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Praise for Greg Norman and


THE WAY OF THE SHARK


“Greg Norman is one of those rare individuals whose integrity and commitment to excellence have set a standard by which others follow. He is a great and gracious sportsman and has been an inspiration to many in and beyond the world of golf.”


—PRESIDENT GEORGE H. W. BUSH


“Greg Norman has excelled at golf and in business through a remarkable combination of ability, intelligence, imagination, and effort. I can personally attest that he’s also a good friend with a growing interest in humanitarian work that is inspiring. We can all learn something from his experiences, insights, and advice.”


—PRESIDENT WILLIAM J. CLINTON


“Greg Norman has done what few can do—rise to the top of two totally different worlds. He was one of golf’s greats and has become a successful one-man corporation. This book takes you on the terrific journey through both these achievements.”


—JACK WELCH


“Greg Norman is an exceptional person—a true renaissance man, with great passion and drive to succeed. His incredible career on the links and his equally successful career as an entrepreneur, building Great White Shark Enterprises into a multinational powerhouse of diverse and growing businesses, offer many important and useful life lessons.”


—NELSON PELTZ


“I first met Greg in Sydney, Australia, when he was just twenty-one. It was the first tee of the opening round of the 1976 Australian Open, and I immediately liked him as both a player and a person. I took great interest in Greg, first as a competitor and his development as a player on the U.S. tour, and then later on a personal level. Greg has contributed an enormous amount to the game of golf, and his transition from tournament golf to the business of golf has been a seamless and successful one.”


—JACK NICKLAUS


“As a successful athlete turned businessman, Greg Norman is the standard-bearer for anyone who wants to build sustainable businesses beyond their athletic endeavors. As great a golfer as he is, his greatest strengths are his vision and savvy.”


—CHRIS EVERT
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“There are no ordinary moments.”


—DAN MILLMAN
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PART ONE





LESSONS THAT LAST A LIFETIME






CHAPTER ONE





IN OUR JOURNEY through life, we learn many small lessons that mold us, shape us, and influence how we deal with others. But once in a while something happens that seriously alters the path on which we’re headed. Such lessons stick with us like glue. We never forget them. We relive them over and over again, in our private moments, in our conversations, in our dreams. I was only eighteen years old when I experienced my first life-changing lesson. I was by myself, and it really was a pivotal moment. It turned me toward the great sport of golf.


A few years after my family moved to Brisbane (Australia’s third-largest city, located on the southeastern coast of Queensland), a major cyclone swept along the shoreline a few hundred miles to the northeast and caused the ocean to produce a heavy swell. Not wanting to miss a terrific opportunity to get in some bodysurfing, I grabbed my gear and drove to Noosa Heads. Arriving by midmorning, I hiked about half a mile along the headlands to where I was sure to catch the biggest wave possible. Then I perched myself on some high rocks and studied the waves before I dove in. I knew I’d be committed once in the water because the only way out then was to make it all the way to the beach.


Instead of catching a breaker I could easily ride into the beach, I found myself in an uncontrollable dumper that quickly sucked me down, bounced me hard on the sandy bottom, and rolled me around like a rag doll. The sheer force of the water tore the flippers off my feet and ripped away my hand board. It was like being inside a washing machine. Looking back on it now, I think of it as a terrifying and humbling experience. Until then, I thought I was bullet-proof. But when it was actually taking place, I had this inner calm come over me. Everything seemed to be happening in slow motion. Rather than panic, I started thinking of a way to survive the situation. I know it sounds crazy, but the more pressure I’m under, the calmer I become. For me it has always been that way: I take stock of the situation and analyze the best way to deal with it.


Finally the wave released me from its powerful grip and, slowly, I struggled back to the surface. I must have been under for quite a while because that first gasp of fresh air felt like nothing less than the gift of life. But it didn’t take me long to realize that I was facing another major problem. I was now nearly half a mile away from the beach, and the surf was pushing me rapidly toward the rocks. The only thing I could do was swim against the tide, which violates all the rules of safety in the ocean. But it was my only option. I’m not sure how long it took me to reach the beach, but when I finally got there, I fell, utterly exhausted, facedown into the sand and just stayed in that position until I could garner strength and count my blessings.


The next day I sat down and thought about what had happened. “Oh, man, what an ordeal,” I said to myself. “I’m really lucky to be alive. Surely, there must be something I can do that isn’t quite as dangerous.”


And what was the lesson I learned? Well, there was a movie out that year called Magnum Force. I had seen it just before the cyclone hit, and as I sat there thinking about my near-death experience, I swear that the image popped into my head of Clint Eastwood saying: “A man has got to know his limitations.”


And right then and there, I decided to dedicate myself to golf. Up to that point, golf was just another activity for me. I liked it. I was good at it. But I’d taken it up less than three years before, and to tell you the truth, I’d spent a lot more time in and around the water. I was born in Mount Isa, a small outback mining town populated largely by Finnish immigrants who had migrated to Australia after World War II. Because of their experience and work ethic, the Finns gravitated to the mines of Mount Isa. My mother, Toini, was the daughter of a Finnish carpenter, and my father, Merv, was an electrical engineer for the company. When I was still an infant, we moved to Townsville, on the Queensland coast. It was there, on the edge of the Coral Sea and the Great Barrier Reef, that I spent the first fifteen years of my life. I took it for granted back then, but now I realize that I grew up in paradise: a pristine rain forest area just north of the Tropic of Capricorn, with white sandy beaches, clear coastal waters, and year-round warm weather. The Great Barrier Reef extends more than 1,200 miles and consists of more than 600 islands and 3,000 living reefs.


Back then, life for me was all about having fun. At the age of ten or twelve, I ran with a kid named Peter Rawkins. If we weren’t spearfishing together, then we were on horseback, galloping along the beaches with my black Labs, Pancho or Sambo, running alongside. We always rode bareback with a cut lunch (air-dried sliced meat) in bags slung across our backs. Peter and I would ride all day, sometimes covering twenty miles from sunup to sundown. At frequent intervals, we would walk the horses into the shallows and tumble off their backs for a quick swim. And when our parents gave us permission, Peter and I would camp out and fall asleep under the stars, eagerly looking forward to the next day’s adventure.


Our horses were kept in a paddock just behind our homes that was surrounded by a barbed wire fence. Each morning we had to ride our bicycles more than three miles around to the main gate to get the horses. Well, one day I decided there was an easier way. I took a pair of wire cutters and cut a hole in the fence big enough for me to squeeze through. Then I caught my horse, put the bridle on him, and rode out through the main gate. But my indiscretion in trying to make life a little easier for myself ended when I was caught and my parents were informed. The consequences of my actions involved some pretty tough punishment. Of course I had to repair the hole in the fence, which was no easy feat because I had cut the tension wire. The entire episode taught me not to take shortcuts.


That was one of my early lessons, but it didn’t really slow me down. When the conditions were right, I was on the beach and in the water straightaway. And all too often, I pushed the envelope a bit too far. While spearfishing one day I shot a large coral trout only to have the spear go through the fish and embed itself deep into a coral head. As I was tugging on the spear, I glanced to my left and saw a seven-foot shark moving rapidly in my direction. Instinctively, I let go of the spear and simply floated back to the surface. Glancing back, I could see the shark devouring my catch. After a while, I swam back down, retrieved my spear, and continued fishing. There were a lot of times when sharks chased me off and ate my fish. I didn’t like sharks back then.


There were other sea creatures that were quite dangerous as well. One was a kind of jellyfish, but probably unlike any you’ve ever seen before. We called it a sea wasp or a bluebottle because of its color. But this is no Portuguese man-of-war; it has tentacles that are ten to twenty feet long, and its sting is very toxic. One day I was spearfishing with my older sister, Janis, out in Nelley Bay off Magnetic Island, where my parents owned a little holiday shack. Janis became entangled in the tentacles of a sea wasp. I had just pulled myself up in our small boat when she breached the surface with a terrifying scream. I dove back in the water and dragged her to the boat. Seeing the welts on her legs and torso, and realizing that it was a bluebottle, I rowed to the beach as fast as I could. Janis was screaming and writhing in agony the entire way. My parents then rushed her to the local clinic, where she received the appropriate medical attention. Janis recovered fully, and rather than being life-threatening, the entire episode was more of a mental trauma than anything else for both of us.


Diving in to help my sister was a natural reaction and part of life in and around the Great Barrier Reef. Nothing scared me back then. I didn’t think twice about riding a horse bareback at full speed along the beach, or strapping a tank on my back and scuba diving without lessons, or surfing in high waves with or without a surfboard. Actually, I taught myself to do all those things. Never had a lesson. I saw other people doing it. I spent some time thinking about it. And then I gave it a shot. I was always challenging myself to learn and understand new skills.


I did have a good teacher when it came to boating, however. One day my father came home from work and announced to Janis and me that he was going to help us build a small boat. Our house was built on stilts for cooling. And for the next several months, the dirt floor underneath looked like a small construction site as we studied our plans, laid out the materials, and assembled our small sabot, Peter Pan. I really enjoyed working with my father on that project. We immersed ourselves in the engineering of that little boat: crafting the ribs, overlaying the planks, making it watertight, and varnishing it. Janis and I joined the Townsville Sailing Club, where we learned how to sail and read the wind, how to get the maximum performance of our boat, and how to race it. In short, we learned all about boats on the water. Navigating, rules of the road—you name it, we learned it. We won several competitions with me as the skipper and Janis as the crew. Little did I know, many years later I would build a boat that would be heralded as the highest technical achievement in a motor yacht by Showboats magazine. My father taught me well.


Even though I was a curious kid and absorbed things that were happening around me, I really didn’t like school very much. I participated in cricket, Aussie Rules football, rugby, track and field, swimming, and squash. The classroom, however, was too confining for me, and my mind was always wandering to the outer world. As a matter of fact, I was frequently getting the cane rapped across my knuckles (literally) for daydreaming, or for being brutally honest and telling people exactly what was on my mind. The subjects in which I did not do well were the ones that simply didn’t interest me. I did like geography, however. I think it had something to do with being attached to the land and the outdoors. I loved the aspects of geography that went beyond memorizing cities, continents, and oceans. Learning to read topographic maps was enjoyable for me, including understanding scale, interpreting contour lines, recognizing highs and lows, et cetera. I was also interested in geology: igneous, metamorphic, and sedimentary rocks, the various types of soils, and aquifers and artesian wells.


Subjects like chemistry and French, however, were mundane for me. They just did not stimulate my interest. I remember one occasion when I was trying to solve an algebra homework problem and I just didn’t get it. When I asked my father for help, he said, “Keep working and you’ll figure it out.” Another hour went by and I asked again. “Dad, I can’t figure it out,” I said. “Well, give it another try,” he responded. Rather than helping me outright, I think my father was trying to get me to apply myself more—which might have been my biggest problem with school.


When I turned fifteen, my father and three partners set up their own engineering business and we moved 500 miles south to Brisbane. The Great Barrier Reef doesn’t extend quite that far down, but here the surf beaches start. Forty miles south of Brisbane are the Gold Coast of Australia and the township of Surfers Paradise, and twenty miles north are Noosa and the Sunshine Coast. So it was around this time that I turned my attention to surfing.


I was a bit lonely after having left all my friends behind, so my mother suggested I go with her to play a quick nine holes of golf. I’d never tried it before, but Mum told me I had the basis of a reasonable swing. A couple of weeks later, she was playing in a tournament and I caddied for her (which, incidentally, was the one and only time I ever caddied for her). After her round, I asked if I could borrow her clubs and play by myself. She made golf look easy, and as I was fairly self-confident with my athletic abilities, I figured, If Mum can do it, why can’t I? So I wandered onto the course and started whacking the ball around. A few went straight, but most were poorly hit. I even remember getting one ball stuck up in a pandanus tree and panicking. Back then in Australia, golf balls were expensive. Many came from the United States, and new ones were purchased in single packs. But the ball I hit into the pandanus tree was too high and too stuck for me to retrieve. It’s probably still there.


And that’s how I was introduced to golf: a simple invitation from my mother. Actually, she was an excellent athlete who played golf right up until the day before I was born. Perhaps that’s how the sport got into my blood. Mum and I had a great relationship, and I always felt I could talk to her. Through our conversations, she instilled in me an emotional awareness about people and their feelings. My natural tendency was to be a little too up-front and in your face, which, of course, usually tends to make people recoil. My mother not only made me aware of that, she also taught me to care about others, to have an appreciation for good people, and to be loyal to my friends and family.


Over the years, Mum and I played a lot of golf together. She would educate me about the history of golf. And even though I wasn’t very good yet, I told her that I wanted to one day win the British Open, because that’s where golf was born. Never once did my mother tell me I couldn’t do it. Rather, she told me I’d have to work exceptionally hard to achieve that particular dream. “I’ll send you the trophy when I win, Mum,” I would joke. “That’ll be your reward for getting me started in golf.”





CHAPTER TWO





IN BRISBANE, MY PARENTS joined the Virginia Golf Club and signed me up as a junior member, which meant I could play golf as often as I wanted, which I did. Mum would pick me up each day after school at 3:00 P.M. sharp and drive me to the course, where I’d stay until it got too dark to see the ball. Then we had a prearranged signal: When I was ready to come home, I would dial our telephone number, let it ring twice, and hang up. Mum would then come pick me up. It saved me the cost of a phone call, and, as often as I played, that allowed me to purchase golf balls and lessons. I can’t exactly explain it, but there was just something about golf that captivated me. It seemed as though there were highs and lows all the time—on every shot, on every putt. It was spontaneous. It was here and now. It seemed so easy, but it was really so very complex. I loved the fact that you got out of the game only what you put into it. I also enjoyed the challenge of golf. It was the toughest sport of all to conquer. So every time I was out there, my determination, my passion, and my desire to improve drove me to become as good a golfer as I possibly could.


On August 8, 1970, when I was fifteen, my parents sprang for my first set of golf clubs. I’ll never forget that date. I was so proud and so very grateful to them for the gift. After shooting my first official score of 108, the golf club assigned me the maximum allowed handicap of 27. Well, I was determined to reduce that number. Not only did I practice diligently, but I went out and bought two books written by Jack Nicklaus. From Golf My Way, I learned Jack’s fundamentals on how to play the game. And My 55 Ways to Lower Your Score taught me quick tips on specific subjects. I remember being impressed that Nicklaus said he wrote the books to give something back to the game that had been so good to him. And I kept those books with me all the time, marking them up and dog-earing pages. In school, I’d practice my grip under the desk. And to this day, I still have those books.


From there, I started going to junior golf clinics, but I knew that in order to get better, I would need some more one-on-one coaching. So I started taking lessons (at twenty cents each) from John Klatt, the golf professional at the club. During Saturday morning classes, he drilled me in the basics, and after class I would spend the rest of the day on the driving range. Around that time, I developed my own practice system of compartmentalizing things. First I’d work on my short game, then back off. Second, I’d work on my middle game, then back off. Next I’d work on my long game, then back off. I realized that when I got tired, I’d start hitting bad shots and get into bad habits. So I didn’t go out there and hit until I got tired. I backed off before I got tired.


My ability to compartmentalize things, I believe, led to some early success. In essence, it’s basic time management. If you know how to manage your time, then you become a very productive manager of life, your own space, and the things around you.


My mother often recounts how hard I practiced, and that set me apart from my peers. And my father reminds me that I seemed to have an intuitive understanding about how the game was played, with all its nuances and so forth. It didn’t take long for my handicap to go down, and I started playing in a few tournaments. In 1971 my father and I teamed up in a tournament at Virginia Golf Club. I think I surprised everybody, including myself, when I shot 15 under my handicap and we blitzed the field. That was the first time I brought home a trophy, and with that first taste of success, there was no stopping me. I played every chance I got, most often with my mother and father as partners, where we’d participate in club competitions. There were ball comps, for example, where everybody would put ten cents into the cigar box and the top ten finishers would win a golf ball in a single pack. And then there were the famous chook (chicken) comps. We’d contribute fifty cents and the top five finishers that day would win a frozen chicken.


My parents liked my progress in golf, but they were always trying to get me to throw away my wide-brimmed floppy hat. It wasn’t like the hats I would wear later in my career. This one was a weathered straw hat that had been sat on, stepped on, and constantly abused. It really did look awful. Mum would hide it from me before we left the house. “That hat just isn’t golf!” she’d say. But I’d find it and wear it anyway. My hat made me different from everybody else out there—and I wanted to be different. But there was really a more practical side to wearing it. It was a typical surfer’s wide-brimmed straw hat, which I wore when I was fishing or boating, to keep the sun off my face and neck. Well, the same thing was true on the golf course. Not only that, I discovered that I was able to keep my eyes better focused on the ball—on the tee, in flight, and after landing—all without getting a horrible shot of sunlight in my eyes. In short, my unconventional hat worked for me. So I continued to wear it, despite what my mother thought.


During this period, I was still playing football, rugby, and squash. But a couple of things happened that would turn me away from those sports. Not surprisingly, I experienced several nasty injuries—one in particular that left me with a slightly bent nose. That happened during a rugby game when I got raked in a scrum by another player in an unsportsmanlike fashion. As soon as I could get up, I chased him off the field. But before I could catch him, we were both ejected from the game.


During this same period, I broke off my front teeth in an incident on the Barrier Reef. I was with my friends Peter and David Hay and their father, who was a local doctor. He owned a prawn trawler as a sideline business. During the off-season, the four of us and the captain of the boat would spend three to five weeks on the Barrier Reef fishing and diving. One afternoon I slipped on the deck and slammed my two front teeth into the wood coping on the freeboard. To this day, I still recall lifting myself off the deck and seeing pieces of my teeth embedded into the wood railing. We treasured the trips, and I didn’t want to miss out on the experience, but my friends insisted that we go back to port immediately and get my teeth attended to. Because I was still growing, they could not be properly capped. The doctors therefore advised me to stop playing contact sports so that my teeth would not be permanently damaged.


After a while, I realized that no matter what the team sport, if I played well personally we could lose; conversely, if I played poorly we could win. It all depended on the entire team playing as one entity. At times that did not happen, much to my competitive dismay. I always believed in giving 100 percent of whatever I tasked myself—to be the best I could be, no matter what. I would rather play and lead by example than be a follower.


Another incident in team sports that affected me significantly occurred at a rugby practice while we were preparing for an interstate competition. As three of my teammates were running our normal circle of laps, my teammate right next to me suddenly fell down and lay motionless on the ground. A coach ran over, and four of us alternated performing mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. But there was nothing we could do to revive him. Later, we learned that he had suffered a massive heart attack. I traveled to the hospital in the ambulance, and when his mother arrived it was one of the worst moments of my young life. When she saw me, she knew: Her son was dead.


I thought a lot about that afterward. I realized how quickly life can end—and that it should be lived to the fullest. Hence my motto: “Attack life.” I wondered, then, if I was really doing what I wanted to do in life. And I began thinking about the injuries I’d received in Aussie Rules and rugby, about getting angry at the guys who didn’t give it their all, and about how much I loved the individuality of golf. Eventually, I came to the conclusion that playing golf was really what I wanted to do. So I moved away from team sports.


The time I spent by myself after my teammate died is pretty indicative of who I am. I’m an introvert by nature. I’ve always preferred to avoid crowds and spend time by myself, so golf actually fits my personality better than rugby, Aussie Rules, or cricket. But more than that, my tendency to be alone leads me to be more introspective than most. I think deeply on a variety of subjects. I search my inner soul and try to think things through to a conclusion. As a result, I tend to believe that I’m right until proven wrong. It’s a great philosophy to have. It leads to an optimism and self-confidence that, I believe, results in success. Rather than always struggling to get uphill and wondering if I can make it, I just assume that I’m going to be successful. When I was a kid, for instance, I always thought life was like climbing a ladder. When I reached the top, I’d just set a couple of new goals that were represented by a few new rungs on the ladder, and I’d push myself to climb higher and higher. I still look at life that way today, and I believe it has helped me achieve a great many things.


Once I started concentrating on golf, I began to make some real progress. My club handicap dropped to 21, to 17, and then to 11. The senior members of the club predicted that I’d level off, but it didn’t happen. From the time I picked up my first golf club, it was only eighteen months before I was playing scratch golf. In 1972 I won both the junior and adult Virginia Golf Club championships and followed that with a 5-stroke victory to claim the Queensland junior amateur title. In 1973 I did well in almost every tournament I entered, including wins in the Byrne Ford Junior Pro-Am, the Greenaway Ford Jacaranda Open, and the Gary Player Junior Golf Classic (by 9 strokes).


Both my mother and father caddied for me in those early tournaments. Mum is still fond of recalling the time I asked her advice on one particular shot. “You listened patiently to everything I said,” she remembers, “and then you completely ignored what I said and did something different.”


“That’s because you were wrong, Mum,” I’ll say to her, with a wink and a smile.


During my senior year in high school, I was voted a prefect by the students and teachers. Back then, for the purposes of sports, academics, and camaraderie, seniors were divided into four different groups, or what were called “houses.” A prefect was the leader of the house. Considering the fact that I was often truant, I was surprised when my name was announced, but it showed me that I had the ability to lead. To be perfectly honest, however, I was really somewhat irresponsible during my last few years of high school. I’d often leave at lunchtime, grab my surfboard, and head for Noosa Beach with my buddy Greg Lyons. Assessing the value of the big waves and then riding those great rollers certainly beat the dreariness of the classroom. It gave me a wonderful feeling of freedom and independence, which I needed at the time. Like the wide-brimmed straw hat I wore on the golf course, I chose to wear my watch on my right wrist even though I was right-handed because I wanted to be different. And when the high school needed some funds to finance a sports trip, I rented a roulette wheel and hosted a gambling party at my house (much to my father’s dismay). But we raised the necessary dollars, even if it was in a somewhat unorthodox manner.


The first six months after I graduated from high school were aimless. I continued to play golf, but in between tournaments I headed for the surf. I let my hair grow down to my shoulders and, for the most part, spent my time on the beach. It didn’t take long, though, for me to realize my life was going nowhere. The sheer repetitive nature of each day started to bore me, and I began to realize that the lifestyle I loved at the time would not give me the future I wanted. I knew life had more in store for me.


My father tried to help give me some direction. He was a partner in his own engineering firm and wanted me to follow in his footsteps. When I told him I didn’t want to be an engineer he was disappointed—but he encouraged my second choice, which involved a perpetual interest in airplanes and flying. Part of the curriculum during my early school years included a choice between being an air force cadet or an army cadet. I chose the air force and, with time, became infatuated with the idea of becoming a pilot. I went on cadet bivouacs and learned about the military, received some basic training, and completed community service. I went to the local air shows and admired the skill of pilots who flew F-111s. So when it came time to choose a career, my dad and I talked about it and decided to explore a career in the military. We made it as far as the Royal Australian Air Force recruiting office in Brisbane. The papers were on the desk for me to sign, and the next day I would have been in the service. But I shocked my father (and the recruiter) by freezing. “Dad, I just can’t do this,” I said.


I never consulted anybody. I never asked anyone for advice. I just said no. I followed my gut and trusted my instincts. My feeling at the time was if I’d joined the air force, deep down inside, I’d have been doing something I really didn’t want to do. Of equal importance, I didn’t feel I had prepared for a career in the air force. I hadn’t received good grades in school, nor did I have any formal flight training. Golf and surfing had taught me the value of preparation, of refining my skills, of being prepared. And quite frankly, I was all too aware that I was ill prepared to be a pilot in the air force. The next few days were awkward, to say the least—knowing that my father was upset and knowing that I had nowhere to go for work or a career. I think my dad’s reaction, in part, had something to do with the fact that he himself once had a dream of being in the military. Later, he emphasized to me the importance of a good education and suggested I go to college. But I nixed that as well. I’d had enough of school, and besides, my mediocre grades would make it tough for me to get accepted.


My father is an interesting guy. He is short, stocky, strong as an ox—he was a great rugby player. I’m sure I inherited a lot of my athletic ability from him, along with his amazing tenacity, his drive to keep going, to never give up. He’s also a man of high principles who taught me to always be honest. “Greg, if you ever get asked a question, just tell the truth,” he said. “If you always tell the truth, you’ll never get in a problem ten years down the line. You won’t have to guess whether you lied or not.”


I believe I can also trace my deep sense of right versus wrong back to my father. He was always hammering me about my behavior if he thought it was inappropriate. An incident I remember most vividly occurred during a tournament at the Virginia Golf Club. I’d made a bad shot, and in a fit of rage I sent my 7-iron sailing down the fairway. Well, Dad, who’d been following me, just turned abruptly and walked off the course. When I got home, he gave me a brief lecture. “Don’t ever throw a club again,” he said. “I do not believe in that sort of thing. No self-respecting golfer would ever think of doing what you did today. You have to respect the game.” My father’s words really sank in. Unlike other criticisms on less contentious topics, he used an economy of words. When he really wanted to make a point, he applied the “less is more” mantra, and that was very impactful. I learned to control my temper, and from that moment on, I managed my frustrations on the golf course.


Even though he gave me these pearls of wisdom from time to time, my father and I had a strained relationship. When I was young we were not very close. He did not compliment me very much, and I resented his constant criticism. When I let my hair grow long, I felt like he wanted to take our Victor lawn mower and run it right over my head. Did my father love me? Absolutely. He just had a tough time showing it. Dad, I later realized, was a product of the way he was raised and the way his parents treated him—which, I believe, was a product of the times. Communication is vital. But life and times are different today than they were fifty years ago. Back then I did not understand, nor did I appreciate, that my father simply did not communicate with me the way I do with my children.


When I finally decided to apply myself, it was partly because of that episode with the surf where I was nearly killed—and partly because I realized that the one thing in the world I really wanted to do was play golf. So I announced to my parents that I was going to become a professional golfer. My mom encouraged me, but my dad thought I was wasting my time. And for quite a while, things were a bit tense around the house.


At any rate, I began my long journey to the professional golf circuit by accepting a position in the Brisbane warehouse of Precision Golf Forgings (PGF). My job was to pack and box golf clubs, buggies (carts), and the whole range of equipment offered by the company, which were then shipped to pro shops and/or retail outlets. The head of the Queensland division of PGF, Sommie Mackay, allowed me to work special hours so that I could practice as much as possible (which I needed in order to be accepted into Australia’s formal apprenticeship program with the PGA). I worked at PGF from 7:00 A.M. to 11:00 A.M. But when the time clock hit 11:00, I was out of there in a flash—dodging and weaving through Brisbane’s main streets as I sprinted to the railway station to catch a train to Virginia Golf Club for my daily session on the practice range, which usually lasted until dark.


As a young amateur, I was picked to play on the pennant team representing Virginia Golf Club. My teammates—Lloyd Bode, Kevin Flanagan, Kevin Murphy—and I used to take a six-hour bus ride from Brisbane to Grafton, New South Wales, to play other golf clubs down there. During those trips we’d have a pretty rowdy time. On one occasion I made a shocking boast to my mates. “Before I’m thirty,” I announced, “I’ll be a millionaire and I’ll be married to an American!”


After a moment of stunned silence, the guys really slanged me. “What in hell are you talking about?” they wanted to know. “Who do you think you are?”


“Well, my ultimate goal is to play on the American tour because that’s where the best golfers play,” I replied. “And since America is my ultimate goal, I think my chances of marrying an American are pretty high. You guys mark my words. When those two things happen, I’ll call each of you from wherever I am and let you know they’ve happened.”


“Don’t be ridiculous,” one of the guys said. “You’re dreaming.”





CHAPTER THREE





OVER THE NEXT EIGHTEEN MONTHS or so, my golf game continued to improve and I entered as many tournaments as I could manage. I cruised to a 5-shot victory in the Brisbane Golf Association Junior Championship, teamed up with my mother to capture the mixed doubles championship at Royal Queensland Golf Club, and won my second Gary Player Classic title (this time by 4 strokes).


In my first major national event as an amateur, the Australian Open (played at my home club, Royal Queensland), however, I didn’t fare quite as well—largely due to an unexpected, somewhat freak occurrence. After having been granted a sponsor exemption, I had not disappointed by shooting three good rounds of 71, 76, and 71—which left me only a few shots off the lead. More important for me at that time, however, was that I shared the position of leading amateur with Terry Gale, a terrific golfer from Western Australia.


On the final day, Gale and I were paired up and became locked in a personal battle to claim the top amateur spot. He chipped in twice for birdies on the first 9 holes and, as we made the turn, I was trailing by a couple of strokes. One of my friends from the Virginia Golf Club, Roger Dwyer, volunteered to caddie for me, and when my second shot on the 10th found a front greenside bunker, he headed around to the back of the green where he left my golf buggy and moved a few yards away to see a friend in the gallery. Well, I dug in and blasted my shot out of the sand. The ball rolled across the green, passed the flag, and then trickled down the hill and hit the wheel of my buggy. That resulted in a 2-stroke penalty. I was seething with anger as I chipped the ball back up the slope and finally holed out for an 8 that wiped me out of contention for top amateur honors.


After I hit my tee shot on the next hole and began walking down the fairway, I couldn’t hold back my rage any longer. “Do you know what you’ve cost me?” I said to Roger. “How could you have let that happen?”


“I’m sorry, Greg,” Roger replied. “One day you are going to be a great player. Rome wasn’t built in a day, and you will have many more bad breaks.” But that didn’t make me feel any better, and for the first and only time during a tournament, tears rolled down my cheeks. Then I grabbed the towel from my golf bag and draped it over my head. But Roger’s statement was true, as time showed. I just had too much emotion in me at that moment. I would never forget that incident, because it taught me that emotion and business do not mix well. And in the future, I would constantly remind myself not to get emotional about a deal or get tied up in people’s personal emotions. I double-bogeyed the 11th, closed with a final score of 77, and finished 5 shots behind Terry Gale. I was completely devastated by that misfortune and I did not handle it well on the golf course. I vowed never to let that happen again.


At this time, I was still representing Queensland in state amateur competitions, and our team would often practice together in preparation for interstate matches. My mates and I spent a lot of time together and became such close friends that, I’d venture to say, we would have done anything for each other. I recall a time when six or eight of us were playing on an amateur team competition, and during an afternoon break, we went over to one of the parents’ houses. Suddenly Steve Perrin declared that he could swim six lengths of the pool underwater. Of course, we jeered at him. It was a kind of game we played with each other. It was a regular challenge to see how far we could push things. “I’ll show you guys,” he yelled—then he stripped down to his trunks and dove into the water.


Steve swam one, two, three lengths of the pool fairly comfortably as we lounged around and watched. But then he stopped facedown at the bottom of the deep end and remained motionless. I was on the first-floor balcony overlooking the pool and had been watching him fairly closely. “God, he’s in trouble!” I yelled. And then, fully clothed, I instinctively jumped into the pool from the balcony while everybody else was waiting for him to move. I grabbed Steve off the bottom and hauled him to the surface. But he was such a big man, I screamed for the other guys to help me pull him out of the water. When we got him on the deck, I had all these memories of my teammate from high school who had dropped dead at rugby practice, and I was determined not to see that happen again. So while one of the guys ran to call an ambulance, I turned his head, got all the water out of his lungs, and then performed mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. Steve was unconscious, blue in the face, and he had obviously taken in a lot of water. I worked frantically with Bob Witcher to get him breathing. Finally the ambulance arrived and sped him off to the hospital, where he made a full recovery.


I think back on that incident from time to time, often wondering why it was me who jumped into the pool. To tell you the truth, I didn’t even think about it. It was spontaneous. I assessed a bad situation fast and, I believe, reacted properly, friend or not.


Eventually I became convinced that my game had reached a plateau and that the only way to improve was to play on the harder courses in and around Sydney. I also believed it was time to take some concrete steps toward turning professional. Back then, however, you could not become a professional golfer just like that. In order to be eligible to play on tour, you first had to become a certified club professional. And in order to be a club pro, you had to go through a full apprenticeship program, which normally lasted three years and was very comprehensive. But a three-year apprenticeship seemed like an eternity to me. So, knowing that I needed to play in Sydney, I appealed to the New South Wales PGA for an exception that would allow me to play in tournaments and complete the training period in less than the allotted time. There had been a great deal of positive media coverage about my golfing performances, and I had heard that the NSW PGA sometimes made exceptions that allowed apprentices to play in professional tournaments. They were aware I had been called “Australia’s next golfing superstar,” that I’d been described as “a tall kid who hits the ball farther than Jack Nicklaus,” and that other golfers who’d seen me play said that I “had the fighting quality and ability to play all shots under pressure that only the top golfers possess.”


To my unbounded delight, the NSW PGA granted my request, and I arranged to apprentice under one of Australia’s most famous golf instructors, Billy McWilliam, at the Beverly Park Golf Club in Sydney. So in March 1975, I loaded up my little Ford Cortina and drove south. Well, I was three hours down the road when I realized that I’d left my entire life savings of $2,000 resting on the kitchen counter at home. So I turned around and headed back. When I pulled into the driveway, my mother greeted me by saying: “You must have heard the broadcast.”


“What broadcast?” I asked.


My mother then explained that shortly after I had driven out, she had discovered the cash and telephoned the local radio station. And she asked them to broadcast a message on the chance that I’d be listening. “Would Greg Norman, heading south to Sydney, please return home,” the disc jockey had said. “He has forgotten his money.”


The next day I reported to Billy McWilliam in Sydney to begin my apprenticeship. He was a very nice man who had coached both Bruce Crampton and Bruce Devlin to prominence. McWilliam wasted no time in putting me to work. Assistant professionals (as the apprentices were called) had to learn skills related to our profession: to clean, assemble, and repair golf clubs; give lessons to juniors; sell merchandise; close up the pro shop at night; manage inventory; interact professionally with members; and so on. David Graham later helped me refine my clubmaking skills, and to this day I still work on my own golf clubs. In fact, when I am playing in a tournament, I will occasionally wander into one of the equipment vans lining the practice fairway and repair one of my clubs or simply replace the grip. I’ve often been told that the equipment representatives say I’m one of the few pros who still choose to work on their own clubs and have the skills to perform such tasks.


As far as professional golf was concerned, the early 1970s in Australia were like the 1950s in the United States. Having to become a club pro before you could become a touring pro was antiquated. Arnold Palmer, for instance, first had to be a club professional before he could go on tour. It wasn’t until many years later that the Australian PGA and the PGA Tour of Australia split, so that members no longer had to be a club pro to be eligible to play on tour. Some people have referred to me as the “Last of the Mohicans” because I came up through the old system. For instance, my contemporaries on tour, such as Curtis Strange and Lanny Wadkins, played in college on scholarships and then immediately joined the PGA Tour. As a matter of fact, I may be the only active touring pro who knows how to whip a golf club. In those days, I had to learn how to craft a driver from a block of persimmon, shape it, melt lead into it for weight, fit it with a sole plate, put in an insert, add a shaft, whip nylon line around the hozzle, and put on a grip. Many years later, I would place my first handcrafted driver, which has my initials carved into the face insert, in my locker at the World Golf Hall of Fame.


My day-to-day routine as an apprentice under Billy McWilliam was grueling. I set my alarm every morning at 4:30, and by 5:00 A.M. I was hitting golf balls into the morning sunrise. At 7:30, I would unlock the pro shop, where I would work until 5:00 P.M. I also worked on the night driving range, selling buckets of balls to members. And when the lights were turned out at 10:30 P.M., I had to go out and pick up thousands of balls by hand and then clean and sort them so they’d be ready for the next day. It was not until after midnight that I was able to go to sleep. I remember plopping down in bed one night and thinking to myself: “I am really going nowhere fast.”


After three months, Billy McWilliam informed me that the New South Wales PGA had reversed itself and would not release me to play in tournaments during the year. They said I would be held to my full three years as a trainee before I could play professional golf. I asked him why they had changed their mind. He didn’t know. This turn of events devastated me, because I naturally assumed that a governing body of golf could be fully trusted. Surely they were held to a higher standard and weren’t influenced by personal vagaries. I guess I was naïve. I have since learned that institutions and governing bodies are often as mercurial as the people that run them.


I immediately put in a call to Charlie Earp, the head golf pro at Royal Queensland Golf Club in Brisbane, and explained the situation to him. “Come back to Queensland,” said Charlie. “You can work for me as an assistant pro and I’ll help you out with the Queensland PGA the best I can.”


After hanging up with Charlie, I went back to speak with McWilliam. “Sir, I hope you don’t take this the wrong way, but if I have to do a full three years as a trainee, I might as well do it back home in Queensland.”


“That’s okay with me, Greg,” he replied. “Is that what you want me to tell the New South Wales PGA?”


“You know what, Mr. McWilliam? I was brought up to respect institutions, such as the NSW PGA, but I have learned a valuable lesson. You can tell them I don’t respect their reversal and therefore don’t intend to stay. How could I trust them?”


That night at ten o’clock, I set out on the 500-mile drive back to Brisbane, which back then was all two-lane roads through the country. I was so angry, so wound up, that I knew I could make the drive in one night. I figured I’d get home at around five or six in the morning, and I stewed about what had happened most of the way. It wasn’t Billy McWilliam’s fault. He was a nice guy. Why didn’t the New South Wales PGA keep their word? How could they do this to me? Who did they think they were? I tell you one thing, when I get the chance, I’ll . . . Whoaaaa! The kangaroo came out of nowhere. I slammed on the brakes and yanked the car hard left. My front grille hit a direction sign and I spun around twice before coming to rest on the opposite side of the road with the back of my car jammed into an embankment.


I paused for a moment to calm down and make sure I wasn’t hurt. “What else could go wrong?” I wondered. I got out to inspect the damage, and from what I could see in the dark, the car seemed a bit banged up, but, fortunately, it was still running. So I got back on the road and drove the final hundred miles or so home.


The sun was just coming up as I pulled into the driveway of my parents’ house. When I got out of the car and saw the damage in the cold light of day, my jaw just hit the ground. The back left of my Cortina was completely caved in, and the crash had apparently damaged the fuel tank, because gas was dripping into a pool on the cement. I realized at that moment that I could have been killed by an explosion from the ruptured gas tank. It taught me to always expect the unexpected. Although I was lucky I wasn’t hurt, my car was in bad shape. Then I remembered that my professional golfing career seemed to be over before it had begun. And it all got to me. I broke down and just stood there in the driveway and sobbed.


As an interesting close to my damaged Cortina, Lloyd Bode, my pennant team partner, was able to fix the car. It took a considerable amount of bondo—or “bog,” as we called it in Australia—for it to resemble its former shape. I have to admit, however, that I felt a little guilty when I sold that car to Jeff Senior, Peter Senior’s brother, for a slight profit.





CHAPTER FOUR





NOW BACK IN BRISBANE, I went straightaway to see Charlie Earp. Even though he already had two trainees under his wing, he agreed to take me on. Charlie didn’t have to say it, but I knew it was a stretch for him to add me to his roster. Charlie had a great partner in his wife, Margaret, who managed the retail operations of the pro shop. The two of them worked so seamlessly, and although it was a hardship taking on a third trainee, it was a sign of the shared commitment and belief of both Margaret and Charlie.


I was paid only twenty-eight dollars a week, so clearly I had to be very careful how I budgeted my money. I devised a system—the 30/30/30/10 rule—and stuck to it. I dedicated 30 percent of my earnings to pay my taxes; 30 percent went for my cost of living (which was kept down because my parents let me live at home rent-free); I put 30 percent into a savings account; the remaining 10 percent was my slush fund, which I used to reward myself when I felt it was deserved.


I started working in the pro shop and took care of the members and continued to assemble and repair clubs. I also learned how to balance a budget, decipher an income statement, and interact with the superintendent. And every other night, I had to pick up balls on the driving range. Back then they didn’t have caged golf carts. Rather, I would grab a five-gallon bucket and pick up the balls by hand; as you might imagine, I took more than one golf ball to the back from the people still practicing. It was the worst job I ever had.


In my spare time, I hit the books because examinations were part of the curriculum. I was so charged up that, in the first six months back in Brisbane, I took and passed all the required tests that were normally reserved for the completion of the entire three-year apprenticeship. As a matter of fact, my test results were tops in the state. Not bad for a kid who didn’t apply himself in school. I was proud of myself. It proved to me that when I did apply myself, my determination to succeed paid off.


I also developed a great relationship with Charlie Earp. We really connected—in part, I think, because he had such a strong work ethic. “Greg,” Charlie said, “you’ve got to DIN and DIP.”


“What is DIN and DIP?” I asked.


“Do It Now and Do It Proper—no matter what the task,” he replied. “Even if you don’t like it, you’ve got to do it.”


Charlie worked directly with me every other afternoon (when I was free of my duties in the pro shop). He watched me hit thousands of shots, constantly encouraging me, and he helped me develop and refine my swing mechanics. He also taught me life lessons and respect for the game. And I really tried to listen to him, to not assume that I knew everything or had all the answers. At one point I asked Charlie for help in perfecting a low punch shot because I knew I would have to learn to hit the ball low if I ever hoped to achieve my dream of winning the British Open.


Charlie admired the fact that I not only had the long-term vision but wanted to learn a golf shot in preparation for achieving that vision. So he quickly grabbed my club, took one swing, and hit a perfect low punch. “Well,” I said, “I guess if you can do it, I can too.”


I worked on that shot for weeks and then asked him to take a look. “You’ve got it right, exactly right,” he said.


And that’s kind of how it went with Charlie. He worked me relentlessly, but we had a great connection.


I knew it would take a lot of hard work to make it as a professional, especially if I wanted to begin playing in less than three years. My commitment to practice was fanatical. As a matter of fact, I worked so hard that members of the club actually got angry with me because I took so many divots that, as Charlie said, it looked like pigs had come and rooted up the driving range. And I must say that Charlie made it interesting with his many unorthodox sayings. They were so unusual that I remember them. In addition to DIN and DIP, there was PPP: Patience, Pace, and Putting. “Patience: don’t get greedy,” said Charlie. “Pace: from the tee box until the ball is holed. Putting: have to putt well to have a chance.” And there was BIG: Burn Into Gear. “Don’t sit around, just do it,” said Charlie. “You set the example because nobody is going to do it for you.” This guy was certainly the Yogi Berra of Australia.


When I think back on my time with Charlie, I think his biggest and most important influence was directed toward motivating me, building on my already strong work ethic and giving me the confidence to be the best I could be. Charlie once said to me you have to first develop determination, then you can concentrate. Otherwise you’re just concentrating on concentrating. He also told me, on more than one occasion, that I was never going to learn anything while I was talking! These and many other colloquialisms were sometimes a bit silly in isolation, but when said at the right time—and believe me, they were often part of Charlie’s vernacular—they had great impact. And to this day I live by many of his life lessons, more so than his swing theories and fundamentals.


I realize that people like Charlie don’t come along very often. He coached me well. He gave me the solid basis for a golf game that would last a lifetime. What I owe Charlie in terms of encouragement, friendship, and understanding cannot be measured. And when I reflect on it in later years, I realize how important it is to surround yourself with intelligent, decent people. Doing so can make all the difference in the world in determining whether you become a success or a failure. And, coincidentally, that was another of Charlie’s lessons. “Young man, you are judged by the company you keep,” he always said.


During my time as an assistant at Royal Queensland, a couple of days each week I was allowed to play with the members. Spending time with them really taught me a lot about life. One of my regular playing partners, Cyril King, for instance, was thirty years my senior. He was a contractor for small civil engineering projects for the state government. Sometimes when we were out on the course, we’d try to supplement our income by gambling with our opponents. And Cyril, who was calm, cool, and fearless, taught me to handle pressure and win. One situation I vividly remember occurred when we were teamed up in a four-ball match. Cyril and I were down about $800 with only a couple of holes to go. One of our cardinal rules was if we made a bet and lost, we always paid up. It was a matter of honor. Well, I knew I didn’t have the money in my bank account. So as we were walking up to the 17th tee, I turned to Cyril and said, “If we lose, I can’t afford to pay. Why don’t we double down on our bets? At least that way we can get even and maybe make money.” Cyril agreed, and I finished the last two holes eagle-birdie. We ended up making money that day!


But no matter who won or lost, no matter how fierce the rivalry on the golf course, it was all forgotten when we got together afterward. The winners would treat the losers to dinner. Then we’d go back to somebody’s house and, around the snooker table, we would go through an almost ritualistic postmortem of the day’s golf. “This is what you did wrong on the 6th hole, Greg. You should have used a 6-iron and hit it hard rather than use an easy 5.” “That bunker shot on the 12th was really poor. You had too much weight on your front foot.” We’d do that to each other until the wee morning hours. And I know it helped improve my game.


My relationship with Cyril King extended well beyond the golf course. He had grown up in the Australian outback—he knew it like the back of his hand and spent a lot of time there. When he found out I loved the outdoors as well, he invited me to go along with him and his two sons (who were slightly older than me) on a trip up to northern Queensland near the Gregory River. We jumped into two F-150 trucks with bunk beds in the back and drove for four or five days just to get that far into the outback. Once there, we camped on the bank of the river for a couple of weeks. Owners of the ranches (which are called “stations” in Australia and are often in excess of 5,000 square miles) gave us permission to hunt and fish on their land. Our time there was very much like a vacation, but we were also helping the owners.


We hunted the 300–400-pound wild boar that roamed the stations and constantly disrupted the cattle breeding areas. Then we’d round up as many of the little baby sucklings as we could find and give them to the families in the outback. The local residents had very little and were really in the middle of nowhere. There was very little communication with the outside world, except for maybe a Single Side Band (SSB) radio—and the Royal Flying Doctor Service met their medical needs. Back then there were no moratoriums on the shooting of kangaroos, so the station owners asked us to shoot as many as we could because the animals were always eating the feed (grass) and knocking down fences. The station owners and local farmers would then sell the furs and use the meat for pet food.


I loved being out there, and Cyril kept asking me back. I went as often as I could, partly because I was learning a great deal. Cyril taught me all the things about the outback that his father had taught him. He schooled me on nine of the ten most poisonous snakes in the world, which were indigenous to the area. He taught me how to avoid dangerous situations, how to collect firewood without being bitten by redback or funnel web spiders, how to navigate by the stars, how to find water where there was none, and how to live off the land, much as the indigenous people had for centuries. Cyril also taught me how to measure distances without using equipment. “Find out which is your dominant eye,” he said. “Project out your arm full length and hold up your thumb. Focus on that tree over there. Close your dominant eye. Your thumb is now at a spot that is fifteen or twenty feet to the right of that tree. Multiply that by ten and that’s how far you are from the tree: about 150 to 200 feet.”


When I’d get home I’d relate all that I’d learned to my parents, which may have added to the strained relationship between me and my father. I spent a lot of time with Cyril doing things that my dad did not do with me. But I simply had to continue going to the outback. For me, it was the connection with the outdoors I could not resist. Seeing thousands of kangaroos taking off across the plains and running in what we called “mobs.” It was mesmerizing. Hunting water buffalo and wild boar. Fishing for barramundi. Setting up traps in the Gregory River to catch mud crabs. Hearing crocodiles grunting and groaning. Being attacked by an aggressive ten-foot black snake that stands three feet high on its back quarter and charges—and then having to just stand there and shoot it before it got to you. And if you missed, you were likely to die in a matter of days. Being part of the outback absolutely thrilled me. It got my blood flowing and all my senses running at peak capacity. I couldn’t get enough of it.
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