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  Introduction




  Ever since Mary, Queen of Scots pitched up at St Andrews for 18 holes and James VI of Scotland threw a bag of clubs into his boot for the trip south

  to become James I of England, golf has produced a rich vein of stories.




  The same might be said of most sports, but only golf added an area to the pitch, as it were, for the specific purpose of telling tales and sinking pints. You rarely have one without the other

  when golfers gather, glass in hand and yarns ready to weave. We are talking about the 19th hole.




  Now this is a subject about which I can claim a certain expertise. Very rarely would I play golf without washing the glorious experience down with a beer. Ideally, the drink would be coupled

  with companionship, which in turn would generate the kind of laughter that is always the best medicine. Where better than the 19th hole and when better than after a round of golf to exchange both

  the latest jokes and the oldest anecdotes? Or the newest anecdotes and the most ancient jokes?




  

    

      Husband: We had a terrible day at the course, darling. Charlie had a heart attack on the 2nd.




      Wife: That’s awful.




      Husband: You’re telling me. All day long it was hit the ball, drag Charlie, hit the ball, drag Charlie.




      

        Trevino: Have you seen the amazing golf ball that comes equipped with beeps and flashing lights so that it simply can’t be lost?




        Torrance: That’s fantastic, where did you get it?




        Trevino: Oh, I found it.


      




      

        Bob Hope: Arnold Palmer told me how to cut eight strokes off my score – miss out one of the par threes.


      


    


  




  It is not generally known that Bernhard Langer had been literally struck dumb by lightning as a toddler. One day his mother served soup for lunch, whereupon the boy said,

  ‘Mummy, the soup is cold.’




  ‘Gott im Himmel,’ his mother said, sounding like a racial stereotype. ‘For seven years you have never spoken, never complained about anything.’




  ‘Up to now everything has been perfect.’




  That’s a joke I like to tell about Langer, the perfectionist.




  This is not a book of golfing jokes, though. This is a book of golfing tales, most of which are true, some of which started out life as fact and may have become exaggerated in

  the telling, and some of which would be apocryphal were they not such obvious invention. Actually, that last bit is not the case. I believe that the stories in this book, brought to me by word of

  mouth or dredged from the reservoirs of a lifetime spent in the 19th hole, are true. And if they’re not quite true, then they certainly ought to be.




  I cannot vouch for the veracity of those so kindly and freely provided by my fellow professionals and friends. Would you accept a used story from the likes of Ian Botham, Ian Woosnam, Brian

  Barnes and David Feherty? A rum bunch (and a rum punch) indeed, but all passionate about a sport where camaraderie and comradeship live in perfect harmony with individual endeavour.




  The great Jack Nicklaus and that most elegant of swingers Tom Weiskopf found themselves in such perfect harmony during the 1978 Masters that they turned up for the final round, in which they

  were paired together, wearing exactly the same colour and make of shirt and identical coloured trousers.




  Weiskopf immediately swung into action by asking his then wife, Jeanne, to go to the professional shop to buy a different coloured shirt. While Jeanne was away, a security guy approached

  Weiskopf with some important information about Nicklaus having received a death threat. There would be an FBI presence in the gallery for the round.




  Jeanne returned with the shirt just as Weiskopf was walking on to the 1st tee. He ripped off his original shirt to reveal a brown bear of a torso and put on the new one.




  ‘What the hell are you doing?’ Nicklaus asked.




  ‘I just want to make sure they don’t shoot the wrong guy,’ Weiskopf replied.




  Both players fell about laughing and proceeded to play pretty diabolically, finishing well down the field.




  While the amount of time I have spent in the 19th hole makes me an obvious candidate to become involved in writing a book of yarns, there is one obvious drawback. I have a terrible memory

  – but only for the who, where, when and why!




  Poor Sue Barker and the team from A Question of Sport have long since passed the point of ultimate exasperation as I rack my brains for an answer I know but cannot locate. The cameras

  roll and roll and roll for much longer than the heavily edited version for broadcasting would indicate. I believe my record is in the region of ten minutes before eventually coming up with the

  correct answer.




  ‘How did you get on at the recording today?’ my long-suffering wife, Suzanne, asked on my return from the filming of one QoS programme.




  So I told her. ‘I got stuck on one golf question. I came up with all sorts of names. I went through just about everyone you could imagine. We filmed for about ten minutes. It was terrible,

  really embarrassing. Eventually, I got it right.’




  ‘What was the question?’




  ‘Who is the only golfer from Europe or the United States to win two major championships and never play in the Ryder Cup?’ I told her.




  ‘You mean John Daly,’ she said.




  I gave her what my mother would call an old-fashioned look. But it showed that Suzanne acquired a greater knowledge of golf than she probably wanted following me up and down the fairways of the

  world. Not that it was all sunglasses and sundowners. At the 1987 World Cup in Kapalua, Hawaii, during monsoon rain she went head over heels and slid down a hill for about 40 yards like a

  tobogganist who had lost her sledge. We can laugh now, but we did not know at the time that she was pregnant with Daniel.




  One thing I have had confirmed in bringing all the subsequent tales together is that two (sober) people can be involved in the same incident and give two completely contrasting accounts of

  it.




  Take those terrible twins (there were times the European Tour wished someone would) Mark Roe and Robert Lee, and their classic game ‘scissors, television cable and fried golfer’.

  Both agree that Roe took scissors to an electric cable during a late-night dispute in a hotel at Lake Como and lived to replace the wire. But both disagree completely about who was to blame and

  what the circumstances were that led to Roe blowing not just his own fuse.




  Another example – the aforementioned Botham, England cricket’s greatest all-rounder and a mad-keen golfer, insists that when I joined him on one of his charity walks I strolled a few

  yards before climbing into a support vehicle for a drink and a fag. I know for certain that I walked 19 miles suffering from a bad back. You can read both versions.




  Explosions feature heavily in this book. Golf can be the most satisfying and pleasurable of sports. But it can also be the most humbling, the most humiliating and the most infuriating. While

  golfers are encouraged to maintain their equilibrium, even the best crack. If you think Tiger Woods slamming his club into the ground is bad, consider the golfer who broke his toe when smashing a

  putter into his foot; the players who headbutted trees; the Ryder Cup captain (not me) who cracked a bone in his hand punching his hotel bedroom wall; and the American pro who threw his clubs, his

  caddie and himself into a pond.




  We have stories of great golfers, calamitous golfers, drunk golfers, naked golfers, injured golfers, crazy golfers, eccentric golfers and superstitious golfers. We have tales of famous singers,

  famous actors, famous sportspeople, famous comedians and notorious gangsters. We have presidents and we have royalty.




  We have drinking, gambling, misbehaving, club throwing, caddie throwing (no dwarf throwing), three-putting, four-putting and more putting. We have holes-in-one and a hole in 17.




  We have sporting triumph and we have sporting disaster.




  We have nicknames. Boy, do we have nicknames. El Gato, El Nino and El Pato, alias Eduardo Romero, Sergio Garcia and Angel Cabrera; The King, The Golden Bear and The Black Knight, The Big Three

  – Arnold Palmer, Jack Nicklaus and Gary Player; Double D, Chippie and Slippery, aka David Duval, Paul Lawrie and Paul Eales; Junior and Senior, or Gordon Brand and Peter Senior. And

  that’s only the players.




  What about The Seagull, The Lip, The Brain, The Ferret, The Elbow, The Professor and The Russian? All caddies who need – and prefer – no other introduction. Cornflake, Crunchy Nut

  Cornflake, Yorkie Bill, Jungle Jim, Toffy Tim, Edinburgh Jimmy, Staggering Haggerty and Stuttering Stanley. The list could go on.




  My mate John O’Leary once loaned Jungle Jim £30 and had a devil of a job getting it back. In fact, he never did. ‘Just put it down to experience,’ JJ said when asked for

  the umpteenth time.




  I am hugely grateful to the thrity contributors, each of whom provided stories covering all aspects of golf. My intention to make a contribution to the Seve Ballesteros Foundation no doubt

  helped to persuade some of those who receive countless requests for their time and energy every day.




  Some responded swiftly to my request, some were a little slower to come up with the goods. And then there was my great buddy David Feherty, who is a busy man and has an email account that sends

  messages into spam folders!




  The first to reply in the affirmative was Arnold Palmer, who tells some delightful stories about his favourite hole at Bay Hill, the short 17th. The first to submit an offering was Ryder Cup

  captain par excellence Tony Jacklin, who writes of a memorable practice round with the legendary Ben Hogan. Well done, Arnie and Tony, there is no substitute for class.




  Alastair Johnston, one of the top men at IMG and the former chairman of Rangers FC, reveals the Mrs Malaprop inside his great friend Arnold Palmer; Lee Westwood remembers how he mistook me for

  Manchester United great Peter Schmeichel (or words to that effect); Paul McGinley writes emotionally about the Ryder Cup; and Des Smyth recalls ‘the greatest shot’ he ever saw from, who

  else, the great Ballesteros.




  Seve very rarely allowed anyone to get the better of him. But Tony Johnstone, though a great admirer of the Spaniard, did. It was one of those occasions when Seve demonstrated his encyclopaedic

  knowledge of the rules and how he could make this work in his favour. Seve was having one of his wilder days, a round when he sought – and received – relief four times. Johnstone was

  fed up.




  Late on in the round, both players pulled their drives at a semi-blind dogleg left over the brow of a hill into the trees. They arrived to find one ball lying clear to the left of a big tree and

  the other completely stymied behind the same tree, almost touching the trunk.




  Tony asked Seve if he thought a nearby mark was a rabbit scraping. Seve thought not. Tony then addressed the ball in such a convoluted way that his foot just about touched a path. Could he get

  relief? No, Seve said.




  Tony finally questioned whether the area might be GUR (ground under repair). No chance. ‘So there’s no way you can get relief from here?’ Tony asked.




  ‘No, Tony,’ Seve replied.




  ‘Good, because it’s your ball!’ Tony concluded. I think that is what Tim Henman, one of the best British tennis players of the modern era, a terrific golfer and one of the

  contributors to this book, would call game, set and match.




  By the way, lest you doubt some of my meticulous research, Mary, Queen of Scots did play golf at St Andrews and James VI did take his clubs to London when expanding his regal portfolio.




  And when Gene Sarazen was prevented from entering the clubhouse at Royal St George’s, the then Prince of Wales (the Duke of Windsor) was on hand to assist.




  ‘We were playing [together],’ Sarazen recalled. ‘After the ninth hole we went for a dish of tea. He walked ahead of me. The head waiter stopped us at the clubhouse door. He

  said I wasn’t allowed in because I was a professional. The prince said: “You either change that rule or I will take the Royal out of Royal St George’s.”’




  Prince Andrew, a former captain of the R&A, is now the royal most associated with golf. His aunt, the late Princess Margaret, was not a golfer, though she found herself socialising in the

  Greywalls Hotel at Muirfield following the final round of the 1980 Open.




  The story goes that Tom Weiskopf was at the next table spouting off about something. His wife Jeanne had been trying to shut him up. Eventually, the unrevealed royal got up to leave the table

  for a while.




  ‘Do you know who that woman is?’ Jeanne is supposed to have asked her husband.




  ‘I give up, she’s the queen of England,’ Weiskopf replied.




  ‘Close, she’s her sister, Princess Margaret.’




  Weiskopf was apparently mortified. On Princess Margaret’s return, she told the American that her father had been a keen golfer.




  ‘That’s nice,’ Weiskopf remarked. ‘What did your father do?’




  ‘He was King of England,’ said the princess.




  







  Chapter One




  Practical Jokers and Complete Fruitcakes




  They say there are no characters in the game these days and they have a point. But what about that lovable Swedish meatball Jarmo Sandelin, who

  wanted to wear a pair of cowboy boots with spikes in the 1999 Ryder Cup at Brookline?




  He had previously been banned by the European Tour from wearing transparent golf shirts. ‘I respect the decision,’ he declared. ‘Nobody wants to see my nipples, do

  they?’




  The same Sandelin, who did not get a game until the singles on the final day of his only Ryder Cup, kept everyone’s spirits high with his extravagant entrances. ‘I love you here, I

  love you there, I love you every fucking where,’ he would shout every time he burst into the team room.




  Ian Poulter is as quiet as a mouse, or David Gilford, by comparison. Poulter, of course, is the 21st-century golfing clotheshorse, albeit a colt to the stallion that was Doug Sanders in the

  1960s and 1970s. It was said that Sanders kept in his wardrobe 200 pairs of brightly coloured trousers with matching shoes.




  Each generation of golfers has spawned its eccentrics. As Wayne ‘Radar’ Riley, a whacky Australian pro, once asked rhetorically, ‘How long can you live with the constant

  disappointment before you go a little crazy?’




  Take Joe Ezar, the famous American golfer and trick-shot artist, who would play in a camel-hair coat bound at the edges with leather. His caddie-valet removed it for every shot and replaced it

  in between. Ezar probably needed it at the winter resort of Sestriere when he played one of his more remarkable rounds. He had wowed the local dignitaries with his trick shots and was challenged to

  break the course record of 67.




  ‘How much for a 66?’ he asked.




  ‘One thousand lira,’ came the reply.




  Ezar repeated the question for both a 65 and a 64, with the promised rewards going up to 2,000 and 4,000 lira respectively.




  ‘Right, I’ll do a 64,’ he declared.




  Whereupon, amid much laughter, the golfer wrote down on a cigarette packet a prediction for his score on each hole. The next day he shot 64 and achieved the correct number at all but two of the

  eighteen holes!




  Canadian Moe Norman, for whom the word eccentric could have been devised, came to the final hole of one tournament needing a par 4 to break the course record. He wondered out loud what the

  nature of the hole was.




  ‘A drive and a 9-iron,’ someone said.




  So, contrary as ever, Norman hit a 9-iron from the tee, a wood from the fairway to a foot from the flag and tapped in the tiny putt for a birdie and the record.




  Norman, who never won on the PGA Tour, would often arrive at tournaments wearing strange outfits and proceed to play at breakneck speed. No bad thing in my book. Famously in Toronto in 1969,

  partnered by the great Sam Snead, he found himself alongside the legend with a 250-yard carry across a stream to the green. Snead laid up and expected Norman to do likewise. Norman, however,

  prepared to go for it.




  ‘You need to lay up, Moe,’ Snead said.




  ‘I am aiming for the bridge,’ he replied.




  Snead watched in utter amazement as Norman hit a perfect shot across the bridge on to the green. No wonder so many US Tour professionals, for example Vijay Singh, insisted that Norman was the

  best striker of the ball they ever saw.




  It was said that Norman treated money in the oddest way. He kept all his money in his car, stashed away under the front seat, in the boot, any old hideaway. He didn’t trust banks at all.

  The story goes that he would rent a motel room, reverse his car in front of the door and then sleep in the car alongside his money. He would have as much as £40,000 in cash in his glove

  compartment. His philosophy was to always have enough for a rainy day.




  Ky Laffoon, known as The Chief, a tobacco-chewing tumult of a man (and a damn fine player, apparently) and ‘Lefty’ Stackhouse, a small Texan with Popeye arms, were genuine characters

  who, like so many of that ilk, could easily have featured prominently in this book in the chapter on temper tantrums.




  Laffoon, who played in the 1935 Ryder Cup, once broke a toe while smashing a putter into his foot in anger. On another well-chronicled occasion, his 3-foot putt on the 18th spun round the hole

  and stopped on the front lip, almost taunting him. At least that is how he viewed just one of many short putts that failed to drop. Those familiar with his temperament could have guessed that his

  putter was going to get it. What followed was pure Basil Fawlty. Laffoon walked off the green, headed to the nearby car park, opened the boot of his car, removed a pistol and shot his putter three

  times!




  ‘Take that, you sonofabitch, that’s the last time you three-putt on me,’ he cried, though the legend may have grown in the telling. One writer, perhaps the great Dan Jenkins,

  labelled it as the first known example of ‘clubicide’.




  Laffoon fared better when winning the Cleveland Open, albeit luckily and after considerable drama. He missed a 5-foot putt on the 72nd hole and missed again, prompting him to slam his putter

  down on top of the ball. It hopped 3 feet in the air and plopped into the hole for a one-stroke victory. And if you believe that . . .




  ‘Lefty’ Stackhouse’s real name was Wilbur Artist. Both his temper and his thirst were said to be raging. Merely failing to carry a water hazard prompted him to dive into a

  rocky stream. His reaction to missing one short putt was to stand erect, let out a mighty roar and then run towards a tree, which he headbutted. On another occasion, a wayward drive led to his

  walking into a rose bush and whipping his right hand back and forth through the thorns. ‘That’ll teach you to roll on me,’ he cried, his hand dripping with blood. And turning to

  his left hand he added, ‘Don’t think you are going to get away with it either.’ And it didn’t.




  Once in his native Texas an excellent start to a round was marred when he pushed his drive into a lake. Stackhouse snatched his bag from his caddie’s shoulder, threw the clubs into the

  lake, removed his socks and shoes, rolled up his trouser legs and walked barefoot back to the clubhouse through a field of nettles.




  Many of the characters who shared my time on the European Tour tended to be practical jokers rather than complete fruitcakes. People like Mark Roe, Robert Lee and Russell Claydon, the great

  triumvirate of golf mischief-makers.




  Who would have the sort of mind and mentality, for example, to crouch in the corridor outside a hotel room, poised to strike with fire extinguisher in hand, and wait for an hour for a friend and

  fellow professional to open his door? Mark Roe is the answer. He let Tinkerbell, as Claydon is known on Tour for his fairy-like proportions (not), have it by way of revenge for a previous jape.




  David Jagger was from the same mould. One of his jokes took shape at Selby Golf Club, where he was a pro, when Phil Morbey – who as Wobbly went on to caddie for Ian Woosnam in his great

  Masters’ triumph – took a first step towards joining the rake-rats.




  Wobbly, then a member at Selby, asked Jagger about the possibility of being a caddie. Jagger offered him a tryout in the Captain & Pro Challenge. It proved something of an ordeal as Wobbly

  struggled to carry the heavy bag. He barely made it to the 9th green, by which time he was bathed in sweat and out of breath.




  ‘Do you think he’s done a good job so far?’ Jagger asked the club captain.




  ‘Yes,’ came the positive reply.




  ‘Do you still want to caddie?’ Jagger asked Wobbly.




  He just about managed to nod his head.




  ‘OK, if you are going to carry on, you had better take the bricks out of my bag.’




  You would never describe such sober individuals as Warren Humphreys and Ian Mosey as characters, but there is a certain eccentricity in the fact that they travelled together on Tour for years

  with a television, a VHS player and a stack of videos.




  Danny Goodman, who Eamonn Darcy writes about, was a total extrovert. I remember a most glorious summer’s evening at the halfway point in the Portuguese Open when Mark James and I came

  across a despondent Goodman sitting on the balcony. He looked so miserable you wanted to remove his belt and shoelaces.




  ‘Are you all right?’ James asked.




  ‘Yeah,’ our American friend replied. ‘But I don’t know what to do. I have just been left twenty million dollars. All I have to do to collect my inheritance is prove my

  sanity and I don’t think I can.’




  

    

      Eamonn Darcy




      Sam on Eamonn: ‘“Digger” Darcy is one of the best raconteurs known to man and fantastic fun to be around at any time. Darcy won six times on the

      European Tour, and was a regular near the top of the Order of Merit. His greatest moment came at Muirfield Village in the 1987 Ryder Cup when, shaking all over, he holed a terrifyingly fast

      downhill 6-foot putt on the final green for a crucial victory over Ben Crenshaw. My father had given him a lesson that week – “set and turn” was the simple message. It worked.

      Darcy grew up wanting to be a jockey and now he is combining golf with eventing back in his native Ireland.’


    


  




  A week or two after I won the Spanish Open in 1983 I came across a likable crazy American called Danny Goodman for the first time. We were drawn

  to play together in the third round of the Dutch Open. The name was familiar, as was his reputation as the sort of man about whom stories are told. I am sure Sam knows a few. Anyway, he came up to

  me on the practice putting green and offered a warm greeting.




  ‘Mr Darcy, my name is Danny Goodman,’ he said with a smile. ‘I have the pleasure of your company today. And what a lucky day it is for you.’




  ‘Why is it my lucky day, Danny?’ I enquired with some puzzlement.




  ‘Today you get to play with someone with a worse swing than yours,’ he retorted.




  Ah, my swing, my idiosyncratic swing, with its notorious flying elbow, a swing that served me pretty well throughout my career but that invariably prompted a sense of incredulity among those

  seeing it for the first time.




  Its genesis was simple enough. That was how you struck the ball in hurling and, though I say so myself, I had been a useful hurler in my youth. When it came to swinging a golf club I could have

  been wielding a hurley. I was never taught how to swing a golf club and I never much thought about technique. I just did my own thing. And I was not much bothered about what the so-called purists

  thought and said.




  My nickname was almost inevitably going to be linked to my swing. I have been ‘Digger’ Darcy from my early days on the Tour on account of the huge divots I dug with my irons when

  coming in at a steep angle to the ball.




  As I said, my swing usually prompted a reaction of some sort. South African John Bland tells a story of Tony Johnstone’s first event on the European Tour. Blandie was showing him the

  ropes, telling him where everything was, outlining the facilities, etc. Eventually, they reached the practice ground.




  ‘There’s Eamonn Darcy, the Ryder Cup player,’ Bland said to Johnstone as they walked along the range.




  ‘Don’t give me that shit, Blandie,’ was Johnstone’s response.




  Johnstone refused to believe that the guy in front of him was a golfer never mind a Ryder Cup player. He insisted that I must be an 18-handicapper friend of Darcy’s, who had been given

  Darcy’s bag to hit a few balls. Blandie, perhaps laying it on a bit thick, swears that Johnstone insisted on following me down to the 1st tee just to make sure this was not some elaborate

  hoax from Bland, a renowned joker. Only when I was announced and hit my opening drive did he accept the truth.




  I never really thought about trying to change and fashion a more orthodox swing. As I said, I did it my way. I recall the great Henry Cotton, who ruined a few swings in his time, bringing up the

  subject during one of my visits to his beloved Penina in Portugal. Henry had taken an interest in me and we got on very well. We had enjoyed our game of golf and were sitting down to a coffee when

  he volunteered his opinion.




  ‘Laddie,’ he pronounced, he always called me laddie, ‘do not let anyone change your swing. For you to change would mean having to take two years away from the Tour.’




  I was doing well at that time, I was near the top of the Order of Merit several years in a row. In fact, I finished in the top 20 of the Order of Merit nine times in my career. Still, they

  questioned my method. The attitude of the purist prevailed over here. Over there, in the States, they were less interested in your swing than the number of wins you managed and the amount of money

  accumulated. Jim Furyk was always regarded as a great player with a great record rather than a freak with a weird swing. We played together a few times but funnily enough, or not, the subject of

  our swings never arose!




  Anyway, as I said, it did not prevent me from playing in the Ryder Cup and enjoying the moment of a lifetime at Muirfield Village in 1987. That was when I holed a putt down a slope as slippery

  as polished marble on the 18th green to gain a vital singles victory over Ben Crenshaw. The honour of holing the winning putt went to Seve, bless him, but he always said that it was my putt that

  really secured that famous victory.




  The pressure was immense and not just because the Ryder Cup was on the line. I had been 4 up against Crenshaw, who had broken his putter. I would have been crucified if I had let the American

  off the hook.




  Golf was not always so serious. You could not be serious when Simon Hobday was around. He was the character of all characters. My story of him – and there are many – is from the PGA

  Championship at Wentworth. He could not buy a putt, as usual. I remember him striking a beautiful second shot at the par 5 12th to just a couple of feet from the hole. He missed the short eagle

  putt and, lo and behold, missed the one coming back. His reaction was typical Hobday. He threw his putter to the ground, took out his wallet and showed the club a yellow card. The gallery loved

  that.




  Just to put a seal on one of his many miserable putting days, Hobday three-putted the last green for a 78, or something like that. He proceeded to take a red card from his wallet and waved it at

  the club. The crowd loved that even more.




  An hour later we were standing at the bar. I had a pint of Guinness, as you do. Simon had two, as he did. But the head of the offending putter was drowning in one of the glasses. Later, as he

  drove out of the car park, the shaft of the same putter was tied to the back bumper of his car, clattering along the ground.




  Years later, I came across Simon at a course in South Africa where he was the club professional. We talked about old times and particularly that day at Wentworth.




  ‘Hang on a minute,’ he said, while beginning to rummage around his hire bags. ‘No, I can’t find it. Some poor bastard is out there with it!’




  A final word on the aforementioned Goodman, whom I also met years later. We were in Tunisia, if memory serves me correctly, and we were playing together again. I remember a par 5 where I hit my

  second shot to the back of the green. Danny landed short of the putting surface in a front bunker. I walked to my ball and waited and waited. Nothing. No sign of his ball appearing, no sign of

  Danny.




  Eventually I walked over to see what was going on. There was Danny hunched up like a little child, lying in the corner of the bunker with a plugged ball at his side. He was a one-off. Golf has

  thrown up a few one-offs, if you can have such a thing.




  







  Chapter Two




  Yips and Shanks




  There was a time, not so long ago, when the word ‘yips’ would not have been mentioned by two consenting golfers, even in the privacy of

  their own homes. But there it is, bold as carbon fibre, in the opening paragraph of a chapter on putting. I suppose that is only right from a man who, as a sufferer, introduced the broomhandle long

  putter into Europe more than twenty years ago.




  The term, which used to be avoided in much the same way that Shakespeare’s Macbeth would be spoken about as ‘the Scottish Play’, is nowadays pretty commonplace in

  conversation and in print and on television. The ‘shank’, where the ball darts straight right having come into contact with the hosel of the club, is following suit.




  ‘Let’s not beat about the bush, that was a shank,’ Colin Montgomerie said of Peter Hanson’s tee shot at the 12th during the final-round commentary of the Masters in

  2012.




  The yips, an involuntary twitch of the wrist that causes the golfer to lose control of the putter, particularly on short putts, go way back to before the word existed.




  Old Tom Morris, who won four Opens on his home course between 1861 and 1867, once received a letter addressed to ‘Misser of Short Putts, Prestwick’.




  The term yips is said to have been coined by Tommy Armour, an Edinburgh-born American immigrant who lost an eye in World War I and who went on to win all three major championships available to

  him. The Silver Scot, as he was known due to the premature greying of his hair, said famously, ‘Once you’ve had ’em, you’ve got ’em.’




  Some of the greatest golfers in history suffered from the yips, including Ben Hogan, Sam Snead, Bobby Jones, Tom Watson and Johnny Miller.




  Hogan, no doubt influenced by his own situation, felt that putting should form a less significant part of the game because success depended too much on it. He argued that superior ball striking

  was what mattered and advocated a larger hole to reduce the emphasis on putting.




  Snead, a fellow yips victim who would go through all sorts of contortions trying to find relief, was something of a pot calling Hogan black when speaking about the latter’s affliction.




  ‘Towards the end of his career,’ Snead said of Hogan, ‘he could hit the ball about as good as ever but he got so he could not even pull the putter back from the

  ball.’




  Hogan, who was known to freeze motionless over the ball, three-putted seven times and four-putted on another occasion in one tournament. It became so bad that back at home with his friends he

  would play only ‘greenies’, whereby points would be awarded for hitting greens and putting was banned. When in his seventies, Henry Cotton would pick up his ball within 10 feet of the

  hole on the strength that in his prime he would have sunk the putt.




  My first experience of a bona fide 100 per cent yip came during my Open debut at Muirfield in 1972. As I was walking from a green to a tee, I saw Mr Lu – he of the pork-pie hat and

  permanent smile who so enchanted Scottish spectators that year – twitch extravagantly on a short putt. ‘What the hell was that?’ I thought. It was like a wriggling snake. I had

  never seen anything like it in my life and I did not want to see its like again. Unfortunately, I saw many, eventually at close hand, or rather hands. My hands.




  I was playing with Bernhard Langer in a PGA Championship at Hillside in 1982 when he struck a 15-foot putt on a flat green straight off the putting surface. If you are capable of doing that how

  on earth can you control yourself to win a tournament? Yet Langer – living proof that when you’ve had ’em you can get rid of ’em, at least temporarily – has won more

  than sixty tournaments around the world, including two Green Jackets. There can be no greater testament to his mental strength and fortitude.




  I had putted badly often in my career without ever accepting that I had a problem. My first inkling that something was seriously wrong came during the 1987 Ryder Cup, with a putt on the final

  green of my singles match with Larry Mize that ‘went off’ in my hand and could have gone anywhere. My dad swears I was still shaking ten minutes after striking the putt. Later in the

  day, Eamonn Darcy found himself gripping tightly on to his putter handle long after holing a putt to defeat Ben Crenshaw on the 18th.




  If that was the beginning, then the end came in France early in 1989. I three-putted the 72nd green to finish fifth in the AGF Open at La Grande Motte, Montpellier, a tournament I should have

  won by 10 strokes such was the quality of my long game. That was it. I had to do something.




  I had experimented that winter in Florida with a broom-handle putter, which was being successfully used by Orville Moody on what used to be called the US Seniors Tour. I headed home, lengthened

  an old Ping putter by two feet on the vice in my garage and climbed on to my snooker table. As you do. In fact, the speed of the green baize proved a perfect place for me to become accustomed to

  the pendulum motion and the rather alien concept of tucking my left hand under my chin. While others have adapted the method to place the top of the club on their chest, and the belly putter has

  become the latest fashion, I have stuck to my original method.




  Arnold Palmer said the broomhandle putter should only be ‘tried in the privacy of the bathroom’. Tom Watson, who has suffered from the yips for many a year, insisted he would rather

  retire than use it. I tried to persuade Bernhard Langer to use it for years before he eventually adopted it. Who knows how many more tournaments he might have won had he relented?




  The change to my results was dramatic. From official winnings of £42,000 in 1988, I jumped to £170,000 in 1989, when I also became the first to use the long putter in the Ryder Cup.

  I won the German Masters in October 1990, my first tournament success for three years. (Peter Senior beat me to becoming the first using that method to lift a trophy in Europe when taking the

  European Open at Sunningdale earlier that year.)




  Of course, golf has regularly produced great putters who have required neither the latest gimmick nor extensive experimentation to maintain their form on the greens: men like Ben Crenshaw, Bob

  Charles, Loren ‘Boss of the Moss’ Roberts, Tiger Woods at the height of his powers, Mark McNulty and many more. South African Bobby Locke, who was renowned for his putting prowess, used

  the same putter throughout his career and negotiated at least one season without three-putting.




  Jack Nicklaus had a love/hate relationship with putting. He loved holing putts, but he hated practising putting. ‘I suppose it’s a terrible admission for a guy in my business, but

  ever since my early teens I have found practising putting immensely boring,’ he once said. ‘It’s a necessary chore, of course, but I generally have to push myself to do it and,

  when at home, have frequently failed in that effort.’




  Putting problems are not solely confined to the yips. I remember Lionel Platts missing a putt by 10 yards in South Africa when he mistakenly aimed at the flag that his caddie had removed from

  the hole and was holding as if tending on a different part of the green.




  The yips had nothing to do with a putt that probably cost me the English Open at The Belfry in 1988. I had driven on to the green at the famous par 4 10th and rolled my 20-foot eagle putt to the

  very edge of the cup. It was so close in fact that I thought it would drop in. It did, but too late as it transpired. I had waited longer than the maximum permitted ten seconds, a rule with which I

  was not familiar at the time. I was penalised one stroke, significant when you think that I ended up in a play-off with my old mucker Mark James. A play-off I lost at the first extra hole.




  The American players know the ten-second stipulation as the January Rule, after Don January waited seven minutes on the final hole of the Phoenix Open in 1963 for his ball to drop. It never

  did.




  But back to the dreaded yips, the condition that all golfers fear no matter what their ability – professional, amateur or hacker.




  Mac O’Grady, another of life’s eccentrics, suffered so badly that he donated $30,000 to the medical department of the University of California, Los Angeles (UCLA) to study the

  problem and find a remedy.




  No cure was discovered and I don’t believe one will be.




  

    

      Lee Westwood




      Sam on Lee: ‘Like Gordon Brand, Lee Westwood is Junior to me, a reference to the schoolboy who asked for my autograph many moons ago. I love him to bits. No

      one was more deserving when he became world number one in October 2010. A great driver and an equally good iron player, he would have added many major championship successes to his considerable

      achievements but for a slight weakness on the greens.




      Westwood has won thirty-nine professional tournaments around the world including twenty-two on the European Tour. He has also contributed greatly to the European Ryder Cup

      cause, accumulating four and a half points out of five in the 2004 match and four out of five in 2006. He was a key member of the team I captained to victory in 2002.




      He had not been playing his best that year. But I impressed upon him the old saying about talent being forever and form being temporary and I like to think that played a

      small part in his performing so well. The partnership of him and Sergio Garcia won their first three matches together as the gambler in me played a hunch. They had never hit a ball together in

      practice that week and had never entered my mind as a possible pairing play that week. I have no idea to this day where it came from. With Sergio King of the Hill at the time I just thought his

      brashness might blend nicely with Junior’s calm demeanour.’


    


  




  So there we were – me, my wife Laurae and the kids – sunning ourselves on the beach in the Bahamas where we have a house, enjoying the

  peace and quiet, lapping up the luxury of a Caribbean island.




  Along comes not the Bounty girl but Scots Family Torrance, looking like the victims of a shipwreck. Of all the paradise joints, in all the islands, in all the world, they had to walk into

  ours.




  Actually, I am always delighted to see Sam, who has called me Junior since the first day we met. I was fifteen (maybe it was fourteen, though Sam thinks I was nearer nine!) and had been picked

  by the English Golf Union to attend a junior coaching week at Inverclyde. Inverclyde, now the National Sports Training Centre for Scotland, situated on a wooded hillside behind Largs, the Ayrshire

  town where Sam was born, is well known for two things – it is where the Scottish international football team prepared for many of its defeats by England, and where Sam’s father, Bob, a

  true coaching guru, has looked after the swings of many a great player. He stands there even now, at the age of eighty, in fair weather and foul, mostly the latter.




  Back to my first meeting with Sam. While at Inverclyde, I wandered across to a five-a-side football match, as you do. One of the goalkeepers caught my eye. He was smallish, stocky and pretty

  tubby in truth, OK fat, less Lev Yashin, more Ferenc Puskas, in terms of size and shape, not ability. It was none other than Sam Torrance, the Ryder Cup golfer. As a keen golfer, I recognised him

  immediately, even in this footballing environment. I approached him and asked for his autograph. I still have it to this day.




  This idyllic day of which I write, under a cloudless azure sky and beside the bluest of seas, suddenly changed. You know when you meet Sam and his family that there is going to be a bit of a

  party. Out came the beers, down went the sun and it was time for some fun. Golf clubs appeared as if from nowhere and before long we were hitting balls from the sand to an inflatable diving board

  about 80 yards into the ocean. Fortunately, there was no one else around.




  I learned a lesson that day, one that I probably already knew: never play Sam Torrance for money when alcohol is involved. At anything. Not golf, not tiddlywinks, nothing. He could not miss, as

  he likes to remind me or anyone else within hearing distance.




  ‘It did not matter what the shot was, I hit it first time,’ is Sam’s recollection. ‘Hooky ones, slices, high or low, no matter the club, I could not fail. Hee,

  hee.’




  That’s exactly how I remember it. High wedges or bendy 6-irons, he never missed. He hammered me. While I was feeling a bit ‘woosie’ – no, Ian Woosnam wasn’t there

  – Sam played as if in the zone, as if the Claret Jug was at stake, not just a few bucks.




  There is another thing I remember about that day. My son, Sam, and no, he is not named after Torrance, was about six years old at the time. That was the moment he put away his Lego bricks and

  found out about girls. He is going to hate me for saying this now, but he fell madly in love with Phoebe Torrance who was then eleven or so.
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