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Preface




So familiar a sight is Tiger Woods in his golfing attire that it seemed strange to see him in evening weara black suit, highly polished shoes, and a gray shirt buttoned to the neckall dressed up for the PGA Tour Awards. Tiger looked good as he slipped into the ballroom of the Hilton Hotel, but perhaps not as striking as he does in his natural habitat.

On the golf course, Tiger cuts a fine and distinctive figure that easily differentiates him from his fellow PGA Tour players, those members of the professional association that sanctions and administers a tour of prize-money events in the United States. His difference is not necessarily because of the color of his skin. In fact, in this respect he is a chameleon, not readily defined as black, white, or Asian, though the racial backgrounds of his parents mean he has all those genes and more. One of Tigers sponsorship deals is with Disney, and he puts one in mind of the hero of an animated film, a figure of universal appeal created by artists who blend together characteristics of the people of the world. He could be a cartoon character, with his flawless skin, brown button eyes, jet black hair cut so close it appears sprayed on, and candy red lips that part to reveal teeth so white and large that one wonders if he has more than the usual number. Still, what sets Tiger apart from his peers are not his beguiling, multiracial features, but his youthfulness, his sense of style, and his athletic physique. In a game where athleticism is not mandatory, Tiger, at six feet two inches and 180 pounds, is an athlete of classical proportions. His upper body forms the ideal V shape. A lifetime of swinging golf clubs has swollen his arms like Popeyes, and there isnt an ounce of fat on the man. If you asked Woods to pinch an inch, hed have to find his hapless rival Phil Mickelson and pinch his belly. If the ancient Greeks had played golf and the great museums of the world featured marble statues of men not only wrestling and throwing the discus but also driving and putting golf balls, then those statues would resemble Tiger Woods.

On the course, he dresses in customized Nike clothes. Unlike most young people who dress in Nikemaking one think of refuse bags filled with tireshe looks truly elegant. On his feet, he wears black Nike golf shoes with a tick logowhat the company likes to call a swooshneatly inscribed on the outside of each heel. His trousers have knife-edge creases, and another swoosh is woven above the back right pocket, from which droops a snow white golf glove. On final days, Tiger offsets his black pants with a red top, red being a lucky color in his mothers Thai culture. Years ago Lee Trevino used the same gimmick when he was playing in finals on tour (red and black were his payday colors). The last piece of apparel, the ubiquitous Nike cap, completes Tigers outfit like the lid on a pot and enhances his appearance, because without it he has the high forehead of incipient baldness. Tiger looks every inch a winner in his golf uniform, and of course he plays the game sublimely. Little wonder thousands flock to see him at tournaments, clustering around the tee box excitedly as he prepares to drive. Addressing the ball, Tiger is picture-perfect. When he swings through the ball, the ground seems to tremble. Onlookers exhale a collective Oooh! as they watch the ball streak away from the tee, a hiss in its slipstream, soar against an azure sky, and drop down beyond the point, in the far green distance, where anybody can see clearly. Then Tiger hands his club to his caddie and sets off down the fairway, head erect, chest outan almost soldierly deportmentand maybe ten thousand people stumble along in his wake to see him play again, wishing they were Tiger, so cool and talented, with more money than he can ever spend. And he seems to be a nice fellow, too, though he ignores his fans for the most part.

Tiger out of uniform, stepping onto the stage at the Hilton at Torrey Pinesthe golf course north of San Diego, Californiawas not as impressive or exciting a spectacle, but interesting nonetheless. As he took his seat next to the lectern, I reflected upon the fact that he is the most famous sportsman in the world today, the first time for a golfer. Woods is also the highest-paid sports figure in the world. Having earned $69 million from prize money and endorsements in 2002, he could probably have bought and sold everybody in the room: a gathering of PGA Tour officials, media, fellow players, and members of the Century Club of San Diego, host to that weeks tour stop, the Buick Invitational. Indeed, the money he had made in 2002 was partly why he was making this appearance on Wednesday evening, February 12, 2003.

To some extent, success in professional golf is judged by how much money players make. The PGA Tour has a Money List, and for coming out on top in 2002, for the fourth year in a row, Tiger was to receive the Arnold Palmer Award, named for the player who popularized golf in the 1950s and 60s and in the process made himself and many of his fellow golfers very rich. Palmer was not at the Hilton in person but was represented by a bronze figurine of his youthful self posed like the Academy Award, with a golf club where Oscar clutches his sword. The other giant of the modern game is Jack Nicklaus, the hefty, plainspoken Midwesterner who usurped Palmer as world number one and went on to become the greatest golfer ever, winning eighteen professional majorsthe four annual events that are the summits of the game: the Masters, the United States Open Championship, the (British) Open Championship, and the PGA (Professional Golfers Association of America) Championship. With two U.S. Amateur titles as wellwhich many golfers, including Nicklaus, consider majorshe had twenty major titles in all. That is why Nicklaus is regarded as the best, and that was why another award Tiger was receiving, the Player of the Year Award, was in the form of the Jack Nicklaus Trophy. Nicklaus, long past his prime, overweight and walking with the aid of a synthetic hip, was represented by an effigy of himself leaping triumphantly at the 1975 Masters.

After some words from the PGA Tour commissioner, Tigers best friend on tour, Mark OMeara, got up to introduce the star of the evening to the audience. A stout man in his midforties, OMeara became mentor and neighbor to Tiger when he turned professional in 1996, at the age of twenty, and moved from his native California to live in the gated community of Isleworth, Florida, that OMeara also calls home. Tiger valued OMearas counsel, and it was comforting to know he could always have dinner with the OMeara family if he felt lonesome at Isleworth, and he did find it a lonely life at first, separated from his family and the people he had grown up with. As they practiced together and traveled on tour, OMeara reaped a benefit from the relationship, finding that Tiger inspired him to play better than he had ever done. Proof came in 1998, when he won two majorshis first everin a year when Tiger was off form and, as OMeara reminded the audience at the Hilton, that was the year he had picked up the Jack Nicklaus Trophy. Of course, Tiger had all the others handed out since he began playing the tour full-time.* What can you say about Tiger Woods? OMeara asked, rhetorically. Fourth consecutive Player of the Year for the Jack Nicklaus award. Thats an incredible accomplishment. Hes won five of the last six. Probably would have won six of the last six, except some old guy heregray and baldinghad to clip him in 1998. Tiger, sitting beside OMeara on stage, along with the recipients of other, lesser tour awards, grinned broadly at that remark. OMeara added that he was most proud of his buddy not for what he had accomplished on the golf course but for the person he was away from the course: a humble man, apparently, and a role model. So, Tiger, congratulations.

As the audience applauded, Tiger stood and took his friends place at the lectern. I paid him well, didnt I? he began, a small joke that went a long way with this partisan crowd. Tiger is likable, undoubtedly. He looks good, as noted, and that is important in terms of how sports stars are marketed and how the public relates to them. Intelligence shines from his eyes, which is not the case with all professional golfers. Tiger is not brilliant, but he is smart, certainly shrewd enough to know that he should make a good impression when he has to say a few words in public, which he does invariably. Last year was very special, he continued, his voice lowered in sincerity, his eyes dipped modestly. He speaks well, though either out of laziness or because of the innate shyness that is part of his complex character, he does not open his mouth quite wide enough and therefore does not enunciate as clearly as he might. His voice can sound muffled, as if he has cotton wool in his cheeks. To have a chance to win five tournaments, to win a major championship, that is special. To be lucky enough to win two, that makes it so much more special. He thanked everybody for what they had done to make the tour what it was, saying how grateful he was to be part of it, and he did not forget to mention the men sitting alongside him, including Gene Sauers, who was receiving the dubious honor of Comeback Player of the Year. Congratulations to all you guys, said Tiger. Have an absolutely fantastic year. Its quite an honor to get this. Thank you. Then Tiger posed for photographs and, while most people were turning to the bar, he slipped out the door. As he did so, I walked up and introduced myself, and the subject of this book, to him.



Sometimes referred to as the wicked game, because it is so fiendishly difficult to play, golf, in the parlance of Woodss generation, is a wickedly good gamemore fashionable now perhaps than it has ever been. At the same time, the game has a history of discriminationagainst minorities, the less well-off, and womenthat is wicked in the true sense. The golf establishment is hidebound and elitist, and few games are so entwined with money, politics, and big business. This is the rich story of golf explored in this booknot just the process of knocking balls into holesand it is told through the lives and careers of the three most famous, successful, and influential players of modern times: Palmer, Nicklaus, and Woods. Having met and interviewed the two older men, I worked hard to get an interview with Woods for this book. But whenever I asked, he was not available at that time, whatever time that was, and not knowing for sure whether his underlings were relaying my requests to him and his reply to me, or whether they were thinking for him, finally I had to ask him myself, explaining the premise of my book, and what I was trying to achieve.

Tiger listened as we walked, saying little enough in reply. With the polite business of accepting awards over and done with, he had reverted to a character I had observed before as I traveled from tournament to tournament: a closemouthed young man who is suspicious of strangers and somewhat aloof. As we proceeded down the corridor, surprised passersby, who had not been expecting to see Woods, yelped gleefully, Tiger! Tiger! He ignored them, for the most part, walking on as if wrapped in his own dreamworld. Most people in his positioncertainly Palmer and Nicklauswould pause to say hi and sign autographs and go through the duties of celebrity. Not Tiger, who has an almost imperial manner.

As we climbed an escalator toward the ground-floor lobby, I told him about some of the other notable people who had given me interviews, telling him this because celebrities will often talk only when they know their peers have already done sothat its an okay thing to be a part of. One of the major characters in this book is Mark McCormack, an attorney who became Arnold Palmers agent in the early 1960s and, on the back of his clients success, built the largest sports agency in the world, International Management Group (IMG), creating the model by which all sports stars are marketed. Nicklaus was one of McCormacks clients. So was Woods. His agent, Mark Steinberg, who was riding the escalator behind us, was an IMG employee. Meanwhile, McCormack was in a coma in New York, having suffered a heart attack. Shortly before he was stricken, he had been gracious enough to meet me. Tiger did not seem much interested in hearing about that, though; he seemed more concerned with trying to make a call on Steinbergs cell phone. He couldnt get a signal, however, and was obliged to listen as I added that I wanted to speak to him in part to ensure that what I wrote about him would be as accurate as possible. Well, thank you. I appreciate that, he replied sarcastically, sarcasm being his preferred form of humor.

Nevertheless, I pushed on, reminding him that I had also recently met his father, Earl, a remarkable man and another central character in this book. For as Mark McCormack made Arnold Palmer (and vice versa), Earl Woods created Tiger. In fact, I had mentioned his father to him earlier that day at a press conference, inviting Tiger to talk about his parents. My fathers a beauty, as you probably have come to realize, hed told me, speaking through a microphone, even though we were sitting less than six feet apart (I was in the front row of the press tent at the Buick Invitational; he was sitting in an easy chair on a low dais). His demeanor then was similar to how he was onstage later at the Hilton: composed and agreeable, apparently wanting to give a good account of himself. Yet he did not speak with the natural warmth that is characteristic of Palmer, nor with Nicklauss bluntness. Rather, there was a slippery quality to Woodss speech making, as if he was concerned primarily about not saying the wrong thing. In fact, it was his fathera former information officer in the U.S. Armywho taught Tiger to be this way: when he had to speak in public to reporters, and when he was accepting trophies and awards (which he had been doing regularly for a long time), Tiger should talk directly and be polite. But there was no perceived value in giving away more of himself than he had to. This was military training in a sense: name, rank, and serial number. It also had to do with Earls being an African American, a man whose life had been shaped by experiences of racism, both real and possibly sometimes imagined. Earl is suspicious of the white-dominated world. And Tiger seems suspicious, too. He is a person I truly love. Same with my mother, Tiger continued in answer to my question. And theyve meant everything to me. Without their guidance and their support, throughout the years, I wouldnt be where Im at right now. Theres no way. I have the greatest time talking with them, the greatest time being around them, and its not like were mother-son, or father-son. We dont have those type of relationships. It seems like were like best friends. Although he made eye contact and smiled as he answered (only those who ask the stupidest questions dont get a smile), I got the impression that Tiger was not overjoyed to hear his pop had spoken with me for this book. My experience of Woodsagain quite different from my dealings with Palmer and Nicklausis that he is uncomfortable with the people in his life talking about him. Indeed, he tries to stop it.

It was raining by the time we emerged into the parking lot of the Hilton. In the morning, Tiger would play in his first tournament round after a two-month layoff due to corrective surgery on his left knee, and no doubt he had his mind on the challenge ahead (he would win the Buick Invitational easily). Before that he was going out for dinner with some friends. As he made his way to an anonymous Buick sedan, I asked finally whether there was anything he wanted to say in a one-on-one interview. No. Im sorry. Not on unauthorized about me, he said. I have my own books. I tried to persuade him, giving good reasons why he might make an exception to his rule, but Woods was steely. I have my own books, he repeated. Still he remembered to be polite, as his parents had taught him. Thank you, though. And I thanked him. Then he left.

No blame is attached to Tiger for not doing an interview. That is his right, and considering the many demands on his time one cannot be altogether surprised, much less angry, when he declines a request. Some may even consider his decision to be wise, a way of protecting himself. However, his attitude is contrary to the tradition of the game whereby most players talk freely to fans and the media when asked. Many of the biggest names in golf enjoyed talking about the game, and their place in it, for this book. Tigerdespite his engaging Disney-like look and apparently affable personais not like the other great stars of golf, past and present. For the most part, Tiger does not chat with strangers. He is warier than that, and when it comes to giving his time, he does so usually only in controlled situations and in exchange for money. As we shall see, Tiger is very business-minded. He is, after all, a brand name. Everything Tiger Woods does and says is under contract (which is why an IMG agent trails behind him). The Nike clothes he wears, the Buick he drives, the TAG Heuer watch on his wrist, the American Express card in his walleteverything is a deal. As he says, he has his own books. At the moment, his publishing career extends to an instruction book, How I Play Golf, put together for him by the staff at Golf Digest magazine, to which he contributes ghosted instruction articles.

Despite Tigers lack of cooperation, I hope this book is a revealing and worthwhile look at the wicked game. It is a critical book, because I believe there is much in golf to be critical of. Yet little or no criticism appears in the main publications of golf; the golf press, working as it does hand in golf glove with players and their agents, constitutes little more than a publicity department for the game. As someone who comes to the game as an outsider, a writer of diverse books of nonfiction and biographyabout a murder case, a poet, and Bob DylanI dont have a vested interest in the golf establishment. Im someone like you, perhaps, who enjoys watching events such as the Masters on TV, hits a few golf balls now and again to very little effect, and finds Palmer, Nicklaus, and Woods interesting because they are unusual people of outstanding achievement who, above and beyond golf, stand tall in popular culture. Although Tiger himself said little more to me than the few words you have already read, many important people in his life did speak to me at length, and this book reveals aspects of Woodss life, and what might be called the Woods family mythology, that may be surprising, casting his story in a new light. However, this book is bigger than Tiger and his family, starting as it does with a player of a different stripe: Arnie Palmer, the sunburned hero of 1950s America, a steel-town boy who went on to play golf with presidents and became the first great sports star of the nascent television age. Then came Jack Nicklaus, a golden-haired gladiator for the Technicolor years. Others competed in the 1980s to replace Palmer and Nicklaus in terms of fame and successsuch as Severiano Ballesteros, Greg Norman, and Tom Watsonbut the only golfer to have galvanized the interest of the general public since has been Tiger Woods. That is why Palmer, Nicklaus, and Woods are the focus of this book and, being American men, that is why this is largely the story of mens golf in America.



Over a period of two years, from St. Andrews in Scotland to Augusta, Georgia, more than 150 people were interviewed. I would like to thank the following: Arnold Palmer; his brother, Jerry; the staff at Bay Hill Club and Lodge in Florida, particularly Mr. Palmers secretary, Pat Boeckenstedt; the staff at Latrobe Country Club in Pennsylvania, including Mr. Palmers assistants Donald Doc Giffin, Cori J. Britt, and Gina Varrone. Thanks also to Ed Seay at Palmer Course Design Company; Dick Tiddy of the Arnold Palmer Golf Academy; caddie James Tip Anderson; Palmers flying instructor, Eli Babe Krinock; Palmers physician, Dr. Bob Mazero, and his dentist, Dr. Howard Howdy Giles (two of his close friends); Ed Bignon (formerly of Arnold Palmer Golf Management); and journalist Larry Guest.

I am grateful to Jack and Barbara Nicklaus; to Mr. Nicklauss sister, Marilyn Hutchinson; and the staff at Muirfield Village Golf Club in Ohio. Thank you to Nicklauss three best friends at Muirfield: Bob Hoag, Pandel Savic, and Ivor Young; Scott Tolley at Nicklaus in Florida; former business associate Putnam S. Pierman; journalist Kaye Kessler; Robin Obetz, the best man at Nicklauss wedding; Dom Lepore at Scioto Country Club in Ohio, where Nicklaus learned the game; and Gerald Goodson at the Jack Nicklaus Museum.

 
I am also indebted to Tiger Woodss father, Earl; to his aunt Mabel Lee Mae Moore; and Earl Woodss first wife, Barbara Ann Gary. I also spoke with two of Tigers siblings, Kevin and Royce Woods, though they declined full interviews. Thank you to Tigers former girlfriends Dina Gravell and Joanna Jagoda (who helped with fact checking).

The late Mark H. McCormack talked about the founding of International Management Group and his work with Palmer, Nicklaus, and Woods. Thanks also to IMG agent Mark Steinberg and Vice President Publishing/Golf Bev Norwood. At Nike, Inc., thanks to Director of Golf Marketing Kel Devlin and Carolyn Wu (Global Issues Management). Thank you also to Ineke Zeldenrust at the Clean Clothes Campaign in Holland, and Tim Connor at NikeWatch in Australia. I am grateful to John Franklin Merchant, Tigers former lawyer, and Greg McLaughlin, executive director of the Tiger Woods Foundation.

Thanks to Tigers caddies, Mike Fluff Cowan and Steve Williams, and his former sports psychologist, Dr. J. Jay Brunza. Thank you to his coaches (in chronological order): Rudy Duran, John Anselmo, Claude Butch Harmon Jr., and Wally Goodwin (formerly of Stanford University in California). Thanks also to Tigers Stanford teammatesNotah Begay III, Eri Crum, Joel Kribel, Casey Martin, Jake Poe, and Conrad Rayand to amateur player and friend Trip Kuehne.

In Earl Woodss hometown of Manhattan, Kansas, friends and former neighbors helped unravel the Woods family history: Bill Baker, Dr. Charles Bascom, Rosa Hickman, Gene Holiwell, Denzil Kastner, Jerry Keck, Harold Robinson, Patty Schrader (ne Keck), Don Slater, and Marion Socolofsky. Thank you also to Earls former schoolteacher Elbert Fly, and his former Kansas State University baseball coach Ray Wauthier. Special thanks to Cindy Harris, Pat Patton, and Cindy Von Elling of the Department of Special Collections at KSU. I am also grateful to Linda Glasgow at the Riley County Historical Museum.

Thank you to Tiger Woodss childhood/school friends and acquaintances: Lesley Aldrich-Linnert, Mickey Conahan, Mike Kruse, and Kelly Manos. And staff past and present at Cerritos Elementary School in Anaheim, California: Diane Baer Linda Behrens, Maureen Decker, Jerry Friedman, Donald Hill, Jane Orbison, and Joy Rice. Thank you to the staff at Western High School in Anaheim: Ron Butterfield, Don Crosby, Corrina Durrego, Cia Fermelia, Doug Munsey, Bill Murvin, Jim Tozzie, and Ed Woodson. Heather Gruenthal helped with photographs. Thanks to Bill Orr, who customized Tigers clubs during his amateur career, and Jimmy Burns, Paul Moreno, Ron Nichols, Walter Olsen, and Bob Rogers at the Navy Golf Course in Cypress, California.

Since turning professional, Tiger Woods has lived within the guarded confines of Isleworth Golf and Country Club in Windermere, Florida. Isleworth owner Joseph Lewis, and his daughter Vivienne Silverton, invited me in to meet them and tour Isleworth. Thanks also to Lisa H. Richards, Isleworth golf pro Marty De Angelo, and Tigers Isleworth neighbor Mark OMeara.

Thanks to notable golfers not previously mentioned: Tommy Bolt, Mark Calcavecchia, Jim Dent, Bruce Devlin, Ernie Els, Dow Finsterwald, Doug Ford, Tony Jacklin, Byron Nelson, Charlie Owens, Gary Player, Nick Price, Chi Chi Rodriguez, Doug Sanders, Adrian Stills, Tom Watson, Tom Weiskopf, Ward Wettlaufer, Kermit Zarley, Stanley Ziobrowski, and Frank Urban Fuzzy Zoeller. Also, thanks to William Spiller Jr., son of the late Bill Spiller.

Thank you to senior administrators in the game: Peter Dawson, secretary of the Royal & Ancient Golf Club of St. Andrews (and to John Uzielli, former captain of the R&A); David B. Fay, executive director of the United States Golf Association; Jim L. Awtrey, chief executive officer at the PGA of America (and Julius Mason, director of Public and Media Relations); former PGA Tour Commissioner Deane Beman; and Henry Hughes, senior vice president of the PGA Tour.

I am grateful to James Bell, tournament director of the Bay Hill Invitational, and Bob Berry, formerly of the Buick Challenge. Hall W. Thompson, founder of the Shoal Creek Country Club in Birmingham, Alabama, also spoke to me. At the Augusta National Golf Club in Georgia, thanks to Dr. Stephen W. Brown and Frank Carpenter. I am grateful also to Linda Poitevint Beck at the Augusta Public Library and the Rihl family of Augusta.

Those not previously mentioned include golf coach David Leadbetter; former head of CBS Golf Frank Chirkinian; founder of the Golf Channel, Joseph E. Gibbs; director general of Rolex, Patrick Heiniger; and player-broadcasters Bill Kratzert (ESPN), Bob Rosburg (ABC), and Ken Venturi (CBS). Thank you to veteran caddies Alfred Rabbit Dyer, Sam Killer Foy, and Irving McLean; to golf course builders and designers Dave Harman, Michael Hurdzan, and Jay Morrish; to Bill Osborne, an attorney in the Isleworth/Lake Bessie court case (and litigants Don Greer and Bob Londeree); civil rights/golf activists Dr. Martha Burk, Maggie Hathaway, and Porter Pernell, the former president of the United Golfers Association; M. Grant Batey, cofounder of the Meadowbrook Country Club in North Carolina, one of the oldest black-owned country clubs in the United States; Joe Louis Barrow Jr. at the First Tee; and Barbara Douglas at the National Minority Golf Foundation. Thanks also to Professor Herma Hill Kay at the University of California at Berkeley (Boalt Hall School of Law).

Finally, thank you to Russell Galen of Scovil Chichak Galen, Inc., in New York; Jonathan Lloyd at Curtis Brown Ltd. in London; Henry Ferris at William Morrow/HarperCollins Publishers Inc. in New York; and Ingrid Connell at Pan Macmillan in London.








 
 

1

Mister Palmers
Neighborhood




The hands are large and unusually strong, with the leathery feel of a workingmans hands. With hands like that a fellow could be a smith in a steel mill, which might have been the fate of Arnold Daniel Palmer had he not trained his fingers into the Vardon grip at an early age and swung himself into the history of golf. The hands were resting on the controls of the golfers jet as he descended through the rain clouds to the Arnold Palmer Regional Airport in his hometown of Latrobe, Pennsylvania. There was a time, thirty or so years ago, when Palmer was the only professional golfer successful enough to afford a private airplane, dispensing with those wearisome road trips between tour events. Now there is so much money in the game that practically every tour player flies to work. Still, few own their planes. Even Tiger Woods leases. Palmer owned this $16 million Cessna Citation X and, at the age of seventy-two, he was the pilot.

When he made contact with the control tower, it was the slow, sonorous voice of a thousand television commercialsfor Pennzoil and myriad other productsan instantly recognizable and engaging, though slightly too loud voice, for Palmer is a little deaf. The tower welcomed him home and gave N1AP permission to land; he lifted the flaps and the jet came roaring in over the rooftops of this gray steel town southeast of Pittsburgh. It is not the prettiest town in America. In truth, Latrobe has a tired look. Its vitality has been seeping away since the 1970s, when the steel industry went into recession, and the population has dwindled to less than nine thousand. But Latrobe still has its pride. Rolling Rock beer is brewed here. And, of course, Latrobe has Arnold Palmer, or one might say that Arnold Palmer has Latrobe, for he owns great swaths of the place and much of the rest is named in his honor.

Each spring, when he returns after wintering in Florida and California, where he also has homes, Palmer collects a new Cadillac from the parking lot of the Arnold Palmer Regional Airport. It is left there for him by Arnold Palmer Motors, the local General Motors dealership. In late April 2002, he picked up a Cadillac Escalade and drove down Arnold Palmer Drive into Youngstown, the neighborhood he grew up in, and where he is very much a king of all he surveys. Many of the houses along the road are owned by Palmer or members of his family, and much of the surrounding land is his, including the wooded hillside in the distance, land that Arnold and his late wife, Winnie, acquired so developers could not spoil the countryside. Since Winnies death from cancer in 1999, Palmer has also established the Winnie Palmer Nature Reserve at the edge of town, a fond tribute to a beloved spouse. They were a famously close and happy couple, though some friends were taken aback when he started dating again soon after her death, keeping company now with a well-preserved woman in her early sixties by the name of Kathleen Gawthorp, who looks more than a little like Winnie did: petite and pretty and brunette. Arnie always had been popular with women.

Soon the fairways of Latrobe Country Club came into view, the golf course where Arnolds father worked as greenskeeper and club professional. Arnie owned the club now, and his kid brother, Jerry, managed it. Turning left opposite the entrance, Palmer powered the Escalade up a steep, tree-lined road to a parking area in front of a low, white-painted building. These were the stables where his daughters, Amy and Peggy, used to keep ponies. Now that the girls are grown, with children of their own, Palmer has had the stables converted into offices. The welcome mat is embossed with his corporate logo of a multicolored golf umbrella. Inside are bright, interconnecting rooms, offices to five assistants led by Donald Doc Giffin, an owlish former Pittsburgh Press writer who has been Palmers man Friday since 1966. Adjacent is the ranch-style house Arnold and Winnie built shortly after they married. This compound and the club across the road are Palmers summer base, and it is a homely place without any of the obtrusive security young Tiger Woods needs to surround himself with in Florida. Palmer is protected by the fact that he is part of the community here in western Pennsylvania, where he was born and raised, and local people like him. They remember that when he became famous and reporters asked him where he was from, he didnt say he came from a place near Pittsburgh, as others would have, because almost nobody had heard of Latrobe. Near Pittsburgh was not a phrase Arnie used, says Bob Mazero, his school friend and now doctor. He was Arnold Palmer of Latrobe. He was proud of the place, and that made people proud of him.

Virtually every day of Palmers life is filled with business, with the golfer speaking frequently by telephone with his assistants and associates across the country, including Ed Seay, who runs the Palmer Course Design Company in Florida. Of the plethora of celebrity golfers in the lucrative industry of golf course design and construction, the most successful are Jack Nicklaus and Arnold Palmer, with Palmers company building more courses, though Nicklauss are considered superior* and are usually more expensive. Still, a Palmer course is hardly cheap, costing up to $500,000 per hole, and, with 250 courses in thirteen countries, this is one of the reasons he is so rich.

Another major source of income is endorsement work. The day after Palmer returned home, there was a photo shoot for the International GLUV Corporation, one of many companies he is contracted to. The cameras for the shoot were set up in the office foyer, the centerpiece of which is an array of trophies representing his ninety-two wins, including seven professional major wins. Other mementos of a full life include framed photographs of Palmer with Queen Elizabeth II, the emperor of Japan, Muhammad Ali, and almost every i
ncumbent of the White House since Dwight Eisenhower, who was a close friend. There is also a portrait of the quintessential American golfer by Norman Rockwell, mounted in a gold frame and hung at the end of a corridor adjacent to Palmers private office, the colors of the picture bright in the morning sunlight.

When Rockwell painted his picture, Palmer was in his primeslim-faced with thick brown hair. As the golfer stepped back into his office in 2002, he was an old man, portly around the middle and shorter than one imagined. The face was fuller than when Rockwell captured him, Florida-tanned and folded into creases, and the hair had become thin and white. Palmer was still a handsome and distinguished figure, however, sharply dressed in the style of another era: a black shirt with a yellow cashmere sweater draped over broad shoulders, a gold Rolex studded with diamonds. He has presence, and his inner sanctum has the corresponding ambience of a presidential office crossed with the den of a member of Sinatras Rat Pack or even a Mafia don. One enters via double doors to find windows on three sides overlooking woodland. The walls are hung with framed photographs, the tables ornamented with memorabilia, including models of airplanes he has owned, golf medals, and hole-in-one balls. Palmer sat at a large solid wood desk, sunlight on his back, as he received delegations of staff. Two cheerful secretaries, Deborah and Gina, entered bearing piles of items sent in by fans wanting autographs: there were regular requests by letter, photographs people wanted signed, golf balls, even golf clubs. Using a black marker pen, he signed everything without complaint, taking his time to do it properly, grunting the occasional question in a pleasant way and receiving the prompt, positive replies due to a man of his age and importance.

 
Then the secretaries departed and Palmer turned his mind to reminiscencefirst about his long association with the Augusta National Golf Club of Georgia and its Masters tournament, which occupies center stage in his life and in our story. The Masters was fresh in his mind because, two weeks earlier, Palmer had made his forty-eighth appearance in the championship, and he had told the world that it was his last.



With the exception of the Royal & Ancient Golf Club of St. Andrews in Scotland, which is the historic home of golf* there is probably no golf club in the world so famous as the Augusta National, and no golf championshipBritains Open notwithstandingis as celebrated as Augustas invitational. To Palmer, Nicklaus, and Woods, the Masters is everything.

Although it is the youngest of the major tournaments, founded seventy-four years after Britains Open, the Masters feels like golf s quintessential event. The fact that it is the only major played at the same venue each year lends a particular sense of tradition, which is a quality valued highly in golf. The venue is, of course, an exclusive private club closed to the public for all but one week of the year, in early April. One of the charms of golf is that it is a pastoral game played in beautiful places, and the Augusta National is a golfers wonderland, an unusually spacious course maintained in pristine condition. Its seemingly endless fairways narrow to jewel-like greens framed with pine trees, guarded by bunkers filled with sand of an unusual brightness, and beautified with colorful flowers. It is partly because of the attractiveness of the setting that the Masters is enjoyed not just by golf enthusiasts but by the general public as a television show. When the weather is still cold in much of North America and in northern Europe, viewers switch on the Masters and the screen is suffused with spring, for spring comes early in the South. The cameras of CBS, which has had the exclusive rights to the Masters since 1956, linger on the magnolia trees that line the approach to the plantation clubhouse, and pan through the flowering white dogwood, golden bells, and azalea planted at the 11th, 12th, and 13th holes, those holes at the bottom of the hill, around Raes Creek, known as Amen Corner. With the broadcast comes soothing music and an oleaginous voice-over from Jim Nantz, CBS golf anchor. Well, its the annual celebration of spring, Nantz croons, an awakening of new life at this national treasure down in Augusta, Georgia And syrupy though his words are, the effect is charming.

Great golfers have been defined by their performances in the Masters since the tournament was first held in 1934. The young Arnold Palmer won four times between 1958 and 1964, which was then a record, thrilling the crowds and the new television audience with his bold play. So many people came to follow him around the course at Augusta that the local newspaper dubbed his thousands of fans Arnies Army, supposedly the largest private army in the world. An exceptionally personable young man, he also won over the clubs founders, the legendary amateur Bobby Jones and his associate Clifford Roberts, and Palmer became close to the clubs most distinguished member, President Dwight Eisenhowerall now long dead, of course. But Palmer remains a fixture at the Masters.

Back when the Masters was young, Jones and Roberts decreed that champions would be eligible to compete for as long as they livedexempt from the usual rules of qualifying for a place in the tournamentand several had taken them at their word. Before the 2002 tournament, however, club chairman William Hootie Johnson wrote to three old-timersGay Brewer (seventy), Billy Casper (seventy), and Doug Ford (seventy-nine)asking them respectfully not to play again. At the end of their biblical allotment of years, some had trouble walking the course, which is long and hilly, let alone making the cut.* If Brewer and the others had to go, Palmer should, too, by rights. He was already older than Brewer and Casper. But owing to his great fame, because the fans still loved to see him, and taking into account that Palmer is one of only two professional golfers to have been made a member of this club (the other being Jack Nicklaus), it seemed unlikely that anybody would have the temerity to ask him to stop. Still, when the others got the letter, Palmer got the message. On Thursday, April 11, 2002, after ending round one of the Masters at the bottom of the leader board with a 17-over-par score of 89, he made an announcement.

Tomorrow will be it, he growled at the sportswriters. Thats it. I dont want to get a letter. There was some indulgent laughter at the reference to Chairman Johnsons by now notorious missive, but Palmer was serious, and privately disgruntled that the lifetime exemption apparently no longer pertained. Augusta has meant an awful lot to me over the years, and it may be the one tournament that really kicked me off and got me started on my career, he added sadly. Saying good-bye was like admitting his life was over, which was a melancholy thought indeed. Palmer had always been a sentimental sort, and now, in old age, lachrymose thoughts came even more easily. I recognize the fact that, you know, someday Im going to die. I dont want to die, but Im going to, he said a tad melodramatically. Despite a bout of prostate cancer in 1997, his health is excellent.

So, in April 2002 Palmer played what everybody thought was his final round at the Masters, over two days because he was interrupted by a storm on Friday. And fans from across the country hastened to Augusta to catch golf s original TV star in his farewell show. Of course, most couldnt get tickets. Due to an eccentric ticketing policy, only those on the clubs list of patrons are offered tournament-round badges each year. Because of oversubscription, the list has been closed to new applicants since 1972. Inevitably this system has fueled a thriving black market with many of the patrons on the list selling their tickets to scalpers who congregate, like fleas on a dog, outside the club, along Washington Road. Last-chance badges for Arnold Palmer were changing hands for $1,300 and more. Palmers final round made the evening news and the morning front pages. Fellow players such as the Australian star Greg Norman paused to pay tribute. Everybody who plays the game of golf should thank Arnold Palmer for what hes given the game of golf and every professional golfer should thank Arnold Palmer for putting every dollar they have in their pocket, said Norman, an exaggerated statement that held a kernel of truth. Because Arnold was the guy who turned the game of golf around. Arnold was the guy who brought corporate America to the game, brought charisma to the game, brought a different atmosphere and ambience to it. Everybody should take their hats off to him and salute him and say, thanks for everything. And so Palmer received a standing ovation at every green, and there were some tears and a good deal of nostalgia for what had been and would never be again. Only it wasnt quite as simple as that.

[Its] kinda sad, because Im not going to be playing anymore. Im not very happy about that, said Palmer, reflecting back home in Latrobe on the 2002 tournament shortly after saying good-bye to Augusta. As he spoke, he became quickly and surprisingly emotional all over again. His voice thickened. His eyes became misty. Augusta is very special, and always has been, he said. Its a tournament that I looked forward to long before I ever got there, and then to get there and have the experiences that Ive had, and to [have had that] opportunity for forty-eight years, is even more special.

In fact, it was more than he could bear to say good-bye. Shortly before the 2003 Masters, Arnie would sit down and write a letter to Hootie Johnson expressing his displeasure at this silly age restriction and making it clear he wanted to come back and wave some more for the folks. Arnie didnt want to play forever. He didnt want to become so doddering that he drove a ball into a spectators face, like poor Sam Snead did at the 2002 Masters (shortly before Snead himself died at age eighty-nine). But having competed forty-eight times, Arnold thought fifty would be a nice round number. Then Jack Nicklaus wrote to Johnson backing Palmer up, asking the club to rescind the age restriction (which had become official after the 2002 tournamentplayers had to be under sixty-five and to have competed in a certain number of events the preceding year). It would have been more dignified, perhaps, if Palmer had stuck by his original decision. But one of the failings of old golf stars is that, having defined themselves by aiming at and achieving records, they are loath to give up the habit. In his heyday, a record of Masters wins was Palmers target. In his seventies, a record number of Masters starts had to suffice. And one of his weaknesses, perhaps, is that he loves to be loved. Tiger Woods might be cold and aloof, but Palmer goes almost too far the other way. Without the adulation of fans, he was lost, and nobody, including Hootie Johnson, was going to refuse his sad, old face, because golf is all about tradition, even when tradition becomes a deadweight.

Still, you couldnt blame the man for being attached to Augusta. As Palmer says, That was my life, and my living. The living proved an exceedingly good one, as is evident when one visits him in Latrobe. His fortune is estimated to be a high eight-figure number, maybe as large as $100 million. Palmer was the progenitor of the career that every subsequent professional golfer has aspired to and, though only a handful have come near his financial success, even journeyman players on tour are millionaires in the twenty-first century. As Norman said, the wealth exists to some extent because of the attention Palmer brought to golf, and the way in which he attracted corporate investors to tournaments, where weekly purses are now $5 million and rising. I suppose, in some ways, I worked to try to have that happen, to a degree, and I certainly have no problem with the fact that they can win the kind of money they win, says Palmer. You can only hope that they appreciate it, and will return it to the game so that the people following them will have the same opportunity. He does not like to talk too much about money, considering such conversation impolite and, anyway, he didnt set out to be rich. Money was a by-product of success in the game he loved. My goals were to become the greatest player in the world, [and] at some point in my career I think I did that. Then, of course, Nicklaus came along, he added, and you couldnt help but think that he still wished that Nicklaus had not ended his reign quite as soon as he did.

Golf has always been a game enjoyed by the privileged, excluding more people than it has embraced, and Nicklaus was typical of the country clubtype who have long dominated the game. Golf has been labeled a snob sport, and was, Palmer concedes. But Palmers story runs contrary to the norm, because his background is humble. One of the reasons that I [think] the people accepted me, and took me into their hearts and minds, was the fact that I was a steel-mill-town boy, he says. I was born in a depression. We had nothing.

Arnolds father, Milfred Jerome Palmer, known for obscure reasons as Deacon or Deke, was born and raised in Youngstown, the son of a house painter. Preferring the outdoor life to work in the Stygian steel mills, Deacon was one of the laborers who built Latrobe Country Club in the 1920s, a project commissioned by Latrobe Electric Steel in an affluent decade. Later he became greenskeeper and then golf professionalselling equipment and giving lessons at the club. Deke married Doris Morrison and they had four children, starting with Arnold, who was born on September 10, 1929. Two years later there was a sister, Lois Jean, known as Cheech. After a thirteen-year gap there were two more children: Jerry in 1944 and Sandy in 1948.

Arnie came into the world six weeks before the Wall Street Crash. There have been few more challenging times in which to grow up than the Great Depression. Yet he was also born into a golden age of golf. It was shortly after his first birthday that Robert Tyre Jones Jr.better known as Bobby Jonesthrilled America by winning the U.S. Amateur in Philadelphia. By doing so, he achieved his historic Grand Slam, which comprised winning in one season what were then considered the four major championshipsthe Amateur and Open championships of both Britain and the United States. It is difficult now to appreciate how famous and glamorous a figure Jones was. An indication of his celebrity is that he was honored with a ticker-tape parade in New York during his Grand Slam year, a parade to rival that of aviator Charles Lindbergh, who had made history three years earlier by flying the Atlantic solo. Jones would be a golfing hero and benchmark for generations of players, including Palmer and then Nicklaus, who would in turn become the role model for Woods. As Nicklaus says, tracing the history, It seems as though every record I shot at was Joness and every record [Tiger] shot at has been mine.

One of Joness friends was the dour Clifford Roberts, whose severe personality had been formed by a difficult and frightening childhood. At sixteen he burned down his family home in a frightful accident. When he was nineteen, his mother killed herself with a shotgun. His father apparently chose to take his own life, too, when he was crushed by a train.* Despite his upbringing, with little money behind him and scant education, Roberts made a fortune on Wall Street, where he proved an astute investor and collector of friends. He adored Bobby Jones and together they decided to build a golf club that would be part tribute to Joness achievements in the game and a place for themselves and their wealthy cronies to get together and relax and talk business. They decided upon an old indigo plantation in Augusta, Georgia, near Joness hometown of Atlanta. Perfect! exclaimed Jones when he saw the land. And to think this ground has been lying here all these years waiting for someone to come along and lay a golf course on it.

Built during the Depression, the Augusta National was not an immediate success when it opened in 1933, struggling with financial problems and finding it hard to attract enough members in the first few years. But it evolved into one of the most exclusive and extraordinary private clubs in the United States. There are not many members, about three hundred in total, and when one sees them about the place, they are mostly old men, shriveled up like tortoises in their green club blazers, seemingly too frail to do much at all. But appearances are deceptive. These men are among the richest and most powerful in America. The current chairman may go by the comical nickname of Hootie, but he also happens to be the former chairman of the executive committee of the mighty Bank of America. There is in fact a tradition of bankers leading the club. Johnsons predecessor, Jackson T. Stephens, is chairman of one of the largest investment banks in the country, Stephens Group, Inc., and is personally worth $1.5 billion. Some members are even richer, including the relatively youthful Bill Gates and Warren Buffett, the two richest men in the world. And with big money comes great power. Back in 1952, the membership demonstrated this power by boosting one of its number, General Dwight D. Eisenhower, into the White House as president of the United States. The financial and moral support of the members, together with widespread connections at the highest level in American society, were a great asset to the campaign. Eisenhower was a Republican president, of course, and the Augusta National is a deeply conservative, even reactionary, institution with a history of discrimination that is part of the tradition of its invitational, and the history of golf. For most of its existence, the Augusta National shunned African Americans as it now shuns women. It has been said that Jones and Roberts wanted no blacks inside the club or in their tournamentonly caddies and kitchen staff. Though this statement is apocryphal, the fact remains that no black golfer played in the Masters until 1975, decades after other American sports had been integrated. There were no black members until as recently as 1990 and there are still no women. Sexism is the last barrier of discrimination in golf and, though the club is under increasing pressure to admit women, it still chooses to discriminate in this way as it has in other ways. This is part of the unpleasant background of Jim Nantzs national treasure.



Just as the Augusta National was an all-white preserve, so was the more modest club where Arnold Palmers father worked in Pennsylvania. Indeed, until recent times most golf and country clubs across the country have been bastions of a type and class of people. Latrobe Country Club did not admit blacks, Jews, or Catholics when Arnold was a boy. The members were a homogeneous group of white professionals: doctors from the local hospital, steel mill bosses, and other citizens of substance. That isnt to say the members were bad people. Quite the contrary. Among the original membership were the Rogers, for instance, an upstanding family who owned a die-casting business in Latrobe. They had a son, Fred, who was a year older than Arnie; in adult life he epitomized wholesome, small-town American values as the creator and host of the iconic childrens TV show Mister Rogers Neighborhood. That imaginary neighborhood had much in common with Latrobe in the years of Arnies childhood and youth. Latrobe was an unpretentious, tight-knit community where people respected each other and took an interest in one anothers well-being, without over-stepping polite inquiry. Your place in the community was part of who you were, as Deacon Palmer told Arnie repeatedly, and this philosophy formed Arnies character. Perhaps his most marked characteristic is his solicitude. When he talks to you, he seems genuinely interested in what you say and to want to help you. And although Palmers speaking voice is gruffer than that of the late Fred Rogers, his manner is not altogether dissimilar to the slow and thoughtful way in which Mister Rogers spoke to his young audience.

When he was six, Arnolds family moved into a small wood-frame house backing onto the 6th fairway at Latrobe Country Club. Although Arnold would grow up with the country club as his backyard, Deacon Palmer laid down strict rules about how his children treated the course and other facilities (he had rules about everything). They were certainly not encouraged to use the course as a playground. Instead, they played on the little-used highway in front. Few if any automobiles came out this way, except to maybe come to the club, so [we] had a great road in front of our house with no traffic that we could play on and ride our bikes, recalls Jerry Palmer. The clubhouse was off-limits, as was the swimming pool. The Palmer kids swam in the stream. And there were few luxuries at home, because money was so tight. We were very poor, adds Jerry. During the Depression my parents had to raise farm animalspigs, chickensto get along. To ease his worries, Deacon sometimes drank too much, and he had a temper that he directed at Arnie, the oldest child. But still the boy loved his father, and it was his father who introduced him at the age of three to the game that became his life.

Hit it hard! Deacon ordered. Then: Go find it and hit it hard again. This simple golfing advice was not quite as early an introduction to the game as Earl Woods later gave Tiger (who was ten months old at the time). But one of the commonalities among Palmer, Nicklaus, and Woods is that all three were introduced to golf by dominant, sports-crazy fathers whom they adored. For his part, Arnold developed a distinctive style of play on the fairways of Latrobe Country Club that involved hitting the ball low and hard, with a slight curve or draw. His wasnt an elegant or sophisticated swing. Deacon believed that what felt good was probably right. And Arnolds weak point was his short game, partly because he didnt get enough practice around the greens. (Deacon didnt want Arnie digging lumps out of the precious turf.) But what he lacked in style, Arnie made up for in enthusiasm.

As his interest in golf grew, the boy naturally wanted to play as often as possible, so he would accompany his mother and her friends when they played the course on ladies day. There was a ditch one hundred yards from the 6th tee that some female players could not clear easily. Helen Fritz had particular difficulty, and so Arnie offered his assistance. Ill knock your ball over the ditch for a nickel, he suggested, and he did, earning his first money from the game. Mindful of her sons appearance in company, his mother would chide him: Arnold, pull up your pants and tuck your shirt in. He got into the habit of hitching up his trousers, which became one of his trademark gestures in later life. As he grew older, he worked on the course with his father: tending the fairways, minding the pro shop, and working as a caddie, which meant he could play the course on Mondays, too.

 
For a short time in high school, Arnold was distracted from golf by football, which was the glamour sport in Latrobe, with most of the male population going to the local stadium on Saturday during the season. He was big and strong enough to be good, and Bob Mazero recalls that he and the other boys at Latrobe High badly wanted Arnie on the football team. But Deacon warned his son that a football injury could derail his golfing, so he gave up on the idea. From the age of twelve, Arnold had been playing in junior tournaments and, increasingly, he was thinking of becoming a professional: a tournament golfer playing for prize money, not a club pro, like his father, at the beck and call of members. Perhaps surprisingly, part of his inspiration was Mildred Didrikson Babe Zaharias, who became a great celebrity in womens golf in the 1940s after an early career as a gold medalwinning Olympic athlete. The Babe, as she was known, beat Annika Sorenstamthe leading female player of modern times, who made headlines in 2003 by competing as the only woman in a PGA Tour invitationalby decades when she made the cut in several mens tour events, proving that women could compete against men in golf and that the public enjoyed seeing them play against men. When Arnie was a boy, the Babe gave an exhibition of her golfing skills at Latrobe Country Club, and he was deeply impressed by the excitement she caused. Wouldnt it be wonderful to bask in that kind of attention himself? In 1946 he competed in the state high school championship and had a little gallery of local people following him around the course. At one stage in the latter part of the tournament (which he won), Arnie found himself in the rough with a choice between a conservative recovery shot to the fairway and a risky shot through the trees to the green. He took the latter option, and the excitement he caused when he successfully shot the ball through to the green showed him that he could get the kind of attention the Babe had received. It was just a matter of having a distinctive persona, something slightly different, and in his case recovery shots would become one of his trademarks. By getting into the same kind of trouble as weekend golfers but having the ability to blast his way out, often daringly, Arnie connected with everyday players. His willingness to acknowledge and exploit this bond showed Arnies natural desire to be a star. It is important to understand that he always wanted to be popular.

While competing in a junior tournament at Oakland Hills Country Club in Detroit, Arnie met Buddy Worsham, another golf-crazy teenager, who became the most significant friend of his young life. Buddy was from a distinguished golfing family. His elder brother, Lew, won the 1947 U.S. Open and, almost as significantly, in 1953 he won the World Championship of Golf at the Tam OShanter Country Club outside Chicago, the first golf tournament televised live across the United States. (Worsham helped get televised golf off to a flying start by holing an improbable eagle for the title.) Buddy told Arnie that after high school he was going to Wake Forest College, a Baptist college near Durham, North Carolina. The climate was so warm down there you could play golf year-round, which sounded like heaven. But Arnie would have been hard-pressed to get a scholarship on the strength of his academic work. He was not the most impressive student at Latrobe High, where he was in a class for the less academically inclined. Neither could his family afford to pay his way. It was fortunate therefore that the athletic director at Wake Forest was persuaded to offer him a sports scholarship.

Palmers college life was formative in several ways. Aside from the close friendship with Worsham, who became his roommate, an education in the conservative South crystallized his political views as a staunch Republican. Inevitably his character also developed. At first he was shy, as longtime friend Dick Tiddy recalls. Today he is very outgoing and quite different, observes Tiddy, who met Arnie in his second year. I think it was fame and fortune made him different. Golf took up most of his time at college, as well as his recreation time, and Arnie was increasingly successful in amateur events, including winning the West Penn Junior and Amateur tournaments. When he was home, he worked with his dad at the golf course and, one Christmas, as a bricklayer in the steel mills. Holiday jobs gave him pocket money for going to dances and taking girls out. Arnie was swinging carelessly through lifehaving a wonderful time, in factwhen a tragedy occurred. One Saturday night in the fall of 1950, Buddy asked Arnie if he would like to go on one of their jaunts into Durham, where there was a homecoming dance. Arnie declined, pointing out that they didnt have dates and, anyway, he wanted to stay behind to see a movie. So Buddy went without him. On Sunday morning Arnie woke to the news that Buddy and another boy had died in a car wreck during the night. When he went into town to find out what had happened, Arnie was given the ghastly task of identifying the bodies, which he recalls as probably the worst shock of his life. In part he blamed himself for what had happened. Had he gone to the dance, as Buddy had asked, Arnie probably would have been the one who drove home and maybe he would have driven more safely. More than half a century later, a photograph of Buddy hangs on the wall of Palmers Latrobe office.

It was because of his friends death that Arnie quit Wake Forest in January 1951 and joined the U.S. Coast Guard, serving for three years, initially at Cape May, New Jersey. He did not have much opportunity to practice during his years in the service and won relatively few tournaments, though he got to the fourth round of the 1953 U.S. Amateur. In January 1954 he returned to Wake Forest, where he had been offered a chance to complete his education. Golf took up most of his time, though. That year he won several tournaments, including the Ohio Amateur. (Among the competitors was a fourteen-year-old Ohio schoolboy named Jack Nicklaus, who watched Palmer admiringly.) Palmer had never taken his education particularly seriously, and when summer came, and he had to choose between studying and playing golf, it was no contest. The dean at Wake Forest warned him about missing classes and, ultimately, Palmer had to leave college without a degree. He went to work for a friend, Bill Wehnes, who sold paint. Palmer became a paint salesman, too, though a good deal of his time was spent playing golf, and his future was decided by one very significant tournament during that summer of 1954.

In August the U.S. Amateur Championship was held at the Country Club of Detroit in Grosse Point Farms, Michigan. Palmer was twenty-four, and it was his fifth attempt at the title, which was the crowning achievement of any amateur career and at that time still considered one of the majors. The format was match play,* and a fellow had to win eight matches before he could claim the golden trophy. After some easy matches and some hard fights, Arnie met Bob Sweeny in the 36-hole final. In the 1950s the players who dominated the U.S. Amateur were mature men, many of whom were of independent means. A distinguished gentleman who dressed immaculately for the tournament in white linen, like a character out of one of F. Scott Fitzgeralds novels, Robert Sweeny Jr. was a forty-three-year-old investment banker from New York with a home in Palm Beach, Florida, and another on the French Riviera. Palmer was a simple young man in chinos and a sweaty, short-sleeved shirt who, having flunked out of college, was making a meager living. Yet his lack of sophistication was part of his appeal, together with his audacious style of play and his open, expressive manner. When Arnie hit a poor shot, his disappointment was written on his face. When he struck a good one, he sparked up a cigarette, dragged on it deeply, and stalked down the fairway to go again, and his enthusiasm was infectious. Still, the older man was a fine player, too, the winner of Britains Amateur Championship in 1937, and he ended the morning round 2-up.

There were 18 more holes in the afternoon, and as the hours of a long, warm day passed, the two men traded birdies. Three times Palmer drew even, before moving ahead at the 32nd and then going 2-up at the 33rd. Sweeny was not done, though. He proved his mettle by halving the 34th and won the penultimate hole. With just one shot in it the tie was still very much alive down to the last, but Sweeny drove into the rough and, having put himself out of contention, conceded. Arnie was the champion, 1-up, winner of the beautiful trophy that had been held by Jones and would in years to come pass into the hands of Nicklaus and eventually Woods. Doris Palmer hugged Arnie proudly and even Deacon broke into a smile as a brass band struck up. Ive never had a better moment than winning the U.S. Amateur Championship in 1954, says Palmer. That was the turning point which made everything else possible. The press was delighted with a personable and approachable winner. Arnie was not the most cultured player in the world; he swung like a truck driver. He looked like a greenskeeper. But he made golf exciting, and he was empathetic in a way a high-society figure such as Bob Sweeny was not. Crowds loved Palmer because he was someone like themselves, and that was why the young man from Latrobe would almost single-handedly transform golf from a snob sport, as Palmer puts it, into a game for everyoneapart from black people, that is.
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