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Jock's Nattery, However
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_llnk WA [-11'(1'; l-'.ll
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natiee
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The next day
third hole and
g0 through

Fdgerley Moore was  playing
around alope, He had at least the
deliberation which marks the pee-
feer poller It seemed ta mwe that
he Guddled for 15 minutes bulding
and  rebuilding  tees  and  taking
wactice swings beloie he gave a
ng pddress to the ball=gnd sent
it low, straight imta the bunker
Ar he plodded past me he did not
look wp, but his back registered
utter discour agment

He desconded inta the bunker,
spent two minuies deciding on a
miblick, and finally whacked at the
ball, He sliced it 1erribly, 11 was
bounding across the strip ol lak
Wiy when It siruek some obistacle,
Kave another bound slomost &t right
angles and dribbled on to the edge
of the putting green,  Me ran up
the slope like a boy; made, wlter &
great deal of hiddling, a far ap
proach putt, and holed out in four
IFhien he hecame awpre—far the
first time it seemed—of my pres
ence, and emitted & senile crowing

“One above par!” he cackled,
waving his putter, “and from the
bunker wt that!  His ruddy face
above his white mustache was
plowing like the sun on winter
snows, It occurred to me then
that & belated ambition s a terrible
!hmr. Through all his calm, well
fed life he bad entirely escaped the
exciting bt perturbing desire to
excel. It had struck him at lase,
and all the harder because so long
delayed,

One afternoon early in QOclober
lie toddled into the clubhouse bow-
ed with deep melancholy—a score
of 70 or so for the nine holes
written on his countenance, The
dining room had closed, though the
steward remained to sell tobacco
and soft drinks, and most of our
summer crowd had scajtered. Only
a few permanent residents and two
or three loafers like me were still
playing.

We Lad asccmbled in the grill
room, gelting from soft drinks
what conviviality une may in these
days when the 18th amendment has
killed the 19th hole—Billy Means,
John B, Gillespie, Dr. ringlon
and I, The approach of Mr,
Moore, the certainty that if we
wive him an opening we should
have to listen to the detailed story
of his solitary round, set us all to
chattering,
ently gr'l

r. &rr‘nuwn. ar-
hbisg at the f{mlphn
which canie into his head, remark-
;-I—-n he had'often remarked be-
or:
“Goli's st least three-quarters
tha

mental, and lées
physical”

“Don’t hﬁge:‘h. That's theory,”
«aid Billy , grouchily, “I've
heard that stuff and tried it out,
It doesn’t work, I say to myself,
‘Now I will Bit that ball—' and I
top it an d ft about lb‘_ce feet
or slice it into the next lot.

“Jock wonld 4€ll you that it’s be-
cause you m:wming our teeth
and pressing, Dr. Carringlon.
"I prefer to pul it in another way,
It's as ugh you were trying to
drive with your pulles You've
taken the wrang club out of your
intellectual bag—that's all, It isn't
the mere eonsgious mind—the kind
we're overworking l#m now in this

[

little ar t. the old sub-
comclouﬂm—m'c master and the

ﬁeol.#" :

n & quarier

A;;ﬂb%ﬂ.—-‘ﬁlﬁl the doctor,

was inter-
rupted By fHe entrance of Jock
Ransome, the pr&, had come
in -}a e: ? Ils:cmé ;
ock, . Earrington,
*ian't golf more mental than lplur-
sical?"
“Su-sure!” sald Jock. “That's
what I've Been telling you all sum-
mer, but you wouldn't listen.” Jock
was leavmf us; he had been en-
gaged for the next season with a
fur richer and more fashionable
club, so that he could afford to be
frank. “Most anybody has the
physique to play good golf. That
ain't the point. I. Riordan up
at Hollymount—he's in the artil-
lery—did some figuring on traj—
?"“"lf""“"' whatever you call
—
“You mean trajectory and muz
2le velocity,” said the doctor,
“That's it. It's the same thing
a shell does. He told me he'd prove
that a ball hit right on the bhutton
started cight times as fast as one
hit a hair's breadth to one side.
Fhat's distance. A child or an old
man who got that trick wouldn't
have to take a whole lot from Abe
Mitchell. How could you get it?
Mind.  Same thing with accuracy,
Fhere's days when you're going
peod.  Say you've got a 75-yard ap-
proach, Well, some way your mind
tells you just where to hit and how
“ard to hit and you run her up to
the pin,  And then,” Jock nlrdnd
worosely, “there’s other days ™
I suppose, then, that if you had
g thinking session with your-
t helorg Wit the ball

you'd make & par stroke every
thamie 7 hatjunired the doctor
“answered Jock, stepping

"“Nope
tuint that kind

right lnto the 1eap,

ol mind,”
At these
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perlect,
the

wotrdey-surh a
repetition ol
tor's=we luughed
I oyou would 1ty o irarn some
thing instead of tmaking goll @
yoke,"” il.dl"l[lfii (rl- k as he o keted
his tobacco and withdrew

Mr, Moore had

still stood, as I
nmg ol the

ot !- Jyl lll “1
hiad at the bhegin
cation, leaning
morosely  againsi  out  denatured
bar, every line ol his lace drooping
tey mateh the droop of his white sea
iy moustache,

“Well, I'd
ing my soul to the devi
kind of mind,” he said. "Why 1o
sturted L 1 sad
ta mysell and promptly Willy
Means' chalt scraped on the floor
I'he doctor remenmibered that he was
| tollowed withot
whatever, leaviog M1
Moore still standing @t the har
droning, Mr. Gillespie still satting
i the corner twirling his KI"" and
sceming to make polite pretense of
Istening

It was evening of a wind
Ociober day when, ior the
time that season, | ohserved Fdy
erfey Moore golling As 1 pledd
ded over 10 begin the weary search
for & lost ball on the third hole, |
glanced wp,  Two players were
putting on  the tee, silhoutted
againet the pink and ashen waky
An effect of bhght and atmos-
phere mwade them seem for the mos
ment  Nke visions, bhorn of the
land, and | thought of them, w
this sudden momenmt of obaerva-
tion, as children of the air stirting
some devil broth on the summit
of a lonely hill, Then 1 caught
fair sight of them, The witch
scmblance vanished, and [ realized
that Mr. Moore was  playing
a round with John B, Gillespie.

Hy the time we opened the sum
mer greens next season that pair
had become a fixture on our Jinks,
I remembered afterward that
never saw Moore playing  with
anyone except Gillespie, who was
apparently taking the game as
seriously as his senile partner,

John B. Gillesple attracted atten
tion that spring in another wiy
Suddenly ﬂlj- addition 10 Case Har-
bor began to boom, A great
signboard advertising the additton
went up across the station; one
morning there was a half page ad-
vertisement in all the city papers,
In this, as in the sign which now
bloiched the clean  greenery
of the forest patch across the rail-
road track, “sporty, picturesque
and convenient golf links™ blazed
out in large letters. | didn't like
it at all; it geemed 1o me—to name
the most definite objection —
scarcely clubby, 1 talked it over
freely round the clubhouse when
Gillespie was not  present, and
found opinion dl\'irh'[} and mixed.
The proceeding wan pather loud
and presumpluous—ugrecd. Hut
—and although no one went {ur-
ther, I could supplement that
“but.” Most of us owned our
houses, While none had any idea
pelling, it was still pleasant to real-
1ize that your bit of land had
doubled in value, Which was
probably what would happen if
Gillespie's addition became a sue-
cess,

3 But Madgr Bavin, whom 1 found
Just mounting the seat of her roud-
ster, rendered a short and emphiatic
minority report,

“It's horrid,” she said, “periectly
horridl We  couldn't be really
fashionable here even if we wanted
to. But to be semi-fashionable—
a lot of profitcers and their stall
Ted wives and their silly, expen-
sive, flapper daughters—" s,
Bavin had been adjusting levers
and lﬂ‘Iy; preparalory ta starting.
Her blue eyes—determined with-
out hardness, firm without cold-
ness—looked  directly  into  my
cyes, i
“How do you like him:" she
asked.

"0, so-501" 1 replied

“Jimmy Langlord, you know
you don't like him! He gives me
the crawls somehow, and he always
has,” said Mrs. Bavin, She dropped
her foot on to the self-starter,
and, as the roadster sld away
into the distance, 1 reflected that
here, eventually, was the finish of
John B, Gillespie. Mrs. Bavin had
A way of getting things done, Also
I wondered just how mueh of her
motive was fealousy for her own
leadership among us,

On my way hack to the ¢lub
house T met Billy Means, earry-
ing the notice of handicaps for the
club tournament to post on the
bulletin board. 1 was down for
510, But just below my name
came Maoore, Edgerley—and |
whistled,  Me was down for 12:1,
which means cards running about
00

"What's thisi™ snigd 1 You
don’t mean to say thut venerable
pool Is doing the 18 holes lower
than 11"

“The handicap committee opers
ates in  dark  seoreey™ tcl"htll
Hilly, "Bt I'm telling you  that

we gave ourselves the benelht of

conver

near well
o gel thiut

come pretly

Jay=-when | drive

late to dinoer;

Ay eExcCusr

swiepl
Jast
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chat
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in sea
found & erowd. In
Mr, Moore John B
were gesticulating and
And throogh W 1 caughn
the one seiience Moote in /2
hadda you think of that!”
aventy-twa nett” 1 asked
Mot pething r-.a]-pr—.[ haok
ampwer ol |

and
| hey

tering

Tohn 11, Gille
Just par lor the coure
H vou don't believe I, look .t
that!” He waved the card undes
my nose, 1 inspected it There 0
with, signed by Galleaple and Dy
{arrington It wasn't one ol
Ciillengaie s heavy  handed  jokes,
then,  ‘The precise, definlte-minded
Larrington that kind of
i

“I'ere aln't no such score,” rand
[ “The man's a goll machine.”

I turned 1o the ancient bhero; |1
congratulated lim, expecting o
sart a fload of conversation-—ecither
the detailed account of the match
or & disseration on some thrilling
bit of knowledge like the history ol
the Byzantine emperors, He mete-
Iy gave me & flaccid hand and con
tinued to smile loolishly Then
John W, Cetllenple spoke up:

“I'he champion most have his
riuly down,"” smd hiel and hoth start-
ed for the clubhouse, leaving ua
gaping after them. Only then did
I recover my egotivm und digcover
that 1 had guahfied,

That was Saturday, The Sun
day newspapers reac h Case Hurbor
at wbout B o'clock; if you want
them for breaklast you drive over
to the drug store and getr them
vourself, Asx 1 entered that Sun-
day morning 1 met Mrs, Bavin
coming out, Her lace, between her
start sailor hat and her trim sum
mer cape, was serious, but her
eyes were snapping. And hefore |
could speak she shoved a wection
of the Sunday Bulletin into my
face. My eyen centered on a photo-
graph of Edgerly Moore, two col-
umns front page, sporting section,
before | took m the head;

ELDERLY GOLFER
SHOOTS IN PAR
Edgerly Moore, Aged 60, Who
Took Up Game a Year Ago,
Performs Amazing Feat
on Scagull Links.

“Do you seel” exclaimed Mra,
Ravin. "Did you ever read more
than a four-inch item about any of
our tournaments before? The city
papers usually just telephone to the
steward for the scare, But now—
wnd T passed John B Gillespie
when 1 was driving down from the
city last might. I just bet A
and here Mrs. Bavin resumed her
tumbling of the newspapers, “Here
it is—~the real estate section--he
lasn't been advertising lately and
—~yes! lLook at thatl”

Across a hall page splushed an
advertisement for Gillespie's Addi
tion to Case Harhor, with special
mention of the prettiest, sportiest
golf links on the Atlantic coast.

“We're done!” excluimed Mrs,
Bavin morosely, "We might as
well move away, O, why did [
ever start that club?”

"Well, it's apparently hatched a
champion anyway,” [ said,

“Yes, | suppose so," replicd Mr+
Bavin, | had a sense that she wus
leaving volumes unsawi, Then, as
though only the backiin of her
thought was coming to the surface,
she added :

“Did you know that Mr. Gilles-
pie has closed his house for the
summer and gone (o live with Mr
Moore "

“Well, T must say that this
Damon and Pythiag act ig the best
thing I know about Gillespie," 1
replied.  “Any one who has the
patience to endure that ghastly old
hore—""

“Yes," said Mry, Bavin, drawing
out the word in a muanner which
registered  again 4 world ol
thoughits in reserye

When, at the end of that week,
we played off the matches, Edger
ley Moore proaved that he was no
accident. He ran through all op-
position  like  water  through a
Bier, 1 was struck by my one and
only spasm of real goll, and stgyed
to the semifinals, when I blew up
Soo 1 dido't see him at work watil
where | |u'l|:l'|] [1111“(
the course=for we had drawn a
crowil Not only had our links
heen for the fiest time invaded by
the press but enthusinsts motored
froany linke 25 miles awav to sce M
i could be trpe<and found that
it was, Mr, Moore was up ngainst
Harry Babson, our best  golier,
wha is handicapped at six in match
play, Babson was in form  that
1!.1\- l“l' |-14_\i-' his  head ol "

hird!s on the econid hol moesily

jrie

e
Y

12 grons

whs not

ih mml-.,

par on all the frst  round<hbut
what could be do agalvst & handi
cap of 12 and mechanically perfect
golit  Mr, Moore won, two up,
one ta play,

Ihe general resull was a
e unr|||uw-.|' tip Mg ?urn-r'
had fdsbed the fira holen
Moar imply couldn’y be bheaten

I felt that in my bones. 1 had
saldd It The man was & goll ma
chine, Hin deiving was astonish
mg—fully a8 lJong as that ol
Harry Babson who s a stalwart
en-lootball dayer in his carly
Ws. An old phtase kept glancing
i and out of my mind-- he was
playing like one prrvace odl, The
wnllery mrew toward the last &
Tiitle disorderly w0  that fwice
Harey Babson straightened up as
silldressing a ball and glared
pol e But the
bhothered Me, Moore

d ta pop Trom

foire
they

Hnine

he wi
until he
crowd never
His hlue eyes seajn
id lwead with concentration: as he
walked forward 1o the whaot
they flairly  transhixed Liall
Chaice | -p-r‘n" to hint, a pleasant

vord of -nu.(ldluhl g

"1 never talk while |
ng," he said shorily leny mun
utes Jater 1 heard stranger
in the erowd address him and get
the same answer, He did not even
throw & word to J B Gillespis
s caddy. Gillespie lumsell spoke
little—just now and then a bricl,
quiet word of adviee ar he banded
out  the proper clul, like “Drop
her over that bunker,” or “"Now
run her down,”

“He's the greatest thing ever
uncovered in goll,” said Jolin B,
Gillesple when  the  match  was
nver “The amalenr champon at
0 ~standing right here in these
shoes.”

“Going 1o enter ip the county
tournament ¢ unked nne
I hat event wan coming olf a fort-
night hence at Goreham; it al
wiys brings out a large «entry of
high quality, lor there are two or
three ’.mmm. courses to our north,

“I've already entered him,” said
Tohn B, Gillespie, “and mn the state
tournament, oo, Mavhe the na-
tonal can wait this year” Hall
of the gallery laughed at that,
and half, like me, didn't,

When [ emerged from the club-
house, after tulking over the nine
diay wonder from 40 different an-
gels, 1 met Mrs, Bavin standing
by the corner of the parking place

"Took!” she said, and gave a
wide, impaticnt gesture of one of
her long armis toward the door of
the pro's quarters, There, entire-
ly surrounded by goll weiters and
news  photographers, stood John
B, Gillespie, talking genially and
with theatrical gestures,

“You can see the papers to-
morrow, can't you?!" said Mrs.
Bavin, “The quaint  Scagull
links and the beauty of the har-
bor at the head of every item]”

I opened the newspapers next
morning to realize that Mrs. Ba-
vin had called the turn, Somes-
how, the beauty of the coast view
from the Seagull links and the
story of how the course had heen
made from a rough farm in a
yvear, figured in every account, So
m two of them, did the amaz-
ing friendship between Mr, Moore
and hin caddy, coach, and man-
ager, John B, Gillespie

I must hurry through the next
stage of fhis extraordinary career,
Mr, Moore went up to Goreham,
and won quite handily the ecoun-
1;’ :hampinmhi]p By tradition
that is a handicap alfair, The
Goreham  committee, like ours,
couldn’t really  believe i, and
handicapped him at 9 and 6, At
these figures he raced through the
tournament, defeating on the way
Maurice Naylor, w“n has twice
heen runnerup in the national ama
teur championship,

He is a picturesque figure in
golf, this Navler, His defeat in
the semi-finale by the 60yyvear-old
uknown brought Mr. Moore 1o
the attention of the New York
newspapers. It was, 1 understood,
the dull and silly season of this
vear when journalismy is looking
for a sensation, Newspapers, mag-
azines, syndicates—all turned to-
ward Case harbor, LEvery tram
seemed to bring spruce young men
with roving eyes who carried canes
slung over their forearms, and
less spruce young men with hig
hlack cameras, Daily Mr, Moore
wits interviewed,  photographed,
INmed,

One thing about ity interviews-
‘il!”(!\ me as curious,
Evidently he refused to talk about
goll, T'rue, he was quoted extens
sively by one yellow syndicate on
the method by which a middle-
aged man could improve his game,
but this bore the earmarks of take
and Dre. Carrington recognized it
Ak o rewriting of some articles by
i famous Scoteh professional which
hnd been pramted 10 vears hiefore
But apparently he chattered e
ntadly, diftusely and quite wn hix old
manner of things in general. When
the second wave ol interviewers
camne over the top Mr. Moore had
béen reading & book on the cave
dwellings of the Dordogne, This
newly acquired knowledge he
troned ont while the reporters em
every dodge 1o make him

next
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somne

Mime

INg process

ployed

On the way back 10
Malion some gennis among
concerved & YWwidbant idea 1o
imterview, which he
imparied 1o the yey
Sunday's papers ha
lor Edgerley Moor
nguished Anthie
ime a Tl;l'l‘li-t'll ol
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|'-.|lll-

talk golf
the
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Ihl i up s
indi celly

Andl
new ™

The 1)ia
I

ne st

et Suturday Tommie
der, twice netionsl amatear
LU it uvey for a il 1B
hide rnateh Johin B. Gillesple ars
ranged it —-he seemed by now to
be wrranging evorything for our
clyb, With the ex-champion are
rived not only the gentlemen of the
jriess hat g rAngErs
thght-litting  «lond and
hard jowls ) during the
match this wle 0L |l|'||l'0‘
through the enormo r ]
did naot clansily thiet 1 | raw
the lash ol & greenla herrid &
vhispered phrase phaut il I hen
that we weie drawing the
professional gamblers How
lald thele money | bad no wlea; B
backing ot L row
det lost, He played perfecy
golf that ‘day-—with one shp On
both rounds at the dog's leg fourth
he tried to drive over the rough in
tend ol golng round—a dangerous
thing, for the carry s oo long lor
anything but @ freak drive He
succeedod the firnt bt the
second time he got into difficulties
and had to pick up, That was the
turming  point; he was agninst 8
goll machine, running perfectly,
On that hole Mr. Moore went one
up and stayed there (o the endl
I,n cardl was 70, breaking the rece
heldd by hime
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When the shoutinig ahd the te-
mult were over there arose scan-
dahized whispers abgut those pani-
blers, But public opinion had n
auite erystalized as yet, Most felt,
| SUppoOsE, as I did-—that the state
.]u[np.uunln'l wils t!llll\' i |'*l’|'NIllh|
away and that we didn't want to
mar our chances, However, an top
of that came an announcement
which nedrly brought action. Wil
lie Curr, the famons HBritish pro-
fessional, then touring the counliry,
was matched with our man on the
following Saturday—a kind of I_-nn'b‘
tuning up for the state chiampions-
ship. The public wonld be admit-
ted—nprofits, over and above Wils
e Cart's fee, to go o the town
hospital fund

On  the morning before  that
match 1 was practicing approach
shots on the nmth gregn—/for, like
all the rest of ue, 1 had been Hilled
with inordinate ambition by the
rise of Mr., Moore and felt i my
heart that if the old dodo could dao
it I could, 1 had already reduced
my eird to 90 1 looked up
across the fairway and saw that
Mrs. Bavin was approaching with
her quick, wiriding walk

“Jimmie," she gaid, “don’t you
really think this thing has gone
far enought” Her wave of the
hand seemed to indicate the Seagul! |
lillk\‘ hut ! knew wh.ﬂ she meant
Mrs, Bavin is so splendidly candid
that she often pulls the truth
straight out of you, What had
been a mere distaste in me became
a dehnite  sversion, and 1 an
swered ;

"l supipose it haw, ] SUppose we
must have a cleanup after he has
ayed in the state championship,”
l sald, temporizing.

“Jimmie Langlord,” announced
Madge Bavin, definitely, "we're g
ing to have a cleanup today!"”

[ looked her square in the eyes
They showed that she meant it
Now, her tone changed. [t became
serious, almost awed,

"Jimmie,” she said, “I've got to
liave some one stand by me this
afternoon,  And Bob can't come
on—he's held in Cleveland by a
really important matter—it would
be throwing down the firm if he
did, L And Jimmie, I'm coming to
you—that sounds like asking a
great deal, but it's really a compli
ment, | know I can depend on
you—if you'll help"

“Of course Il help!” 1
rather  impulsivety Mrs
gave me no chance to take
|:.Il|\.

"l knew you would,” she
“Begin by believing me
somethig  strange to el yow,
Don't make objections until 1've
tinished,  Well, I've had John B
h!“lkprl' !nnL"ll e he'd .ﬂrt.'ul_'_
heen looked uwp by the informa
tion department of Bob's firm. He
nw-lu"l for a loan when he started
Gillespie's  Addition, And  they
turned im down,  He got his Toan
later from the Speche out it yon
know  about them—repular bank
g bucket shop—a pawnbroker’
iterest angl lang chances But
Bob's people refused hing mainly
becanse he wasn't a moral
risk.”

“Whar wi th il
i ™ 1 usked

Well Gillesp wt los name 1o
begin with Fhat's alwio
Hels that Iw
'eod, Hansen
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