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			To the memory of Herbert Warren Wind (1916–2005), golf sage and writer, who would have loved describing Rory’s swing.

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			 

			So hope for a great sea-change

			On the far side of revenge.

			Believe that a further shore

			Is reachable from here.

			Believe in miracles

			And cures and healing wells.

			 

			The Cure at Troy

			 

			Seamus Heaney (1939–2013), Northern Irishman and Nobel Laureate

		

	
		
			McIlroy Family Tree
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			Introduction

			“The Right Side of History”

			Okay, let’s get a few things straight from the “throw-in,” as the Gaelic football-crazed Irish are wont to say.

			First, this ain’t no hagiography. But it’s not a hatchet job, either. If you’re looking for a book that hero-worships its subject, or kicks a fella when—let’s face it—he’s down, look elsewhere.

			Second, there ain’t much dope within these pages on the upheaval in the subject’s personal life. If you were hoping to pick up a bunch of juicy gossip or gnarly innuendo, you might want to spend your thirty bucks on the latest Kardashian exposé.

			Finally, regarding our protagonist, one Rory Daniel McIlroy MBE1: four-time major champion, six-time winner of the Race to Dubai, three-time conqueror of the FedEx Cup, golf’s ageless Opie Taylor, Every Mom’s Favorite, the Perpetual Lost Boy of Augusta National (and now, sadly, Pinehurst No. 2), Ryder Cup wrangler, onetime tabloid Romeo, media darling, lightning rod, kick-ass corporate pitchman and entrepreneur, the besieged hero of Netflix’s Full Swing, Formula One freak, wannabe Journey frontman, outspoken devotee of sports shrink Bob Rotella, compulsive sharer of self-help titles, the fella with “RORS” embossed on his TaylorMade TP5x’s, Patrick Reed’s BFF (Psych!), the player whose wrenching quest for a fifth major crown has taken on the pallor of Shakespearean tragedy, the “Rory: We-Hardly-Knew-Ye” voice of conscience of the PGA and DP World tours, the overexposed, overextended, way overanalyzed, profoundly human, immensely likeable superstar who supposedly spat on a billion Saudi bucks, and by his own admission, the “sacrificial lamb” of the tours’ LIV Golf fiasco…you know, that guy!

			Yeah, well, that guy may be likeable, but he ain’t exactly an angel, as the world learned—repeatedly—in late 2023 and 2024. In rapid succession, McIlroy had a when-in-Rome carpark blowup with innocent bystander (and US Ryder Cup caddie and NBC Golf domo) Jim “Bones” Mackay; disparaged as a “dick” his then-fellow PGA Tour advisory board member Patrick Cantlay; badmouthed the leadership chops of deposed European Ryder Cup captain (and LIV defector) Henrik Stenson; f-bombed his way through season two of Full Swing; and having spent two years as the Tour’s intrepid (and often bare-knuckled) defender in the LIV brawl, abruptly quit his board post and vowed to distance himself from “the fray” over a potential coupling with the Saudi Public Investment Fund.

			Then, as his views on partnering with PIF “evolved,” he spent the next few months insinuating himself back into the squabble, at one point engaging his board successor Jordan Spieth in a public pissing match. By mid-spring ’24, Rory had flipped again, telling the world that he would readily rejoin the advisory panel to expedite a deal with the Saudis. His offer was rejected by board members, a couple of whom (gee, here’s a surprise) may have taken exception to being branded ill-informed or a “dick.” In yet another twist, PGA Tour pooh-bahs (read: Tiger Woods and Commissioner Jay Monahan) then put McIlroy on a special “transaction subcommittee,” which appeared to be working at cross-purposes to the advisory board’s agenda.

			Yeesh! Got a headache yet?

			Late spring ’24 brought more tumult. McIlroy’s marital difficulties were played out against the backdrop of two majors, the PGA Championship at one end and the US Open at the other. The initial bombshell (“Rory Divorcing!”) came on Tuesday of PGA week, less than forty-eight hours after McIlroy had bushwhacked Xander Schauffele at Quail Hollow with two eagles in the span of five holes while grabbing his fourth Wells Fargo championship. The other blast (“Rory Reconciling!”) came less than forty-eight hours before McIlroy was scheduled to tee off at Pinehurst in the US Open.

			McIlroy ended up losing at Pinehurst when, down the stretch, he missed two tiny putts, the first shorter than the waistband, the second barely longer than the trouser seam, of winner Bryson DeChambeau, a—Grrrr!—LIV defector. Rory drew flak from social media scolds and the likes of ESPN’s Scott Van Pelt by vacating the Carolina sandhills without congratulating DeChambeau or confronting the media—”un-Rory”-like conduct, as the Washington Post’s John Feinstein put it. Rory is normally magnanimous—some would say overly magnanimous—in defeat, and responsive—overly responsive?—to the press.

			A month later, at the Open Championship in Scotland, McIlroy un-Rory’d his way around Royal Troon, making a triple-bogey and two doubles to miss the cut by five “soul-crushing” strokes, in the words of Golf Channel anchor Rich Lerner.

			Ouch! All that intrigue, all those gyrations and inexplicable shots, threw peers, reporters, broadcast analysts, fans, and a certain biographer for a loop. As Golfweek senior writer Adam Schupak described it in a 2024 email, “I still see Rory as the moral compass of the Tour but lately it seems to be spinning out of whack.”
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			Men’s professional golf in the early-to-mid 2020s became an out-of-whack battleground in a much-larger economic and political struggle. Rory McIlroy waded into a seismic fight that he and the established tours had little chance of winning.

			The LIV melee gutted McIlroy, gashing his compass needle even as he rebuffed the rival circuit’s overtures. At the beginning, he was like the Marquis de Lafayette, a dashing foreigner come to save an imperiled American institution. In the middle, betrayed and all but deserted, he had somehow, sadly, been reduced to Lord Cornwallis, waving a white flag while muttering, “How in blazes could this have happened?” Later, Rory was viewed in certain quarters (especially those occupied by Patrick Cantlay and Jordan Spieth) as something of a Benedict Arnold, a disheartened patriot suddenly pushing the other side’s endgame.

			McIlroy’s erratic play and conflicted behavior, his palpable unease amid what he came to call golf’s “shitshow,” all those ups and downs from a guy who earns his living getting up and down, make him an irresistible subject. The life stories of the easy and the unconflicted2 tend to be kind of dull.
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			To be sure, there’s much to admire about McIlroy’s immaculate golf swing and a personal affability that—most of the time, anyway—registers high on the Ted Lasso Scale of Kindness. But the last time any of us looked, there was a Swoosh on the front of Rory’s cap, not a halo floating above it. He makes serious coin to rock that Swoosh, one of the many perquisites of being adept, as his old Twitter bio blurb put it, at hitting “a little white ball around a field sometimes.”

			McIlroy’s mastery at bashing that sphere has afforded him an A-list lifestyle that will never be confused with St. Francis of the Assisi’s. (What? You mean Stevie Wonder and Ed Sheeran didn’t entertain at your wedding reception inside an 800-year-old Irish castle once owned by the Guinness family?)

			No, despite his commendable (if ultimately futile) efforts to safeguard professional golf’s integrity, and the other hosannahs that have been shouted his way, McIlroy is much too mortal—not to mention too agnostic—to ever have his cherubic features etched into the stained-glass windows of St. Colmcille’s Catholic Church3 in Holywood, County Down, Northern Ireland, his charming hometown perched along the southern shore of Belfast Lough. Less than seven miles northeast of center-city Belfast, Holywood may be pronounced like its Sodom-and-Gomorrah counterpart in southern California, but it couldn’t be further removed culturally.

			St. Colmcille’s is where the blue-collar heroes of our story, Rosie McDonald and Gerry McIlroy—the mum and dad who worked around the clock to give their only child a chance to chase his dream—walked down the aisle. It was also the place of worship for Eva and Jimmy McIlroy, Gerry’s parents and Rory’s grandparents, who scrimped and saved to pull the family out of a hellhole Belfast ghetto. Like so many Northern Irish in the twentieth century, Eva and Jimmy and Rosie and Gerry were forced to endure too much heartache and tragedy.

			It’s the parish where Rory’s dad, two uncles, an aunt, a pile of cousins, and Rory himself made their First Holy Communions. The photograph of little Rory receiving the Eucharist—eyes dewy, face freckled, hands clasped in prayer, Opie Taylor reincarnate—still hangs in his parents’ home.

			Holywood’s Redburn Cemetery, which sits on a leafy hillside overlooking the lough, is where a host of family members are buried—among them Rory’s great uncle Joseph, Jimmy’s little brother, who was murdered for having the gall to be Catholic, industrious, and upwardly mobile.

			Rory may look like a choirboy—even with his hair going gray he comes across as the Adorable Kid Brother from Central Casting—but acquaintances and Tour followers tell an, umm, saltier story. The teenaged McIlroy was a “good lad but cocky as fuck,” recalls Andrew “Chubby” Chandler, the shrewd British agent who made the youngster a multimillionaire the instant he turned pro at age eighteen.

			The “real” McIlroy loves the raunchy humor of Dave Chappelle; revels in Irish Ultimate Fighter Conor McGregor and the gruesome spectacle known as mixed martial arts; adores haughty Manchester United, the New York Yankees of the English Premier Football League; came within a whisker of committing one of the most egregious gaffes in sports history; once stormed off a course in mid-round, earning a “Turkey of the Year” award from Sports Illustrated; coldly dumped the veteran caddie who helped him win four majors and a ton of money; cashiered, one after the other, two firms that had landed him mega-quid endorsement deals; inked, in the middle of a raucous holiday party (without a barrister4 present!), a binding contract he later claimed in court proceedings he didn’t understand; is more than a bit pretentious about his knowledge of fine wine; broke off the engagement to his world-famous fiancée, tennis star Caroline Wozniacki, after their wedding invitations had gone out; and, in his spirited bachelor days following the breakup, titillated the tabloids by juggling rendezvous with three fashion models. In that same stretch, he also found time to pursue a transatlantic flirtation with American actress Meghan Markle, then the star of the USA Network series Suits, now—ahem—the paparazzi-baiting Duchess of Sussex.

			In other words, Rory McIlroy did what almost every single guy in his twenties would have done, given similar circumstances…no more an angel and no more a devil than the rest of us.
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			Many of us aging American baby boomers were dragged through a short story in junior high called “The Man Without a Country.” In some key ways, that describes McIlroy. Unlike the story’s character, Rory hasn’t been exiled to forever roam the seas, but he doesn’t really have a nationality to call his own. He’s not quite Irish, not quite British, and even though he’s lived in Florida for the last dozen years and married an upstate New Yorker, he’s not really American, either.

			If you sort-of belong to three countries, do you really belong to any?

			McIlroy grew up a “Nordie” in a fractured homeland where nationalism and religion too often have been used as bloody cudgels. It explains why he agonized over which country (Ireland or Great Britain; he ended up choosing the former) to represent in the Olympic Games and—even more telling—why he admitted in 2017 that he has qualms about the concept of “patriotism.” His ambivalence is understandable: for the entirety of Northern Ireland’s existence, patriotism run amok has triggered unspeakable hatred and civil chaos.

			Even on the cusp of his thirty-fifth birthday, McIlroy was nervous about being seen embracing the Irish Republic’s Tricolor flag. In April ’24, he and pal Shane Lowry were celebrating their come-from-behind win earlier that afternoon in the Zurich Classic’s two-man team competition at TPC-New Orleans. Sporting Mardi Gras bead necklaces and swigging Michelob Ultras, they stood atop a stage facing a loud and well-lubricated crowd.

			Everyone in the joint was jumping, helping Rory butcher the old Journey chestnut “Don’t Stop Believin’!” when someone threw the green, white, and orange banner onto the stage. The flag was handed to Lowry, a proud citizen of the Republic who would love to have hoisted it high—and have the crowd go even wilder. After all, to most Americans, the Irish flag is synonymous with one thing: “Let’s party hearty!”

			But before Shane did anything, he cast a knowing glance toward Rory. While rasping about a smokey room and cheap perfume, McIlroy gave Lowry a subtle shake of the head. Shane understood: he tossed the flag back into the mosh pit.

			For Lowry, the Tricolor embodies something to rejoice: hard-won national independence, wrested from Britain only a century ago after nearly a millennium of bloody oppression. For many Ulster Protestants, however, the Tricolor represents something to fear: a threat to their political and economic dominion.

			Rory may have been raised Catholic, and his management company may be headquartered in Dublin, but his heart still beats up North. Even in a moment of supreme silliness, Rory McIlroy, loyal Ulsterman, could not let down his guard.

			McIlroy is the child and grandchild of nightmarish conflict. None of us should be surprised that he’s gone through life—and golf—conflicted.

			Examine the lives of Rory’s forebears back into the eighteenth century, as I have, and you’ll see, in miniature, Ireland’s scarred past, what poet William Butler Yeats called its “terrible beauty”: the story of a destitute but dogged people struggling to survive in one of the loveliest but most depraved places on earth.

			Ireland’s polarity is reflected in the eyes of Rory’s parents. Gerry’s, bright and luminous, never seem to stop twinkling. They belong to a lifelong bartender eager to share a laugh while pouring his mates another pint. Rosie’s are darker, more world-weary. As a child, she saw too much brutality perpetrated in the name of Christ; as an adult, she spent too many nights toiling on an assembly line’s graveyard shift.

			When put against the disheveled history of homeland and family, McIlroy’s Ryder Cup fixation begins to make sense. Maybe the Cup means so much to him because in his youth, McIlroy never truly pledged allegiance to a flag or bellowed a national anthem—at least not in a full-throated way. Rory once admitted that he didn’t know the lyrics to either Great Britain’s “God Save the King” or to the Republic of Ireland’s national hymn, “The Soldier’s Song.”

			You know that sweet tune from the FX series Welcome to Wrexham, the one that urges folks not to forget to sing when they win? The Ryder Cup, at least when it goes the Euros’ way, gives Rory McIlroy a chance to sing loud and proud.

			A team competition McIlroy once derided as a mere “exhibition,” the Ryder Cup has become his Fourth of July, Guy Fawkes Night, and St. Patrick’s Day, all rolled into one.

			[image: ]

			The “stubborn and headstrong” McIlroy, as Chandler has long tagged him, has been for years the ruler of his own country, a fiefdom I’ve dubbed “Rory Land.” Rory Land doesn’t belong to Ire-land or Eng-land or USA-land. It’s a little world unto itself.

			McIlroy’s reign over Rory Land became official in 2015, when at the tender age of twenty-five, he paid a whopping $20-plus million to settle an ugly legal fight and jettison his second agent’s firm. For a decade now, his schedule and business affairs have been managed by the Dublin-based Rory McIlroy Management Services LTD (known in the trade as “Rory, Inc.”), whose board is comprised of Rory, his dad, and a few close pals and business associates.

			Maybe too close. McIlroy and his lieutenants (since their teen years, they’ve called themselves the “Mac Pack”) endeavor to exercise complete control over Rory Land, a bubble-wrapped universe where McIlroy’s brand, privacy, and idiosyncrasies are zealously guarded.

			Rory Land is a wondrous but sometimes mystifying place. Like most cultures, its ways are muddled: farsighted and compassionate on the one hand; myopic, tin-eared, and insular on the other. It’s a realm that empowers its leader—an only child whom Chubby Chandler, Golf News Net’s Ryan Ballangee, and other commentators call “impulsive and impetuous”—to do pretty much whatever he wants to do, on or off the course.

			It’s a land whose machinations give observers—even sympathetic ones like me—a case of whiplash. One Sunday afternoon, its ruler thrills the golfing world by going eight-under in an eight-hole stretch to win big at Quail Hollow, one of the toughest tracks on Tour. The next day, he astounds the entire world by filing for divorce from his wife of seven years.

			Within hours, his supposed liaison with CBS Golf broadcaster Amanda Balionis jumped from online gossip chatter to the mainstream media, where it rattled around—unchallenged—for weeks. After what seemed like an eternity, the rumor was finally discredited by US Weekly, which had helped foment the original innuendo. A few days later, Rory fanned tabloid flames all over again by choosing to hug Balionis after she finished interviewing him next to the 18th green at the RBC Canadian Open. The moment went viral when (gee, here’s another surprise) spectators snapped cellphone pictures.

			Most of the time, McIlroy exudes warmth; he’s the consummate gentleman and golfing diplomat. But sometimes, he comes across short-sighted, too eager to see “Rory McIlroy” in headlines that have little to do with his profession.

			“A smart fella once told me that a fine golfer only has one fine thing—and that’s his fine golf. And that if he forgets that, he’s a fool,” the great Byron Nelson once said in appraising Tom Watson, his protégé.

			It’s a shame that Lord Byron can’t be exhumed to have a heart-to-heart with Rory.

			In Rory Land, it’s easier to smash a 350-yard drive over trees and ponds than it is to make a clutch four-foot putt. It’s a place where wedges and putters are fungible commodities, never allowed to linger in the bag too long if they displease their sovereign.

			It’s a land where Rory and his foundation (since disbanded) save the Irish Open from going belly up by taking over for four years as the tournament’s host, tripling its purse and strengthening its field. But if McIlroy skips playing it now and again because it doesn’t fit his schedule, he’s pilloried down South. After all, he’s a Nordie.

			In April 2019, the fallout over McIlroy’s decision to pull out of that summer’s Irish Open grew so toxic that two senior Rory, Inc., executives took it upon themselves to confront then-79-year-old Irish Sunday Independent columnist Dermot Gilleece, who had written an article criticizing McIlroy’s choice. The Rory Landers’ “verbal laceration,” as the now-retired Gilleece described it, “was totally unprovoked and seriously unsettling.”

			The incident occurred, of all places, on the grounds of Augusta National. It stopped short of becoming a public spectacle. But the fact that it happened at all is a piss-poor reflection on Rory Land’s public relations judgment.5

			Rory Land is a place where, in ’22 and ’23, when cameras were rolling and LIV Golf was the topic, centuries of repressed McIlroy and McDonald combativeness came boiling to the surface. Rory trash-talked LIV’s leading exponents, Greg Norman and Phil Mickelson, like a Blood skewering a pair of Crips.

			“[McIlroy] simply happens to be a very nice man, by any standards,” Gilleece wrote following the Augusta episode. “But a stubborn streak rendering him resistant to advice has led to confusion and disappointment.” Dermot’s observation was delivered years before Rory’s backtrack on LIV and the seesawing in his personal life.

			Sometimes, Rory can’t win for losing—especially with cheap-seat critics like me. On the first green of the final round of the 2023 US Open, McIlroy looked up and saw his old (but now, thanks to LIV, estranged) friend Sergio Garcia finishing his round on the adjoining 18th hole. Rory caught Sergio’s eye and extended his thumb and pinkie finger up to his ear in the universal “I’ll-call-you, let’s-let-bygones-be-bygones” gesture. It was a classy move that led to a tender (if short-lived) reconciliation reported the world over.

			But did Rory have to do it in the final round of the US Freakin’ Open?! One that he ended up losing by a single measly stroke?!

			Back in the day, a feuding Sam Snead and Ben Hogan might have exchanged a hand gesture, but it would have involved only one digit each.

			Rory Land is a place where, in late winter 2023, McIlroy wowed listeners of the TrapDraw podcast with his command of every backstabbing twist and turn of Succession, HBO’s satirical takedown of corporate America. Yet, at that very moment, he was being played in the LIV fracas by Wall Street sharpies almost as devious as the characters portrayed in the series.

			But…Rory Land is also a place where a seven-year-old Irish boy, gravely ill with brain cancer, makes a wish for Rory, his hero, to record a video greeting. Rory Land and the Make-a-Wish Foundation do the lad one better. Rory invites the youngster to “caddie” in a practice round at the K-Club outside Dublin during the 2023 Irish Open.

			Crouching down, Rory introduced himself, shook the boy’s hand, asked him in a tender-hearted yet still casual way how he was doing, helped him get settled in a golf cart, drove him slowly up the fairway while keeping a steady flow of chatter going, showed him how to use a range finder, asked his advice on what club to hit from 143 yards, gave him (for keeps) a shorter version of his own TaylorMade Spider putter, and, once the moment ended, hugged him and wished him all the best.

			A few days later, following a Saturday 66 that got Rory back into contention at the K-Club, he was asked about the young man. Rory not only remembered the boy’s name but his parents’ names. His voice trembled as he talked about how fortunate he and Erica were to have a healthy child, and how much he admired the young man and his family.

			It’s the sort of thing that Rory has quietly done many times, but this one happened to be recorded on camera. It’s that gentle heart that led Golf Digest to name him the winner of its 2024 Arnie Award for community service—the second time Rory has been accorded the honor.
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			Many of us raise our kids to live the values championed by Rory and his parents. But those ideals are sometimes at odds with the demonic tunnel vision required to win major championships—or to end up on top in a world where “money has no conscience,” as Irish journalist Brian Keogh has mused.

			A big part of the adult Rory McIlroy—son, husband, father, provider—aspires to be a “normal” guy leading a “normal” life. He talks about it all the time, and has since he was thrust into the spotlight as a kid.

			But therein lies the rub. As Golf Channel savant Jaime Diaz told me at the 2023 PGA Championship in Rochester: “It’s hard to be normal—and great.”

			It’s also hard to lead a regular existence when you’ve spent a huge chunk of your life with TV cameras dogging your every step. Despite his protestations, McIlroy may relish being “abnormal” more than he cares to admit.

			Yes, a big part of him loathes his fishbowl existence. But another part of him loves it—and may be addicted to it. In many ways, it’s all he’s ever known.
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			Notwithstanding his internal conflicts and occasional missteps, the now grown-up ruler of Rory Land has become fear maith—Gaelic for “good man,” or, if you let your imagination wander a little, “mensch,” as John Feinstein called the young Rory. Since not many of you are likely to hail from the Gaeltacht, those remote slivers of Ireland that still stubbornly claim Gaelic as their first language, allow me to further embellish fear maith’s definition.

			In my construct, fear maith means “stand-up guy,” someone capable of admitting mistakes and representing something larger than himself. To completely bend its meaning, let’s toss in “Devoted Dad” and “Renaissance Man,” too.

			Rory McIlroy is that rare professional athlete whose introspection and intellectual curiosity impel him to pursue a range of passions. Golf historian Brad Klein notes that McIlroy is “not afraid to go out on a limb. He’s remarkably well-spoken and worldly.” Amid the early Sturm und Drang over LIV, PGA Tour standout Will Zalatoris said that if Rory had been born in the United States, he’d vote for him for president.

			Sometimes Rory’s eclectic appetites take him to places where it’s not in his best interests to go, as Golf Channel anchor Damon Hack pointed out to me. But Rory goes there anyway, because his remarkable parents implanted within their only kid a social conscience and a sense of moral responsibility—attributes, chuckled Hack and Klein in separate interviews, not normally associated with professional golfers.

			“Unlike a majority of narcissistic pro golfers, McIlroy is generally able to think big picture and far beyond his self-interests,” golf guru Geoff Shackelford wrote in 2023. “[McIlroy is] also able to set his pocketbook aside when declaring a position. It’s why so many people respect him.”

			Sports Illustrated writer Bob Harig told me that McIlroy has a “down-to-earth, everyman quality” that allows him to see the game from a fan’s perspective—highly unusual for a superstar.

			“What comes to mind when I think of Rory is generosity of spirit,” New York Post columnist Ian O’Connor told me. “[Rory] has a generosity of spirit the way Arnold Palmer had it—and it’s a very endearing trait.”

			Eight-time major champion Tom Watson also evoked Palmer in discussing with me McIlroy’s place in the game. “People loved Arnie because he played with such passion and joy. He loved the game. Fans loved him. Rory has that same passion. He loves the game and treats everyone in it with respect. In turn, they respect him.” Watson’s sentiment is echoed by former United States Golf Association CEO Mike Davis, who ranks Rory in the same rarefied Arnie air as a gentleman, an ambassador, and a “momentum player” nonpareil.

			Golf historian, novelist, and screenwriter Mark Frost6 marvels at McIlroy’s ability to juggle competing demands. “What we see is a thoroughly decent human being,” Frost told me. “Rory is willing to stand up for what is right and willing to speak out.”

			McIlroy looks for those same qualities in others. In the run-up to the 2023 Ryder Cup, he was asked about European captain Luke Donald. Rory didn’t cite Donald’s motivational skills or his grasp of golf analytics. Instead, McIlroy said, “We live near each other in Florida, and I see [Luke] with his daughters. He is loving and lovely with them. It’s nice to see.”

			Yet a few weeks later, that same soft-hearted guy chose to smack-talk Cantlay, Stenson, and Spieth, and two breaths later, rebuke anyone who disagreed with his view on the need to limit the distance traveled by modern golf balls.

			McIlroy was being particularly prickly on the rollback issue since, just a year earlier, he had reversed his longstanding position. What Gilleece tartly calls Rory’s tendency to “volte-face,” has, in Dermot’s words, “become an unfortunately familiar part of McIlroy.”

			Rory McIlroy is, like many of us, a conflicted soul grappling with a convoluted world. The difference between Rory and the rest of us, though, is that his goof-ups and mortal moments get debated ad nauseum by TV analysts, podcasters, columnists, and fans.

			No one should shed crocodile tears, but it’s not easy being Rory McIlroy—and never has been. On the surface, his life appears glamorous, full of lavish homes and parties, private planes that jet off to exotic locales, and cha-ching commercial shoots where his corporate partners tell him how wonderful he is.

			But dig deeper. People content with celebrity and material riches don’t wrestle with big issues. They don’t look for new challenges or ways to stimulate their literary and emotional growth. They don’t publicly thank their lucky stars—as Rory continually does—that their parents were willing to sacrifice so much to make it all possible.

			“[McIlroy] is the most self-aware superstar in sports,” The Athletic’s Brody Miller has written. “He thinks about things. He thinks about how he thinks about them. He acknowledges his weaknesses and his anxieties and all the scar tissue he’s trying to shed.”

			Rory’s self-awareness is, simultaneously, his superpower and his Kryptonite. It propels his ups and compresses his downs.
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			Correspondents covering the 2021 WGC-Mexican Championship asked McIlroy if he would consider jumping to the then-nascent, Greg Norman-led Premier Tour, LIV Golf’s forerunner. Citing the legacy of Arnold Palmer, Rory issued an emphatic “no.” Then he uttered something that ought to be taken to heart by anyone who contemplates a life in the public eye: “I would like to be on the right side of history.”

			Sure, his remark has been overwhelmed by all the LIV folderol that followed, but when was the last time you heard an athlete of any stripe volunteer anything remotely close to that?

			A lot of us aspire to be something approaching fear maith (or its even loftier feminine counterpart, ban-naomh, Gaelic for “sainted woman”). We want to lead Ted Lasso Lives: meaningful, curious, caring. We don’t all get there, but Rory Daniel McIlroy, despite the blemishes mixed in with those freckles, has gotten closer than most.

			McIlroy has two other gifts that most of us are not likely to acquire: a swing bequeathed by the gods and a sublime golfing style that, at full expression, evokes a child at play. Golf vagabond and author Tom Coyne told me that Rory’s swing is “violent yet effortless, blistering yet contained.”

			Rory “bounces down the fairways as if he has springs in the soles of his golf shoes,” observes John Hopkins, the dean of British golf journalism. His American counterpart, Michael Bamberger, once marveled at the “boyish bounce in [McIlroy’s] step, the rounded, slightly rocking shoulders that hint of swagger.” What Rory projects, Bamberger concluded, is “golfing charisma,” a place that was for years Palmer’s exclusive domain.

			“With McIlroy it is easy to tell whether he is delighted with a shot or disgusted,” Karen Crouse, then of the New York Times, wrote a decade ago. “His heart is permanently affixed to his sleeve, advertising his emotion and his vulnerability.”

			After interviewing Rory on the first anniversary of his epic 2011 collapse at the Masters, Crouse was moved to paraphrase theologian Reinhold Niebuhr: “McIlroy has the serenity to accept that not everything in golf can be controlled, the drive to control what he can, and the humor to know the difference.”

			Amen.

			Rory’s gifts come from the same ethereal place that gave Ken Griffey Jr. his home run swat, Evonne Goolagong-Cawley and Roger Federer their balletic tennis footwork, Steph Curry his other-worldly jumper, and Gaelic football attacker Brendan “Benny” Coulter, County Down’s own, his genius in front of the goal.

			To be sure, McIlroy works hard at his craft. So does Curry and so did Griffey, Goolagong-Cawley, Federer, and Coulter.7 Still, they all started from an aerie few peers ever get to glimpse. It’s a shame their athletic artistry can never be captured in stained glass.

			

			
				
					1	For those not enamored of BritBox or PBS’s Masterpiece Theater, MBE stands for Member of the Order of the British Empire.… Yeah, it’s a little cringy, isn’t it?

				

				
					2	American golfer Talor Gooch comes to mind here. In his first two years on the profligate LIV Tour, where money gets spent as if drunken sailors were in charge, the obscure Gooch “earned” more than four times the combined career PGA Tour winnings of Jack Nicklaus and Arnold Palmer.… “Ken: I’ll take ‘Obscenity’ for 200.”

				

				
					3	An ancient Celtic tableau commemorating St. Colmcille’s sixth-century success in converting Éire’s “pagans” to Christianity gives the church’s stained-glass windows an eerie and primitive feel. They’re worth a look if you’re ever in Holywood. Stcolmcillesholywood.org.

				

				
					4	“Barrister” is BritBox for lawyer.

				

				
					5	The Rory Land shout-down of an eminent Irish journalist is almost as distasteful as LIV’s Norman hiring two beefy security grunts to throw a credentialed Alan Shipnuck out of a Mickelson press availability. See LIV and Let Die.

				

				
					6	Mark was instrumental in creating two of the coolest television shows ever, Hill Street Blues (1981-1987) and Twin Peaks (1990-1991).

				

				
					7	Trust me: Benny is beloved in McIlroy’s home county. In 2010, the year Rory turned twenty-one, Coulter led County Down’s “Mourne Men” to the All-Ireland Gaelic football championship game against County Cork. Alas, “The Rebels” from Cork won.

				

			

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Demons and Apparitions at LACC and Pinehurst

			The monarch of Rory Land, ignobly taut and tight-lipped, stood on the 17th tee of the Los Angeles Country Club’s North Course, peering into the abyss. Well, it was more a metaphorical abyss, although the rocky gorge guarding the green and the far-right side of the fairway sure looked like one.

			It was getting late in the day; yet another major championship was slipping away from the onetime wunderkind who used to win them, in golf writer Bill Fields’s marvelous phrase, “with the ease of someone looking to find a Guinness in Belfast.”

			Spectators were pleading for Rory to rally. Even with American Wyndham Clark leading the tournament, “Hollywood wanted Holywood,” as wag Geoff Shackelford put it. So, surely, did the Hollywood and Manhattan magnates at NBC Sports and their Isleworth, London, counterparts at Sky Sports, the two major networks televising the event.

			Seconds before, McIlroy had arrived on the tee box of the penultimate hole of the 2023 United States Open Championship, the most exacting test in golf. Then the world’s third-ranked player, McIlroy had spent the entire tournament flitting around—but not quite scaling—the top of the leaderboard. A balky putter and erratic wedge play, the same demons that haunted his final round eleven months earlier at the 2022 Open Championship in St. Andrews, Scotland, were again spooking his Sunday game.

			Eleven months before, despite his bitter disappointment, he had held his emotions in check while talking to the press after finishing at the Old Course. But a few minutes later, as he slipped off the grounds in a golf cart, the pain proved too much. He buried his head into his wife’s shoulder and began sobbing.

			With Erica, McIlroy says he tries to avoid talking shop. But he was so overwrought at St. Andrews he couldn’t help himself. In painstaking detail, he recapped his final-round frustrations: the putting misfires; the failure to get up and down for birdie from just off the green at the short par-four sixth; the squirrelly second shot he’d hit at the par-five 14th; and so on.

			“You know, all the shit Erica just doesn’t want to hear,” Rory told columnist Paul Kimmage of the Irish Independent four months later. “But I give her credit for sitting there and listening to it.”

			The last thing McIlroy wanted was a repeat of that heartbreak, yet it happened—not only in Beverly Hills, but again twelve months later, in a scenario only Shakespeare at his most malicious could have conceived, in the sandhills of North Carolina.
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			Combine the distance of the two Sunday putts (two feet six inches, and three feet nine inches) that cost McIlroy the 2024 US Open at Pinehurst No. 2—Donald Ross’s diabolical masterpiece—and it would barely cover Rory’s miniscule frame. He pulled the two-footer on the 70th green and pushed the (almost) four-footer on the 72nd.

			His misses from short-range snuffed what had been a gutsy and disciplined display of golf. Even a shot that backfired—McIlroy’s 235-yard four-iron second at the par-five fifth—was spectacular. It was a lovely tight draw, struck on a perfect line; it looked for all the world as it climbed onto the green that it would crest the slope and trickle toward the flagstick.

			But as Ross historian Brad Klein has pointed out, the difference between a perfect and a putrid shot at Pinehurst No. 2 is razor-thin. Rory’s ball at number 5 ended up on the wrong side of the razor. A few more inches in the air and it would have made it onto the plateau, setting up an eagle opportunity and what should have been an easy two-putt birdie.

			Rory’s ball, cruelly, took forever to make up its mind. Eventually, it meandered left, picked up steam, and plummeted off the putting surface, diving into the worst lie McIlroy drew all week in one of Ross’s old sandpits. All he could do with his third shot was scrape it into the greenside bunker dead ahead; all he could do with his fourth was blast out to twenty-five feet and two-putt. His birdie had become a bogey. That two-stroke swing would cost him dearly two-and-a-half hours later.

			McIlroy’s putter, frigid on major Sundays for much of the last decade, was smoking hot at Pinehurst—until, of course, he needed it most. Rory had drained lengthy putts for birdie at 1, 9, 10, and 12, and converted a devilish five-footer for yet another birdie at the short par-four 13th.

			Suddenly, unexpectedly, McIlroy had a two-shot lead in the 124th US Open when Bryson DeChambeau, who had begun the day ahead of McIlroy by three strokes, rimmed out a four-footer at 14. To be sure, Rory was drawing plenty of applause that Sunday afternoon. But for one of the few times in his career (excepting, of course, Ryder Cups played in the United States), McIlroy wasn’t the crowd favorite. The “Rorree! Rorree!” chants were drowned out by the “USA! USA!” cries that DeChambeau, his arms windmilling, kept fanning from hole to hole. It was a cheeky move by DeChambeau, an odd duck who, after all, had abandoned the US tour for LIV.

			Perhaps too amped up, too aware of DeChambeau, McIlroy powered his seven-iron at the par-three 15th over the green. Given the slope curling away from him, he had little choice but to pitch well past the pin. Bogey—but not a disastrous one. He still had some cushion.

			Rory played number 16, a daunting par-four, like he owned it. He hit a huge drive down the center of the fairway, followed by a crisply struck iron that came out of the clouds and settled inside twenty-five feet. His birdie putt skimmed the top side of the cup before settling that fateful two feet six inches past.

			His playing partner Patrick Cantlay’s par putt, from the same side of the green, broke sharply to the right as it approached the cup, missing badly on the low side. Cantlay’s slicer may have induced McIlroy to aim inside-left instead of straightaway. Regardless, he pulled the putt.

			It careered out on the high side. Bogey—this time, a bad one.

			Given the decade’s-worth of scar tissue embedded in McIlroy’s psyche, it signaled trouble ahead, as sports psychologist Dr. Gio Valiante shared with me the following week.

			The par-three 17th had given the field fits all week. On Sunday, McIlroy pulled his tee ball hole-high into the left-side bunker. His blast-out left him a ticklish four-footer, which he converted. Par—and a good one.

			He was again tied for the lead with DeChambeau at six-under, terrific scores for a course as unrelenting as Pinehurst No. 2.

			The last hole, at least by Ross-ian standards, is probably No. 2’s quirkiest: a peculiarly shaped, dogleg-right par-four with sand and wild fescue blighting its left side. McIlroy had hit less than driver all week there and gone birdie-par-par, no mean feat. But on Sunday, he grabbed his driver, perhaps believing—incorrectly—that he would need a birdie to force a playoff with DeChambeau, who was a hole behind.

			McIlroy pulled his drive—not badly, but enough to buy a bumpy lie behind a fescue plant. He played his approach through the leaves, but it petered out in front of the green. His chip was well struck, but it ran that pesky three feet, nine inches past the cup.

			It turned out that to get into a playoff with DeChambeau, Rory had to make a downhill, sidehill snake that had to be aimed a cup and a half—maybe more—outside left edge. McIlroy didn’t borrow nearly enough. It missed. Badly.

			Some fans boorishly chanted “USA! USA!” when McIlroy’s putt stayed aboveground. It was another disastrous bogey—his third in four holes.

			After signing his scorecard, he watched the NBC coverage of DeChambeau salvaging his par at number 18 with one of the most dramatic 72nd-hole shots in US Open history: a fifty-five-yard bunker blast to four feet underneath the cup. Bryson’s par save won him the championship.

			Rory, grim-visaged, smoke coming out of his ears, declined all interview requests and chose not to walk a few yards to extend his hand to DeChambeau. By the time the trophy presentation had gotten underway, the Rory Land gang was halfway to the airfield.

			SportsCenter’s Van Pelt, a trend-setting commentator long in McIlroy’s corner, called Rory’s move “classless.” He wasn’t wrong.

			The next day, Rory began what was surely a difficult reconciliation process with Erica and tried to duck the brickbats being heaved his direction. Six-time major champion Nick Faldo, never reticent about sharing a barbed opinion, predicted that it would take “years” for McIlroy to recover. Four weeks later, after Rory’s Troon Swoon, it looked like Sir Nick knew what he was talking about.

			Every other person with an Instagram account, it seemed, was urging Rory to fire his caddie. Exactly how they were blaming Harry Diamond for his boss’s short-putting woes was unclear, but Harry was being held to account over the tee-box clubbing decisions on the 69th and 72nd holes.
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			Forty-five minutes before arriving at LACC’s 17th tee on Sunday, June 18, 2023, McIlroy had been frantically searching for his golf ball in the face of a deep bunker fronting the 14th green, the one just down from Hugh Hefner’s old Playboy Mansion. His third-shot gap wedge from 125 yards had ballooned after hitting a little zephyr; it gouged into the trap’s far wall. Former USGA head Mike Davis told me that wiry grasses had been planted around many of LACC’s bunkers, giving their edges a fearsome look but making them susceptible to plugging.

			“As I was walking up to it [his third shot, from the middle of the 14th fairway], it felt like it was a perfect full sand wedge,” McIlroy said later in the press center.

			“Hit it hard, get some spin on it,” Rory recounted. “Then while we were getting prepared for the shot, the wind started to freshen a little bit. Full sand wedge wasn’t getting there, so I said to Harry, three-quarter gap-wedge would be perfect. I feel like I didn’t time the shot perfectly. I hit it when the wind was at its strongest and the ball just got hit a lot by the wind, and obviously it came up short. If I had it back, I think I had the right club and the right shot. I might have just had to wait an extra fifteen or twenty seconds to let that little gust settle.”

			Lord knows Ben Hogan or Jack Nicklaus or Tiger Woods would have waited out the wind.

			Those McIlroy major championship bugaboos—impatience and impetuosity—had again reared their heads. Fortunately, his playing partner, Scottie Scheffler, the world’s number-one player, found McIlroy’s embedded ball before the three-minute time limit expired.

			Given a favorable—and what turned out to be a technically incorrect8—ruling by a USGA official, Rory was still unable to get his ball up and down for par. A chip across an ultra-slick surface led to a ten-foot putt, which wandered by on the high side.

			Hard-earned pars followed on the short, par-three 15th and the long par-four 16th. Coloradan Wyndham Clark, who had led McIlroy by three shots just moments before, bogeyed both 15 and 16.

			Now down by a single shot with two holes to play, McIlroy could not have left himself a thornier task. Even by the sado-masochistic standards of the US Open, the two final holes were brutes: the longest closing par-fours in the championship’s history—respectively, 520 yards and an uphill 502 yards. Dan Hicks, NBC’s lead golf anchor, called them “beastly.”

			Despite finishing in the top ten eighteen times since last capturing a major, McIlroy had not won one of golf’s four big-ticket tournaments for nine interminable years, something the merciless media corps never failed to beat like a drum. McIlroy’s long drought in the majors “has provoked rain forests’ worth of column inches and terabytes worth of data,” Irish Times columnist Michael Foley has written.

			LACC marked the fifth consecutive US Open that McIlroy had entered the final round in seventh place or better; Pinehurst a year later would mark the sixth. Yet, there was no USGA hardware topped by a figurine of the mythical Goddess of Victory added to his trophy case. Yes, McIlroy owned a US Open crown, but he’d won it as a sprite of (barely) twenty-two at Congressional Country Club outside Washington DC. It was one of the four majors he’d won before turning twenty-six—a feat back then that had been matched only by Jack Nicklaus and Tiger Woods.

			Over the years, as his frustrations in the majors deepened, McIlroy had become a Rorschach test—and something of a punching bag—for commentators, columnists, and retired Tour players turned critics. Some looked at Rory and saw an enormously gifted golfer with buzzard’s luck. Others perceived weakness in his genial nature, contending that he lacked the dead-on focus and killer instinct (see: “Woods, Eldrick ‘Tiger’”) needed to win the big ones.

			McIlroy is too nice a guy, too easily distracted, too wrapped up in golf’s politics and ephemera, too stubborn to change his wedge mechanics or his putting technique or his allegedly provincial caddie and coach, their arguments went.

			No less an authority than Nicklaus—a neighbor, mentor, and unabashed fan—said in early 2023 on Faldo’s podcast, Sir Nick’s Roundtable, that Rory lacked the “smart playing” and “total focus” needed to win the big ones.

			Rory’s performance in the 2023 majors had given his detractors plenty of fodder. In April at Augusta National, a place that has inflicted nasty scars on his psyche over the years, he had gone all-in on preparation, supposedly playing eighty-one practice holes, ostentatiously flying in sports psychologist Bob Rotella to salve his mental wounds, and assuring the press that he was—Once and for all, and dammit, this time I mean it!—over his Masters hang-up.

			It all flopped—spectacularly. He played slaphappy golf Thursday and Friday, shooting a combined five-over, missing the cut, and leaving the Georgia pines with his tail between his legs. In a dicey moment during Thursday’s round, he allowed the CBS crew to interview him live—a head-scratching decision.
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			Future LIV jumper Jon Rahm, McIlroy’s Ryder Cup mate and rival for world number one, ended up winning the 87th Masters. Rory was smarting so badly that he pulled himself out of the next week’s tournament, the RBC Heritage at Hilton Head, South Carolina, citing mental and emotional fatigue. McIlroy was forced to incur a $3 million penalty for skipping a “designated” (and cash-heavy) event—a new rule that he had loudly championed as part of the Tour’s response to LIV.

			McIlroy’s post-’23 Masters deportment was, as political pundits would say, “a bad optic.”
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			At the May 2023 PGA Championship at Donald Ross’s august Oak Hill in Rochester, New York—Erica’s hometown—Rory again got off to a sluggish start, hamstrung by a crooked driver. But on Friday, he bounced back to make the cut.

			Still, he never quite climbed into contention at Oak Hill, a place that had made him an honorary member; almost every time he got some momentum rolling with a birdie, he’d follow it with a sketchy shot that presaged bogey.

			Episode one in season two of Full Swing showed him in Oak Hill’s locker room spitting mad after the final round, railing to two Rory Land cronies that his iron play stunk, especially toward pins tucked back left.

			He finished tied for seventh at Oak Hill, seven strokes behind winner Brooks Koepka. The Florida State alum was a LIV renegade, the bad-hombre bandito to Rory’s white-hatted sheriff in the Netflix series that, at times, took on the moral patina of High Noon. That weekend in Rochester, Koepka’s “vengeful outlaw” bagged his fifth major, pulling him one ahead of Rory’s “incorruptible lawman” in the career sweepstakes.
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			On-course broadcast analysts9 like to harp on McIlroy’s supposed weaknesses. Now, down the stretch at the ’23 US Open at LACC with the world watching, McIlroy had a chance to prove his hecklers wrong.

			He would have to do it at a venerable place whose members, as native Angelino Shackelford10 had been pointing out all spring, were defiantly proud to be “old Los Angeles.” Which is a polite way of saying that LACC has been around since before those ghastly “entertainment people” had taken over.

			Movie and TV types have never really been welcomed at the posh club at Sunset and Wilshire. Indeed, when the Playboy founder and his entourage moved into their modest bungalow in 1971, club members went to great lengths to distance themselves from Hef and his hedonistic ways.

			In contrast to his performances at Augusta National and Oak Hill, Rory had played almost mistake-free golf at LACC. He started each of the four rounds by hitting mammoth tee balls—360 yards or longer—down the right-center of the par-five first fairway. As the week went on, many of the world’s best players got tangled up in the nasty Bermuda or the sand down number 1’s left side.

			But not Rory: he kept pounding his patented draw onto the short grass. NBC’s on-course reporter Notah Begay ran out of superlatives in describing the length and beauty of McIlroy’s opening tee shots. Rory made four relatively easy two-putt birdies on a hole where other leaders struggled to make par.

			On Thursday, with West L.A. blanketed by a cloud layer that stifled the breeze, he shot a five-under 65, bettered only by Rickie Fowler’s and Xander Schauffele’s matching 62s—record-breaking scores in a US Open. Rory followed with a second-round 67 and a third-round 69. John Hopkins pointed out in Global Golf Post that only once in the first two days did McIlroy have to hit a club longer than wedge on any of LACC’s mammoth par-fours.

			Rory trailed by one shot going into the final round, but only because Clark had made an improbable birdie on the 54th hole after dropping a shot on the 53rd.

			Late on Sunday, as McIlroy surveyed his options—none of them good—from LACC’s elevated tee box on number 17, he not only had to cope with emotional roadblocks, but a serpentine fairway that slithered left to right, then snaked back again. Left of the fairway were palm and eucalyptus trees, wicked sand, and ankle-high Bermuda rough; to the right and dead ahead loomed that stony canyon.

			His choices were almost as gnarled as professional golf at that moment.

			[image: ]

			Rory had spent much of the previous two years trying to do what he saw as the right thing, serving as the PGA Tour’s (very) public advocate in its efforts to combat the Saudi-bankrolled LIV Tour. LIV in 2022 and 2023 had purloined more than a dozen big names and scores of lesser ones from the PGA and DP World tours, actions that were threatening to destroy the fabric of professional golf.

			On June 6, 2023—the seventy-ninth anniversary of D-Day11 and nine days before the start of the LACC US Open—PGA Tour Commissioner Jay Monahan had stunned the sporting and business worlds (not to mention McIlroy and his peers) by announcing a framework agreement with LIV’s “bank,” the Saudi Public Investment Fund: the financial arm of Crown Prince Mohammed bin Salman and the Saudi royal family.12 Monahan’s bolt-out-of-the-blue abruptly ended (at least in theory) the established tours’ public feud with LIV and expunged the crippling lawsuits they had filed against one another.

			The reaction from the golf commentariat was searing. “It turns out that the moral high ground was a pile of money,” one observer told The Albatross’s Bill Fields. The Tour’s commissioner, Fields himself wrote a few days later, had shifted course “faster than a ship captain with an iceberg dead ahead.” Kurt Streeter pointed out that week in the New York Times that the Tour had long presented itself “as the guy who calls a penalty on himself if he accidentally moves his ball a quarter-inch. Turns out it was the guy who makes a double-bogey and marks it down as a par.”

			There was no getting around it: the reversal was hypocritical on Monahan’s part and a bitter betrayal of McIlroy. For months, the commissioner and his team had sent Rory out before the klieg lights to denounce LIV, its benefactors, its competitive offering, and—in terms that got uncomfortably belligerent—his former colleagues, the guys who took the PIF money and bolted.

			Monahan’s surrender left Rory “bereft,” wrote Brian Keogh, the Irish golf correspondent who has covered McIlroy since the star’s teen years. A McIlroy acolyte in Ireland that week told me that Rory was “angry and embittered.” Golf seer Alan Shipnuck wrote in LIV and Let Die that McIlroy had his “heart ripped out” by three people he trusted. That unholy trinity consisted of Monagan and his two Wall Street consiglieres: PGA Tour board members Ed Herlihy of the merger-and-acquisition mega law firm Wachtel Lipton, and Jimmy Dunne of the well-connected investment banking group Piper Sandler.

			Dunne’s double-dealing must have been especially difficult for Rory. Jimmy had long served as a family friend and Rory, Inc., business advisor. When the McIlroys moved to Florida, Dunne pulled levers to get Rory’s dad into the ultra-elite Seminole Golf Club, an old Donald Ross gem just down the road from Rory’s estate in Palm Beach Gardens and not far from Rosie and Gerry’s digs.

			It’s a sure bet that Gerry McIlroy is the only one-time custodian/barkeep who belongs to Seminole. Seminole members, like Augusta National’s (in a number of cases, including Dunne’s, they’re one in the same), are corporate titans who fancy themselves golf’s ultimate arbiters and power brokers.

			It wasn’t lost on McIlroy’s followers in the Auld Sod that Monahan, Herlihy, and Dunne all happen to be of Irish descent. Had they lied to Rory and exploited his stature with fans and the media to cut a sweetheart deal with the Tour’s sworn enemy?

			On the eve of the 2023 US Open, it sure looked that way. The whole thing stunk to high heaven.
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			The 17th at LACC faces east, away from the Pacific Ocean and the setting sun. Fewer than a fourth of the field on Sunday had hit its green in regulation. Like every other player, McIlroy’s yardage books had huge “X’s” scrawled through the right edge of the fairway. The ravine was to be avoided like the plague—or a subpoena from Patrick Reed.13

			That meant plumbing the left side, which would bring the sand, the trees, and that nasty Bermuda into play. The best club in McIlroy’s bag since he learned the game as a youngster has been his driver. It’s his go-to, the weapon that gives him the best chance to gain an advantage.

			McIlroy is a natural right-to-left drawer of the ball; his “miss” tends to be a pull left. Fortuitously for him, beyond the ugly stuff left at number 17 was the short grass of the second fairway.

			In practice rounds, Rory and his caddie determined that, in a pinch, they could use the second fairway as a default zone. The angle into the 17th green from the second fairway wasn’t all that penal, especially for a guy like McIlroy who can hit mid-irons into the stratosphere. Bryson DeChambeau and a couple of other big hitters had used that same route earlier in the week, as had past players at LACC.

			Out came Rory’s driver and bang!!—out went a power hook soaring up and over the palm and eucalyptus. It landed in the rough separating the two holes, pitched onto the short grass, and bounded down number 2’s fairway, which tilted left-to-right, angling toward number 17’s green. His drive had gone the usual Rory-ian distance, something on the order of 340 yards—into the wind!

			It left him a 210-yard six-iron, bucking a gentle breeze, that had to be struck just so. To get anywhere close to the flagstick, it needed to navigate a batch of trees some forty yards short of the putting surface. The pin itself was positioned on the third of the green closest to McIlroy.

			Rory, as always, wasted no time. He hit a towering fade over the trees and well left of the gully. While the ball was still in the air, course reporter John Wood, a Tour caddie turned broadcaster, said it was “on a fantastic line.”

			Like so many of Rory’s shots, it took forever to come down—so long, in fact, that the gallery seemed startled when it finally struck the green. It landed softly, just beyond hole-high, took a gentle hop, and trickled to the back edge—a sensational shot, NBC’s Brad Faxon noted right away, because like all US Open putting surfaces, the green was “hard as concrete.”

			In his career, McIlroy has finessed a lot of brilliant mid- and long-irons—it’s one of the strengths of his game, as he proved the following month on the 72nd hole in winning the Scottish Open with a spectacular two-iron. But rarely has Rory feathered an iron sweeter than the one he hit on the 71st hole of the ’23 US Open.

			“Nobody in golf can do what McIlroy just did!” gushed Paul Azinger, then NBC’s lead analyst. “Nobody else today can hoist a ball that high and far” and get it to land so nimbly. It was reminiscent of Tiger in his prime, Azinger enthused.

			McIlroy had some thirty feet for birdie, probably closer than he could have gotten had he taken a more conventional route. Southern California’s dank marine layer had begun to envelop the course. It was getting so dark that McIlroy later admitted he had trouble seeing the breaks in the green.

			His putt was firmly struck but stayed, just barely, on the high side, settling inches past the cup. A tap-in par on an into-the-wind, 520-yard par-four is a hell of a score—but it fell short of what McIlroy needed.

			So did a similar par on the 502-yard finisher, where Rory’s power fade down the right-center of the fairway was followed by a slightly tugged seven-iron that ended up almost exactly hole-high, but some forty feet left of the pin. McIlroy’s approach looked like a bit of a double-cross—a soft draw when he intended to hit a soft fade. It wasn’t a bad miss. But given the circumstances, McIlroy needed a perfect strike.

			His final bid to tie for the lead never scared the cup. McIlroy ended up losing by a single shot. He was done in by a temperamental flat stick and the thirty-four putts it produced on Sunday, plus that upwind wedge that nosedived into the trap at number 14.

			His score of 271, nine-under, would have won all but a handful of the 122 US Opens in history. But it wasn’t enough to win the 123rd.

			Buzzard’s luck, again?

			The tortured scenario that McIlroy dreaded had come to pass: St. Andrews, redux. But this time his near-miss was even closer than it had been at the Old Course.

			In the media center afterward, McIlroy set his jaw, narrowed his eyes, and swore that, “I would go through a hundred Sundays like this to get my hands on another major. When I finally win this next major, it’s going to be really, really sweet. I’ll keep coming back until I get another one.”

			At LACC, his embrace with Erica was less public and less tearful than it was at St. Andrews. But it still had to hurt.

			Full Swing’s crew caught McIlroy in the LACC locker room, angrily chucking something against the lockers as he f-bombed a lament to Rory Landers about once again coming up short.
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			During his June 6 joint CNBC appearance with Saudi PIF Governor Yasir Al-Rumayyan, Jay Monahan nervously grinned and predicted that the press and public would label him a hypocrite. He was right. The commissioner’s personal struggles were so pronounced that soon thereafter he took a six-week medical leave, admitting to fatigue and depression.

			For months as the two sides had clashed, Rory, as chair of the Tour’s player advisory committee, had devoted huge chunks of time to studying the Tour’s multilayered financial structure. A prominent American journalist told me that McIlroy requested in December of 2022 a series of detailed briefings from Monahan’s top business and legal advisors. Two ten-hour days at McIlroy’s Florida home ensued, full of charts, graphs, and in-the-weeds presentations.

			The tax implications and commercial restrictions governing a 501(c)(6) entity like the Tour are not easy for laymen to “get.” But Rory got them. He may be the only big-name player who could pass a test on the nuances of the modern Tour’s business model, its top revenue streams, its legal constraints, and its myriad tax considerations.

			Armed with what he believed was truthful data and a compelling business strategy, McIlroy, in 2022 and the first two quarters of 2023, expended reams of personal credibility in persuading colleagues to turn down big Saudi bucks. With a bunch of now pissed-off colleagues asking WTF their sacrifice had been about, Rory was left red-faced, hung out to dry.

			As Golf Channel anchor Anna Jackson, a Brit, shared with me in her Berkshire tones, “The rug had been yanked out from underneath Rory.”

			Rory confirmed Anna’s view when he snapped on camera in Full Swing: “Why did I waste twelve months of my life to fight for something that was always going to come back together again?”

			McIlroy admitted two days after the big announcement that the Tour’s duplicity had rendered him a “sacrificial lamb.” But somehow his metaphor didn’t come close to capturing the venality of the PGA boss and his enablers.

			

			
				
					8	The USGA admitted later that its official was mistaken; McIlroy should have dropped some eighteen inches farther away from the flagstick. Would a correct drop have helped or hurt McIlroy—or made no difference? We’ll never know.

				

				
					9	If you took all the career Tour wins of the leading male walk-the-course analysts for NBC Golf/Golf Channel, ABC/ESPN, and CBS Golf, and put them together…let’s see…they would add up to less than one-tenth of Rory’s worldwide victory total. On the flip side, the estimable on-course analyst Dottie Pepper of CBS, she of the seventeen career LPGA wins, the two major championships, and the dad who played first base in the Detroit Tiger organization? Dottie: you can do no wrong!

				

				
					10	An author and course designer, native southern Californian Geoff Shackelford writes an online newsletter devoted to the four majors and other big golf events called The Quadrilateral. He served as a deputy consultant in LACC’s restoration. But the coolest thing about Geoff is that he’s the son of Lynn Shackelford, the sharpshooting southpaw on the Lew Alcindor UCLA teams that won three straight NCAA titles in the late 1960s. Lynn’s patented shot was a rainbow jumper from the baseline. Today, most of Lynn’s old daggers would be worth three points!

				

				
					11	The fact that the Tour’s acquiescence took place on the Allies’ sacred day nearly did in this WWII author.

				

				
					12	If you need a primer on Saudi human rights outrages, read chapter five of Alan Shipnuck’s LIV and Let Die.

				

				
					13	Reed, McIlroy’s LIV foil, had his attorney, right-wing provocateur Larry Klayman, serve Rory with a subpoena on Christmas Eve 2022 while McIlroy was at home having dinner with his family. Nothing says “‘Tis the Season” quite like a court order! The guy who was thrown off the University of Georgia golf team for cheating on and off the course and has been caught multiple times thrashing the rules as a pro, claimed that Rory and others had defamed him after he defected to the Saudi league. Reed’s suit not only has been dismissed; it has been ruled so meritless that Reed and Klayman may have to compensate their targets.

				

			

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			“Because He’s Nice!”

			Let’s shove aside the nastiness over LIV for a moment. Like most fans, I find the whole rigmarole distasteful.

			Instead, let’s explore this question: What is it that makes Rory McIlroy Rory McIlroy—you know, that guy that a huge chunk of golf fandom, including me, pulls for week to week, despite the heartburn he causes us?

			It’s definitely not because of the f-bombs he tosses around with an alacrity that would turn Michelle, the foul-mouthed spitfire of the Irish sitcom Derry Girls, green with envy. After a wayward shot, Rory’s go-to expletive, usually muttered under bated breath, is the active-tense f-verb punctuated by the personal pronoun “me.” After narrowly missed putts, he’ll occasionally pair the f-verb with the preposition “off.”

			In certain dicey situations, he’ll detonate an audible f-adjective. During the final round of the 2022 Dubai Desert Classic, Rory’s three-wood off the tee found some heavy undergrowth short and left of the green on number 17, a drivable par-four.

			“Watch out! This could go fuckin’ anyplace!” McIlroy hissed in urging gallery members to give him a wide berth. Just for good measure, he repeated the warning a few seconds later, with a TV mic picking up every syllable.

			“Was that Rory swearing?” my wife (see Favorite, Every Mom’s) asked as she looked up from the Sunday Washington Post, the disillusion clear in her voice.

			Uh, yeah, Sweetie. And Rory does more than just fire off quiet f-bombs in the heat of battle. True to his working-class roots, McIlroy can “shit” and “shite”14 like a hard-bitten boilermaker on the Belfast docks, the unforgiving place where, for decades, his grandfather Jimmy risked life and limb.

			“Shite,” explains County Limerick’s Ivan Morris, one of several Irish golf-and-culture devotees consulted for this book, is synonymous with its cruder sibling. But the long-“eye” version, Ivan maintains, is used in more polite settings—like church, for instance, or in the presence of impressionable children.

			And no, Rory isn’t Rory because he’s (almost always) as gracious in defeat as he is in victory, something that a horde of parents have pointed out to their kids on Sunday afternoons for the past sixteen years.

			And nope, it’s not those McIlroy drives that shriek as they leave his clubface, rocketing a fifth of a mile or more. The length he hits the ball is even more remarkable because McIlroy is a man of, well, modest size. Even straining on his tiptoes, he still comes up a couple inches shy of six feet.

			Moreover, as observed by Hopkins, the British journalist who has covered golf for a half century, Rory barely tips the scale at “eleven-and-a-half stone.” (For those raised outside the shadow of Nelson’s Column in Trafalgar Square, that’s slightly north of 160 pounds.) Despite his diminutive stature, McIlroy’s drives go distances about which Ben Hogan and Sam Snead, postwar golf’s two most admired ball strikers, could only dream.

			And nuh-uh, it’s not the mechanics of Rory’s swing that five-time Open champion Tom Watson compares to Snead’s (it’s Rory’s Snead-ian shoulder turn that gives it such zip, maintains Tom), and that two-time US Open champion Andy North likens to Hogan’s (it’s Rory’s Hogan-esque hip turn that makes it so powerful, contends Andy).

			Early in McIlroy’s career, when he was still playing Titleist clubs, he paid a visit to the Titleist Performance Institute in Carlsbad, California. Engineers put Rory’s driver swing up on a computer model that distilled his body into a stick-figure. It demonstrated that the Watson-Snead/North-Hogan analysis was correct: Rory did indeed make a massive shoulder turn and an equally massive counterclockwise move with his left hip to initiate the downswing. But the technicians also discovered something they’d never seen: a moment before Rory’s driver made impact, his left hip suddenly changed direction, moving almost imperceptibly clockwise. Michael Bamberger of Sports Illustrated was at the Titleist center that day and described Rory’s driver swing as a “mad fusion golf experiment.”

			Over the years, many have tried to replicate Rory’s action. The young Filipino-Japanese player Yuka Saso, who has won the US Women’s Open twice, has perhaps come the closest to absorbing McIlroy’s method. It’s also eye-opening that Tiger Woods has for years been teaching his now-teenaged son to mimic Rory’s swing.

			So, if you combine Rory’s upper- and lower-body rotations, plus all the “kinetic sequencing” claptrap that’s beyond the grasp of most laymen, they add up to a whoosh! that gives swing geeks the vapors.

			They use language like “hypnotic” (instructor Michael Breed), “mesmerizing” (journalist Lorne Rubenstein), “beautiful, elegant, powerful” (Golf Channel cognoscente Brandel Chamblee), “freakish” (Golf Channel correspondent Rex Hoggard), “so relaxed it makes Fred Couples’ swing look uptight” (historian Brad Klein), “scary-ass good” (my 27-handicap brother), and my personal favorite, crafted by writer and Celtic links maven Tom Coyne: a “swing Michelangelo could have carved.”

			F-verb me! Now that’s some good shite!

			But still, Rory’s swing isn’t what makes him Rory.

			Nor is it that McIlroy has evolved into someone unafraid to assert leadership, confront tough issues, put the good of the game ahead of his own bank account, or share his wide-ranging and—forgive the pretension, but there’s no getting around it—existential thoughts with the press and public. Those riffs now include Rory’s commitment to strengthening children’s mental health services, plus his own frank admission that, on occasion, he suffers from self-doubt. Not many superstars are that forthright about the fragility of their nervous systems.

			Nor is it all those commercials that spotlight his boyish charm. Flip on a TV most weekend afternoons and you’ll bump into Brand Ambassador McIlroy shilling Omega watches, TaylorMade golf equipment, Optum health technology and services, Workday business consulting, and the NBC Sports/Rory Land, everything-from-video-swing-lessons-to-discounted-tee-times-squeezed-into-one-platform known as GolfPass.15

			But ignore the show-biz stuff. Those ads embody cold-blooded corporate calculations. McIlroy is in those commercials because consumer research validates his popularity. Commanding that level of respect and affection from US audiences is unusual, to say the least, for a non-American. Rory has ingratiated himself so much into American culture that—at least pre-DeChambeau and Pinehurst—many Americans viewed him as practically a Yank. Even his brogue has gotten less pronounced, which no doubt aggravates folks in North County Down.

			And no, it’s not the endearing way McIlroy has of answering questions from the media. No matter how provocative the query, his MO is to listen to what’s asked, gently nod, preface his remarks with an affirmative “Yeah,” or “Hmm-hmm,” then give a response that’s usually thoughtful, literate, and peppered with self-effacing humor.

			The golf press, starved for news, quotes, and color, loves him for it.

			McIlroy would probably be better off talking in clichés, avoiding awkward topics, and relying on robotic soundbites, a la Crash Davis’s16 pupil in the movie Bull Durham, the bumptious Nuke LaLoosh. That was certainly true for the middle third of the LIV debate. But as Fields puts it, such restraint “is just not in Rory’s DNA.”

			Still, we’re not quite at the quality that makes Rory Rory, the closest thing that the PGA and DP World tours have to a rock star (Forgive us, Billy Idol, for we have sinned!). But moments like the ones below bring Rory McIlroy into sharper relief.
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			It’s a few minutes before four o’clock on a hazy June 2023 Wednesday afternoon in Cromwell, Connecticut, the home of the PGA Tour’s Travelers Championship. A bunch of kids, their parents, and over-caffeinated autograph hounds with big plans to bombard eBay are hovering around the practice facilities at TPC River Highlands.

			The Travelers’ umbrella logo, a ubiquitous blood-red presence at River Highlands, has been etched into the distant grass of the driving range. Subtlety be damned: the corporate symbol is gargantuan, its scarlet tint standing in stark contrast to the blue-green hills of the Connecticut River Valley.

			The fans around the practice area are waiting for one player: Rory McIlroy. Just three days after his stinging defeat at the LACC US Open, Rory has still not made an appearance to warm up for his nine-hole stint in that day’s pro-am.

			Since it happens to be June 19, almost literally the summer solstice, there’s plenty of daylight available. McIlroy is scheduled to tee off on the 10th hole around 4:40 with an amateur threesome that won a lottery to play with him.

			Standing there, a history nerd, I can’t help but wonder what the original Puritan settlers of the Connecticut Valley would make of such secular ostentation. Then again, the Puritans were Calvinists, and Calvinist Scots (by most accounts) invented gowfe way back when to inflict greater punishment on their already doomed souls (plus kill a little time while they tended to their sheep), so what the hell do I know?

			Well, I know this much: Enfield, Connecticut, one of the hamlets where fire-and-brimstone preacher Jonathan Edwards delivered his “Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God” sermon that scared the bejesus out of colonial New Englanders (and would later come to bore the bejesus out of American tenth graders), is just upriver from Cromwell.

			Rory McIlroy, raised Catholic—and now, it seems, like so many of us, unobservant—is no Calvinist. But with all the weird and wicked things that have befallen him in major championships over the past decade, part of him has to wonder if a pissed-off deity is exacting revenge for some sin he doesn’t even know he’s committed.

			It had not been an easy week: The McIlroy Whammy had struck with a vengeance. Sixty-eight hours earlier, his hopes had been crushed again. His score of nine-under should have won—but didn’t.

			“You don’t find US Opens—they find you,” Jack Nicklaus has famously preached for more than half a century. Play conservatively, the Golden Bear counsels. Channel your inner Hogan. Shoot for the middle of greens. Grind out two-putt pars. Don’t take undue risks. Let the other guy(s) wilt under pressure.

			Rory, a protégé and neighbor of Nicklaus at the Bears Club in Palm Beach Gardens, Florida, has been taken to the woodshed more than once by Big Jack for his sometimes-unfocused play. Their most recent tête-à-tête had occurred just two weeks before LACC, when Rory had shot a fourth-round 75 to fall out of contention at Jack’s tournament in Ohio.

			In L.A., Rory had clearly taken his mentor’s rebuke to heart. He rarely put his ball in jeopardy, churning out rugged pars. After the wind picked up on the weekend and the course started playing firmer, Rory hung tough while others fell off the leaderboard.

			McIlroy’s discipline should have spelled US Open victory. But it didn’t.

			Shite, but life can be cruel! Jonathan Edwards told us that 280 years ago.
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			While we’re waiting for Rory to arrive, I pull out my tape recorder and begin interviewing kids and their parents, many of whom have been hanging around for hours. The Connecticut sun isn’t broiling, but it isn’t cool, either. These folks are showing some gumption; there isn’t a whole lot of shade around.

			Two dark-haired sisters, dressed in nearly identical pink frocks, are standing near the plaques that commemorate past (and now, sadly, passed) champions from the Travelers, and from the old days, the Greater Hartford Open. (I’ll be damned, I thought as I strolled by the tablets. I didn’t know Arnie won the GHO in ’56. Very cool.)

			Gracie, age eight, tells me she has just finished third grade and will be starting fourth in the fall. Cammie, five, has to be coaxed by her dad Rubén to speak into the recorder. Eventually she overcomes her shyness to confirm that, yes, she is excited about going to kindergarten in two months.

			“So, girls, who are you waiting to see?” I ask, putting the recorder between two beaming faces.

			“Rory!” they yell together.

			“Why do you like Rory?”

			“Because he’s nice!” shouts Gracie.

			“Yeah, he’s nice!” choruses Cammie.

			Rubén, a gentleman of Latino descent with broad shoulders, a square jaw, and a well-groomed mustache, chuckles at his excitable daughters. Gracie explains that their mother had gotten the tickets through her job. Mom is at the office that afternoon.

			“Somebody has to support the family while I go watch golf,” Rubén says with a sly grin, his brown eyes twinkling.

			“Are you guys coming back to the tournament this week?” I ask.

			“Yes!” Gracie answers. “We’re going as a family on Saturday. Then my dad is coming back on Sunday with ‘the boys’!”

			As she snaps off “the boys,” she does what must be a dead-on impersonation of her mother, rolling her eyes and shaking her head in mock disgust. It’s hilarious.

			Rubén chortles at his impish eight-year-old. I ask if Rory is his favorite, too.

			“Yeah, he’s up there,” Rubén replies. “I love his swing. Love the way he plays. And he seems to be a good guy.”

			“Were you pulling for him in L.A. last week?” I ask.

			“Yeah, I was. Painful. I wanted him to win and end that [winless-in-majors] streak of his.”

			I move down the line to a family of three, a mom and dad and their freckled nine-year-old son Joshua, whose mop of strawberry-blond hair is stuffed under a bucket cap. His skin is freshly lacquered in sunscreen.

			Joshua started playing golf a year ago; he’s shown some promise, his dad Edward says. Edward is slight and soft-spoken, at least with a tape recorder running. He’s originally from Seattle and sports a Mariners cap.

			“Wearing a Mariners lid in Connecticut the week they’re playing the Yanks at the Stadium? Man, that takes guts!” I kid him.

			He smiles a bit quizzically when I ask if he thinks that Rory plays golf the way Ken Griffey Jr. used to play baseball for the Mariners. Trying not to sound too sappy, I say, “You know, kind of with style.”

			Yeah, he nods. He’s got two favorite golfers, Rory and Tony Finau.

			“Do you know they’ve been friends since they were a little older than Joshua?” I say, again trying not to come across too dorky.

			“No, I didn’t know that,” he responds, pleased to learn something kind of cool that he could share with his golf buddies.

			His wife Holly pipes up. You can tell where Joshua gets his reddish hair.

			“Well, Rory is my favorite, hands down,” she says. (Again, see Favorite, Every Mom’s.)

			“How come?”

			“Because he’s a good person and I like the way he treats people.”

			“Did you see him last weekend at the US Open?”

			“A little. I’m too busy to sit down and watch. But I was rooting for him.”

			I thank them and move a few feet away to chat with another family. Tony is an eight-year-old of Italian descent, a second grader who is preternaturally savvy, not only about golf (he’s one of the better junior players at their Glastonbury club, his parents tell me) but about the yin and yang of interviews. He delivers several polished and enthusiastic soundbites, a la Nuke LaLoosh. The last one ends with, “I just like watching Rory play!”

			“I do, too,” I tell him.

			His dad Dustin (“No relation to Dustin Johnson,” he confirms, grinning) volunteers that he’s encouraging his son to follow Rory. McIlroy, he says, “is a good role model for kids Tony’s age. I love the way he stood up for the Tour and the players against LIV.”

			“Do you worry that the Tour’s brass left him hanging on LIV?” I ask.

			“Yeah, that bothers me. A lot,” he replies.

			“Me, too,” I tell him.

			[image: ]

			A few moments later, Gracie, Cammie, Joshua, Tony, and about three dozen other kids get their wish. Rory McIlroy suddenly surfaces, shuffling toward the range. He’s wearing a navy-blue Nike cap and a faintly flowered light-blue, Swoosh-adorned shirt with dark slacks.

			The screeching begins. “Rory! Rory! Over here, Rory! I love you! Sign for me!”

			It’s another Rory McIlroy Public Interaction Moment in a lifetime full of RMPIMs. It’s been this way since he was a prodigy playing—and often winning—amateur events all over Ireland, the UK, the Continent, and the United States. Sure, the adulation feeds his ego and has helped make him an extremely wealthy man; but after you observe RMPIMs for a while, you realize two things: Rory is brilliant at them; and they’re not an easy way to go through life.



OEBPS/image/McIlroy_Family_Tree_v6.png
John John William James
McLaughiin Donnelly Lundy McManus
Samuel Catnerine John Ellen William Bridget
Magill Moore McLaughlin Donnelly Lundy McManus
bomc. 1835 bomc. 18365 _| | bom 16s4~1a50 bom . 1851 bom c. 1835 bom c. 1835
o 7Aug 1907 | | | e 21 Feb 1697 | died4 Oct 1220 | | | died 120l 1688 |  [cied 22 Aug 1628 | | cieda Oct 1906

James Mary Jane
Mcllroy Magill
bom c. 1251 om 20 Dec 1255

died before 1918 died & Mar 1936

died 2un 1873

Joseph Elizabeth
McLaughlin Lundy
bom 7 Apr 1870 oo 25 Mer 1872|
i 16 De 1938 died after 1938

Kathleen
McLaughin

bor 19 May 1810|
died 30 Nov 1390

James
Christopher

died afer 1915

Ellen Margaret
Patrick Deviin Patrick G
oy bom c_ 1853 Maguire o . 16
died 29 Mar 1391 e
John | Mary
John
Mcliroy Maguire
bom . 1867 bom c. 1873 Johnston
dedafier 1915

Patrick

Mary Ellen
Johnston

Wcliroy.

bom 6 Aug 1335
died 4 Sept 1950

Eva Teresa
Mcllroy

Mcliroy.
bom 6 Nov 1932
e 1 Jun 1992

born 30 Mar 1832
dedc. 21 2pr
2002

Rosaleen
McDonald
loom 27 Feb 1960)

|Names Gerard|
Mcllroy.
bom 5 Oct 1858

Rory Daniel
Wcliroy.
bom 4y 1983

bom c. 1858
diod 3 Mar 1672





OEBPS/image/cover.jpg





OEBPS/image/2.png





OEBPS/image/McDonald_Tree_v4.png
Jane
McConville

William
McDonald

bom c. 1838
died 5 May 1911

died before 1901

James Margaret
McManus MesStravick
born c. 1859 born c. 1860

died 29 Apr 1943

died 8 Jun 1903

e Isabella
McDonald McManus Charles Ellen
born c. Dec 1887 porn 8.Jun 1684 Headley McKenna
died 14 Feb 1915 died 23 Jun 1954
Daniel Mary J
McDonald Headley

bom 29 Jul 1911
died 8 Jan 1956

bom 10 Jan 1910
died 17 Sep 1982

Daniel
McDonald

lbom 20 Sep 1937
died 10 Sep 1988

Rosaleen
McDonald

bom 27 Feb 1960

James Gerard|
Mellroy
born 5 Oct 1959

Rory Daniel
Mellroy
born 4 May 1989

Anne Bridget
McKeown

bom 9 Oct 1937
died 19 Feb 1984






OEBPS/image/Image160491.png
@






OEBPS/image/1.png
RORY LAND

THE
UP-AND-DOWN
WORLD OF GOLF’S
GLOBAL ICON

TIMOTHY M. GAY

®





