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To Arnie (of course!).

Thank you for the thrills and inspiration, for your kindness and generosity.
Golf is a better game, and the world a better place, because of you.
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PREFACE

“THE EVERYDAY MAN’S HERO”

M ost of us remember Arnold Palmer as a kindly gentleman, the uncle or grandpa we wished we had. Though he moved slowly in older age, he warmed our hearts with his sunset smile and small-town charm. Perhaps we recall a hunched Arnie traversing Hogan Bridge at Augusta National at his 50th Masters, waving his visor one last time. Or wearing Sansabelt slacks and a yellow golf shirt at Latrobe in an ’80s Pennzoil commercial, saying, “You know, this old tractor and I are a lot alike.” Or, if we’re old enough to remember the ’70s, we might recall him clutching an iron to his midsection and mouthing an “owww” while his approach shot hooks into the trees.

But long before he became lovable ol’ Arnie, Palmer took the golf world by storm with a youthful exuberance—a controlled recklessness. Slender and schoolboy handsome with powerful arms, smiling confidently and effusing energy, Arnold drove the green, went for broke, and “charged” down the stretch of major tournaments, captivating galleries along the way. Sam Snead said that every time Palmer drove the ball, it looked like he was trying to hole his tee shot. “He wasn’t far off the mark,” Arnie replied. Instead of chipping out of the woods after a drive gone awry, he found a clearing in the trees and blasted toward the green. Sometimes he failed; sometimes he made it. Either way, Arnie’s Army applauded the effort. “Arnold Palmer,” Jack Nicklaus said, “was the everyday man’s hero.”

Palmer was not a young phenom like Tiger Woods or an age-defier like Snead or Nicklaus. He won 44 PGA Tour events in his 30s (1959–69), the most by any player in history. And though many of us remember him as old Uncle Arnie who struggled in the ’70s and beyond, a competitive fire burned within him long after his glory days were over.

Case in point: the 1980 Masters. Palmer hadn’t won on Tour in seven years, and he had failed to break 70 at Augusta in his last 18 rounds there. But for Sunday’s round, he was paired with Nicklaus, his friendly, fierce, and much younger rival of 20 years. “Arnie plays better when he’s got something like this to light his fire,” said his wife, Winnie. Or, as Palmer said when he learned of the Sunday pairing, “I’ll whip his ass.” Arnie, age 50, went out and shot a 69 to Jack’s 73.
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Arnold Palmer obliges his ever-present army with autographs before the opening round of the U.S. Open at Pebble Beach, California, on June 16, 1982. (AP Photo/Jim Palmer)

While most sports stars are revered from afar, Palmer engaged with the fans in a warm, personable, respectful manner.

As Raymond Floyd said, Palmer “set the standard for how superstars in every sport ought to be, in the way he has always signed autographs, in the way he has always made time for everyone. On the golf course, all I ever saw was a mass of people. He was able to focus in on everyone in the gallery individually. It wasn’t fake.

“And man, could he play the game.”

Though they called him “The King,” Arnold remained forever humble. When he returned to the links after recovering from prostate cancer, he downplayed the comeback. “I’m not interested in being a hero,” he said. “I just want to play some golf.”

If you’re an older reader, we hope this book rekindles memories of Arnie’s magical moments.

If you’re a younger reader, be prepared to be inspired.


INTRODUCTION

GOING FOR BROKE

Full of vigor and self-assurance, Arnold Palmer stepped to the par-4 1st hole of Cherry Hills Country Club and attempted to drive the green. It was the first round of the 1960 U.S. Open, and the young-at-heart basher felt he could blast onto the putting surface of the 346-yard hole. Sure, balls travel farther in the high altitude of Englewood, Colorado, but perhaps the thin air also affected his brain.

Palmer swung out of his shoes and didn’t come close to the green. Instead, the ball sliced into the trees on the right and fell into a fast-running stream. Arnold looked over at USGA Executive Director Joe Dey. “Joe,” Arnold quipped, “I think I’ll just let that run on down to the green.” Dey scrunched up his face and replied, “Now Arnold, you know better than that.” Instead, Palmer retrieved the ball from the ditch, dropped it, and made a double-bogey 6. His attempt to “go for broke” on Cherry Hills No. 1 had been a terrible mistake.

Back in 1960, the U.S. Open was indeed played on Father’s Day weekend, but not on Father’s Day. Round 1 took place on Thursday, Round 2 was held on Friday, and the final two rounds—a grueling 36 holes—were staged on Saturday. Prior to the morning and afternoon rounds on Saturday, players ate cheeseburgers (apparently the best source of energy at the time), drank iced teas, and chatted with colleagues and reporters.

“Well, that burned me up. I was so hot that I couldn’t finish my hamburger.”
—Arnold Palmer prior to the final round of the 1960 U.S. Open, after being told by Bob Drum that he couldn’t win even if he finished with a 65

During that mid-round break, not many golf writers wanted to talk to Palmer. He was too far back. Despite winning five PGA Tour events already in 1960, including the Masters—and despite 20 Tour victories since debuting in 1954—Palmer sat at 15th on the leader board, seven strokes back, entering the final round. Instead, much of the buzz centered on leader Mike Souchak, a rugged former Duke University placekicker who held the lead at five-under.
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Palmer lifts an iron shot during a 1962 event. “Everybody talks about how he had this unorthodox swing, but it was only the finish that was unorthodox,” said instructor Hank Haney. “He was so solid through the ball.” (AP Images/Ted Powers)

But in that clubhouse, and across America as sports fans tuned in on television, most of the focus centered on an aging legend and an up-and-coming superstar. Paired together for the final round, Ben Hogan and Jack Nicklaus stood at three-under. Hogan, the 47-year-old “Iceman,” had won a record-tying four U.S. Opens, including three after a near-fatal car crash in 1949 that wreaked havoc on his legs. A scholar of the game and a perfect ball-striker, Hogan now struggled only with his putting—and perhaps his stamina. Commentators suggested that his ravaged legs wouldn’t carry him through 36 holes on Saturday.

The stern-faced Hogan found his match in countenance with Nicklaus. A 20-year-old Ohio State student, Nicklaus was a burly amateur. Someone suggested that he looked like a German bus driver. “Jack Nicklaus,” comedian Don Rickles would quip, “he’s a real live wire.” At the time, Nicklaus was so unknown in the mainstream that a newsreel narrator the next week would refer to him as “Jack Nick-louse.” Nevertheless, Jack’s talent was monstrous, and reporters wondered if he’d become the first post-Depression amateur to win the U.S. Open.

As for Palmer, the odds of him leapfrogging 14 competitors and erasing a seven-stroke deficit seemed so preposterous that only he was thinking about it. In the locker room prior to his 1:42 start time for the final round, Palmer chatted with a half-interested Bob Drum of the Pittsburgh Press, who had been covering Palmer since his days as an amateur out of Latrobe Country Club. Fellow sportswriter Dan Jenkins, in the room at the time, recalled the exchange in his book Fairways and Greens:

“If I drive the green and get a birdie or an eagle, I might shoot sixty-five,” Palmer said. “What’ll that do?”

Drum said, “Nothing. You’re too far back.”

“It would give me two-eighty,” Palmer said. “Doesn’t two-eighty always win the Open?”

“Yeah, when Hogan shoots it,” I said, laughing heartily at my own wit.

According to Jenkins, Drum saw Palmer lingering around the doorway and shooed him out. “Go on, boy,” Drum said, according to Jenkins. “Get out of here. Go make your seven or eight birdies but shoot seventy-three. I’ll see you later.”

Palmer was good friends with Drum and familiar with his irascible sense of humor, but Drum’s dismissiveness in the locker room really pissed him off—or, as Arnie put it, “burned me up.” When he stepped outside, he vowed to prove those doubters wrong. While known for his “charges,” Palmer would have to outdo himself. In fact, he would have to stage the greatest comeback in U.S. Open history.

As he stood perched on the elevated 1st tee, with sun glimmering off snow-capped mountains in the backdrop, Palmer waggled his driver with his mighty arms. Not only had he failed to drive the 1st green on Thursday, but he had also fallen short in the same attempt the two previous rounds—not a good thing considering the high weeds that fronted the putting surface, the penalty for all fence-swinging failures.

Palmer, with his go-get-’em attitude, took a mighty rip. “I hit it as hard as I could,” he recalled, “and it had a good trajectory, and it carried to the front fringe and bounced on.”

Incredibly, with only half a cheeseburger in his belly, Palmer had blasted the ball 339 of the 346 yards. “The crowd went crazy,” Cherry Hills member Sue Chamlee told Golf.com decades later. “We just screamed when it went on the green. It still excites me.”

Palmer said he was so excited that he almost three-putted, but he made the second putt for a birdie. On the 2nd hole, he thrilled the gallery again when he chipped in from 90 feet for another birdie. In living rooms across the country, golf fans were nudging their buddies: Souchak’s ahead, but watch out for Palmer!
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Time’s May 2, 1960, cover story described Palmer as having “strength in all the right places: massive shoulders and arms, a waist hardly big enough to hold his trousers up, thick wrists, and leather-hard, outsized hands that can crumple a beer can as though it were tissue paper.” (Authors’ Collection)

In 1960, a youthful spirit was in the air. The youngest of the Baby Boomers, born in 1946, were ushering in the first teen-dominated culture. Moreover, after eight years of doughty Dwight and Mamie Eisenhower, Americans eagerly awaited the young and dynamic John and Jacqueline Kennedy.

And at Cherry Hills on this late-spring afternoon, amid the serious mugs of his competitors, Palmer stood out as a fresh face. He wasn’t young (age 30), but he seemed like it. His smooth skin, apple cheeks, and easy smile endeared him to the galleries. His light brown hair, though receding, twirled up in the front, like soft-serve ice cream. Really, he looked like a character out of the Archie comic books that were popular at the time.

If Palmer’s cheery face didn’t win over the young ladies—as well as their mothers—then surely his strapping physique did, namely his slim waist and bulging biceps. And he was charming too—as polite as Leave It to Beaver’s Eddie Haskell, with none of the insincerity.

Dressed in light slacks, a white golf shirt, and a white visor, Palmer continued his quest to prove Drum wrong. On the 348-yard par-4 3rd hole, he tried to drive the green again. The drive went into the trees instead, but after a crowd-rousing approach that he nearly sank, he made birdie. He birdied the 4th hole with an 18-foot putt and in fact birdied six of the first seven. “On the 8th hole,” Arnie told Golf.com, “here comes Drum, walking down the fairway with all the press corps. I remember looking at him—I was still pissed off—and I said, ‘What are you doing out here?’ And they all laughed.”

“It was such a charge,” eyewitness Bob Warren told KDVR.com, “and he was famous for that charge and the army [“Arnie’s Army”], and everybody was caught up in the excitement and everyone was like, ‘Here he goes again!’”

In 1960, Americans cheered wholesome male heroes who triumphed over all comers: Johnny Unitas, Mickey Mantle, Perry Mason, and Marshal Dillon in Gunsmoke. Now, as Arnie burned through Cherry Hills with a 30 on the front nine, exciting the gallery with his comeback spirit, TV viewers could add Arnold Palmer to the list.

“Golf was a sleepy country club game, and then along comes this muscular, tilting Pennsylvanian with a corkscrew swing and a handsome grimace, and suddenly he was an irresistible figure.”
—Jim Dodson, Palmer biographer

Arnie shot one-under 35 on the back nine, giving him a 65—a new U.S. Open record for the final round. In fact, that number, along with his final 280, were the scores that he had suggested to Drum and Jenkins. While Nicklaus would finish in second place at 282, Hogan had a chance to prevail as late as the 71st hole. But after his approach spun back off the green and into a water hazard that fronted it, and after Hogan triple-bogeyed the 18th, Arnold Palmer was the U.S. Open champion.
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Arnold prepares to toss his visor after sinking his par putt on 18 in the final round of the 1960 U.S. Open. He birdied seven and bogeyed one of the first 11 holes, then parred the last seven to achieve his famous 65. (AP Photo)
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An elated Palmer jokes with Jack Nicklaus after defeating the 20-year-old amateur by two strokes at the 1960 U.S. Open. Jack would avenge the loss by slaying Palmer in a 1962 U.S. Open playoff. (AP Photo)
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Writer Dan Jenkins snarkily told Palmer that a four-under 280 wouldn’t be enough to win the 1960 U.S. Open, but Arnie—who shot a 65 in the final round—proved him wrong. (AP Photo)

Earlier, after his final putt, Arnie flung his visor toward the gallery—an iconic moment in golf history. “Oh my God, the whole place erupted,” Warren recalled.

Golf had long been a “gentlemen’s” sport, one reliant on decorum and etiquette, with polite clapping and the occasional shushing that dampened enthusiasm. Arnold Palmer shattered the stereotype with his go-for-broke style and magnetic personality—and it all coincided with the rise of television. “Arnold popularized the game,” Nicklaus said. “He gave it a shot in the arm when the game needed it.”

America mourned the loss of “The King” on September 25, 2016, when Palmer died at age 87. Three days later, his ashes were spread over Latrobe, Pennsylvania—the town where his legend began.


CHAPTER 1

DEACON’S BOY

Arnold Palmer set out for the Western Pennsylvania Junior Championship at Highland Country Club about six miles north of Pittsburgh ready to take on the world. It was 1946, and the cock-sure 17-year-old from nearby Latrobe was feeling confident. Why shouldn’t he? Arnold was the Pennsylvania high school champion, and he had been collecting amateur circuit trophies like other boys his age collected baseball cards. Arnold Palmer was surely on the come.

When he arrived in Pittsburgh, however, tournament officials turned Arnold away. His entry form was denied because his home base, Latrobe Country Club, was not a member of the Western Pennsylvania Golf Association. Distraught, Arnold begged his father, Deacon, the golf professional at Latrobe, to pull some strings. Deacon reluctantly contacted a fellow pro at a club that was a member of the WPGA to call in a favor for his son. The younger Palmer was made a WPGA member on the spot. Now eligible to compete, Arnold played the Highland course with purpose and precision, fueled by his desire to rectify any perceived personal slight.

An incident occurred in Pittsburgh on that day that had a lasting impact on how Arnold approached and played the game. It happened somewhere on Highland’s back nine. Arnold was protecting a slim lead, and he was on the green preparing to make par. He missed a short putt, and in frustration he turned and hurled his putter in disgust. The putter flew like a whirligig over the gallery of fans, landing in some small trees beyond the fringe. Though Arnold would regain his composure and go on to post a dramatic final-hole victory, his jubilation of claiming another shiny new trophy quickly waned on the car ride home. During the 50-mile drive, he never heard a word of congratulations from his father, only a deafening, stony silence. Back home in Latrobe, Arnold’s father finally let his son have it.

“If you ever throw a club like that again,” Deacon Palmer said, “you’ll never play in another golf tournament.”

Deacon Palmer’s son never threw a golf club in anger again.

***

Arnold Daniel Palmer was born in Youngstown, Pennsylvania, on September 10, 1929—seven weeks before the stock market crashed and burned. He grew up in Latrobe, a small working-class town with three steel mills in the foothills of the Allegheny Mountains, located in the western part of the state. Deacon and Doris Palmer paid $15 a month in rent for a cozy two-story white frame house. Arnold was the oldest of four children. A sister, Lois Jean, was born 21 months later. Cheech, as she was called, was close to her big brother. A brother, Jerry, and another sister, Sandy, arrived 15 and 19 years after Arnold’s birth.

OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
Arnold Palmer

A TRIBUTE TO AN AMERICAN ICON

Davip FiscHER
AND DAVID ARETHA

Skyhorse Publiching





OEBPS/Images/half.jpg
Arnold Palmer





OEBPS/Images/x-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/vi-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/xix-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/xiv-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Arnold Palmer






OEBPS/Images/xvi-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/xvii-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/xviii-1.jpg





