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For those who have already experienced the throes and
thrills of this extraordinary game, and whose Sisyphean
days are spent in toiling to the top of their form only to
plunge back into the painful distresses of their novitiate,
and who now long above everything else for steadiness,
for consistency, a study of Taylor's personality may have
a blessing not easily to be got from the distortions of the
ultra-rapid camera or from the physiological confusions
of the average golf book.

According to him, golf is ninety-five per cent. mental,
and only five per cent. physical. He fervently proclaims
this gospel in the course of the narrative which follows,
and in all his teaching, which I shall faithfully pass on
to the reader, he aims at two ends which must surely
excite the blunderer's desires, an extreme simplicity of
method, and a red~tction of the margin of error to vanishing
point.

Therefore this book has a do'uble purpose. It seeks
to convince the social reformer that games, rightly con-
sidered, may play a powerful part in the moral and
political evolution of mankind, and also it seeks to show
the average long-handicap golfer how he may deliver
himself from the curse of inexplicable inconsistency and
set quietly and confidently out on the road which leads,
however long the way, to ultimate excellence.

Taylor believes that a new attitude towards games on
the part of governments may hoist many of man's most
perplexing political problems out of the economic rut in
which they appear to be fast stuck, and also that a new
attitude towards his game on the part of the golfer who is
at present flMtndering in the morass of mediocrity may
help him, not merely to reduce his handicap, but to enjoy
his day on the links with a keener because a more intelligent
relish.
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J. H. TAYLOR
I

THE RENDEZVOUS

ONE day in the late autumn of I924, John Henry
Taylor, five times a winner of the open Championship,
wishing me to set certain social and political ideas of
his before the British public, promised, as a bait, to
teach me the fundamentals of golf, and for this delight-
ful purpose agreed to go away with me for the inside of
a week to any place I chose to name.

His idea was not only the friendly one that I should
become a steadier and truer golfer, but the propagandist
one that I should become the mouthpiece of a philan-
thropic pa ~sion which has long consumed him; the
exponent, if I liked, of his golfing methods, but certainly
-this was the quid pro quo and also the sine qua non-
of his philosophy of life.

So altogether pleasant were the days spent in his
vigorous company, and so naturally did he unfold his
philosophy of life in the midst of explaining the myster-
ies of consistent golf, that I propose, for the better
entertainment of the reader, to set down the record
of our companionship in the form of a simple and
intimate narrative as true as memory can make it.



II

DEPRIVATION

" I WILL tell you presently," he said, as we walked
over the cropped heather and through the wintry mist,
" something of the story of my life, so that you may
understand why I am a frenzied apostle for games.
Enough for the moment to say that I dare not con-
template what my life would have been, or what my
nature might have become, if it had not been for the
part played in my career, and in my soul, by the great
game of golf.

"I expect you have often heard it said that we
English are too fond of our games and not half serious
enough about our work. It is urged against us that
we have lost the tremendous earnestness of our fore-
fathers, which enabled them to conquer colonies, to
dominate foreign markets, and to make little England
the clearing-house of the world's commerce. We are
supposed to be slackers, committed to the insane
policy of ca'canny, clamorous for our rights, and eager
only to be off to our sports and games.

" Now my view of the matter is a different one. I
hold that if the working-classes are becoming slack
and careless about their work, slack and careless too
about their moral life, it is just because they do not
play games. I hold that they are suffering from a most
cruel and dangerous deprivation. They go once a
week in melancholy masses to look on at games, but
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that is an utterly unnatural state of thmgs or any
Englishman. .

" The modern worker is ceasing to be an EnglIshman.
He doesn't dance, he doesn't sing, he doesn't run, he
d 't J'ump he doesn't wrestle, he doesn't box, andoesn, , , ,

hen he sees a ball he doesn't feel m hIS bones that It
~ his bounden duty either to hit it or t? k~ck i~. He
slouches through the leisure hours of hIS lIfe wIth no
hunger and thirst in his soul for the open a~r, the green
fields and the thrill of a good game. He drmks because
he is'miserable, he smokes because there is nothing
better to do, he backs horses because he must have
some excitement to prevent him from committing
suicide. In this way, he becomes careless of his body.
He reads the advertisements of quack medicines, doses
his vital organs with confounded chemicals, and ends
his days as the victim of some horrible and depressing
disease. He has never known the glory of good health,
and never felt that life is a blessing for which his
thanks are due to Almighty God. How can you name
such a poor craven creature an Englishman?

" All this is clearly wrong. It doesn't want to be
argued. It is a state of things which cries aloud for
reformation. England was never meant to be the
stone prison of Englishmen, but their green playground.
What, then, is the remedy? Access to the fields;
opportunity for games. Every manufacturing city
and every dark commercial town should be surrounded
by playing fields. It should be made easy and cheap
for the workers of every congested centre to get away
from their sunless streets and their sordid surroundings,
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to get quickly and cheerfully away to the open country,
where they may play cricket and football, tennis and
croquet, bowls and rounders, and, greatest of them all,
golf. In America, golf-courses for the people are as
common as blackberries in Devonshire. God bless
my soul, why shouldn't it be the same here? If
Chicago is surrounded by democratic golf-courses,
flourishing golf-courses, golf-courses that pay their
way, why shouldn't Birmingham, Manchester, Brad-
ford, and Newcastle have the same blessing for their
workpeople ? "

At this point, seeing that he apparently paused for
an answer, I told him that he was wasting a good deal
of nervous energy in preaching so eloquently to me on
the subject of games for the people since I had long
been converted to this social ideal.

" I address you with energy," he explained, " because
I do not like to see you contented with the mere
thought of your own conversion. The motto of
General Booth was' Saved to Save,' and I hope I may
live to see you attempting to convert others to this
great idea. My present object is to rouse you out of
despicable self-righteousness, and to make you like
myself a frenzied apostle of health and games."

"Well," said I, "you are wasting energy which
may be useful to you to-morrow when we meet in our
first blood match; but, all the same, it is so splendid
to hear you declaim and to see you saw the air, that I
beg you to continue."

He gave me a look, sidelong and contemptuous, and
continued as follows: "Politicians are absorbed and
obsessed by the economic aspect of industrialism.
They can see nothing else. Political economy has
become a bee in their bonnets. But it's my belief that

the root cause of all our troubles is the starved nature
of the modern Englishman; that and. not~ing else.;
his starved nature, his unnatural SOCIallIfe. PolI-
ticians can only tinker with the difficulty so long as
they concern themselves exclusively with hours and
wages. .

"Capital and Labour are at stnfe, not because
Capital gets too many of the good things of life, but
because Labour gets none at all. Labour is supposed
to be content with a rise in wages, grateful for an eight
hour day, satisfied by its dark home in a blighting
slum so long as no profiteering landlord can kick it out
or raise the rent against it. What a view to take of
the Englishman I The politicians are now going to
bring peace to industrialism by means of an improved
scheme of insurance. Will that humanise a slum?
Will that feed a starved soul? Will that alter Labour's
temper? I don't believe it. Not for a moment.
Labour may not know it, because it has been de-
naturalised for three generations, but what it really
wants, and what is absolutely necessary to its salvation,
is good health and physical recreation.

"Give the modern Englishman his playground,
and he will waste no time in listening to a tub-thumper's
rehearsal of his economic wrongs and no money in
feathering the nest of the political agitator. He'll
save his money to buy the implements of his game, and
he'll spend his time in practising his game till he is
perfect at it. He'll keep clear of the public-house, he
won't pay near so many visits to the tobacconist, and
he'll see the bookmaker in Hades before he wastes a
shilling on a horse he has never seen and whose name
he cannot properly pronounce. He'll find that he
can do without patent medicines, and he'll discover



that one of the topmost joys of life is a feeling of
tremendous fitness.

" Yes, and something more. He'll learn to be a
good sportsman; that is to say a fair, steady, and
'tenacious fighter, but a good loser. He'll find himself
breathing another air and looking at life from an
entirely different angle. Surliness will go out of his
mind, and bitterness out of his heart. I don't set up
to be a prophet, but I think I know my fellow English-
men, and I am confident that when we are once more
a nation of sportsmen, a nation of game-lovers and
game-players, there'll be no more nonsensical talk of a
Class War, and no more crazy practising of ca'canny
in our workshops and factories. The normal English-
man, given his right and natural conditions, is neither
a fool nor a traitor. He's a thundering fine fellow;
but he must have health, games, and good air: those
are his true and inherent rights. In America I have
met on municipal golf-courses hundreds of working-
men who are true gentlemen, mechanics who have all
the attributes of the highest kind of man, labourers
who are as good fellows as any you will meet with in a
day's march. They have all learned to manage their
social life on right lines. They are not politicians, or
dupes of politicians; they are keen, self-respecting,
and self-reliant sportsmen. Our own people here in
England, blood relations of these Americans, are being
starved. They are famished. I look upon them as
living in prison. As sure as God's in heaven, no
Englishman was ever meant to live as the vast majority
of our people are living now. The very thought of it,
their terrible deprivation, gets upon my nerves. I've
always hated oppression, oppression of any kind, the
oppression of man, woman, child, or beast-or beast,

yes, or beast. And I say, Tory. a~ I am and to ~he
core of my being, the vast ma]onty of the Enghsh
nation at this moment is oppressed, monstrously and
wickedly oppressed. It is true. God in heaven, it
is true. Man, why can't the politicians see it? How
do they expect any Englishman to be happy without
a game? They might as well expect an Eskimo to be
happy without a fur coat. Give the people play-
grounds, make games easy and cheap, and economic
difficulties will disappear in less than a generation, I
am sure of it. So are you. At least you tell me so.
Well, say so, say it aloud, day after day, until.at last
somebody else hears you."

From this point he began to speak of golf as the
greatest of all the games in the world, greatest because
it demands of man the sovran virtues of self-control,
concentration, and the extremest accuracy, waxing so
enthusiastic in his panegyric that I fancied myself to
be sitting on a rush-bottomed chair in St. Paul's Cathe-
dral and he to be leaning over the crimson cushion of
the pulpit, waking all the echoes of the dome with the
ringing accents of his tenor voice.

"One moment," I interrupted. "Look at those
two old gentlemen who are painfully ap'proaching the
next green."

"What about them? "
" Look! "
One of these antiquities, dimly seen in the cold mist,

after hanging over his ball an unconscionable time,
slowly, very slowly, lifted his iron club, suddenly and
jerkily brought it down, and then walked forward a
matter of twenty paces to repeat the same operation.

" Are those men," I asked, "in heaven or hell ?
Are they at this moment regarding life as a blessing or



a curse? Is golf for them a recreation or a
madness? "

He was off in a minute.
" It is the most foolish mistake in the world," he

proclaimed, " to regard excellence in games as necessary
to happiness. Those two old gentlemen," the second
of them had just topped his ball into a bunker not ten
yards off, " are sublimely happy. They have forgotten
all their economic anxieties, all their domestic cares,
all their physical pains, and all the vexatious habits of
their neighbours. I say they are profoundly happy.
It doesn't matter whether they do that hole in ten
strokes or twenty; they are enjoying themselves,
bless their hearts, just as they enjoyed themselves
fifty or sixty years ago when they dug sand castles
at the seaside and bounced a painted rubber ball on
the nursery floor. Get it out of your head that only
~ champio~ knows the full bliss of golf. A champion
IS useful SImply because he raises the standard. He
prevents the eighteen handicap man from being self-
satisfied and the four handicap man from being con-
ceited. That is the purpose of all excellence. The great
poet and the great painter don't get more out of their
art, I'll be bound, than the young man who writes
sonnets in secret and the young girl who makes water-
colour sketches of her father's cow-houses and her
mother's rose-garden. It isn't prowess that makes
for happiness; it's love of the game. You know as
well as I do the truth of Stevenson's saying that it is
better to travel than to arrive. As long as a man is
trying to play better, as long as he is fighting to get
down his handicap and to exercise a greater measure
of self-control, so long is he the happy warrior, and
life for him is a blessing."

It was a memorable experience to walk with this
famous man through the falling darkness and to listen
to his compassion for the sons of men. Occasionally,
when wishful to make a certain point more emphatic
than the points which had gone before, he would
swing round his head in my direction, and I would
then catch a glimpse over his turned-up coat collar
and under a pulled-down hat brim of a fierce face,
compact and assertive, the eyes shining with conviction.
I wondered how many gentlemen preparing to write
leading articles in far away London were as deeply
moved with compassion for humanity as this pugilist
of golf. I wondered, too, how many of them would
contribute to the morning newspapers an idea more
worthy of the attention of Government than this
homely idea which filled the soul of the golfer. He
seemed on that cold and misty heath, lying so frankly
and restfully open to the sky, to have ever before his
vision the slum homes of myriad Englishmen, and all
the depression and bitterness of dark industrial cities.
One might almost say, so earnest were his words and
so charged with manful compassion the tone of his
voice, that he was agonising over the mistakes of
civilization.

We turned a corner and came upon a youngish man
peering through an eyeglass into a gorse bush.

" Can we help you, sir? " inquired Taylor, while
I trembled lest he should be recognised and all my
selfish plans for the morrow be ruined by a gaping
gallery.

" I've lost a ball," said the youngish man, beating
at the bush with his niblick.

"And I don't think you'll ever find it," quoth
Taylor, surveying the density of the bush.



"No, I'm afraid not. This is a terrible course
for losing balls."

" I should say so."
" And the greens are shocking, really shocking."
" Hoof-marks? "inquired Taylor. "Yes, very bad.

They want rolling, and the holes should be changed
once a week. Still, it's a fine course. It could be a
very fine course."

" I wonder! " said the youngish man.
" I'm sure of it," replied Taylor.
We looked for the ball a matter of five minutes, and

then, bidding farewell to the youngish man, made our
way through the fast-gathering dusk to the village,
whose lamps were now shining in the distance.

" I suppose you will tell me," I said, " that the young
gentleman with the eyeglass is enjoying himself like
mad."

" He is. In spite of his eyeglass I liked the look
of him. I judge that he is still suffering from the
agonies of golf immaturity, but there was something
in his face which told me that he is solemnly attempting
to master his difficulties, and so I pronounce him to be
an enviably happy man. May you be as happy as he is
to-morrow when I have trampled you into the dust
and left you beaten and disgraced, the laughing stock
of men and angels."



VIII

TIMING

ON the following day I woke to learn that the frost
had gone and that the whitlow was happily less painful.

" I may be a shade behind my time," said the cheer-
ful maid, "but the tea's hot and I'm sure you will
forgive me, because it's such a lovely day for golf."

With a swish of their rings the curtains were swept
aside, and I beheld through the open windows a grey
sky warming up slowly and comfortably from the
presence of the sun on the other side of the somnolent
old white house. It was a pleasant thing to drink my
tea and tell myself how often I would presently pitch
on the green and stop dead at the holeside. With no
rain in the sky, with no frost on the ground, and with
Taylor for a companion, surely I might be pern1itted
to think that golf is the true and adequate end of
man's existence.

" How did you sleep? " I inquired of the great man.
"Magnificently," he replied. "A most glorious,

a most perfect, a most beautiful night's sleep." Then
suddenly wheeling round upon me he added in a
menacing tone: "Someone has got to suffer for it."

No doubt the reader is expecting to be told that I
forgot all the wise instructions of the previous night,
forgot the whistling poker and the line in the carpet,
aI1d topped my drives, sliced my irons, foozled my
approaches, and missed my putts. On the contrary,
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I played so well that although the lion trounced me
I was exalted to the seventh heaven and the eighteenth
tee by the discovery that I could pitch on the green
and stop there.

But I mention this matter for no miserable reasons
of conceit. I mention it for the instruction of long
handicap golfers wrestling with the great central
problem of steadiness. For, when I returned to my
own home links, and attempted this same shot, it went
from me, and for several days, left me exactly where
I had been before I bent over the line in the carpet.

I have come to this conclusion, that playing with a
man of Taylor's intensity, to whom every shot in golf
is a loved opportunity for proving the mastery of his
mind and the accuracy of his eye, is good for a rabbit.
Not only is the great champion as interested in the
rabbit's game as in his own: he gives to the rabbit
this additional reason for playing the shot well, namely,
the noble ambition to earn the master's praise.

But, after all, this is only to say what every golfer
knows, that it is far easier to play one's best with some
people than with others. Lord Balfour has pointed
out that the influence of even a caddie on his employer's
game may be decisive, and has said that a caddie's
"ignorant and stupid indifference is intolerable."
Taylor's dictum that golf is ninety-five per cent. mental
is entirely, perhaps platitudinously, true; and he
himself is its best illustration. To play with such a
man is to be strung up to concert pitch, and to strive
with all one's mental might to get out of one's clubs
such masterful brilliance as almost, in its accomplish-
ment, takes away the coney's breath.

During this round Taylor said to me: "You have
started late, and therefore you have many difficulties

to contend with. But to the man who takes up golf
when he has turned fifty, the game offers several notable
rewards. At every stroke he must depend entirely on
his mind, for his instincts have no memories to rely
upon, and none of his shots can be really intuitive.
A boy swings without conscious thought. It is as
natural for him to pivot, and pivot freely, as it is for
a blacksmith's boy to swing a hammer or a carpenter's
lad to hit a nail. His mind comes in, but it comes in
easily and naturally, without strain. In your case,
having begun golf after fifty, you have difficulties un-
known to the man who has played all his life, but
also, as I said just now, pleasures and rewards to which
he is a stranger. Because the difficulties are so great,
how splendid to overcome them. All the time your
intelligence must be at work, and with every stroke you
ought to have the stimulus of desiring to taste the
pleasures of intellectual victory.

" But you must aim, by constant practice, to make
your game as intuitive as possible. Train yourself
not to be over-anxious. Tell yourself that it is possible
to take too much thought. Get yourself into a frame
of mind which does not stiffen up the muscles and strain
the attention. One of the chief things for a long
handicap man to learn about golf is this, flexibility of
body and confidence of mind go together and are essen-
tial to success. Let the mind be at work, seeking to
achieve accuracy, not distance, but let it be at work
with no fear whatever of failure and with no paralysing
anxiety as to what the muscles ought to do."

Later on he turned to me suddenly, and demanded,
"What do we mean by timing? Can you tell me
that? "

I said I supposed it meant the perfect co-ordination



of mind and body at a single moment in time, if there
is such a thing as time.

He came to a standstill and addressed the wintry sky:
" I defy any man, I don't care what the range of his
intellect, or how exceptional his position, or how long
and great his experience, I defy any man to put the
mystery of timing into mere language."

Ajax could hardly have been a more impressive figure
when he defied the lightning.

"You may hear," he continued, "the very finest
golfers in the world, men who seem to be unerring
masters of every shot, great masters of the game, you
may hear them say, 'I'm not hitting the ball: I'm
not getting the length.' What do they mean? They
are hitting the ball. They are getting length, wonderful
length. Then what do they mean? They mean that
they are not timing. By the fraction of a fraction of
a second they are missing the joy and the satisfaction
of a perfectly hit ball. That's what they mean, and
that's timing.

" You cannot," he said, going forward a few paces,
"reduce this mystery to-to-to what? Well, to
a mere definition. You can't give a man a prescription
for timing." He stopped dead. "Ah, that's it !_
you can't give a man a prescription for timing. I can
teach you how to swing-how to pivot, how to take
back the club, how to whip in the hands, how to
get the right hand over as you go through, and how
to bring the right shoulder into your blow. I can
teach you this; but all this is merely the structure
of golf, the skeleton, the bones, the dry bones of the
game. The soul of it is timing, and that I cannot
teach you. A schoolmaster can teach a boy grammar
and scansion; but can he tell him what inspiration is ?

And that's what timing is-it's an unteachable inspira-
tion. It is so high a mystery that merely to think
about it is to dither the brains, as the thought of
infinity dithers the soul."

He strode forward at a great pace, deep in thought,
but whether annihilated by the idea of timing or
eternity, who shall say? In silence he reached his ball,
in silence he studied the lie, and in silence he selected
a club and dropped his bag. Then he addressed the
ball, and with a godlike blow, perfectly timed, sent
it screaming to the green.

I picked up his bag and restored it to him. "The
secret of success," he said, " is to reduce the margin of
error in ·this game to vanishing point. That can be
done by first of all apprehending, really apprehending,
that it is a game of accuracy. So long as a man is
thinking of distance so long will the margin of error
surround him with the snares of a hundred humiliations.
Learn, learn, I beg you, to think of every shot you play
as a thing of accuracy. Only in this frame of mind
can you hope to reduce the margin of error to vanishing
point. Say to yourself, even on the tee, and with a
helping wind behind you and a tempting stretch of
broad fairway straight before you, 'This ball is to
pitch at such a point, and to run on to such a point.'
With a thought like that governing your mind, you won't
overswing, you won't press, and you may quite possibly,
because you are calm and predetermined, achieve the
satisfaction of a perfectly timed shot. Distance gained
by timing is the only distance worth having."

He would say nothing more on this important
subject, but I observed him very closely in all his
subsequent shots and reached certain conclusions
which may be helpful to other rabbits.



Taylor's mind may best be observed in his hands.
The first thing he does with obvious mental decision
is to get the left hand turning, and there is no further
evidence of mental activity (all other movements
appear to be automatic) until the hand is back again
and approaching the ball, when it suddenly turns and
goes through like a flash of lightning. Now it is at
this moment, when his whole mind is concentrated
in the hands, and particularly the left hand, that the
weight of the shoulders and the swing of the body
come with such achieving decisiveness, but automati-
cally, into the blow. It seems then, so far at least
as he is concerned, that timing is the result of concen-
trating the whole purpose of his mind on one single
part of his body, and that the sensitive hand.

I watched his face under the peak of his cap, and
observed an infinite intensity of concentration just
before the club met the ball. He gave me the impres-
sion, in addressing it, of a man making up his mind.
In swinging back he gave me the impression of a man
who knows so well what he would do that his only
conscious thought is merely to do it thoroughly. But
just before the club met the ball he gave me the impres-
sion of a man suddenly and ferociously flinging the
whole force of his mind, and therefore every obedient
muscle of his body, into one single action, and that the
snap of his hands. So he times. The activity of the
mind, concentrated in the hands, takes charge of the
shot just when speed is essential to success.

Do not let the reader imagine that I am attempting
to solve a mystery which the great master of accuracy
himself declares to be insoluble. My humbler purpose
in the above observations is merely to help my brother
rabbit sometimes to stumble on the high pleasure of

a perfectly timed shot. This, I venture to think,
may best be done by t~in~ing chiefly of t~e hands,
and in particular by thmkmg of those dehcate and
sensitive tools with great intensity of purpose just
before the club-head meets the ball.

Certainly there should be no mental excitement,
and no physical passion, while the club-head is out of
sight.
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Crown 8vo. 35. 6d. net.

A concise and practical handbook, arranged for ready reference, and in
logical sequence, presen ling Auction in tabloid form.

T.P.'. Weekly-" Those who wish to learn about the game should make
It their business to master this clear and concise little handbook."



MATCH-WINNING BILLIARDS
By WILLIE SMITH. With 7 Photographs and 85 Diagrams. Demy
8vo. IOS. 6d. net.

Dally News-" The illustrations are unusally good, and will teach the
earnest student much."

Morning Post-" Willie Smith is the g-reatest match player among the
modern masters of English billiards. The book can be recommended as a
general and judicious guide. The more so as it is so delightfully written."

By WILLIE SMITH. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 5s. net.
Sporting Life-" Gives scores of hints that are of the utmost value to

the amateur."
Northern Echo-" As a manual for the ambitious player it is one of the

best ever pUblished."

By MICHAEL TEMPLE. Crown 8vo. 4s. net.
Fleld- "Pleasant reading- and i\hould help initiation into some of the

mysteries of wet-fiy fishing."
Dally Mall- " All the essentials of the art are here clearly set forth by an

experienced hand."

By GEORGE D. ABRAHAM,author of " British Mountain Climbs,"
with 24 Illustrations from Photographs. Crown 8vo. 55. net.

Tlmes-" Mr. Abraham knows what he Is writing about."

By GEORGE D. ABRAHAM. With 18 Illustrations and 21 Outline
Drawings showing the Principal Routes. Second Edition
thoroughly revised. Pocket size. IOS. 6d. net.

A concise guide to the British rock climbs. The climbs are grouped around
the most convenient centres and detailed descriptions are given of the chief
climbs in the Lake District, North Wales and Scotland, including Skye.

By GEORGE D. ABRAHAM. With 24 Illustrations and 22 Outline
Drawings of the Principal Peaks and their Routes. Pocket size.
7s. 6d. net.

Country Life-" Mr. Abraham's book should become as essential as good
climbing boots."

By DONAIill J. KNIGHT (England, Surrey, Oxford). With 72
Illustrations from Photographs by E. H. D. SEWELL, and 0
Diagrams. Crown 8vo. 5S. net.

Yorkshire Post-" A well written and detailed analysis of the many strok6$
In the repertoire of the all-round batsman."



BOOKS FOR GOLFERS

By C. W. BAILEY, M.A. \Vith a Foreword by SIR CHARLES
SHERRINGTON, G.B.E., F.R.S., and a chapter on Theory and
Practice by BERNARD DARWIN. With 2lilustrations and Coloured
Wrapper. Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 25. 6d. net.

Morning Post-" One of the most interesting books on the game that has
been produced for many years, and it is written in a style that recommends it
to the general interest. As for the golfer, It inspires In him the hope that at
last the door to which he found no key has been opened."

FIRST STEPS TO GOLF
By G. S. BROWN. With Special Chapters on the value of Practising
and Spoon Play by H. H. HILTON. With 93 Photographs by G. P.
ABRAHAM,F.R.P.S., and 9 Diagrams. Third Edition. Crown Bvo.
45. net.

Dally Chronicle.-" A valuable little handbook in which beginners will find
much helpful advice."

THE LADY GOLFER'S TIP BOOK
By ELEANOR E. HELME. With I6lilustrations from Photographs.
Crown 8vo. 55. net.

Times-" Always pleasant and never dull. Miss Helme has blended
Instruction with amusement in very skilful proportion. The book is equally
useful to male and female golfers."

Gentiewoman.-" Miss Helme is to be congratulated on her most helpful
book, her' Tip Book' is full of useful advice tor both veterans and tyros."

ITS MORAL BEAUTY
By A DIVOTEE. With Picture Wrapper. Crown 8vo. 35. 6d, net.

Gentlewoman-" The author strikes quite a new note in golf literature
In this delightful little book. Its pages are full of wit, humour, and brimming
over with philosophy."

GOLFING REMINISOENCES
By MABEL E. STRINGER. With 59 Illustrations. Demy 8vo.
155. net.

Miss Joyce Wethered writes: •• Will appeal in the most pleasant way
possible to all who are interested in the history of ladies' golf."

Miss Cecil Leitch (author of ' Golf,' etc.) writes: ••Of the many books on the
game, • Golfmg Reminiscences' is one of the most interesting and Icharrnin~ly
written. It is a true history of ladies' golf over a period of thirty years.'

A FRIENDLY ROUND
By BERNARD DARWIN. Crown Bvo. 55. net.

spectator-" This fascinating little volume. The Author has a delightfuliy
eMV style, a keen seose of humour, and a supreme knowledge of golf and
golfers."




