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For my brothers and sisters





Thy eternal summer shall not fade…
SHAKESPEARE





Foreword

[image: ] The older a golf writer gets, the more he lives in the past. This may be true of real people, too. I can only speak for golf writers. Youth is in the past, for one thing, and golf writing may have been a hobby as much as a profession, based on the salaries most of us made.

There have been many splendid, important, landmark years in golf, and 1960 goes in there with four other years that come to mind immediately. There was 1913, when Francis Ouimet did that thing to Harry Vardon and Ted Ray. There was 1930, when Bobby Jones did that thing with the Grand Slam. There was 1945, when Byron Nelson did that thing with eleven in a row. And there was 1953, when Ben Hogan did that thing with the Triple Crown.

A lot of things put 1960 in there, things that Curt Sampson will tell you about in more detail, but mainly I will always remember it as the year Arnold Palmer became the Arnie of “Whoo, ha, go get ’em, Arnie!”

It was the year that Palmer, sweating, chain-smoking, driving balls through tree trunks, shirttail flying, took golf to the masses.

It was the year Arnie’s Army was born, a horde of happy street rabble that would later encourage enlistments into Nicklaus’s Navy, Lee’s Fleas, Ben’s Wrens (as in Crenshaw), and Greg’s Groupies.

It started happening at the Masters in ’60, when Arnie birdied the last two holes to win, and then he was truly ordained as America’s golfing darling at the U.S. Open in June.

Thanks to the expense account departments at the Fort Worth Press, the Dallas Times Herald, Sports Illustrated, and Golf Digest, in order of their appearance in my life, I’m quite sure I’ve covered more majors than any golf writer, living or dead. Something like seventy of them to date. And I’m certain I’ve never seen a more thrilling tournament than the 1960 U.S. Open at Cherry Hills in Denver.

Three eras came together on the final day, or “Open Saturday,” as it was known. The day embraced the last hurrah of Hogan, the confirmation of Palmer, and the preview of a burly Ohio State undergraduate with terrifying length and frightening powers of concentration—Jack W. Nicklaus.

It’s a pleasure to recall that I was an up-close witness to all of the drama that day, but 1960 had other remarkable theater, subplots, undercurrents, and characters that would help change the game as we know it.

History is only as interesting as the historian makes it, and here I must congratulate Curt Sampson on his passion for the game as well as his skill with a pen. And, while I may not agree with every characterization or interpretation in The Eternal Summer, at least the author comes by his prejudices honestly.

Sampson was the golf course equivalent of a gym rat as a kid—caddie, shop assistant, greens mower, and gofer. He played hooky regularly to watch the CBS Golf Classic, which was taped at Firestone Country Club every fall in the late sixties. Inspired by all this proximity to golf pros, he became a minor league touring professional himself, though his name was hard to find among the money winners.

He then sold widgets for ten years before returning to golf as a writer, and made the unhappy discovery that widget salesmen play more golf than golf writers do.

The Eternal Summer will make you feel like you are there at Augusta, Cherry Hills, St. Andrews, and many other places.

I know. I was there. In some ways, I’m still there.

DAN JENKINS
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INTRODUCTION
Florence
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the Proettes

[image: ] The leader of the Free World was a golf nut.

Dwight David Eisenhower, war hero, Supreme Allied Commander in Europe in World War II and the president of the United States from 1953 to 1961, played golf about eight hundred times during his two terms as president. That’s almost twice a week. Pretty good considering he had a heart attack in 1955, abdominal surgery in 1956, and a stroke in 1957. The First Golfer had a practice green installed on the White House lawn, a driving range built in the basement, and a putting green placed next to his farmhouse in Gettysburg, Pennsylvania. He was also a compulsive carpet putter in the Oval Office. He became a member at Augusta National, home of the Masters, one of the four major golf championships. The members built for their important new associate a lovely, three-story white frame house—or, as they called it, a “cabin” or “cottage”—by the tenth tee. Ike visited Augusta twenty-nine times while he was president, and usually stayed a week or two. He liked to play a round with the new Masters champion the day after the tournament concluded. “I love to play the game, no matter how badly I may play,” he said, which may have been true, but, like many golfers, Ike got mad as hell when he didn’t play well.

His scores were a closely guarded secret. Democrats and other critics said Eisenhower feared voters would think he was playing too much golf if every result was recorded— particularly if his scores were good. Writer Lewis Grizzard recalled what it was like when the newspaper arrived at his house in 1953: “The adults [w]ould read of Ike and then spend the rest of the day cursing him because he was at Augusta National playing golf when, in the words of my grandfather, his butt ought to be in Washington running the country.” No, no, that’s not it at all, replied the legions who felt kindly toward the Old General. He doesn’t tell us what he shot because he knows so many people are pulling for him and he doesn’t want to disappoint them with a bad score. Besides, his supporters said, the doctor says it’s good for his health. As in most things, the truth lay somewhere in the middle. Ike did play a lot of golf. And he played very well on occasion, too: a 77 at Cherry Hills in Denver in 1954, 79s at Augusta National, Burning Tree (Washington, D.C.) and Gettysburg Country Club and 84 once at beautiful, difficult Cypress Point, in Monterey, California (normally a 90-shooter, the president’s big weakness was the short irons; he didn’t seem to possess a half-swing—he could duck-hook a wedge). But Eisenhower was one of America’s best-loved presidents, and most people did not begrudge him his hobby, even if they didn’t understand the attraction of hitting a rubber ball in a pasture with metal sticks.

The lure of the game was exposed—if not explained— during the Eisenhower years. When Ike took a “working vacation” at the Newport (Rhode Island) Country Club in 1957, he brought 282 newsmen and photographers with him. Pictures of his bad follow-through—he hung back on his right side too much—were standard on newspaper front pages. All this media attention had an effect on the popularity of the sport. Golf was not a game for the masses when Ike took office, but it was when he left. Coincident with his presidency was an unprecedented increase in the number of American golfers, from about 3.25 million in 1952 to about 4.4 million in 1960.

The golf boom of the fifties started in Washington, D.C. Trend-following bureaucrats all over town found clubs in their attics or bought new ones. Among those who followed the boss’s lead in recreation was Vice President Richard M. Nixon. Round-shouldered and unathletic, Nixon cut a less-than-dashing figure in golf clothes; he favored a “high pockets” look, with his pants worn practically up to his chest and a tightly buttoned sports shirt. But he became infatuated with the game.

From the October 30, 1959 issue of Golf World magazine:


Evangelist Billy Graham was taking a shower at the Burning Tree Club, outside Washington, after losing a close match with Vice President Nixon.

President Eisenhower entered the locker room after playing and told Mr. Nixon he would like to talk to the evangelist. Mr. Nixon told Mr. Graham in the shower. The evangelist wrapped a towel around himself and became what he thinks is the first clergyman to talk with the president under such circumstances.



Nixon played frequently in the fifties, though less often than Ike. He was the first member at a new golf club in Yorba Linda, near his home in Los Angeles. He played business golf on occasion, such as the time in March 1960 when he had a match with George Smathers at Key Colony, near Miami, and did not allow the senior senator from Florida to win a hole. In January 1960, Nixon was the featured speaker at the National Golf Award Dinner at the Plaza Hotel in New York, where among those honored were the winner of the 1959 National Amateur, “Jackie” Nicklaus, and Bobby Jones, the venerated golf champion who founded Augusta National. The vice president tried a joke: “Jones is the only man I know who went to Georgia Tech and Harvard and is a Republican.”

Nixon was campaigning for president when he gave that speech and told that joke, which reminds us that 1960 was a watershed year in politics as well as in golf, and for some of the same reasons. For one thing, the population grew more in the fifties—18 percent, from 151.3 million to 179.3 million— than in any other ten-year period in American history. Practically all the growth occurred in the suburbs, where two thirds of the twenty-eight million new citizens lived; cities and rural America lost population. Some time during the fifties, for the first time ever in the United States, white-collar workers (professional, managerial) outnumbered blue-collar workers (productive, operative). More people with more time and money meant more golfers.

The new voter, the new golfer—suburban, middle class, white collar—was personified by Ward Cleaver, the fictional father on Leave It to Beaver, a television show of the late fifties. Mr. Cleaver, an engineer, played golf on Saturday mornings. “How was your golf game, dear?” June Cleaver, in long dress and pearls, would ask her husband. Invariably, Ward would place his clubs—he always carried them backwards—in the hall closet, say something rueful about what Fred Rutherford had done on the golf course that Saturday morning, then ask: “Where’s Wally and the Beaver?”

Ward Cleaver, the new American (television) Everyman, would have been wearing something close to the latest in golf fashion, which Sports Illustrated defined in its “Spring [1960] Quarterly Sporting Look” as “a golf jacket of Kodel-and-Topel blend ($15) by Robert Lewis, ‘Ban-Lon’ golf shirt by Puritan and checked golf slacks ($15) of Dacron-cotton blend with hidden bellows pockets and tuck-away towel loop in back, by Hickok.” Perhaps Mr. Cleaver had selected a shirt made by Munsingwear that day; he knew from advertisements that Don January had won the Tucson Open in a Munsingwear shirt, and Dow Finsterwald had worn the shirt with the penguin logo to win at Los Angeles. It was, after all, as the ad said, “the shirt with the exclusive UNDERARM FEATURE.”

Ward Cleaver, Beaver’s father, wasn’t really a golfer making the difficult choice between wrinkleproof Ban-Lon and armpit comfort. But reality-blurring television could make it seem so. Television. Hardly anyone had one in 1950; by 1960, the tube was absolutely pivotal in entertainment, politics, and in the growth of golf and other sports. Only 8 percent of U.S. families had a TV in 1950. By the end of the decade, 88 percent— or forty million of the forty-four million families in the country—owned at least one set. Television allowed the nation to choose its next president in 1960. The two major candidates, Vice President Nixon and Senator John F. Kennedy of Massachusetts, squared off in a series of three televised debates, the first ever. Nixon looked bad on television, especially in the first debate. He was tired and had been ill—he had spent eleven days in the hospital with a staph infection of his knee two weeks before the first television encounter with Kennedy in Chicago. There was a problem with his makeup, and the TV lights made him perspire heavily and accentuated his five o’clock shadow. “The harshness of the television eye and the electronic cruelty of the camera to his countenance” caused Nixon to “lose” the debates, wrote Theodore White, in The Making of the President 1960. Kennedy won the election. He looked better on television. “In 1960,” wrote White, “television won the nation away from sound to images.”

The flickering images on American television in 1960 were of game shows (What’s My Line?, The Price Is Right, I’ve Got a Secret, To Tell the Truth), news (Walter Cronkite on CBS, Huntley and Brinkley on NBC), westerns (Maverick, Gunsmoke, Bonanza, Bronco), cop shows (Dragnet, Highway Patrol), situation comedies (Love That Bob!, Make Room for Daddy, My Little Margie, I Love Lucy, The Real McCoys), and old movies. A nervous gentleman named Jack Paar hosted a late-night variety program called The Tonight Show. It was the first modern TV talk show. Paar had an opening monologue, sat in a chair behind a desk, bantered with his sidekick, Charley Weaver, and traded witticisms with Zsa Zsa or Sammy or Jayne or Dean, who sat on a couch to his right. Fidel Castro and his cigar were his guests soon after they had overthrown Cuban dictator Fulgencio Batista. One night in February 1960 the neurotic Paar, looking like a man who couldn’t find the rest room, simply walked off the stage during the show. NBC broadcast an image of his empty chair for a long minute.

Like television throughout its history, most of it was drivel. Program notes from old TV Guide magazines provide the evidence: The Joey Bishop Show —“Joey’s laundresses, both ex-vaudevillians, come up with an ultimatum—either they appear on Joey’s TV show or they will starch his pajamas.” Make Room for Daddy —“Linda is punished for not cleaning her room.” Bonanza —“Gunslinger Duke Miller is the impatient type. When he goes to get a haircut and finds Carlos Rodriguez in the barber’s chair—he shoots him dead.” Movie—Here Come the Co-eds (1945)—“Two zany caretakers set things jumping at a school for young gentlewomen. Bud Abbott, Lou Costello.”

And, of course, there were sports on television. It had occurred to people early on that the tube and games were made for each other. Indeed, the first telecast of a sports event took place in the medium’s pioneer days: on April 13, 1939, a single camera “covered” the Columbia-Princeton baseball game at Colonel Baker Field in Manhattan (Princeton won, 2–1 in ten innings, to clinch fourth place in the Ivy League). Golf made its national debut on American television on August 23, 1953. ABC stationed one camera with a wide-angle lens behind the eighteenth green at the Tam O’Shanter World Championship in Chicago; about 646,000 televisions were tuned in. They got a great show. Lew Worsham holed a long wedge shot from the fairway—“The Shot Heard ‘Round the World”—and won by one shot the biggest first prize in golf, $25,000. Jimmy Demaret, the golfer/announcer, lost his composure for a minute. “The son of a bitch went in!” he shouted on the air. ABC’s experiment was a success. George S. May, the organizer of the World Championship, paid the network $32,000 to televise that first tournament. The next year, ABC broadcast the event for free. And by 1960, television was paying $150,000 a year for the rights to broadcast a handful of tournaments. Money could be made, the TV boys had discovered—that is, advertising could be sold—by televising golf. The three most important golf tournaments in the United States were televised by the end of the decade. The U.S. Open debuted on the tube in 1954, as did the Masters in 1955 and the PGA Championship in 1958.

Chris Schenkel broadcast that first Masters for CBS. Schenkel, from Bippus, Indiana, a slight, polite man with a soothing bass voice, says that golf—and television—“were much more relaxed then. I worked with Byron Nelson a lot and he had such a wonderful attitude. Nothing bothered him. We’d do a lot of cheap things for fun. I remember once during a rain delay at the Colonial tournament in Fort Worth, Don January and I went up with Arnold [Palmer] in his airplane. We drank beer while Arnie flew us around…. Great times.

“The players weren’t playing for that much money back then. They felt they were so lucky to have us televise their sport. Not like now.”

Schenkel theorizes that golf and television grew up together because golf on TV “was an emotional buy by the account executives, most of whom played golf.” In other words, ad agencies chose to spend their clients’ dollars—and to show the commercials the agencies produced for those clients—on golf telecasts. People with something to sell—tires, cigarettes, cars, insurance—started to perceive golf to be a conduit to the Ward Cleavers of America. As Sylvester Pat Weaver, once the president of NBC, said, “We are first of all in the advertising business, because that is where our money comes from.”

At any rate, golf on TV did not succeed because it was so visually appealing: the fairways were not a beautiful emerald green nor the skies robin’s-egg blue—because the broadcasts and the televisions were black and white only. Even with color, golf is the hardest sport to televise. The ball in flight is usually too small to see. There is no time clock to add urgency. The playing field is not standardized, as it is in almost every other major sport, so finding the right vantage points for the bulky cameras was a problem. No one runs, punches, jumps, or gets tackled in golf, activities that show up well on the tube. “The cameras were so heavy and immobile,” recalls Schenkel. “We’d have ten of them at the most to cover four holes.” Scoring was another problem. Schenkel and his “color” commentators— former touring pros like Horton Smith, Vic Ghezzi, Claude Harmon, Cary Middlecoff, and Nelson, his favorite—could rarely tell the viewer with confidence who was in first place and by how much, because walkie-talkies were not yet in use to keep tabs on the seventy or so players on the 150-or-so-acre playing field. “But they beat that problem at Augusta National,” says Schenkel. “Cliff Roberts [the tournament chairman] put some men from the Fort Gordon army base in Augusta in charge of scoring. They used their army wire telephones. They were accurate as hell.”

Few tournaments that were not the Masters or the Open were televised in 1960. One event that made the tube was the Bing Crosby Pro-Am. The print announcement of the telecast seems to hint that ABC thought golf alone would not attract viewers: “Blonde Miss Maury Orr, handicap 4, will direct the ABC telecast of the climax of Bing Crosby’s annual tournament, Sunday, January 24, 5:30–7 P.M. eastern time. She is associate director of ABC-TV’s western division…. Among the celebrities lined up (to play in the tournament) are George Gobel, Tennessee Ernie Ford, Jim Garner, Desi Arnaz, Bob Hope, Jack Lemmon, Bud Wilkinson, Ed Sullivan, Johnny Weissmuller, Phil Harris, Ray Milland, Gordon MacRae, Randolph Scott….” Demaret signed on to work as a roving assistant to Crosby, the chief commentator. The final three holes were covered.

ABC also showed a made-for-television series of golf matches called All-Star Golf, “presented to you by Reynolds Aluminum and by Miller High Life, the champagne of bottle beer.” The program, which first aired in 1957, was filmed—not taped; this was before the advent of videotape—in the spring and summer for broadcast in the fall and winter, on Saturdays between 5:00 and 6:00 P.M. “Greatest Sport Show on TV,” said its ads. “One full hour of exciting golf thrills!” Actually, it was fifty-one minutes of exciting golf thrills and nine minutes of station identifications, network promos, and commercials. Total prize money was $88,500 for the twenty-six-week series, which featured, according to Golf Digest, “bulky” Bill Casper, “rangy” Cary Middlecoff, Jack Burke (“the curly-haired Texan”), Jimmy Demaret (“the genial Texan”), Billy Maxwell (“the squat Texan”) “mustachioed” Lloyd Mangrum, “slim, spectacled” Eric Monti, Gene Littler (“the quiet Californian”), Tommy Bolt, Bob Rosburg, Sam Snead, Doug Sanders, and Paul Harney (“the thin Holy Cross graduate”). Demaret narrated the matches he didn’t play in, wearing an unwieldy contraption that suspended a giant microphone from his sternum. No headsets in 1960.

An All-Star Golf match took two six-hour days to film. Five cameramen would set up by the first tee, record the tee shots, then scramble down the right side of the fairway with their cameras in cars, carts, and trucks. The process was repeated as the players hit their second shots. At the green, two additional cameras would join the other five, and all seven loudly whirring cameras would be on. “We found that if we stopped one of the cameras,” said art director/unit manager Don Hill, “the players could tell the difference in the noise, so the cameras keep rolling even if one or more of them runs out of film. And when a player takes quite a bit of time to get his chip or putt off, we can use an awful lot of film!”

If you wanted to watch the women pros on television on some summer Sunday in 1960, you couldn’t. They weren’t on—which meant, to the thousands of new, casual golf fans, that the women’s tour didn’t exist. Yet the Ladies Professional Golf Association (LPGA) had been in business since 1950 and now had three of the greatest women golfers in history— Louise Suggs, Betsy Rawls, and Mickey Wright—in a fierce weekly rivalry Suggs, Rawls, and Wright won fourteen of the twenty-five LPGA tournaments in 1960. But who knew?

Lack of media attention was one symptom of the LPGA’s malaise that could be called the Post-Babe Blues. Babe Didrikson Zaharias, one of the founders of the LPGA and the most popular, colorful woman golfer ever, died in 1956. “How do I hit it so far? I just loosen my girdle and let ’er rip,” the Babe would announce in a loud voice, and her large, adoring gallery would laugh out loud. She had been an Olympic champion and world record holder in the high jump, high hurdles, and javelin, the top female basketball player in the country, and an unbeatable amateur golfer. She played the harmonica on The Ed Sullivan Show; for a brief time before she got serious about golf, she had a vaudeville act. She was boisterous, uninhibited, magnetic, a genuine national heroine, and played the press like a maestro. The LPGA didn’t even have a commissioner, someone to oversee publicity and promotion of the tour; when the Babe was alive, the crowds just showed up. When she died (of colon cancer), a lot of people stopped following women’s golf.

Not all of her peers missed her. “The Babe was not a good sport,” explains her good friend Betty Dodd, who also played the women’s tour and definitely does miss her old pal. “She had to win. You didn’t want to be around her when she lost.” Louise Suggs, who disliked Babe intensely, could not have been happy when she would open a newspaper the day after winning a tournament and read the headline: BABE LOSES. Zaharias was also a braggart, in the funny, flamboyant style of Muhammad Ali. “Which one of you girls is going to finish second this week?” she would ask so everyone could hear.

As first among equals, Babe dictated that the LPGA tourists would play their tournaments from the men’s tees, instead of the shorter, easier ladies’ tees. This gave Babe, an extraordinarily long hitter, an advantage, but it also made the scores high. Casual golf fans like low scores and birdies. Even after Babe’s death, the LPGA stayed on the back tees. Today, the women pros play mainly from the ladies’ tees, and there is an unwritten rule that most of the par-five holes must be reachable in two by most of the field. Nancy Lopez, the best woman golfer in 1985, averaged 70.73 strokes per round; Mickey Wright had the best stroke average in 1960, 73.25, two and a half shots higher. Yet Wright was as good as or better than Lopez. Touring pros Kathy Whitworth, Jo Ann Prentice, Bonnie Randolph, and Lesbia Lobo averaged above 77 in 1960. Nobody scores that high today and lasts on the tour.

No one got rich. “A living wage was all you hoped for,” says Whitworth. Only five players made more than $10,000 in 1960: Suggs (the leading money winner with $16,892.12), Wright, Rawls, Joyce Ziske, and Fay Crocker. For prize money and media attention to increase, the women’s tour needed more pizzazz, more color. It wasn’t getting it from its top players. Suggs had a wonderfully workmanlike swing and golf game, but no particular flair. Rawls, a Phi Beta Kappa physics graduate of the University of Texas, was charming and personable, but “she couldn’t hit the ball as well as the other top players,” says Dodd. Rawls had an exceptional short game, which purists appreciate, but less serious golf fans like to watch home run balls. They liked Wright, who could hit the big tee ball and had, according to many, the best swing ever. But she was shy, sometimes painfully so, and endured, rather than enjoyed, crowds, interviews, and autograph hounds.

When Sports Illustrated ran an instructional series for women golfers, one John A. Hastings of Portland, Oregon, wrote in to complain. He did not like to see women encouraged to play: “Visions of ten-minute delays and magpie chatterings in the middle of my backswing caused a violent shudder,” he wrote in the May 16, 1960 issue. “I almost dropped your magazine in disgust.”

The LPGA had a problem and knew it. Prize money had declined for the first time in the tour’s history, from $202,500 in 1959 to $186,700 in 1960. “Our organization was terrible,” says Dodd. “We did our own pairings, dispersed our own checks and we didn’t have a commissioner. We couldn’t afford one.” Barbara Romack, a former U.S. Women’s Amateur champion and one of the better LPGA players, had a plan to make at least professional golf more popular. Will Grimsley of the Associated Press recorded her thoughts; his story appeared in Golf World under the headline PROETTES DOLL UP:


“We’re tired of being referred to as a bunch of dowdy old bags,” the pert former National Amateur champion from Sacramento, Calif, said. “If it’s glamor people want, we figure we can give them some, too.”

Barbara has noticed some radical changes since she joined the pro circuit in November, 1958.

“Instead of pouring [sic] over Ben Hogan’s Power Golf the girls are reading glamor or fashion magazines.

“At night, they put their hair in curlers, polish their fingernails and fret over their wardrobe. They’ve learned that fans expect more than a good golf shot. They want a little sex appeal also….”

The fetching Miss Romack said the girl golfers had their pride stung when Maria Bueno, a Brazilian tennis player, beat out Betsy Rawls, leading money winner among the links ladies, as the Associated Press’ woman athlete of the year (1959).

“This Bueno girl won a couple of tournaments, Betsy won 10,” complained Barbara. “We all felt it was because tennis had got so much publicity from Gussie Moran’s lace panties and Karol Fagero’s gold underwear.

“We admit we’ve been the poorest dressed athletes in sports, but we’re perking up. We’re going more for colorful Bermuda shorts, tight-fitting sweaters and skirts and fancy hairdos. We have some girls who can hold their own in this league….”



In an era when professional athletes could be called “proettes,” Golf Digest, the oldest and most respected golf publication in the United States, annually elected a Most Beautiful Golfer. The Most Beautiful Golfer of 1960 was Florence Zupnik.

“My father [Joseph Zupnik] sent in my picture,” she recalls. “He was my inspiration. My older brother wasn’t interested in golf, but I was, so Dad taught me how to play.” Miss Zupnik was thirteen when she started to learn the game at Woodmont Country Club in Rockville, Maryland; by age seventeen she was the women’s club champion. Golf Digest described her as “a pert, dark-haired University of Maryland sophomore … her 112 pounds are prettily distributed in a 32-21–31 pattern.” Two black-and-white photographs accompanying the article captured a smiling Miss Zupnik looking … pert.

Richard Aultman was then associate editor of the magazine. “No, we never got letters complaining about our [Most Beautiful Golfer] contest,” he recalls. “We stopped doing it in the early seventies, I think, about when the women’s movement started. We heard complaints about it more from the secretaries in the office than from letters from our subscribers…. The two things that got us the most mail were stories on how to rate your own golf course and how to knit your own club covers.”

Despite the frivolity implicit in ranking and measuring the beauty of woman golfers, Golf Digest was a magazine for serious players. “We thought of our audience mostly as men who shot in the mid- to high-eighties,” says Aultman. “Hardcore golf nuts, interested in getting better.” Golf Digest was small, digest-sized, only five inches wide and eight inches high, with about eighty pages. It was published in Evanston, Illinois, eleven times a year and had about 140,000 readers. Other features in the October 1960 issue that proclaimed Florence Zupnik America’s Most Beautiful Golfer were titled “Ben Hogan, Golfer of the Decade”; “Jack Nicklaus, Best Bet for the Sixties”; and “Pro Purses Doubled Since 1950.” Some of the writing is dated, of course—seemingly everyone had a one-word adjective attached to his name, like pudgy Jack Nicklaus, slim Art Wall, and colorful Jimmy Demaret—but there is a timeless quality to the articles in Golf Digest and the other influential golf magazine of the day, Golf World. Replace the names in features like HOW I PUTT by Arnold Palmer and THIS CAN BE VENTURI’S BIG YEAR and you’d have a typical piece from a current magazine.

What has changed is advertising. The same things were sold then as now—balls, clubs, clothes, gloves. But what equipment ads had in 1960 that you don’t see as much anymore were LOTS OF WORDS IN ALL CAPITAL LETTERS, hyphenated, mock-scientific names for almost any product feature, and exclamation points. Hundreds, thousands of exclamation points. For instance, First Flight sold a ball that was “guaranteed to lower your score! [Its] patented steel power center helps on every shot!” Worthington’s ball, the Sweetshot, gave you “THE LONG BALL, CONSISTENTLY!” The new 1960 Haig Ultra irons were “alone in their greatness!” The champion in frantic ad copy was Spalding, whose “amazing new DISTANCE DOT looks like new after 18 holes and even more!” One thirteen-sentence ad for the Dot ball had eight exclamation points and concluded: “We’re still trying to meet the demand! Play the new DISTANCE DOT yourself!” Mac-Gregor’s “Eye-O-Matic” woods had “Pro-Pel” shafts; its DX ball had “the exclusive Power-Pak liquid center” and a cover called “Permolec” with a “Resilicote” finish. Hillerich and Bradsby PowerBilt clubs had “Tru-Arc Balancing.” Wilson’s “Dyna-Powered” irons had “non-oxidizing Pro-Tack grips.” U.S. Royal’s ball was whiter than others, “thanks to the new ‘U.S.’ Ultra-White paint.” And the Maxfli ball, manufactured by Dunlop, featured the “unique Energy-Bank liquid center.”

Just as they do now, pro golfers endorsed various products or companies. Cary Middlecoff appeared in ads for the Golf-master Battery Charger, as did Gene Sarazen for Teacher’s Scotch, as did Billy Casper and Arnold Palmer for Wilson clubs and balls, as did Jimmy Demaret for First Flight. The smiling face of Ken Venturi (sometimes with Bill Collins) graced U.S. Royal advertisements. Pictures of Don January, Ernie Vossler, and J. C. Goosie accompanied ads for Buccaneer slacks, which cost $10.95 at Pro Shops and better men’s stores everywhere, and had “Velva-Grips” inside the waistband to keep the wearer’s shirttail in. One ad featuring Sam Snead seemed a bit of a reach and enhanced his take-the-money-and-run reputation: “To Anyone Who Wants to Stop SMOKING, by Sam Snead [who’d never been a smoker]. ‘I am confident that Bantron can help you stop or cut down smoking pleasantly, quickly and easily….’”

Several minor controversies played themselves out in the magazines. Hard-bitten pro Lloyd Mangrum said in a point/counterpoint feature in Sports Illustrated that amateurs should not be allowed to compete in tournaments with professional golfers. Wrong, responded 1959 U.S. Amateur champion Jack Nicklaus. Deane Beman, the 1959 British Amateur champion, felt strongly both ways. “He is both right and wrong,” said Beman, presaging a career in diplomacy or politics. Snead caused two other tempests in the golf teapot. He admitted he intentionally lost a television match with Mason Rudolph when he discovered he had more than the legal fourteen clubs in his bag. Rather than call a penalty on himself, he tanked the match. A number of golf fans felt cheated by Sam’s charade and wrote letters to editors. Rudolph, a tour rookie in 1960, told Golf World that his feelings were hurt, too. “The way I feel about Snead now,” he said, “is that he would have some excuse ready if I beat him again. Before I’d get on a course with that guy for a match again he would have to sign some sort of statement that there wouldn’t be any kind of alibi.” Snead also had a running verbal battle with the owner of Starmount Forest Country Club in Greensboro, North Carolina. The course hosted the Greensboro Open, which Snead won for the seventh time in 1960, but Sam wasn’t happy. Your course is in lousy shape, sniped Snead. Then don’t come back, the course owner said. Ever.

Two more important items caused little notice. First was the USGA’s decision to change the penalty for hitting a ball out of bounds. In 1960 you could hit your tee shot into someone’s backyard, play another ball from the tee, then be lying two. Up to then, a player would be deemed to have played three under those circumstances. A second development that was widely ignored was the announcement that a new Cleveland company, National Sports Management, was offering the services of some of the top American golf professionals—Palmer, Finsterwald, Casper, Wall, and others—for clinics and exhibitions.

The real controversy for golfers in 1960, the thing that made voices rise and fists clench, what they talked about and thought about even more than Hogan, Palmer, and Nicklaus, was … golf carts. There were traditionalists on one side of the argument, modernists on the other, and club professionals on another. The issue was brought to a head by George S. May, the crotchety owner/operator of the Tam O’Shanter Golf Club in Chicago. Early in the year, he fired all his caddies—and
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