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  Introduction


  The smaller the ball used in the sport, the better the book.


  George Plimpton


  As we set to work on this heartfelt sequel to Chicken Soup for the Golfer’s Soul, we paused for a moment and asked ourselves: What is it about golf? What is it that separates golf from every other sport? What is it that causes its participants and fans to have an experience that is altogether different from that of other endeavors? What is it that elevates our experiences, mostly in retrospect, to something a little more transcendent than just a game played with a ball and sticks?


  A number of answers come immediately to mind. Like, golf is unique because we play it against ourselves. Or, golf is endlessly challenging because of its mostly unattainable standard of par. Or, the beautiful natural settings upon which the game is played make it a singular escape for golfers everywhere. Or, golf is something people can enjoy all of their lives, unlike, say, a Monday night softball league or a pickup game at the local gym. Or how about, golf allows us to forge and strengthen a wide range of relationships in a uniquely relaxing setting. Or maybe golf is different simply because of the countless myths and legends that surround this five-century-old endeavor.


  There is certainly some truth in these and many other comparisons between golf and other sports. But they all seem, at least in our humble opinion, to fall a little short. So we delved into the encyclopedias, dictionaries and other oracle-like tomes of golf that offer up endless explanations and metaphors, and we did our best to boil them down to the essence of what it is that sets golf apart, and this is what we came up with.


  Golf is a mirror. It is a 360-degree mirror that surrounds our every shot, decision and intention on the course, and reflects it back in perfect clarity. We have no teammates to hide behind, or to obscure our triumphs or failures. We have no defenders to offset our efforts and take their share of praise or criticism. We have no lines to prescribe a specific path towards the goal. We have no one to turn to after a shot and thank or blame. We have only ourselves.


  We are faced with situations in every round that allow us a glimpse in this mirror, if we are willing to look. The well-hit shot out of the sand for an up-and-down par, reflecting hours of lessons, hard work and follow-through. The wedged-behind-the-tree-root character test when your partner isn’t looking, giving us the opportunity to cheat not just our opponent, but more importantly, ourselves. The choice of how to react after missing that putt for an 8 on the easiest par-4 on the course. The simple joy of watching a son or daughter fall in love with the game. Or the pure exhilaration of a drive hit straight and true.


  Perhaps no moment in golf’s long and illustrious history better exemplifies these possibilities than the final match of the 1969 Ryder Cup. The most competitive matches in the history of the event, it all came down to the 18th hole on the final day, with Jack Nicklaus and Tony Jacklin both needing to sink their next putt for par. After Nicklaus, who was playing in his first Ryder Cup matches, holed out his four-footer, he graciously, and courageously, conceded Jacklin’s two-footer to halve the round and result in the first tie in Ryder Cup history. That simple gesture embodied all that is good about golf, its reflective character and its glorious possibilities.


  Jack Nicklaus, acting on behalf of all of us, looked in that mirror, and in that moment, on that illustrious day, the best of the human spirit smiled back. And in our humble estimation, that is what it is about golf.


  1


  THE

  FIRST TEE


  I can sum it up like this: Thank God for the game of golf.


  Arnold Palmer


  Who Is the Greatest Golfer?


  For the first time in my personal golfing history I had broken 90. Because of it, I couldn’t sleep. In the midnight darkness I nudged my sleeping wife, “Can you believe it?” I cried. “I’m no longer a duffer! The secret of golf is simply a matter of . . .”


  “. . . Of beginning your downswing with your shoulders instead of your hands, ” she muttered.


  “How did you know?” I asked, amazed.


  “Only because that’s what you’ve been muttering all night.” She felt my brow to make sure I was not delirious. “Try to get some sleep now, darling. You’ve got a big day coming up, remember?”


  She was right. I should have been asleep hours ago. In a few hours I would play my first-round match in the club tournament against my arch golfing enemy, Steve Galloway. I chuckled into my pillow sadistically. With the secret of the game now locked in my breast, I would humble him at last.


  I shut my eyes and ordered my mind to go blank, but to no avail. It insisted that I again replay each stroke of my day’s round. During the first two holes my smile all but illuminated the night shadows of the room. But when I again found myself missing that twenty-inch putt on the 3rd green, my smile turned itself off. That putt had hurt. So had the four other short ones I had muffed later on. If I had sunk them instead, I would have completed my round in 84.


  Nor were those missed putts the only additions to my score that should not have happened and most certainly would not happen again. If one of my drives hadn’t sliced out of bounds, costing me two penalty strokes, I would have toured the links in a sizzling 82.


  Or might not I have scored better still? The supposition caused me to gasp aloud, waking my wife with a start. Now that she was no longer asleep, I could find no reason for not sharing my joyous discovery.


  “I had some tough breaks today, not of my own doing, ” I explained. A perfect pitch shot to the 9th green took an astounding hop into a bunker, and my drive on the 12th freakishly scooted beneath a bramble bush. And on the 17th hole, my caddy sneezed at the top of my backswing, all but causing me to miss the ball completely. Wouldn’t you agree that because those were obviously non-recurrable accidents, I should further reduce my score by that same amount?”


  “Why is it, ” my wife interrupted, “that a man can recall for a week every shot of his last game but can’t remember for five minutes that the screen door needs fixing?”


  I lay back in the pretense of sudden sleep. But my subconscious kept busy subtracting those three strokes from my hypothetical round of 82. On arriving at the amazing answer of 79, my body seemed to float toward the ceiling.


  “Good Lord, ” I cried, “I’m a championship golfer!”


  Every shred of evidence now pointed to my being able to par even the toughest holes on the course, and should it be my good fortune to slap in an occasional birdie—and, after all, why shouldn’t I?—well, the implications were downright staggering.


  Ever so carefully, so as not to cause my wife to phone a psychiatrist, I slithered from bed and stood beside it, my hand gripping an imaginary driver. For a moment I waggled it back and forth in delicious anticipation, then powerfully and smoothly I swept my body through an entire swing. Had the situation been born in reality, the ball surely would have zoomed into orbit. I drew in my stomach and threw out my chest and, in the utter darkness of the bedroom, exuded more confidence than ever before in my life.


  Confidence, that was the key . . . confidence born of my new mastery of technique. How incredible to realize that in all these years I had simply conducted an endless series of tiger hunts on the golf course, violently beating the earth with my clubs, exhausting myself with my very ineptness. Not once, in fact, had I gotten past the first round of the club tournament. But tomorrow would be vastly different. Poor, unsuspecting Galloway!


  At 2 A.M., I begged my mind to let me sleep. My plea was in vain. By three o’clock I had won the club championship. An hour later I captured the U.S. Open. Dawn was creeping over the windowsill before I divested myself of an armful of phantom trophies and tumbled into a canyon of sleep.


  My wife and I and the Galloways sat together on the golf club terrace, watching the sun call it another day on the fickle fortunes of man. Now that my tournament match was over I wished I were alone, like Napoleon, on Elba Island. Not even on Boy Scout timber hikes had I met up with so many trees. No doubt about it. I would have scored better with an axe. What could have gone wrong to lead to all that abject, humiliating agony? My wife reached over to pat my knee. “Didn’t you remember to keep your eye on the ball, sweetie?”


  Her question was so ridiculous that I refused to answer. Without looking up I felt the sting of Steve Galloway’s mocking glance. This time I was through with golf for good. Should I give my clubs to some deserving caddy, I wondered, or instead salvage a scrap of retribution by wrapping them around my opponent’s neck?


  My wife was talking again—a far too usual procedure—and I was trying not to listen. I chose instead to gaze out over the course where the evening dew already had tinted the fairways with silver and where, on either side, the terrible towering trees now slept, harmless and serene, as a moon tip rose above them into the night. It seemed impossible to believe that this gentle pastoral scene had, by daylight, proved itself such a violent battlefield.


  I poured myself another drink and downed it quickly. Somehow it made me feel better. I reclined in my chair, my eyes again drawn back to the lush and quiet fairways. The course was beckoning me now like a temptress in the shadows. “Come conquer me, ” she seemed to whisper. “You can, you can.”


  I closed my eyes, but the voice refused to go away. When I refilled my glass and drank deeply from it, I began feeling surprisingly relaxed. Much the same as I had felt yesterday when I had shot my 89.


  Ah, so that was it—relaxation! Not how you gripped the club or pivoted your hips or snapped your wrists, but simply how well you relaxed. No wonder Galloway had trounced me so completely. My mind had been gorged with a jumble of mechanical do’s and don’ts. By taking it smooth and easy, wouldn’t those technical elements fall naturally into place?


  Yes, yes, I saw it clearly now. After years of huffing and puffing on the links, I caught the message at last. Silently, almost breathlessly, I started out over the vastness of the golf course, lost in wild surmise. What, I wondered, should I wear while competing in the British Open? A touch of heather, perhaps? I could only hope I would not be so relaxed as to drop my trophy on the toe of the queen.


  Pulling myself back to the present, I tried not to sound condescending as I turned to Steve Galloway. “How about a return match next Saturday?” I asked.


  “But darling, ” my wife protested, “that’s when you promised to fix the screen door.”


  For a moment her words buzzed near my ears like mosquitoes, then mercifully took flight when Galloway’s voice chose to lead him to slaughter. “In the mood for another licking, eh?”


  I only smiled in the dark. Already I was growing joyfully tense just contemplating the wonders of relaxation.


  Graham Porter

  Submitted by Ken and Judy Chandler
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  “How early are you teeing off?”


  Reprinted by permission of George Crenshaw, Masters Agency.


  Augusta Heaven


  I started to shake with anticipation as I hung up the phone. Could it really be true that I would be playing a round of golf at the hallowed ground of Augusta National?


  The generous offer had been extended by my friend, Frank Christian, a world-renowned golf course photographer and the official photographer of Augusta National for the last thirty years. Each year Augusta allows selected employees to invite two guests to play the course. Our date was to be just two weeks after the Masters.


  I brought along my friend Tim Townley. Tim and I have been friends forever, but I have since found myself constantly reminding him that he will be indebted to me for just as long a period of time. Needless to say, the weeks leading up to our date seemed like an eternity. We talked every five minutes, sharing some nuance of Augusta history.


  Frank Christian has a way to make people feel special and make his friends’ trip to Augusta a once-in-a-lifetime experience. So it was when we arrived in Augusta.


  Frank has a long-standing tradition that he invites you to partake the night before you play. You see, when the great Bobby Jones died, Frank was in charge of cleaning out Bobby’s locker. In it he found a bottle of 1908 Old Rye Whiskey some three-quarters full. With permission, Frank cradled home his prize. Frank’s preround ceremony consists of each member of the foursome taking a sip of whiskey from Bobby Jones’s bottle. To this day, I get the chills thinking back on it.


  I awoke before dawn the next morning in anticipation of the day that lay ahead. Finally the hour of our departure arrived, and we headed out to the course.


  On approach, I had my first glimpse of the famed gate and the magnolia-lined drive. Just outside the gate stood a man and his young son craning their necks to get a peek inside. The young boy was attired in knickers and a tam o’shanter, just like Payne Stewart. Clearly golf was a passion the father had passed on to his son and now was being jointly shared. If I had the ability to let them inside the gates I would have, but alas, as we passed, I wished them luck in their efforts.


  Everything was perfect, just the way I had always imagined it would be. Every blade of grass was perfectly cut, the gardens were brilliant and every shrub was precisely manicured. The golf course was very different than it appears on television. Namely, the course is distinguished by deep and numerous undulations and hills. Although the difficulties of the greens are well documented, I believe they are even tougher in person.


  I have played St. Andrews, Royal Troon, Muirfield, Pebble Beach and many others, but Augusta National was without a doubt the best overall golfing experience I have ever enjoyed.


  I have my own tradition whenever I play one of these great courses. I collect a small vial of sand from one of the bunkers and display it alongside its distinguished brethren. I pinched some sand from the famous bunker alongside the 18th of Augusta as my keepsake.


  Arriving at the airport for my return home I spotted the father and son I had seen at the gate to Augusta. I asked the little boy, whose name was Max, if he had a good time in Augusta, and he gave me a reluctant “yes.” His dad mentioned to me that Max was really disappointed because he could not get in the gates of Augusta National to get a souvenir. Well, here I was just fresh from a round at Augusta wearing my new Augusta shirt and my new Augusta hat, and this little boy had nothing.


  At that point I took off my hat and put it on his little head. I then reached into my bag and grabbed my vial of sand from the 18th hole and explained to Max what it was and how I got it. I told Max that this would be a great start for a new collection for him.


  The look on his face was absolutely priceless.


  As great as my golfing experience was at Augusta National, my most memorable moment was the look on Max’s face.


  Jeff Aubery


  The One Hundred Greatest

  Golf Courses


  A golfer called the Chicago Golf Club and explained that he was playing the “One Hundred Greatest Courses” and desperately needed to add the club to his list. The club was very private but reluctantly agreed to allow him to play under these special circumstances.


  After the round, a member asked the man, “By the way, how many do you have left to complete the One Hundred Greatest?”


  “Ninety-nine, ” he replied.


  Bruce Nash and Allan Zullo
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  “You broke a hundred? So did I!”


  Reprinted by permission of George Crenshaw, Master’s Agency.


  Daddy Tees Off


  All children find chaos congenial.


  George F. Will


  If James Joyce was right about our errors being portals of discovery, then a miniature golf course—the Poconos Putt-o-Rama—was the door to Saint Basil’s Cathedral. I made a honey of a mistake there, and on the 11th hole (dogleg left, up a ramp, through an alligator to an elevated plywood green) I made one major discovery about children.


  It was Rebecca’s sixth birthday. The plan was to simulate the PGA championship: cake and juice and miniature golf for everybody. According to the log at Putt-o-Rama, my wife Jody paid green fees for eighteen.


  Even before we teed off, there were bad omens. The kids battled over who would play with what color ball. Brenda complained that green didn’t match her shorts. Julian hated yellow.


  Sensing chaos, I jumped into the breach with parental authority. “Rule number one: Any dispute over the color of your golf ball, ” I said, choosing order over good cheer, “will result in immediate disqualification.”


  I looked over at Sean, who had Joey in a chokehold with the midget putter.


  “Rule number two, ” I went on, “no player shall at any time hold his club against the trachea of another player.”


  “What’s a traker?” Brendan asked.


  “It’s my neck, ” Joey gasped.


  “Close enough, ” I said.


  While the kids were choosing clubs, Jeffrey claimed to have won the world miniature golf championship. His twin brother, Mark, in an attempt to publicly humiliate his clone, shouted, “He’s never even played miniature golf before.”


  Nice, I thought, very nice.


  “Shut up, Mark. I have too played golf.”


  “Oh, yeah? When?”


  “Uh, uh . . . I . . . I . . . , ” Jeffrey stammered, paralyzed by the fact that he and the Grand Inquisitor not only had identical DNA packages but identical life histories. “I played once when you were asleep.”


  My heart broke for the little liar.


  But before I could even say anything in his defense, Jeff lunged past me and stabbed his brother in the belly with the business end of his putter. When I stepped between them, I took a club head in the kneecap.


  I should have enjoyed it more; it was the high point of my day.


  On the tee at No. 1, the first foursome argued about who should tee it up first. I gaily suggested the birthday girl should have the honor and then we go in birthday order. Mark said that was unfair to kids born nine minutes after their stupid-head brother. He teed up his ball in protest. Another boy—Brian, I think—kicked it into a wishing well on the 9th fairway.


  I wrapped five or six of the kids in a big old Daddy hug—or was it a threatening headlock?—and gave a quick little speech about how if there were sportsmanship we would all have a wonderful time. Absent cooperation, I went on, our memories of Becky’s birthday would be full of recrimination.


  “Rule number three, ” I had to announce a few minutes later, “no player shall help another player count his shots.”


  “Eleven . . . twelve . . . , ” said Jill in gleeful play-by-play on Beth’s first dozen strokes.


  “Three, ” Beth chirruped as her ball clunked into the hole.


  There was mayhem in the air.


  I did a quick count of the children. Came up one short.


  “Jody, give me a count, will ya?” I yelled through the clamor to Mom.


  “I make us minus one, ” she shouted back, apparently unconcerned since both of the kids to whom she had given birth were accounted for.


  I grew frantic. There’s nothing I hate more than having to tell a parent I lost a child somewhere on the front nine. “Lock the front gate, ” I shouted to the kid in charge.


  “Hey, I don’t do security, pal, ” he replied. “I do lessons.”


  I grabbed a perfectly calm little girl—Wendy, I later learned her name was—by her shoulders and said with panic in my voice, “We’ve got to find somebody.”


  “Who?” she asked.


  “I don’t know. Who’s missing?” I answered.


  “I think Jonathan’s in the windmill, ” she said, clearly worried I was exactly the type of man her parents had warned her never to talk to.


  I raced across to the windmill and found a little boy cowering inside. He was holding a rather large hunk of devil’s food, which appeared to have been ripped from the birthday cake we had left in the pro shop “for later.”


  “Are you with the Becky O’Neill party?” I asked.


  “Yes, ” he confessed, trying to hide the fistfuls of cake behind his back.


  By the 5th hole everybody was hitting golf balls simultaneously. Orange and blue and green golf balls were whirring around Putt-o-Rama, like mesons in a particle accelerator. Becky’s friend Jessica hit a shot that would have done Tom Kite proud—a low boring liner that ricocheted off Sneezy’s foot into Josh’s chin.


  “Hey, mister, there’s a liability ceiling of ten grand, ” said the teenage manager.


  By the 10th hole, kids were actually dueling with their putters. There was dental work in the air.


  The kids were no longer playing golf but some variation of hockey, pushing their balls toward the hole, a la Gretzky swooping the puck across the neutral zone. Every one of them claimed to have a hole-in-one on every hole. Believe it or not, when we got to the 11th hole—the seven-yard dogleg left through the alligator—things got worse.


  Brendan, who was—may God hold him in the hollow of his hand—the only child still actually striking his ball, rolled a handsome putt up the ramp and cleanly into the alligator’s throat. It did not, however, come out the other side.


  “Becky’s Dad, ” he said sweetly, “my ball got stucked.” He actually appeared to think I could help him, that maybe a grown-up knew something a six-year-old didn’t. I loved him for that.


  I got on my hands and knees and peered down the reptile gullet into darkness. There was no light at the end of this tunnel. But I could see Brendan’s ball stuck near the papier-mâché reptile larynx.


  I stretched out on my stomach across the fairway and reached down the gator’s throat. The ball, needless to say, was just out of my reach.


  I stretched still more.


  I grazed the ball with my fingertips, tried to poke it out the other side. No luck. I strained. I could feel the ball’s dimples.


  “Can you get it, Becky’s Dad?” asked the only child in the world I cared about at all.


  “Almost, Brendan . . . , ” I croaked.


  “Fore, ” I heard from behind the castle.


  Brendan turned at the sound.


  A golf ball whizzed past his knee.


  And hit my temple with a fleshy clomp.


  “Aaarrrgggghhhhh . . . , ” I opined, rolling over on my stomach, in the process twisting my arm in the alligator’s throat. When I tried to pull it free, I couldn’t budge.


  “Brendan, ” I said with fake calm in the manner of Timmy telling Lassie to go get help, “go find Becky’s Mommy.” I cast a fearful sidelong glance at the tiny foursome up ahead. They could sense weakness. If they knew I was helpless, they’d pounce.


  Mark looked back at me, prone and pinned. He smiled a carnivorous smile. He said something to his brother, who turned to look at me but then decided to whack his brother with his putter again. I remember the sound of cast iron against anklebone.


  The last thing I remember clearly is Jody arriving at my side. I remember resting my head in her lap.


  What was the lesson I learned? Actually, I learned two lessons—one practical, one philosophical.


  The practical parent lesson was never to give eighteen six-year-olds clubs, projectiles and large doses of sugar at the same time.


  The philosophical lesson was that children are the opposite of golf. Golf is a liturgy of etiquette and manners. Golf is manicured, refined and disciplined. Golf is self-control. Children are none of those things. Children are—what’s the word?—wild.


  “In wildness is the preservation of the world, ” wrote Thoreau. He never wrote a word about minigolf.


  Hugh O’Neill
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  “Miniature golf doesn’t do much for our long game.”


  Reprinted with permission of Bil Keane.


  The Man with the Perfect Swing


  You must work very hard to become a natural golfer.


  Gary Player


  On a warm morning at a country club near Orlando, a stocky gentleman with wispy gray hair makes his way past the crowd gathered for today’s exhibition. To those who don’t know better, the impish old fellow could be just another sunburned senior dreaming of bogey golf.


  He wears a black turtleneck despite the heat. The left pocket of his neon-lime slacks bulges, as always, with two golf balls—never more, never fewer. All three watches on his left wrist are set to the same time.


  Taking his position at the tee, he quickly lofts a few short wedge shots about 70 yards. At first the spectators seem unimpressed. Then they notice that the balls are landing on top of one another. “Every shot same as the last, ” chirps the golfer, as if to himself. “Same as the last.”


  Moving to a longer club, a 7-iron, he smoothly launches two dozen balls, which soar 150 yards and come to rest so close to each other you could cover the mwith a bedspread. He then pulls out his driver and sends a hail of balls 250 yards away—all clustered on a patch of grass the size of a two-car garage.


  Astonished laughter erupts from the crowd. “Perfectly straight, ” says the golfer in a singsong voice. “There it goes. Perfectly straight.”


  People who have followed Moe Norman’s career are no longer surprised by his uncanny displays of accuracy. Many professionals and avid players consider the seventy-year-old Canadian a near-mythical figure. But few outside the sport have ever heard his name. Fewer still know the story of his struggle to find acceptance in the only world he understands.


  One cold January morning in 1935, five-year-old Murray Norman was sledding double with a friend on an ice-packed hillside near his home in Kitchener, Ontario. Speeding downhill, the sled hurtled into the street and skidded under a passing car.


  Both boys survived and ran home crying. But the car’s right rear tire had rolled over Moe’s head, pushing up the cheekbone on one side of his face. His parents, unable to afford medical care, could only pray he did not suffer serious brain injury.


  As Moe grew older, he developed odd behavioral quirks and a repetitive, staccato speech pattern. His older brother Ron noticed that Moe seemed unusually frightened of unfamiliar situations. At night, Ron often heard his little brother sobbing in bed, devastated by some real or imagined slight.


  At school Moe felt glaringly out of place among other kids. Desperate for friends and acceptance, he tried to be playful, but his efforts often backfired—pinching people too hard or bear hugging them until they pushed him away. He heaped ridicule on himself and even coined his own nickname: Moe the Schmoe.


  He became known as a slow student in every subject—except one. At math no one could touch Moe Norman. He astounded his classmates by memorizing complicated problems and multiplying two-digit numbers in his head almost instantly.


  When he wasn’t acting the clown, Moe walled himself off from others. Over time he plunged deeper into isolation, and yet, ironically, loneliness led him to his greatest happiness.


  In the years following his accident, Moe spent hours atop that same winter sledding hill, hacking around an old golf ball with a rusty, wood-shafted 5-iron he found at home. Here in the solitary and magical world of golf, he found a reason to wake up each morning.


  Kitchener, Ontario, in the 1940s was a gritty factory town where working-class teenagers had little desire or money to play the “sissy, ” upper-class game of golf. But Moe was spellbound, often skipping meals, school and chores to head off by himself in a field to hit balls—five hundred or more a day. He practiced until dark, sometimes until the blood from his hands made the club too slippery to hold.


  In his early teens Moe landed a job as a caddie at a country club—only to be fired when he hurled the clubs of a low-tipping local mogul into some trees. Soon he gave up caddying to concentrate on playing, honing his skills at a nearby public golf course. He quit school in tenth grade, and by the time he was nineteen, he knew he was blessed with a rare talent: He could hit a golf ball wherever he wanted it to go.


  Moe left home in his early twenties, hitching rides to compete in amateur golf tournaments all over Canada, supporting himself with a succession of low-paying jobs. At his first few tournaments in the late 1940s, fans didn’t know what to make of the odd little fellow with the garish, mismatched outfits, strawlike red hair and crooked teeth.


  His manner was playful, almost childlike, his self-taught technique wildly unorthodox. Legs spread wide, he stood over the ball like a slugger at the plate, clutching the club not with his fingers, as most golfers are taught to do, but tightly in his palms, wrists cocked, as if he were holding a sledgehammer.


  Many spectators dismissed him as an amusing sideshow. Some giggled when he stepped up to the tee. Soon, though, Moe Norman was turning heads for reasons other than his personal style.


  Recognized as a gifted player who could hit a golf ball with breathtaking precision, he quickly became a sensation on the amateur golf circuit. In one year alone he shot 61 four times, set nine course records and won seventeen out of twenty-six tournaments.


  Even as his fame grew, Moe remained painfully shy and could not shake the sense that he was undeserving of the attention. Rather than bask in the spotlight, he avoided it. In 1955, after winning the Canadian Amateur Open in Calgary, Moe failed to show for the awards ceremony. Friends later found him by the nearby Elbow River, cooling his feet.


  That victory qualified Moe for one of golf’s most prestigious events: the Masters. When the invitation to the tournament arrived, he was only twenty-six and spending his winters setting pins in a Kitchener bowling alley. The Masters was his chance not only to represent his country but to show skeptics he wasn’t just some freak on a run of beginner’s luck.


  But his old demons would give him no rest. Moe felt like an intruder among some of golf’s bright lights. He played miserably in the first round and even worse on day two. So he fled to a nearby driving range to practice.


  While hitting balls Moe noticed someone behind him. “Mind if I give you a little tip?” asked Sam Snead. The Hall-of-Famer merely suggested a slight change in his long-iron stroke.


  But for Moe it was like Moses bringing the Eleventh Commandment down from the mountaintop.


  Determined to put Snead’s advice to good use, Moe stayed on the range until dark, hitting balls by the hundreds. His hands became raw and blistered. The next day, unable to hold a club, he withdrew from the Masters, humiliated.


  But Moe climbed right back up the ladder to win the Canadian Amateur again a year later. A string of victories followed. In time, he had won so many tournaments and collected so many televisions, wristwatches and other prizes that he began selling off those he didn’t want.


  When the Royal Canadian Golf Association charged him with accepting donations for travel expenses, which was against regulations for amateurs, Moe decided to turn professional. His first move as a pro was to enter, and win, the Ontario Open.


  As a newcomer to professional golf, Moe approached the game with the same impish lightheartedness of his amateur years. When people laughed, he played along by acting the clown. An extremely fast player, he’d set up and make his shot in about three seconds, then sometimes stretch out on the fairway and pretend to doze until the other players caught up.


  Fans loved the show, but some of his fellow competitors on the U.S. PGA Tour did not. At the Los Angeles Open in 1959, a small group of players cornered Moe in the locker room. “Stop goofing off, ” they told him, demanding that he improve his technique as well as his wardrobe.


  Friends say a shadow fell across Moe that day. Some believe the episode shattered his self-confidence and persuaded him to back out of the American tour, never to return. More than anything, Moe had wanted to be accepted by the players he so admired. But he was unlike the others, and now he was being punished for it.


  The laughter suddenly seemed barbed and personal. No longer could he shrug it off when some jerk in the galleries mimicked his high-pitched voice or hitched up his waistline to mock Moe’s too-short trousers.


  Because Moe never dueled the likes of Americans Jack Nicklaus or Arnold Palmer, he achieved little recognition beyond Canada. At home, though, his success was staggering. On the Canadian PGA Tour and in smaller events in Florida, Moe won fifty-four tournaments and set thirty-three course records. While most world-class golfers count their lifetime holes-in-one on a few fingers, Moe has scored at least seventeen.


  Despite his fame and the passing years, Moe was continually buffeted by the mood swings that tormented him in childhood. Even among friends he could be curt, sometimes embarrassingly rude.


  At other times he was charming, lovable Moe, bear hugging friends and tossing golf balls to children like candy—the happy-go-lucky clown from his amateur days.


  Through the 1960s and ’70s, Moe racked up one tournament victory after another. But in the early 1980s his enthusiasm for competition began to wane. His winnings dwindled, and he slipped into depression. Not being wealthy, he seemed to care very little for money, lending thousands to aspiring golfers and never bothering to collect.


  Broke and all but forgotten, he drifted from shabby apartments and boardinghouses to cut-rate roadside motels, often sleeping in his car. Had it not been for the generosity of friends—and a stroke of good luck—hemight have faded entirely into obscurity.


  Moe has never had a telephone, a credit card or owned a house. Few people know where he might be living on any given day, and he seldom talks to strangers. Little wonder it took Jack Kuykendall two years to track him down.


  Kuykendall, founder of a company called Natural Golf Corp., finally caught up with him in Titusville, Florida. He told Moe that, trained in physics, he had worked for years to develop the perfect golf swing—only to discover that an old-timer from Canada had been using the same technique for forty years. He had to meet this man.


  Moe agreed to demonstrate his swing at clinics sponsored by Natural Golf Corp. Word spread quickly through the golfing grapevine, and before long, sports magazines were trumpeting the mysterious genius with the killer swing.


  Among those following Moe’s story was Wally Uihlein, president of the golf-ball company Titleist and FootJoy Worldwide. Hoping to preserve one of golf’s treasures, Uihlein announced in 1995 that his company was awarding Norman five thousand dollars a month for the rest of his life. Stunned, Moe asked what he had to do to earn the money. “Nothing, ” said Uihlein. “You’ve already done it.”


  Two weeks later, Moe Norman was elected to the Canadian Golf Hall of Fame. Even today, however, he remains largely unknown outside his native country except among true disciples of the game. For them, Moe is golf’s greatest unsung hero, the enigmatic loner once described by golfer Lee Trevino as “the best ball-striker I ever saw come down the pike.” Many agree with Jack Kuykendall—had someone given Moe a hand forty years ago, “we would know his name like we know Babe Ruth’s.”


  In the parking lot of a Florida country club, Moe Norman is leaning into his gray Cadillac, fumbling through a pile of motivational tapes. He seems nervous and rushed, but as he slides behind the wheel, he pauses to reflect on his life, his family and his obsession.


  Moe never had a real mentor or a trusted advisor. “Today’s kids, ” he says, “are driven right up to the country club. Nice golf shoes, twenty-dollar gloves, nice pants. ‘Have a nice day, Son.’ I cry when I hear that. Oooh, if I’d ever heard that when I was growing up . . .”


  He squints into the sun and cocks his head. “Everyone wanted me to be happy their way, ” he says. “But I did it my way. Now, every night I sit in the corner of my room in the dark before I go to bed and say, ‘My life belongs to me. My life belongs to me.’”


  With that, he shuts the door and rolls down the window just a crack. Asked where he’s going, Moe brightens instantly, and a look of delight spreads across his face.


  “Gone to hit balls, ” he says, pulling away. “Hit balls.”


  It is, and forever will be, the highlight of his day.


  Bruce Selcraig


  Common Ground


  Growing up in Egypt, I never had a chance to play golf or even come close to being on a course, even though Egypt was (as a golfer once told me) “a big sand trap.” Now, courses are sprouting everywhere in Egyptian resorts.


  Golf is too much of an individualistic and disciplined game for someone who, for most of his life, played the undisciplined game of football (soccer), which is full of improvizations and creativity.


  Golf is a sport found in a culture of abundance, where players usually bring their own balls, bags, shoes, umbrellas, raincoats, hats, carts, clubs and caddies. For years I subscribed to the notion that golf is an elitist game, where men with ugly pants go to strike business deals on the course away from women and minorities.


  When I went to the course for the first time I found, to my surprise, mostly younger baby boomers with nice pants. And the only thing they cared to strike was the ball. The only business they talked about was the business of controlling this small ball and keeping it straight on the fairway.


  I was alone and leery as a first-time golfer, equipped with only my golf bag and a few trips to the driving range, mostly wondering about the rules and the etiquette of this enigmatic game.


  First, they lined me up at the clubhouse with three other men I had never met before. Very few sports do that. They asked if I could fill out a foursome. I wondered for a second if this had something to do with my handicap.


  On the 1st hole, we were just men getting to know each other for the first time. On the 5th hole, we became associates. Once we strode off the 9th hole, we became drinking buddies (nonalcoholic, please). Golf is one of the few sports that you can play and drink at the same time—if you don’t count bowling.
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