
IThas been said that the successful
driving of a golf ball is a knack. The
statement may be true, but I am

certain that the only way to acquire the
knack is to study the art, and that mental
capacity cannot afford greater assistance
to physical strength than by allotting
to the latter its proper and rather modest
place in the scheme of the tee-shot.

A long drive is not usually made purely
by virtue of hard hitting. There are a
few men - veritable golfing goliaths, and
good luck to them! - who depend mainly
upon what we may term " brute
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Wf>; have reached the end of lessons. I hope
that, here and there, the hints that- I have given
may be helpful to the golfer who, loving the game
as a hobby and a recreation, wants to play it well.
More than any other pastime that I know-and
I have tried most forms of sport-does it fan the
flames of emulation. I doubt whether anywhere
there is a golfer of any age who does not hope to
do better to-morrow than he did to-day, though
this afternoon he played the round of his life.
His ambition is ever upward.



Sometimes it is said that success on the links
is impossible to the person who has neglected the
game in his or her early youth. I am not so sure
of that. The value of a training in schooldays is
unquestionable; but it is possible to make up for
a great deal of lost time if you set about the task
in the right way-the way that I have
endeavoured to indicate.

I have just expressed the sentiment aloud, and
somebody has said: ' 'What about yourself?
You must have been playing every day when you
were a boy." I most certainly wasn't playing
anything like every day, or even once a week,
when I was a boy. It is a very good thing for
a youngster to learn the swing at the time when
the imitative faculty of the young mind is at its
best; but I am sure that an exaggerated import-
ance is attributed to the assiduous pursuit of the
game in childhood.

I realise that, in saying this, I am guilty of
something akin to heresy. It is customary in dis-
cussing the beginnings ,of famous golfers to pro-
duce evidence that, as soon as they could toddle
they went out and practised with a diligence
worthy of veterans. We have been told
repeatedly how they stuck to the game through
their 'teens, until at length they could be said to



have grown up with it-the only way, according
to tradition, to master golf.

So many people have told us that the one royal
road to success is to' take up the game in child-
hood and play it until it becomes ingrained in the
constitution-to be (( teethed on a golf-club
handle, " as it has been put-that I see no reason
to withhold evidence to the contrary with a piece
of autobiography.

Up to the time I was twenty years of age, I
played so little golf that even now I can remem-
ber almost every round as a red-letter event of
my youthful days. We were a big family of six
boys and two girls, and at the age of twelve I
went out to work to do my bit in the maintenance
of the home. At that time I had not the slightest
thought of taking seriously to golf. To be sure,
the formation of the Royal Jersey Golf Club five
years previously at our little village of Grouville
had prompted most of the boys in the village to
dabble in the game. We had a little course of
our own, and some home-made clubs of a primi-
tlve kind, in which a stick from a blacktnorn
served as the shaft and a piece of oak as the
head, the two being fastened together by boring
a hole in the 'c head" with a red-hot poker,
inserting the blackthorn stick, and tightening the



joint with the aid of wedges. Of iron clubs we
had none.

Truth to tell, however, I was not particularly
keen on the game, and played very seldom. I
used to busy myself at the beach collecting sea-
weed, which sold for a sum that brought a nice
few pounds a year into the family exchequer. I
think that, whatever may have been my faults,
I can claim to have been a boy who wasted little
time. One of my little passions was to collect all
the nails I could find by extracting them from dis-
carded ,pieces of wood, straightening them with
a hammer when they wet:e bent, and assembling
them in a box which I had made with eight com-
partments for the different sizes of nails. I
obtained a truly imposing array, and was glad to
learn from my mother, a few years ago, that she
was still keeping the box of nails that came of
my boyish idea of industrial economy.

When I was thirteen I entered a doctor's ser-
vice to act as page-boy and wait at table. For
four years I had virtually no golf at all. To be
sure, I would go out occasionally with other boys
on moonlight nights for a game, but I do not
know that my spasmodic appearances on the links
in these circumstances can be held to have con-
stituted very serious practice. In later days



people often said to me : " I used to know you
when you were playing golf as a boy at Jersey."
In point of fact, it was my brother Tom they
knew, for he obtained a good deal of golf,
whereas I was not far from being a stranger to
the game. Apart from my duties as page-boy,
I helped to make butter and performed various
other duties, so that there was not much time for
golf.

\Vhen I was seventeen I went as gardener to
Major Spofforth-a brother of Mr. F. R.
Spofforth, the famous Australian cricketer, who
was known in two hemisphere"s as " the demon
bowler." Major Spofforth was keen on golf,
and every now and again he took me out to play.
He also gave me some of his old clubs, which
seemed very wonderful after the clumsy, home-
made things that I had been using. All the
same, I was not at this period a diligent seeker
of success on the links. I liked cricket and foot-
ball, and went in a good deal for running, winning
ten prizes as a sprinter. I remember, during a
holiday, taking part in six races in two days.

One of my duties was to scare the crows from
an area of ground under cultivation, and to render
the job as interesting as possible I made a prac-
tice of playing an improvised kind of golf round



the field. I had my own marks that ranked as
holes, and was always trying to beat my own
, , record' '-it was my own, because nobody else
ever attacked it. No doubt this experience was
useful, although I never regarded it as anything
but a means of relieving the dullness of a slow job.

Apart from an occasional round with Major
Spofforth-which invariably made me feel very
nervous-my golf was limited to Christmas,
Easter, Whitsun, and August Bank Holiday.
On these occasions I played mostly with Willie
Gaudin, who subsequently went to America.
Major Spofforth once said to me : " Henry, if I
were you I would not give up my golf; it may be
useful to you some day." I remembered the
words, but at that time I had not the remotest
idea of developing into a champion.

My first attempt to play golf in a really earnest
frame of mind was when, at the age of twenty,
I entered a competition for a vase given by the
local working men's club. We had to play one
round a month for six months, and I won pretty
easily. Alas! the prize-my most cherished
trophy because it was my first, although it had
no great monetary value-was destroyed when
a German airman dropped a bomb at the back-
door of my home at Totteridge, and brought the



building tumbling about the ears of myself and
my family.

Just before my first competition concluded, the
news reached me that my brother Tom, who had
gone to England to launch out as a professional
golfer, had won second prize in an open profes-
sional tournament at Musselburgh. The award
was £20. It seemed an enormous amount to me,
and I pondered long and intently over it. I knew
that, little as I had played, I was as good as Tom.
If he could win that vast fortune, why
shouldn't I?

My father-himself a golfer-was not enam-
oured of my ambition to become a professional.
He had never seen me play; there had been very
few opportunities for him to do so. It was not
until I had won three championships that he saw
my golf for the first time.

He had watched Tom on a good many occa-
sions and was satisfied that he would make a
golfer, but he could not reconcile himself to the
belief that a person who took such a dilettantish
interest in the game as myself would ever excel
at it. Happy and sacred his memory! Even in
later years he declined to abandon his early con-
victions, and was wont to say: « Harry wins the
prizes, but Tom plays the golf."



I have said enough to show that a boy need
not grow up from babyhood " teethed on a golf-
club handle" and play the game diligently in his
young days in order to excel at it.

If I had a son, I would not attempt to force
the golfing pace upon him. Until he attained at
least the age of fourteen, I would tell him simply
to watch good players and to copy them.
Children cannot be taught golf, but they are born
mimics, and if you put them into good company
they will grow up in the right way. You must
let them do as they will for a time-at any rate,
on the links-and then when they rise to such
discretion as the age of fourteen or fifteen
engenders in them, you can give them hints that
will make them advance rapidly.

At home I studied the styles of the golfers I
saw because it seemed natural to do so, but I
cannot say that I moulded my methods on those
of anybody in particular. I never had a lesson,
and cannot recall anybody who impressed me as
being a model who should be copied.

There is some mystery about the consistency
with which the Jersey golfers have adapted them-
selves to the upright swing-that compact man-
ner of wielding the club which came as a shock
to the people who for years had worshipped the



THE DRIVING SWING. By HA~RRY VARDON

Top OF SWING.-The left knee has contmued its
inward movement, while with the head kept per-
fectly still, the turn of the hips has been completed
and the even distribution of the weight of the body
maintained.



longer and flatter method known as the St.
Andrews swing. My own brother and Edward
Ray, the Gaudins, the Becks, and the Renoufs,
all drifted involuntarily into the nabit of taking
the club to the top of the swing by the shortest
route, whereas the popular way before was to
sweep the club back flat at the start and make a
very full flourish of the swing. Why we hit upon
the other way we do not know.

Personally, I never thought about the matter
until I obtained my first professional post at
Ripon, Yorkshire. And it was when I was
twenty-one and in my second appointment at
Bury, Lancashire, that I began to study and learn
golf in real earnest.



The player who goes straight out and expects
to put the hints into operation as though he had
only to hear them in order to master them is not
likely to profit greatly by his lessons. By the
time he reaches the fourth hole he forgets nearly
everything in his anxiety to do something better
than his opponent. In my early days as a pro-
fessional, I devoted practically a year to practice.
That was when I was at Ripon, in Yorkshire-
my first engagement, entered upon at the age of
twenty. Perhaps I was lucky in the fact that
there were so few players in those days that the
opportunity of a match rarely presented itself,
and so there was nothing to do but practise or else
exchange my clubs for the gamekeeper's gun and
go rabbit-shooting while he tried to do holes in
anything from 4 to 40.

In any case, it was during that year that I



learnt most of my golf, including the overlapping
grip, the low-flying back-spin shot with an iron
club, and the other ideas that were useful in a
later period. Until I went to Ripon I had made
very little study of the game. I had played it,
as most people do, for the fun of the thing, and
engaged almost entirely in matches and competi-
tions. I can say with perfect truth that I never
had a lesson from anybody (there was nobody to
give me one), but I was a very much better golfer
when I left Ripon, after a year, than when I went
there. Such was the result of practice, and its
effects I remember with gratitude.



By HARRY VARDON

Top OF SWING.-Notice that it is no more thana
three-quarter swing. The turn of the body has been
the same as· for the previous shots, but the club has
not gone back so far, on account of the fact that the
mid-iron naturally accommodates itself best to this
length of swing.


