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TIGER WOODS conducted a golf exhibition in Oklahoma City on a hot Sunday afternoon in May 2000. During the hour before he appeared, while a large crowd baked in the bleachers, a member of his entourage held a trivia contest, with T-shirts for prizes. One of the questions: In what year was Tiger Woods born? The first guess, by a very young fan, was 1925. That’s off by half a century, but the error is understandable; Woods has accomplished so much as a golfer that it’s easy to forget how young he is. In a sport in which good players seldom peak before their thirties, and often remain competitive at the highest levels well into their forties, Woods is off to a mind-boggling start. He is the youngest player (by two years) to have won all four of modern golf’s so-called major tournaments — the Masters, the United States Open, the British Open, and the PGA Championship. He is the only player in history to have won all four in succession. And, as if all that weren’t enough, he holds the all-time scoring record in three of them and shares it in the other. After Woods blew out the rest of the field in the 2000 British Open, which he won by eight strokes, Ernie Els, a terrific young South African player and the winner of two U.S. Opens, said with a resigned smile, “We’ll have to go to the drawing board again, and maybe make the holes bigger for us and a little smaller for him.”

When Woods finally appeared for his Oklahoma exhibition, his entrance was appropriately dramatic. A small convoy of golf carts bore down on the bleachers from the far end of the driving range, while martial-sounding rock music blasted from the public address system. The exhibition was the final event in a two-day program put on by the Tiger Woods Foundation, a charitable organization whose goal is to inspire children — especially underprivileged children — and “to make golf look more like America,” as Woods himself says. Forty-two cities had applied for visits by Woods and his team in 2000, and Oklahoma City was the first of just four cities to be chosen. Among the reasons for its selection was the existence of this particular facility: a low-fee public golf course, with free lessions for children on weekends, situated in an unprepossessing neighborhood not far from Oklahoma City’s unprepossessing downtown.

Before stepping up to the practice tee, Woods answered questions from the audience, whose members differed from golf’s principal constituency in that many of them were neither middle-aged nor white. One of the first questions came from a junior-high-school-aged fan, who asked, “How do you maintain your personal life and your golf career at the same time?”

Woods, who was leaning on his pitching wedge, said, “That’s a great question. When I’m off the golf course, I like to get away from everything, and I like to keep everything private, because I feel that I have a right to that. I have a right to my own private life, and things I like to do.” There was heavy applause from the crowd. “But there are exceptions to that, where the press likes to make up a few stories here and there. That’s just the way it goes. Sensationalism tends to sell now.”



When he said that, I shifted uneasily on the small, roped-off patch of ground from which I and other members of the press had been asked to view the proceedings. Woods doesn’t think highly of reporters. Particular journalists have annoyed him repeatedly over the years, and he had a couple of memorably unpleasant experiences early in his career. The best known incident occurred in 1997, when a writer for GQ quoted Woods telling off-color jokes and making a variety of indiscreet remarks, all of which Woods had assumed to be off the record. There was nothing truly scandalous about anything that Woods was quoted as saying, and in the long run the writer (whose article is inevitably mentioned in paragraphs like this one) has probably suffered more than his subject has. But the experience was a transforming one for Woods: A certain air of tension — like background radiation — remains detectable in almost all of his media encounters, even though openly chilly exchanges between him and the press have become less frequent as he has resigned himself to the public relations side of his job. (He now knows many of the press tent regulars by name — even by nickname — and he sometimes goes out of his way to be courteous and helpful.) He has always been impatient with people who don’t work as hard as he does, and no one in the press tent works as hard as he does. Woods also often seems annoyed that writers who have no contractual business relationship with him are able to profit from his achievements by writing about them. (Sportswriters, for their part, have a tendency to believe that the most telling aspect of any athlete’s character is the way in which that athlete treats sportswriters.)

Many very famous people become very famous because, for some compelling and probably unwholesome reason, they crave the approval of the rest of us. That’s why they put up with the media, among other things. Even the ones who vigorously defend their privacy do so in a way that attracts an awful lot of publicity, suggesting that their aversion to celebrity is more complicated than they let on. With Woods, though, you get the feeling that his fame mostly gets in his way. We intrude on his golf when he’s playing golf, and we intrude on his private life when he’s not. He can be a dazzlingly emotional and telegenic performer, and he surely finds it thrilling to walk down fairways lined with thousands of deliriously happy admirers who are shouting his name (or bowing to the ground, as a group of his fans did on the final hole at the 2000 U.S. Open), but he conveys the impression that he would play every bit as hard if the cameras and the microphones and the galleries all went away. His goals are entirely public ones — he wants to be universally recognized as the best in the world, not to exorcise some merely personal demon — but, unlike most celebrities, he shows no sign of needing or desiring or depending on help from any of us.

That’s an awe-inspiring character trait, but it’s also a chilling one. Part of the fun of being a sports fan is harboring the delusion that great athletic achievements are in a sense collaborations between athletes and their rooting sections. We ourselves may not throw the game-winning touchdown pass, but at some level we believe that our boisterous enthusiasm intimidated the free safety and helped generate the adrenaline that powered the quarterback’s arm. Woods’s accomplishments are so outsized, though, that it’s hard to conceive of them as belonging to anyone but himself. We may cheer him on, but he is clearly measuring his achievements by a standard so high that none of us would have dared to dream it up. The script is his, not ours. As Tom Watson said of him after the 2000 British Open, “He is something supernatural.”

Between the mid-1970s and just a year or two ago, sportswriters viewed Jack Nicklaus’s remarkable career (which was crowned by eighteen victories in the four major tournaments) as the permanent benchmark of greatness in golf; the new consensus is that Woods has already outdone Nicklaus in several categories, and that eventually he will probably break all of Nicklaus’s records unless he loses interest in the game or injures himself or decides to run for President instead. That sportswriters have come to this opinion is no surprise to Woods himself, because he reached the same conclusion back in junior high school: before he turned thirteen, he had researched and memorized Nicklaus’s main competitive accomplishments because he already intended to exceed them. He views Nicklaus as the best player in the history of the game, and his goal is, with all due respect, to give the master a run for that title. Nicklaus himself was similarly unabashed in his ambitions as his own career was beginning to unfold. Speaking, in 1960, of Robert Tyre “Bobby” Jones, Jr. — who at that time held the same patriarchal position in the golf world that Nicklaus now commands — Nicklaus said, “Jones is the greatest golfer who ever lived and probably ever will live. That’s my goal: Bobby Jones. It’s the only goal.” The same year, Nicklaus also said, “Ben Hogan is the greatest hitter of the ball that ever played the game. But I should hit the ball as well as Hogan someday. Maybe better.”

Nicklaus has always been one of Woods’s most enthusiastic cheerleaders, just as Bobby Jones was one of Nicklaus’s. (Jones’s best-known compliment, which he made after watching Nicklaus, at the age of twenty-five, win the 1965 Masters, was, “He plays a game with which I am not familiar.” Nicklaus, in a nod to Jones, made precisely the same remark about Woods after playing with Woods during the first round of the 2000 PGA Championship, which Woods would go on to win. Nicklaus, who shot 77 that day, added, “Of course, I played a game today I wasn’t familiar with either.”) Woods may be the first player to arise during Nicklaus’s lifetime who is good enough to comprehend the true dimensions of Nicklaus’s achievements — just as Nicklaus was probably the first player who could truly look eye-to-eye at Jones. “I don’t know if anybody can play the way he plays,” Nicklaus said in 1999. “He has the ability to do things that nobody else can do.” Three years before, after playing a practice round with Woods before the 1996 Masters, when Woods was a twenty-year-old college student and still an amateur, Nicklaus said that Woods could ultimately win the Masters more times than he and Arnold Palmer combined — more than ten times, in other words. “This kid is the most fundamentally sound golfer I’ve ever seen at almost any age,” Nicklaus continued. “I don’t know if he’s ready to win yet or not. But he will be your favorite for the next twenty years. If he isn’t, there’s something wrong.” Those remarks seemed like hyperbole at the time; now, they don’t. (There was nothing spectacular about Woods’s showing in Augusta that week; he shot 75-75 and missed the cut, a performance explained in part, perhaps, by the fact that he was in the thick of spring term at Stanford, and had to bring homework with him to Augusta National. But a year later Woods broke Nicklaus’s Masters scoring record, and when he won his second Masters, in 2001, he was still younger than Palmer was when Palmer played in his first, in 1955.)

Unlike tennis, golf is not a game of prodigies. Good golf swings are cruelly evanescent, and success on tour depends as much on experience and mental fortitude as on physical skill; the pressures of high-level competition often incapacitate novices, especially during the closing rounds of important tournaments. Even very good players tend to undergo demoralizing apprenticeships. Ben Hogan didn’t become the Ben Hogan of myth until he was in his thirties; Tom Watson suffered an early reputation as a choker and didn’t win his first tournament until he was nearly twenty-five (by which age Woods had won almost two dozen tour events); David Duval, who is four years older than Woods and briefly supplanted him at the top of the world rankings in 1999, played in eighty-six PGA Tour events as a professional before winning his first. Woods’s apprenticeship, in contrast, lasted all of a month: After turning pro in the fall of 1996, he finished third in the fourth tournament he entered, won the next, finished third in the next, and won again the week after that. At the age of twenty-one, he became the youngest player in history (by eight years) to be ranked No. 1 in the world. He has far more career victories than any other active member of the tour, and if his career is of even average duration no player now living has a chance of catching up. In February 2000, he became the tour’s leading money winner of all time — a distinction he will surely retain for as long as he plays the game. Sportswriters sometimes define golf’s elite as those players who succeed in winning at least one tournament annually for several years in a row. Since turning pro, Woods has averaged one victory every few weeks, despite the fact that he enters fewer events than almost any other of the leading players on tour. In his entire career as a professional he has missed just two cuts (both during weeks when he was ill or exhausted); sportswriters and television commentators now wring their hands and search for hidden causes — swing glitch? overwork? equipment change? romantic setback? — on those rare occasions when he finishes out of a tournament’s top ten. He was uncharacteristically winless during the first six tournaments he entered in 2001, prompting some observers to wonder whether he wasn’t suffering a slump; he responded by winning five of the next six, including the Masters, the Players Championship, and the Memorial.

°  °  °



STANDING ON THE PRACTICE TEE in Oklahoma, Woods took another question from the grandstands. A young fan asked if he ever felt nervous in golf tournaments. “Oh, my goodness,” Woods said, “do I ever get nervous. I get nervous every single time I tee it up in a tournament. That is the honest-to-God truth. And the reason why I say that is because I care. I care about how I play, how I do. Now, if I didn’t care, obviously I wouldn’t be nervous. But since I’m nervous, that also means I care and I’m trying to do my very best.”

He had addressed this same issue earlier in the day, saying, “When I really get nervous is when I have to tee that ball up and hit that first tee shot. Just like anybody, you get a little nervous starting out with your first shot of the day. You may have hit the ball either terrible or great on the driving range, but that’s irrelevant. The most important thing is that first shot, and you’ve got to focus on that shot. What I’ve found to be the best way to handle pressure is something I took from Harvey Penick, the person who taught Tom Kite and Ben Crenshaw how to play the game. He says you have to make sure that at that moment in time, when you’re over that ball, that your shot is the most important thing in your life. That is the kind of focus and dedication you must have to hit a golf shot the way you want to.”

No nervousness was evident in Woods’s swing that day. He began his exhibition by going through his normal pre-tournament warm-up routine. He said that he likes to arrive at a golf course an hour and a half early and spend ten or fifteen minutes putting. Then he moves to the driving range and hits some shots with his sand wedge, “to get the butterflies out.” He said that Nicklaus’s warm-up routine had always been to hit pitching wedge, then eight-iron, then four-iron, then three-wood, and then driver, and that he had adopted the same routine except that he substituted sand wedge for pitching wedge. “And then I like to go back to my eight-iron,” he said, explaining that he did that in order to reestablish the proper rhythm for his swing. Then, he said, as his tee time approached he envisioned the shot he would have to hit from the first tee and worked on that until he got it right, so that he would feel less nervous when the time came to hit the real thing.

“Notice how easy these swings are,” he said, as he hit more balls with his sand wedge. “Balance is the key to these shots. You never hit a wedge shot full.” His shots clicked like the arm of a metronome. “These are your scoring irons. This is where you want to have control and precision.”

There was some fidgeting in the grandstands at this point. Some of the spectators had been sitting in the hot sun for a couple of hours or more, and perfectly modulated, feather-soft wedge shots were not what they had been waiting to watch. Woods must have sensed their impatience, because he said, “Now I’m going to try to land this ball on the cart path at the hundred-yard sign.” The cart path crossed the range diagonally. He took one shot to get a feel for the distance, then nailed the path with his second. The ball bounced high off the concrete and disappeared down the range. The crowd cheered.

A fierce wind was blowing from right to left across the range, perpendicular to the line of Woods’s shots. When he hit a draw — a shot that begins to the right of the target line and bends back to the left — the wind caught the ball and made it curve even more. “That’s a lot of hook, isn’t it?” he asked. “That just means I have to start the ball a little more at the gallery.” There were gasps. He aimed at the far corner of the grandstand to his right and hit a soaring shot that vanished momentarily against the sky before returning to earth in the middle of the range. There were cheers. Then he took a four-iron and hit a shot that had just enough fade — left-to-right curve — to hold it dead straight against the wind.

Controlling a ball in the wind is one of the enduring challenges of golf. The dimples pressed into the surface of a golf ball make it a briskly aerodynamic object — a spherical wing. (If golf balls were smooth, golfers wouldn’t be able to bend their shots, and they would have trouble hitting their drives more than a few yards above the ground — as I proved to myself at the driving range one day with an old ball whose skin had been worn nearly featureless. Golf balls without dimples wouldn’t fly, just as stitch-less baseballs wouldn’t curve.) Good golfers learn how to take advantage of a golf ball’s aerial instability by applying English in ways that cause the ball to bend, turn, soar, skid, and perform other useful tricks. Amateur players tend to be most impressed by the ability of the pros to make their balls back up after landing — an effect caused by backspin imparted when a fast-moving clubface makes crisp contact with a ball. But spin has other effects as well, and moving air accentuates or interferes with all of them (as it also does with the flight paths of airplanes); the best golfers learn how to capitalize. Dexterous players who are able to gauge the strength and direction of the wind can often turn it to their advantage. Woods has enough control over his swing to make a shot curve precisely enough in one direction to cancel out a gale blowing in the other.

Woods may have the most extensive arsenal of useful shots in golf, and he is always working on new tricks, often with a particular tournament in mind. Before the 2001 Masters, he spent weeks perfecting a particular soaring three-wood draw, which he had designed specifically for his tee shot on the thirteenth hole at Augusta National. He executed that shot brilliantly during the tournament, and played the thirteenth hole in a cumulative score of three strokes under par over the course of the tournament’s four rounds. In Oklahoma, he demonstrated a shot that he had been working on for more than a year, primarily for use in the British Open, which is always held on a seaside course where high winds are common. “It’s a new shot for me,” he explained, “but it’s not a new shot in golf.” The shot, he said, had been invented by the great Ben Hogan, whom Woods (like Nicklaus before him) described as “probably the best ball striker who ever lived.” Hogan, in turn, had taught it to Claude Harmon, who won the Masters in 1948, and Harmon taught it to his son Butch, who has been Woods’s teacher since Woods was seventeen. “So it’s one of those things that’s not a new shot in the history of golf,” he continued, “but it’s just a new shot for most players nowadays, because, obviously, they are not privy to that knowledge of the past.”

The shot he demonstrated was a low, arrow-straight three-wood shot — which he produced by hitting down on the ball with his club rather than sweeping it off the ground, the conventional technique with fairway woods. In fact, Woods hit down on the ball so crisply that he actually took a substantial divot, something good players almost never do on purpose with their woods. Hitting down on the ball sharply limited its backspin and side spin, causing it to fly straight and low. Reducing the ball’s spin reduced its lift, enabling it to cut through the wind without flaring upward and stalling, or veering off to the side. (All golfers quickly learn that low balls travel farther into the wind, but most golfers erroneously assume that the extra distance is caused by “keeping the ball out of the wind” — an impossibility, since the wind blows at ground level, too. Low balls travel farther into the wind because they are spinning less — that’s what keeps them low — and balls that spin less are less vulnerable to moving air.)

“Now, how do you hit the low shot — and why would you hit it?” he asked. “Well, why I would hit it is because, one, I’m going to be nervous out there. The longer the ball is in the air, the more time it has to go off line — simple fact. Now, when I’m nervous out there, my ball flight comes down, because I’m trying to keep the ball down on the ground and run it, so it can’t get into too much trouble. Another reason is that we play in a lot of wind. People here in Oklahoma understand that. Keeping the ball down is going to help your game, help you shoot lower scores.” He teed up a ball. “So I learned this shot last year at the British Open, at Carnoustie, but I didn’t have the guts to put it in play. Butch shows it to me that day on the range, in our practice rounds, and I’m hitting it great.” Thwack. “Get on the golf course — no chance, not putting it in play yet. I go home and practice it, get it in my repertoire of shots, and now I can hit it pretty good.” Thwack. “What I do is I put the ball back in my stance, toward my right heel. Hands ahead. Then, this is the tricky part: go ahead and hit down on it. That’s the key — to have the trust to go ahead and take a divot — to punch this three-wood down, take a divot, and drive right through this ball, nice and low.” Thwack.

Now Woods pulled out his driver, the club for which he is best known. Woods doesn’t lead the tour in driving distance — John Daly has held that title for years — and, in fact, he is often out of the top ten. But few doubt that he could be No. 1 if he wanted to be. (At a press conference before the 1997 Masters, Arnold Palmer said that he had asked another young touring pro how far he thought Woods could hit the ball if he swung all out, and that the young touring pro had said, “Just as far as he wants to.”) The tour’s driving statistics are based on just two measured drives per tournament round, and Woods doesn’t always hit his driver on those holes. If he hit every tee shot as hard as he is capable of hitting it, there is no one in the world who could keep up with him.

“My average drive on tour, I think, is somewhere around 292,” he said. “Now, there are times, obviously, when I can hit it a little farther than that, and get a little more out of it. But what I’ve found is that the harder I hit the ball, the less accuracy I have. The only times I really hit it hard are when I have big fairways, or par-fives that I can possibly reach in two shots, or on holes where it might be an advantage in lengthening one out there and getting over a bunker or getting close enough to go for it.”

The PGA Tour’s number crunchers place Woods near the middle of the tour ranking in driving accuracy, but that statistic — which is based on the percentage of fairways hit — doesn’t reflect what Woods actually does with his tee shots. If, let’s say, a pin placement on a particular green is best approached from the farthest left quarter of the fairway, Woods will typically play for that spot (aiming, for all we can tell, at a particular blade of grass). There are many times, in other words, where the middle of the fairway is not his target. If he misses his tee shot by five yards on the left he may end up hitting his approach from the second cut or from the rough, but he has still positioned himself very close to what he believed to be the ideal landing zone. If you have watched him play over an extended period of time — and by this point anyone who consumes a significant amount of televised golf has watched Woods play over an extended period of time — you surely have been struck again and again by his remarkable ability to set himself up for the shot to come. Despite what the tour’s statistics sometimes seem to say, no one in golf today exerts as much meaningful control over a driver as Woods does.

He now hit a couple of standard, off-the-shelf drives. They were impressive shots, of course, but his swing was so balanced and seemingly effortless that the crowd remained subdued — he didn’t look like he was trying. A young fan shouted something that I couldn’t quite hear.

“Over the fence, huh?” Woods said. “What fence are you talking about?” We all turned our eyes to the hazy horizon, perhaps three hundred yards away.

“Oh, my goodness,” Woods said.

But he obliged. He aimed for the outside world and launched another drive. I couldn’t see far enough to follow the ball all the way back to earth, but I assume it cleared the fence. Even so, Woods hadn’t really swung very hard.

“Now, all these drives I’ve hit so far are about seventy-five or eighty percent of my power,” he said. “The problem with stepping on one, and cranking up the juice a little bit, is that it’s hard to keep the ball accurate. I can crank it up, if I need to, to ninety percent, but that’s as far as I’ll go, because once I go beyond that threshold I start losing my accuracy pretty quickly. So, now I’ll crank one up to ninety percent, and you will notice immediately the difference in the speed of the ball as it comes off this club.”

He teed up another ball, widened his stance a little bit, and really ripped one. The ball took off like a missile. There were Oohs and Ahs from the crowd. Woods contentedly followed the flight of his shot. “There you go,” he said. He teed up another ball. “Now, I’ll crank one a little bit beyond ninety, and you’ll notice the speed, but, I promise you, I don’t really know where it’s going besides forward.” He teed up another ball, and unleashed another explosion. The crowd cheered.

“Now, there are times when you’re going to have to hit a safety shot,” Woods continued. “Every single pro who plays on tour has a shot that they will go to on a seventeenth or eighteenth hole — whenever they need to get the ball in the fairway absolutely, at all costs. Now, the safety shot for most players is a cut.” A cut is a fade — a shot that, for a right-handed player, starts left and turns right. “Jack Nicklaus, the greatest player of all time, used to hit the ball off the heel on purpose, because he knew that shot would be a low fade every time. I’m not quite that good. He hit the ball off the heel because he knew that if he did the shot was going to be a fade every time, a low fade. The ball wouldn’t go very far, that wasn’t important. What was important was to get the ball into the fairway. So what I’ve found is that I like to stand a little bit closer to my golf ball — move in about an inch and a half — and then I try to swing so that the emblem on the back of my glove goes right at the target as long as I possibly can, with more arm speed. The key for me is that I feel my arms are swinging down faster.”

The attention of his audience was drifting again; Woods’s low fade may be the only shot he hits that even vaguely resembles the shots that most of his fans usually hit: the dreaded screaming banana. (Of course, the average player’s screaming banana is nowhere near as straight as Woods’s, and it doesn’t travel three hundred yards.) Woods turned to a different topic.

“Now I’ll hit one like my dad used to, when he used to try and keep up with me, once he started getting older,” he said. He teed up another ball, took a loopy swing, and brought the head of the club down almost directly on top of the ball, which squirted off the front edge of the practice tee. The crowd laughed and applauded — and his father, Earl, who was sitting in a golf cart in front of the grandstand, looked on with no discernible change in his expression.

“I love giving him grief,” Woods said. “It’s so much fun. Especially when he doesn’t have the mike.”

Woods then demonstrated what he said was one of his favorite drills, taking four or five different clubs and using each one to hit balls to the same target. “It’s a great way to learn speed control of your body and of your arms, and to learn control of the golf ball, because when the wind blows like this you’re not going to be hitting the ball very hard. You’re going to be trying to keep the ball down.” He hit a full nine-iron to the 150-yard marker, then an eight-iron, then a seven, then a six, then a five. With each club, he made the ball land soft enough to “stop on the green” — although there was no actual green for the balls to stop on.

“This is a wonderful way for everyone here who plays golf to get a better understanding of your game,” he said. “It’s all predicated on understanding how hard you need to hit the ball for it to go that distance. It’s a wonderful way to learn about your game and keep your practices interesting, because, quite frankly, I can’t stand out here for four or five hours and hit the same shot every time. It’s going to get boring.”

Well, this was getting a little boring, too, and the crowd was now truly restless. What almost all the spectators in the stands really wanted to see was a trick they had watched Woods perform in a hugely popular Nike television commercial: bouncing a golf ball on the face of his wedge while passing the club from hand to hand and between his legs and behind his back, and then hitting the ball right out of the air as easily as if it were teed up on the ground. That commercial arose by accident when Woods, feeling bored between takes on a shoot for another Nike commercial, began amusing himself with this stunt, one he had taught himself as a kid. The director, entranced, asked him if he could do that again, and he did so on cue and nearly flawlessly.

Woods now explained how he had taught himself the trick. “I first learned how to play golf on a par-three golf course,” he said. “And on a par-three golf course there are a lot of people out there, and it’s always slow. There can be two or three groups on every tee, so there’s always about a ten- or fifteen-minute wait on every shot. I was absolutely bored. To kill the time, some of the guys and I started playing with hacky sacks, kicking them around, and then we started bouncing balls on our golf clubs. Next thing you know, we started doing tricks and playing catch and running on the tee boxes and just having a whole bunch of fun playing catch. From there, I’ve learned how to do it left-handed, and I’ve learned a few more tricks, too. Just out of pure boredom.”

Now the time had come for him to demonstrate. “I heard a rumor that this thing I did on TV was all computerized,” he said as he began bouncing the ball on the face of his wedge. “It’s kind of a vicious rumor.” He passed the club between his legs. “Now, I don’t know where that rumor started, whether it was the public or the press, but they obviously hadn’t seen me do this before.” He bounced the ball up high. “And catch it like this.” He stopped the ball, frozen, on the face of his club, let it sit there a moment, then began bouncing it again. “Or I can start out doing it left-handed, if you want me to.” Bounce, bounce, bounce. “Or go back to the right.” He bounced the ball up over his shoulder from behind, and caught it on the clubface in front. “Now, I didn’t put this one in the commercial, because it’s the hardest one — it’s when you hit the ball off the butt end of the club.” He bounced the ball high again, twirled the club so that its shaft was perpendicular to the ground, bounced the ball straight up off the top of the rubber grip, twirled the club back to its former position, and resumed bouncing the ball on the face. “Let’s see — it took me four takes to do the Nike spot. Let’s see if I can do this out here.” He bounced the ball high, took his regular grip on the club, planted his feet, and, just before the ball had fallen all the way back to earth, smacked it more than a third of the way down the range.
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