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Jim Langley with Ben Hogan at Cypress Point Club.

A DEDICATION TO JIM LANGLEY AND BEN HOGAN

The lasting rewards to be taken from this fascinating game we call golf are really the memories of those times spent with like-minded friends, and for many, there was no golfer more memorable for his thoughtful kindnesses than Jim Langley, head professional at the Cypress Point Club on California’s exhilarating Monterey Peninsula.

Jim Langley July 21, 1937–July 20, 2013

Ben Hogan was not known for his gregarious manner, but he was extremely loyal to friends and consistently generous to people who needed help. He was, despite a debilitating accident, the greatest golfer of his time.

Ben Hogan August 13, 1912–July 25, 1997
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Four friends on the first tee at Cypress Point anticipating their match.
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In 2009, I wrote Ben Hogan’s Magical Device for competitive golfers and professional golf instructors because none of them could agree on just exactly what “Hogan’s secret” was. After years of caddying for, and playing with, some very special golfers, I realized that I had the long-sought answer. The only problem being that it was explained to me by Hogan’s close friends in their undefined slang: “twist and arch,” “wring the towel,” “can’t go left,” etc. So, with help, I put such vague language into universally understood anatomical terms, and proudly gave a copy of the book to fellow Canadian Sean Foley for Tiger Woods at Augusta’s practice range on the Tuesday warm-up session in April of 2011. This act may have broken several of the listed Augusta rules handed out at the gate, but Tiger had “returned” and was starting to look “very Hoganish.” My hope was that Tiger would consider two special tips from Ben Hogan—the great champion whom Tiger was chasing—and make us both rich and famous. I was on cloud nine when on Sunday, five days later, Tiger carded a thirty-one on the outward nine to take the lead for what could be his fifth green jacket. But alas, he tore his Achilles tendon on a layer of shifting pine needles and finished in fourth place—not what he wanted. Recovery from an Achilles injury would take months, and the “Master’s moment” was lost.

My second book, Ben Hogan’s Short Game Simplified, was directed to those skilled amateur golfers who wanted to sharpen their game from one hundred and twenty yards and in, so there is a special focus on putting and chipping. Mike Weir took a copy at Shaughnessy Golf and Country Club during the Canadian Open in 2012 just after he had suffered a bone chip problem with his elbow.

At the 2012 Ladies’ Canadian Open at Vancouver Club, Michelle Wie’s father and coach asked for both of these books. With the interest shown by this trio of professionals, I thought that surely keen amateurs would be attracted by the fact that world-class competitive golfers used Hogan’s techniques, and that amateurs would have a great time learning the secret to Hogan’s power, accuracy, and reliability.

However, I could not have anticipated the difficulty of internalizing Hogan’s swing system. It is so complex that it takes too long to be absorbed by someone who doesn’t spend time on a golf course every day.

The average golfer, although keen to improve, simply does not have the time to redefine their swing. Tiger would take six months for a major swing change. Hogan asked the average golfer for just fifteen minutes per day for one week. But that disciplined investment appeared to be too much for the weekend golfer. The prescribed fifteen minutes was very easily preempted by demands of family and occupation. And so, after a couple of years of receiving feedback from golfers all over North America, and many lessons later, it became apparent that a quicker delivery of Ben Hogan’s message was needed for the average club golfer.

This focus is what I have tried to offer in Ben Hogan’s Tips for Weekend Golfers. The main technique instruction for these tips is designed to be put into action within minutes of reading. However, after absorbing the main structure of the tip—for those who have questions, in order to understand more of the swing technique just featured—I offer details to follow up on the presentation, so that readers can delve a bit more if they wish.

There are an amazing number of detailed facets within the golf swing, and it should be remembered that these parts are rarely separated from other actions. Therefore, ideally, further details should be considered immediately after applying the tip, because that follow-up process extends the likelihood of success, by explaining a question—so often overlooked in golf instruction because of time and cost—“why is this move so important?”

Ben Hogan’s swing is as complex as a spider’s web; the variables and connections are never ending. In this book, I’ve attempted to distill Hogan’s system—quite usefully—to a selection of valuable but simple tips for the weekend golfer.

For any future inquiries, you can email the author at, tedhunt@shaw.ca.
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The technique shown here is what separates Hogan’s “power fade” from all other methods used for fading. His left shoulder is high, indicating a fade, and the shaft is pointing right down the target line. As you will see, his power fade is longer and more accurate than the “cut shot,” which is discussed on pp. 135-136.
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Golf, as you have no doubt discovered, is not an easy game—not easy for anyone. It’s far too intricately elaborate, and let’s face it, even if we were talking about your love life instead of golf, the game’s complexity would give one pause. And yet, like love, golf is fascinating, and even though one can never get it quite right, it becomes the source of many discussions over happy memories and plans for future success.

Mark Twain spoke of golf as “a good walk spoiled.” A succinct thought and quite possibly a true one. But it could be argued that Robin Williams has described golf better, and with more clarity, than any other man alive. He gave more detail than Twain when giving insight into the sport during his 2002 “Live on Broadway” show in New York. My thanks for sharing his singular performance as he presented a Scot’s version of the invention of golf:


“Here’s my idea for a f***ing sport. I knock a ball into a gopher hole.”

“You mean, like pool?”

“No. F*** pool! Not with a straight stick, but with a little f***ed up stick. I whack a ball, it goes in a gopher hole.”

“Oh you mean like croquet?”

“F*** croquet! I put the hole hundreds of yards away. Oh f*** yeah.”

“You mean like a bowling alley?”

“F*** no! Not straight. Crooked, and I put s*** in the way. Like trees and bushes and high grass, so you can lose your f***ing ball and go whacking away with a f ****ing tire iron. Whacking away, and each time you miss you feel like you’ll have a stroke. F*** that’s what we’ll call it, a stroke. Cause each time you miss, you feel like you’re gonna to f***ing die. Oh great, and here’s the best part, oh f*** this is brilliant. Right near the end I’ll put a small flat piece with a little flag—to give you f***ing hope. But then I’ll put a little pool and a sand box to f*** with your ball again. Aye, you’ll be there cracking your ass, whacking away in the sand.”

“Oh, and you do this once a day?”

“F*** no! Eighteen f***ing times!”

“The Invention of Golf”

Written and Performed by Robin Williams.

From stand-up performance Live on Broadway

@2002 Carpe Iuris Consultos, Inc.

Used with Permission. All Rights Reserved.



With spicy dialogue like this, and masterful delivery, Williams shows us not the theoretical or the historically romantic side of the game, but the bare truth that has us all nodding our heads in agreement.

Ben Hogan’s Tips for Weekend Golfers is designed to lessen the hefty load golf puts on conscientious men and women who work hard for the good life through their jobs, their children, their families, as well as for those who do not have the time to go into all the intricacies of Hogan’s “system.”

Hogan’s system works, but it’s too much for most. He was compulsive about the game. Some might say “desperate” given that he was born near the infamous Dust Bowl where he tried to eke out a living from golf. As a caddie he made sixty-five cents a bag. As a young professional his first PGA paycheck was $8.50, and then he took seven years before winning a tournament and $1,100, “the biggest pay-check of my life.” There was this snarling hook that he had to change. So, when he realized this fact, he pursued that goal relentlessly until he stood alone, as the very best.

Most other folk have to be compulsive about their job—which, fortunately for most of us, is not playing golf professionally.

This book will try to arm the recreational golfer with good ammunition to fight through the complexity of the learning and ingraining process demanded by somewhere close to one hundred and eight variables. Thus they may avoid spending years in wonder, trying to find to find a consistent way into the “impact zone” with a fair chance of a solid hit.

We shall take some of Ben Hogan’s observations concerned with the vital pillars of a competitive golf swing—one at a time—and present them as simply as possible. Following a few practice shots, which will help “re-program your old habits,” the “Tip” should give you same-day improvement. For those with a little more time or interest, I will try to couch the quick-study, single-action tip into a context—or a story—and list some follow-up exercises and a few more details to give you a better chance to remember it.
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Stan Leonard.

At this point I would like to emphasize that the following descriptions of Ben Hogan’s swing thoughts are not from my own interaction with the great man himself. I got these descriptions and explanations from his fellow professional golfers, all of whom readily admitted that they were obsessed with discovering Hogan’s “secret.” I was fortunate enough to know three of Hogan’s contemporaries. One was Stan Leonard—the head professional at Marine Drive Golf Club in Vancouver who, unbelievably, quit this plum-job at age forty to take his chances on the Gold Trail. He won three times on the PGA tour and had an enviable Master’s record with four top-ten finishes. I was grateful to have played a lot of twilight summer golf with Mr. Leonard down at Point Grey, our neighborhood golf course.

George Knudson was another Hogan worshiper for whom I shagged balls at the CPGA tournament at Point Grey. I have always been amazed why, after he mastered Hogan’s power fade swing so effectively, he did not take on Hogan’s exceptionally successful putting technique. Jack Nicklaus said of Knudson, “A million dollar swing and a ten cent putting stroke.” Hogan added, “You can copy my swing all you want, but leave my putting alone.”
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George Knudson.

Moe Norman was an idiosyncratic golfing genius who was highly flattered that he was the only golfer whom Hogan ever watched practice for any length of time. In a sequence of lucky events, I got to caddie for Moe a few times when he came to Point Grey, so he got to know me in his shy way. Then one wonderful morning I was drawn to play with him in a BC Open pro-am at Uplands course near Victoria. The putts began falling for me during a miraculous spell of “in the zone” golf for a score on the outward nine of thirty-three. Moe, who was pleased for me, was nevertheless agitated at his thirty-four and repeated several times, “Amateur shouldn’t beat a pro. Amateur shouldn’t beat a pro.” For the inward nine he proved his point with a twenty-nine and a tidy sixty-three.

After a quick dinner, the reclusive Moe Norman—called “Pipeline” for his unerring accuracy—went out alone onto the oversized Upland practice green and proceeded to fill each hole with a pyramid of balls. When I asked if I could pick up for him, he responded: “Sure. Good. That’d be good.” When I had collected two bags and emptied them at his feet I took the chance of breaking into his shell of privacy, and asked: “Mr. Norman, how do you do that?”

He pointed where he wanted me to stand. “Ben Hogan stood there … right there, watching me. He was the best. I copied him. Just a copy.”

[image: images]

Moe "Pipeline" Norman.

And then Moe showed me.

Along with George Knudson’s zany explanation, I took both analyses to Stan Leonard who verified the observations of his colleagues. It was my job to take their slang terminology—“twist and arch,” “wring the towel,” “buckle the wrist”—and apply universal anatomical terms so that we knew what Hogan was doing at impact.
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Autumnal Point Grey.

I’ve been very lucky for the time spent on the fringes of the golf world. My beginning was during World War Two. I was ten and there was nothing to do. My father was away for five years—with all the other fathers—so there was no Little League, no coaches, no teams. I made my way down Blenheim Street to Point Grey Golf Club and asked if I could caddie for the seventy-five-cent fee.

“Too young,” I heard quickly enough, “Why don’t you look for balls? They’re worth money … no more rubber coming from south-east Asia.”

So I waded the ditches, feeling with my bare toes for gold in the mud. And I learned where the golfers scattered the object of their efforts, and did moderately well financially, while trying to stay out of the way of tough looking, rough talking “rangers.” And then a coincidence: a mare from the Southland horse-stable community threw her rider, and then found her way onto the course. Frantic, she galloped down the twelfth fairway and—“oh dear!”—across the green at least twice, with angry men chasing her, waving clubs until she came back my way. I picked a handful of dewy long grass and offered her a taste. She came over—nickering away her anxiety—and accepted my offering before letting me take the reins to lead her to the gate. The owner soon arrived just as Duncan Sutherland, the head professional from up in the highlands near Royal Dornoch, came over with a pat on my back and the offer of a job caddying. A new world opened up: the excitement of golf, the characters who played, and the beauty of the courses themselves … and they paid you to enjoy this new world.

I became a caddie for Mr. Sutherland, then a junior golfer, and later in life, with the security of a job as school teacher, a member of Point Grey Golf course, only ten minutes from downtown Vancouver, a city boasting year-round golf. Over the years I’ve played some wonderful courses—Pebble Beach, Cypress Point, Spyglass, St. Andrews, Monterey Peninsula GCC, Capilano—and I’ve played with some very interesting people: Sean Connery, Bob Hope, Michael Bonallack, Bing Crosby, Jimmy McLarnin.

So I have a few stories to use in illustration of various points. Some readers have found my stories difficult to accept … thought I was “putting them on” with dropped names. I’m not. As I said, I’ve been in the right spot at the right time, and I’m very grateful for these experiences both on and off the course.

[image: images]

The keenest golfer I know is Sean Connery with Hogan-like focus during competition, but completely relaxed when fishing.
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AN EFFECTIVE TAKE-AWAY

The Bing Crosby National Pro-Am was the most popular golf tournament in the world at one time. It first began in 1937 as a charity affair to help Depression-plagued local charities. Bing Crosby invited his Hollywood celebrity friends who were paired with golf professionals grateful for a relaxed way to earn some welcomed appearance money. The combination was a hit with both players and the galleries who swarmed to the three courses used: majestic Pebble Beach, the normally inaccessible Cypress Point, and the ultra-skill testing Spyglass Hill. The galleries laughed and applauded the antics and fun provided by ex-presidents, actors, and business icons. It was said to be one week in “Golfers’ Heaven.” There was nothing else like The Crosby, which continues today at the AT&T Pro-Am. As if a dream came true, and perhaps because I had caddied for Bing as a teen when he was on his way to a salmon fishing outing at Campbell River just a bit north from Vancouver, I was invited to play, and found that it really was all that they said it was.
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