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For Guy Cary,
the most classic golf story I know
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Why Golf is Art and Art is Golf
We have not far to seek—
So much depends upon the lie,
So much upon the cleek.




—Rudyard Kipling
From “Verses on Games”
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Essentially, every time we set out to play golf, we set out in search of untold stories. Not every one will be a classic, of course, unless we can expand our fairways to include absurdity, burlesque, and all the other insanely hysterical things we human beings are capable of inflicting on a golf ball. Still, regardless of how well or not so well we play the game, a round of golf is plot in a nutshell with a surlyn cover. It begins, as stories do, with infinite possibilities and hopes for a happy ending. Then, along the way, all hell’s likely to break loose. Nature taunts us. Luck rewards—or kills—us, the difference determined by silly millimeters. Hazards await us. Penalties are exacted on us. Despair moves in. Elation moves it out. Despair moves back in again. Character is tested. True character is revealed.

I remember, in college lit classes, the way professors would proudly march out the observation somewhere in a lecture that “In literature, as in life . . .” I would zone out immediately. The two are pretty much the same, I thought; after all, what’s literature if not life—or at least a few pieces of it—recorded on a page in the symbols we use to communicate? And what’s golf, then, if not the most maddening endeavor ever devised by evil Druids to play out everything life can throw at us over eighteen holes of varying length and difficulty? Golf and literature go hand in hand.

It’s the very nature of the game—how we handle what golf confronts us with—that’s led so many superb writers over so long a time to wade into it, and retrieve so many splendid stories. Some of which—to suit the demands of the title attached to this collection—are, indeed, “classic.”

So what makes a golf story a classic golf story? A number of things, really, but, ultimately, I think, it comes down to this: Even if the language is a bit thick or floral by contemporary standards, even if certain aspects of the game seem a little arcane, even if the manners are as dead as the dodo and the atmosphere seems somewhat out of whack with ours, they can hold up a mirror that still offers a true reflection of who we are—as men, as women, and as golfers. In short, they stand the test of time—all in this volume have been standing for at least eighty years, with several still upright into their third century—and they continue to speak to us.

According to the Oxford English Dictionary, the word “golf” was originally teed up in the written language in the 1450s, and by the mid-seventeenth century, it had bounced its way into poetry. The game’s first appearance in fiction came in 1771, with a brief aside on the diversion “called Golf” in “the fields called the Links” of Edinburgh in Tobias Smollett’s novel The Expedition of Humphry Clinker. By the second half of the nineteenth century, as the game really took off through the British Isles, and sports became more fit subject matter for popular journals directed toward the moneyed, leisure class, golf, quite naturally, began developing a literature—both fiction and non—of its own. In essence, the game, and writing about the game, began to grow up together.

With golf’s arrival on American shores just before the twentieth century, American writers began getting in on the fun—playing the game, and writing about it, too. As did their transplanted brethren. In 1892, when golf was still very much a novelty in the New World, Rudyard Kipling, a confirmed hacker, settled in for a few years on an estate in Vermont. One of the first things he did was establish a small course on the property.
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Summer and winter alike, he’d take his whacks on this makeshift layout of indeterminate par that extended from the meadow beyond his front door right to the edge of the Connecticut River. The Nobel Prize winner’s sojourn was wonderfully productive. Not only did he write Captains Courageous and the Jungle Books in Vermont, he also invented the red golf ball, allowing him to soldier on with his passion—and keep track of his shots—even through the North American snow cover.

What’s so enjoyable for me about reading these stories from the shank of the nineteenth century and the beginnings of the twentieth is the window they provide in what hasn’t changed about golf and golfers. The questions Canadian belletrist Arnold Haultain asks in “The Mystery of Golf” are the same ones we ask ourselves today. We continue to play the game for the same reasons W. G. Simpson played it in the 1880s, and we still navigate the course with the same aspect and mien Horace Hutchinson advocated in 1890. A. A. Milne (certainly more at home in Pooh Corner than Amen Corner), H. Rider Haggard, F. Scott Fitzgerald, Owen Johnson, Charles E. Van Loan, Bernard Darwin, and P. G. Wodehouse—to name a few of the scratch writers you’ll walk the land with in the following pages—all tap into the same emotions, the same frustrations, and even the same occasional joys we still tap into whenever we tee one up and see nothing but open fairway ahead. In golf, past is always prologue.

Sure, clubs now come in space-age metals, and the new balls have nuclear reactors in their core, but what brings us to the game, what we take from the game, and even what we give back to it, remains—refreshingly—akin to what our long line of forebears on the links experienced in their plus fours and wool jackets. Then, as now, the game finds fascinating ways to engage us, instruct us, cajole us, tease us, entertain us, enrage us, and, unless our given name happens to be Eldrick, regularly defeat us.

Which is why we keep coming back for more. We golfers are a gluttonous bunch, on the course, and on the page. And as the classics coming up make clear, we’ve been that way for longer than any golfer alive can now remember.

Jeff Silverman
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SIR W. G. SIMPSON

I

There are so many good points about the royal and ancient game of golf that its comparative obscurity, rather than its increasing popularity, is matter for wonder. It is apparently yet unknown to the Medical Faculty. The golfer does not find it in the list of exercises recommended by doctors to persons engaged in warfare with the results of sedentary habits. He is moved to pity British subjects compelled to stir their livers by walking, horse-riding, or cycling. He knows how monotonous it is following one’s nose, or flogging a horse and following it, compared with flogging and following a ball. For the wearied and bent cyclist, who prides himself on making his journey in as short a time as possible, he has a pitying word. Men who assume that the sooner the journey is over the greater the pleasure, evidently do not love their pursuit for its own sake.

With any other sport or pastime golf compares favourably.

With cricket? The golfer has nothing to say against that game, if you are a good player. But it is a pastime for the few. The rest have to hang about the pavilion, and see the runs made. With the golfer it is different. He does not require to be even a second-class player, in order to get into matches. Again, the skilful cricketer has to retire when he gets up in years. He might exclaim with Wolsey: ‘Had I served my golf as I have served my cricket, she would not thus have deserted me in my old age.’ How different it is with golf! It is a game for the many. It suits all sorts and conditions of men. The strong and the weak, the halt and the maimed, the octogenarian and the boy, the rich and the poor, the clergyman and the infidel, may play every day, except Sunday. The late riser can play comfortably, and be back for his rubber in the afternoon; the sanguine man can measure himself against those who will beat him; the half-crown seeker can find victims, the gambler can bet, the man of high principle, by playing for nothing, may enjoy himself, and yet feel good. You can brag, and lose matches; depreciate yourself, and win them. Unlike the other Scotch game of whisky-drinking, excess in it is not injurious to the health.

Better than fishing, shooting, and hunting? Certainly. These can only be indulged in at certain seasons. They let you die of dyspepsia during the rest of the year. Besides, hunting, you are dependent on horses and foxes for sport; shooting, on birds; fishing, on the hunger of a scaly but fastidious animal. The pleasures of sport are extracted from the sufferings of dumb animals. If horses, grouse, or fish could squeal, sports would be distressful rather than amusing.

Golf has some drawbacks. It is possible, by too much of it, to destroy the mind; a man with a Roman nose and a high forehead may play away his profile. That peculiar mental condition called ‘Fifish’ probably had its origin in the east of the Kingdom. For the golfer, Nature loses her significance. Larks, the casts of worms, the buzzing of bees, and even children, are hateful to him. I have seen a golfer very angry at getting into a bunker by killing a bird, and rewards of as much as ten shillings have been offered for boys maimed on the links. Rain comes to be regarded solely in its relation to the putting greens; the daisy is detested, botanical specimens are but ‘hazards,’ twigs ‘break clubs.’ Winds cease to be east, south, west, or north. They are ahead, behind, or sideways, and the sky is bright or dark, according to the state of the game.

A cause of the comparative obscurity of golf is that the subject cannot easily be treated by the novelist. Golf has no Hawley Smart. Its Whyte Melville did not write, but played. You can ride at a stone wall for love and the lady, but what part can she take in driving at a bunker? It is natural that Lady Diana should fall in love with Nimrod when she finds him in the plough, stunned, broken-legged, the brush, which he had wrested from the fox as he fell, firm in his lifeless grasp. But if beauty found us prone on the putting green, a 27½ imbedded in our gory locks, she might send us home to be trepanned; but nothing could come of it, a red coat notwithstanding. No! at golf ladies are simply in the road. Riding to hounds and opening five-barred gates, soft nothings may be whispered, but it is impossible at the same moment to putt and to cast languishing glances. If the dear one be near you at the tee, she may get her teeth knocked out, and even between the shots arms dare not steal round waists, lest the party behind should call out ‘fore!’ I have seen a golfing novel indeed; but it was in manuscript, the publishers having rejected it. The scene was St. Andrews. He was a soldier, a statesman, an orator, but only a seventh-class golfer. She, being St. Andrews born, naturally preferred a rising player. Whichever of the two made the best medal score was to have her hand. The soldier employed a lad to kick his adversary’s ball into bunkers, to tramp it into mud, to lose it, and he won; but the lady would not give her hand to a score of 130. Six months passed, during which the soldier studied the game morning, noon, and night, but to little purpose. Next medal-day arrived, and he was face to face with the fact that his golf, unbacked by his statesmanship, would avail him nothing. He hired and disguised a professional in his own clothes. The ruse was successful; but, alas! the professional broke down. The soldier, disguised as a marker, however, cheated, and brought him in with 83. A three for the long hole roused suspicion, and led to inquiry. He was found out, dismissed from the club, rejected by the lady (who afterwards made an unhappy marriage with a left-handed player), and sent back in disgrace to his statesmanship and oratory. It was as good a romance as could be made on the subject, but very improbable.

Although unsuited to the novelist, golf lends itself readily to the dreaming of scenes of which the dreamer is the hero. Unless he is an exceptionally good rider, or can afford 300 guinea mounts, a man cannot expect to be the hero of the hunting-field. The sportsman knows what sort of shot he is, and the fisher has no illusions; but every moderately good golfer, on the morning of the medal-day may lie abed and count up a perfect score for himself. He easily recalls how at different times and often he has done each hole in par figures. Why not this day, and all the holes consecutively? It seems so easy. The more he thinks of it the easier it seems, even allowing for a few mistakes. Every competitor who is awake soon enough sees the necessity for preparing a speech against the contingency of the medal being presented to him in the evening. Nor is any one much crashed when all is over, and he has not won. If he does well, it was but that putt, that bad lie, that bunker. If his score is bad, what of it ? Even the best are off their game occasionally. Next time it will be different. Meanwhile his score will be taken as a criterion of his game, and he is sure to win many half-crowns from unwary adversaries who underrate him.

The game of golf is full of consolation. The long driver who is beaten feels that he has a soul above putting. All those who cannot drive thirty yards suppose themselves to be good putters. Your hashy player piques himself on his power of recovery. The duffer is a duffer merely because every second shot is missed. Time or care will eliminate the misses, and then! Or perhaps there is something persistently wrong in driving, putting, or approaching. He will discover the fault, and then! Golf is not one of those occupations in which you soon learn your level. There is no shape nor size of body, no awkwardness nor ungainliness, which puts good golf beyond one’s reach. There are good golfers with spectacles, with one eye, with one leg, even with one arm. None but the absolutely blind need despair. It is not the youthful tyro alone who has cause to hope. Beginners in middle age have become great, and, more wonderful still, after years of patient duffering, there may be a rift in the clouds. Some pet vice which has been clung to as a virtue may be abandoned, and the fifth-class player burst upon the world as a medal-winner. In golf, whilst there is life there is hope.

It is generally agreed that the keenest pleasure of the game is derived from long driving. When the golfer is preparing to hit a far clean straight shot, he feels the joy of the strong man that rejoiceth to run a race; that is to say, the joy we have authority for believing that the Jewish runner felt. The modern sprinter experiences none. On the contrary, there is the anticipation, through fatigue, of as much pain as if he were ringing the dentist’s door-bell. For the golfer in the exercise of his strength there is neither pain nor fatigue. He has the combined pleasures of an onlooker and a performer. The blow once delivered, he can stand at ease and be admired whilst the ball makes the running.

There is no such being as a golfer uninterested in his driving. The really strong player seems to value his least; but this is merely because so many of his shots are good that they do not surprise him. Let it, however, be suggested that some other is a longer driver than he, and the mask of apathy will at once fall from his face, his tongue will be loosened, and he will proceed to boast. Even when a man cannot feel that he drives quite as far as the best, his pride in his own frame is not necessarily destroyed, as by most other sports. The runner, the jumper, the lifter of weights, even the oarsman, is crushed down into his true place by the brutal rudeness of competitive facts. Not so the golfer. A. says, ‘I drive with a very light club, therefore admire my strength.’ B. smiles complacently, whilst you marvel at the heaviness of his—a brawny muscular smile. Little C.’s club is nearly as long as himself. The inference is that little C.’s garments cover the limbs of a pocket Hercules. D. can drive as far with a cleek as common men with a club. D. is evidently a Goliath. The inferences may be all wrong. A. may be a scrag, C. a weed, D. merely beefy. On the other hand, each may be what he supposes himself. This is one of the glorious uncertainties of the game.

To some minds the great field which golf opens up for exaggeration is its chief attraction. Lying about the length of one’s drives has this advantage over most forms of falsehood, that it can scarcely be detected. Your audience may doubt your veracity, but they cannot prove your falsity. Even when some rude person proves your shot to be impossibly long, you are not cornered. You admit to an exceptional loft, to a skid off a paling, or, as a last appeal to the father of lies, you may rather think that a dog lifted your ball. ‘Anyhow,’ you add conclusively, ‘that is where we found it when we came up to it.’
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II

Golf, besides being a royal game, is also a very ancient one. Although it cannot be determined when it was first played, there seems little doubt that it had its origin in the present geological period, golf links being, we are informed, of Pleistocene formation.

Confining ourselves to Scotland, no golfer can fail to be struck with the resemblance to a niblick of the so-called spectacle ornament of our sculptured stones.

Many antiquarians are of opinion that the game did not become popular till about the middle of the 15th century. This seems extremely probable, as in earlier and more lawless times a journey so far from home as the far-hole at St. Andrews would have been exceedingly dangerous for an unarmed man.

It is not likely that future research will unearth the discoverer of golf. Most probably a game so simple and natural in its essentials suggested itself gradually and spontaneously to the bucolic mind. A shepherd tending his sheep would often chance upon a round pebble, and, having his crook in his hand, he would strike it away; for it is as inevitable that a man with a stick in his hand should aim a blow at any loose object lying in his path as that he should breathe.

On pastures green this led to nothing: but once on a time (probably) a shepherd, feeding his sheep on a links—perhaps those of St. Andrews— rolled one of these stones into a rabbit scrape. ‘Marry’ he quoth, ‘I could not do that if I tried’—a thought (so instinctive is ambition) which nerved him to the attempt. But man cannot long persevere alone in any arduous undertaking, so our shepherd hailed another, who was hard by, to witness his endeavour. ‘Forsooth, that is easy,’ said the friend, and trying failed. They now searched in the gorse for as round stones as possible, and, to their surprise, each found an old golf ball, which, as the reader knows, are to be found there in considerable quantity even to this day. Having deepened the rabbit scrape so that the balls might not jump out of it, they set themselves to practicing putting. The stronger but less skilful shepherd, finding himself worsted at this amusement, protested that it was a fairer test of skill to play for the hole from a considerable distance. This being arranged, the game was found to be much more varied and interesting. They had at first called it ‘putty,’ because the immediate object was to putt or put the ball into the hole or scrape, but at the longer distance what we call driving was the chief interest, so the name was changed to ‘go off,’ or ‘golf.’ The sheep having meantime strayed, our shepherds had to go after them. This proving an exceedingly irksome interruption, they hit upon the ingenious device of making a circular course of holes, which enabled them to play and herd at the same time. The holes being now many and far apart, it became necessary to mark their whereabouts, which was easily done by means of a tag of wool from a sheep, attached to a stick, a primitive kind of flag still used on many greens almost in its original form.

Since these early days the essentials of the game have altered but little. Even the styme must have been of early invention. It would naturally occur as a quibble to a golfer who was having the worst of the match, and the adversary, in the confidence of three or four up, would not strenuously oppose it.

That golf was taken up with keen interest by the Scottish people from an early day is evidenced by laws directed against those who preferred it to archery and church-going. This state of feeling has changed but little. Some historians are, however, of opinion that during the seventeenth century golf lost some of its popularity. We know that the great Montrose was at one time devoted to it, and that he gave it up for what would now be considered the inferior sport of Covenanter-hunting. It is also an historical fact that Charles I. actually stopped in the middle of a game on Leith Links, because, forsooth, he learned that a rebellion had broken out in Ireland. Some, however, are of opinion that he acted on this occasion with his usual cunning—that at the time the news arrived he was being beaten, and that he hurried away to save his half-crown rather than his crown. Whatever the truth may be, it is certain that any one who in the present day abandoned a game because the stakes were not sufficiently high would be considered unworthy of the name of a golfer.
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ARNOLD HAULTAIN

PROEM

Three things there are as unfathomable as they are fascinating to the masculine mind: metaphysics; golf; and the feminine heart. The Germans, I believe, pretend to have solved some of the riddles of the first, and the French to have unravelled some of the intricacies of the last; will someone tell us wherein lies the extraordinary fascination of golf?

I have just come home from my Club. We played till we could not see the flag; the caddies were sent ahead to find the balls by the thud of their fall; and a low large moon threw whispering shadows on the dew-wet grass or ere we trode the home-green. At dinner the talk was of golf; and for three mortal hours after dinner the talk was—of golf. Yet the talkers were neither idiots, fools, nor monomaniacs. On the contrary many of them were grave men of the world. At all events the most monomaniacal of the lot was a prosperous man of affairs, worth I do not know how many thousands, which thousands he had made by the same mental faculties by which this evening he was trying to probe or to elucidate the profundities and complexities of this so-called “game.” Will some one tell us wherein lies its mystery?

* * *

I am a recent convert to golf. But it is the recent convert who most closely scrutinizes his creed—as certainly it is the recent convert who most zealously avows it. The old hand is more concerned about how he plays than about why he plays; the duffer is puzzled at the extraordinary fascination which his new-found pass-time exercises over him. He came to scoff; he remains to play; he inwardly wonders how it was that he was so long a heretic; and, if he is a proselyte given to Higher Criticism, he seeks reasons for the hope that is in him.

Well, I know a man, whether in the flesh or out of the flesh I cannot tell, I know such an one who some years ago joined a golf club, but did not play. The reasons for so extraordinary a proceeding were simple. The members (of course) were jolly good fellows; the comfort was assured; the links—the landscape, he called it—were beautiful. But he did not play. What fun was to be derived from knocking an insignificant-looking little white ball about the open country he did not see. Much less did he see why several hundred pounds a year should be expended in rolling and cutting and watering certain patches of this country, while in others artfully-contrived obstacles should be equally expensively constructed and maintained. Least of all could he understand (he was young then, and given to more violent games) how grown-up men could go to the trouble of travelling far, and of putting on flannels, hob-nailed boots, and red coats, for the simple and apparently effortless purpose of hitting a ball as seldom as possible with no one in the world to oppose his strength or his skill to their hitting; and it seemed to him not a little childish to erect an elaborate club-house, with dressing-rooms, dining-rooms, smoking-rooms, shower-baths, lockers, verandas, and what not, for so simple a recreation, and one requiring so little exertion. Surely marbles would be infinitely more diverting than that. If it were football, now, or even tennis—and he once had the temerity to venture to suggest that a small portion of the links might be set apart for a court—the turf about the home-hole was very tempting. The dead silence with which this innocent proposition was received gave him pause. (He sees now that an onlooker might as well have requested from a whist party the loan of a few cards out of the pack to play card-tricks withal.)
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Yet it is neither incomprehensible nor irrational, this misconception on the part of the layman of the royal and antient game of golf. To the uninitiated, what is there in golf to be seen? A ball driven of a club; that is all. There is no exhibition of skill opposed to skill or of strength contending with strength; there is apparently no prowess, no strategy, no tactics—no pitting of muscle and brain against muscle and brain. At least, so it seems to the layman. When the layman has caught the infection, he thinks—and knows—better.

But, as a matter of fact, contempt could be poured upon any game by anyone unacquainted with that game. We know with what apathetic contempt Subadar Chinniah or Jemadar Mohamed Khan looks on while Tommy Atkins swelters as he bowls or bats or fields under a broiling Indian sun, or Tommy’s subalterns kick up the maidan’s dust with their polo-ponies’ hoofs. And what could be more senseless to a being wholly ignorant of cards than the sight of four grey-headed men gravely seating themselves before dinner to arrange in certain artificial combinations certain uncouth pictures of kings and queens and knaves and certain spots of red and black? Not until such a being recognizes the infinite combinations of chance and skill possible in that queen of sedentary games does he comprehend the fascination of whist. And so it is with golf. All that is requisite in golf, so it seems to the onlooker, is to hit; and than a “hit” nothing, surely, can be simpler or easier—so simple and easy that to have a dozen sticks to hit with, and to hire a boy to carry them, is not so much a sign of pitiable insanity as of wilful stupidity. The puerility of the proceeding is enough to make the spectator irate. Especially as, owing to the silence and the seriousness with which the golfer plays, and his reticence as to the secret of the game—for none knows better than the golfer that the game renders up its secret only to the golfer, if even to him—this quiet, red-coated individual is surrounded with a sort of halo of superiority, a halo not made by himself. No wonder the onlooker’s anger is aroused. That expertness in puerility of this sort should of itself exalt a man, make him possessed of that which obviously, yet unintentionally, raises him above the intelligent yet indignant onlooker—there is something in this past finding out. Nor does he find it out till he himself is converted. Golf is like faith: it is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen; and not until it is personally experienced does the unbelieving change from the imprecatory to the precatory attitude.

However, the erstwhile aforesaid nonplaying member of the golf club in question, the suppleness of his epiphyses, it may be, becoming (perhaps not quite imperceptibly) unequal to the activity and agility demanded of them by more ardent games, purchased, first one club, then another, then a sheaf, and betook himself to the task of finding out a posteriori, by the experimental method, what there was in the confounded game that brought the players there by scores to play.—And to talk of their play. For it should be added that the talk at that club puzzled him as much as the play. It was not enough that keen King’s Counsel, grave judges, erudite men of letters, statesmen, and shrewd men of business should play as if the end of life were to hole a ball; but they talked as if the way a ball should be holed were the only knowledge worth possessing. Well, he played; or, to be more precise, he attempted to play, and, fortunately for him, he persevered in the attempt. Then indeed did the scales fall from his eyes. He discovered that there was more in golf than met the eye—much more.
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S. F. OUTWOOD

Once upon a day most dreary, I was wandering weak and weary,
Thinking I had very seldom seen so drear a looking moor;
For the stillness was unbroken by a single sign or token,
That a voice had ever spoken; when I felt upon my jaw
Something hit me without warning, nearly breaking through my jaw,

And from pain I knew no more.



Ah, distinctly I remember, that it was a chill November
When I stood thus watching faintly, divers sparks to Heaven soar;
Then two awful men came stealing, while with pain I still was reeling,
Plainly I recall the feeling, as they kept on shouting ‘Fore!’
But I moved not in my horror, while they still kept shouting ‘Fore!’

Feeling pain and nothing more.



But fierce danger still was pending, for I still with anguish bending
Heard the sound of ether rending, as an object through it tore,
And beside me there alighted something that was round and whited,
Looking like a star affrighted, that had shone in days of yore,
There it lay, a grim and ghastly whitewashed wreck of days of yore.

Round and white and nothing more.



Presently my soul grew stronger, hesitating then no longer,
‘Sirs,’ said I to these two strangers, ‘tell me this I do implore,
By the red coats ye are wearing, by the weapons ye are bearing,
Know ye whence these things came tearing—are they meteoric ore?
One has wounded me severely, and seems hard as any ore.’

But they laughed and nothing more.



Then, into their faces peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing;
Fighting frantic fears no mortal ever had to fight before;
They had laughed when I had spoken, and I guessed by this same token
They were idiots who had broken, doubtless, through the asylum door,
Idiots who’d escaped from Earlswood, having broken through the door.

This alas! and nothing more.



But while I, half bent on flying, still within my mind was trying,
To think out how them in safety to their home I might restore;
One man broke the pause by saying that ’twas ‘cussed nonsense playing
If fools would continue staying even when they halloed “Fore!”
Staying mooning on the hazard while four lungs were bellowing “Fore!”’

Then he swore and said no more.



Now through all my mind came stealing quite a different kind of feeling,
As I thought I’d heard some speaking of a game like this before;
So, by way of explanation, I delivered an oration
Of a suitable duration, which I think they thought a bore;
And I said, ‘I’ll watch your playing,’ but they muttered, ‘Cussed bore!’

Just these words and nothing more.



Then I seemed to see quite plainly, two boys near in clothes ungainly,
Waiting by us bearing weapons—such a curious, endless store!
And I said, ‘You’ll be agreeing that no earthly, living being
Ever yet was blessed by seeing such queer things as these before?
Hooks and crooks of all descriptions such as ne’er were seen before.’

‘Clubs be they, and nothing more.’



Thus spoke one they called a caddie, though he spoke more like a Paddy,
And I said whilst slowly following, ‘Tell their names I do implore!’
Then these words he seemed to utter in a most uncivil mutter,
‘Driver, cleek, spoon, brassey, putter,’ till he reached about a score,
Muttering thus he still continued, till he reached at least a score,

Or may be a trifle more.



Soon the boy, when some one halloed, went ahead while still I followed,
Wondering much to see how quickly he across the bracken tore:
Faster still he flew and faster to his most unhappy master,
Who had met with some disaster, which he seemed to much deplore,
For his ball was in a cart-rut, this alone he did deplore,

Only this and nothing more.



Here he cried, ‘Do try and be quick! don’t you see I want my niblick?
Curse these deep and muddy places which one’s balls will quite immure.’
Then the mud so fierce did lash he, that his garments soon were splashy
And he called out for his mashie and he very loudly swore,
Mashing, splashing, did not aid him, nor did all the oaths he swore,

The ball sank in and nothing more.



Whilst I was engaged in thinking how deep down the thing was sinking,
Listening to the flow of language that from out his lips did pour;
Suddenly he dived and sought it, and from out the mud he brought it,
Tossed it to the boy who caught it, then he counted up his score,
Said if he at first had tee’d it, he’d have saved quite half his score,

Now he’d try the hole no more.



So I thought the game was ended, but their talk was so much blended
With a language unfamiliar which I had not heard before;
For in argument quite stormy they disputed about ‘dormie,’

And the word it clean did floor me, though I thought it deeply o’er.
Tried to sift its derivation, but while still I thought it o’er

It perplexed me more and more.
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‘Players,’ said I, ‘sure I’m dying just to send that ball a-flying,
Let me show you how I’d make it up into the heavens soar!’
And one answered ‘Come and try it! we should like to see you sky it!
Here’s a club, six bob will buy it, I have plenty at the store.’
’Twas the man who teaches golfing, and who keeps clubs in a store,

Just himself and nothing more.
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Then the other, who was playing, said he did not mind delaying
Just to see me make a something, of a record of a score,
So unto the Tee they led me, and of six good bob they bled me,
And with flattery they fed me, but the ball it would not soar;
So they said I must ‘address’ it, but no language made it soar,

It just rolled and nothing more.



‘Ball,’ I said, ‘thou thing of evil! Emblem of a slippery devil!
White thou seemest, yet I reckon thou art black right to the core;
On thy side I see a token of the truth that I have spoken,
And a gash, that I have broken, shows thee to be whitened o’er;
Shows thy true self ’neath the varnish with which thou art covered o’er,

Only black and nothing more!



Then with rage I took my driver, smiting at this foul survivor
Of the devil very fiercely, but the turf, alas, I tore,
And an awful crash resounding as of splintered timber sounding
Heard I, as the head went bounding, and my club broke to the core;
Just a stick I held all broken, broken right across the core,

But a stick and nothing more.



And the ball, no thought of flitting, still was sitting, still was sitting,
Quietly on its little sandheap, just as it had sat of yore;
I was greatly aggravated and I very plainly stated
That the game was overrated, as I’ve heard men say before;
So I’d swore I’d chuck the game up, as some others have before,

And would play it never more!
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M. GERTRUDE CUNDILL

For the end of September the morning was wonderfully warm, and the links were deserted. Young Hilyard sat in the front of the Professional’s workshop and polished a mashie, occasionally calling to Thompson, the instructor, in no gentle voice to hurry up. He had come early to practice, and had found a desired club not yet complete. Hence his impatience.

Though, in general, a young man who dressed well, this morning was the exception that proved the rule. His heavy boots were dusty and his coat and collar had been discarded. A corn-cob pipe and a faded college cap completed his costume.

The 10:30 tram whizzed past, and Hilyard was idly speculating as to the chances of some men arriving, when the gate clicked, and a girl came along the pathway. For a moment he felt inclined to retreat as he surveyed the neat figure in spotless piqué. He had not expected such a visitor and felt he was hardly fit to be seen by such a one, but, on second thoughts, what was the good? If she meant to play she would see him sooner or later. And he gave a finishing rub to a club.

By this time the young lady had cut across the grass, and was only a yard or two away from him.

“Good morning,” she said briskly.

Hilyard glanced over his shoulder to see if the professional instructor was visible.

“I want you to give me a lesson this morning, please.”

Evidently she was addressing himself, and he faced about.

It was an exceedingly pretty girl who confronted him and she carried a bag of the latest pattern, full of new clubs.

The young man rose and lifted his cap. This was non-committal. It might mean to allow her to pass, or it might be in respectful acquiescence to her desire.

“Miss Dawson,” she went on, “told me you preferred giving lessons in the morning, and I should like to begin at once.”

The die was cast. Hilyard reflected that Thompson was busy in the workshop on the favorite club. He himself was as competent as Thompson, and it was awkward to enlighten her now; besides, it would take Thompson off the much-desired club.

“Certainly—er—miss—one moment, please,” he stammered. Then he dashed into the workshop.

“Here, Thompson, there’s a lady outside who wants a lesson. You go on with my club; I will take her in hand, and she can pay you just the same.”

“Yes, Mr. Hilyard, quite so, sir,” assented Thompson, agreeably.

Coaching beginners was no sinecure.

“I am very anxious to get on well,” said the girl as he emerged again, “and I want you to teach me all the correct positions for different shots. A few lessons, I think, put one in the right way, and one has nothing to unlearn afterward. Don’t you think so?”

“Yes, miss, I do. The ladies here would be all the better off for some.”

Then he summoned a caddie and led the way to “Tee No. 1.” Thereupon his pupil drew from her pocket an enormous red and white paper “tee” and proffered it.

“Good heavens! where did you—” began Hilyard, but her astonished face stopped him, and he proceeded. “I don’t advise your using such a high one, miss. It’s better to make your own tee,” and he took a little sand, and showed her how to place her ball.

She was as obstinate as most novices as to the way of holding her club, and Hilyard had to restrain himself as he explained why the thumb of the right hand must come round, not down the shaft, and her eye must be fixed on the ball, not its destination.

However, after hurting her thumb, and expending great vigor in beating the air, she came round to his way of thinking, and adopted his suggestions in other small particulars.

The first hole was not reached until the ball had traversed most of the surrounding country. By that time its form was barely recognizable, having been subjected to sudden “toppings” and severe poundings.

Amusing as the situation was, Hilyard wished he had met his pupil under more favorable auspices. It was quite impossible in his present role to be as nice as he well knew how to be. And this was somewhat of a privation.

He picked up the patent bag from its grasshopper-like position, gave it to the caddie, and prepared to follow the last erratic stroke. On the little silver plate the name “G. Carrington” met his eye. Why, the crack golfer who had lately come to reside near must be her father! And he wondered if it was permissible to ask her about it, but he decided that under the circumstances it was not.

“It is funny,” said Miss Carrington, as he again showed her the position to drive from, “that Miss Dawson does not stand a bit like that to address her ball.”

“Oh,” said Hilyard, “no two people teach in the same style.”

“Yes, but you taught her.”

Hilyard was cornered.

“Well, you see one must let some people do as they can. It’s no good following the teacher exactly if the style does not suit the pupil.”

“Oh, I see. But Miss Dawson said she liked your style immensely. It was so simple—”

Never having, that he remembered, seen the lady in question, Hilyard had nothing to say, but he wished he had studied Thompson’s attitudes more particularly.

And it struck him that the heat was becoming intense.

“Confound it all, I wish I’d introduced myself and offered to help her a bit. It is a waste of time following such a pretty girl as mute as an oyster,” he thought, as he trudged toward the second hole, having driven for her.

She used her iron through the green with great effect, and ran after her ball, in the pleasure of really having sent it some distance.

“I am improving, am I not, Thompson? Miss Dawson was sure I would play well.”

“That’s a good lie,” remarked her instructor, coming upon the ball at the same moment.

Miss Carrington’s face was a study.

“Really Thompson, I think you’re forgetting—”

And Hilyard, for a moment puzzled, almost forgot his respectful mien, and only just checked his laughter as he explained that he was referring to the position of her ball and not to her remark.

“Now, miss, you can play a nice approach shot. I would take your iron.”

She played. Then, as she tried for the hole under his instructions—

“You are a Londoner, aren’t you, Thompson?” inquired Miss Carrington.

“Yes, I came from there originally,” Hilyard ingenuously replied.

“I thought Miss Dawson said so.”

“Oh, bother Miss Dawson,” thought Hilyard. “I’ll begin to think she is my fate.”

“But I notice,” she continued, “you have not at all a cockney accent. It is so ugly. Still, I suppose the Board Schools have helped to do away with that.”

“Yes, miss, no doubt,” Hilyard replied, demurely. He could hardly repress a chuckle, however. A good public school and Cambridge after, perhaps, had assisted him in placing “H” correctly. But he was perfectly grave as he turned his attention to her putting.

The third drive was not an unqualified success, although the pupil addressed her ball for nearly five minutes, swung around on one toe, dropped the left shoulder and went through several wonderful preparations which mystified Hilyard until reminded they were due to Miss Dawson.

A chat with Thompson and a little putting would have been a more profitable way of spending the morning.

Then he recollected what fun it would be when subsequently some fellow introduced him as one of the best players the club could boast. For Mr. Hilyard did not undervalue himself altogether. Of course, she would be angry at first; then she would see the amusing side of it, and it would put them on a very friendly footing.

He tried to persuade her to confine herself to what he called “the lazy man’s course” and play back over the first few holes. But nothing would deter her from playing across the brook, and a good half hour was spent in trying to induce her balls to go over, not into, the water. After six new ones had valiantly taken a plunge, three only of which were recovered, Hilyard ventured his opinion.

“Your lesson will be over, miss, before we half finish the course, and you said you wanted to do the nine holes.”

“Have you anybody else this morning?” she inquired.

“No, not until three o’clock.”

“Oh, then, it is all right. I don’t lunch till half-past one,” and whack, went still another ball, while Hilyard groaned.

Finally she gave up, with tears in her eyes.

“I can’t see what I do wrong,” she said. “Oh, I detest this stupid game—and I haven’t used my mashie or niblick or brassey yet!”

She threw down her club, and her instructor seized it and lifted the ball across.

“Now you can play a nice shot. Take your mashie, if you like; the grass is long. You play quite nicely through the green.”

Miss Carrington brightened up.
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“And I really don’t put badly, do I?”

Hilyard thought ruefully of the six strokes it had required to put the ball in from a yard distant, but politeness is the role of the instructor, and a little ambiguity comes easily.

“Remarkably well for a beginner,” he rejoined.

“But I must not be discouraged if I play worse to-morrow, must I?” she asked. “I know beginners generally do well, so I must not be too elated.”

Worse to-morrow! Hilyard thought of the morose Thompson, and wondered if he would survive the round.

And then Miss Carrington declared herself tired, and, climbing onto the stone wall, sat down and fanned herself with her hat. Hilyard surveyed her lazily from his recumbent position on the grass, not quite sure whether he ought not to stand respectfully.

Evidently she was a young lady accustomed to being agreeable to her subordinates, for, after a moment’s silence, she began:

“I suppose they don’t require you here in winter, do they?”

Hilyard thought of the links in mid-winter, and shivered. “No, miss—” How that word always stuck.

“Well, then, when you are out of employment—do you make clubs?” Had she asked did he frequent them, it would have been more to the point.

“Not many. But there is the new curling club. I’m in hopes—” He paused before such an astounding prevarication.

“Oh, that they will make you caretaker. That will be nice.”

She scanned the surrounding country, and her eyes fell upon the flock of ever-nibbling sheep, not far distant.

“I really think, do you know, it’s rather cruel to have those sheep for— oh, obstacles, is it?”

“For what?” asked Hilyard, raising himself on one elbow and dropping the grass he was biting.

Miss Carrington reddened a little.

“Well, perhaps that is not the word. I mean what they have to make play more difficult. Sometimes they are heaps of stones, I think, or sand-pits, or something—”

Hilyard saw daylight. “Oh, bunkers, you mean, or hazards of any kind. But what has that to do with sheep?”

“Well, aren’t they ‘hazards.’ Every time I play they get in my way, and I thought they’d be more—”

But at the sight of the face before her, crimson in the effort to refrain from laughter, she stopped, and then laughed herself, as it was explained to her that their use was in keeping the grass short.

“I am very stupid,” she ejaculated. “I’m always finding myself out in such stupid mistakes.”

“There’s a fine prospect of discovering another shortly,” thought Hilyard, and nearly laughed again.

Play was resumed after a little by the undaunted lady.

“I wish you would play, too,” she said, “for I should like to know how to score when I am playing with anybody.”

So, helping himself to her driver, Hilyard drove in his best style, secretly pleased at a chance to distinguish himself. And the distance at which the ball dropped was a phenomenal one.

“How easily you play,” said the girl behind him. “I have to take so much trouble, and my very best did not go so far.”

And then she got mixed up with the scoring of the strokes. “I don’t see what you mean. The like?—like what?”

“Oh, nothing. I mean it is your play. Now you’ll have to play the odd. You are behind me still.”

“I don’t see anything odd. It is only natural I should be—”

She hit hard and badly.

“Play two more. Now I play one off two.”

“Oh, dear, it’s quite hopeless. No, I don’t see a bit, and when I play with anybody I don’t know what I’m doing. I never know whether I’m winning or losing. Can’t you explain better?”

Hilyard was not, as a rule, “slow to anger,” and what he would have blamed in a man he forgave in a pretty girl, though he marveled to himself, somewhat, at his painstaking explanation.

Some distant convent bell was ringing two o’clock, when he touched his cap and was about to retire to the workshop. “Half-past ten to-morrow morning, then, please,” said Miss Carrington, smiling pleasantly. “I am very pleased with the way you teach. Shall I––pay you to-morrow or now?”

“To-morrow, if you please. Good morning, miss.”

Hilyard went in to have a “shower,” in a very complex frame of mind. He felt rather guilty as regards his deception, and furthermore, wondered if the amount of pleasure derived thereby counterbalanced the morning’s work and a pump-like feeling in the top of his head. The sun was frequently too much for him.

To-morrow morning would certainly find him quietly at home, and the proper Thompson in the field.

But by the time he was sitting at lunch in the cool dining-room, with an extra good salad before him, and a huge glass containing one of Hawkins’ best concoctions and lots of cracked ice, his mood changed. Now and then a faint smile passed over his face. And as he raised his glass to his lips he bowed, as though drinking a health.

“To our next merry meeting, whatever capacity I am in,” he said aloud. “And if the meetings continue I know in what capacity I’ll hope to be,” he added as an afterthought.

Of course, by to-morrow she might have found out her mistake. If so, his services, he thought ruefully, would be dispensed with. If not, the chance must not be lost of meeting her again.

Before he left the links, he ran into Thompson’s. “Look here,” he said, “I want you to keep out of the way to-morrow about half-past ten, in case I should be late. If that young lady should see you first, tell her you are only the assistant. It is just for tomorrow morning,” and he made for his tram. And Thompson, as he felt in his pocket something that had not been there before, hoped the day might come when he would be rich enough to do other people’s work and pay for the privilege.
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