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		As skilled as young Robert Trent Jones was as a competitive golfer (shown here in 1929), his destiny was to reshape golf’s landscape through his design or redesign of more than four hundred courses in forty-three states plus Puerto Rico, twenty-eight countries, and five continents.
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			To all the golfers, kindred spirits, and loved ones who have blessedly passed my way on life’s journey from tee to green.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER ONE

			FROM ELLIS ISLAND TO THE IVY LEAGUE
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			Six-year-old Robert Jones with his father, Rees, mother, Jane, and younger brother, Ernest, shortly after their immigration to America in 1912.

			The small English boy, not quite yet six years old, desperately wanted to be the first person on the 1,550-passenger ocean liner to catch a glimpse of “Her.” It was Monday, April 29, 1912, and dawn was about to break a few miles off the coast of New York. Nearly two weeks had passed since the big steamship, the Caronia, left Liverpool bound for New York Harbor. Young Robert Jones; his thirty-one-year-old mother, Jane; and his four-year-old brother, Ernest—three of some 13.5 million immigrants arriving in the United States between 1900 and 1920, nearly five million of them, as the Joneses were, from the British Isles—had spent virtually the entire Atlantic passage deep in the bowels of the ship. They and 897 other third-class passengers had battled seasickness, constant fear of storms, and, worse, the knowledge that the “unsinkable” RMS Titanic, on her maiden voyage, had sunk to the bottom of the ocean exactly two weeks earlier, the day before the Caronia had embarked.

			When the announcement finally came that land had been sighted, they could stand the confinement no longer. In the pitch dark, with only dim oil lamps to guide them, the huddled mass in steerage quickly dressed, putting on clothes that had been saved for arrival in America. It wasn’t easy for a small boy to get to a good vantage point, but, with his mother’s reluctant permission, Robert raced far forward, dodging hundreds of fellow passengers blocking his way with their jittery bodies and messy arrays of trunks and travel bags. He just wanted to get to the front of the top deck, as fast as he could, so he would be the first to see the wonderful “lady” that his father, William Rees Jones, had written about to his family following his own arrival in America.

			William had arrived a mere nine months earlier, in August 1911, but to the family, especially to Jane, their separation seemed far longer. A simple carpenter by trade (“like Jesus Christ,” as son Robert would describe him decades later), William had been struggling in his native village of Ince-in-Makerfield, near to Wigan to the northwest of Manchester, to find profitable work. If not for occasional day jobs done for the railroads—two major lines traversed the township, one connecting to industrial Manchester twenty-two miles to the southeast and another to commercial Lancaster forty-one miles due north—William would have had no choice but to go into the coal mines like his father, grandfathers, and many generations of Jones men before them had done. But William wanted no part of the mines and the diseases of the lungs that came with them. So, in the summer of 1911, after celebrating his son Robert’s fifth birthday, he sailed for New York via the cheapest route possible—by way of Rio de Janeiro—promising to send money for the family to join him as soon as he could manage it. The exhausting trip took seven weeks, with William entering the United States at Ellis Island on August 3, 1911. From there, he made his way up the Hudson River and along the Erie Canal to East Rochester, New York, adjacent to the booming Lake Ontario industrial city of Rochester, where he had heard the New York Central Railroad was hiring carpenters to build freight cars. By early 1912 he had scraped together enough money to send for his wife and children, who had moved in for the duration with Jane’s parents in Wigan, a western borough of Manchester. The “place of residence” written on the ship’s manifest for Jane and her sons was, in fact, Wigan, not Ince. Also, Robert’s age was given as six, although he wouldn’t turn so for a month and a half.

			From his vantage point on the Caronia peering westward, the boy spotted what he first thought was a star in the sky. But as the ship sailed on, the star got bigger and bigger. Suddenly a hand appeared underneath, holding up the star. Then Robert saw an arm, a head, and finally the body of a woman. Even before he fully realized what he was seeing and could yell it out to the crowd, assorted groups of people began to cry with happiness and hug each other. A joyous bearded man in a tweed overcoat grabbed Robert and threw him up into the air. “We huv reached th’ land o’ oor dreams!” the man said, in what Robert would later come to know very well to be a strong Scottish brogue. “Whit dae ye think o’ that, mae wee laddie?”

			“Well . . . it’s the Statue of Liberty, isn’t it?” the boy ventured.

			“Aye, t’is indeed, young Sur! See her thare wi’ her yin arm raised heich, tae greet us n’ welcome us a’ tae America! Nay a finer sight in th’ hail wide world, is thare now?!”

			To the end of his life eighty-eight years later, the little boy who became the world-famous golf course architect Robert Trent Jones never forgot his moment of arrival in America. In fact, whenever he saw a picture of the Statue of Liberty on television or in the movies, he literally got chills and tears came to his eyes as he remembered what he felt the first time he saw Her. For him, the promise of America—of making a full, happy, and prosperous life for himself and his loved ones and, perhaps even more importantly, “making something big” out of himself—would always be palpable because it was so solidly grounded in the heartfelt and profoundly personal experience of immigrating to America as a child—and seeing the Statue of Liberty literally materialize out of what he thought was starlight.

			 • • • 

			The Jones family settled in a small home at 129 East Avenue in East Rochester. Until 1906, the town had been known as the Village of Despatch, incorporated in 1897 as a planned community designed around the New York Central Railroad tracks that ran through the center of the village. The name “Despatch” came from the Merchants Despatch Transportation Company (also known as the Merchants Despatch Refrigerator Line), a highly profitable company more than a half century old that manufactured freight cars—about half of them refrigerated—not just for the New York Central but also for the Cleveland, Columbus, Cincinnati and Indianapolis Railway and the Lake Shore & Michigan Southern Railway, all part of Cornelius Vanderbilt’s railroad empire.

			Employment at Merchants Despatch Transportation was reliable but hardly well paying. In 1914, the year Henry Ford startled the world by announcing that Ford Motor Company would pay $5 a day to its workers, William Jones started at $8 a week at MDT. Working fifty-two weeks a year gave him an annual wage of $416, which amounted to only about two-thirds of the national average. On other parcels of land that the company owned it built small, economical homes, like the one the Jones family occupied, for its labor force, much as American textile mills did for their workers. But East Rochester wasn’t a single “company town”—it benefited from the presence of another major employer, the Aeolian Piano Corporation of New York City, a manufacturer of organs and pianos. Both companies employed a large number of immigrants, especially Italians. The “village of freight cars and pianos,” in fact, came to be known as Rochester’s “Little Italy,” as more than half of the residents of East Rochester by 1930 boasted Italian ancestry.

			It was not, however, a community known for its golf.

			The game had already arrived in nearby Rochester, just a few miles to the northwest. In 1893, a group of five Rochesterians, led by tobacco magnate William S. Kimball, set up a nine-hole course on a farm south of Genesee Valley Park (a Frederick Law Olmsted creation, from 1888), owned by Josiah Anstice. The course was so crude that it had no putting greens, only small flowerpots placed in holes that had been dug at various spots across a broad pasture by one of the Anstice farmhands. Nevertheless, enthusiastic about the sporting possibilities, the group got serious by 1895–96 and scouted out a new location in southeast Brighton (a few miles east of Genesee Valley Park), leased a nearby farmhouse to serve as a clubhouse, built one set of nine holes and then a second, and dubbed their society the “Country Club of Rochester.”

			Country clubs were sprouting up all across the United States at the turn of the century, with golf more and more the focal point of their activities. Rochester—one of America’s first boomtowns thanks originally to its many flour mills located on the Genesee River, then to its position as a major manufacturing hub, and finally as a technological, medical, and educational center—was no exception. In 1901, a second group of Rochester men, “prosperous and of high repute,” incorporated Oak Hill Country Club, building their preserve upon two farms along River Road near Mount Hope Cemetery, just above Genesee Valley Park. Though also begun with rough-hewn rural facilities—again a farmhouse for a clubhouse and lockers placed in a barn—the club quickly made major improvements, with a whopping 137 members paying full dues ($25 initiation and $20 per annum) by the second year. Such modest accommodations did not last long at either the Rochester or Oak Hill country clubs. In 1902, after a fire destroyed its farmhouse, the Country Club of Rochester built a handsome new clubhouse, designed with a classical but industrially progressive appearance by the notable local architect Claude Fayette Bragdon (1866–1946), who later went on to design the city’s fine New York Central Railroad station and Chamber of Commerce Building.

			Although membership in the private clubs was limited almost exclusively to Rochester’s business and civic elite, interest in golf across America was also growing fast within the middle class, among both men and women. The game was also gaining some enthusiasm from immigrants, racial minorities, and others of more modest means. In 1899, a nine-hole public course opened in Genesee Valley Park itself; surrounded by the country clubs, public golfers here shared the fairways with a flock of eighty city sheep that grazed within the park grounds; they also had to play around the New York State Barge Canal—an operational leg of the Erie Canal—on three holes. But what they were doing was a sign of the American golf future: The course was only the fourth golf course in the country to be maintained at public expense, but its daily green fees more than paid for the cost of operations. In May 1917, a second nine holes opened at Genesee Valley Park, creating an eighteen-hole layout that measured 5,470 yards, extremely short by today’s standards but a typical length for the era.

			The first golf course designer to etch his name into Rochester golf was Donald Ross (1872–1948), the man who ultimately became the first full-time golf architect in the United States and who, with a local Rochester boy named Robert Trent Jones, would become a founding father of the American Society of Golf Course Architects (ASGCA) in 1947.

			Donald Ross, from Dornoch in the far north of Scotland, came to America in 1899 at the urging of Harvard astronomer and golf lover Robert Willson. The son of a stonemason, Ross had apprenticed as a boy on the links at Dornoch, then moved on to Fife to learn club-making and greenkeeping from Old Tom Morris at St. Andrews. A fast learner with a brilliant mind for virtually everything related to golf (including the grasses on golf courses), Ross returned to Dornoch in 1893 and, at the ripe age of twenty, became the course’s greenkeeper. It was on the Dornoch links that Willson would meet him and coax him into taking the job at the astronomy professor’s home club outside Boston. Ross quickly put Oakley Country Club’s original nine-hole course—which had just been laid out, rather roughly, by fellow Scotsman Willie Campbell (1862–1900)—through a complete redesign; essentially, Ross created a brand-new course. The members loved the club’s new layout, among them James Tufts (inventor of the Arctic Soda Fountain and president of the American Soda Fountain Company), who persuaded young Donald to enjoy his winters more profitably by spending them as a golf professional at a resort his family was developing at Pinehurst, in the Sandhills region of North Carolina. Over the next dozen years, from 1900 to 1912, Ross designed four stellar courses at Pinehurst and earned himself a national reputation; by the mid-1920s, some three thousand men reportedly were building Ross golf courses each year in the United States, although not as Ross employees—they were laborers who were paid by the property owners through building contractors, not by Ross.

			It was in 1912, the same year that Robert Jones came as a little boy to East Rochester, that the Country Club of Rochester engaged forty-year-old Donald Ross to improve its existing course enough to make it a candidate to serve as a venue for America’s prime championship, the National Open, hosted by the United States Golf Association. The club never did host a U.S. Open, but the major modifications made to it by Ross resulted in a marvelous new par-70 course with a beautiful yet challenging blend of natural and sculpted features, the aesthetic effect of which made club members puff up their chests with pride.

			 • • • 

			Robert Jones first stepped onto a golf course at the Country Club of Rochester in June 1917. He had just turned eleven. He had never seen anything resembling this broad expanse of rolling and neatly mown greensward, with its bountiful array of flowering bushes and trees, some quite large. Deep pockets of light brown sand in the course’s many bunkers offset the verdant palette, and a beautiful stream meandered through much of the property. Jones knew nothing yet of golf itself, but the allure of the landscape overwhelmed him.

			The cute pigtailed girl who sat in front of him in his sixth-grade class had told him that he could make money as a caddie if he went out to the country club. Her uncle had done it as a boy, and not only could a caddie make some nice money (at prosperous country clubs during the era, typically as much as seventy-five cents for eighteen holes), but on certain days when the course wasn’t busy the pro sometimes gave the caddies a chance to play a round of golf themselves. The girl’s last name was Hagen, and her uncle was none other than Walter Hagen (1892–1969), soon to become one of the world’s most celebrated golfers. Walter had started shagging balls for members at the Country Club of Rochester at age seven. By nine he was spending his summers from dawn to dusk toting and cleaning clubs at CCR, becoming a favorite of many of the members. When Walter reached the age of fifteen, the club professional, Andrew Christy, made the prodigy his assistant, teaching him the art of club-making and the basics of greenkeeping. But it was playing the game that was to be Hagen’s legacy.

			In the same summer that Robert Jones moved to America, Hagen, nineteen, made his professional debut at the 1912 Canadian Open, held at Rosedale Golf Club in Toronto. He placed eleventh on the Tom Bendelow layout, which would be redesigned by Donald Ross in 1919. When Andrew Christy resigned his post as head pro at Rochester the following spring, Hagen was offered the job. That very summer of 1913, Walter played in his first U.S. Open, at Brookline, Massachusetts, finishing tied for fourth in a titanic contest won by lanky U.S. amateur Francis Ouimet, who defeated England’s stalwart professionals Harry Vardon and “Big Ted” Ray in a playoff to become the first amateur to win the championship. The next year Hagen himself captured the event, at Chicago’s Midlothian Country Club, shooting a dazzling score of 290 to tie the lowest total ever for a U.S. Open since it had gone to a seventy-two-hole event in 1898. Hagen’s winning prize was $300. The victory launched him toward golf immortality, as he would win the U.S. Open once again (1919), four British Opens (’22, ’24, ’28, ’29), five PGA Championships (’21, ’24–’27), five Western Opens (’16, ’21, ’26, ’27, ’32), and one Canadian Open (’31). The New York Times wrote in 1924 that “The Haig” was “the greatest golfer who ever lived—bar none.”

			The first summer that young Robert Jones spent caddying at the Country Club of Rochester, Walter Hagen was still its professional, but by the boy’s second summer of caddying, Hagen was gone. In 1918 he left Rochester for suburban Detroit, where he took the head pro position at Oakland Hills. Hagen visited his hometown of Rochester sometimes for exhibition matches, and young Jones would clearly remember one of those occasions for the rest of his life. Although he was able to pick up the trolley near his home in East Rochester, Jones still had to walk about a mile and a half to get to the club. One day as he was walking down the road, a white Packard roadster came streaking toward him, a bag of shiny new golf clubs sticking up out of the rumble seat. In the car was Hagen: well built, handsome, shiny jet-black hair, a flashy dresser, and exuding wall-to-wall charm. “As the car swept past carrying Walter Hagen in his usual grand style,” Jones would recall for an interview late in his life, “I knew right then I had to somehow get involved with golf in some big way.” With Jones, indeed, it was always to involve “some big way.”

			On a couple of occasions, young Jones got the chance to caddie for Hagen when the Haig returned to CCR. Jones also caddied for Harry Vardon in an exhibition match against Hagen and Ted Ray. “I was very much taken with Vardon’s smooth swing,” Jones later recalled, “and when I started playing, I tried to imitate his graceful and sweet swing.” Emulating Hagen was an impossibility: “Nobody could imitate Hagen with that big sway of his body he had!”

			For a while it looked like young Jones might become another Hagen—or at least another Bobby Jones. In 1916, when Robert was ten, fourteen-year-old golf prodigy Robert Tyre Jones, known as “Bobby,” startled the sports world by winning his first two matches in the National Amateur Championship and giving the defending champion a tremendous battle before being defeated in his third-round match. “I was just plain overwhelmed by the fact that this sensational young golfer was named Bobby Jones,” Robert recalled years later. “Boy, I began to work on my golf game after that. I felt that there was supposed to be an affinity between me and golf. I was the Bobby Jones expert in my neighborhood. All the rest of the kids were trying to copy Hagen, but I built my swing, my whole technique, on what I read about Bobby and the pictures I saw of him in the papers.” (One version of how he became “Trent” Jones has Robert taking the middle name in his early teens after fellow caddies at the Country Club of Rochester teasingly compared him to the famous young Bobby Jones, choosing “Trent” because it was a family name derived from the River Trent in England. [It is not true that Jones’s birthplace was a town on the River Trent, as the course of the river comes nowhere near Wigan or Ince-in-Makerfield or anywhere near the Welsh border.] Rather it is clear from his personal papers that Jones did not start using the middle name until 1930, following Bobby Jones’s capture of the Grand Slam and Robert’s entry into the golf design business.)

			Although his caddying got him an occasional round at the country club, Robert really learned to play golf at a little course called Hillcrest, a makeshift nine-hole layout at the end of West Commercial Street in East Rochester, just a few blocks to the west of where Jones lived. Most of the golfers who played it—many of them raw beginners—called the course “Genundewah,” the Native American name for the “Great Hill” situated at the head of Canandaigua Lake, one of New York’s Finger Lakes; from Genundewah, according to legend, sprung all the Seneca peoples. Hardly a great hill, Hillcrest Golf Course was a sandy, sparsely grassy splice of ground, long and narrow, with a series of small ridges running through it.

			Although not much to look at, Hillcrest Golf Course was enough to stimulate a love of golf, for Jones and for others of lesser means in East Rochester who wanted a taste of the new game. In fact, the tiny course amounted to more than that, as Jones looked back at it late in his life: “The course was built on a residue of Lake Ontario, on what we called a ‘blow sand’ area. It was really like playing on an undulating linksland. So it really trained me well for playing a wide variety of shots.” At the start, Jones had only one club, a “mashie” (what today would be called a mid-iron) that he bought for fifty cents from a rack of old clubs in Walter Hagen’s pro shop, and he learned how to hit it many different ways: as a “play club” (driver), as a “baffing spoon” (approach wood), as a mashie niblick (7-iron), as a niblick (9-iron), even as a putter. By the time he was fourteen, he was shooting par just with the one club. Eventually he got a second club by winning a caddie tournament at the course after shooting a 39. The prize, put up by a doctor who was a member of the course, was a used mashie niblick. Jones thought the advertised prize had been a brand-new mashie niblick—designed with the new wide grooves that put a live backspin on the ball—that had just appeared on the market. Jones told the doctor he had been hoping for the new design. “So he got it for me,” Jones recollected years later, “and when I hit the ball it would take the paint off, and the ball really backed up on the greens.” Later that year the United States Golf Association outlawed irons with the unusually wide and deep grooves, just as it would do again in 1988.

			The best thing for Jones was that he played Genundewah for free: “The greenkeeper was a German gardener who told me and a friend of mine that we could play on the course if we would cut the greens every day after school. So we did. One of us would steer the mower and the other pull with a rope, because it was too heavy for one kid to push. We would go fast, and when we finished, we played golf. I also was learning some things about golf courses, like how to grow grass on sand. There was no fairway irrigation on the course. They ‘tied the sand down’ by planting wheat. When it grew to a certain height they would cut it and throw down the grass seed, which would be held by the single stalks of the wheat.”

			By the time Jones was sixteen he was being called the most promising young golfer in Rochester. That year, 1922, he entered a 36-hole open tournament sponsored by the Rochester Journal-American at Genesee Valley Park. He had passed up a junior tournament the week before, thinking he could not enter both events. In the morning round he carried his own bag and shot 76; in the afternoon, with a friend for a caddie, he shot 69, a course record, and finished as the low amateur, one stroke behind the winning professional. The next day’s headline on the local sports page read, ROCHESTER’S BOBBY JONES BREAKS COURSE RECORD.

			“Right then I began to consider broader horizons as a player, but I had a stomach ailment that flared up. It turned out to be a serious duodenal ulcer, which landed me in the hospital for six months. I thought I was going to die. I played no competitive golf for the next two years. During that period I decided the life of a tournament golfer was not for me.”

			But what life was it going to be? His father had steady work in the railroad car shops, but he didn’t make nearly enough money for college to be in Robert’s future. In fact, Robert, known to most of his schoolmates as “a quiet kid,” dropped out of East Rochester High School in 1922 after finishing the eleventh grade and went to work as a draftsman for Merchants Despatch Transportation, his father’s employer. The job at Despatch was frustrating and unfulfilling, so much so that, over his dad’s objections, he began looking for something else to do. Although he had given up the idea of being like Walter Hagen and earning a living as a touring professional, Jones’s dream was still somehow to find a lucrative career in golf, and to “make it big.”

			If Hagen could not be his model, maybe Donald Ross could.

			In the early 1920s, Ross had come back to Rochester for two major projects. First, he was turning 214 acres of farmland east of nearby Pittsford and five miles southeast of the Country Club of Rochester into a refined 18-hole course that became the Monroe Golf Club, which opened for play in 1924. Ross’s compensation package included a $2,000 architect’s fee and a construction fee of $54,000, based on an estimated cost of $3,000 per hole. The fee that Ross received for the second project—creating two new courses for a relocation of Oak Hill Country Club—was reported in the newspapers to be well more than double those figures. Jones had read about the projects in the Rochester papers; the Oak Hill deal in particular was making big news. In 1921 the burgeoning University of Rochester, with large endowments from Kodak’s George Eastman, proposed a land swap with Oak Hill: The university would build its new River Campus on the banks of the Genesee, where the golf course was situated, and in exchange would give the club a 355-acre plot of farmland owned by the university just northwest of Pittsford. It was a sweet deal for the golf club, especially when its executive officers also managed to coax $360,000 in cash from the school. That was more than enough to pay for Donald Ross’s fee, with several thousand dollars to spare—revenue that allowed for a stately Tudor-style clubhouse to be built with all the first-class amenities and accommodations needed for the new Oak Hill Country Club.

			Eighteen-year-old Robert Jones may not have known exactly how much money Donald Ross was making on the Rochester golf course projects, but he understood that it was much more than any golf professional was making, even Walter Hagen. Furthermore, as an immigrant’s son, a caddie, and a tournament golfer, he had seen in the case of Hagen—and directly experienced himself—the social prejudices and iniquities that faced a “lowly, uncouth” golf professional. Golf pros were not welcome to come through the august front doors of the Country Club of Rochester, Oak Hill Country Club, or any other private club in America; they entered through the side or the back. But at CCR, Jones had seen with his own two eyes that Ross, America’s most esteemed golf course architect, was welcome to stride right in through the club’s front entrance. Ross’s highly publicized new projects in the Rochester area coincided exactly with Jones’s growing frustration with his drafting apprenticeship at Merchants Despatch. On weekends he even spent time watching Ross and his men building Oak Hill’s spanking new courses. “I thought that maybe building courses might be the answer for me,” Jones later recalled, “but I didn’t know how to go about learning the business. There were no technical schools for it, and you couldn’t go to a university and major in golf architecture, even if I had had the credentials to get in. I didn’t know what to do.”

			He was smart enough, and desperate enough, to ask for help. One day at Merchants Despatch he walked into the office of Ray Humburg, the head of the engineering department, who, Jones had heard, was a golfer. A Cornell graduate, Humburg suggested that perhaps his alma mater in Ithaca could offer an answer. It had schools in the various disciplines, and golf course architecture really was a combination of professions. Without a high school diploma, however, how was Jones going to get into Cornell?

			In 1925, at age nineteen, Jones’s reputation as a player in the Rochester area got him a summer job as a golf instructor in Old Forge, New York, a hamlet in the Adirondacks a hundred miles northeast of Syracuse, where a nine-hole Donald Ross golf course had opened in 1921 (later named Thendara Golf Club.) There Jones became known not just as a very good player but as “a real instructor.” On August 28, 1925, Jones was invited to play an exhibition match for the opening day of Sodus Bay Heights Golf Club, a small private club of sixty-four members that had just been established with a nine-hole course on the shore of Lake Ontario’s Great Sodus Bay. Jones’s opponent in the match was Wilbur Jack, the professional at nearby Newark Country Club. Jack was no slouch. In the 1923 PGA Championship at Pelham Country Club in Pelham, New York, Jack had come out of sectional qualifying to make match play. But in the exhibition round at Sodus Bay, Jones took him by two strokes.

			The Sodus members liked Jones so much that they immediately offered him a job as their club professional, greenkeeper, and manager, all in one. The job didn’t pay much, but the club was a gorgeous property for golf, with rolling hills and winds whipping off Lake Ontario. In early 1927 the club built a small golf shop with kitchen facilities and a small snack bar and a back room in which Jones could sleep. (Most of his time at Sodus he stayed in a lakefront cottage owned by his cousin Lillie and her husband.) The workday started well before daybreak and usually didn’t end until after dark, but Jones loved the place, built friendships with some of the members, and returned regularly to Sodus for short visits even after he moved out of the area. The golf season was short in northern New York, however, so Jones was employed only from late April into early October. The winters were long, with Jones trying his best to make his money last.

			One of those early winters, with the help of a wealthy Sodus member by the name of James Bashford, Jones traveled south to Florida for a season of teaching golf at the Hollywood Beach Hotel Country Club. (Bashford owned a vinegar factory in Lyons, New York, and played a major part in the development of Sodus Bay Heights Golf Club.) A golf course had just opened at the resort, one designed by an English war hero named Captain Herbert Charles Coningsby Tippet (1892–1947), a friend of Carl Graham Fisher (1874–1939), the dynamic entrepreneur and real estate developer who almost single-handedly created the holiday resort of Miami Beach. Jones, in fact, gave Fisher some golf lessons; Captain Tippet, an outstanding golfer, needed none. But Jones and Tippet did spend time together discussing golf course architecture and contrasting British golf with American golf, and the conversations whetted Jones’s appetite even more for getting involved in course design.

			While wintering in Florida in 1927–28, Jones tried to make a little money playing competitive golf. In Miami Beach, the inaugural La Gorce Open was being held at La Gorce Country Club, owned by Carl Fisher. Tippet had designed the course, and both Fisher and Tippet encouraged Jones to enter the 1928 tournament. (The event was held from 1928 through 1931.) Among the top professionals playing were Johnny Farrell, Gene Sarazen, Macdonald Smith, Bobby Cruickshank, Al Watrous, and Tommy Armour. One of the few stars missing was Robert’s namesake and early hero, Bobby Jones, the phenom from Atlanta, who was coming off championships in the ’23 and ’26 U.S. Opens, ’26 and ’27 British Opens, and the ’24, ’25, and ’27 U.S. Amateurs. It was not an easy time for another young man named Robert Jones to be teeing it up in front of the gallery in a professional tournament, as the Jones from East Rochester later remembered: “I was nervous enough as it was, and when they called ‘Robert Jones’ to the first tee, the crowd pressed around, wondering if this was the Bobby Jones. It was not him, as my sudden attack of stage fright proved. Playing the first nine in a cold sweat, I was out in a seven-over 43, and it didn’t get much better coming home. But I did finish the tournament, improving each round.” It was an invaluable, if traumatic, experience, one that further convinced Jones that he, with his ulcer flare-ups, was not meant for a life of highly tense competitive golf—especially when further “Bobby Jones” mix-ups were inevitable.

			Still, in the summers of 1928 and 1929, Jones played in the Canadian Open. In his autobiographical book Golf’s Magnificent Challenge (1988), he remembered playing in the 1927 Canadian Open, held at the Toronto Golf Club and won by Tommy Armour. Jones recalled that he finished tenth. However, the official records of the Royal Canadian Golf Association clearly show no “Robert Jones” competing in the 1927 event. The records do show Jones playing in the 1928 and 1929 Canadian Opens. In 1928, when the championship was held at Rosedale Golf Club in Toronto, Jones shot rounds of 77-71-78-77. His 303 total, which was the same total he claims in Golf’s Magnificent Challenge to have shot in 1927, put him in 37th place (not in 10th as he purported in his book). In 1929, when the championship was held at Kanawaki Golf Club near Montreal, Jones missed the cut, shooting rounds of 78 and 83. In both of his appearances in the Canadian Open, Jones’s home was listed as Sodus Point, New York.

			In truth Jones had already set out on a course that did not involve playing professional golf. In the spring of 1928 Jones had told James Bashford of his dream to become a golf course designer. Sympathetic, Bashford drove him to Cornell University, his alma mater, in his limousine and introduced him to the dean of the college of agriculture, Dr. Albert Russell Mann. It was a highly unusual request for a high-school dropout to want to enter Cornell for the purpose of learning how to design golf courses, but the agriculture dean, himself a golfer, listened carefully to the intent young man and offered him a chance: Jones could take classes in the college of agriculture as a non-degree “special student,” but only after he went through tutoring in mathematics and chemistry. To take classes in any of Cornell’s other colleges, Jones would also have to get permission directly from those deans as well, which Jones managed to do with Dean Mann’s help, under the requirement that he take even more tutoring, including help with his drawing.

			Jones started at Cornell in the fall of 1928. Bashford, his patron, gave him $1,000 to help him out. That generous allowance and the money Jones earned working summers at Sodus paid for his tuition, books, and living expenses. For the rest of his career, it seems that Jones was in constant search of other “Mr. Bashfords,” wealthy and influential men who could help him along his way in pursuit of the American Dream, and he was quite successful at finding them.

			At Cornell from 1928 to 1930, Jones was virtually allowed to design his own curriculum, and he studied landscape architecture in the college of architecture, hydraulics and surveying in the college of engineering, and agronomy and horticulture in the college of agriculture. He also studied economics, chemistry, public speaking, journalism, and business law. Some of his grades were barely passing, and most of them were mediocre, but the effort was still admirable given that Jones had not graduated high school and was competing with students who had records that were good enough to allow them to enroll in an Ivy League school. He earned no better than a “C” grade in public speaking, which is surprising given how successfully he would verbally parley with many of his golf course clients in the coming decades. Though Jones was slightly older than his classmates, fellow students seem to have treated him just like one of them, perhaps not knowing that his admission into Cornell was a special case that would not lead to a degree. As with all students, college was not all work. In his second year he was asked to pledge a fraternity and was eventually elected president of the university chapter of Delta Kappa Epsilon. He very much enjoyed attending Cornell football games. In intramurals he showed off his basketball skills—he had been a very good player at East Rochester High and with an East Rochester semi-pro team known as the “O’Leary Perintons.” Some weekends, when he didn’t head back to work at Sodus, Jones attended parties and dances.

			At a fraternity party in 1929, Jones met Ione Tefft Davis, a cultured and beautiful young lady from a prominent family in Montclair, New Jersey, who was a sophomore honors student—and eventual Phi Beta Kappa recipient—at Wells College in nearby Aurora, New York. The two started dating and exchanging romantic letters. As Jones would later extol many times, “That was the most important thing that happened to me at Cornell, or ever—meeting my future wife.” Little did either Robert or Ione know that it would be five long years before Ione’s imposing father—a cautious, rigorous professional engineer—would permit the pair to marry.

			Jones may not have received a degree from Cornell, but he got what he went for—the advanced education and fundamental knowledge needed to design and build golf courses.

			He was twenty-four when he left Cornell. After finishing up in Ithaca, Jones returned home, where he took an art course at a local technical institute. The class further developed his ability to sketch, which was to help him significantly throughout his career. “I became very good at it,” Jones remembered years later. “For golf courses it meant I could visualize in my mind’s eye what kind of hole should be created on any given piece of ground. I would sketch it and then work with the construction people to go and actually mold it.”

			The year was 1930, just months after the Wall Street Crash in October 1929, hardly the best time to be visualizing the start of any business, let alone the creation of golf courses.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER TWO

			BIG AMBITIONS IN DEPRESSED TIMES
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			It took extraordinary determination, persistence, and love of the game for Robert Trent Jones to stay on course for a career in golf architecture during the bleak economic times of the Great Depression.

			The big dreams with which Robert Jones started his career were almost totally overshadowed by big black clouds. He left Cornell in the spring of 1930 with no degree in hand, no job, and virtually no money. The golf course design business he envisioned had no investors, no financial backing, neither an office nor a secretary, very few prospects, and certainly no construction crew. Although he had something of a local reputation as an excellent golfer, Jones had done no real golf course design—nothing except for some minor remodeling of tees and greens at Sodus Bay. From Cornell he had gained some important basic knowledge of the science of grasses and plants, how to give a public speech, how not to get cheated in a business contract, and how to handle some elemental landscaping and drainage problems, but his actual know-how when it came to designing courses was extremely limited—and his knowledge of the techniques for actually building a golf course was almost totally derived from what he had seen Donald Ross’s men doing at Oak Hill. Most foreboding of all, in an already tight and quickly evaporating market for golf courses following the Wall Street Crash of October 1929, Jones faced competition from a number of well-established golf architects—notably Pinehurst-based Donald Ross; British-born Alister MacKenzie in California and his associate, Oklahoma’s Perry Maxwell; Philadelphians A. W. Tillinghast and William S. Flynn; the British firm of Colt, Alison & Morrison Ltd.; and Chicago’s Tom Bendelow, the former director of golf course development for Spalding sporting goods who was considered the “Johnny Appleseed of American Golf” for the hundreds of layouts he had produced in Canada (including Rosedale Golf Club in Toronto) and the United States. Each of those firms had proven records, a string of distinguished achievements, address books full of valuable business connections, at least meager bank accounts, and an arsenal of other resources to their names.

			The most damnable black cloud vexing Jones personally in 1930 was the stark difference in social status that was complicating his romance and proposed marital engagement with Ione Tefft Davis, the beautiful and brilliant young lady, four years his junior, he had met at a Cornell fraternity party. At Wells College, Ione learned to love Emily Dickinson poetry, majored in Philosophy, starred on the school’s debate team, was perennially on the honor roll, and graduated Phi Beta Kappa. (At Cornell, Jones had received average to below-average grades and taken no humanities courses, and his writing—as demonstrated in his many love letters to Ione—was very rough, full of misspellings, and often ungrammatical, a sorry state of composition that Ione continually worked to correct in her future husband.) If that wasn’t intimidating enough for the humble son of a blue-collar, immigrant family, Ione’s blue-blooded family traced its ancestry back to the Mayflower, enjoyed holidays in France, and lived in a spacious, 4,000-square-foot patrician home in Montclair, New Jersey, with views of the Manhattan skyline twelve miles away. Her father, Howard Lee Davis, if not for an injury during training, would have run for the United States in the Games of the First Olympiad in Athens in 1896; earned a business degree at Yale; was active in Republican Party politics; and successfully climbed the corporate ladder to a vice presidency after serving as director of technical employment and training for New York Bell Telephone. Worse yet for Robert Jones, Howard Davis, in 1930, had just finished writing a manuscript that would be published the following year in New York and London by John Wiley & Sons under the title The Young Man in Business. In the textbook, Davis not only highlighted his own successful rise from “apprentice, cadet engineer, engineer, and superintendent of an electric light company” to corporate vice president, he took it upon himself to diagnose and cure the typical mistakes that young men made when starting out in business by replacing those common errors with, in Davis’s words, “the proper foundations” on which they might build successful careers. As Jones quickly discovered, Howard Lee Davis was not about to let his darling princess marry an uncultured young man who was making many of those same mistakes and whose career goal (notwithstanding his “special admission” into Cornell) was to do something as inconsequential and non-lucrative as designing golf courses.

			“I desperately want to do big things for you,” one of Jones’s early love letters to Ione declared—notably by becoming, as he often wrote her, “the world’s greatest golf course architect.” During what to Jones (but apparently less to Ione) seemed an interminable four-and-a-half-year engagement, Jones sent her well over four hundred letters—some of them while she was finishing school, some while she was touring with her mother and sister in Europe, many when she was back at home in comfortable Montclair, all of them by hand and almost all of them at least five or six pages long—trying, often in a dramatically earnest tone, to keep their love alive. Most of the time Jones was living at home with his parents or drifting around somewhere in upstate New York, staying either in the small office he had rented in downtown Rochester or with friends at Sodus Bay, but equally as often in some hotel room or another, where the letterhead was free. He wrote from the road, too, when he could afford to buy a few gallons of gas, motoring on patched tires along back roads with a map on the passenger seat, trying to get to a golf course job or, more likely, a prospective one. With very little money available for new golf courses or even course renovations in the first years of the Great Depression, Jones secured few jobs and, for those few he was rarely paid on time, if at all. He worked and lived alone, barely surviving materially and emotionally, living day-to-day and often hand-to-mouth on the hope of receiving his next letter from dearest Ione. Jones’s letters are often excruciating to read, filled with depression, anxieties, fear of failure, and deep loneliness. At the same time his letters show a dogged determination to marry the woman he adored and to make a success of himself, to achieve a level of fame and fortune that would make Ione—and her father—proud. The letters are incredibly tender and moving and offer a wide-open window into Jones’s psychological state as he started off on his career in golf course architecture.

			 • • • 

			The role of the golf architect in America meant something rather different than it did in the place where the game had evolved more naturally over a long period of time. American golf courses owed nothing to the shepherd and sheep whose grazing land at the water’s edge provided the basic linksland forms in Scotland; they were more generally a thing created as much as a thing found, in keeping with the technological bent of the game’s homeland. The American way of golf did not depend on eons of shifting tides and receding seas, and therefore it was reproducible and could be transported readily. Golf architecture thus was a part of “The American Century,” an offshoot of the American Genesis: A Century of Invention and Technological Enthusiasm, 1870–1970, the title of technology historian Thomas P. Hughes’s prizewinning book that explains how American inventiveness, systems building, and engineering led the United States to a position of global hegemony.

			Even as the six-year-old boy who would become Robert Trent Jones stood on the deck of the Caronia drawing nearer to the Statue of Liberty, a uniquely American vision of a golf course had only recently taken shape on the north coast of Long Island’s south fork. “The National Golf Links of America,” the first true creation of American golf architecture, embodied Professor Hughes’s “American Genesis” just as surely as the Wright Flyer represented it for aviation or Henry Ford’s Model T automobile did for assembly-line mass production.

			The designer of the golf course, Charles Blair Macdonald, was the son of an immigrant Scottish father and a Canadian mother. He grew up in Chicago, learned the game “knocking balls around a deserted Civil War training camp,” and became such a good player that he won the first U.S. Amateur Championship in 1895. In the early 1870s, Macdonald attended the University of St. Andrews, where he studiously admired the Old Course and watched epic matches on the links involving Old and Young Tom Morris. Returning to Chicago, “C.B.” made his living as a stockbroker, and a very successful one. He laid out the first nine holes of what became the Chicago Golf Club in 1892, added another nine a year later to make it America’s first 18-hole course, and discovered a calling in golf architecture. He eventually created eighteen different courses in six states, the majority of them still considered absolute gems. He never accepted a fee; as quite a rich man, he didn’t have to. For his unprecedented efforts, which included helping to establish the Amateur Golf Association of the United States, the body that would evolve into the United States Golf Association (USGA), Macdonald rightfully earned the title, “the Father of American Golf Course Architecture.”

			Macdonald was a great admirer of the old Scottish style of play, and his seminal idea behind The National was to reproduce a treasury of the best British architecture, thereby elevating the appreciation of the game in America. For The National, he created golf holes that were embellishments of some of the most famous holes in British golf: the “Redan,” #15 on the West Links at North Berwick; the “Alps,” #17 at Prestwick; the Road Hole and Eden Hole, #17 and #11 on the Old Course at St. Andrews; and the original “Sahara,” #3 at Sandwich (Royal St. George’s Golf Club) in England. Despite these influences, the golf course turned out to be distinctively “American” in many essential ways. First, it was massively expensive to construct—it cost roughly half a million dollars, the equivalent of $20 million today. Though Macdonald spoke with respect for the “naturalism” of the British links courses, his golf course was manufactured to be monumental in scale and grandeur. Macdonald found natural settings for some holes, but “where nature was deficient, it would have to be improved.” No ordinary construction project could achieve his vision, so Macdonald engaged the services of thirty-seven-year-old Seth Raynor, a Princeton graduate in engineering who operated a surveying and landscaping business on Long Island. In what has been called “the most revolutionary action in course building of its time,” Macdonald and Raynor arranged for ten thousand loads of topsoil to be hauled in, and they spread it around on what mostly amounted to wetlands. Where no natural settings for holes could be found—which was over most of the property—Macdonald and Raynor made them. Macdonald also established a turf nursery, the first of its kind, where he conducted experiments to discover the best grasses for The National’s tees, greens, and fairways. The putting surfaces had to be watered artificially during dry seasons, so a complete irrigation system for the greens was installed. Decades before the “Green Section” of the United States Golf Association would develop specifications for constructing “USGA Greens,” Macdonald made sure his greens were built “scientifically” to preserve moisture, with carefully measured strata of seaweed, loam, and topdressing. To assure that his turf was not only healthy but lush, Macdonald brought in the nation’s foremost turfgrass specialist, Dr. C. V. Piper of the U.S. Department of Agriculture; a decade later, Piper would play an instrumental role in creating the USGA Green Section.

			The National Golf Links of America embodied a uniquely American underlying approach not just to the game but also to landscape design, to architecture, to engineering, to nature itself. Historian David Nye has called the phenomenon “the American technological sublime,” that bold dynamic ethos of transformation and reinvention accomplished “by large-scale applications of technological prowess.” The name of the golf course itself—“The National”—conveyed the power, strength, and immodesty of Teddy Roosevelt’s America. It was into that vibrant, entrepreneurial, and expansive America that the immigrant boy Robert Jones would arrive and create for himself a destiny.

			After the inventor, as historian Hughes has explained, came the system. Following Macdonald came a host of different “American” architects (several of them immigrants—William C. Fownes Jr., George C. Thomas Jr., Donald Ross, Tom Bendelow, A. W. Tillinghast, Hugh Wilson, George Crump, and Seth Raynor, among others) who over the course of the next decades would give American golf an even more distinctive technological character, one that contrasted sharply with the naturalism of golf’s British parent. Golf course designers in the United States began to eliminate many of the irregularities and random elements of the traditional Scottish links, with its mounds, craters, and tumbling, disorderly terrain. In its place, American golf architects cultivated, in the spirit of C. B. Macdonald, a scientifically managed landscape. Instead of routing a course over open, largely treeless terrain, which had allowed players on the old British courses to choose different strategic paths from tee to green, American architects recognized that the golfers who played their courses “[wanted] the ambiguity out of golf.” American golfers wanted “perfectly maintained fairways from tee to green, mechanically groomed sand bunkers, and greens as smooth as the surface of a pool table, with the route of play set firmly within planted corridors.” Americans came to embrace “unblemished lawns” and other artifice on their golf courses much more than the British, and with advancing technology the demands for this artifice redoubled. By the late 1940s, in place of the pans and slip-scrapers pulled by oxen or horses of the prewar generations, builders of U.S. golf courses had at their disposal bulldozers, steam shovels, and dump trucks with which they could move, or erect, small mountains of earth. By 1960, heavy earthmoving machinery had revolutionized golf course construction, turning fairways into highly engineered, sculpted, artificially contoured, and finely turfed designs.

			Robert Trent Jones Sr. was not alone in bringing forth the archetypal American golf course or, for that matter, alone in creating everything that went into the paradigmatic modern championship golf course. But no architect singly did more to create those fundamental types of courses than Jones did—or once they were created, to bring them to the rest of the world.

			 • • • 

			Jones’s first design job came very close to home, on a property within the town of Perinton, just east of Rochester, less than two miles distant from where he grew up. Jones’s mother (interestingly, not his father) read in a local paper that a group of Rochester gentlemen had met on September 23, 1929, at the Blarney Stone Inn in nearby Webster, New York, a meeting that resulted in the incorporation of the “Midvale Golf and Country Club.” Despite the stock market crash that occurred a month later (or perhaps because of it), the new Midvale club went on to buy up several farms on the Fairfield-Penfield line, forming a 144-acre tract of land on which they could build their golf course. Still taking classes at Cornell, Jones wrote a letter to Dr. Charles A. Lynch, Midvale’s president, expressing interest in designing the golf course. Jones’s reputation as a golfer was not unknown to Lynch or his fellow club members. But what really impressed the membership’s executive committee was Jones’s schooling at Cornell and the initiative he had shown by taking university courses that singly prepared him to design golf courses. So, in the early spring of 1930, Midvale decided to give the young man a chance, with the stipulation that a veteran golf course architect would oversee his work.

			Midvale club president Lynch had asked Stanley Thompson, Canada’s leading golf course architect, to come look things over at Midvale and see if he wanted to get involved. Most of Thompson’s jobs were in Canada and his home office was in Toronto, but in 1930 a golf course architect was looking anywhere and everywhere to get work, and Thompson wanted to expand the business he was doing in the States anyway.

			In early June Thompson visited the property and met with board members. He also met and talked with Jones and trekked around much of the property with him. As much as anything, Stanley wanted to get a feel for what Robert knew about designing a golf course. He asked the young American about the placement and contouring of the greens to see if he felt—as Thompson himself did—that they should blend harmoniously into the surrounding terrain. He asked about the placement of the par-3s and whether Jones had selected them first, as he himself would typically do, and then planned the rest of the other holes around them. Thompson asked if Jones thought the lines of the bunkers and greens should be sharp or easy and rolling, the latter being what Thompson preferred. He asked what plan Jones had in mind for clearing fairways, what trees should be left and why. He probed what Jones thought about the importance of the overall aesthetic effects of the golf landscape, not just the mechanics of the shotmaking but the beauty to be appreciated during the entire experience.

			Jones initially feared that Thompson was competing for the job and would try to elbow him aside; in fact, that may have been the Canadian architect’s plan at the beginning. But like the Midvale members, Thompson was “impressed that I’d done this Cornell work,” Jones recalled. More importantly, the thirty-seven-year-old Thompson, from a close-knit family of nine siblings, very much liked Jones, and Jones liked him back. Though Stanley would stammer when flustered (a condition his family felt was brought on by his time in battle during the war), he had a gift for gab, and Robert also liked to talk, especially if it was about golf. The two men, thirteen years apart, hit it off well. Jones especially appreciated Thompson’s modus operandi as an architect. In keeping with his convivial and relaxed personality, Thompson, in Jones’s words, “would walk a property to get the feel of it, never taking a note, then sit back with a bottle of scotch and a good cigar and design the course.” Before departing Midvale, Thompson told the club that he thought he could work with Jones. He told Jones to come up to Toronto when he could, at Thompson’s expense, and play a round or two of golf with him so they could get to know one another better.

			Jones jumped at the chance. But before he crossed the border at Niagara Falls and embarked on a train for Toronto, he tried to learn more about the man who would become his first boss and then his partner. As Jones would later declare, it was “a great stroke of good fortune” the day he met the “Toronto Terror,” Stanley Thompson.

			 • • • 

			Jones knew about the “Amazing Thompsons.” Born in Toronto in 1893, Stanley Thompson was one of five brothers and four sisters. All five boys had fallen in love with golf early as caddies at the Toronto Golf Club, the third oldest golf club in North America (founded in 1876), an exceptionally fine but tremendously difficult golf course built by Englishman Harry S. Colt. The club’s Scottish golf professional, George Cumming (1879–1950), was a kind and generous teacher who taught all the Thompson boys to play the game with great skill, flair, and intelligence. (Cumming later become a partner in the Thompson golf construction and design business.) All five of the Thompson brothers—Nicol (b. 1880), Matt (b. 1885), Bill (b. 1889), Frank (b. 1897) and Stanley—performed so well in golf competitions in Canada and the United States that they came to be known collectively as the “Amazing Thompsons.” Two of the brothers, Nicol and Matt, became professionals, while the others remained highly regarded amateurs. In what amounted to the Wild West days of professional golf in North America, the Thompsons, when challenged to a match, would drop everything, hop on a train to Cleveland or Chicago or wherever, and arrive with their clubs on the first tee just in time to take on the likes of Walter Hagen and Bobby Jones. Whichever pair of Thompson brothers teamed up for a four-ball match, they proved extremely hard to beat. As for Stanley, he won no elite championships, but the brothers regarded him as the most innately talented golfer of them all. A master at hitting low, hooking shots—and sometimes playing with only five clubs—Thompson liked to punch “run-up” shots onto putting surfaces, which was probably why he tended to design greens with generous front openings.

			Jones knew much less about Thompson as a golf course architect, because most of Stanley’s work had been done in Canada. Up to the time of their meeting in Toronto he had played only one of Thompson’s courses: Lockport Country Club, in the town of Lockport, north of Buffalo, which Thompson had built in 1911. The only other New York course created by Thompson was Bartlett Country Club, opened in 1910 in the southwestern New York city of Olean, and Jones had never seen it. Most of the courses Stanley had designed in the States were located in northern Ohio or in Florida.

			Robert knew even less about Thompson’s solid technical education or his meritorious war record. After graduating from Malvern Collegiate Institute (until 1908 called “East Toronto High School”), Stanley had attended the Ontario Agricultural College (now part of the University of Guelph). During World War I, he served as a gunner on the Western Front, fighting in the Battle at Vimy Ridge and receiving a citation (signed by Winston Churchill) “for gallant and distinguished service in the Field.” When the war ended, he took the opportunity to visit many of the top courses in England and Scotland. Upon his return to Canada, he decided to become a full-time golf course architect and got into the family landscaping and golf architecture business, which had been initially led by Nicol and George Cumming. When their father, James, died, Nicol called a meeting of all the brothers to decide their future. Since all but Stanley still had a passion for playing championship golf, the decision was made that Stanley should head the family business.

			Thus was born Stanley Thompson & Company, Limited, formally incorporated in 1923, the same golden year that Bill won the Canadian Amateur Championship and the year after Nicol won the Canadian PGA. From its establishment until Stanley’s meeting with Jones in 1930, Thompson’s firm built no fewer than sixty-two courses: fifty-six in Canada (thirty-eight in Ontario, six in Alberta, five in Quebec, three each in Manitoba and Saskatchewan, and one in Nova Scotia) and six in the United States (three in Florida, two in Ohio, and one in Vermont). In 1929, the company completed ten new courses in Ontario alone. Only Donald Ross’s portfolio outshone the Thompson résumé.

			 • • • 

			Jones traveled to Toronto on June 19, 1930 (the day before his twenty-fourth birthday), and stayed as a guest at the Royal York Hotel. His bill would be picked up by the Canadian Pacific Railway, which owned the hotel and for which Stanley Thompson had been building a series of golf courses, including the hotel’s own Royal York Golf Club, which had just opened. Before enjoying any golf, Jones visited Thompson’s office on the sixteenth floor of the Star Building, home of the Toronto Daily Star newspaper, in the city’s main financial district. The next two days Jones played golf with Stanley, first at Mississaugua Golf and Country Club (a Donald Ross design that Stanley had modified and lengthened in 1927–28) and then at Royal York. On both courses Jones shot 71, which was even par in both places, “so I made a pretty good impression.” (In 1946 Royal York changed its name to St. George’s Golf & Country Club; Jones came to consider the course’s dogleg-right par-4 17th hole as one of the finest holes in North America.) Both rounds were followed by glasses of Thompson’s favorite scotch in the barrooms, which Jones very much enjoyed—along with Stanley’s storytelling, much of it ribald (he was not known as “The Toronto Terror” for nothing)—because Prohibition was still in force in the United States (Thompson built a course in Richford, Vermont, in 1928 that purposely straddled the border, with two “international holes” and a “19th hole” in Quebec, which allowed American golfers to imbibe Canadian Club or another alcoholic beverage of their choice after their round before returning stateside.) One evening Stanley entertained Jones with dinner in the company of “some of the most prominent men of Toronto,” if what Jones wrote later that evening to Ione is to be trusted; another evening he took Jones home for a dinner cooked by his wife, Ruth. For a young man with hardly any money in his pocket, Jones considered the Canadian’s hospitality “royal, indeed!”

			Back in his hotel room at the end of the day Jones felt elated and wrote a letter to “My Darling Ione”—not many evenings went by when he didn’t—who was home in Montclair. Before leaving for Ontario, he had sent her a Western Union telegram in which he ventured, “MAY HAVE SOME WONDERFUL NEWS TO TELL YOU . . . LOVE, BOBBY.” Now, writing from “a beautiful room with two beds!” on the seventh floor of the Royal York Hotel with a balcony overlooking the moonlit lake, an excited Jones was bursting at the seams to tell the woman he loved his big news. Not only would Stanley Thompson oversee the building of the Midvale golf course in just the manner that “Bobby” had hoped, but “Mr. Thompson offered me a proposition in an informal way to open an American office calling it the Thompson-Jones or vice versa to do business in a big way in the U.S. . . . Stanley Thompson, Limited, are golf architects of national repute. They have done some wonderful work in Canada but not in the U.S. They want to break into American territory and that is why I am here. So he invited me to look over his organization, and here I am! They are doing now about a million dollars worth of work and with me in it why two million would be a cinch! One course they did at Jasper Park in the Canadian Rockies cost $500,000. Whoa! And they got 80% of that!! It really does look good and if they come through with anything worthwhile at all, we will be partners, with offices in Cleveland, possibly. Do you mind living in Cleveland, honey? I will know tomorrow just what it is all about and by tomorrow night so will you (by telephone).” Jones wrote more letters to Ione while in Toronto and in all of them visions of wedded bliss and a splendid career in golf architecture poured out of him, mixed with wild exaggerations of how much money Thompson’s golf course projects were really worth. “Oh, darling, I think of you perpetually. . . . We shall be very happy, dearest. I have some grand plans. . . . If you were only with me it would be heaven itself . . . I could conquer the world.”

			Back across the border (with a bootlegged bottle or two in tow, one of them for Ione’s father), Jones wasted no time getting things organized for Midvale. On June 30, 1930, he wired Thompson’s general manager John Inwood—whom everyone called “Major” in honor of his service in the First World War—with a request for Thompson’s general guidelines for “submitting proposals to Clubs for making a lay-out and looking after the supervision of construction” for a new golf course. Inwood reacted promptly, sending Jones a three-page letter spelling out the services normally provided by the architect (“preparing the layout”; “staking the location of tees and greens”; “preparing a plan showing greens, tees, fairways, and bunkers”; “supplying a plan of the water system, showing the size of the pipe and the location of the outlets”; and “preparing specifications for the construction of the course in detail”) and the range of fees that could be charged for them. Inwood
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