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Four friends with their backs to the sometimes wild Pacific Ocean and their eyes ahead to the challenge of the ninth hole at Monterey Peninsula Country Club wondering how they might squeeze some money from their opponents of the moment.
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PREFACE

HOW CAN AN AMATEUR GOLFER STRIKE THE BALL PROPERLY WITHOUT THE PRACTICE REGIME OF A PROFESSIONAL?


THE GENERAL PROBLEM:

Not being a professional golf instructor, I was self-conscious about writing my first book: Ben Hogan’s Magical Device. Sean Connery, a golfing friend, after reviewing the first rough draft said, “Mr. Hogan might be pirouetting in his grave.” It is possible that the original 007 may have been right—and it is also reasonable to assume that you might ask the same question—so let me give a bit of background which helped define the problem and its answer.
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Ben Hogan hitting a nine iron punch shot to win his first individual tour victory at Pinehurst, North Carolina, in 1940.




Hoping to ignore the possibility of defiling one of golf’s greatest icons, I tried to reassure myself that I had been a professional in football at least, playing with the BC Lions of the Canadian Football League (you might not have heard of me . . . I was second-string behind the league’s leading rusher, Willie Fleming from Detroit—and Joe Kapp, the Californian who later led the Minnesota Vikings to the Super Bowl, was reluctant to throw me the ball because at the University of British Columbia we often thrashed Joe and his University of California teammates in our rugby days). My point is, I knew what professional standards were all about. Also, I had a couple of degrees in human kinetics—studying physiology, applied physics, and the laws of learning. Better still, I had a doctorate in history, so I knew how to gather information which could help determine “Hogan’s Secret.” There was an excess of written opinion trying to explain Hogan’s ball striking capability, and the theories ranged from the extra-stiff shafts in his clubs to the way he kicked in his right knee at address. It is interesting now to hear that Tiger Woods has been analyzing Hogan’s swing, and that his driver has the same specifications. There is little doubt that some touring professionals found variations on Hogan’s theme by feel—Arnold Palmer and his father found their way to stop the left wrist from breaking down at impact—but there was no explanation that could allow replication by others. So I was determined to find the answer.

Please remember, the following revelations are not my golf techniques. They are Ben Hogan’s techniques—as described to me, piece by piece, by fascinated professional golfers who studied Hogan, or who had at least observed him with an analytical eye. As Kafka said, “The writer has nothing to say. He just presents evidence.”

On the Hogan topic, I had the privilege of interviewing Arnold Palmer, Sam Snead, Jack Nicklaus, Alvie Thompson, George Knudson, and Mike Souchak. I caddied for Moe Norman, Ted Kroll, Jay Hebert, Bing Crosby, and Babe Didrickson Zaharias. Then I was lucky enough to play with Stan Leonard, Moe Norman, Davis Love III, Dick Zokol, Jim Thorpe, Paul Azinger, Corey Pavin, Tom Kite, Ernie Brown, Brad Faxon, Jim Furyk, Joey Sindelar, and Bob Hope—all of whom had observations and stories about Ben Hogan. These experiences were fortuitous and pleasurable.

From these informed sources I gathered snippets of detailed information. Their insights were always in their own language, which was mostly slang terminology with perhaps a demonstration thrown if they had the time: “wringing the towel,” “changing the chuck on the lever,” “buckling the wrist,” “rolling the wrist,” “arch and twist,” “keep a flat wrist,” “square to square.”

It was my job to sift through the verbiage, and to put it into understandable, and universal, anatomical terms for reliable transmission.

In the hopes of persuading you to give Hogan’s short game system an honest try, I will get into the good stuff as quickly as possible . . . but you have to know that Ben Hogan is not a “quick fix” kind of guy, and the “engine room” of his golf swing—and the “secret” within it—should be put in a context to be best understood. A lot of golfers don’t have the patience to give Hogan a week’s work, even when they have heard that touring professionals spend months on a swing change—but if you have just one week’s worth of patience, you can change your game significantly.


Hogan out of the rough at Carnoustie for the British Open win in 1953.
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Hogan mastered the game of golf by trial and error, so analyzing his swing is like peeling back the layers of an onion. Fortunately, you don’t have to accept all of Hogan’s studied moves, but please be sure to give a full effort to reading about the nucleus of his artful swing, namely: the Magical Device—which is the way he used his connected arms and shoulders; and his “secret”—which is the way he moved his lead hand. These two actions can adapt nicely to your own swing. However, you should at least know the reasons he did certain foundation things. Therefore I shall put a review of Hogan’s fundamentals toward the back of the book in Chapter Eighteen so that you can refer to them, if and when necessary.

Hogan spent four arduous years in a daily regimen to find what worked in the swing and what didn’t, a torturous procedure he called “digging it out of the dirt” (now a Hogan cliché). It was this process he might recommend to people he didn’t like, or to those who were brash enough to sidle up and ask for his secret. Depending upon his unpredictable mood, Hogan might invite the inquirer, even though a colleague, to work it out on his own, and/or would deflect the annoyance with a misleading suggestion.

Hearing references to Hogan hitting thousands of balls per week, most amateurs might think that this is what they have to follow in order to play a decent game—fortunately, I found that this is not necessarily so. This book will tell you how to ingrain the system and then keep it “on hand” with short but specific work at home.

If you would like to master Hogan’s repeating swing, here’s what to do:



	Begin with Chapters Two and Three, and read how to use the Magical Device with putting and chipping—theoretically fifty-five percent of your game. And if numbers get your attention: My average putts per round went from thirty-three to twenty-seven, and my gross score bettered my age nine times in competition the first season with Hogan’s system.

	Learn and ingrain Hogan’s Magical Device with a simple psych-lab formula: Take thirty short putts per day from six feet, and thirty short chips per day from fifteen feet. Keep it up for one week and amaze yourself. The downside is that you will earn the jealous enmity of your friends—who probably liked you only because you kept losing to them anyway. Hogan had something very close to this laboratory-proven method by simply advising: “Practice with the Magical Device for fifteen minutes per day for seven days, and you’ve got it.”



This book will present ten stages of Ben Hogan’s swing system in detail, and will provide the necessary related drills to secure these images within your memory bank. You will learn ways to review the details at home in just a few minutes per day. Using Hogan’s short game system, physically fit amateur golfers can play the game well enough to maintain a single-digit handicap and make their presence known in club competitions.

And for that ambition, wouldn’t it be valuable to be able to call on “Hogan’s System” with nothing more than two or three practice swings? To be able to hurry from an unexpected meeting, late to the first tee, and actually be confident about playing well because you have a system to tune in? To not have to worry about the first putt on the first green, even without a warm-up putt, because you know exactly what to do? You have a structured system—and by God it works.

After talking to hundreds of club players, it has become clear that what amateur golfers most want—and/or need—is a thorough and descriptive instruction on the part of golf which impacts them to the greatest degree, that is, the short game from 120 yards and in. The focus on this part of the game amounts to approximately eighty percent of the amateur golfers’ actions, and happily, it is the short game which holds the most realistic chance of improvement through a study of Hogan’s short game system. It is a plain fact that part-time golfers need a source for reminders because they are not at the course every day.

Golfers in small clinics have shown solid growth when Ben Hogan’s system is introduced—first through putting and chipping—and accompanied by detailed pictorial demonstrations in a series of poses which they can review, contemplate, and practice for themselves in front of a mirror. There are also assigned drills for short daily practices for the one-week initiation period. The instruction in this book will be divided into sections based upon ten stages of Hogan’s swing. One at a time, these sections will present a focus upon the basic posture to be examined, then to be followed by key details which accompany the main move.

It has become apparent to me, that if amateur golfers examine the first stage of the Hogan system through the simple act of putting—and are reminded that the rejuvenated Phil Mickelson has changed to the same technique—the next steps from the flag out to the 120 yard marker are more easily understood, and as a result, more easily done. There is the realization that by focusing on Hogan’s position of the torso and hands at impact—and how they got there—a simple putt is the impact zone for full swing, in miniature. This valuable image of the action for the clubface and hands at impact is stored for use when visualization is needed prior to a full shot. This mental review is so useful because a feel for the impact zone is always the key to good shot-making.

Unfortunately for most golfers, the bad habits used while putting, such as poor posture combined with incorrect and active use of the hands, come back to haunt them on the course—especially around the green. Hogan’s system is designed so that the hand position through impact for the putt is the same as the hand position for impact with the drive—and every bit as stable.

It has also become clear that a great majority of amateur golfers have never been taught golf as a system but have “picked up” the game in unrelated pieces—usually starting as an arm swing with the driver, because this is the club used for the opening of play, and has the most dramatic action. Of course speaking practically, the driver remains the most dangerous club to use. Most golfers “learned” by watching television, or listening to friends for Band-Aid tips at their club . . . with miracle ideas from magazines thrown in. None of these sources of information provide the full picture of the golf swing in a context, so that this incomplete structure is not, by definition, a system which can guide the golfer when in action out on the course.

As a result, the general problem remains: Most golfers do not understand the structure required for success within the three fundamental swing systems—and they do not know which one will give them the best chance for a strong and repeating swing into the ball.

Let us agree for the moment that the power for impact in a golf swing comes from three basic sources:



	The arm swing—where power for the hit is dominated by hands and arms. This system may well suit muscled and athletic young men for a while—until they want more control over where that lashed ball is heading. The arm swing, however, is not a useful servant for the average middle-aged golfer—although admittedly, it is the easiest swing with which to make a start in this complex game. A reliance on the hand action almost guarantees golf shots with poor direction consistency (as in army golf—left rough, right rough, left . . .) because the changing hand movement changes the angle of the clubface as well. Further, the demands and pressures of career and family severely limit the amount of time that can be devoted to hitting balls, weight-training, and preparing for competition. And as the body changes from the high levels of shoulder and arm strength and the flexibility enjoyed during undergraduate years of college . . . the weekend warrior watches his/her game sink slowly into the handicap bog known as “double digit.” Mercifully, there is a way to earn a single-digit level—follow Hogan.

	Leg drive is another source of power for the long, strong shot. The legs, however, eventually betray all once “light foot” lads and lasses. The early Scots, with energetic pronation and supination, lashed the ball into offshore breezes with active leg drive which produced some brilliant play from the likes of Robert Jones and more recently, U.S. Open champion Johnny Miller. However, most amateurs using this method fall short on the demand for precise and repeated timing—because of the shortage of practice opportunities—and they can’t control the angle of the flat clubface on a round ball; at least they can’t control it reliably, and develop bad habits such as swaying, thereby risking the related disorders of “over-the-top hits” or even shanking.

	The torso swing, which Ben Hogan tapped into after four years of trial and error, made him one of the longest drivers of his day despite the fact that he was only five foot seven inches tall and carried barely 140 pounds on a lean and underfed frame. But it was the resulting repetitiveness of his swing which enabled him to hit fairways and greens with such monotonous regularity that Gene Sarazen, as master of ceremonies for Shell’s Wonderful World of Golf, was heard to say at Houston Country Club in 1964 after Hogan’s match with Sam Snead: “Ben, that was the greatest game of golf I have ever seen. You hit every fairway and every green, and put the ball exactly where you wanted it. Marvelous.”



The torso shot is very strong and reliable because of an engagement by the large muscle groups of the abdomen, buttocks, thighs, hips, chest, and upper back, all steered by the shoulders which are connected strongly to the rib cage, and powered by turning the upper body. When connected, these muscle groups offer power, as well as control for the direction of the shot, so much more effectively than do the smaller muscles of hands and arms, because the hands are kept right out of the takeaway, the loading, and the settling into the impact zone. As one pro said after a frustrated search for the secret of Hogan’s hand action, “He doesn’t swing it! That SOB just hangs onto the club in a death grip!”

Ladies, too, are far better off using the torso for power, because it is more than likely the strongest unit in their body. Perhaps Annika Sorenstam is an exception to this rule, but Babe Didrickson Zaharias, the greatest female athlete of the twentieth century, and Angela Bonallack, twice England’s Ladies’ Amateur Golf Champion, are testimony to the effectiveness of the rotating torso. The great Babe liked to announce to any audience of ladies, “Just hitch up your girdle and swing those hips.”
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INTRODUCTION

FINDING THE SOLUTION

I saw Ben Hogan in the flesh only once, but he certainly made a lasting impression. Coming to Vancouver from his victory in the Portland Open in 1945, he had been invited, as a fund-raiser for the war effort, to play an exhibition match at Shaughnessy Heights Golf Course in the residential area of Vancouver.


Sam Snead, Stan Leonard, Fred Wood, and Ben Hogan at Shaughnessy Heights in 1945, having lunch in the men’s locker room because professionals were not allowed in the clubhouse in those class-conscious days.
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The sound of the ball cracking off his club split the air like a whip. Spectators were in awe.
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Hogan at Shaughnessy Heights in Vancouver, 1945.




Squeezing through the crowd as a twelveyear-old, I moved as close as I could to watch this small but muscular man hit ball after ball, pausing only long enough to announce the club he was about to use and signal his ball shagger to back away. It was an unusually stiff and formal display I thought—none of the usual attempts at humor with trick shots and jokes. But I watched carefully while Hogan put his seven iron back in the bag standing upright beside his caddy. The grooves on the face of the seven iron were worn smooth into a shiny dot resembling a new dime, right on the sweet spot. Every club I could see had that blemish, inflicted no doubt by Mr. Hogan’s repeated onslaught to the club’s center of gravity. It was amazing to see what I had never seen before . . . or since.

Golf has been for me, since then, a love affair of over sixty years, but I wasn’t always sure of what the attraction was. Perhaps it was the sense of history felt when walking across the Swilken Burn Bridge to the eighteenth tee at St. Andrews, just as so many historic figures have done for centuries: Tom Auchterlonie, Walter Hagen, Robert Jones, Arnold Palmer, Jack Nicklaus, and Tom Watson. And let’s not forget 1995 and the halcyon days for British Open Champion John Daly.
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« Sean Connery approaching the fifteenth green at Point Grey golf course in Vancouver, with his Ben Hogan look of determination letting opponents know “This next shot’s in the hole, boy.”




Maybe it was the breathtaking view of a tee shot across a cove full of windwhipped Pacific Ocean waves at the sixteenth hole on Cypress Point. But then it could have been the march along the cliffs at Pebble Beach, or the salty wind at Bandon Dunes on the Oregon Coast. Certainly there were the demands of a highly technical game with a hundred variables. Maybe it was all of these marvels which were distractions from the mundanity of life . . . but more than likely, it is the people one meets along the raucous way—and I look back fondly on them all. Like Sir Sean Connery . . . James Bond or Captain Ramius . . . whatever you want to call him. He is the most dedicated golfer I know—and very Hogan-like—with a burning concentration and competitive determination on the course.


The Author’s Background: How could an amateur write this book?

When I was ten, my father, like so many at the time, was away at war in Europe where he would spend a total of five and a half years—half my life—so there were no baseball, soccer, or hockey leagues, because there were no coaches and no funding; everyone was working for the war effort, and so for kids, there was not much to do.

Fortunately, I discovered Point Grey golf course on the banks of the Fraser River, alongside Southlands where people kept horse stables just ten minutes from downtown Vancouver. Like Hogan, I was too young to caddy at ten, so hunting golf balls became my new focus. The first ball I found was a Lynx in the rough on the twelfth hole, and I was surprised to hear a woman ask if I was finding any. “Yes,” I said quite proudly, and handed her my prize. Again I was surprised when she offered me thirty-five cents, and concluded that I had stumbled upon the key to fortune’s door. I began my new trade by understanding where golfers went awry most often and where their abandoned balls might be. I also waded in ditches feeling with my toes for the elusive focus of the game. Then one lucky day, a frightened horse found a way onto the golf course and, stumbling on dangling reins, raced up and down the twelfth fairway and across the green creating considerable damage. Shouting golfers brandishing clubs didn’t seem to help the situation, and so I plucked a handful of lush green grass as an offering. The horse came over slowly, and I took hold of the reins. Proudly, I walked him back to the Blenheim gate and received a pat on the back from the head professional, Duncan Sutherland, and an invitation to caddy when I turned eleven—just as Hogan had done.

As I grew older, my list of loops included some interesting people, some of them highly skilled golfers, all of whom spoke of Ben Hogan in reverential tones. Up for some salmon fishing came Bing Crosby, a four handicap from Hollywood. He paid me well above the dollar fee, handing me a five dollar bill the color of his eyes—blue, like my father’s. He reminded me so much of my absent father that I tried to give it back to him. Perhaps he was impressed by my sincere gesture. I don’t know, but years later I was invited to his Clambake where I met with many great golfers and characters on the beautiful Monterey Peninsula, a place Ben Hogan loved, and a place where people loved Hogan.

Another loop was “Baby-face” Jimmy McLarnin, the welterweight boxing champion of the world, whose knuckles were so damaged that he had to use a baseball grip. But the most memorable man for whom I caddied was Duncan Sutherland, Point Grey’s head professional. Back in 1929, he had paired with Davie Black, the head pro from old Shaughnessy Heights in residential Vancouver. The two home-town boys beat the great Walter Hagen, five-time PGA Championship winner and four-time British Open Champion, who had partnered with Horton Smith, winner of the first Augusta Masters. In this better-ball match, Dunc eagled the fourteenth at Point Grey to go two up, and then closed out the match at seventeen. As they played down eighteen for the benefit of the large gallery, Hagen strolled the fairway with Dunc, who had presented the local fans with a great game. “How much are they paying you for this?” Hagen asked. The inexperienced Scot shook his head. “Well, I didn’t have to work today . . . and there’s the dinner . . . with a few drams I’d guess.”
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Duncan Sutherland (left) on the first tee with Davie Black for their 1929 match against Walter Hagen and Horton Smith.




Hagen, who travelled the world in a never-ending series of exhibition matches with local pros, nodded wisely, satisfied no doubt with his appearance money of $500. Nevertheless, after dinner, “The Haig” took Dunc’s offered hand of farewell, and palmed him a fifty dollar bill. Dunc never forgot that gesture and retold the story many times; so that I began to understand some of the zeitgeist of this game we play and Hogan’s place in it.

I also caddied for Ted Kroll, eleven times a winner on the PGA Tour and leading money winner in 1956. He knew Hogan. In fact he played with Hogan in the wildest of all U.S. Opens in 1960 beginning his round with five birdies which drew a nod of approval from the “Ice Man,” who was three under par. Nonetheless, this was the season of 1960 at Cherry Hills in Denver, when Arnold Palmer with seven straight birdies would not be denied his first U.S. Open victory. So for Kroll it was “close but no cigar,” but he was a player. The thing I remember the most about Kroll was how like Hogan he was when practicing. He would send me out 150 yards for warm-ups, and then hit fifty balls where I wouldn’t have to move more than one step to catch the spinning ball in my hand on the first bounce, feeling it sizzle into my palm. When I asked him how he did that, he said only, “Keep your hands solid like Hogan.” Years later I was able to interview Kroll during a rain delay of the Seniors Tour at Capilano Golf Club on the North Shore overlooking Vancouver, and I asked him to explain his Hogan remark, which he did—as had other top golfers like Sam Snead, Julius Boros, Mike Souchak, George Knudson, Moe Norman, and Stan Leonard, all in their own slang-ridden, individual way.
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Moe Norman was not hesitant in declaring, “Only two men golfers hit the ball solid every time: Ben Hogan and me.” And he may have been right. Sam Snead and Tiger Woods thought so.




Caddying was like watching a parade of highly interesting people demonstrating to observers what they are made of—and how I would have loved to have caddied for Ben Hogan to find out for myself what made him tick. Instead, I spoke to players who had tried, and I was impressed with the devotion and respect they had for someone who no one really understood—even though they had struggled to discover what allowed this smallish man to hit the ball so far and so consistently. It was my good fortune, over the years, to meet these golfers who had played with Hogan, and had studied him. Each one of them left me with a piece of the puzzle regarding the secret that was Hogan’s. But in the end, it was a rare opportunity for a game with Moe Norman, the golfing savant, that put it all together for me. This was the player who in eleven years of competitive golf had put only one shot out-of-bounds—and that by only two feet after hitting a summer-hard hillock. He had sixty tournament wins, thirty-three course records, and seventeen holes-in-one.

Moe hit a thousand balls a day, and felt highly complimented when Ben Hogan would watch him practice. Hogan watched only a very few players—George Knudson was one—and none of them for too long . . . but he would watch Moe Norman at length, and Moe was brash enough to declare: “There are only two golfers who can hit a ball solid every time. Only two—and that’s Ben Hogan and me.”

Moe might have been right, I realized, when Tiger Woods was quoted in Golf Digest as saying, “I want to own my own swing. Only two players have ever owned their golf swings. One was Ben Hogan and the other was Moe Norman.”

Later that evening after our game, I shagged balls for Moe around the huge putting green at Uplands Golf Club near Victoria, British Columbia. He left a trail of empty Pepsi bottles as I watched him fill each hole with a pyramid of Titleist balls (the only brand he would ever use). I had caddied and shagged for Moe at Point Grey but it was after our game on Vancouver Island that he had somehow accepted me. I had enough nerve to ask, “Shall I shag for you Mr. Norman?”

I was pleased to hear his nonchalant reply: “Sure. Good. That’d be good.” It was here he showed me his chips, lobs, and pitches. “Here, watch this, watch this. Hands like Hogan. Hands like steel. A little tip. In she goes.”

And then he showed me how it was done.

I was very excited to have Hogan’s secret explained to me, but you have to know, that Moe Norman—although well known for his repeating swing—was a bit “different.” Like Rain Man, perhaps. Everyone has stories about Moe Norman, the strange and unpredictable golfing savant. Sam Snead regaled Senior Tour colleagues during a rain delay at Capilano on how Moe refused to lay up in front of a creek 235 yards from the tee during a practice round for the Greater Greensboro Open in North Carolina. “Goin’ for the bridge. Goin’ for the bridge,” Moe said, before rolling one of his pipeline drives across the twelve foot wide structure.

Sometimes his oddities weren’t so tame. During the CPGA championship in 1969 at Point Grey, I was caddying in the same threesome with Moe. The marshal assigned for crowd control, although a club member, was really just an excited, grinning kid. He kept standing directly behind Moe’s ball so that he could look down the target line to follow the shot (as well as check out Norman’s very rapid swing). He asked the young marshal several times to move. But before Moe’s second shot on the fifth hole, there was the marshal in his vision again. Moe stopped his address and walked back to the marshal standing with his sign while spectators listened: “I know you. Yeah, I know you. You walk like a duck. You dress like a duck. But really, you’re not a duck—you’re an arsehole. Get out of here!” The marshal disappeared, as the crowd laughed and applauded. Moe’s next shot was right beside the pin.

And so as result of his well-known eccentricities, I took Moe’s swing revelations to Stan Leonard, one of Canada’s greatest competitive golfers. Leonard, like Hogan, was a close-to-the-vest kind of pro, and in a quiet sort of way, he worshiped the great golfer from Texas. Stan was Hogan’s size and even dressed with immaculate good taste like the diminutive champion. He approached the game just as Hogan did, and most importantly to me, Stan learned from Hogan how to hit the ball. His peers recognized Leonard as Player of the Year in 1959.


Stan Leonard, a Hogan look-alike golf champion who was so like Hogan in appearance, manners, and ball striking ability. Leonard won four PGA events after joining the tour at forty years of age.
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I was fortunate enough to play a lot of twilight summer golf with “Stan the Man” at Point Grey where he was an honorary life member in recognition of his fine competitive record which included eight Canadian PGA championships and an enviable Masters record of which he was justifiably proud after twelve invitations. (He came within a putt or two of winning on three separate occasions.) Although Stan stayed with his head professional’s job at Marine Drive in Vancouver until he was forty, incredibly, he finally answered his competitive instincts and joined the PGA Tour and was named World Player of the Year in 1959. He recorded wins in the Greater Greensboro Open in 1957, the Tournament of Champions in 1958, and the prestigious Western Open in Chicago in 1960. One of his greatest satisfactions was the fact that Ben Hogan invited him to play in practice rounds. Hogan wouldn’t say much. Once at Colonial Golf Club playing with Hogan, Stan threaded a three wood between menacing bunkers on the par five, 575 yard fifteenth hole and “lipped out” his double eagle shot. He missed the eight-foot eagle putt but heard Hogan with rare praise for a fellow competitor: On the way to the next tee Hogan nodded and said, “That was a mighty fine birdie, Stan.” Hogan was not given to talking during a game of golf—there was serious work ahead.

Well, that’s the way it was with Stan too. As long as I kept my mouth shut, Stan would let me join him during those long summer twilights at Point Grey. We’d hit two balls. Stan would play an imagined game with Ben Hogan; I’d play against Sam Snead.

After my revealing encounter with the eccentric Moe Norman, I cautiously sought the right time to run these revelations past Leonard for what I hoped might be some confirmation. So one day when I spotted Stan on his fitness walk through south Vancouver’s well-gardened residential district, I got up enough courage to ask. We stopped at a little park while Stan listened carefully with an occasional nod. We discussed Hogan’s foundation, and the connected arm and shoulder structure Hogan called the “Magical Device.” Like Moe, George Knudson, and Sam Snead—Stan had his own language to describe the hand action at impact for Hogan’s Secret, but they all agreed with Moe concerning the technique. I was now convinced that all the pieces of the puzzle were in place, and hurried down Forty-Ninth Avenue to Point Grey and began practicing. Two weeks later I bettered my age with a sixty-nine. For a senior amateur with responsibilities of career and family plus a diminution of flexibility and strength, I figured that wasn’t too bad. I believed that other weekend warriors would like to try Hogan’s system for themselves. For those of you who don’t know Hogan’s story, and even for those who remember the amazing history of a man who “dragged himself up by his own bootstraps,” let’s quickly review his record, and then we’ll begin.
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