
WALTER J. TRAVIS, EDITOR

Perhaps the game stood in more need of defenders and some occasional praise a gen-
eration or two ago than it does now. With this keen perception, perfect undertsand-
ing and delightful satirical humor, Sir Walter Simpson here sets forth to praise the
game of which he wrote so well.

THERE ARE SO many good points
about the royal and ancient game of
golf that its comparative obscurity,
rather than its increasing popularity is
matter for wonder. It is apparently
yet unknown to the Medical Faculty.
The golfer does not find it in the list
of exercises recommended by doctors
to persons engaged in warfare with
the results of sedentary habits. He
is moved to pity British subjects com-
pelled to stir their livers by walking,
horse-riding, or cycling. He knows
how monotonous it is following one's
nose, or flogging a horse and following
it, compared with flogging and follow-
ing a ball. For the wearied and bent
cyclist, who prides himself on making
his journey in as short a time as possi-
ble, he has a pitying word. Men who
assume that the sooner the journey is
over the greater the pleasure, evidently
do not love their pursuit for its own
sake.

With any other sport or pastime
golf compares favourably. With
cricket ? The golfer has nothing to
say against that game, if you are a

good player. But it is a pastime for
the few. The rest have to hang about
the pavilion, and see the runs made.
With the golfer it is different. He
does not require to be even a second-
class player, in order to get into
matches. Again, the skilful cricketer
has to retire when he gets up in years.
He might exclaim with Wolsey: "Had
I served my golf as I have served my
cricket, she would not thus have de-
serted me in my old age." How dif-
ferent it is with golf ! It is a game
for the many. It suits all sorts and
conditions of men. The strong and
the weak, the halt and the maimed, the
octogenarian and the boy, the rich and
the poor, the clergyman and the infidel,
may play every day except Sunday.
The late riser can play comfortably,
and be back for his rubber in the af-
ternoon ; the sanguine man can meas-
ure himself against those who will beat
him; the half-crown seeker can find
victims, the gambler can bet, the man
of high principle, by playing for noth-
ing, may enjoy himself, and yet feel
good. You can brag, and lose
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matches; depreciate yourself, and win
them. Unlike the other Scotch game
of whiskey-drinking, excess in it is
not injurious to the health.

Better than fishing, shooting, and
hunting? Certainly. These can only
be indulged in at certain seasons. They
let you die of dyspepsia during the
rest of the year. Besides, hunting, you
are dependent on horses and foxes for
sport; shooting, on birds; fishing, on
the hunger of a scaly but fastidious
animal. The pleasures of sport are
extracted from the sufferings of dumb
animals. If horses, grouse, or fish
could squeal, sports would be dis-
tressful rather than amusing.

GOLF has some drawbacks. It is
possible, by too much of it, to destroy
the mind; a man with a Roman nose
and a high forehead may play away
his profile. That peculiar mental con-
dition called "Fifish" probably had its
origin in the east of the Kingdom. For
the golfer, Nature loses her signifi-
cance. Larks, the casts of worms,
the buzzing of bees, and even children
are hateful to him. I have seen a
golfer very angry at getting into a
bunker by killing a bird, and rewards
of as much as ten shillings have been
offered for boys maimed on the links.
Rain comes to be regarded solely in
its relation to the putting greens; the
daisy is detested, botanical specimens
are but "hazards," twigs "break
clubs." Winds cease to be east, south,
west, or north. They are ahead, be-
hind, or sideways, and the sky is
bright or dark, according to the state
of the game.

A cause of the comparative obscur-
ity of golf is that the subject cannot

easily be treated by the novelist.
Golf has no Hawley Smart. Its
Whyte Melville did not write, but
played. You can ride at a stone wall
for love and the lady, but what part
can she take in driving at a bunker?
It is natural that Lady Diana should
fall in love with Nimrod when she
finds him in the plough, stunned,
broken-legged, the brush, which he
has wrested from the fox as he fell,
firm in his lifeless grasp. But if
beauty found us prone on the putting
green, a 27½ imbedded in our gory
locks, she might send us home to be
trepanned; but nothing could come of
it, a red coat notwithstanding. No! at
golf ladies are simply in the road.
Riding to hounds and opening five-
barred gates, soft nothings may be
whispered, but it is impossible at the
same moment to putt and to cast lan-
guishing glances. If the dear one
be near you at the tee, she may get
her teeth knocked out, and even be-
tween the shots arms dare not steal
round waists, lest the party behind
should call out "fore!" I have seen
a golfing novel indeed; but it was in
manuscript, the publishers having re-
jected it. The scene was St. An-
drews. He was a soldier, a states-
man, an orator, but only a seventh-
class golfer. She, being St. Andrews
born, naturally preferred a rising play-
er. Whichever of the two made
the best medal score was to have
her hand. The soldier employed a
lad to kick his adversary's ball into
bunkers, to tramp it into mud, to
lose it, and he won; but the lady
would not give her hand to a score
of 130. Six months passed, during
which the soldier studied the game
morning, noon, and night but to lit-
tle purpose. Next medal-day arrived,
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and he was face to face with the
fact that his golf, unbacked by his
statesmanship, would avail him noth-
ing. He hired and disguised a pro-
fessional in his own clothes. The ruse
was successful, but alas ! the profess-
ional broke down. The. soldier,
disguised as a marker, however, cheat-
ed, and brought him in with 83. A
three for the long hole roused sus-
picion, and led to inquiry. He was
found out, dismissed from the club,
rejected by the lady, (who afterwards
made an unhappy marriage with a
left-handed player), and sent back in
disgrace to his statesmanship and ora-
tory. It was as good a romance as
could be made on the subject, but
very improbable.

ALTHOUGH UNSUITABLE to the nov-
elist, golf lends itself readily to the
dreaming of scenes of which the
dreamer is the hero. Unless he is
an exceptionally, good rider, or can
afford 300 guinea mounts, a man can-
not expect to be the hero of the hunt-
ing-field. The sportsman knows what
sort of shot he is, and the fisher has
no illusions; but every moderate good
golfer, on the morning of the medal-
day, may He abed and count up a
perfect score for himself. He easi-
ly recalls how at different times and
often he has done each hole in par
figures. Why not this day, and all
the holes consecutively? It seems so
easy. The more he thinks of it the
easier it seems, even allowing for a
few mistakes. Every competitor who
is awake soon enough sees the neces-
sity for preparing a speech against
the contingency of the medal being
presented to him in the evening. Nor
is anyone much crushed when all is
over, and he has not won. If he

does well, it was but that putt, that
bad lie, that bunker. If his score
is bad, what of it? Even the best
are off their game occasionally. Next
time it will be different. Meanwhile
his score will be taken as a criterion
of his game, and he is sure to win
many half-crowns from unwary ad-
versaries who underrate him.

THE GAME OF GOLF is full of con-
solation. The long driver who is
beaten feels that he has a soul above
putting. All those who cannot drive
thirty yards suppose themselves to be
good putters. Your hashy player
piques himself on his power of re-
covery. The duffer is a duffer mere-
ly because every second shot is miss-
ed. Time or care will eliminate the
misses, and then! Or perhaps there
is something persistently wrong in
driving, putting, or approaching. He
will discover the fault, and then! Golf
is not one of those occupations in
which you soon learn your level.
There is no shape nor size of body,
no awkwardness nor ungainliness,
which puts good golf beyond one's
reach. There are good golfers with
spectacles, with one eye, with one leg,
even with one arm. None but the
absolutely blind need despair. It is
not the youthful tyro alone who has
cause to hope. Beginners in middle
age have become great, and, more
wonderful still, after years of patient
duffering, there may be a rift in
the clouds. Some pet vice which has
been clung to as a virtue may be aban-
doned, and the fifth-class player burst
upon the world as a medal-winner.
In golf, whilst there is life there is
hope.

IT IS generally agreed that the keen-
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est pleasure of the game is derived
from long driving. When the golfer
is preparing to hit a far clean straight
shot, he feels the joy of the strong man
that rejoiceth to run a race, he feels the
joy we have authority for believing
that the Jewish runner felt. The mod-
ern sprinter experiences none. On the
contrary there is the anticipation,
through fatigue, of as much pain as if
he were ringing the dentist's door-
bell. For the golfer in the exercise
of his strength there is neither pain
nor fatigue. He has the combined
pleasures of an onlooker and a per-
former. The blow once delivered
he can stand at ease and be admired
whilst the ball makes the running.

THERE IS no such being as a golfer
uninterested in his driving. The real-
ly strong player seems to value his
least; but this is merely because so
many of his shots are good that they
do not surprise him. Let it, however,
be suggested that some other is a
longer driver than he, and the mask
of apathy will at once fall from his
face, his tongue will be loosened, and
he will proceed to boast. Even when
a man cannot feel that he drives
quite as far as the best, his pride
in his own frame is not necessarily
destroyed, as by most other sports.
The runner, the jumper, the lifter of
weights, even the oarsman, is crushed
down into his true place by the brut-

al rudeness of competitive facts. Not
so the golfer. A says, "I drive with
a very light club, therefore admire
my strength." B smiles complacent-
ly, whilst you marvel at the heavi-
ness of his brawny muscular smile.
Little C's club is nearly as long as
himself. The inference is that little
C's garments cover the limbs of a
pocket Hercules. D can drive as far
with a cleek as common men with
a club. D is evidently a Goliath. The
inferences may be all wrong. A may
be a scrag, C a weed, D merely
beefy. On the other hand, each may
be what he supposes himself. This
is one of the glorious uncertainties
of the game.

TO SOME MINDS the great field
which golf opens up for exaggera-
tion is its chief attraction. Lying
about the length of one's drives has
this advantage over most other forms
of falsehood, that it can scarcely be
detected. Your audience may doubt
your veracity, but they cannot prove
your falsity. Even when some rude
person proves your shot to be impos-
sibly long, you are not cornered.
You admit to an exceptional loft, to
a skid off a paling, or, as a last ap-
peal to the father of lies, you may
rather think that a dog lifted your
ball. "Anyhow," you add conclusive-
ly, "that is where we found it when
we came up to it".
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