
HOW I WON THE BRITISH
C H A M P I O N S H I P

BY WALTER J. TRAVIS

The history of the 1904 champion-
ship, in its personal aspects and the
many side influences that had a very
potent bearing on the result, has never
yet been told.

A dispassionate recital of them may
perhaps possess some interest for golf-
ers generally.

I shall therefore try and tell, in
a plain, unvarnished way, the many
causes which led up to America's win-
ning the event nearly six years ago.

What I have to say is not dictated
in any way by any spirit of vain-
gloriousness; it is merely a simple,
uncolored account of the affair from
the standpoint of a man who won,
not a man who got licked. . . .which
sometimes makes quite a difference,
perhaps unconsciously.

I arrived in London three weeks be-
fore the meeting, my intention being
to spend the last ten or twelve days
at Sandwich and the interval at St.
Andrews and North Berwick. I was
playing so atrociously at both the lat-
ter places, however, that I left myself
a week only for Sandwich, vainly
hoping I might get back in form. Mat-
ters in this direction were not assisted
by the acquisition of a whole lot of
new clubs. When I arrived at Sand-

wich I was in anything but a cheer-
ful frame of mind. Rather than run
the risk of playing badly at the out-
set and so, unconsciously, becoming
prejudiced against the course, I simply
took out a putting cleek—which I had
got at North Berwick—and a few balls
and walked around a few holes.

The first ball I struck I
knew I was on the road to
recovery. For the first time in
two weeks I could "feel" the
ball. The necessary "touch" and the
resultant "timing" were there, in such
sharp contradistinction to the entire
absence of these vitally important es-
sentials previously, that I was at once
transported into the golfer's seventh
heaven of delight.

I got going all right the following
week in the practice rounds . . . but
the putting was still the weak feature.
Finally, the day before the Champion-
ship, Mr. Phillips, of the Apawamis
Club, Rye, a member of our party,
suggested I should try his putter, a
Schenectady. It seemed to suit me in
every way and I decided to stand or
fall by it.

The British Championship is de-
cided by match play throughout. Each
match consists of eighteen holes ex-
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The Hades bunker (hidden from the tee), at the short eighth hole.

cepting the final, which is at thirty-
six holes.

THE FIRST ROUND.

The first round I was drawn against
Mr. H. Holden of the Royal Liver-
pool Golf Club. I had no trouble in
beating him by 4 and 3. One of the
local rules at Sandwich at the time
was that there was no permanent grass
in a hazard. This, by the way, has
since been embodied in the regular
code of rules. In playing the seventh
hole Mr. Holden's tee shot found a
pot bunker, the bottom of which was
more or less covered with grass, his
ball lying on the same.

He unwittingly soled his club. Up-
on his attention being drawn to the
special rule referred to, he said that
he had never heard of such a rule and
that it was a damned silly rule any-
way. And he kept talking about it
so much during the round that I re-
gretted exceedingly having said any-
thing at all about it.

In a subsequent match against Mr.
H. Hilton, the latter found the same

bunker, but, mindful of my experience
with Mr. Holden, I simply let him go
ahead. He lost the hole anyway, as
Mr. Holden would have done, quite
outside the rule in question.

Each pair, during the meeting, is
given a starting time. Mr. Holden
and I started at 12 o'clock. It was
1.50 P. M. before we finished. The
match had been played in a soaking
rain.

The afternoon round, against Mr.
James Robb, was scheduled to start
at 2:28 P. M. Wet through I had no
time to get into dry togs. Mr. Robb,
on the other hand was quite fresh,
his opponent, Mr. G. C. Whigham,
having defaulted the morning's match.

We had a ding-dong match. 2 up
and 3 to play, we halved the sixteenth,
I lost the seventeenth and halved the
eighteenth, winning the match by the
narrow margin of one hole.

A POOR CADDIE.

I had had, ever since I had been at
Sandwich, one of the worst caddies
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it had ever been my misfortune to be
saddled with. This young man, about
26 years old, was a natural-born idiot,
and cross-eyed at that. He was too
nervous to think of performing the
customary duty of teeing a ball and
rarely knew where it went.

Playing the eleventh hole, Mr. Robb
and I both made the green on our
seconds. I was a shade away; I laid
my next up stony. My boy, who was
at the flag, was asked by Mr.
Robb to "tak it oot," whereupon he
calmly proceeded to lift my ball; in-
deed he already had it up an inch or
so before I could thunder at him to
drop it. The hole was halved, Mr.
Robb, of course, making no protest,
although after the match a number of
players asserted he should have done
so. However, in the circumstances I
am satisfied his claim would not have

been sustained. But I do know that
I made a sorry hash of the next hole.

Now I had on several previous oc-
casions made efforts to get another
caddie, without avail. So when our
match was over I asked Mr. Robb if
he intended playing any more. No,
he was going back that night . . . and
he would be very glad to let me have
his caddie, whom I had marked as
a first-class one.

Well, I couldn't get him! and I
couldn't get another! ! No out-and-
out refusal on the part of the caddie-
master, but for some inscrutable rea-
son there was perpetually "nothing
doing." Then and there I made up
my mind that I would stick to my
poor, weak reed and do my level best
to win the championship. I was as-
sisted in coming to this determina-
tion by a conjunction of little things.

Finish of drive; MR. TRAVIS at the "Suez Canal" hole.
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A glimpse of the sixth green in the match between MR. HORACE HUTCHINSON and MR. TRAVIS.
The latter is playing his approach putt; MR. HUTCHINSON stands on the bank at the

left and MR. MURE-FERGUSSON, the referee, is sitting on the edge of the green.

A FRIGID RECEPTION.

All through the atmosphere at Sand-
wich had been markedly frigid and in
sharp contrast to that of three years
before when I was over there. On
both occasions I had happened to be
the American amateur champion. The
only explanation which suggested it-
self was that when we were there be-
fore we were not contestants. Then
lots of attentions were showered upon
us, as at all other courses we visited.

Could we now get any of the big
men to play against us in practice?
No! For the most part we had to
flock together, inside and outside, and
not a finger was lifted nor a single
step taken by a soul to make us escape
the uncomfortable feeling that we were
pariahs.

Why, I couldn't even get a locker!
My changing had to be done in a com-
mon hallway and the clubs left in the
professional's shop.

What happened to Judge Russell?
The Judge at that time was Presi-
dent of the Metropolitan Golf Asso-
ciation and also the Garden City Golf
Club. He came over from the conti-
nent specially to see the play for a.
couple of days. He was not allowed
to set his foot inside the club-house
door until he had paid a sover-
eign, or a half a sovereign—one or
the other.

When the Oxford and Cambridge
team was over here in 1903, Judge
Russell paid out of his own pocket
$25 per head for each member of the
team for tickets to view the Yacht
Race. And he had three members as.
guests at his summer home at South-
ampton during the special tournament
arranged by the Shinnecock Hills Golf
Club for the Oxford and Cambridge
team.

During the dinner at the Bell Hotel
the evening of the Judge's arrival, he
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asked if any members of the Oxford
and Cambridge team were present.
Two, seated at an adjoining table were
pointed out, one of whom had been
staying with him at Southampton. A
perfunctory wave of the hand on the
part of the latter was the only re-
sponse. There were other members
of the O. & C. team at the Champion-
ship, but not a single thing was done
by any one of them at any time in
return for his many gentle courtesies.
And the same remarks apply with
equal force in the case of Mr. James
L. Taylor, who did so much for the
visiting team at Manchester, Vt. If
he should ever go across he must cer-
tainly look them up, so two or three
said as they presented their cards, and
they would try and do their best to
reciprocate.

Mr. Taylor's cards on arrival on
the other side were never acknowl-
edged and he was practically cut dead
at Sandwich.

RESOLVED TO WIN.

Can it be wondered with all these

and other little things continually pil-
ing up that there should have been
born in me a strong fixity of purpose
to get even in the only possible way?
Of course, there had been present be-
fore a determination to win but that
was as nothing to the now steel-clad
resolution to do so. I knew it was
a big undertaking but my game was
coming all the time and I believed I
could do it, especially as the scoring
showed I was going as well as the
best of them.
THE OTHER AMERICAN CONTESTANTS.

By this time Mr. F. O. Horstmann
had dropped out, being beaten in the
first round by Mr. R. W. Orr, 4 and
3; Mr. John Moller had drawn a bye
in the first round only to succumb in
the second to Mr. Crawford Hutchi-
son by one hole; and Mr. Devereux
Emmet, who had also drawn a bye,
beat Mr. Gilbert Elliott one up in the
second round but had to yield to Mr.
Cairnes by 5 and 4 in the third round.
Mr. W. W. Burton covered himself
with glory in reaching the third round,

Photo by MR. JAS. L. TAYLOR.

MR. JOHN BALL (putting) and MR. H. G. HUTCHINSON, on the ninth green.
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having previously disposed of Mr.
Norman Cockell by 3 and 2 and Mr.
A. Cant, a very fine player from Car-
noustie, by 2 and 1 in the first and
second rounds respectively, only to fall
grievously by the wayside in the third
round against Mr. Harold E. Reade
who beat him by 9 and 8.

Mr. E. M. Byers meanwhile had
beaten Mr. C. E. Dick 2 and 1 and
Mr. S. A. Peto 4 and 2, but was
knocked out in the third round by Mr.
J. Williamson, at the nineteenth hole.

In the third round I beat Mr. A.
M. Murray by 3 and 1.

A HARD MATCH.

The fourth round, against the ex-
Irish champion, Mr. H. E. Reade, was
the hardest match I had. I cannot do
better than quote from the (London)
Times of June 2d, 1904, the following
account of the match :

"Mr. Travis, after a close match, quali-
fied for the fifth round. Mr. Reade was
2 up at the 4th, and he halved the next
in 2, Mr. Travis securing a 4 at "the
maiden," although he had failed to carry the
bunker. Putting down a 14-ft, put at
the 7th, he reduced the lead to 1. Mr.
Reade became 2 up again, holing a very
long putt at the 8th for a 2. Missing
his next drive, Mr. Reade topped his
second into the bunker. After a half in
5 at the 10th Mr. Travis squared the match
at the 11th. By means of a very accurate
approach, Mr. Reade won the next two
holes, getting down in 4 off Mr. Travis'
ball at the 13th. After a half in 5, Mr.
Travis outdrove Mr. Reade at the 15th,
and, reaching the green in two while Mr.
Reade failed to carry the bunker, he re-
duced the lead to 1. Driving within four
yards of the 16th hole, he squared the
match with a fine 2. Winning the 17th with
a safe 4, he finished the match with an-
other good 4 at the last hole. Thus, after
having been two down with 4 to play,
he finished very strongly doing the last
four holes in 15, with only one put of any
length to hole."

The lengths of the holes at Sand-
wich were as follows:

FAVORS THE LONG DRIVER.

A full description of the Sandwich
course was given in THE AMERICAN

GOLFER of March, 1909.
The tee shots are outstanding fea-

tures of Sandwich. In a great many
instances some very long carries are
necessary. It is generally conceded to
favor the long powerful hitter. It was
remarked by J. E. Low that during
the practice rounds, when the tees
were much shorter than during the
championship, that I could just man-
age to nip over the hazards. When
the tees were put back to the limit it
was observed that I could just man-
age to nip over the hazards, although
in a number of cases the distances
were stretched 20 to 30 yards at least.

I have always enjoyed the reputa-
tion of being a short driver. So I was
for several years after I commenced
the game. "Give a dog a bad name,"
etc. With a course such as Sandwich,
involving long carries, which I just
managed to nip over from the forward
tees, it was generally expected that I
would come to a speedy end, being
such a short driver, when the cham-
pionship tees were used. But, with
the exception of the match against Mr.
Blackwell, I found that I could hold
my own fairly well against all the rest
of the men. The carry at the third
was too much for me, however. In a
direct line to the hole it meant a carry
of 180 yards to clear the "Sahara,"
the name given to a large stretch of
sand and rough intervening between
the tee and the hole. Mr. Blackwell
drove the green in both rounds.

Out—

In—

———
Total yards 6157

366 312 220 420 240 160 450 180 420—2768

420 357 333 431 505 433 180 350 380—3389
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MR. EDWARD BLACKWELL driving from fifth tee.

AGAINST MR. HILTON.

In the fifth round I met Mr. H. Hil-
ton. The last, in fact the only time
I had previously played against him
was in 1901, at Hoylake. He beat me
then quite easily. There is this to be
said, however, that at that time I was
in very poor physical shape. In fact, the
trip abroad was wholly in the interests
of my health. I can't recall having
beaten a man of any note excepting
perhaps Mr. Angus McDonald and
Mr. H. W. Fowler. All the others,
and there were quite a number of
them, had comparatively an easy thing
of it.

In the three years interval, how-
ever, my game had not only very ma-
terially improved but my health was
quite re-established, so that I looked
forward to the match with Mr. Hilton

with no uncertainty. He lost the first
three holes. At the fourth he missed
a putt of about a yard and a half and
I promptly followed suit with one of
about half the distance. The next
three holes were halved. He lost the
eighth in 4 to 3 and won the ninth
in 4 to 5, which left me 3 up at the
turn, scores being as follows:
Mr. Travis,

Out—4
Mr. Hilton,

Out—5

4

5

3

4

5

5

4

4

3

3

5

5

3

4

5

4

—36

—39
The tenth was halved. Mr. Hilton

won the eleventh, reducing the lead to
2 up, but promptly lost the next three,
and the match, by 5 and 4.

MR. HUTCHINSON ONE OF THE BEST.

This is what the "Times" had to
say concerning the match against Mr.
Horace G. Hutchinson:
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"All doubts that may have existed as to
the quality of Mr. Travis's golf were set
at rest by the game in the afternoon, when
he beat Mr. Hutchinson. He has played
better golf each day, seeming to play well
within himself, and to bring out a game
just sufficient to beat each successive op-
ponent. His short game is certainly marvel-
ous, almost every long put being quite
dead, if not in the hole. Mr. Travis is
quite imperturbable, having apparently no
nerves. Playing two shots in the rough,
Mr. Hutchinson lost the 1st hole to a
safe 4, but the match was squared at the
next, Mr. Travis missing from 6 ft. Mr.
Hutchinson missed his next tee shot, hit-
ting the ground in swinging back, and
Mr. Travis put in a long put for a 3.
A magnificent second at the 4th gave Mr.
Travis a safe 4, and he holed a very awk-
ward put from the top of the hill for
a half in 3 at the 5th. A fine drive gave
him a safe 3 at "the maiden," but Mr.
Hutchinson got down a 5-ft. putt for a
half. After a half in 5, Mr. Travis laid
his second quite dead at the 8th, but his
opponent holed a 3-yard put for a half.
Mr. Travis was 2 yards short with his
approach put at the 9th, but holing his
4th, he turned for home 3 up. His score
w a s : 4 5 3 4 3 3 5 3 4 — 3 4 . Mr. Hutchin-
son was a long way ahead from the 10th
tee and he reached the green with his

iron, Mr. Travis with his brassey finding
an almost impossible position in the bunker,
from which he took 2 to get out. He only
just carried the bunker from the 11th tee,
but Mr. Hutchinson missed his chance,
failing at the 8ft. put, and the hole was
halved in 5. Mr. Hutchinson reached the
12th green, using his iron for his second,
while Mr. Travis had a lucky brassey shot
through the bunker to within 7 yards of
the hole, but a half in 4 resulted. Both
lay badly off their drives at the next and
Mr. Travis' second only went 30 yards,
but playing on steadily he secured a 6, while
his opponent failed to carry the bunker
with his third, and only just getting out
missed at 5-ft. put and took 7. A half
in 5 at the 14th left Mr. Travis 3 up and
4 to play. The latter at the next being
bunkered off his second, Mr. Hutchinson
played short with his iron, but he went
too far and trickled in, so a half in 5 made
Mr. Travis dormy 3, and he made the
match safe by putting a perfect tee shot
hole high at the 16th, while Mr. Hutchin-
son was short. The latter failed to use
his chances at the 11th and 13th holes,
but otherwise he played well, and holed
several good putts in the earlier stages.
Mr. Blackwell will require his very best
game to win to-day."

The scores were:

The way to the fourth hole, looking from the tee. The straight line is just to the
right of the big bunker.
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Photo by MR. JAMES L. TAYLOR.

MR. TRAVIS driving at the first tee in the final round.

THE FINAL ROUND.

In the final, against Mr. Blackwell,
I had the comfortable feeling all
through that I would assuredly win.
After some rather loose play at the
first hole I managed to win in 5 to
6. At the second I holed a 4-
yard putt for a 3. The third was
badly played and was halved in 5. I
won the fourth hole in 4 to 5, also
the next in 3 to 4, making me 4 up. I
missed a comparatively short putt at
"the maiden" which brought forth
some mild hand-clapping. The sev-
enth was halved. I won the eighth
only to lose the ninth, thus leaving
me 3 up at the turn. Coming in I
lost the tenth, halved the eleventh and

twelfth and was lucky enough to win
the thirteenth, as Mr. Blackwell had
all the best of the long game. Right
in the teeth of the wind two magnifi-
cent wooden shots left him a compara-
tively easy iron to get home. This,
however, he hooked badly and indif-
ferent work on the green lost him the
hole. At the fourteenth Mr. Black-
well got away a tremendous tee
shot. I also, for me, got off a corker,
but it was some thirty of forty yards
at least back of Mr. Blackwell's. The
hole is 505 yards!

I took a brassey for my second and
played up about thirty yards short of
the hazard guarding the green. Mr.
Blackwell studied his shot for a few
moments and then elected to take a
cleek and play safe, short of the
bunker in front of the green. He
caught hold of it too clean and pitched
right in. My next being laid dead I
won the hole in 4. Mr. Blackwell
holed a good putt at the fifteenth and
won in 4 to 5. The next two were
halved in 4's and 1 secured the last

Mr. Travis,
Out—4 5 3

Mr. Hutchinson,
Out— 5 4

Mr. Travis,
In—6 5

5

5
Mr. Hutchinson,

In—5 5 5

4

5

6

7

3

3

5

5

3

3

5

5

5

5

3

4

3

3

4

5

—34

—38
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hole in 4 to 5, thus making me 4 up
at the end of the morning round.

After luncheon we both again play-
ed the first hole badly, Mr. Blackwell
eventually winning in 6 to 7. A poor
drive by the latter on the second en-
abled me to win in 4 to 5, but at the
third I again missed a short putt, Mr.
Blackwell winning in 3 to 4. I won
the fourth hole in 4 to 5, the fifth in
3 to 4 and the sixth in 3 to 4, thus
making me 6 up with 12 to play. I lost
the seventh in 5 to 4, halved the eighth
and again lost the ninth, leaving me
4 up. The next six holes being halved
the match came to an end on the fif-
teenth green by 4 up and 3 to play.

Scores:

MR. BLACKWELL'S TALKATIVENESS.

Some little time after the champion-
ship, Mr. Blackwell was led to re-
mark in a written article that I was
the most remarkably silent man he had
ever met, thereby proving himself an
unconscious humorist of the first
water. It happened in this way. Or-
dinarily, I do not care to talk when
I am playing serious golf, but in order
to be on terms of sociability, I re-
marked to Mr. Blackwell in the morn-
ing round, at the third tee, that his
driving was wonderfully long. He
merely murmured some sort of ac-
knowledgment and that was the end

Photo by MR. JAS. L. TAYLOR.

"The Maiden" green. The line of play to the green is over the boy with the flag standing
on the top of the dune. (From left to right) MR. BLACKWELL, MR. TRAVIS,

MR. MURE-FERGUSSON, referee.

Mr. Travis,
Out —7 4 4

Mr. Blackwell,
Out—6

Mr. Travis,
In—4

5

4

3

4
Mr. Blackwell,

In—4 4 4

4

5

5

5

3

4

5

5
* Approximated.

3

4

5

5

6

5

3*5

3 4

—39

—39

Mr. Travis,
Out—5 3 5

Mr. Blackwell,
Out—6

Mr. Travis,
In—5

4

5

5

4

4

5

5
Mr. Blackwell,

In—4 5 4 6

3

4

4

6

4

3

5

4

5

5

4

4

3*6

4

4

4

4

4

5

—38

—40

—40

—42

—78

—82
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Photo by MR. JAS. L. TAYLOR.

The finish, on the fifteenth green.

of any attempt at conversation be-
tween us during the whole match.

OUTSIDE HONORS POUR IN.

If there had been any luke-warm-
ness on the part of the Sandwich peo-
ple, this was more than compensated
for by the friendly attitude of the
Cinque Ports Golf Club at Deal, right
next door to Sandwich. A dinner was
given to the "foreign invaders" at the
invitation of Mr. James Leslie Wank-
lyn, M. P., captain of the Cinque
Ports Golf Club, at the Union Club,
adjoining the Castle at Deal, on the
Saturday evening following the cham-
pionship and the freedom of the
course was ours. And telegrams of
congratulations poured in at the con-
clusion of the match from all over
the United Kingdom including one
from the Captain of the Royal St.
George's Golf Club, the Earl of Win-
chelsea as well as scores from the U. S.

WHY NO DINNER WAS GIVEN.

The championship came to an end
on Friday, June 3d. Playing at Sand-

wich on Thursday of the following
week, two men approached and intro-
duced themselves as a Commit-
tee to ask if I would attend
a dinner to be given at the Bell
Hotel on the following Saturday
evening in commemoration of my
win. As I have stated, the event came
to an end the week previously, and
the thought instantly flashed through
my mind,—now the essence of these
things lies in their spontaneity; had
Mr. Blackwell won, a dinner would
have been given at the Bell Hotel on
the following evening and I would
have been seated at his right hand,
the guest of honor, and nothing would
have been too good for me. All this
flashed through my mind in about two
seconds. I said, "I am extremely
sorry, gentlemen, but I cannot accept
your very kind invitation for the
simple reason that Mrs. Travis has
arranged to go up to London to-mor-
row morning and it was understood
that before the tournament everything
was to be made subservient to golf,
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but after the tournament I was to be-
come her slave." And to London we
went the next morning. And the cup
followed, (with 3/6d carriage to pay)
all dented in through having been put
in the wrong package.

At the conclusion of the champion-
ship when it was learned that I was
going to take the cup across, Mr. Nor-
man Hunter, one of the members of
the Oxford & Cambridge Golfing So-
ciety, gratuitously remarked, "Umph!
We'll never see that again." "You
needn't worry," replied Mr. W. W.
Burton, "we've managed to take pretty
good care of the America cup for a
good many years."

ON TRAINING.

While the feeling and general atti-
tude of the amateurs was anything
but friendly, it must be said that this
was more than made up for by the
encouragement extended by all the
leading professionals. For some rea-

son, they all seemed to want me to
win. Benny Sayers was particularly
solicitous. He wanted to know if I
ever went in for rubbing. I said, "No."
My only attempt at training was sev-
eral years ago, back in 1897, about
three weeks prior to a tournament at
Lakewood. While I do not drink or
smoke to excess (at all events I didn't
smoke over much in those days) I
conceived the idea that if I stopped
both my game would be improved.
I did so. It was the first and only
attempt at changing my regular
habits and it was a dire failure. I
was like a perfect baby on the putt-
ing greens. I told Benny this and he
was horrified at the thought that I
took such poor care of myself, and
he insisted upon coming in and rub-
bing me down with Elliman's Embro-
cation. It was very good of him and
I tried to wriggle out of it but he
was quite insistent and I could only

A portion of the famous "Sahara" bunker, showing also a part of the gallery
in the final round.
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get rid of him by promising that I
would rub myself down that night
. . . and the bargain was cemented by
his loaning me his favorite spoon,
which proved quite invaluable.

Outside of this one rubbing, the
only "training" I went in for was
drinking, for me, huge quantities of
stout—stuff you can drink in that cold,
damp climate at that time of the year
with impunity . . . and most anything
else alcoholic for that matter . . . but
which on this side would be almost
suicidal.

That, and listening nightly to Sim
Ford descant glowingly . . . yet with
that characteristic gloomy sort of
look at me through the corner of his
eye, commingled with a grave pity
that my end was so soon to come . . .
on the magnificent golf which he had
that day seen played by Maxwell, Ball,
Laidlay, Hutchinson, Blackwell or one
or the other of the big guns. All of
which, as I shrewdly suspect Ford
knew and accordingly kept on pump-
ing such stuff into me, made me in-
wardly resolve to grit my teeth and
win the next day's matches. 'Twas
the best kind of training I could have
had. I was never allowed to forget
for a moment that I was "up against
it."

These dissertations were the usual
accompaniment of our regular even-
ing's game of cribbage, played in the
public room of the Bell Hotel at Sand-
wich, where we were staying. And
it was funny to see the looks of mild
surprise and commiseration on the
faces of the various Englishmen,
nearly all engaged in the champion-
ship, who passed us on their way
to the Sandwich Club which formed
part of the hotel. The doors of that
same Sandwich Club which were wide
open on my previous visit, were now,
alas! for some reason kept as closely

shut. Which was, perhaps, just as
well.

As David Harum says: "A reason-
able number of fleas is good for a
dog; it keeps him from forgetting
that he is a dog." So things of this
sort helped to keep me from forget-
ting what I was there for.

THE CLUBS I USED.

It may or may not interest those
players who are wedded to a par-
ticular set of clubs to learn that after
every match I would go into the pro-
fessional's shop and purchase one or
more clubs. The result was that when
I played Mr. Blackwell, of the original
set with which I started, I had only
two clubs, a mashie and a putter. All
the rest were entirely new. As to the
putter, it did excellent work during
the meeting. I suppose that taking it
all through my average would be
slightly under two putts per green. In
nearly every match I would run down
two or three very long ones. As
against this I would nod now and then
and miss some comparatively short ones.

MR. TRAVIS in the rough.
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But the putting, on the whole, was
distinctly good. I have, however, on
several occasions since, in competi-
tion, and also in friendly matches,
putted vastly better.

The singular thing about that Sche-
nectady which I used throughout the
championship is that I have never
been able to do anything with it
since. I have tried it repeatedly but
it seems to have lost all its virtue.

SOME BRITISH PRESS COMMENTS
DAILY MAIL, (LONDON), JUNE 3D.

"Yesterday's play in the Amateur Golf
Championship at Sandwich, when the fifth
and semi-final rounds were got through,
was noteworthy for the magnificent exhi-
bition of golf given by the American cham-
pion, W. J. Travis, who won both his
matches in brilliant style, and thus quali-
fied to meet Edward Blackwell in the
final to-day. Seldom has such consistently
fine golf been shown by anyone in the
amateur championship. So far Travis has
hardly made a bad blunder, and his golf
yesterday was worthy of the highest praise.
However brilliantly his opponents played,
the American was never disturbed in the
slightest degree, driving a wonderfully
straight ball, and using his iron clubs with
great steadiness. It was on the green, how-
ever, where he excelled, playing long ap-
proach putts with the utmost precision, and
never leaving himself a hard putt to go
for. At times, too, he holed out from dis-
tances of three to five yards, while at the
fifth green against Hutchinson in the af-
ternoon he ran down a putt of ten yards
on a very awkward slope."

DAILY NEWS, (LONDON), JUNE 4TH.

"For the first time in the history of
the competition, the Amateur Golf Cham-
pionship has been taken out of the United
Kingdom, Walter J. Travis, the American
champion, beating Edward Blackwell in the
final yesterday on the links of the Royal
St. George's Club at Sandwich. No man
ever won more deservedly than did Travis,
his golf from the very outset of the tour-
nament having been magnificent. Travis
won the championship by his really remark-
able putting, but at the same time his golf
through the green was worthy of the high-
est praise.

With the exception of Blackwell he held
his own in driving against all his opponents,
while his brassey shots were as good as
his approaches, but despite all this good
play, he might have experienced several
hard fights if it had not been for the dead-
liness of his work on the putting green.
Among the crowd of about a thousand who
watched the final yesterday were most of
the prominent professionals, and one and
all expressed the opinion that Travis was
the finest putter they had ever seen."

DAILY EXPRESS, (LONDON), JUNE 4TH.

"The final tie was of thirty-six holes,
and there was only one period of the match
when Mr. Blackwell looked in the least
likely to save for Great Britain the great
silver cup. And that was after the turn
for home in the afternoon round, when
he was even then 4 holes to the bad,
but was making a good uphill fight against
a player who had such control over his
"approaching" implements that a facetious
onlooker declared: "Travis could write
with his iron if you put a nib in it."

MIND OVER MATTER.

This, indeed, was the keynote of the
American's victory. His game is a triumph
of mind over matter. He drives fully twenty
to thirty yards shorter than Blackwell,
but his ball flies true every time, while
Blackwell's occasionally dropped into the
rough grass. Moreover, Travis is remark-
ably sure on the green, and made several
marvelous putts yesterday, holing out every
time at distances of eight and ten yards."

DAILY MAIL, (LONDON), JUNE 4TH.

"For the first time in the history of the
competition the amateur golf champion-
ship has been taken out of the United
Kingdom, Mr. Walter J. Travis, the Ameri-
can champion, beating Mr. Edward Black-
well in the final yesterday on the links
of the Royal St. George's Club at Sand-
wich.

It may, however, be conceded that no
player ever deserved to win more than Mr.
Travis did, his golf from the outset of
the tournament having been magnificent.
He achieved victory by his really remark-
able putting, but at the same time his golf
through the green was worthy of the high-
est praise. With the exception of Mr.
Blackwell he held his own in driving
against all his opponents, while his brassey
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shots were as good as his approaches, but
despite all this good play he might have
experienced several hard fights if it had
not been for the deadliness of his work
on the putting green."

THE STANDARD, (LONDON), JUNE 4 TH.

"Walter J. Travis, of Garden City, Am-
erica, not content with being three times
Golf Champion of the United States, has
come over and won the title of Amateur
English Champion. In the preliminary
rounds he has had to meet some good men
such as Hutchinson and Hilton; but all
his wins indicated that he would make a
splendid fight in the final, if not win out-
right. His opponent, Edward Blackwell, of
the Royal and Ancient Club, of long driv-
ing fame, has had an easier journey through
the eliminating stages. Beating J. E.
Laidlay in the penultimate round by 2 up
and 1 to play, was one of his best per-
formances. From the first few holes of
the final round matters looked like a walk
over for Travis, but on the homeward
journey in the afternoon Blackwell set his
teeth and halved the last six holes, but
he could not save the game."

THE TELEGRAPH, (LONDON), JUNE 4TH.

"On the Royal St. George's Club's links
at Sandwich the nineteenth annual tourna-
ment for the Open Amateur Championship
was yesterday won by Mr. Walter J. Travis,
of the Garden City Golf Club, New York.
It cannot be denied that the triumph of
the United States at golf has come sooner
than anybody in this country had expec-
ted; and, after Mr. Travis' display this
week, it can only be confessed that the
standard of the game across the Atlantic
has hitherto been under-estimated by the
golfers of Britain. There is a certain
amount of satisfaction in knowing that
Mr. Travis was born in Australia. At
an early age he went to live in the Uni-
ted States, but as a golfer he is undeniably
an American. It is a remarkable fact that
he took up the game only eight years ago.
At that time he was thirty-five years of
age. * * *

Mr. Travis is a golfer of vast determina-
tion. His American friends declare that
he is all nerves; yet in the course of his
matches he is coolness personified. He
puffs away at a cigar, and scarcely speaks

or moves except in connection with the
game. Before the beginning of the final
he was obviously anxious—so nervous of
breaking down, in fact, that he asked his
wife not to follow the game lest he should
disappoint her. Directly he reached the
first tee, however, his face assumed that
hard determined appearance which it had
borne in all his preceding matches. As in
nearly every game which he has played,
he gained a useful lead at the start, and
that lead he never lost. * * *

At Sandwich he has been playing for
safety in the long game, and relying on
his putting to win the matches. That policy
has paid. He is the best putter ever seen
in this country. A more deadly player on
the greens than even Willie Parks, Jr.,
at his best, he completely beat Blackwell
in the short game, and the latter could not
find the driving, for which he is so justly
famed, an adequate set-off against the Am-
erican's approaching and putting. Mr. Black-
well is thirty-eight years of age, and is
five years younger than his conquerer of
yesterday."

THE SCOTSMAN, (EDINBURGH), JUNE 7TH.

"In the history of the Amateur Golf
Championship several notable achievements
have been placed on record giving promi-
nence to one year more than another, but
surely the year 1904 will stand out con-
spicuously among all others. It may be
that some years hence we shall have a
Frenchman or a German, probably a clever
little Jap bearing away our Championship
Cup. To Mr. W. J. Travis, of America,
however, belongs the distinction of being
the first "foreigner" to have his name en-
graved on a trophy which until the morn-
ing of Wednesday last no one, apart, per-
haps from the American Champion and his
friends, ever dreamed would be carried
across the Atlantic. When intimation was
made some months ago that Mr. Travis
would be a competitor for the first time
at this year's golfing carnival, British golf-
ers hailed the announcement with keen
satisfaction. He had been to this country
before, had visited almost all the principal
golfing centres in England and Scotland,
and had been one of those who entertained
the members of the Oxford and Cambridge
Golfing Society when in America in Au-
gust and September of last year. He was
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no stranger to our leading amateurs, and
his "form" was supposed to be well known.
His presence was to lend interest to the
Championship. No one put it higher than
that. The idea of his carrying off the Cup
was never seriously contemplated, and when
the draw announced that in the first round
he would meet Mr. H. Holden, of the
Royal Liverpool Club, he was reckoned as
having an opponent of about his own
strength, who would give him a hard run
for victory. He overcame Mr. Robb in
the next round, but even then no one
was willing to believe that the coming event
was already casting its shadow. Mr. Robb
was voted to have been off his game—there
was really nothing to fear. But when Mr.
Harold Reade, one of the most improved
players on the links, was numbered among
the American's victims, golfers began to
feel uneasy. Mr. Travis was now regarded
as positively dangerous, the more so when
it got whispered about that some good
judges of the game, as a result of a close
study of his methods, were already back-
ing him to win outright. An Edinburgh
player was among the number who had
no hesitation in pronouncing Mr. Travis
their favourite. The American was cool-
ness personified. With his big cigar in his
mouth and his mallet-like putter in his
hand, he went from green to green as
the bee from flower to flower, picking

MR. SIMEON FORD.

up the sweets of victory before the jour-
ney had been long in progress. With a
drive, a second to the green, and a putt
sometimes of twenty, and frequently of
ten yards, he generally had a bunch of holes
in his hand before his opponents well knew
where they were. He did not gain his
success by pretty golf. When at the top
of his swing the club never got beyond
the perpendicular. But what he lacked in
style was more than atoned for in his ex-
cellent approaching and putting. It was
Mr. Whyte Melville who once said: "This
is golf, to approach to the green, and down
with the next." That was exactly what
Mr. Travis did. Even when he missed his
long putt, it was found that he had al-
ways taken care to remember the maxim,
"Never up, never in," and while his op-
ponent was seen, as in the final, striving
to get putts of two and three yards for
a half or a win, Mr. Travis, with the smoke
of his cigar curling around his broad-brim-
med cap, was gently tapping the ball into
the hole with the back of his putter, and
moving off to tee up—as he always does
himself—for the next hole."

Speech made by Mr. Simon Ford
at a dinner given at the University
Club by Judge Horace Russell, July
18, 1904.

"When me and Travis started to
cross the heaving billow—and by the way,
entre nous, the billow was not the only
thing which heaved on the way over; our
champ is a champ on land O. K., but on
the water he is a chump, and although he
never gives up on terra firma, he gives up
at sea mighty easy—as I was saying,
when me and Travis started over that 3,000-
mile ferry, across which the Trans-Atlantic
lines are now yanking the scum of Europe
at £2.10 per scum (and God knows what
we are going to do with 'em, for Heaven
knows we have paupers enough here since
our financiers let us all in on the ground
floor).

But as I was saying, when me and Travis
started to cross the briny ocean (and I'm
going to get across this time if I have to
swim across), it was with no intention of
adding any fresh laurels to the slightly
shopworn ones which already bedecked our

° ° °
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respective brows, but to seek a much needed
rest from the fatigues of going down to
the Garden City Golf Club every day on
the 2:05, and to see and profit by the ex-
ample of the great masters of the art of
golf, the men whose names we American
neophytes were wont to conjure with, and
with whose deeds we had become familiar
through reading the works of that delight-
ful old humbug, Horace Hutchinson, who
looks like sixty, plays like sixty and yet
confesses to be but forty-five.

We—me and Travis—in our modesty
(for modesty and greatness ever go hand in
hand) had no hope of ever having to rush
that historic growler through the Custom
House, but we thought we might enlarge
our horizon and improve our game. Travis
thought his game might be improved, and
I knew mine might. We thought we might
"paint the lily and gild refined gold." Travis
improved his game and learned some new
wrinkles, and I improved my vocabulary
and added some new wrinkles.

Well, we got across the ocean! Travis
was about the bummiest looking champion
you ever saw at sea, his brow "sicklied
o'er with the pale cast of thought" and he
spent the major portion of his time lean-
ing over the rail, perfecting his follow-
through and casting his bread upon the
waters. His heart was stout, but his
stomach was weak.

But I got him over—what was left of
him—and we went up to Scotland and got
to work putting golf balls and high balls
and low balls.

Travis' play was about the worst you
ever saw. A babe in arms could have
beaten him. I almost beat him myself.
Everybody licked him and he finally got
licked into shape. At St. Andrews we
saw Johnny Low and Balfour-Melville and
Tom Morris and the other historic ruins
for which the place is famous. Then we
moved on to Troon and saw the ladies'
tournament. The women certainly are the
bone and sinew of Great Britain—certainly
the bone. Most of them are built on the
early Gothic style of architecture. But
they can play golf.

Troon is in the centre of the Burns coun-
try. We visited seven cottages where Burns
was born and five where he is said to
have died, and then Travis called a halt.
He said he had smoked Robert's cigars
and admired them for their disinfectant

and deodorizing qualities, and had read his
poetry, but not to excess, and he said he'd
spent four days in his berth on shipboard
and birthplaces made him sick at his
stomach.

And so we moved on to North Berwick,
and there we saw the then champion—
Maxwell—a human battering ram, who can
drive a ball about half a mile, and Laid-
lay and Mure-Ferguson, and we watched
them play, and Travis' heart went down
into his sneakers and his knees smote to-
gether (an easy job, as he is a little knock-
kneed anyhow), and he said, "Lo, there
be giants in this land," and "I am no David
to go forth and do battle with these Goli-
aths."

And I said: "Walter, go to ——." I
didn't say where to go, but I said "Go to.
Unless you gird up your loins and do battle
for the honor of America, I will ride into
the breach myself, and you know how
unbecoming riding breeches are on me."

And he said: "God forbid that this dis-
grace should be put on our beloved land."
So he girded up such few loins as he pos-
sessed and he put a Haskell into his sling
and he went forth to do battle and he
Veni, Vidi, Vicid, and he met the enemy
and they were ours and he cried, "havoc
and let loose the dogs of war," and now
he has a little bunch of Irish, English
and Scotch scalps dangling at his belt,
running from the jet black of Hilton,
through the grey of Hutchinson and shad-
ing off into the shrimppink of Blackwell.

To four things may be attributed Travis'
success. First and foremost was the in-
fluence of that trainer, guide, mentor and
friend whose peerless eloquence is now
electrifying you. With all becoming mod-
esty, I assert that I was quite a factor
in the result. In the first place, constant
association with me goaded him into such
a state of madness that he simply had to
go out and lick someone. And then he
made a careful study of my golfing style
and by carefully eliminating everything I
did he attained perfection. Then there
was that magic putter, borrowed of a friend
the day before the tourney. It came from
Schenectady and it was a bird with salt
on its tail. It was one of these automatic
putters which supplied the intelligence. And
then there was the magic black dope cigar
which strengthened Travis and at the same
time weakened his adversary. And last
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there was the little old man himself with
his heart of oak and his never-say-die,
don't-know-when-he's-licked, what-the-hell,
do-or-die make-up.

Really I think the cigar had a lot to
do with it. It was funny what a deal
of comment that created. Early in the
match I met Andrew Kirkaldy of St. An-
drews following Travis around and betting
on him. "He gave me one of them black
seegars to smoke," said Andrew, "and it
nigh asphyxiated me, and me a smoker, for
forty years. He must be a strong man,
and he carries my money."

Well, it was funny to see the little man
after he lit up and got his forced draught
a-going! To see his opponent try to work
out to windward of him made you think
of the Cup races. But Travis could get
the weather gauge on him, hold him under
his lee, belch forth clouds of dense black
miasmatic vapor, and his man would get
green around the gills and his eyes would
run, and the sweat would start, and his
game would fade away—and it was all
over.

He reminded me of that marine curios-
ity, the squid, which is said to give forth
an opaque and astringent emanation which
clouds the water, blinds his prey, conceals
himself and renders the victims he seeks
to devour helpless.

But all said and done, it was a glorious
victory, won by sterling play against a bril-
liant field, and it was the proudest moment
of my life when it was all over and "the
last armed foe expired." And I shall never
cease to congratulate myself that I was
there to witness his triumph and help root
for him, and to my mind the result is con-
clusive proof of the efficacy of prayer,
for I prayed for him like an ill-omened
bird of prey."

EXTRACT FROM "THE COMPLETE GOLFER," BY

HARRY VARDON (MAY, 1905).

"I have a higher opinion of both the
present and the future of golf in America
than that which seems to be entertained
by a large number of eminent players
in this country. I think that American golf
is very good at the present time—much
better than it is given credit for being—
and I am convinced that it will be still
better in the future. I made a long golf-
ing tour through the United States in

1900, when Englishmen for the most part
regarded the game in that country with
as much seriousness as they would have
bestowed upon golf in Timbuctoo if they
had heard that it was being played there.
At that time it seemed to be taking a
firm grip of our cousins, and I saw enough
to convince me that America was coming
on quickly, and that before long the old
country would have reason to fear her.
Everything that has happened since then
has strengthened my belief, and the eyes
of the British were at last fairly opened
when the Championship was played for
at Sandwich in June of last year, when, to
the chagrin of our own leading amateurs,
an American, in the person of Mr. Walter
J. Travis, became the victor, and took
back with him across the Atlantic the
Amateur Championship Cup. So far from
surprising me, that event was exactly what
I expected. When I was in America I
played against Mr. Travis once or twice,
and though he was then in the improving
stage and evidently not at the top of his
career, I felt that he was a man who
might very likely do great things in the
future. Afterwards I followed his play
with some curiosity and interest. I saw
that in course of time he beat many good
men whose form I understood precisely.
I knew that he was one of the steadiest
golfers I had ever seen—a man of fine
judgment and marvelous exactness, who al-
ways played with his head, and was con-
stantly giving the closest possible study
to the game. I felt that when he came
to play for our Championship he would
make a very bold bid for it. When I
heard that he was going to Sandwich last
year, I made him my "tip" for premier
honours, and before the first round was
played I said to my many friends, "Mark
my words; if Travis gets anything like a
fairly easy draw to start with he will go
right through." And so he did. I saw him
play on this memorable occasion, which
will never be forgotten as long as any of
the events of golfing history are remem-
bered, and, in opposition to the opinions
of other British critics expressed in many
columns of print during the weeks fol-
lowing, it was and is my absolute con-
viction that his was the best golf played
in that tournament, and that he thoroughly
deserved to win. He played with his head
the whole way through, and his golf was
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really excellent. It was only natural that
our people should be very downhearted when
they saw what had happened, for it seemed
nothing else than a great disaster."

Concerning this point, J. H. Taylor has
this to say:

"Sandwich, too, is a natural golfing
course, but there is one great objection
to it. This objection is that a long "carry"
faces the golfer from almost every tee.

I may add that at all Championships
the tees are put back as far as possible.

Naturally, this additional distance to be
covered confers a benefit upon a man who
excels in driving. Such players may be
instanced in Mr. E. Blackwell, Braid and
Harry Vardon. Either of the players I
have named are capable of negotiating this
difficulty of a long drive with a fair amount
of ease, whereas another man, not such
a Trojan in his power, might be strug-
gling hard and unsuccessfully to extricate
himself from the quandary he would be
likely to find himself in."

° ° ° ° ° °
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