists were accorded uncommonly gracious treatment. This was at a time not far removed from the era when golf professionals and newspapermen were treated as second-class citizens, generally banned from entering clubhouses. This was particularly true in the British Isles, where the “Upstairs, Downstairs” mentality reigned supreme. For example, in the 1923 British Open at Royal Troon, professionals were banned from the clubhouse, so the irrepressible Walter Hagen ordered his limousine to park in front of the clubhouse, where a table set with the finest china and silver was prepared and Hagen was served a lavish lunch. Naturally, the members were outraged. Everyone else was thrilled.


It was at about this time when writers covering one British Open were assigned to an old potting shed. This proved to be too much and a protest was filed by the newspapermen. Soon a committee of members and officials from the Royal & Ancient Golf Club of St. Andrews were assigned to investigate. As they approached the shed, one member of the committee pointed to the lone writer laboring over his story.


“Look,” he said. “There’s one of them in there now.”


There would be none of that at Augusta National.


Aside from the affection and admiration the writers had for Jones, there were two other factors working in the tournament’s favor in the early years.


First, Jones played in the first few Masters and this alone was reason enough for editors to assign coverage to the events. His absence from competitive play was evidenced by his score in the inaugural tournament. He opened with a 76, shot a 74 in the second round, and had a pair of even-par 72s in the final two rounds to finish a respectable tie for thirteenth with Hagen and Denny Shute, who had won the British Open the previous year.


Second, the tournament’s spring dates coincided with the end of baseball’s spring training, which meant that the writers would be heading north, making it convenient for them to spend a few days in Augusta, luxuriating amidst the magnolias, azaleas, and dogwoods.


One reason journalists particularly enjoy the Masters is that it offers so many storylines, as readers will appreciate when they read the pieces in this book.


For one thing, as an invitational event, the Masters has always featured the finest players at any given time, including international players—something Jones insisted upon since he realized that golf is the most international of all sports.


Jones also insisted that the finest amateurs be invited. To that end, amateurs have always played a special role in the Masters, where it is often the first time they appear, and on the game’s grandest stage no less. Take the case of Curtis Strange, who was the low amateur at the 1976 Masters.


“I was brought into the pressroom for an interview by an older member who had white hair, a moustache, and an unbelievable southern accent,” said Strange, who would go on to earn a place in the World Golf Hall of Fame. “The reporters asked me a few questions, but they were really more interested in what was going on out on the course. There was a long pause and I thought we were done when the member said, ‘Curtis, I have a question. You went to Wake Forest on an Arnold Palmer scholarship. How did it feeeel to play your first round in the Masters Tournament with the great Arnold Palmer?’


“‘Sir, I didn’t play with Arnold in the first round,’ I told him.


“‘Oh,’ he said. ‘Well then you must have played with Jack Nicklaus. How did it feeel to play in the first round of the Masters Tournament with the great Jack Nicklaus?’


“‘Well sir, I didn’t play with Jack in the first round,’ I explained.


“‘Well then, who did you play with in the first round of the Masters Tournament?’ he asked.


“‘Gay Brewer,’ I said.


“There was a pause and one of the writers, mimicking the member’s accent, said ‘Tell us, Curtis, how’d it feeel to play in the first round of the Masters Tournament with the great Gay Brewer?’”


But the true masterstroke was the decision to extend invitations to all Masters champions. This meant that many of the game’s legendary players would return year after year, not so much to compete as to refresh their memories and to reunite with old friends. In a sense, it is this atmosphere of reunion that helps make the Masters special. It is a place where the golf world—players, press, its officialdom, and fans who make an annual pilgrimage to Augusta National—gathers to reminisce and welcome the beginning of another golf season.


And since the Masters featured the game’s best players, it also was a gathering of the best writers covering the game. That some of them happened to be fascinating characters in their own right simply added to the pageantry of it all.


One cannot think of the Masters without remembering Herbert Warren Wind, who covered golf so elegantly for Sports Illustrated in that publication’s early years, and later for The New Yorker. Wind, who died at age 88 in 2005, was a classicist. He was a fine player who competed in the 1950 British Amateur. He received degrees from both Yale and Cambridge University and it was at the latter where he developed a love for the classic Scottish courses and became a confirmed Anglophile. At Augusta and other major golf events, no matter how hot and humid it might be, Herb Wind was always in full tweed (including, of course, a tweed cap) with his tie knotted tightly at the collar of his white shirt.


Wind, who christened the 11th, 12th, and 13th holes “Amen Corner” after an old jazz standard, “Shouting at the Amen Corner,” was a dear friend of Bobby Jones and had a deep love and reverence for Augusta National and the Masters, which was reflected in his beautifully crafted writings.


Herb Wind and I both grew up near Boston, and since he was a friend of 1913 U.S. Open champion Francis Ouimet and I was a Ouimet Scholar in college, he took an interest in my writing and career. One year I ran into him just as he arrived at Augusta National.


“Tell me,” he asked. “How are the greens?”


After I assured him that the greens were just fine, we visited for a few minutes and then, just as we were to part, he said, “Your writing is coming along nicely.”


Winning a Pulitzer couldn’t have meant more.


In 2001, when he was 85 and hadn’t been to the Masters in ten years, he sat down with Jim McCabe, the respected golf writer from The Boston Globe.


“Towards the end of the interview, he asked, ‘Tell me, is Augusta still beautiful?’ I told him that it was and he said, ‘Good, that pleases me. Bob would be pleased, too.’”


The other equally influential golf writer of years from the 1960s on is Dan Jenkins. Jenkins was from Ft. Worth and enjoyed a deep friendship with Ben Hogan. He made his national reputation first at Sports Illustrated and then moved on to Golf Digest.


If Herb Wind was a sentimentalist, even a romantic, about the game, Jenkins looks at everything in golf—and probably life for that matter—with the gimlet eye of a humorist (but not as a cynic, a crucial distinction). This definitely includes the Masters and Augusta National. Jenkins is a brilliant observer and writer but it is his humor—the hardest trick to pull off in writing—that sets him apart.


While Wind and Jenkins were polar opposites in nature and in their writing, I’ve long thought that they should be measured, in part, by their profound influence on generations of writers who followed them and who, in many respects, emulated their styles. It would be interesting, I think, for people reading this book to read the Wind and Jenkins pieces first and then move on to other writers, trying to determine who was influenced by Wind’s and who was more taken by Jenkins’s style. For example, going through this anthology, I would put John Feinstein and Tom Callahan in the Wind school while the writings of Rick Reilly and Gary Van Sickle remind me more of Jenkins. See what you think.


No discussion of writers and the Masters would be complete without mentioning Bob Drum, who began covering golf when he was at the Pittsburgh Press just as a kid named Arnold Palmer was starting to attract attention as a top junior golfer. “The Drummer” covered Palmer’s remarkable career but particularly enjoyed coming to Augusta National in the spring, where he was a fixture on the clubhouse verandah with his friend, Dan Jenkins. His devotion to Palmer and the Masters was absolute, as you will see.


“In March 1961, I was diagnosed with cancer,” said the Drummer. “The doctor told me this was serious stuff and then he wanted to operate right away. I told him to forget it. I had to get down to Augusta because Arnold was the defending champion. I told him he could operate right after the Masters. That way I’d be fixed up in time for the Open at Oakmont in June, where Arnold was also the defending champion.


“You’d think that after all I went through, Arnold could have won at least one of them,” said Drummer.


Herb Wind is gone now and so is the Drummer and Dick Taylor, the former editor of Golf World, and Charlie Price, who wrote A Golf Story: Bobby Jones, Augusta National, and the Masters Tournament. Gone, too, are Sam Snead, Byron Nelson, Gene Sarazen, and so many others whom I came to look forward to seeing at Augusta in the spring and who made the Masters, in the words of the incomparable Jim Nantz of CBS Sports, “a tradition unlike any other.”


Their spirit is captured here.


I hope you enjoy this literary stroll down Magnolia Lane.


 


—Don Wade
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INTRODUCTION






Augusta National Golf Club is one of the most famous golf courses in the world and home to my favorite tournament—the Masters. The club was founded in 1933 by the legendary amateur champion Bobby Jones. He collaborated with one of history’s most famous architects, Alister MacKenzie. MacKenzie designed Cypress Point in California and Royal Melbourne in Australia, among others, but there is little doubt Augusta National is his crown jewel. The Masters Tournament is equally rich in history with long standing traditions, including the Wednesday par-3 tournament, the ceremonial opening tee-shot by the likes of Sam Snead, Byron Nelson, and Arnold Palmer, the Butler cabin interviews and, of course, the presentation of the green jacket by the defending champion on the 18th green.


Growing up as a golfer in Rhode Island, to me the Masters signaled the advent of spring. With the final round played the second Sunday of every April, the tournament, which has been televised majestically by CBS over the last fifty years, provided viewers with the most meticulously manicured golf course in the world. It’s as if Augusta National has a magical switch somewhere that causes the azaleas, the dogwoods, and every other flower to bloom perfectly, right as that first tee shot is struck! Likewise, the greens must be sprinkled with a secret dust that speeds them up dramatically between the final practice round on Wednesday and the opening round on Thursday. The Masters is the only major tournament played on the same course every year so that viewers are intimately familiar with the course. So much so, I knew how to play the course long before ever setting foot on the hallowed grounds of Augusta National.


Any Masters fan knows the famous adage that the tournament doesn’t begin until the back nine on Sunday! If you can navigate your way through holes 10, 11, and 12 without a disaster and keep your scores around par then you are bound to pick up a few shots on the field. There are few scarier shots in golf than the second into the 11th, fronted by a menacing pond that catches any shot hit even slightly to the left. The trouble doesn’t end there as you play the 12th, the most famous par 3 in tournament golf. The confounding winds and the narrowest green on the course put you at the mercy of the golfing gods. Who could forget when Freddie Couples’s ball held up on the bank and didn’t trickle into the creek in 1992? With that unexpected break, he went on to win the tournament and no one has seen a ball stay up since!


The back nine also provides the most exciting stretch of golf from the 13th tee to the 16th green. With attackable pin placements on Sunday, players can make birdies and eagles in bunches. When this happens, the fans let loose with the loudest roars on the course, just as they did when Phil Mickelson made three birdies during this stretch before draining the winning putt on the 18th hole in 2004. And the same golfing gods who rewarded Freddie Couples tempted Curtis Strange to go for the green in two shots on both par-5s in 1985, only to see both balls end up in what Ben Wright called a “watery grave.” Likewise, Seve Ballesteros suffered a similar fate when he made a double bogey 7 on the 15th hole and saw his chances of winning the tournament slip away after his ball landed in the water. Yet Zach Johnson proved in 2007 that there’s no shame in hitting a wedge into holes 13 and 15 for your third shot. He did it every round and went on to win the tournament.


The 16th hole is a highlight reel of memorable golf moments. The par 3 is the site of Jack Nicklaus’s knife-in-the-back birdie putt in 1975 with Johnny Miller and Tom Weiskopf watching from the tee-box and the tournament in the balance. His reaction is still vivid: Nicklaus with his right arm extended, putter raised high and jumping for joy. And this hole is also where, in 2005, Tiger Woods made the most suspenseful chip in golf history when his ball hung on the lip for what seemed like an eternity before dropping in the hole for birdie. He celebrated with a fist pump that would have knocked Muhammad Ali out cold.


The 17th and 18th holes were often criticized for being easy finishing holes, so in recent years the tournament committee went about making them more difficult by lengthening them tremendously—and, in the case of the 17th, adding new pine trees along the right side of the fairway. But even before these changes were made, the 18th produced great drama and heartache such as Arnold Palmer’s double bogey in his 1961 playoff loss to Gary Player, and Ed Sneed’s missed short par putt in 1979, which led to him losing to Fuzzy Zoeller in the first ever sudden death play-off. The hole has also seen its share of triumph, such as Sandy Lyle’s miraculous fairway bunker shot to hold off Mark Calcavecchia in 1988 and become the first Scottish golfer to win the tournament, or Mark O’Meara’s birdie putt in 1998 to pull ahead of David Duval and Freddie Couples on the final hole of the tournament.


Just as the television coverage brought the course alive, it also brought the players to life. Jack Nicklaus began to supplant Arnold Palmer as the greatest player in the game largely because of his five Masters victories in the 1960s and 1970s. My most indelible Nicklaus memory, like many of you no doubt, is his Sunday back-nine charge in 1986 when he went on to win his sixth green jacket by out-dueling Seve Ballesteros, Greg Norman, and Tom Kite. Augusta is where players like Miller, Weiskopf, Trevino, and Watson would challenge Nicklaus on golf’s greatest theater. The television coverage was also my first exposure to international golfers like Gary Player, the aforementioned Ballesteros and Norman, and multiple-time champions Nick Faldo and Bernhard Langer. By studying the names on the Masters leaderboard, it was evident golf was indeed a global game. You noticed how the course design challenged all types of players in many different ways. Length was an asset, but a great short game was mandatory for success. Scramblers could do well at Augusta, just as short and accurate plodders could. I dreamed of playing there and practiced many of the shots the course demanded, like a high draw off the 13th tee or a delicate pitch from the back of the 3rd green. As a junior golfer, I often played practice rounds with three balls: one was Nicklaus, one was Watson, and one was Faxon. This was fun!


I promised myself I would never play Augusta National until I qualified to play in the Masters. In 1991, after qualifying by winning the Buick Open, Brad Boss, my long-time friend and a member at Augusta, called and said, “Let’s go next February!” Needless to say, television did not do the course justice. That first tee shot of the first round had me as excited as any tournament I had ever played. After reaching the green on the opening hole, I witnessed the magnificence, and the treachery of MacKenzie’s design. The undulations on the greens were beyond comparison—the ultimate measuring stick, even today, for any other club’s greens. It was a truly memorable few days, made even more memorable when Brad made a hole-in-one on the 16th during the first round we played. The entire experience far and away exceeded my greatest expectations and made the day well worth the wait.


Augusta National is a magical place. I have played in twelve Masters Tournaments, and the thrill never wanes. Each and every round is special and the experience one to cherish. Your mind is challenged on every shot and every hole. You are more tired mentally than physically when you finish a tournament round. I have no doubt the Masters is the most compelling major every year and I can’t wait to get back and play in the tournament one more time. I hope thirteen will be a lucky number for me.


 


—Brad Faxon


October 2007
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THE TRADITIONS
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The Men of the Masters


from A Good Walk Spoiled: Days and Nights on the PGA Tour
by John Feinstein


Tradition is one of the most important words in the lexicon of golf. There is no doubt that tradition is a key element in explaining what draws people to the game. If you walk the Old Course at St. Andrews and are not moved by the tradition that is spread out before you every step of the way, then the sport has not connected with you or you with it. If you don’t hear, at least faintly, the footsteps of Old Tom Morris and Young Tom Morris, then you are wasting your time from the moment you arrive in Scotland.


The same can be said—and is often said—of the Augusta National Golf Club. But while there are hundreds of years of tradition and memories at St. Andrews, there are only sixty at Augusta. While it was the Scots who invented golf, it is the men who wear the green jackets of Augusta National who believe they are the ones who got it right.


The Masters is the greatest golf tournament in the world. Ask the men in the green jackets. If you do not treat the Masters with a reverence that goes beyond all other golf tournaments, it is quite possible you will be asked not to return. Jack Whitaker learned that in 1966 when he referred to a crowd around the hallowed 18th green as “a mob.” The Men of the Masters told CBS he would not be welcome the following year and CBS meekly complied with that request. Twenty-eight years later, Gary McCord commented that the greens were so slick they looked like they had been bikini-waxed. The MOTM again made their displeasure known to CBS and, again, the network did as it was told. McCord was not invited to return in 1995.


The Masters is all about tradition. The only green jacket that ever leaves the premises is the one worn by the current champion. The members and past champions wear theirs only at the club. Every year, Masters week at Augusta is the same, from the champions dinner on Tuesday to the par-three tournament on Wednesday, to the ceremonial tee-off on Thursday, to the four minutes per hour of commercials on Saturday and Sunday, to the members dinner with the new champion on Sunday night.


Every April it is the same, and every April the Masters is seen as a signal of rebirth. The gorgeous azaleas and Georgia dogwood are in bloom, the huge pine and oak trees are as stunning and sturdy as ever, and golf is at its most poetic, especially during those final nine holes on Sunday when, as the TV voices are required to say at least 4,567 times each year, “The golf tournament really begins.”


There is no doubting the greatness or the beauty of the golf course that Bobby Jones created as his legacy to the game. The back nine, with two reachable par-fives and water in play at five of the first seven holes, is a perfect setting for the final holes of a major championship.


But there is also no doubting that Augusta National is not a comfortable place for most people. It is a place golf people go every April because (of course) it is a tradition. Players know that a Masters victory ensures them a hallowed place in the pantheon of the sport. It also means you can come back and play in the tournament for the rest of your life and that you will be treated with an extra measure of respect wherever you go in the golf world.


To some extent, this is true of any major. Not like the Masters.


Andy North won the U.S. Open twice and some people still point to those victories as proof that the Open isn’t as great a championship as it is cracked up to be. A British Open champion is a hero in Europe but often unnoticed in the United States. And to this day there are players who claim that the PGA shouldn’t be considered a major because it allowed forty club pros into the field each year (until dropping the number to twenty in 1995) and is almost always played in brutal August heat.


Jeff Sluman, who won the PGA in 1988, has heard the arguments that his victory shouldn’t count as a major. “Fine,” he says, “I’ll accept the fact that I can’t count mine as a major when you go and tell Nicklaus that his five don’t count.”


No one questions a Masters champion whether he is Nicklaus or Palmer, Tommy Aaron or Charles Coody. You have worn the green jacket, you have selected the menu for the champions dinner and dined with the members. You have driven up Magnolia Lane to the clubhouse instead of coming in the main gate off Washington Street the way mere mortals do.


Tradition means rules, and Augusta has more rules than anyone.


There is no running allowed anywhere on the grounds, and while you may ask for autographs on the parking lot side of the clubhouse, you may not do so on the golf course side. On the practice days, a sign posted on the first tee instructs players to play “only one ball please.” If you want to play two or three balls from a certain spot, you are more than welcome to do so—next week at Hilton Head.


The chairman of the club, currently Jackson Stephens, meets with the media every Masters Wednesday at precisely 11 A.M. That is the only time he speaks to the media and he speaks briefly. The same two club members—Charlie Yates and Dan Yates—have moderated the press conferences for as long as anyone can remember. Both men were excellent golfers in their day, especially Charlie, who won the British Amateur in 1938; Dan’s son, Dan Jr., was once the runner-up in the U.S. Amateur and a member of the U.S. Walker Cup team and has played in sixteen Masters.


The Yates brothers are both well into their seventies now. They still address female reporters as “pretty little ladies” and, on occasion, will babble on for a while at the start of an interview while a player and reporters sit fidgeting uncomfortably waiting for them to finish. It was Blackie Sherrod of the Dallas Morning News who hung the nicknames “Big Silly” and “Little Silly” on them years ago.


Race and gender are still uncomfortable topics at Augusta—as they are at almost all golf clubs worldwide. Augusta has no female members and admitted its first black member four years ago, after the Shoal Creek debacle forced everyone in golf to make some attempt to open doors previously closed to blacks. During the 1994 tournament there was talk that Augusta might be getting ready to admit a second black member.


There is no shortage of black faces around Augusta National however. Blacks work as waiters, caddies, and members of the grounds crew. Most of them come in through gate seven, on the far corner of the grounds, report to their work stations, and leave through gate seven in the evening. Once a year, the club invites them all to a barbecue and picnic.


There are even rules for television at Augusta. Unlike any other sports event in the world, the Masters is paid far less than market value for its television rights. On an open market, during a time when NBC is paying the U.S. Open $13 million a year for the next three years, the Masters would be worth at least that much—perhaps more. Instead, CBS, which has televised the tournament for the last thirty-nine years, pays in the neighborhood of $4 million a year.


Why? So that the Masters can remain in complete control of the telecast. That means not only having the right to fire announcers like Whitaker and McCord, but the right to approve any announcer before he (no women announcers here either) is handed a microphone. It also means that someone from the club (the chairman until 1994, when vice chairman Joe Ford did the honors) asks the champion the first question on the air when he arrives at Butler Cabin to receive the green jacket.


And it also means that there are only four minutes of commercials per hour—two minutes for Cadillac and two minutes for Travelers Insurance—because the Men of the Masters don’t want their telecasts glutted by commercials. Naturally, they have final approval of all commercial copy. You aren’t likely to see any Miller Lite commercials on the Masters anytime soon. Since CBS pays a lower rights fee, the lack of commercial time doesn’t create a problem.


The members’ approach is simple: This is our tournament. If you do not like the way we do business, you are free not to do business with us. If you find our past policies on race or our current policies on gender offensive, you need not attend the tournament, televise the tournament, write about the tournament, or, for that matter, play in the tournament.


If you doubt the power of the Men of the Masters, consider the column that appeared in Golf World magazine a couple of weeks after the announcement that McCord had been banned from Augusta. “I applaud their decision,” it read. “In the contract with CBS, they have the right to evaluate the announcers and decide who personifies the muted rituals of restraint. I am a loud wail.”


The author of the column was Gary McCord.


No one is above the laws of Augusta. Several years ago, Pat Summerall, who did his twenty-sixth and last Masters for CBS in 1994 and was given what amounted to a royal sendoff by the MOTM (a gold badge, which grants him lifetime access to the tournament), was about to climb the steps to the tower behind the 18th green, when a Pinkerton guard stopped him.


“You need a pass to get up there,” the guard said.


Summerall had left his pass in the CBS trailer. He explained that to the guard, noted that he had taken these same steps every day all week and for many years. The guard didn’t care. No pass, no passage. The argument got heated, and Summerall was dragged off to the proper authorities. There, he had to be freed by a great deal of apologetic pleading by his boss, Frank Chirkinian.


Chirkinian has produced the Masters telecasts for thirty-six years.


For twenty of those years he lived at Augusta. He has been friends with all the club chairmen, plays the course every year, and produces the pictures and sounds that make America wax poetic about the Masters each year.


In 1994, Chirkinian arrived for the tournament and was told that CBS’s ticket allotment had been cut by twenty-five, a disaster since the network flies in all sorts of clients as a major perk. When Chirkinian asked why, he was told “because.”


“Arbitrary decision,” he grumbled later in the week. Then he caught himself. “Of course, it’s their ballpark.”


It sure is. That’s why when Summerall’s partner, Ken Venturi, parked his car in a space where he wasn’t supposed to park, Chirkinian got another call. Venturi could move his car—within the next fifteen minutes—or it would be moved—towed—for him.


“If I can just get into the truck and do my job, I can enjoy the week,” Chirkinian said. “Until then...”


Until then, he was like everyone else, a guest of the Men of the Masters—as long as he behaved.


 


The best moments of every Masters are the first ones. They come early on Thursday morning when Gene Sarazen, Byron Nelson, and Sam Snead make their way to the first tee. This is one of the traditions that makes the Masters unique. All three are past champions, each a living, breathing legend. Snead, the kid in the group at eighty-one, played in forty-four Masters, winning three times. Nelson is eighty-two, also a three-time Masters champion. More than anyone, though, it is Sarazen, now ninety-two, who helped make the Masters what it is.


It was his historic double eagle at the 15th hole in 1935—the second year the tournament was played—that not only won the title, but put the Masters on the map. To this day, when you talk about “the shot heard ‘round the world” to golfers, they think not of Bobby Thompson at the Polo Grounds in 1951, but Gene Sarazen at the Masters in 1935.


It is quite possible that these are the only three men in the world that Jackson Stephens ever waits for. Shortly after 8 A.M. Stephens stood on the first tee, wearing a floppy white golf hat that looked incongruous with his green jacket, and waited for the threesome that was scheduled to begin the tournament at 8:15.


To his left, on the board where the players’ names are posted before they tee off, the three slots read: Sarazen-92; Nelson-82; Snead-81. The number usually tells the fan what number a player’s caddy is wearing on his white overalls. The defending champion is always assigned number 1 and Jack Nicklaus is given 86 in honor of the year he won the last·and most extraordinary of his six titles. The first threesome’s numbers need no explanation.


Sarazen played his last nine holes at Augusta in 1991. For several weeks, prior to the ’94 tournament, he had been concerned that shoulder miseries would make it impossible to take his one swing. A year earlier, Nelson, bothered by hip and knee problems, couldn’t take his turn, and Sarazen was concerned he would be the spectator in the group this time.


At 8:12, he walked resolutely onto the tee, dressed in his trademark knickers and floppy hat, carrying a walking stick. The spectators, most of whom had ignored the Pinkertons’ “no running” pleas when the gates opened at 8 o’clock, in order to jockey for position around the tee, burst into loud applause when Sarazen appeared.


Sarazen rubbed his left shoulder and, noting the breezy 51 degree temperature, said, “Cold out here for these old guys.”


He took a driver out of the bag he had borrowed from Rick Fehr and began swinging easily to get loose. Nelson appeared a few moments later, followed by CBS’s Ken Venturi, who once led the Masters after three rounds as an amateur. “I don’t know if I can hit the ball,” Nelson said, “but I found me a good boy here to tee it up for me.”


Snead was the last to arrive, bursting onto the tee right at 8:15.


“Jack, how is everything,” he said, shaking hands with Stephens as if the chairman were his caddy.


They posed for pictures, then Stephens grabbed a hand microphone and introduced the three men. The other eighty-six players in the field would each receive exactly the same introduction on the first tee:


“Fore, please, [fill in a name] now driving.”


Period. Sarazen, Nelson, and Snead did considerably better. Stephens, whose voice always quavers a bit, went through their accomplishments in detail. “... In 1945, when Byron won eleven straight tournaments, his scoring average for the year was, I believe, 68.33.”


“That’s correct,” Nelson confirmed, smiling.


“... And Gene Sarazen won the U.S. Open in 1922 and 1932, the British Open in 1932 ...” He paused. “Don’t forget the PGA,” Sarazen said.


Sarazen, whose ball had been placed on the tee for him before he arrived, hit first. He lofted a shot about 120 yards down the left side. As the applause washed over him, he smiled, relieved that he had been able to get his shoulders turned.


Nelson, after his “boy,” the 1964 U.S. Open champion, had teed the ball for him, hit a short, low line drive down the middle. He was clearly thrilled at being able to swing the club again.


Snead needed no help. He teed the ball himself, took that picture-perfect swing that produced eighty-one tournament victories, and hit the ball well down the fairway. He grinned and looked around as if to say, “Anybody looking for a game?”


“The fifty-eighth Masters is now officially under way,” Stephens said.


Everyone headed for the warmth of the clubhouse, although it was hard to believe it would feel any warmer in there than it had felt on the windswept tee for those brief, sweet moments.


“How come,” Sarazen said to his partners as they walked off, “I’m the only one who gets older every year?”


 


The cool morning gave way to a picture-postcard afternoon. By the end of the day it was apparent that no one was going to challenge the tournament record of 271 co-held by Nicklaus and Raymond Floyd. The breezes and the greens were turning everyone into grinders.


Larry Mize had the lead at 68 when everyone was finished, with Tom Kite and Fulton Allem one shot back. Tom Watson shot 70 in spite of chipping into the water at the 15th and making a triple-bogey 8 there. Greg Norman also went into the water at 15, but saved par and also shot 70.


The 15th was the talk of the locker room. The embankment in front of the green just over the water had been cut so short that any ball that landed in front of the green was going to roll back and get wet. In fact, some balls that landed on the front of the green and spun also ended up wet.


If Norman was the favorite going in, favorites 1-A and 1-B were the two Nicks: Faldo and Price. Both struggled, Price to a 74, Faldo to a 76. Faldo came off the course mumbling about his putting and, after a brief chat with the media, went directly to the putting green.


There are two places at the Masters where players talk to the media. One is the interview room, where the leaders are brought in each day and put through their paces by the Yates brothers. The other is underneath the giant oak tree that stands just outside the entrance to the clubhouse.


Exactly how this particular tradition has grown up, no one is quite sure, but almost every player knows it and follows it. When you finish a round and you know you aren’t going to be asked to the interview room, you march up the hill from the 18th green, step inside the ropes that stop the public from going farther, walk about five more paces, and find a spot under the oak tree. The tree is so huge that there is room for at least half a dozen players to spread out in different places and talk.


Occasionally, a reporter or two will follow a player into the locker room once he is finished under the oak tree, but most players do their talking there. The exception to this rule and tradition was John Daly, who walked past the oak tree each of the first three days (76-73-77) pursued by a bevy of reporters and never stopped to talk to anyone.


Only on Sunday, after finishing with a triple-bogey 7 at the 18th to shoot 76, did he pause to talk. He had been paired, by luck of the draw, for four straight rounds with Ian Woosnam, the Welshman who had won the tournament in 1991.


“Me and Woosie are talking about getting married,” joked Daly, who was in the middle of an ugly divorce. “He told me this was the longest relationship I’ve ever had.”


Standing at the bar inside the clubhouse, he sipped a Diet Coke.


Someone asked if he could feel the support of the fans. “Sure could,” he said. “Can’t understand it.”


He was asked if he had perhaps rushed a little bit on the back nine, gotten careless. He shrugged. “I’m damn sure not going to play slow when nothing’s going right. At twelve, I hit me a seven-iron I thought was in the hole and it went in the water. That’ll make you impatient. Tell the truth, all I was trying to do today was get me some crystal.”


The Masters gives out crystal to any player who makes an eagle during the tournament. Jeff Maggert had made a double eagle that day at the 13th, the third in tournament history. “Knowing this place,” Daly said, “they’ll probably tell him a double eagle doesn’t count.”


He put down the Diet Coke and headed for the door. He had been funny and charming and antsy all at once. Being near him gave one a sense of discomfort, as if a wrong question or comment might set him off. He had played the last round as if getting some crystal and getting out of Dodge were the only two things on his mind. The enigma grew.


 


By Friday evening at most majors, the list of contenders and pretenders has shrunk. The Masters is the only major tournament that repairs after the first round, meaning that the Thursday leaders go out last the way the leaders normally do at other tournaments only on Saturday and Sunday. By the time Larry Mize got to the clubhouse in the late-afternoon gloaming on Friday, he had shot 71 for 139 and he still had the lead. The list of those chasing him had changed considerably.


Norman was still there, one shot back after shooting 70 again. Tom Lehman, who had finished third in his first Masters a year earlier, had also shot a second straight 70. The two biggest moves of the day had been made by two men who knew what it felt like to contend on Sunday and come up short: Dan Forsman, who had led the tournament in 1993 until he knocked his ball into Rae’s Creek at the 12th hole and made an eight, had produced a 66, the low round of the tournament, to tie Norman and Lehman. And Jose Maria Olazabal, who had stood on the 18th tee tied for the lead in 1991 only to bogey the hole and lose by one shot to Ian Woosnam, had come back from an opening 74—identical to Forsman—to shoot 67. He was two shots back of Mize along with the rising young South African star Ernie Els and a trio of forty-something Americans: Hale Irwin, Kite, and Watson.


Olazabal’s presence on the leader board was intriguing since he had become golf’s version of the invisible man in 1993. He had been labeled the “next Seve” when he first began making a name for himself by winning two tournaments on the European Tour in 1986 at the age of twenty. A year later, he had started his famous Ryder Cup partnership with Ballesteros. He wasn’t as classically handsome or charismatic as his older countryman, but he did have the same sort of magic touch around the green and a similar ability to extricate himself from seemingly impossible spots. When he won the World Series of Golf in 1990 at the age of twenty-four by a stunning twelve shots, it seemed to be only a matter of time before he began winning major championships.


Then he lost the 1991 Masters to Woosnam and his ascendancy stopped. He was still a good player, but he was not the same. In 1993, he failed to win on the European Tour for the first time in six years and dropped out of the top ten on the Order of Merit. In fact, he didn’t even qualify for the Ryder Cup team and made the team only as a captain’s pick.


He went from shy but charming to angry and aloof. He was constantly telling reporters to leave him alone and, during the Ryder Cup, Ballesteros did virtually all his talking for him. People wondered if all of the “next Seve” pressure had gotten to him the way all the “next Nicklaus” rhetoric had gotten to many young American players.


Olazabal said no, he just needed to tinker with his swing a little. He worked over the winter on his consistency and switched to a metal driver. Right from the start, he had played better in 1994 and had finished second in New Orleans the week before the Masters. When his name popped onto the leader board Friday, eyebrows went up all over the grounds.


The same was true of Els, the tall twenty-four-year-old South African with the long, dreamy-looking swing and easygoing manner. Els had already won seven times around the world, but more important than that, he had shown a knack for playing his best golf in the majors. This was his eighth major and he came in with four top-ten finishes. He had length comparable to Daly’s, only he made it look much easier. And he had the good fortune not to be called the “next Gary Player,” if only because, at a shade under 6-foot-4, he was almost nine inches taller than Player and played a game so different that the only thing they had in common was South African birth.


The real surprise, though, was who wasn’t on the leader board: the two Nicks. Price and Faldo both struggled in with 73s on Friday, meaning both would play on the weekend—Price at 147 and Faldo right on the number at 149—but neither was likely to contend, barring a miraculous round on Saturday.


Price, who had never won the Masters and knew that the lightning-fast greens probably would make it the most difficult major for him to win, was disappointed but sanguine. He knew, the way the course was set up, with the pins practically sitting on cliffs, that he would have to be at his very best with the putter and he just wasn’t. “It’s not as if I’m hitting the ball badly,” he said. “I just can’t make any putts on these greens.”


Faldo wasn’t quite as philosophical. He had won the Masters twice, in 1989 and 1990, and knew he was perfectly capable of making putts on Augusta’s greens. Only he wasn’t. Each day he walked up the hill from 18 to the oak tree, stood with his arms folded, and in a voice that couldn’t be heard by anyone standing more than five feet away, kept saying, “It’s horrible, terrible. Can’t make a thing.” The inquisition finished, he would find his caddy, Fanny Sunneson—one of a handful of female tour caddies—and head for the putting green.


 


For most top players, the goal during the first two days of any golf tournament is simple: don’t lose the tournament. That is especially true at a major, where the pressure on every shot beginning on Thursday seems to quadruple.


“You can always tell the first day of a major the minute you walk into the locker room,” Jeff Sluman says. “The line for the bathroom is always a lot longer.”


The great players rarely lead majors on Saturday morning. No one really wants to go wire-to-wire at a major because the pressure of sleeping with the lead for three straight nights can be unbearable.


It does happen. During the course of winning eighteen times, Nicklaus had to lead start to finish a few times. At Baltusrol in 1980, he shot 63 in the first round and led all the way, and he ran away with the Masters in 1965. Raymond Floyd led the Masters all four rounds when he tied Nicklaus’s record in 1976 and also was in command for all four rounds when he won his second PGA title at Southern Hills in 1982.


More often than not, though, the real leader board—the one that will produce the winner—doesn’t take shape until Saturday afternoon. Tom Watson never once led wire-to-wire on his way to eight major wins. In fact, even in 1977 at the British Open, when he and Nicklaus eventually lapped the field by 10 shots, they were not the leaders after two rounds. Roger Maltbie was one shot ahead of both of them.


“You want to play well on Thursday and Friday at a major,” Nicklaus said. “But you want to save your best golf for Saturday and Sunday.”


Most of the time, if you bet against the thirty-six-hole leader, you will win. In 1993 the only thirty-six-hole leader at a major who went on to win was Lee Janzen at the U.S. Open. That doesn’t mean that no one took Larry Mize seriously after thirty-six holes at the Masters. After all, he had won the tournament before and had played the best golf of his career in 1993, winning two tour events and an IMG-run megabucks made-for-TV tournament in December. There, he had beaten an elite field by 10 shots to win $550,000. No question, Mize could win.


But not many people expected him to. The name that had been mentioned most often before the tournament began was Greg Norman. On Saturday morning, very few people had changed their opinion. Norman had done nothing to lose on Thursday and Friday and sat very comfortably one shot behind Mize.


“It’s a little bit like going down the road with a ten-foot alligator running right behind you,” Mize said.


Norman was trying to go the low-key route, refusing to get caught up in the hype that surrounded him. He had always liked little sayings; his first boss as a young assistant pro had always told him that the key to success in life came down to DIN and DIP—Do-It-Now and Do-It-Properly. He still believed in that. At Augusta, he said, the keys were the two Ps—Patience and Putting. Norman hadn’t yet gotten on a roll with his putting, but he was patiently waiting for that to happen.


To most Masters veterans, there was something missing on this Augusta Saturday. For the first time in forty years, no one named Palmer or Nicklaus was around for the weekend. In one sense, this was no shock. Palmer hadn’t made a Masters cut since 1983 and, at sixty-four, wasn’t likely to make one again. Ironically, Nicklaus hadn’t missed the last two rounds since that year. He didn’t actually miss the cut in ’83 either, but had been forced to withdraw Friday morning when his back began to spasm on the practice tee.


That was the first time that the media began speculating that his days as a serious contender were behind him. After all, he was forty-three. At forty-six, he won the tournament again. As recently as 1993 he had been tied for the first-round lead before finishing tied for twenty-seventh on Sunday.


But he had struggled with his game since January, when he started the year by winning the senior division of the Mercedes (don’t call it Tournament of Champions) Championships. He hadn’t made a cut on the regular tour in five tries, so missing at the Masters wasn’t that surprising except for the fact that the cut at Augusta is probably easier to make than at any other tournament on tour.


Since the field is almost never more than ninety players (eighty-six in 1994) and everyone within 10 shots of the leader plays on the weekend, the cut is usually around 150. That was true this year—51 players made the cut at 149 or better—but Nicklaus at 152 and Palmer at 155 were not among them.


Saturday is always called “moving day” on tour because it is the day when those who are way behind must make a move if they want to have any chance to win on Sunday. About once a year, someone will win a tournament after making the cut on the number, proving that it is worth grinding on Friday to make the cut because you never know when you are going to discover something on the range or get hot with your putter.


If you don’t move on Saturday, your chances of winning on Sunday are nil. Not only are you going to be too many shots back, but you are going to be behind too many people. There is a big difference between being four shots behind the leader in third place starting Sunday and being four shots behind tied for fourteenth. If you have only two people ahead of you, the chances that both will falter are halfway decent. But if you have thirteen people ahead of you, there is no way that every one of them is going to collapse. You might shoot 67 and move up to third or fourth, but the odds are that at least one or two people will play well enough to stay ahead of you.


Norman was in the second-to-last group of the day Saturday, paired with Tom Lehman. Jose Maria Olazabal and Ernie Els were right in front of them and Mize and Dan Forsman behind. The day was warm and cloudy with enough breeze to toughen the course even more than on the first two days.


The Norman-Lehman pairing was intriguing, if only because they both were playing with the same irons—one for big money, the other for no money. Lehman had switched at the beginning of the year to the irons Cobra made for Norman even though it meant giving up some endorsement money from Cleveland Classics. He liked the Cobra irons better than Cleveland’s new VAS irons and decided to play them even though the company wasn’t going to pay him to do so. Norman appeared in commercials for Cobra all the time, pitching its King Cobra woods. He carried one King Cobra club—the driver—in his bag.


Norman was thirty-nine, a multi-multi-millionaire. Lehman was thirty-five, a veteran of every mini-tour there was, someone who had been off the tour between 1985 and 1992. He had gotten so discouraged at one point that he almost took the job as golf coach at the University of Minnesota for $29,000 a year. “I probably would have done it,” he said, “but they wanted me to rent cross-country skis out of the pro shop in the winter.”


Golf courses don’t check resumes. And so it was Lehman who shot 34 on the front nine and Norman who shot 38. That tied Lehman for the tournament lead with Olazabal and Mize at six under. Norman had gone from one shot back to four back.


Still, there was no reason to panic. The back nine at Augusta is the place where players make their move. Once you get by 10 and 11, both long, difficult par-fours, the next six holes can be attacked. That is what makes Augusta the perfect setting for a major. Most years, the leader cannot play safe on the back nine because if he does someone will catch him.


When Bobby Jones built the course, he created the back-nine par-fives, 13 and 15, as par-four-and-a-halfs where a player in contention almost has to go for the green in two, but faces real peril—water and shallow, treacherous greens—in doing so. The kind of golf the back nine at Augusta can produce was never more evident than in 1991 when Tom Watson made a double-bogey five at the tiny 12th, then made eagle three at both 13 and 15 to tie for the lead.


Norman arrived at 13 on Saturday knowing that moving day was rapidly drawing to a close and the only move he had made was backward. He was now three over par for the day and trailed the leaders, Olazabal and Mize, by five. Lehman, having just bogeyed 12, was one shot behind them.


The 13th is the last hole of “Amen Comer,” the three famous holes where water can turn the tournament around in one quick splash. The 12th, the par-three with the tiny green that almost never calls for more than a nine-iron but often decides the tournament because of Rae’s Creek meandering along in front of the green and the bunkers behind it, is a hole where everyone just tries to make his par and escape.


The 13th isn’t as simple. It is a dogleg left, with azaleas, dogwood, and the creek running along the left side of the fairway and trees most of the way down the right. The narrow slice of water in front of the green is almost invisible from where you play your second shot, except inside the mind.


Norman hit a perfect drive and, as is the case when you hit the ball straight off the tee at 13, had only an iron—a four—left to the green. He hit perhaps his best shot of the day and the ball checked up 18 feet beyond the flag. The huge crowd surrounding the green was going crazy. It was time for the Shark to stop this silliness and climb back into contention. An eagle would do just that. He would be three shots back with five to play, including the equally reachable 15th.


Norman was thinking the same thing. His goal on the tee had been to make a birdie—he hadn’t had one all day—but now, as he surveyed the putt, he knew it was makable and he knew what it would mean to him—and to those he was chasing—if he made it. “I went for it too hard,” he said later. “I wasn’t thinking about anything except making that one, which was a mistake.”


The putt was left of the cup all the way, the kind of pull that often comes off the putter when someone is trying too hard. Worse than that, it rolled a good six feet past. Now Norman had a tricky putt coming back just to make birdie. Still, if he could make this and get an eagle at 15...


He couldn’t. The putt slid just past the right edge. A three-putt par. In the meantime, Lehman made his birdie and moved into a three-way tie for the lead. Norman was deflated. He wasn’t hitting the ball poorly, but nothing was happening with the putter.


Now he had to birdie 15. He parred 14 and hit a good drive at 15. But this time he missed the green, hitting his second safely over the water, but to a tough place to chip from. He got to within 10 feet, but again, the putter wouldn’t work. He had gone 5-5 at two holes where 4-4 was an absolute must and 3-3 should not have been out of the question. Lehman, over the green in two, chipped to within two feet and made another birdie. He was now seven under. At 16, he had a 50-foot, curling birdie putt and somehow rolled that one in too. He was eight under and leading the Masters by two shots. The cheers echoing off the pines and oaks were for him, not for his far more famous and wealthy playing partner, who had started the day even with him and was now seven shots behind.


“When I heard the cheers walking off sixteen, my eyes got a little bit wet,” Lehman said. “I mean, who would have thought a kid from Minnesota could lead the Masters?”


The kid turned human on 18, making a bogey from the middle of the fairway. That left him one shot ahead of Olazabal, two ahead of Mize, and three ahead of Tom Kite. Norman parred the last three holes, finishing with a birdie-less 75. Only once did he show his frustration. When he walked on the green at 18, knowing that most of the cheers were for Lehman, he marked his ball, then threw it to his caddy, Tony Navarro, who was still 100 yards down the fairway because he had just finished raking the fairway trap where Norman had put his drive.


It wasn’t a heave, and Navarro scooped the ball up on a hop like a short-stop and cleaned it just as he would have done if Norman had calmly handed him the ball on the green. But the toss was telling. Norman wanted to get the round done and be gone. He had gone from a tie for second, one shot back in perfect position, to a three-way tie for eighth, six shots back.


While Lehman was being taken to the interview room to tell the gathered media his life story—a day earlier he had been asked four questions, now he was asked closer to forty—Norman stood under the oak tree and calmly told everyone he still didn’t think he was out of the golf tournament, that he had hit the ball well and had every reason to believe he could go low on Sunday and catch the leaders.


As he started to walk away, with all the cameras and tape recorders still rolling, he spotted Tim Rosaforte of Sports Illustrated, who had just been elected president of the Golf Writers Association of America. Norman grinned and shook Rosaforte’s hand. “Hey, Mr. President,” he said cheerfully, “congratulations!”


He walked into the locker room and was about to make his escape when a freelance writer from Boston, who had been standing under the oak tree and had witnessed Norman’s cheery analysis of the day, approached.


“Greg, I know this may be a bad time ...” he began.


“You’re certainly right about that,” Norman said and kept on walking.


That was how Norman really felt about the day.


 


The four longest days of the golfing year are the Sundays at the major championships. The leaders have to wait until mid afternoon to tee off on a day when they probably haven’t slept very much and aren’t likely to sleep very late even knowing they will have several hours to kill once they get out of bed.


Tom Lehman was up early on Masters Sunday to go to church. He had promised Ann Davis, the woman who ran the child-care center for the players at the tournament, that he would speak at her church that morning, and leading the Masters was not, in his opinion, any reason to back out.


Lehman spoke briefly to the congregation at Marks United Methodist Church. His message was simple and direct: He felt no pressure playing the last round of the Masters because he knew that because of his faith in God he was loved and eternally accepted whether he shot 70 or 80 or 90. Lehman is a devout Christian, but, like Paul Azinger, he doesn’t talk about his faith publicly unless he is asked.


Lehman and Jose Maria Olazabal, who would make up the last pairing of the day, both arrived at the golf course shortly before noon. When Olazabal opened his locker, he found a piece of white notebook paper lying on the top shelf. It was a note from Seve Ballesteros.


Written in Spanish it said: “Be patient today. Remember, you are the best player. Wait for the others to make their mistakes and you will win ... Seve.”


Ballesteros had left the note just before he teed off at 12:06—two and a half hours before Olazabal would tee off. He had arrived at the golf course that morning and remembered a note Gary Player had left in his locker before he played his final round in 1980. It had said approximately the same thing. Ballesteros won that day (and again in 1983) and never forgot the gesture. He thought he owed Olazabal, his longtime protégé and Ryder Cup partner, similar words of encouragement.


Olazabal picked up the note, walked outside the locker room, and sat in a rocking chair on the porch overlooking the first fairway. He read the note, smiled, read it again, then put it in his pocket. He sat in the rocking chair for several long minutes by himself, staring out toward the first tee.


Golf is the most solitary sport there is, never more so than on the last day of a major. There is no time for lessons or pep talks. You will be watched by thousands (millions on TV), but you and your game will be all alone on the golf course. Now, though, Olazabal wouldn’t be completely alone. He would take Seve’s note with him.


Most Sundays at Augusta are roller-coaster rides. Players race up the leader board, then fall back. Someone almost inevitably comes out of the pack to challenge, perhaps win. Player had shot 64 on the last day in 1978 to win, and Nicklaus had shot 65 on that amazing afternoon in 1986 when he shocked the world—not to mention Greg Norman—by stealing the green jacket. That is what makes the back nine of the Masters so special: the chance to go low is always there, especially when you get to 13 and 15.


But the Men of the Masters had outsmarted themselves this time. By setting up the golf course to keep players from going low, they had robbed the tournament of a good deal of its usual Sunday drama. On a golf course famous for yielding low Sunday scores, no one shot lower than 69 on this final day and only three players produced that score.


That meant the tournament would be decided by the players in the last three groups. Realistically, no one more than four shots out of the lead was going to win. By the time those final six players began to make their way to the back nine (where, as we all know, the tournament really starts on Sunday) the list of possible winners was down to three: Lehman, Olazabal, and Mize.


Norman’s hopes for a Sunday charge had faded early. He three-putted the par-five second hole for a bogey, then hit his tee shot way left at number four and made another bogey. “It was over after number two,” he said. “I walked on that green thinking I could make four and walked off it with a six. The thought crossed my mind right there that it wasn’t going to be my day.”


He slogged home with a 77. Standing under the tree again, he admitted that Saturday’s round had hurt. “I lost all my spark,” he said. “I tried to get it back going to the first tee today, but it wasn’t there. The number I had in mind was sixty-six.” He forced a laugh. “I guess I was a little off.”


He started toward the locker room, pursued this time by Bob Drum, a veteran reporter and onetime CBS pundit who still did some work for the network. Norman’s friend Frank Chirkinian had sent Drum to tell him that Chirkinian wanted him to sit in Butler Cabin with host Jim Nantz and analyze the last few holes of the tournament on TV. CBS often asks players—especially Norman—to do this when they finish early and, almost without exception, they comply especially Norman.


When Norman heard Drum calling his name, he stopped and turned around. He listened as Drum repeated Chirkinian’s request. For several seconds, he said nothing. Then, slowly, he shook his head. “No, Drummer, I can’t,” he said. “Tell Frank, I’m sorry. Next week, anything he wants, but not today. I just can’t.”


Drum didn’t answer, he just stood there waiting for Norman to reconsider. “You sure, Greg?” he said, finally.


Norman sighed. “I’m sure.”


“Any other tournament, I could have handled it,” he said later. “But I just couldn’t bear the thought of sitting there describing how someone else had won the Masters. It would have hurt too much. I just had to get out of there.”


Several other players made brief moves on Sunday. Tom Watson, starting at two under (five behind Lehman) birdied number two, but promptly bogeyed three of the next four. Ernie Els, six shots back at the start, eagled the eighth to get to four under and birdied 12 to get to five. But he went for too much on his drive at 13, put it into the azaleas on the left, and made a bogey. Tom Kite got to five under with a birdie at the second, but bogeyed the fifth and never got closer than five under again.


And so it was left to the onetime champion (Mize), the onetime wunderkind (Olazabal), and the onetime mini-tour lifer (Lehman) to decide the tournament on the back nine. They were tied at eight under through 11. Then the 12th stepped in again. All three players—Mize was playing in the group right in front of Lehman and Olazabal—knocked their tee shots over the green trying to be sure not to get wet. Only Olazabal was able to chip close enough to make par.


He led by one. Mize was the only one to birdie 13, and that tied him with Olazabal again until he missed a five-footer at 14 to drop back. He never made another birdie and finished third. Olazabal and Lehman both parred 14, so they went to 15 with Olazabal still leading by one.


Lehman’s drive was 25 yards past Olazabal’s. Knowing Lehman would almost surely reach the green, Olazabal had to go for it, even though he had 215 yards to the hole and had to hit a three-iron as hard as he could to have a chance to clear the water. The ball hung in the air for what seemed like days, bounced on the upslope in front of the green, and seemed to hang there. Dozens of similar shots during the week had rolled back into the creek. But just as Fred Couples’s ball had somehow not rolled into Rae’s Creek at number 12 in 1992, this ball held on the front fringe 35 feet short of the pin.


“A foot shorter and he’s in the creek,” Lehman said. Undeterred, he hit a four-iron to within 15 feet.


If Lehman knocked in his eagle putt and Olazabal made a two-putt birdie, they would be even with three holes to play. Olazabal, off the green, left the pin in. His putt swooped left to right and headed straight for the cup. Five feet away, everyone knew it was in. Olazabal punched a fist in the air and, for the first time all day, smiled. He was ten under.


Now Lehman had to make his three to stay within one. His putt also looked perfect. But at the last possible second, it slid just over the right edge and stopped an inch away. Lehman stared in disbelief for a moment, then leaped into the air in agony, went to his knees and pounded the green in frustration.


“Sometimes,” he said, “you put so much into a putt and when it doesn’t go in, it just hurts.”


Olazabal led Lehman by two, Mize by three. It was his tournament to lose now. On the 16th tee, Lehman said softly, “Great putt.”


Deep down, he knew that Olazabal had just won the Masters. Not that Lehman stopped trying. He had birdie chances at 16 and 17, but couldn’t convert. Olazabal bogeyed 17 (his second bogey in three days) to make the 18th suspenseful, but when Lehman made bogey there, all Olazabal had to do was two-putt from six feet to win. He didn’t need the second putt. He shook his fist again, but didn’t jump up and down or dance on the green. A number of people who remembered him dancing on the green after Europe had won the Ryder Cup in 1987 asked him why he had been so sedate.


“This is Augusta,” he said, smiling. “You have to behave properly.” Here was a champion the Men of the Masters would happily dine with that evening. He was the sixth foreigner invited to Sunday dinner at Augusta in seven years. First, though, he needed a green jacket. After surviving the always-awkward TV ceremony, Olazabal walked onto the putting green shortly after 7 o’clock to join the assembled officials and fans. Jack Stephens introduced him as “Josay Marie OlaZabal,” pronouncing the Z instead of the proper TH. The new champion didn’t care. He gave Stephens a thumbs-up for trying.


The sun was beginning to set behind the oaks and pines when 1993 champion Bernhard Langer slipped the green jacket (a 41-long) onto Olazabal’s shoulders. The son of a greenskeeper had a huge smile on his face as Langer led the applause for him.


It was a warm moment in a wonderful setting, a scene worthy of the Masters. Which, as the Men of the Masters would hasten to tell you, is saying quite a lot.
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