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      ‘A thrilling, drawn-out contest … brilliantly told by Mark Frost. What makes this book special is the way it marries social
         history with sporting biography. So on top of his analysis of the technical evolution of golf, Frost produces vivid, often
         moving portraits of the two protagonists’ Sunday Telegraph

      ‘Frost’s research into an event that took place almost ninety years ago is first-rate. He digresses expertly, capturing the
         atmosphere of a sport that was gradually finding its feet. A thoroughly enjoyable read’ Ireland on Sunday

      ‘Frost has researched his subject meticulously … his superbly detailed and paced 250-page account of the tournament begs to
         be read in one thrilling sitting, and more impressively requires no real love of golf to be enjoyed’ Sunday Times

      ‘Francis Ouimet’s showdown with Harry Vardon was a watershed moment that changed the face of golf. At last this remarkable
         story has been given the epic treatment it so richly deserves’ Butch Harmon, Tiger Woods’ coach
      

      ‘This is one of the best sports books I have ever read. If I had known there was this much excitement in golf I would have
         started playing earlier’ Billy Crystal
      

      ‘Anyone who loves golf, history, or just a great story will relish this wonderful book’ Scott Turow

      ‘A brilliant story, brilliantly told … a truly outstanding piece of sports writing’ Sunday Tribune
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      THE PLAYERS

      British Professionals

      JAMES BRAID, Earlsferry, Fife, 1870–1950

      ARCHIE COMPSTON, Wolverhampton, West Midlands, 1893–1962

      GEORGE DUNCAN, Methlick, Aberdeenshire, 1883–1964

      ABE MITCHELL, East Grinstead, Sussex, 1887–1947

      TED RAY, Jersey, 1877–1943

      JOHN HENRY TAYLOR, Northam, Devon, or Southampton, Hampshire, 1871–1963

      HARRY VARDON, Jersey, 1870–1937

      TOM VARDON, Jersey, 1872–1942

      British Amateurs

      JOHN BALL, Hoylake, Merseyside, 1861–1940

      BERNARD DARWIN, Downes Kent, 1876–1961

      HAROLD HILTON, West Kirby, Merseyside, 1869–1942

      CYRIL JAMES HASTINGS TOLLEY, London, 1895–1978

      JOYCE WETHERED, Maldon, Essex, 1901–1997

      ROGER WETHERED, Maldon, Essex, 1899–1972

      American Expatriate Professionals

      THOMAS ARMOUR, Edinburgh, 1895–1968

      ROBERT CRUICKSHANK, Grantown-on-Spey, Perth & Kinross, 1894–1975

      JAMES BARNES, Lelant, Cornwall, 1887–1966

      HARRY “LIGHTHORSE” COOPER, Leatherhead, Surrey, 1904–2000

      JOCK HUTCHISON, St. Andrews, Fife, 1884–1977

      WILLIE MACFARLANE, Aberdeen, 1890–1961
      

      STEWART MAIDEN, Carnoustie, Angus, 1886–1948

      MACDONALD SMITH, Carnoustie, Angus, 1890–1949

      CYRIL WALKER, Manchester, 1892–1948

      American Professionals

      MIKE BRADY, Brighton, Massachusetts, 1887–1972

      LEO DIEGEL, Detroit, Michigan, 1899–1951

      AL ESPINOSA, Monterey, California, 1894–1957

      JOHN J. FARRELL, White Plains, New York, 1901–88

      WALTER HAGEN, Rochester, New York, 1892–1969

      WILLIAM MELHORN, Elgin, Illinois, 1898–1989

      EUGENE SARAZEN, Harrison, New York, 1902–99

      HORTON SMITH, Springfield, Missouri, 1908–63

      JOE TURNESA, Elmsford, New York, 1901–91

      ANDREW WATROUS, Yonkers, New York, 1899–1984

      American Amateurs

      PERRY ADAIR, Atlanta, Georgia, 1900–53

      CHARLES “CHICK” EVANS, Jr., Indianapolis, Indiana, 1890–1979

      ALEXA STIRLING FRASER, Atlanta, Georgia, 1897–1977

      ROBERT GARDNER, Hinsdale, Illinois, 1890–1956

      JOHN GOODMAN, Omaha, Nebraska, 1910–70

      S. DAVIDSON HERRON, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, 1897–1956

      WATTS GUNN, MACON, Georgia, b. 1905

      HARRISON “JIMMY” JOHNSTON, St. Paul, Minnesota, 1896–1969

      ROBERT TYRE JONES, Atlanta, Georgia, 1902–71

      WILLIAM LAWSON LITTLE, Newport, Rhode Island, 1910–68

      CHARLES BLAIR MCDONALD, Niagara Falls, New York, 1856–1939

      FRANCIS OUIMET, Brookline, Massachusetts, 1893–1967
      

      JESS SWEETSER, St. Louis, Missouri, 1902–89

      WALTER TRAVIS, Maldon, Australia, 1867–1927

      GEORGE VOIGT, Buffalo, New York, 1894–1985

      GEORGE VON ELM, Salt Lake City, Utah, 1901–60

   
      
      A NOTE ON THE TEXT

      To avoid confusion I have used the modern terms for all the golf clubs in this story; irons and woods were not generally referred
         to by numbers until after Bob Jones produced matched sets with Spalding in the 1930s. All of the dialogue in this book is
         directly quoted from source material, chiefly the accounts left to us by Pop Keeler, Bob Jones, Grantland Rice, Walter Hagen,
         Chick Evans, Bernard Darwin, Al Laney, and Francis Ouimet.
      

   
      
      PROLOGUE

      In an average year lightning strikes the United States over twenty-two million times. Your chance of being hit by one of those
         strikes is 1 in 300,000: 7.7 casualties per million people per million lightning strikes. Lightning kills a hundred people
         a year in the United States alone, and critically injures over a thousand. An average bolt carries the power of thirty million
         volts, and somewhere between ten thousand and two hundred thousand amps, enough electricity to illuminate a hundred-watt bulb
         for six months.
      

      He was America’s most famous athlete, the crown jewel of a golden age; eight times a national champion, and on the verge of
         launching the most spectacular assault on the record books anyone in sport had ever seen. A dedicated amateur, he had within the last year launched his professional career as a lawyer:
         the world’s greatest golfer only had time to play four to six tournaments a year. Preparing to play in that year’s U.S. Open,
         on July 29, 1929, Bobby Jones and the three members of his regular Monday-afternoon game were making the turn onto the back
         nine at East Lake Country Club outside Atlanta when they noticed a bank of towering thunderclouds building to the southeast.
         Jones had grown up on the East Lake course, and dodged a hundred storms during his life there; he decided they would have
         time to finish their round before the body of the storm threatened. The first drops of rain fell as they putted out on the
         twelfth green, set near the right arm of the horseshoe-shaped lake that curves around the stately mock Tudor clubhouse and
         gives the course its name. As they made their way to the thirteenth tee, the sky above them still clear, a bolt of lighting
         struck the tenth fairway less than forty yards to their right. Jones felt an ominous tingle surge through his metal spikes.
         He stopped and yelled to his buddies to make a run for the clubhouse; they had no sooner changed direction than a second bolt
         hit a small tree at the back of the thirteenth tee, not twenty yards away, exactly where they would have been standing if
         they’d continued ahead. They sprinted across the small bridge that spans the northeast corner of the lake, leading back to
         the eighteenth green and clubhouse. Huddled under their umbrellas, Jones and his friends lost count of the lightning strikes
         hammering down on the course around them, a ferocious concentration of energy unlike any storm they’d ever seen.
      

      As they hustled across the broad gravel drive, the last stretch of open ground before the safety of the portico sheltering
         the locker-room entrance, a monstrous bolt blasted the high double chimney on top of the clubhouse. The chimney exploded in
         a shower of bricks and mortar. Bobby felt his umbrella collapse around his head; he blindly staggered the last few steps to
         the protection of the door. Safely inside, the men shared a nervous, gasping laugh of relief. When Bobby discarded his umbrella
         and turned around, his friends gasped again: the back of his shirt had been ripped from collar to waist, and he was bleeding
         from a six-inch gash that ran from his right shoulder to the middle of his spine. A heavy fragment of the chimney had punched
         through his umbrella, struck him a glancing blow and torn the shirt from his back. He hadn’t felt a thing. The men shared
         a moment of silent wonder at how close—inches—their great friend had come to certain death. Bobby was the first to break the
         tension with a joke—the golf gods were obviously displeased with him, but at least he knew where to send the bill for a new
         shirt. The luck of the Irish: what else would you expect from a man born on St. Paddy’s day? Drinks flowed from the jug of
         bootleg corn liquor Bob stored in his locker, the worst-kept secret at the club, a survivors’ warmth rekindled in them and
         the shadow passed.
      

      When the storm moved through they walked outside and stared again in wonder: the driveway was littered, a debris field of
         bricks and mortar, some fragments scattered as far as the eighteenth-tee box, 300 yards away. Any one of which, thought Robert
         Tyre Jones, Jr., could have killed a man had it struck him on the head. Not that the gash on his back didn’t sting like the
         deuce, but Bob was never one to complain. He never boasted either, nor made a show of his many great gifts; and he privately
         rated this innate sense of balance and moderation foremost among them. No matter what good fortune showered upon you, and
         by any reckoning he’d had far more than his fair share, he knew the gods would have the last laugh. They always did, with
         time on their side. Even if it took twenty years.
      

      The myth that lightning never strikes twice in the same place is exactly that; the mast atop the Empire State Building, for
         example, attracts on average a hundred bolts a year. Lightning of an equally powerful but more metaphysical variety also centered Robert Tyre Jones, Jr., in its sights on the old twelfth hole at East Lake Country Club, and this time it had struck
         him square, sixteen years earlier. Its impact forever altered the course of his life, propelling him directly forward to the
         abundant promise of this moment in 1929, as surely as this second strike would lead to his ruin.
      

   
      
      PART ONE

      EVOLUTION OF A GENIUS
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      “No matter what happens, keep on hitting the ball.”
      

      
      —Harry Vardon

      
   
      
      CHAPTER ONE

      
      EAST LAKE

      
      [image: image]

      
      On September 22, 1913, America welcomed a new hero into its sporting pantheon and for the first time the broad middle of the
         country embraced with curiosity and enthusiasm the exotic game he’d mastered. Playing alone on rain-soaked fairways at the
         Country Club in Brookline, Massachusetts, against the two greatest golfers in the world, Francis Ouimet defeated Harry Vardon
         and Ted Ray in an eighteen-hole playoff to win the United States Open Championship. The twenty year-old former caddie personified
         a cherished American ideal: that anyone with perseverance, modesty and backbone could rise above the limits imposed by humble
         beginnings to achieve greatness. Seldom discussed is how often a person’s real problems begin with the success. Lesser men might have failed a hundred ways under the pressures of Ouimet’s sudden fame, but Francis
         stood up to that challenge and every other that life subsequently put in his path. You could find in him no trace of destructive
         pride, ego, false humility or spite. He never turned professional, choosing instead to focus on a business career and raising
         a family, in spite of which he remained a first-rate player for nearly twenty years and would go on to win two National Amateur
         Championships; but in the long run his sterling character contributed even more to the development of the game than his accomplishments
         as a player.
      

      
      Vardon and Ray had toured America for months leading up to the 1913 Open, facing every one of the country’s finest players
         without suffering a loss. Victory by one or the other of them had all but been conceded before the national championship;
         instead, Ouimet’s shocking defeat of the two British immortals made banner headlines across America and around the world.
         Teenaged boys in particular embraced Ouimet as a role model and, for once, even their parents approved. Caddie shacks and
         clubhouses swarmed with new recruits, professionals and amateurs alike, eager to follow Ouimet into the game. Many would go
         on to memorable careers, a select few earning the credentials to land them in a Hall of Fame that hadn’t yet been dreamed
         of. Only one of them would exceed the impact of Ouimet’s historic breakthrough, relegate the memory of an entire generation
         of greats to also-ran status, and give rise to a legend that casts shadows over the American sporting landscape to this day.
      

      
      While his improbable win spread the gospel of the game and heralded a bright future for native-born players, Francis Ouimet
         unknowingly served as a kind of secular stand-in for John the Baptist. The game’s messiah was coming, and he was a lot closer
         at hand than anybody realized. He would emerge from the unlikeliest ground, and only after a cast of extraordinary characters
         necessary to shape his formative years had assembled around him. Call it destiny or coincidence; by October of 1913 all the elements necessary for the creation of a sporting miracle
         had aligned, but required one last spark to ignite the subsequent chain of events. As fate, or chance, would have it, the
         same two players who had precipitated Francis Ouimet’s triumph were about to provide that spark.
      

      
      Harry Vardon and Ted Ray sailed into New York and embarked on their barnstorming exhibition tour of America in early August,
         1913. Designed to climax at Brookline in September with a Vardon or Ray victory at the Open, their grand scheme unraveled
         on that soggy Saturday when Ouimet seized the cup for the United States. The architect of that scheme, their patron, Fleet
         Street mogul Lord Northcliffe, sailed back to Britain bitter and empty-handed. The two defeated sportsmen, professionals to
         the end, declined Northcliffe’s offer to join his early exit and vowed to complete an additional month of appearances, originally
         conceived as an extended victory march after their anticipated Open triumph.
      

      
      A vibrant Indian summer had settled over Georgia when Vardon and Ray rolled into Atlanta during the second week of October,
         1913. A two-day, seventy-two-hole match had been arranged with the best two local pros the New Center of the South had to
         offer: Willie Mann from Druid Hills, and Stewart Maiden of East Lake Country Club. On Saturday, October 11, the four men teed
         it up at East Lake, a sprawling entertainment complex built on the site of a turn-of-the-century amusement park.
      

      
      East Lake’s clubhouse and eighteen-hole golf course had officially opened for business on the Fourth of July, 1908, designed
         by the prolific Tom Bendelow. East Lake’s list of playing members initially numbered less than twenty-five, ranging in age
         from six to forty. That original roster includes two names—one boy, one girl—who would not only reach golf’s Hall of Fame, they are still considered by many as the finest players America has ever
         produced. Without knowing it, East Lake was already a nursery for genius.
      

      
      Vardon and Ray arrived for their match at East Lake on Saturday morning, July 11, 1913, and enjoyed a hot breakfast from the
         club’s kitchen, served on outdoor tables; despite their celebrity, as working-class pros they were not allowed—here or at
         any other private club in the world—to set foot in the clubhouse or members’ locker room. First to welcome them was one of
         their opponents that day, East Lake’s resident professional Stewart Maiden, a small, unassuming man from Carnoustie, Scotland.
         The members at East Lake called him “Kiltie,” which today might be considered a demeaning cultural stereotype, but the intent
         was affectionate. A compact, flat-faced, perpetually sunburned man, Stewart Maiden embodied the stereotype of the dour, laconic
         Scot. He possessed an uncanny ability to pinpoint and correct swing faults with a minimum of words. Kiltie almost never addressed
         his student’s problem verbally; for those who worked with him on a regular basis expressions or small gestures spoke volumes.
         By 1913 Stewart had also developed a serious dependence on strong drink, which did nothing to soften his sharp tongue, often
         to his detriment. But during his first ten years at East Lake, blessed with students of rare ability, he offered instruction
         of magnificent value, and inspired in them undying loyalty. A gifted player, he lacked the temperament for a sustained competitive
         career but his swing was a thing of beauty: balanced, rhythmic and deceptively powerful. That October he’d spent a week brushing
         up his game, and gone to bed without taking a single nip the night before his match against Vardon and Ray.
      

      
      Knowing not only his employers but all his students would all be in the gallery, Kiltie was determined to give the big boys
         a tough fight. No players with their international pedigrees had ever ventured as far south as Atlanta before; this was golf’s equivalent of Siberia, a million miles from the game’s dominant
         Philadelphia–New York–Boston corridor, or its Midwestern stronghold in Chicago.
      

      
      Among the reporters roaming East Lake’s grounds to follow their match that day was Oscar Bane Keeler, O.B. to his colleagues,
         better known as “Pop” to his friends: thirty-one years old, and until this moment a man singularly devoted to making as little
         as possible out of a classical education. After flirting with a variety of careers, Pop was working as a reporter for the
         Atlanta Georgian. He had begun playing golf during a last romantic boyhood summer in Lake Geneva, Wisconsin, in 1897. He was not a gifted
         player, but fortunately Pop found substantially more skilled golfers to write about, beginning on that same October afternoon
         at East Lake Country Club.
      

      
      Keeler could barely contain his excitement when he got off the streetcar at East Lake that morning. Pop connected with readers
         because he had such easy access to his own emotions; they showed up on his sleeves like chevrons. He picked up feelings in
         the air at a sporting event as if they were radio waves and boiled them down into strong, declarative sentences, letting you
         experience whatever he witnessed as clearly as if he’d let you borrow his nervous system.
      

      
      Pop’s struggles with his own game only increased his sense of wonder when he saw Ted Ray put the wood to a golf ball for the
         first time. While Ray wowed the crowd all morning, firing like a howitzer, making birdies and bogies with equal abandon, Vardon
         quietly went about hitting fairways and greens and recording pars with machine-like regularity. When his putter cooperated—the
         only weakness in his game; a nerve in his right hand had been damaged by a bout with tuberculosis—Vardon dropped his share
         of birds as well. Opponents often felt as if Vardon wasn’t even aware of their presence, and they weren’t far wrong: experience had taught him his real opponent was the golf course, not the other guy. He played against par, an elusive
         concept for the casual viewer. Not as spectacular a style in the heat of battle, Vardon’s economical method was even deadlier
         than Ted’s showy fireworks. This was the partnership they’d formed during their tour, reflecting their different temperaments,
         and it was the reason they were nearly impossible to beat in a best-ball match. In their morning round at East Lake Ray turned
         in a par 75, and Vardon shot 72.
      

      
      Stewart Maiden and his partner Willie Mann looked intimidated by their famous competition and the size of the crowd that morning;
         both scored 78 and were three holes down at intermission with eighteen left to play. Although all was convivial on the surface
         between the four men, Stewart Maiden was determined to put up a stiffer fight that afternoon; he worshiped Harry Vardon like
         every other pro his age, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t beat him. Kiltie birdied three of the first eight holes to square
         the match. When he stuck his approach at the ninth within three feet of the pin and made his fourth birdie of the round, the
         home team went 1 up on Vardon and Ray and the crowd cheered the local boys like the Georgia Tech football team. They halved
         the first two holes after the turn, and came to the twelfth tee with the famous visitors still trailing.
      

      
      Someone else was following the action at East Lake that day. A more plainly American name would be hard to conjure: Bobby
         Jones. Eleven years old, tow-headed, hair still worn in a no-nonsense bowl-cut, knock-kneed, a touch short for his age and
         a little chubby, baked dark brown with a spray of freckles sprinkled across his face. Knickerbockers, a white shirt, a jaunty
         little cap: from a distance he looked like a hundred other kids running around in that crowd. You had to get up close to spot
         the watchful intelligence in his slate-blue eyes, and the crooked right corner of his ready smile, shaded by a sense of irony.
         That face already owned a degree of self-possession that was almost spooky; an old soul, you might have thought. He’d ridden out from town that day on the streetcar with his best friend, Perry
         Adair, son of East Lake’s current president. A year older, taller and leaner than his little sidekick, Perry enjoyed a growing
         reputation as the best junior player at East Lake, the city of Atlanta and the state of Georgia.
      

      
      Both families had taken summer homes in East Lake the year the country club first opened. The Adairs—wealthier by far, on
         their way to becoming one of the richest in the South; they also owned the huge spread of land where Hartsfield Airport would
         eventually rise—soon built a grand house with all the amenities. The Joneses lived a much more modest existence; they were
         still apartment dwellers in Atlanta, albeit in the better part of town. They spent their first two summers at East Lake in
         rented rooms at a boarding house, before moving into a ramshackle cottage on the edge of the second fairway called “the mule
         house.” Local lore on the origin of that name is muddled, but it may at one point have been a stable for a Civil War-era farm
         that once occupied the grounds.
      

      
      The myth has persisted that Bobby’s father, Robert Purdemus Jones, was a wealthy man, but during Bobby’s childhood he worked
         as a corporate lawyer in Atlanta, under his own shingle, and was bringing home a middle-class income at best. Robert Purdemus
         was the son of an extremely driven and successful man, Robert Tyre Jones. Folks called the Jones family patriarch R.T., more
         out of respect than affection. At a ramrod six foot five, two hundred and thirty-five pounds, R.T. commanded attention. A
         stern, fervently religious character without an ounce of frivolity, he parlayed a small general store into a thriving cotton
         mill—one of the first blue denim factories in the country.
      

      
      The son of a struggling hardscrabble farmer, R.T. had lived through the horrors of the Civil War and it informed every inch
         of his character. Life on earth was not for the faint of heart; you wrestled for every advantage, buried your dead, feared
         God, and give Him all credit on those rare occasions when any was due. Fear and awe tended to be the reactions R.T. inspired in
         others. Finding even the harsh determinism of his parents’ Presbyterian faith too liberal for his tastes, at twenty-one he
         had himself initiated as a strict Southern Baptist. He didn’t drink, smoke, cuss, work on Sunday, or even break down and enjoy
         a refreshing Coca-Cola. He might indulge in a few hands of Rook every once in a while, but played no game that required the
         pagan idolatry of face cards. His instinctual search for a strong faith to sustain him proved sound, because that faith would
         be sorely tested; his father was later robbed and murdered on the family farm, and his first wife died suddenly at the age
         of forty-two. While raising seven children on his own, R.T. took the entire extended family under the shelter of his formidable
         arms. Building his legacy according to dynastic English traditions, R.T. selected a revealing motto for the rising Jones clan:
         Coelitis mihi vires: My strength is from heaven.
      

      
      Born in 1879, R.T.’s oldest child, Robert Purdemus Jones—he always preferred Bob—grew up enjoying the advantages of his father’s
         prodigious energies. Whether the result of genetic inclination or a rebellious reaction to his family, Bob’s temperament could
         not have taken a more radically different turn from his father’s. A gifted baseball player, Bob attracted the attention of
         some local scouts birddogging for big-league northern franchises, but when he was offered a minor-league deal by the National
         League’s Brooklyn Superbas R.T. told him: sign that contract, and I’ll disown you. His experience of the world out from under
         his father’s shadow had taught Bob a few crucial facts about himself; he liked to drink, smoke, cuss, tell off-color jokes,
         hang out with the boys, and play poker, and do all of the above on Sunday if he felt like it. Father and son were destined
         to butt heads, but Bob might never have broken away without an ally to help him resist the pull of R.T.’s gravity. From another
         family whose Georgia roots ran six generations deep, Clara Thomas stood barely five feet tall, weighed ninety pounds and was physically frail, but possessed the classic resolve of the
         Southern belle in the cast-iron petticoat. Bob and Clara met and married immediately in 1900. She insisted, and Bob agreed,
         that they would accept no money from his father in order to establish themselves in the big city. Strings came attached to
         such generosity; R.T. couldn’t help but see it that way. When their first child William died after three agonizing months
         of illness, the tragedy devastated them.
      

      
      Bob opened a small law office and within a few months picked up enough freelance contract work inside the burgeoning Coca-Cola
         empire to support his family; maintaining patents, drafting boilerplate bottling and distribution contracts. Networking with
         his fellow Georgia alumni, he joined the downtown Atlanta Athletic Club and befriended charter member George Adair. Clara
         took to her bed for the last few months of her second pregnancy, taking every precaution to avoid a repeat of their earlier
         heartbreak. When their son arrived on St. Patrick’s Day, March 17, 1902, the young couple paid homage to R.T. by naming him
         Robert Tyre Jones. Bobby himself added the “Junior” years later, to complete the tribute. But at first, and for some time
         to come, the boy’s prospects appeared every bit as bleak as those of his late lamented brother.
      

      
      Weighing just over five pounds at birth, the baby struggled to maintain his weight, went through operatic fits of colic for
         weeks at a time, and couldn’t keep solid food in his system long enough to do him much good until he was nearly five years
         old. Six doctors they consulted were baffled by the boy’s infirmities, offering no treatment more useful than a strict diet
         of boiled egg whites. At the age of five Bobby still weighed less than forty pounds. Clara’s heightened anxiety about her
         lost first child played a major part in shaping and disrupting the nervous system of her second. The experience of raising
         a second frail young boy convinced both parents that Bobby should grow up an only child. Terrified of infection from other children, in this era before routine vaccinations when childhood diseases were a
         potentially deadly threat, Clara kept the boy cloistered in their home, a virtual prisoner to her fears. Aside from the family’s
         African-American live-in maid Camilla and her on-again/off-again boyfriend—who took glee in teaching him how to cuss—young
         Bobby could count his circle of friends on the knuckles of his thumb.
      

      
      Hailing from a long line of strapping alpha males, Bob found the prospect of his sickly son wasting away like a hothouse flower
         distasteful in the extreme. Had Bobby inherited his wife’s delicate constitution, or was Clara raising the child in her own
         neurasthenic image? It was time to find out. Big Bob, as friends and family had now begun to call him, decided to move the
         family out to East Lake for the summer to see if clean air and exercise would do for Little Bob what the advice of six doctors
         had failed to.
      

      
      Big Bob’s gamble paid off: given a chance to run around in the open air for the first time like a normal kid, Little Bob thrived.
         He spent a Huck Finn summer. The local boys played baseball, when they could find enough players, the first group activity
         Bobby had ever been allowed. He and Frank Meador, son of their boarding house’s landlady, discovered a creek they could dam
         up for fishing, and didn’t mind that they never caught anything. Bobby adopted an old broken-down pony at a nearby stable,
         naming it Clara, an honor his mother seemed reluctant to appreciate.
      

      
      On one fateful afternoon, one of their fellow boarders, an earnest young man named Fulton Colville, noticed Bobby watching
         him practice chip shots on the front lawn. He asked the little boy if he wanted to try his hand at a few swings. The club
         was an old iron cleek, too big for Bobby to master. Fed up with how the damn thing was behaving, Colville sawed off the shaft
         below the grip and offered it as a gift to Bobby after dinner.
      

      
      Bobby and Frank were too young to be allowed on the East Lake course, so they fashioned one of their own on a dirt lane beside
         the Meador house. Two fairways identical in length fashioned from the Georgia clay—one no more than an extended ditch—precious
         little grass, long stretches of wagon ruts as constant hazards.
      

      
      It’s an overstatement to say the game possessed Bobby from the start; he later had few specific memories of his first golf
         experiences, just another activity in a rich and varied repertoire of fun, but one stood out: Little Bob hated making a bad
         shot. When he knocked his ball into a briar patch under the bridge that crossed the ditch it made him mad enough to dance
         in the road. While such displays looked amusing in a five-year-old, a hunger for perfection and his furious inability to accept
         anything less from himself already loomed as the biggest mountain he’d have to climb in the first half of his life.
      

      
      The family moved back to the city in the fall with a healthy son. Little Bob started school and Clara stopped fussing over
         him. Big Bob’s practice advanced and, in deference to his warm and courtly Southern manners, friends and colleagues around
         town began affectionately referring to him as “the Colonel.” The family headed out to East Lake again for the summer of 1908,
         and one evening on their way to the club for dinner they ran into their pro, Jimmy Maiden, about to move on to Long Island
         and in the process of saying his goodbyes to the members. He introduced them to his younger brother Stewart, not long off
         the boat from Carnoustie. In many ways a perfectly ordinary moment, but one that six-year-old Bobby would remember vividly.
      

      
      
         There was nothing sensational about Stewart. He said very little and I couldn’t understand a single word of what he did say.
            Jimmy and Dad and Mother did all the talking, and at first I wondered if Stewart could talk at all … There wasn’t any sensation, any more than when I swung the first time at a golf ball. Stewart was just another little Scot, like Jimmy,
            only Scotcher. But it wasn’t long before I was following him about the East Lake course and watching him.
         

      

      
      Stewart never appeared to notice his little shadow, and if he did he never seemed to mind.

      
      Upon arrival Kiltie instantly became the best player anyone at the club had ever seen. He had a classic swing built to the
         old Carnoustie form: flat, round, and fluid, guided by an even, leisurely tempo to keep the hickory shaft from torquing the
         head off target as it squared to the ball. Kiltie was all business on the course; hit the ball, find it, hit it again. Bobby
         couldn’t then identify exactly what it was about the little Scot’s game that so fascinated him, but it was no mystery: this
         was his first glimpse of perfection—consistent bio-mechanical precision, lit with a touch of poetry—and he drank it deep down
         into his unconscious. Bobby never carried a club when he tagged after the little pro; all his focus was on watching. After
         four or five holes, he would break off to return home, grab a hatful of balls and his three-club kit—his parents had also
         given him a cut-down two-wood and a short iron to go with his old cleek—head out to the thirteenth green and hit balls at
         the flag until the sun went down. Without any thought to technique, without a single formal lesson from Kiltie, he mimicked
         that perfect swing and absorbed it into muscle memory until he made it his own. He was old enough to be allowed out on the
         course with his parents now, never taking more than one club at a time. His interests continued to balance over the full range
         of an active boy’s life, but slowly golf staked a greater claim in his sleeping and waking mind.
      

      
      The game gradually became the center of the Jones family’s social life. Regular Sunday dinners were followed by informal tournaments
         played by Big Bob, Clara, and their friends. Bobby’s talent for mimicry became a favorite feature of cocktail-hour gatherings on the veranda, when his father would call on him to imitate the more hilarious swings of the regulars in attendance.
         The Adair family had moved into the Joneses’ social orbit during this summer and their son Perry joined the kids’ table. Two
         years older than Bobby, a tall and handsome blond, Perry had been taking regular lessons from Kiltie for over a year and was
         much further along in his game. The boys quickly became best friends. Bobby now enjoyed the benefit of regularly playing with,
         and competing against, a better player. A third player soon joined their regular outings, and she was better than both of
         them.
      

      
      A red-headed tomboy, five years older than Bobby, Alexa Stirling was willowy, beautiful and spirited. She loved to hunt and
         fish as much as they did; and her father taught her how to repair automobiles, a skill Alexa retained her entire life. With
         the athletic, economical swing that Stewart Maiden had taught her, at 110 pounds she could drive the ball over 230 yards.
         Add to this a personality of charm and winsome modesty and you realize that Alexa Stirling was one of the remarkable young
         women of her day. (She was an early classmate of another such woman, Margaret Mitchell, who during her twenty years as an
         Atlanta housewife wrote a novel called Gone With the Wind.) Every boy she met fell under Alexa’s spell and Bobby was no exception, even if he didn’t yet know the word for it. Another
         extraordinary role model had found her way into Bobby’s life, and the supporting cast around him was now complete; their impact
         began to affect his development like tumblers falling into place on a complicated lock.
      

      
      Late that summer of 1908, someone suggested that a tournament for the kids might make an amusing addition to the grownups’
         regular games. A foursome of Bobby, Perry, Alexa, and Frank Meador was sent out to play a six-hole stroke-play match, a gallery
         of parents and friends in attendance. Bobby later admitted that Alexa won the contest, but her generosity of spirit changed the outcome. Sensing how much more it would mean to him, she suggested they award the three-inch-tall cup to six-year-old
         Bobby. Bobby liked winning, he found that out right from the start; he slept with his little silver prize that night and hung
         onto it for as long as he lived, always polished, in pride of place alongside some of the greatest trophies in the world.
      

      
      This established the enduring rhythm of his boyhood. School years spent at home in Atlanta; he was always a good, if not exceptional,
         student. Idyllic summers at East Lake, where golf gradually overtook tennis, baseball, fishing, boating, and swimming. His
         temper continued to flare up hot and ready. During a round with Dr. Stirling and Alexa, Bobby hit a less than perfect shot,
         tossed his club, and let fly a shocking string of expletives.
      

      
      In 1911 nine-year-old Bobby entered his first formal tournament, the junior championship of the Atlanta Athletic Club. His
         first experience with brackets and starting times, pairings and handicaps didn’t daunt him for a second. Playing his way into
         the finals, Bobby faced a big sixteen-year-old named Howard Thorne, and beat him 5 & 4 over thirty-six holes. No one was prouder
         of Bobby’s win than Big Bob; he carried Bobby and the trophy home on his broad shoulders, shouting out the news to Clara.
         Unlike so many kids of his generation, Bobby never had to walk the extra mile to earn his father’s approval, and the bighearted
         Colonel never gave him any reason to doubt how much he was loved. The harder-edged Clara played the bad cop when Bobby needed
         discipline. Scarred by R.T.’s scathing indifference to his once-promising baseball career, Big Bob never missed one of Bobby’s
         important matches, and was always first to greet him with a hug when he came off the final green.
      

      
      By 1913, the little golf academy that Kiltie Maiden had quietly gone about building at East Lake was about to yield a bountiful
         harvest. Forty-one-year-old club president George Adair won the first of two city amateur championships; his son Perry captured
         East Lake’s junior crown for the second year in a row, and made some noise in local tourneys against grown-ups; Alexa Stirling played her first USGA event, and established herself
         as a presence to reckon with in the future. With the membership at East Lake expanding, George Adair contacted renowned Boston-based
         golf architect Donald Ross about adding a second course, and maybe redesigning their original layout.
      

      
      Back in school that September, Bobby followed the exploits of Francis Ouimet at the 1913 Open, waiting eagerly on the front
         steps for his dad to return home with the afternoon papers. When Ouimet pulled off his improbable victory the story landed
         on the front pages and suddenly the quaint little game Bobby had grown up playing took on mythic dimensions. The news that
         the two British giants who had battled Ouimet were coming to the only course he’d ever known stirred up sensational excitement
         in Bobby, as if gods from another planet had announced a visitation. That he was far from alone in this feeling speaks to
         the subtle but profound sense of inferiority the South still suffered as a region, a culture, and a tribe of people. Their
         defeat at the hands of the Union had stripped them of their identity. Watching Vardon and Ray play the game in person, Bobby’s
         young dreams for glory of his own took their first steps. But if he had caught a glimpse of his own future that day, would
         he even have believed it? That by mastering an ancient British game a young champion from a Southern state could help repair
         the damage done by a sixty-year-old war? That by becoming the country’s first truly national sports hero, he would help knit
         back together the lingering wounds left by that terrible conflict?
      

      
      When Vardon and Ray played exhibitions against local professionals, one of two things happened: the pros would either collapse
         under pressure or play the game of their lives. Stewart Maiden and Willie Man had mounted a comeback that put them in the
         second category; the two British greats knew they were now in a match. Kiltie had already played his second shot onto the twelfth green. Vardon followed, landing inside Kiltie’s ball, even closer to the pin. Ray, as usual, had hit the longest
         drive, but pushed it right. He found his ball in the rough, 160 yards out and 20 yards behind a forty-foot-tall pine that
         stood directly between him and the green.
      

      
      Bobby and Perry were in the gallery that scrambled around to watch Ray play his shot. So was Pop Keeler, although he didn’t
         yet know either of the boys. As Ray walked to his ball, puffing on his pipe, wise veterans in his gallery—Keeler among them—speculated
         that he would have to punch back to the fairway around the tree and take his medicine.
      

      
      “He’ll lose a shot here for sure,” Bobby remembered saying to Perry. “He’s dead behind that tree.”

      
      Ray took one look at his ball, one at the tree, and a quick glance at the green. Without hesitation he pulled his favorite
         club—a one-of-a-kind hand-crafted thing he called a “Snieler”; the rough equivalent of a nine-iron—from his bag, planted his
         feet, and swung down at the ball as if he meant to kill it.
      

      
      “He hit that ball harder than I ever have seen a ball hit since, as if he would drive it through to China,” Bobby later wrote.

      
      
         Up flew a divot the size of Ted’s foot. Up also came the ball, buzzing like a partridge from the prodigious spin imparted
            by that tremendous wallop—almost straight up it got, cleared that tree by several yards, and sailed on at the height of an
            office building, to drop on the green not far from the hole. The gallery was in paroxysms. I remember how men pounded each
            other on the backs, and crowed and cackled and shouted and clapped their hands. As for me, I didn’t really believe it. A sort
            of wonder persists in my memory to this day. It was the greatest shot I ever saw.
         

      

      
      Keeler picks up the action from there: “And Ted Ray, his pipe in his mouth, the club tucked under his arm, was striding on
         toward the green long before the ball had come down, as if nothing at all had happened. He did not ever look after it.”
      

      
      Bobby watched the last six holes of the match in a state of wonder, as the drama shifted into high gear and held that crowd
         in thrall. Vardon made his birdie at twelve. Vardon and Ray went on to birdie the next three holes, but Kiltie birdied fifteen
         as well, and then got another at sixteen to cut the Britons’ lead back down to one. After halving the seventeenth, Kiltie
         dropped a twelve-footer for his third birdie in the last four holes on the eighteenth. That left Ray with an eight-foot putt
         for birdie to secure the victory and avoid a sudden-death play-off. He studied the line from both sides for the first time
         that day, stepped up and slapped it into the back of the cup to win the match. All four men had played their second round
         in at least two strokes under par and received a sustained ovation. After witnessing such an amazing exhibition the home crowd
         didn’t seem to mind that their favorites had been nosed out at the wire. O.B. Keeler waited his turn on the club’s single
         telephone as reporters lined up to call in their headlines, while club members repaired to the bar and relived the great day
         long into the night.
      

      
      Young Bobby could hardly sleep that night, lying in bed replaying every shot over and over. He had witnessed a display of
         astonishing skill, but beneath the placid surface of their polished play he had sensed a fierce struggle, capable of producing
         moments of rare wonder, delicacy, and power. Not so much man against man, but each man against himself, testing his limits
         and his capacity for rising to meet the test. The spent the following day at another Atlanta country club, Brookhaven, watching
         Vardon and Ray play two flawless rounds on yet another course they’d never seen before against another pair of local pros,
         the McKenzie brothers. Ray thrilled the crowd again by hitting his drive on the ninth across a swamp, a forced carry of over
         280 yards, a shot no man had ever pulled off before. All Vardon did in Atlanta was play for par, and average 72 over his four
         rounds; Ray’s monstrous power shots had seized center stage in Bobby and O.B.’s memories, but in the days and weeks to come something
         about Vardon’s quiet persistence loomed larger. Bobby later wrote: “Harry seemed to be playing something beside Stewart and
         Willie or the McKenzies; something I couldn’t see, which kept him serious and sort of far away from the gallery and his opponents
         and even from his big partner; he seemed to be playing against something or someone not in the match at all.”
      

      
      A few weeks later that October Bobby experienced a milestone of his own, and he raced across four fairways to share it with
         his dad, near the end of his Saturday game at East Lake. As he walked off the eighteenth green, the Colonel was puzzled by
         the look on Bobby’s face; the boy’s hand trembled as he solemnly held out the scorecard. Big Bob read the card carefully.
      

      
      “I made sure Perry attested to it,” said Bobby. “He signed it, right there.”

      
      Bobby had shot his first 80 and made sure Perry signed the card so there’d be no question about its legitimacy. The Colonel
         smiled, held out his arms and wrapped his only son in a bear hug, blinking back some tears; only 3 percent of the people who
         take up the game ever break 80 in their lives. There would be a lot of whooping and hollering for the Jones boys on their
         walk home that evening.
      

      
      The lessons Bobby had learned in golf were clear: the game was played for pleasure, but when you excelled in competition other
         people admired you, and your dad lavished you with praise, sometimes to an extravagant degree. By acquiring value in the eyes
         of others you could begin to believe you possessed it yourself, which in turn helped generate the self-confidence necessary
         to play this fiendishly difficult game at increasingly high levels.
      

      
      Harry Vardon’s method had quietly seeped into Bobby. He had been playing a match against Perry Adair in his record-breaking
         round, but for once never gave a thought to what his opponent was doing, or who was winning. It was the first round he had ever played against the only opponent that mattered, the invisible one he hadn’t yet given a name to, the toughest
         of them all. Pop Keeler christened him Old Man Par.
      

      
      The year 1914 is best remembered as a hinge on which the modern world swung into the open jaws of hell. Newsreel footage and
         photographs of Archduke Franz Ferdinand’s assassination played in movie houses and newspapers across America. Everyone from
         Bobby Jones to President Woodrow Wilson saw these stark images of the crime. Wilson, the most dedicated golfer who’d ever
         lived in the White House, had given up the game that summer; his wife, Ellen, was slowly dying. During long nights keeping
         vigil over her decline, the President read the dispatches describing the string of firecrackers exploding across Europe with
         the horror of an educated humanist losing his faith in God and man. His ambassadors in France and Britain pleaded with him
         to intervene. When he learned of atrocities committed by the Germans as they marched through Belgium—thousands of civilians
         slaughtered, priests assassinated, cities burned to the ground—Wilson wept. But intervention did not reflect the national
         sentiment. Isolationist tendencies dominated every geographic, ethnic, and economic sector of the United States. Hundreds
         of thousands of recently immigrated Americans had fled Europe to escape this sort of senseless bloodbath; now that they were
         safely thousands of miles and an ocean away, most wanted no part of another. Wilson took the country’s pulse and kept quiet,
         preoccupied with his own private tragedy.
      

      
      Ellen Wilson died peacefully in her sleep on August 6. Ten days after he returned from burying his wife in her native Georgia,
         two weeks after Germany invaded Belgium, Woodrow Wilson formally articulated America’s official response to the European conflict:
         neutrality in thought and action.
      

      
      The opening moves of the war played in banner headlines, but the further one moved from the East Coast the more the conflict
         felt like distant thunder. Outside Atlanta, where the Jones family and their friends spent another untroubled summer at East
         Lake, the news barely registered on Bobby. East Lake’s clubhouse had burned down in an electrical fire that spring and its
         replacement was under construction: the Joneses and new member O.B. Keeler, among many others, mourned the loss of their hand-crafted
         golf clubs for months. Stewart Maiden’s shop ran overtime to address the crisis; Kiltie personally fashioned a first grown-up
         set of clubs for Bobby. Donald Ross’s newly designed course opened for play that summer and was not an immediate success.
         Ross had reversed the routing to run counter-clockwise, one of his standard innovations. As old East Lake was the only course
         Bobby had ever played the new layout confounded him—it was over 300 yards longer—and his game went temporarily sideways. During
         their years together Kiltie gave him less than ten hours of formal instruction; Bobby learned primarily by watching and repeating.
         He responded to setbacks by concentrating harder on the details; he noticed that a smaller, heavier ball called the Zome Zodiac
         flew a little farther and a lot straighter into the wind. A larger, lighter ball called a Black Domino went longer with the
         wind behind him. He began to study ways to attack a hole strategically, rather than just step up to the ball and swing: small
         but significant advancements to his game, and remarkable in a twelve-year old.
      

      
      O.B. Keeler was typing up a story at the Atlanta Georgian one Friday morning when he overheard a fellow sports reporter named Milt Saul speaking with their chief editor. Like Pop,
         both men were avid golfers; Saul was a member at East Lake, and he was complaining about a tournament he’d entered there.
         “They really ought not to allow kids in these things. We’ve got three or four youngsters entered, and I’ve got to play one
         of ’em tomorrow—Little Bob Jones. He’s a squirt, twelve years old. Of course I’ll beat the wadding out of him, but what’s
         the point of taking up time beating infants?”
      

      
      The following week Pop overheard another conversation between the two men. The chatty Saul had been strangely quiet, and the
         boss stopped by to ask how the match had gone with Little Bob.
      

      
      “He licked me eight and seven,” said Saul, flustered. “I was right: they ought not to let kids play in these things!”

      
      Little Bob Jones: Keeler filed the name away.

   
      
      CHAPTER TWO

      
      INTO THE FRAY

      
      [image: image]

      
      The origin of young Bobby Jones’s hunger to succeed remains slightly mysterious; it appears to spring from the core of who
         he was. He owned an only child’s conception of himself as the center of the universe, certainly a factor. His grandfather’s
         Old Testament willpower at first glance seems to have bypassed the congenial Colonel, but Big Bob drove himself hard in business
         or any other competitive situation; he just did it in supremely affable style. Bobby inherited aspects of both men. Pleasing
         his father was important to him, but Bobby had ferocious expectations of his own, etched deep into his neurological and emotional
         codes. That’s a quality which can drive a man to madness, and Bobby would come perilously close to the edge.
      

      
      In May, 1915, Bobby set a new scoring record at East Lake, and club president George Adair decided he was ready for the next
         level of competition. George and Perry had planned a trip to Montgomery, Alabama, where both were entered in one of the South’s
         biggest invitational tournaments, and they wanted Bobby to come along. First they had to convince his father; George offered
         to pick up all the expenses, but the Colonel hesitated over what would be Bobby’s first tournament away from home. Not until
         Bobby made an impassioned plea did he give the okay.
      

      
      Bobby distinguished himself in the tournament at Montgomery, but not by his own high standards. Although he missed qualifying
         for the first flight he made it all the way into the finals of the second before losing to a thirty-year-old left-hander;
         a man hitting from the “wrong side of the ball” made his defeat even more humiliating. Bobby pitched a fit afterwards and
         tossed some clubs around, feeling like an absolute failure. He was only thirteen, three months shy of high school, and already
         expected to beat experienced players more than twice his age.
      

      
      Provided his game continued to advance, the Colonel had promised Bobby he could enter the prestigious Southern Amateur once
         he turned fifteen. Bobby returned from Montgomery convinced his career was ruined, only to discover his father had entered
         him in that year’s Southern, two years ahead of schedule. What was more, since East Lake was hosting the event Bobby had been tapped
         for its four-man team in the inter-club competition. Kiltie Maiden had now taken the emerging prodigy firmly under his wing
         and Bobby had thoroughly assimilated his swing. When a friend of Kiltie’s from Carnoustie arrived for a visit, he spied Bobby
         on the course from a distance, mistook him for the wee Scotsman and could not be persuaded otherwise until Kiltie appeared
         in person. Kiltie had a word with Big Bob about putting Bobby on the East Lake team—a word sounds about right; a full sentence was an oration for him—and that convinced the Colonel his son was ready.
      

      
      Little Bob wasn’t so sure. The night before the tournament he laid out his first pair of long pants to wear; self-conscious
         about his appearance, Bobby was afraid he still looked like a stumpy schoolboy in his usual knickerbockers.
      

      
      Tuesday morning, June 15. A dangerous hailstorm held up play for over an hour. After waiting out the delay in the locker room,
         Bobby felt so nervous in front of the big crowd gathered at the first tee he had to “keep looking at the ground to keep from
         falling over.” His little round face screwed in a mask of determination, he went out and shot the best round on his team—which
         won that part of the competition—and finished second for the qualifying medal, one stroke behind the leaders. In a field of
         215 of the best players from every corner of the South. Out of that group the top sixty-four advanced to the matchplay brackets
         that would determine the championship. East Lake members crowded around to shower praise on their young hero, while the Colonel
         proudly held court in the bar; he’d qualified for matchplay as well. It should have been a red-letter day in the Jones household
         but all Bobby could think about as he lay in bed that night was how much better he could have played, reliving his mistakes
         over and over, establishing a pattern of perpetual dissatisfaction which would torment him for years.
      

      
      The next day Pop Keeler traveled out to East Lake to cover the Southern Amateur, and watched this young Jones kid he’d heard
         so much about tee it up for the first time. Bobby handled his first-round opponent easily and advanced to the round of thirty-two.
         He drew a perpetual favorite in his second match, a stocky veteran in his fifties from Houston named Bryan Heard, nicknamed
         “the Commodore.” It was a memorable duel, but the Commodore edged Bobby out with a snaking 30-footer at the seventeenth, 2
         & 1.
      

      
      Once Bobby was out of earshot, Pop asked the Commodore if the young lad had given him a fight. Heard removed his pith helmet
         and mopped his brow. “Did he? I would’ve shot 76 with a par at eighteen. That would have broken the best score ever by an
         amateur on this course. I only beat him by one.” The Commodore watched Bobby mope toward the clubhouse. “That boy’s going
         to be a great golfer. Maybe the greatest.”
      

      
      Young Perry Adair avenged his friend’s loss that morning, eliminating the Commodore from the field of sixteen, which pleased
         Bobby no end. “Too many of these damned kids,” muttered the Commodore as he walked off. Bobby, standing near the green, happened
         to overhear him, which put a smile a mile wide on his face.
      

      
      The defeat dropped Bobby into the losers’ bracket, where he ran off three wins against a trio of the best players in the region
         and advanced to the finals. Bobby was three down at the end of the morning, because this time his opponent—Frank Clarke of
         Nashville—did shoot 76 and set a new amateur record for East Lake. Clarke increased his lead to four up by the time they made
         the turn that afternoon; observers conceded the match was over. With his parents and friends watching, Bobby rallied to win
         the next four holes in a row and square the match. The cheers filled him with confidence; Bobby figured he had his man in
         the bag, and let up on the fury that had brought him back. He lost the next two holes, but still wasn’t ready to quit, chipping
         in for birdie at the fifteenth, only to watch Clarke sink a 30-foot putt for a half. When Bobby put his second shot in a bunker
         on seventeen, Clarke closed him out, 2 & 1. His parents, Kiltie, and the crew at East Lake gushed over his resilient comeback.
         Atlanta’s papers, with O.B. Keeler leading the chorus, raved about the youngster’s performance: Bobby was the sensation of
         the Southern Amateur. In its write-up, American Golfer called his battle with Clarke the match of the tournament, and ran Bobby’s photo with the story. An article in the sports
         section of the New York Times appeared shortly thereafter: GEORGIA’S GOLF MARVEL. Only the first of many headlines he would make that summer.
      

      
      Bobby told no one his private feelings: “I felt I was a disgrace to my family, and to Stewart Maiden, and to the Atlanta Athletic
         Club, and to anybody or anything else convenient to be disgraced.”
      

      
      The lesson Bobby took away from that match was clear: never shake hands with yourself for your fine play before you shake
         hands for the last time with the man you beat. Bobby showed he’d taken that lesson to heart a few weeks later in Birmingham,
         at the Roebuck Country Club’s invitational, another mainstay on the Southern circuit. Bobby squeaked by Perry Adair in the
         second round—the first time they’d faced each other outside of East Lake—and reached the finals against Bill Badham, a former
         collegiate star at Yale. Bobby played out of his skull against Badham, but got madder and madder than he couldn’t shake this
         fancy-pants Ivy Leaguer, a man ten years his senior with a hundred tournaments under his belt.
      

      
      The two were all square after eighteen but this time Bobby didn’t pat himself on the back. He played Badham even to the twenty-first
         hole, looked him straight in the eye and struck a pitch dead at the flag to win his first big tournament. Any golfer who’s
         ever won anything tells you the first win is the hardest. Bobby won twice more in Atlanta before the summer was over, breaking
         a course record at the Druid Hills invitational. Then he beat his own father, for the first time ever, in the finals of East
         Lake’s club championship. Big Bob couldn’t have been happier; he lifted him off the ground in triumph and they marched home
         arm in arm carrying the trophy and singing songs until Clara came out on the porch and yelled at them. Two weeks later, in
         the Atlanta City Championship, the climax of the local season, Bobby lost in the semi-finals to George Adair, who went on
         to defend his title. The next week Bobby set his soaring aspirations aside and began classes, as a freshman at Georgia Technological High school.
      

      
      As Bobby’s school year progressed, the specter of war drew closer to American shores. President Wilson publicly reinforced
         the country’s neutrality, while privately encouraging increased shipments of food and munitions to the Allies. The sport of
         golf went into hibernation in Britain. Most courses were taken over by the military, their clubhouses turned into convalescent
         hospitals; fairways sprouted tents, training camps for new recruits. Many were used as gunnery ranges. Seaside links were
         converted to airfields for the British Army’s air corps. Others were ploughed over into farmland to support the war effort,
         sparing only the greens.
      

      
      Harry Vardon had just turned forty-four, his condition fragile at best; being accepted into any active branch of service was
         out of the question. Realizing that to be seen practicing his profession might bring offense during a time when death lists
         filled the newspapers, Vardon approached the Red Cross with the idea of playing exhibition matches to raise money, and enlisted
         J. H. Taylor and James Braid to join him. Their “Great Triumvirate” events proved a solid success throughout the war, the
         birth of a tradition in golf that has contributed millions to charities ever since.
      

      
      Play went on in America. Four-time Amateur champion Jerry Travers won the 1915 U.S. Open at Baltusrol Golf Club, joining Ouimet
         as the only man to have won both national titles. The gifted, pernickety Chicagoan Chick Evans fell one stroke short when
         his putter failed him again.
      

      
      Ouimet, Travers and Evans were the overwhelming favorites as the Amateur got under way in Detroit, but due to the unpredictable
         vagaries of matchplay all three were eliminated by the second round. The trophy was claimed for a second time by 1909’s Amateur
         champion Robert Gardner.
      

      
      Ouimet returned home from Detroit and put golf aside for a while. After learning the trade as a sales clerk at Wright & Ditson,
         in the spring of 1916 he opened the doors of his own sporting-goods store in Boston. Raising capital from investors that included
         his father—who had come full circle on Francis’s involvement with golf—he took as his partner a fellow member at Woodland,
         John Sullivan, his future brother-in-law. They offered a full range of equipment, including golf clubs and balls; what hacker
         wouldn’t want to buy his gear from America’s first champion?
      

      
      On January 14 the United States Golf Association announced it had decided to redefine the rules of amateur status. Any player
         could, for example, still write articles about the sport for money, or accept a car as a “gift” for winning a big event, and
         retain his amateur standing. But this new interpretation declared that if you had anything to do with selling golf equipment—as
         an endorser, manufacturer, or retailer—the USGA now considered you a professional. Plans to open Ouimet & Sullivan had been
         in the works for months when Francis heard about the ruling. USGA president Frank Woodward was convinced that the line between
         pro and amateur had grown dangerously blurred, with nothing less than the integrity of the game at stake.
      

      
      Ouimet had invested his life’s savings in the store, and called upon the goodwill of friends and family to back him. He had
         been working full-time as a sporting-goods salesman at Wright & Ditson when he won the 1914 Amateur and no one had said boo
         about his status then. He had turned down dozens of offers to exploit his championships commercially—everything from appearing
         on the vaudeville stage to the growing movie industry—because of concerns over apparent exploitation. This decision threatened
         not only the modest dreams Ouimet had been nurturing, but his ability to make a living in the only business he’d ever aspired
         to. Although it wasn’t in his agreeable nature to defy authority, make a public show of protest, or consider mounting a legal challenge—a restraint unimaginable today today—Ouimet felt the ruling was simply unfair. He made
         a conscious decision to contest the USGA’s policy in the simplest possible way. He opened his store.
      

      
      In late March, as applications were being accepted for that year’s Amateur, Ouimet received a letter from Woodward, informing
         him the Executive Committee had revoked his status as an amateur in good standing. He would not be eligible to play in any
         USGA-sponsored amateur events until he severed connections with his sporting-goods business. John Sullivan received an identical
         letter. Knowing how much golf meant to his friend, Sullivan suggested Ouimet withdraw from the store temporarily and try to
         strike a compromise with the USGA. Francis refused. He had given his word to Sullivan that he was in to stay; loyalty came
         first. Woodward might have won the battle, but he lost the war of public opinion; a storm of controversy erupted, with a majority
         of people involved in the game leaping to Ouimet’s defense. Kids like Bobby Jones refused to believe their hero would never
         play again. The greatest amateur of all, Old Man Walter Travis—publisher of American Golfer magazine—used his column to blast Woodward’s decision.
      

      
      As they had been in Britain for nearly a century, professionals in America were still looked down on as second-class citizens.
         In golf’s privileged quarters, particularly the East Coast clubs where the American game took root, referring to someone as
         a “pro” was tantamount to calling him a hustler, a drunk, or a bum. Turning their line of work into a respectable profession
         remained an uphill climb, but in 1916 the activist vanguard of golf workers took their most important step in that direction.
      

      
      Professional golfers in England organized their first representative body
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