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			This book is dedicated to all of the excellent editors and reporters I’ve had the pleasure of working with over the years. Gentlemen and ladies on newspapers and magazines who became friends and whose deft work often made me sound smarter than I am, and who were alert enough on other occasions to apprehend the line that might draw too much blood, thereby saving me from myself, and excess sniper fire.

		

	
		
			
			
			
				“A golfer’s true greatness must always be measured by the number of major championships he wins.”

				—Herbert Warren Wind, to a young Texas sportswriter on the Augusta National veranda in 1954
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			INTRODUCTION

			IF YOU WERE to string all these pieces and fragments of pieces end to end, they would no doubt make the longest par five in the history of journalism, or even golf.

			Of course, you wouldn’t want to do this. It would probably require getting down on your hands and knees at some point. I have to confess that it was hard enough for me to go back and read about some of our heroes who sometimes found fascinating ways to lose.

			There are two main things these essays have in common.

			One, they all deal with golf’s major championships—the Masters Tournaments, U.S. Opens, British Opens, and PGAs—that I’ve had the good fortune and pleasure of covering for one publication or another. Two, owing to deadlines, most of them were written in such haste that the nearest tavern wound up having me on its hands for a longer period of time than the pressrooms did on those urgent evenings.

			I should mention that about half of these stories were written on typewriters, those quaint machines some of you may remember. A typewriter had an ink ribbon running from one spool to another and sounded like Fred Astaire on a hardwood floor while you were pecking away, trying to keep Hemingway from snatching the Nobel from you again.

			The pieces I’ve chosen to put in here were typed for the Fort Worth Press, Dallas Times Herald, Sports Illustrated, and Golf Digest, and there is a certain amount of fresh material included.

			It all adds up to 94 holes—uh, stories—a number that corresponds with my score on the golf course these days, if I’m forced to count them all.

			It may be irrelevant to readers that I was once a scratch golfer. This was back in my college days and for a few years afterward in Texas amateur circles. But it’s not irrelevant to my fond memories. Not that I ever won anything. There were too many guys around named Don January, Billy Maxwell, Don Cherry, Morris Williams Jr., Joe Conrad, Earl Stewart, Jacky Cupit, and Ernie Vossler for the rest of us to think about winning anything.

			I hope these particular pieces present a significant history of pro golf as it unfolded from 1951 through 2008.

			From Ben Hogan to Tiger Woods, in other words, with Arnold Palmer and Jack Nicklaus in between. Or close to 60 years, to put it another way.

			Nearly all of the pieces—game stories, features, columns, or fragments of game stories, features, and columns—have been doctored one way or another. Shortened for sure, smoothed out, tweaked, dated. Such is the privilege of a man doing a collection, unless, like Bogart in Casablanca, I was misinformed.

			It would not have been possible to include every story of every major that I’ve covered. Not unless I wanted to go up against The Oxford English Dictionary for weight. Recently, I counted up that I’ve been to exactly 197 of them over these years.

			I could add one more if I wanted to include the 1941 U.S. Open at Colonial Country Club in my hometown of Fort Worth. I was only 11 years old at the time, taken out there each day by my golf-nut dad and golf-nut uncle. It was fascinating. But I have to confess I spent most of the time marveling at the snappy beltless slacks the pros were wearing, and the magic of golf balls spinning backward on the lush bent greens.

			Those things hadn’t made it to my neighborhood.

			Or as the Florida waitress said in a catfish joint one night when I asked her for a cappuccino, “Hon, that ain’t got here yet.”

			That 197 number is surely a record of some kind. To which I can only say that if any writer has covered more than 58 consecutive Masters Tournaments, 55 U.S. Opens, 44 PGAs, and 40 British Opens, let him speak now or forever hold his press credential and parking pass.

			As for writing on deadline, I can best sum up the task by quoting my first newspaper boss, lifelong friend and guru Blackie Sherrod, who in those quaint days seemed to enjoy saying, “Stop feelin’ up that story, and get the damn thing in here.”

			Finally, I suppose I should pass along the time-honored remark of the sportswriter on the road who has written and filed his or her story to the office, having beaten the deadline yet again. It goes:

			“It’s a good thing I didn’t have more time—I could have really screwed it up.”

			—Dan Jenkins

		

	
		
			PART ONE
_________________
The Fifties
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				“Ben Hogan would rather let a black widow spider crawl around inside his shirt than hit a hook.”.

				—CLAUDE HARMON

			

		

	
		
			1.
MONSTER BROUGHT TO ITS KNEES
__________

			Ben Hogan at the 1951 U.S. Open at Oakland Hills

			BEN HOGAN shot the greatest round of his life—maybe of anyone’s life—a stunning three-under 67 in the final round of the U.S. Open championship to win it yet again, this time on the torturous layout of Oakland Hills Country Club near Detroit, but mostly what he wanted to talk about afterward was why people watch golf in the first place. Goodness, don’t they have something better to do?

			“The golf fan really has my respect,” Ben said. “They go out there and get sunburned or rained on, they push each other around, they stand until their backs ache, and I just can’t understand how they do it.”

			He said, “There were probably twenty thousand people out there in the last round, and fifteen thousand of them didn’t see anything. There is this couple from Orange, New Jersey, that’s followed me for, well, I don’t know for how long. They always seem to turn up where I’m playing, and I can always spot them in the crowd.”

			Interesting to hear this from the man who is supposed to concentrate so deeply that walking from green to tee he’s been accused on occasion of failing to recognize his wife, Valerie, when he encountered her.

			Hogan went on, “There’s a man from Tyler who’s been watching me play for more than 10 years. And there’s a fellow from Memphis—I don’t even know his name—he’s always in my gallery. I like to watch college football. You can see everything in reasonable comfort, and it only takes about three hours. But golf… I don’t know.”

			Those who watched the golf at Oakland Hills saw the greatest player in the game win on what may have been the toughest Open course ever devised. He did it in the final hours of “Open Saturday,” firing the low round of the championship and one of only two scores below 70 over the entire 72 holes. Considering that the average score of the field in the last 18 was 78 strokes, it could be argued that Hogan’s closing 67—despite two bogeys—was actually 11 under.

			It was Hogan’s fourth Open title. That’s if you count the ’42 “wartime” National Open that he won at Chicago’s Ridgemoor Country Club. Next was the record-setting win at Riviera in ’48, then last year’s comeback triumph in a playoff at Merion, and now this one.

			Ben only smiled when reminded that if you ignore the ’49 Open at Medinah, the championship he missed because of the near-fatal car wreck, he had actually won three in a row with the Oakland Hills victory.

			Even Bobby Jones hadn’t done that.

			After rounds of 76 and 73, Hogan began the last 36 holes five strokes behind the halfway leader, Bobby Locke, and in a 10-way tie for 16th place.

			His 71 in the morning round drew him within striking distance. At this point he was only two back of the co-leaders, Locke and Jimmy Demaret, with Julius Boros and Paul Runyan one ahead of him.

			In the afternoon Ben went out directly behind Demaret at a 12minute interval, and a full hour and a half ahead of Locke, the jowly South African whose putting style resembles a slap but who often makes life uncomfortable for American pros—by beating them on their own tour.

			Overlooking the spike marks and divots, and the wear and tear on his body, the golf course Hogan conquered in that final round was a devilish thing that architect Robert Trent Jones had remodeled with orders from the club’s membership to “toughen it up and make it memorable.”

			What Jones did was triple the number of bunkers and relocate them where they were most likely to catch drives off the tee, grow the rough up to eight or 10 inches in most spots, and pinch in the fairways to a sinister 22 yards across.

			Sam Snead described the fairways after his one-over 71 led the first round. He said, “I knew it was gonna be tough when I played my first practice round. Three of us walked side by side down the first fairway, and two of us were in the rough.”

			One of Hogan’s trademarks is that he knows how to learn from his mistakes.

			At the 380-yard seventh hole in the morning round, Ben’s tee shot found a brook that cut into the right side of the fairway. It cost him a bogey five. But in the afternoon he hugged the left side of the fairway from the tee, pitched to two feet of the cup, and made a birdie.

			The 392-yard 15th hole featured a bunker squarely in the middle of the fairway. Hogan’s drive in the morning round went too far left and became tangled in the deep rough. It cost him a double-bogey six. But in the afternoon he played a beautiful spoon off the tee and the ball sneaked safely into the narrow alley left of the bunker. Then from there, his approach was a deadly shot to within six feet of the flag, and he got another birdie.

			Don’t tell Ben how to get even with a golf course.

			All week long, there was more grumbling and growling than usual on the part of the pros regarding the “unfairness” of Oakland Hills, but Hogan may have said it best at the presentation ceremony.

			As he caressed the Open trophy, he said, “I’m glad I was finally able to bring this course, this monster, to its knees.”

			Actually, he called it something else in private.

		

	
		
			2.
SLIPPERY SLOPES
__________

			Sam Snead at the 1952 Masters

			SAM SNEAD said he grabbed the 1952 Masters on greens “slicker’n the top of my head.”

			Nobody expresses things better than Sam, usually. But he might have mentioned that the wind had something to do with the tournament—and the greens.

			“One or two times, I thought I was on roller skates out there on those greens,” said Sam.

			The final scores reflected that the wind had never blown harder, gustier, or more continuously over the Augusta National layout than it did during the last two days. Not only did it drive Snead’s winning total up to 286—highest in Masters history—it all but swept away such serious challengers as Ben Hogan, Cary Middlecoff, and Tommy Bolt.

			Snead and Hogan began the last round in a tie for the lead at 214. Middlecoff was two back. Bolt was three. Ben had shot 70-70-74 while Snead had gone low and high with 70-67-78.

			But Hogan’s five three putt greens on Sunday helped drag him to a disastrous 79, the highest score he’d posted in a major championship since his 80 in the last round of the U.S. Open at Philadelphia’s Spring Mill in ’39—the Open where Snead made his famous eight on the last hole and Byron Nelson eventually won in a playoff over Craig Wood and Denny Shute.

			While this was happening, Middlecoff was stumbling to a 78— “I couldn’t get comfortable out there,” he said—and then there was Bolt. The tempestuous one was two under par and only one back of Snead when he went to the 15th hole, but he three putted three straight greens, the winds rocking him around in his stance, and came into the clubhouse to preach sermons about the wind, the greens, and pin placements.

			Meanwhile, Sam carved out an even-par 72—and there were only three rounds better than Snead’s all day. The best one, and the only sub70 score, was Jackie Burke’s 69, which pulled him up into second place. Burke required only 27 putts, or as he put it, “The cup wouldn’t get out of the way.”

			Snead somehow managed only 31 putts in the gusts and gales to win his second Masters and his sixth major championship, while Hogan required a ridiculous 40 putts.

			Hogan had no explanation for a collapse that saw him finish in a tie for seventh when he was thought to be the odd-son favorite Sunday.

			“I thought I hit the ball as well as I did the first three rounds,” Ben said, “but things kept going wrong. It wasn’t always the wind. There were some bad bounces out there.”

			This was the fourth year of the green jacket ceremony, which was introduced in 1949 when Snead won his first Masters. The winner now receives a blazer similar to those worn by Augusta National members.

			Hogan slipped the coat on Snead as the winner and defending champion gathered on the 18th green with the Masters tournament committee.

			“This one don’t fit either,” Sam said, “but I’ll keep it.”

		

	
		
			3.
THE HUNGARIAN
__________

			Julius Boros at the 1952 U.S. Open at Northwood in Dallas

			IN U.S. OPENS it’s usually Ben Hogan that’s “holding the Hungarian,” as golfers and other gamblers call it, meaning a sure thing. But this time, somewhat ironically, it was a young pro of Hungarian blood with a golden putting stroke that was holding it. Otherwise, it wouldn’t have been possible for the little-known Julius Boros to snatch the 1952 Open away from Hogan in the draining heat and humidity of Northwood Country Club, a new course nestled in a new-rich neighborhood of Dallas.

			Boros did it over the final two rounds Saturday even though Hogan knew the course better than anybody, had strongly campaigned for Northwood to host the national championship after the club was opened in 1948, had equaled the 36-hole Open record of 138 with 69s on Thursday and Friday, and had seemed to have the title firmly in his grasp for two and a half of the three days.

			But Hogan started losing it in his morning round when a shocking double bogey sent him to a 74, and Boros, who may have smoked more cigarettes than Hogan while “hitting it on the run,” as he described his style, started winning it with his putting stroke. Among other things, Boros one-putted seven greens over the last nine holes. This brought him in with a one-over 71 and the 281 total that left him four ahead of Porky Oliver and five ahead of Hogan.

			Ben and Porky, who were paired together, looked like a cinch to wind up tied for second until the very last green, where the jolly, wisecracking Oliver holed a 50-foot putt for a birdie.

			Northwood’s sporty but confining layout was designed by William Diddel, an architect from Indiana, but half the course was revamped for the Open by Fort Worth’s Ralph (Rab) Plummer, who was particularly proud of the sixth hole.

			“Pecan Narrows” is the affectionate name given by members to the long, dark, 450-yard sixth. The fairway is closed in by trees, the green guarded by deep bunkers, and directly behind the green is a ditch and service road, which is out of bounds.

			Hogan bogeyed it the first day when his 2-iron second found a bunker, but it was the double-bogey six on Saturday morning that started his downfall. Ben hit a fine drive and a seemingly wonderful 4-wood to the green. In the air, the shot looked like a two. But it found a hard spot and bounced to the back of the green, and drifted down the slope and was out of bounds—by one foot.

			This cost Hogan the Open lead and he would never regain it.

			“It was a stupid club selection,” Ben said later. “I paid for it. I got what I deserved.”

			Boros actually started winning it with his Saturday-morning 68 when he took only 11 putts on the last nine holes. This round pushed him two shots ahead of Hogan, and it was his putter that kept saving it for the former staff sergeant in the Army Medical Corps, a man who quit his job as an accountant to take up golf.

			“I got tired of working for a living and turned pro,” he said.

			It was over a four-hole stretch on the last nine of the championship— the 13th through the 16th—that Boros and his putter defied logic.

			By then the majority of fans were following him. So were his brother, Ernest, and a fellow North Carolinian, Clayton Heafner, a gruff, burly tour veteran who’d withdrawn earlier. They walked next to Boros every step, keeping up the pep talk, which sounded like chatter from a baseball dugout.

			Boros snap-hooked his drive into the rough at the 13th hole, put his second in the bunker, blasted out to eight feet, and awkwardly hit behind the putt. But the ball found the cup to save his par.

			At the par-five 14th he was again bunkered but came out to within 10 feet and holed the putt for a birdie.

			He was bunkered at the 15th, and his sand shot was a long way from drawing any applause, seeing as how it was 30 feet from the cup. But his putt went in after sliding around the edge.

			Boros continued his miracles with an unbelievable par save at the 16th hole, a 210-yard par three. Off the tee he hit a nervous apple-turnover into the tall rough near the green. If that wasn’t bad enough he almost whiffed the next one, a lookup pitch that stopped inches shy of the green, about 35 feet from the flag over a tricky contour.

			What happened instead of the double bogey he deserved? He rammed home the monster putt to save another par.

			In case you’re not a Ben Hogan and can do it with fairways and greens, that’s how you win a U.S. Open.

		

	
		
			4.
SLAMMING THE DOOR ON THE SLAMMER
__________

			Ben Hogan vs. Sam Snead at the 1953 U.S. Open at Oakmont

			THERE WERE those ink-stained wretches on hand who swore they saw Ben Hogan tuck the 1953 U.S. Open under his arm and run off with it after his first-round 67. It’s all over, they said. Look, there he goes now, romping through Oakmont’s furrowed bunkers and lightning greens like they don’t even exist.

			Hogan, of course, knew better. In this shady suburb of Pittsburgh he knew he was going to be in a long fight, primarily with Sam Snead, his top rival, and that it wasn’t going to be over until late Saturday.

			Ben’s five-under round on Thursday was the low 18 of the championship, and it did give him a three shot lead on the field and a five-shot lead on Snead. And Hogan did birdie three of the first four holes on Friday, which sent certain writers to muttering, “It’s no contest.”

			But Snead had some golfing to do himself, and Sam, after all, had won the PGA on this same Oakmont two years earlier. Sam’s 69 on Friday picked up three strokes on Ben, and his 72 Saturday morning picked up another stroke. Now Hogan was left with a thin one-stroke advantage going into the final 18, and to make matters worse Ben went off a full hour ahead of Sam.

			That’s inconvenient for a golfer. Only being able to guess at what those noises behind him mean. The advantage would be Snead’s. He’d always know what Hogan was doing up ahead, and what he might need.

			Even though Ben led after each round, and his scores of 67-72-73-71 added up to an Oakmont record of 283, giving him a six-shot margin over Snead at the finish, it would be a mistake to say that Hogan won in a cakewalk.

			Snead was two strokes ahead of Hogan through five holes of the Saturday-morning round, and Sam was still one stroke ahead of Ben through nine, or 45 holes, with 27 remaining.

			When Hogan made up that stroke and one more, however, they broke for lunch with Hogan at 212 and Snead at 213. It was a ball game. And it stayed a ball game throughout the afternoon, right up until Hogan’s fantastic finish over Oakmont’s last three holes.

			On the 16th tee was where Hogan, one over on the round, heard from a friend in the gallery that he was still holding a one-shot lead on Snead. Sam was more than an hour behind now, and had six or seven holes left to play on which he could make up ground.

			Hogan clearly needed a big finish, and what a finish it was.

			The brassie to the 234-yard 16th was his best shot of the day, Ben insisted. A choked-down, high cut into a crosswind. The ball settled 25 feet from the flag and rewarded him with a two-putt par on a hole that seriously worried him.

			Then came the 17th. In three rounds he hadn’t tried to drive the green at this unique 292-yard par four. He’d been laying up off the tee, but this time he went for it and drove perfectly onto the green, 25 feet from the flag. His putt for an eagle just missed, but he had a tap-in birdie.

			Hogan’s monstrous drive at the 462-yard par-four 18th split the fairway, and his 5iron second stuck within 10 feet of the cup. Then, with practically everyone with a ticket lining the hole from tee to green, he sank the putt for another birdie and the 3-3-3 finish that took care of anything Snead might have in mind behind him.

			Later, Ben was reminded of something he said two months ago in Augusta, Georgia, when he set the 72-hole record of 274 in winning his second Masters. “This was the best golf I’ve ever played,” he had said.

			So how about the 283, five under par, on rugged old Oakmont with its furrowed bunkers and marble-top greens, a much tougher course?

			Hogan said, “I believe I prepared for this Open more than most of the other fellows. I played more practice rounds. I didn’t know what to expect from this course. It has quite a reputation.”

			It was Hogan’s fourth “official” U.S. Open, but he doesn’t have long to celebrate. He and Valerie sail in 10 days for England and his first try in the British Open at Carnoustie in Scotland.

			Fred Corcoran, Ben’s former agent-manager and once the director of the PGA Tour, said in Pittsburgh, “If Hogan can win the British Open to go with his Masters and U.S. Open this year, it will give him a Triple Crown, and this will be the greatest golfing achievement since Bobby Jones’s Grand Slam.”

			AUTHOR’S NOTE: I’ve always regretted that I didn’t make an effort to cover Hogan at Carnoustie. I was even traveling around Europe at the time, enjoying a college graduation present from my folks. But I did think about Hogan, Scotland, Carnoustie, and the possible Triple Crown, while I was being unavoidably detained at this sidewalk café in Paris —and I don’t even remember her name.

		

	
		
			5.
TWO IMMORTALS, ONE WINNER
__________

			Ben Hogan vs. Sam Snead in a Playoff at the 1954 Masters

			AMONG THE sweltering crowd of 5,000 there were men who climbed trees and plumpish barefoot women, and they all trudged in and around Augusta National’s pines and blossoms for three hours and 32 minutes to find out that perhaps Ben Hogan, the club maker, is not quite as good a golfer as Ben Hogan, the Bantam, Hawk, Wee Icemon.

			This was sort of what everyone concluded as they beat through the nettles and thicket and took shortcuts through the trees like natives going deep into gorilla country to watch the 1954 Masters decided in a memorable 18-hole playoff.

			The dry leaves crackled and the sun bore down and the Southerners among them let out a howl that traveled from President Dwight Eisenhower’s white cottage near the 10th tee to the eastern seaboard when Sam Snead was home in front by a scant stroke, 70 to 71.

			Maybe a golden era was over. Both men are in their forties, and it’s doubtful they will ever collide again, head to head, in a duel for a major championship.

			Here was Sam going for his third Masters in dark blue slacks, yellow shirt, and customary straw hat, more than willing to submit his explosive, long-hitting game to Augusta’s daring options.

			Then here was Hogan in his customary gray slacks, white shirt, and white cap. Icy and calculating, prepared to play his own steady game and let Sam take the chances. It was not lost on historians that Ben was going for his fourth major in a row, having won the Masters, U.S. Open, and British Open a year ago.

			The week gave the American press a chance to talk to Ben about his win at Carnoustie, since none of them had been there. Yes, he’d made headlines by saying he would send Carnoustie some lawn mowers for the course. He spoke of his two tickertape parades upon returning—one in Manhattan and one in Fort Worth. He talked of never knowing exactly how he stood until the last four holes of the final round. Communications weren’t so wonderful, but then Great Britain was still recovering from the war. Food rationing still existed. One egg a day.

			In the final analysis of the playoff, it wasn’t Snead’s bold shot-making that brought him victory as much as it was Hogan’s old brass-head putter that betrayed him throughout the week, or there would have been no playoff. When a man’s mind is elsewhere when he’s trying to win a golf tournament, much less a major, it will tell in the putting stroke more than anywhere else.

			Actually, there might not have been a playoff at all if a third character in the drama of Sunday’s final 18 hadn’t been so impulsive. This was the amateur, Billy Joe Patton. The drawling, quick-hitting young guy from North Carolina led the first two rounds, and after surrendering the 54-hole lead to Hogan he reclaimed it with a thunderous hole-in-one at the sixth hole Sunday. He was still leading at the par-five 13th—thanks in part to Hogan’s double bogey at the 11th when he pulled a 4-iron into the pond—but that’s when Billy Joe drowned his own chances.

			“Ah didn’t git whur ah am playin’ safe,” he said to the gallery an instant before he whacked a 4-wood into the creek. Double bogey. Doom.

			This gave the Masters back to Snead and Hogan to settle on Monday.

			It’s an interesting historical note that there have now been only three playoffs in Masters history, and Hogan has lost two of them. The first was in 1935 when Gene Sarazen topped Craig Wood, the second came in 1942 when Byron Nelson narrowly edged Hogan in what some people called “a Fort Worth city championship,” and now this one.

			Ben and Sam had it out in their own self-styled ways. Hogan was cautious. From tee to green, he was nearer perfection than at any time during the week. He hit 17 greens but took 36 putts. Snead was the opposite. Sam went for everything, and it paid off. He two-putted for three of his birdies after attacking the eighth, 13th, and 15th holes, all par fives.

			Snead hit only 14 greens and took 32 putts in comparison, and may well have struck the greatest blow of the day when he chipped in for a birdie from 50 feet with his 7-iron at the long, downhill, picturesque 10th hole, a par four.

			Hogan missed at least six decent birdie putts, each time the ball slowly creasing the lip of the cup but refusing to drop. And when he three putted from 14 feet at the 16th hole to fall two behind, it was all over.

			Snead bunkered his second shot to the 18th to give Ben some hope, but Sam blasted out to six feet and two-putted for the bogey he needed when Hogan’s birdie putt failed again.

			So it ended. A playoff and perhaps a golden era.

		

	
		
			6.
DOCTOR MAKES A COURSE CALL
__________

			Dr. Cary Middlecoff Wins the 1955 Masters

			IT’S ENTIRELY possible that Dr. Cary Middlecoff gave up dentistry because people couldn’t hold their mouths open that long.

			Middlecoff is beyond a doubt the most tedious, fidgety, and methodical golfer that has ever roamed the fairways, and now the tall, 34year-old ex-dentist from Tennessee, a guy usually seen in a white visor pausing on his backswing long enough for a turkey to be roasted, holds the record for the biggest margin of victory in the history of the Masters.

			It’s one thing to say that Doc won the 1955 Masters by seven strokes, but it’s another to say that he did it by beating Ben Hogan, who was second, and Sam Snead, who was third.

			This gives Middlecoff his second major and lifts him into the category of a marquee star in the game. His first major came in the 1949 U.S. Open at Medinah in Chicago, the one Hogan missed because of the car wreck.

			If there was any single round that won it for Doc, it was the second. That’s when he fired a seven-under-par 65, the second-lowest round ever shot on the Augusta National premises. Lloyd Mangrum’s 64 in the opening round in 1940 is still the lowest, although Lloyd couldn’t ride it to a win. He finished second that year to Jimmy Demaret.

			If there was a single stroke in Middlecoff ’s 65 that stood out, it was certainly his 80-foot putt for an eagle three at the 13th hole. He had put his second shot on the green with a 4-wood from a downhill lie. A beauty.

			He then rapped in the meandering putt that started on the far left side of the green and seemed to take forever, going by way of Macon, Georgia, Milledgeville, Georgia, and Walton Way in downtown Augusta, and finally into the cup.

			Middlecoff started the last round with a four-stroke lead on Hogan, and while shooting a 70 to Ben’s 73 he found himself in difficulty only once. This was when he stubbed his second shot to the tenth and put it in a bunker and took two to get out. Result: double-bogey six.

			It brought back a memory. Middlecoff had been paired with Jim Ferrier in 1950 when Ferrier doubled the 10th and went on a bogey rampage and blew a fives-hot lead that allowed Demaret to win.

			“That was in the back of my mind,” Middlecoff admitted. “But Byron settled me down.”

			Byron Nelson, he meant. The man with whom Middlecoff was paired in the last round. It seems Byron has a habit of being paired with Masters winners.

			Nelson thus accompanied his sixth winner to the Augusta National clubhouse, not counting the two Byron won for himself in ’37 and ’42.

			Middlecoff recalled Byron saying to him more than once, “Come on, Doc. Play golf. You’re okay.”

		

	
		
			7.
UPSET OF THE AGES
__________

			1955 U.S. Open at the Olympic Club in San Francisco

			WHEN A sportswriter for the Pittsburgh Press named Bob Drum called his wife long-distance from the 1955 U.S. Open pressroom at the Olympic Club in San Francisco, the conversation went like this:

			“I gott a stay over another day,” Bob said.

			“Why?” asked Marian Jane Drum.

			“To cover the playoff.”

			“There’s no playoff. Ben Hogan won the Open. They said so on TV. What a liar you are! You just want to stay in San Francisco and get drunk another day.”

			“I can get drunk in Pittsburgh.”

			“So come home.”

			“I’m telling you, I’ve gott a cover the playoff tomorrow between Hogan and Jack Fleck.”

			“Who?”

			“Jack Fleck. He tied Hogan after TV went off.”

			“Jack Fleck? That’s the dumbest name you’ve ever made up.”

			Ben Hogan had already won this Open, of course. With his pinpoint driving and his finely honed irons for dealing with Olympic’s tall, damp, gnarled rough, he had shot a final-round 70, even par, for a total of 287.

			That total was five strokes better than Sam Snead, who finished 30 minutes ahead of him, and Tommy Bolt, who finished 30 minutes behind him. They would be tied for second.

			Nobody could have played the course better than Hogan for four rounds. Fee ling he had won, Ben had even handed the last golf ball he used to Joseph C. Dey Jr., the executive director of the U.S. Golf Association, when he walked off the 72nd green.

			“Here, Joe, this is for
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