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      Foreword
     

    

    
     
      EDDIE MERRINS IS AS ACCOMPLISHED A PGA GOLF PROFESSIONAL as I have known. His path from junior golf to his present status as golf professional emeritus at Bel-Air has been truly noteworthy.

     We first had the opportunity to meet at the Jaycee International Junior Championship in 1949 at the Houston Country Club, where I gave a golf clinic. He was sixteen. Eddie won that championship the next year, defeating Gay Brewer in the finals.

     The following year, he and I played in a golf exhibition foursome match in Brookhaven, Mississippi. His 68 was the low score.

     College at LSU saw Eddie compete against the North Texas State team that I helped with Coach Fred Cobb in the early ’50s. He individually won the Southern Intercollegiate in 1953 and the Southeast Conference Championship in 1953–54, and was second to Jim Vickers in the 1952 NCAA Championship.

     As an amateur golfer, Merrins three times won the Mississippi Amateur and was second in the Southern Amateur, the Southwest Amateur, and the All American Championship at Tam O’Shanter in Chicago. He won the prestigious Western Amateur in 1955, defeating Hillman Robbins Jr. in the finals. As an amateur of twenty-one, he won the Gulf Coast Open in Gulfport, Mississippi, and played in four USGA Amateur Championships before turning pro.

     Turning pro at age twenty-four in 1957, Eddie served his PGA apprenticeship at some of this country’s great clubs: Merion, Thunderbird, Westchester, and Rockaway Hunt. His forty-plus years at Bel-Air have been a great romance, which saw him receive practically every award possible as a PGA professional.

     His career had him compete in two hundred tour events plus six club pro championships, eight U.S. Opens, and six PGA championships. I encountered him at a number of these events when I worked with Chris Schenkel on ABC television golf coverage.

     We also worked together in various charity events like Cy Laughter’s Bogey Busters in Dayton (where I met my wife, Peggy) and Friends of Golf (FOG) in Los Angeles at Bel-Air in an event founded by Eddie. Both of these events of over twenty years’ duration served to raise a lot of money for worthy causes. He has always had an affinity for amateur golf, which groomed his beginning. An ardent supporter of the USGA, Merrins also participated in the goodwill program People to People and made guest instructional appearances worldwide. He helped to establish the World Club Championships (WCC), featuring selected clubs from Golf Magazine’s listing of the World’s Top 100.

     Coaching the UCLA Golf Team for fourteen years (1975–89) offered Eddie Merrins the opportunity to utilize his talents as player, teacher, fund-raiser, and professional. This program was recently cited by Golf Digest as the number one college golf program in America. Eddie and his friends had a lot to do with this. Several of his players are excelling on the tour today. Three of college golf’s most prestigious awards are due largely to the efforts of Eddie Merrins: the Ben Hogan Trophy, the Byron Nelson Award, and the Dinah Shore Trophy.

     The Little Pro, as he is affectionately known, has contributed mightily to golf instruction with his books, videos, articles, and appearances. At this stage of his life he is devoting his efforts toward helping others improve their lot in golf. Whatever ranking he derives as a teacher is well earned.

     Having known Lisa Merrins on the golf course as well as off, I know where Eddie gets his drive. She’s a pistol! Their two boys, Michael and Mason, represent them well. His religious devotion is obvious in his relationships, family and otherwise.

     I am glad to share with you my insights into a unique individual. Eddie’s contributions to the game have come from in-depth experiences in every area of involvement. His willingness to share this reservoir is a typical example of his lifetime of giving as well as living. Enjoy what you are about to receive!

     Byron Nelson

     Roanoke, Texas

    

   



    
     
      A Dawning
     

    

    
     
      ONE GLORIOUS AUGUST MORNING IN 1976, THE SUN WAS RISING over an awakening Los Angeles with its beautiful rays sparkling off the dew on our first holes at Bel-Air. The fairways were roped and defined, the rough was tidy, the bunkers and greens were inviting. Our course was ready to host the seventy-sixth U.S. Amateur Championship in the bicentennial-year celebration of our country. As I soaked in the realization of this moment in my early morning solitude, a few tears of joy and appreciation appeared with the realization that I was part of this scene. Let me share my story.

     I think I’m the luckiest man on the face of the earth. My life in golf has been nothing short of magical. I have turned a boyhood passion into a lifelong dream come true. I have played golf with Ben Hogan, Sam Snead, Gene Sarazen, and Byron Nelson. I played alongside Arnold Palmer and Jack Nicklaus. I arranged for Nicklaus and fifteen-year-old Tiger Woods to meet for the first time. I count them, as well as many others, among my friends.

     I came to Bel-Air Country Club in 1962 as the head golf professional and I have kept regular hours there ever since. In almost fifty years of teaching, since 1957, I’ve given more than forty thousand golf lessons, from celebrities to PGA Tour players to rank beginners and everything in between.

     And I’ve done most of it at one of the best clubs in the world. The head golf professional’s job at Bel-Air is one of the most prestigious there is in our profession. Of course, any job is what you make it, but the people of Bel-Air have treated my family and me like, well…family. The thing I respect most about the membership here is that I have been allowed to grow with my family with dignity. We have enjoyed the privileges of this club, and our guests can come here and be treated royally. The members here consider me more than just an employee—not many people in my profession can say that.

     When I quit playing the PGA Tour full-time in 1962, my life changed. It became a life of service. For the past couple of years, I have come out of the golf shop and am now the pro emeritus at Bel-Air. You can either be put out to pasture in such a position or you can take the opportunity to do things that might be more important than anything you’ve done before.

     Giving back to the game is what I enjoy doing. If I don’t play another round of golf, I will have played enough golf. I’d be satisfied about that. But I’d like to teach until I drop because I feel as though I’m helping someone to help himself. It’s not like you’re coming up with a cure for cancer, but you are helping your fellow man. Millions of people play this game, and they want to play better. I can help them do that.

     We live in a world that’s full of stress and turmoil, but if there’s something I can do to help people temporarily forget about those troubles and enjoy themselves, then I’ve done something worthwhile.

     The key, of course, is giving unconditionally. I’ve always been taught that if you give something away, it comes back tenfold. It’s amazing how that is the case as long as you give with no strings attached. It comes back in ways you never expect.

     During my time at Bel-Air, I have taught celebrities, famous coaches, and athletes what I know about the golf swing. Along the way, I have reached millions of other golfers through magazine articles, my book Swing the Handle, and my video series of the same name.

     In this book, you will learn about my teaching philosophy and my life experiences that helped shape me as a player, a teacher, and a person, and you will meet some of the people I’ve known who have made my life all the richer. No one is more fortunate—or more grateful—than I am.

    

   



    
     
      Bing and the Snake
     

    

    
     
      I DON’T KNOW OF MANY PEOPLE WHO LOVED THE GAME OF GOLF and everything that went with it more than Bing Crosby did. What’s more, he gave back to the game ten times—maybe more—what he received from it. His legacy lives on at the AT&T Pebble Beach National Pro-Am, one of the best-known tournaments in the world and one that carried his name from the beginning.

     Bing played most of his golf at Lakeside, Cypress Point, Burlingame, and Bel-Air. You could tell Bing was coming by the trail of pipe smoke that preceded him. He was quite an accomplished player, having once played in the British Amateur.

     When he played at Bel-Air, he had a regular caddie—a man named Arnold who was called “Snake.” Snake was a self-promoter, always looking for a deal from one of the members or the other caddies that would directly benefit him. He had a standing arrangement with Crosby whereby if Bing scored under par, he would buy Snake a new suit.

     One summer day, Bing—with quite an assist from Snake—shot a 1-under-par 69. Leaving the eighteenth green and walking through the tunnel to the elevator beneath the Bel-Air clubhouse, Snake proposed a deal, probably because he had all the suits he needed and was looking for something this day that spent a little easier.

     “Bing, if it’s just the same to you,” Snake said, “I’ll take cash today because my tailor is on vacation.”

     When Crosby died in 1977 near Madrid, he, who was the master at stage presence, could not have orchestrated his final act better. He had just finished his round of golf at a local course, and he and the club professional eked out a 1-up victory over two others. They were en route from the eighteenth green to celebrate in the clubhouse when Bing collapsed and died.

     Along the way, during the last round of his life, Bing sang his last song, when he encountered a group of Spanish golf course workers in midround. They were having their lunch in the shade of the twelfth hole. He joined them for a chorus of “Spanish Eyes.” We should all take our final bow that way.

    

   



    
     
      Tiger Woods
     

    

    
     
      WE HAD LITTLE IDEA IN APRIL 1991 THAT A MEETING BETWEEN A high schooler and the greatest player who ever lived would serve as a symbolic passing of the baton from one golf generation to the next. Tiger Woods met Jack Nicklaus for the first time at our Friends of Golf outing at Bel-Air, but it wasn’t until sometime later that those in attendance realized what a historic occasion they had witnessed.

     Nicklaus had agreed to be the Friends of Golf honoree that year, and Byron Nelson was on hand to lend further greatness to the occasion. Dinah Shore, our “First Lady of FOG,” was also in attendance.

     On the Sunday before the Monday event, Nicklaus flew by helicopter from his office in Columbus, Ohio, to Dayton to the site of one of his new courses. On the return flight, they encountered fog and had to set down in a farmer’s field. The friendly farmer came to the aid of his newfound guests and was excited to learn that Jack Nicklaus had come to visit. After all, how often does the world’s greatest golfer come to call?

     The farmer took his guests to the house and proudly introduced them to his less-than-impressed wife. “I thought you had brought someone famous,” she deadpanned. “Like [Indy car driver] Bobby Rahal.” With ego intact, Nicklaus made his way back to Columbus and successfully arrived at Bel-Air the following morning.

     We had invited a young man named Phil Mickelson to represent college and amateur golf. At the time, he was the NCAA champion and the U.S. Amateur champion. Bel-Air member Terry Jastrow, who was the ABC director responsible for U.S. Open golf coverage for twenty years, brought a film crew. He saw an opportunity to record the changing of the guard with Nicklaus and Mickelson in attendance at the same prestigious event.

     At the last minute, however, Mickelson was forced to cancel his appearance, which left a high school student from nearby Cypress named Eldrick “Tiger” Woods to find himself front and center with the great Nicklaus. Young Tiger, accompanied by his father, Earl, had been invited to represent high school and junior golf. He was fifteen at the time and his junior golf career was just beginning to blossom. Little did we know at the time that this was the “Bear Apparent.”

     During the golf clinic that preceded the afternoon of golf, Tiger was the first onstage as Jastrow’s crew was busy recording the moment for posterity on videotape. I asked him to hit some 3-iron shots and explain to the gathering the cause and effect of the beautiful shots they were seeing. I realize that asking a youngster to hit 3-irons in front of a crowd that included Jack Nicklaus and Byron Nelson was a bit daunting, but Tiger handled the request with a manner beyond his years. Not to mention that he hit every 3-iron shot right in the center of the clubface.

     Steve Pate and Duffy Waldorf, two of my former UCLA players, did a fade-and-draw midair crisscross before they turned the stage over to Nicklaus. It takes a lot to impress Jack, so this next comment was well measured. “Tiger,” he said, “you might win as many Masters as Arnold [Palmer] and I combined.” And this was after seeing Tiger for the first time.

     Nicklaus played nine holes that afternoon, and except for one pushed tee shot out of bounds on the ninth hole when Jastrow tempted him to try to drive the par-4 green, he was still hitting every shot perfectly like the Nicklaus of old, even at age fifty-one.

     Tiger was paired that day with Dinah Shore, along with Bel-Air members John Marin and Jim Middleton with Arco President Lod Cook. At the par-5 fourteenth hole, playing 565 yards from the regular tee, the fifteen-year-old Woods hit the green with his 3-iron second shot. I guess that 3-iron warm-up at the clinic paid off.

     This day belonged to us all because the two players who might be recorded as the greatest of all time had the opportunity to get to know one another for the first time. Each was duly impressed.

     At the conclusion of the evening’s FOG festivities, young Tiger sought out my wife and me and politely thanked us for having invited him to the occasion. Lisa smiled and said, “Now, Tiger, did your mom and dad have you say that?”

     “Yes, Mrs. Merrins,” he admitted with a grin.

    

   



    
     
      Quizzed by the Bear
     

    

    
     
      ON THE EVE OF THE 1978 BRITISH OPEN, I WAS standing on the practice tee at St. Andrews, working and chatting with Tom Kite. At that moment, over sidled the great Jack Nicklaus. And he looked straight at me.

     “You believe in swinging the handle, don’t you?” he asked.

     “Well, yes I do,” I replied, wondering what he had in mind.

     “Explain that to me,” Nicklaus said.

     One of golf’s four major championships is about to commence in less than twenty-four hours and the greatest player ever to have played the game is asking me to explain my teaching philosophy. What was I going to say?

     Out of the blue, I remembered that Nicklaus liked to play tennis. “Swing the handle is simply a two-armed tennis stroke,” I told him. “That’s the best analogy I know. Both forearms combine to swing the handle of the racket from one side of your body to the other. You do the same thing when you make a good golf swing.”

     Nicklaus thought about it for a minute, then went back to his spot on the practice tee and continued to hit his pile of balls. Now, I don’t know what he might have thought about what I said, for he has not asked me about it since. But I do know that he won that British Open. I have no idea if anything I said made a sliver of difference, but I liked the fact that the holder of eighteen major championships was still curious as to whether there is a better, simpler, easier way to swing a golf club.

     I happen to think the entire philosophy of the golf swing is embodied in “Swing the Handle.” When I was an assistant at Merion in the 1950s, I really didn’t care about how to swing the club. I didn’t have any formal golf training as a youngster; I learned to play by feel and instinct. I didn’t want to work on my swing. I just wanted to play.

     By playing regularly at Merion, one of the architecturally finest courses in the world, I learned the fine art of shot making. I knew how to hit fades and draws, high shots and low ones, grass shots and bunker shots, run-up shots and wind shots, you name it. I knew what to do, I just didn’t know how to do it. And I certainly didn’t know how to tell anyone else how to do it.

     But I was being asked to teach lessons and I thought I had better learn how to do that well. I knew about grip and setup, but I really didn’t know about swinging the club. I wanted to be able to convey that information in the simplest way possible.

     In the late ’50s, all teaching was about the hands and clubhead. All of a sudden, it occurred to me that you don’t actually swing that end of the club. I came to see that you swing the handle end of the club. I never called it the “butt” of the club; that didn’t appeal to me. I prefer the “handle” or, more precisely, the “hub” of the club.

     The swing is created at the hub of the club. There are two arcs in the swing: the outer arc and the inner arc. I thought that the inner arc—that created by the handle—is the one that truly matters and the one over which we have the most control. If you are in control of the inner arc, you are in control of the outer arc. But it doesn’t work the other way around.

     I began to see that this could really be the secret to the golf swing because everything you see happening with the swing begins and ends at the handle. The swing starts at the handle, it continues there, it accelerates there, and it stops there. You determine the length of the swing with the handle, you determine the tempo, the timing, and the rhythm. You do it all with the handle.

     It’s the principle of the wheel. When any kind of wheeled vehicle moves, it doesn’t go anywhere unless the hub of the wheel moves. The rest of the wheel is attached to the hub. The spokes, the rim, the tire, the vehicle all move accordingly, and the faster the hub moves, the faster the vehicle moves. When you want it to stop, the brake mechanism slows the hub down and the vehicle comes to a stop.

     That’s exactly what happens in a golf swing. If you want to apply speed to the clubface, you do so at the handle. When you slow it down, you do so at the hub. When the hub comes to rest, the club should be full rested. Because there had been no teaching referring to the handle end of the club, as far as I was concerned I had made a discovery that others didn’t know about. In my own mind, I had found the secret to the golf swing.

     So I became my own guinea pig. I played using my theory and I played well enough to compete with the best players in the world. In my own mind, I felt that I truly knew some things the rest of the players didn’t know. In that sense, I had more confidence than even I realized. I felt that I really knew what I was doing. To me, that’s a big advantage. And I began to translate my newfound discoveries to the Merion members.

     Fred Austin was the head professional at Merion at the time. Remarkably, he had never played a round of golf. But he was a devotee of Ernest Jones, one of golf’s all-time great teachers. Jones advocated swinging the clubhead, and his favorite drill was to attach a penknife to the end of a handkerchief and have the student hold one end of the cloth while swinging that knife back and forth. When the hands and knife were swinging together, Jones believed, you had the right prescription for the golf swing.

     To Austin’s credit, he never insisted that I teach that way, even though he was thoroughly convinced that Jones was right. That’s why I have never forced any assistant who worked for me to employ my theory in his or her teaching. I’ll be glad to answer any question they have, but I don’t insist they do it my way. Let them do it their way.

     Like Fred Austin, I am equally convinced that my way is the right way. It’s been very, very rare when I’ve left a lesson with the feeling that I didn’t help the person I was instructing. After nearly every lesson I’ve ever given, I’ve felt that I’ve offered the student more than what he bargained for. He got what he wanted and then some.

    

   



    
     
      Growing Up
     

    

    
     
      MERIDIAN, MISSISSIPPI, WAS A WONDERFUL PLACE FOR A BOY TO grow up in the 1930s and ’40s. It was a farming community that lay on a little crossroads, midway between Jackson and Birmingham, right on the Alabama line. Its remote, country location made life simple.

     I was born and raised there and lived there for my first twenty-four years. Like most red-blooded American boys, I was exposed to all the usual sports, especially football and baseball. I was captain of my junior high baseball team. I played those sports when I entered high school, but by that time I had been smitten with a new love—golf.

     During the summer that I turned eleven years old, I was exposed to golf by some young friends who had access to the one club in Meridian, a place called Northwood Country Club. I was so taken with the game that my parents, in self-defense, had to figure out a way to join the club in order to support my new habit. Every day after school, I headed directly to the golf course. I gave up the other sports because golf occupied every minute of spare daylight.

     By the time I was thirteen, I was scoring in the 70s. At fourteen, I qualified for the Mississippi State Amateur. One of the reasons I bloomed so far so fast is that the men of the club took me into their fold. They invited me to play in their games, where we’d have games of chance that involved quarters and half-dollars, big money in those days, especially for a fourteen-year-old.

     Their friendship and guidance were invaluable. These men of Northwood took me to play in tournaments, invitational-type events within a two-hundred-mile radius of Meridian, and I was fortunate enough to compete against players much better and much older than I was. I learned about playing and competing in such a short period of time and at such a young age that I grew up (in golf years) much faster than some of my contemporaries might have.

     I’ll never forget my compadres who helped start me in the game—Neal Watts, Dick Lyle, Mac McAllister, and Bubsie Patty. In the beginning, we were constant companions. My first junior championship at the club, I lost in the final to Bubsie. He was older, but the defeat still hurt. We used to play little competitive games, like one that we called Short Man Chase.

     We didn’t have a driving range at Northwood in those days, but we had a practice tee near the ninth green where you hit your shag balls down the fairway and then went to pick them up. There sometimes were ten of us on the tee and we all hit shots and the player who hit the ball the shortest distance had to go and pick up all the balls and bring them back. Then we had putting games and we tried to encourage one another to practice as much as possible. To tell the truth, I didn’t practice as much as some of my friends as a youngster because I preferred playing golf, believing it to be more beneficial than just hitting hundreds of balls on the driving range. I thought my development as a player would be better served by trying to shoot as low a score as I could and trying to avoid losing in a match-play situation.

     When I was seventeen and a senior in high school, I won the state junior championship, the state high school championship, and, that summer, the Mississippi State Amateur. That same year, I went to the quarterfinals of the Southern Amateur in New Orleans and won the Jaycee National Junior Championship in Ames, Iowa, beating Gay Brewer in the finals. Brewer at the time was the defending USGA Junior champion. He and I had quite a match over thirty-six holes, which I won 1-up.

     But none of that held quite the thrill of an event later that summer, when I was privileged to play an exhibition with the great Byron Nelson in Brookhaven, Mississippi, about fifty miles from Jackson. I shot 68 to Nelson’s 71 and was the low score in the foursome. I was ecstatic. The feat garnered some local publicity at the time, and it was a great accomplishment for one so young. However, in no way did I get the impression that I was as good as Byron Nelson. It was gratifying to have performed so well under those conditions. But as good as Nelson? Even at seventeen, I knew better than that.
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      BYRON NELSON IS AS MUCH A GENTLEMAN GOLFER AS ANY FAMOUS player who has ever graced our game. I have a lifetime of admiration for Byron, going back to the time I took up the game at age eleven. In that magic year of 1945, he was in the midst of his great streak of eleven straight PGA Tour victories and a total of eighteen wins, a feat that will never be equaled.

     Not only was he a World Golf Hall of Fame player, he was just as much a friend to those close to him. He was a mentor to Ken Venturi and Tom Watson, both of whom he helped immeasurably. They both credit much of their success to Nelson and hold him in nothing short of reverence.

     I hold him in equally high esteem and always have. We have been together on numerous occasions over the years, most particularly the Masters, the U.S. Open, and the PGA Championship. We were on the Golf Digest Teaching Panel together, and he has graced our presence at the Friends of Golf day we hold at Bel-Air each year.

     In 1987, the FOG honored Arnold Palmer’s achievements in the game, and Nelson was on hand for the festivities. But it was under some tragic circumstances that Nelson joined us that year. Shortly before he came to Los Angeles, his beloved wife, Louise, had died. He was as sad and downhearted as I’ve ever seen anyone.

     Fortunately, when one door closes, another opens, and a year later, Nelson met a wonderful woman named Peggy at the Bogey Busters in Dayton. They married, and he wore a perpetual smile at the 1988 FOG when we honored Greg Norman. They are very much in love, even to this day, and are a model couple. I couldn’t be happier for them both.

     A favorite memory is that of a warm, sunny Los Angeles day at the 1992 FOG at Bel-Air when he patiently signed three hundred copies of his book How I Played the Game, which Peggy worked so diligently with him to produce.

     Another memory is of Byron sitting behind the eighteenth green at Los Colinas during the Byron Nelson Classic and greeting every player on the completion of his round. Each competitor is made to feel important. It is no wonder that this event has proved to be the biggest charity fund-raiser in all of sport. A bronze likeness of Nelson, Texas-style, towers over the clubhouse area at Los Colinas. It is fitting indeed for a man whose contributions are so bountiful.

     In 1996 at Los Colinas, during play of the Eleven in a Row, a pro-member event dedicated to the memory of Byron’s streak of 1945, a tender moment ensued. My wife, Lisa, and I were paired with Peggy and Byron. During the course of this delightful round, Byron had a 40-foot birdie putt on the fifth hole and left the approach putt some 12 feet short of the cup.

     Lisa, no shy wallflower, stated, “Byron, that was a half nelson!”

     The last word is not something that Byron relished but at times called for, as was the case in 1995 at the PGA Merchandise Show in Orlando. Nelson was being feted by the Cleveland Golf Company, which he represented, on the fiftieth anniversary of his magnificent year.

     Sam Snead was invited to be a spokesman for the occasion. In his inimitable fashion, Snead recounted tales of their years of competition on the tour. In summary, he announced to Byron in front of the audience that surely the ’45 record was great, but he, Snead, had a lot more fun through the years.

     Given his opportunity to speak, Byron complimented Snead on his fabulous play, then seized the moment. “Sam, if you don’t think winning eighteen tournaments was fun, what do you think it was?”

     One thing that most people don’t know about Byron is that in the late ’40s and early ’50s, golf coach Fred Cobb of North Texas State wisely enlisted the services of Byron to help train his young players. NTS won the NCAA Championship four years in a row, from 1949 to 1952. Included among those players were 1951 U.S. Amateur Champion Billy Maxwell, 1953 British Amateur winner Joe Conrad, and 1967 PGA Champion Don January. Obviously Byron was a factor in producing these victories.

     Sitting next to Don Spencer of the USGA at Byron’s eightieth birthday celebration in Dallas, I learned a story the likes of which I had never heard. In 1956, during dinner at Pebble Beach, Eddie Lowery, who caddied for Francis Ouimet when Ouimet beat Harry Vardon and Ted Ray in the 1913 U.S. Open, boasted to good friend George Coleman of Oklahoma and Seminole that his two amateur employees Ken Venturi and Harvie Ward could beat any two other golfers in a better-ball match.

     Coleman took the bait and suggested to Lowery that for a sizable sum of money he would have two players show up at Cypress Point the following week to take on Venturi, who had recently led the Masters until a last-round 80 caused him to finish second to Jackie Burke by 1 shot, and Ward, who was the current U.S. Amateur champion. Surely they were the two best young amateurs in the world.

     Eager to know who the opposition was to be, Lowery gulped when Coleman stated that his two players would be Nelson and Ben Hogan.

     I had the opportunity to quiz these participants, and the facts were verified by all four. What took place was better than anything Hollywood could have staged. On one of the world’s greatest courses, this stellar foursome was a combined 27 under par. The match was all even through the fifteenth hole, then Nelson birdied the great par 3 sixteenth for his team to go 1-up. Both teams birdied seventeen, and Venturi rolled in a 15-foot putt for birdie at eighteen that might have tied the match.

     Hogan, left with a curling 6-footer, conferred with Byron, and a decision was made not to lose to these young amateurs. Ben holed this putt for the win.

     During a rain delay in the 2003 Colonial at Fort Worth, I had the opportunity to go with my friend Dr. Bill Barnes to visit with Byron at his ranch in Roanoke, which he bought in 1945 with his money winnings of that year. He told people that his motivation that season was to accumulate enough money to buy that ranch.

     It might be the most well-earned piece of property in golf.

    

   



    
     
      David Feherty
     

    

    
     
      GOLF NEEDS MORE OF WHAT DAVID FEHERTY has to offer. He is a learned player, having had a successful European Tour career, and he is a student of the game. But he is also one of the funniest people in golf and introduces humor to a game that some say can be pretty bland.

     David was the master of ceremonies for my Swing the Handle video series and also appears in Volume IV, “Playing the Game,” where he serves as the student.

     It is fitting that Feherty appeared in “Playing the Game” because he did it so well. As a European Tour member and a Ryder Cup team member, he learned how to play different shots at different times. He wasn’t a one-dimensional player. And that’s what playing the game well is all about.

     Most instruction leaves you on the practice tee with a pile of balls in front of you, some ideas about the swing and technique, and perhaps some information about hitting certain shots. But it doesn’t take you beyond the practice tee.

     In the making of the video, David and I explored the difference between goals and rewards. There are four goals: the shot at hand, the hole you are playing, the eighteen-hole round, and the entire tournament. The score you shoot is not a goal; it is a reward for how you played each shot that adds up to a score on a hole and each hole that adds up to a score for a round. Winning is not a goal; it is a reward for how you played each shot, each hole, and each round of the tournament.

     When you tee off, you don’t have any idea what your score is going to be, so it’s a mistake to be thinking score when you play. If you relate well to each goal, you will play well and be rewarded. Had Greg Norman figured that out, he never would have lost a 6-stroke lead at the Masters in1996.
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