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Introduction
WHEN I FIRST began covering golf in 1993, my vision of the United States Golf Association was pretty similar to the description once offered by Lee Trevino of the typical USGA officer: “Get yourself a blue blazer and some dandruff and you can be a part of the USGA, too.” To me, the USGA was a bunch of rich guys with gold buttons, putting on the U.S. Open at gorgeous country clubs filled with their fellow patricians.
My stereotype received a jolt on the last day of the Open in 1994 at Oakmont. The heat in Pittsburgh that week was brutal, the humidity on the golf course thick enough to peel.
On the final afternoon, I was searching for shade—there was none—on the 11th hole when I noticed Grant Spaeth, a onetime USGA president who was on the golf course as a walking rules official. His blue USGA shirt and tie were completely soaked through, and he looked even more miserable than I felt.
“You know,” I said to Spaeth, “it might help you guys a little bit if you wore white shirts instead of that blue.”
Spaeth shook his head. “No, can’t do that,” he said. “At the USGA we like to think of ourselves as a blue-collar organization.”
Now that was funny.
At that moment, I liked the USGA a little bit more.
As time went on, I found other reasons to like the USGA. One was Frank Hannigan, the former senior executive director of the organization. I have often described Hannigan as my favorite curmudgeon. He can find darkness in the sun, treachery in the sale of Girl Scout cookies. He is also as bright as they come, generous with his time and his ideas, and in spite of his inexplicable fascination with the NBA, one of my favorite people.
It was Hannigan who figured out how to get the U.S. Open played at Shinnecock, and it was the Open at Shinnecock that led to the Open at Bethpage Black. It was also Hannigan who decided to promote David B. Fay over several others to the number two position in the USGA and Hannigan who pushed for Fay’s hiring as his successor in 1989 when many on the executive board wanted to go outside and hire a “name.”
Fay looks like he would fit comfortably into a USGA blazer. He often wears a bow tie and he was educated at Colgate and Stanford. But he’s also the son of a steamship captain who grew up as a caddy and played most of his teenage golf at a nine-hole municipal course. He only wears the bow tie because he has a penchant for spilling food—usually from a greasy-spoon diner because that’s where he’s most comfortable—on the expensive ties his wife buys him.
Meeting Fay was something of a revelation to me. One of the first things he said to me was, “I love golf, enjoy its traditions as much as anyone, but if you don’t love baseball you have no soul.”
My kind of guy. It was Fay who first decided that making caddies wear long pants in 90-degree weather was foolish, putting them in shorts for the 1998 Open. “I wouldn’t care if the players wear shorts when it’s that hot,” he said, no doubt sending a tremor through the entire golf establishment.
Fay is, if nothing else, unorthodox. It was that sense of wanting to be different that led him to Bethpage. He believed the USGA needed to make some sort of statement about the importance of public golf, that it needed to get away from always staging its signature championship at havens for the very rich. He remembered the Black Course from his days as a kid and went to check on it one cold afternoon in November and came away convinced that it could be great again.
The Duke of York, credited by many with introducing golf in Great Britain, brought the game to the United States. He and his friend Thomas Powell supposedly played golf on the land that would later become Bethpage State Park in 1688. Powell, who purchased the tract of land that came to become known as Bethpage, also gave it the name.
As the area grew, it went through name changes—for a while it was called Central Park, long before Manhattan’s Central Park came into existence—and was passed to Powell’s heirs and eventually was bought early in the twentieth century by a railroad tycoon named Benjamin F. Yoakum. It was Yoakum who developed Lenox Hills, first as a housing development and then as a private golf club.
Yoakum died in 1929, shortly after the stock market crashed. As part of the Works Progress Administration program created by the government for the purpose of putting people back to work, the Yoakum estate was leased and later purchased by the state of New York. It was Robert Moses who proposed the idea of building a state park on the Yoakum estate. The name Lenox Hills was changed to Bethpage Golf Club and it was opened to the public—much to the horror of the membership at Lenox Hills, which sought an injunction preventing the sale of the land to the state. The injunction was denied, and eventually, the project went forward.
When the new club opened to the public in 1932, an 18-hole round cost a dollar on weekdays, two dollars on weekends. The course was so popular that Moses began making plans to build others. Within four years, three new courses had been built. Moses’ masterstroke was to hire the renowned golf course architect A. W. Tillinghast to design two of the courses—the Red and the Black. To this day there is controversy about just how involved Tillinghast was in the project and just why the Black took shape as it did. There are stories claiming that Tillinghast and Moses fell out before the project was finished, thus explaining why the routing of the course and the bunkering of the course look very much like other Tillinghast designs but the greens do not. Some people speculate that Tillinghast made the greens smaller and easier because the course was part of a public park and he didn’t want it to be too difficult. But given that there were three other courses at the time, the Black was clearly built to be the most challenging.
Most recently, Joseph Burbeck, the son of the park’s first superintendent, David Burbeck, has claimed that it was his father who actually designed the Black Course, that Tillinghast disappeared from the project soon after it began. Joseph Burbeck was four when the clubhouse had its official opening in 1935, and there are pictures of him alongside his father, formally opening the lock to the front door of the new building.
No one disputes the elder Burbeck’s importance in the development of the park or that he played a major role in getting the golf courses constructed. But most Bethpagers will always see the Black as one of Tillinghast’s masterpieces. From the day it opened in 1936, it was considered one of the great public golf courses and one of the best layouts anywhere. But as the years went by, even though golfers always talked about it, the course began to fade away. Lack of funds, lack of interest on the part of the state, and the constant pounding the course took because of all the play on it—even with no golf carts allowed—had beaten it down into a state of sad disrepair when David Fay had his crazy idea.
Fay’s staff had serious doubts. “You could see the genius in the routing,” Mike Davis, one of Fay’s key lieutenants, said. “But, God, was it in horrible condition. I mean truly horrible. Part of me thought that David was out of his mind. But the look on his face that day told me that didn’t matter. He wanted to do this. It was up to [assistant executive director] Mike Butz and me to figure out how to get it done.”
It took a great deal of cajoling and wheedling and politicking for Fay to get the USGA executive board to go along. He put himself on the line, because if the event had failed in any way it would have been seen as his failure. One can see the easy headlines now: FAY’S FOLLY. Instead, it will go down as FAY’S LEGACY.
It was Fay at the beginning but so many others along the way. Perhaps that’s what gave me the idea for this book. It struck me that the Open at the Black would be like no other because it was a public golf course; because the “membership” of this club consisted of the state of New York and thousands of public golfers. This was the largest Open ever staged in every way—most fans, most corporate tents, most sprawling venue, longest legal contract, most pretournament meetings—everything.
With the help of Fay first and then his remarkably patient staff later, I have attempted here to explain what it is like to put on an Open and what it was like to put on this Open. We all have a sense of what happens in a major championship on the golf course because television does an excellent job of showing us the players and their shot-making. What I have attempted to do here is show you how they got there; the work that goes into the golf course to look the way it does; what goes on behind the scenes in the days and months leading up to the championship and then during the event itself.
That’s not to say this book isn’t about golfers. After all, Mike Butz, Fay’s number two man, likes to say, “When you sort it all out, the bottom line is that the U.S. Open is about 156 guys trying to win a championship.” All the hours of work that go into making the Open what it is don’t matter if nobody plays. You will read here about a lot of those 156 guys, ranging from Tiger Woods to Felix Cases (who finished 155th because one player withdrew after the first round). You will also read about some of the 8,468 who entered the Open in 2002 who didn’t make it to Bethpage. Among them were past Open champions, rising young stars, and top amateurs. Also among them were thousands of players who are symbolized in many ways by my brother Bobby, who at the age of forty earned the right to play in an Open qualifier for the first time in his life. Bobby didn’t make it through his local qualifier—most players don’t—but being able to claim that he was part of the Open, even as a participant in a local, had great meaning for him.
Which is why it is called the Open. Tiger Woods can play and so can my brother. And thousands in between.
This is a book about all of them and about the people who make it possible for the Open to take place. To most golf fans, the symbol of this Open will always be Woods, holding the championship trophy, adding another major title notch to his belt.
To me, the symbol of this Open will always be Dave Catalano, the man who runs Bethpage State Park, standing on the 18th green a few feet from Woods with a huge smile on his face, clearly filled with pride because of what everyone associated with his park had accomplished.
“I was thinking,” he said, “that a lot of people who said a bunch of state employees could never pull this off had been proven just a little bit wrong. I was thinking, hey, everyone, guess what—we did it!”
Indeed they did. All of them—from the blue blazers at the USGA (and there are some of them) to the state employees—gave body and soul to make the Open at the Black happen.
What follows is the story of how they did it.


1

Like No Other Open

AS SOON AS he saw the policeman standing in the middle of the road, waving him to a stop, Scott McCarron knew he had made a mistake. He had decided that morning to let his wife use the courtesy car that the United States Golf Association had provided him for the week of the 2002 U.S. Open. Jennifer was going into Manhattan, and McCarron thought she would be better off in an SUV.

McCarron took the smaller rental car to the golf course. But as he pulled up to the policeman, he remembered that his Contestant Parking sticker was in the SUV. Like everyone else who had already set foot on the grounds of Bethpage State Park, McCarron knew that security at this Open was unlike security at any other Open. Bethpage is located smack in the middle of Long Island, only thirty-five miles from Ground Zero.

Neither the USGA nor the New York State Police were taking any chances. For the first time in history, the Open was being played at a true public facility, one owned not by a corporation but by a state agency. Bethpage Black was one of five golf courses located inside Bethpage State Park. It was open to anyone with thirty-one dollars and a great deal of patience. Both the tenant for the week—the USGA—and the owner—New York State—wanted the event to go off without a hitch or a glitch, and certainly without any kind of serious incident.

The atmosphere at the Open was best described on Monday morning, the first day the public was allowed onto the grounds, by Tony Zirpoli, a USGA employee who had once been a schoolteacher in the Fort Apache area of the South Bronx. He knew all about tough neighborhoods and police presence, but by the time he made it from his hotel to the clubhouse early on Monday morning, Zirpoli had learned something new. “I think now I know what it must have been like going through Checkpoint Charlie,” he said, referencing the Berlin border crossing from East Germany to West Germany during the Cold War era.

Now, McCarron was approaching Checkpoint Charlie without his papers—specifically, his parking pass. He did have his player ID, as did his caddy, Ryan Scott, who was with him. He had golf clubs with his name on them and any other ID the police might want.

“I knew,” he said, “it was going to take a while to get to the clubhouse—if I was lucky.”

With his player ID and numerous mea culpas, he managed to get through the first two checkpoints. At the third, though, with nirvana—the parking lot—in sight, the policeman told him he would have to check with the state police command center before letting him pass. The policeman was apologetic. “Scott, I know who you are,” he said. “But I gotta check.”

Finally, word came back: McCarron could park the unstickered car in the lot today. If he showed up in it again the next day, he would be turned away. McCarron offered his thanks and promised not to make the same mistake twice. He was about to drive away when the policeman stopped him again. “Scott, before you go, can I just ask you one thing?” he said.

McCarron sighed, prepared to sign an autograph or perhaps be lectured once again about why security had to be so tight. But he had no choice. “Sure,” he said. “What’s up?”

“I was just wondering,” the policeman said, a bit hesitant. “On number three . . . have you been trying to land the ball short of the flagstick and hope it rolls up? Or are you playing to the back of the green? I never know how to play that hole. If I land short, the ball dies, and I have a long, long putt. If I go for the back, if I miss it just a little, it rolls over, and then I’m dead. What do you do?”

McCarron stifled a laugh and explained that he was hoping to land short of the flagstick and get a bounce close to the hole. If not, he’d take a par happily and move to the fourth tee.

“Yeah, that sounds good,” the cop said, a huge smile on his face. “Nothing wrong with par on this golf course, right?”

“You got it,” McCarron said, saying a final thank-you and, at last, wheeling his car into the player lot.

As he and Scott were pulling his clubs out of the trunk, McCarron thought about that conversation. “I realized,” he said, “that this had to be the first U.S. Open in history where the cops guarding the golf course had actually played it more often—a lot more often probably—than the players in the event had played it.

“There’s never been a U.S. Open where you could say that before. In fact, there’s never been an Open anything like this before.”

Not even close.

It began on a cold November day in 1994 with a late afternoon walk.

David B. Fay, the executive director of the USGA, was meeting his wife at a dinner party on Long Island and found himself with some extra time. His drive from the USGA offices in New Jersey hadn’t taken as long as he had anticipated, and on a whim as much as anything else, he decided to make a stop at Bethpage State Park.

Like almost anyone who had played golf in the metropolitan New York area, Fay was familiar with Bethpage. He had grown up north of Westchester, in the town of Tuxedo Park, and had spent his boyhood working at the tony Tuxedo Club as a caddy, on the grounds crew, and in the golf shop. On Mondays, as at most private clubs, the employees got to play the golf course. The rest of the time when he wanted to play golf, Fay did so at a nine-hole municipal course called Central Valley. It was there that he first heard people talk about Bethpage, specifically the legendary Black Course, the one with the sign on the first tee that read, “The Black Course Is an Extremely Difficult Course Which We Recommend Only for Highly Skilled Golfers.”

By the time he was in high school, Fay knew he had to see the Black for himself. As a teenager with a single digit handicap, he and three friends made the drive south into Queens and then east onto Long Island. They arrived at Bethpage before dawn, knowing that was the only way to ensure a tee time. If you wanted to play one of the other four golf courses in the park, you could come later. Not so for the Black.

“Even back then it was a little beat up,” Fay said, talking about the mid-1960s. “With all the play they got out there and with not much money being spent on upkeep, it looked the way most munis look. But it was still a fantastic golf course. Hard, really hard.”

Fay and friends made the trip once or twice a summer during high school and college. Fay ended up going to Colgate, where he walked onto the golf team—he was a two-handicapper by then—let his hair grow long, and returned summers to work at Tuxedo. He did spend part of one summer working on the S.S. United States, a job arranged for him by his father, a steamship captain. Fay was supposed to go to staterooms when the ride got a bit too rough and clean up after the passengers. Midway through the summer, he thanked his father for the opportunity and went back to work at the golf club.

After college, Fay leapfrogged jobs until landing at the USGA in 1978. By 1989, he had become the executive director. “In the back of my mind, almost from the day I took the job at the USGA, was the notion that someday I’d like to see the Open played on a real public golf course,” he said. “I wasn’t thinking Pebble Beach, which is a place for the rich, but a place where the guys who played were like the guys I grew up around at Central Valley. But for a long time, it was nothing more than a pipe dream, there was no tangible plan in my mind at all.”

Bethpage had been on the USGA’s radar screen in the past—but not as an Open site. In the mid-1980s, Frank Hannigan, Fay’s predecessor and mentor, who had grown up playing municipal golf courses on Staten Island, had thought Bethpage would be a good place to hold the U.S. Public Links championship. The Pub Links is one of thirteen championships the USGA conducts every year and is open to amateur players with handicaps of eight or lower who do not hold membership in any private club. As you might expect, it is held at public venues each year. Hannigan, who had taken over the USGA in 1983, thought the Black Course was a natural to host the Pub Links, and he opened negotiations with the state of New York to bring the event there.

But in 1985, Hannigan and Tom Meeks, a member of the USGA’s rules and competition committee, were invited to play an outing at the Black. They came away from the day with serious concerns: the golf course was in far worse condition than they had imagined. There were other problems, too. Everywhere they looked there were signs that said “Welcome to Chuck Workman’s Bethpage Black.” Workman was the golf pro at Bethpage, and he had literally put his signature all over the golf course. “Every bench on every tee box, it was there,” Meeks remembered. “It was as if the actual name of the golf course was Chuck Workman’s Bethpage Black. I remember saying to Frank that day that I thought we were going to have problems getting this contract done.”

If there was any hope left to bring the Pub Links to the Black, it died when Meeks took a phone call from someone working for the state Department of Parks in Albany. The state needed to know how the greens fees—then twenty-three dollars—for the event would be handled: Would the USGA pay or would the players themselves pay?

Meeks, who is never speechless, was about as close as he gets. “No one is going to pay a greens fee,” he said when he finally found his voice. “This is a national championship being conducted. There are no greens fees.”

On a New York State-owned facility there are always greens fees, Meeks was told. Meeks hung up the phone, walked into Hannigan’s office, and told him he didn’t see any way this was going to get done. Hannigan agreed. The notion of the Pub Links at the Black died there.

Four years later, the Black Course did host a golf tournament: the Met Open, which is put on annually by the MGA. The executive director of the MGA then, as now, was Jay Mottola, who also happens to be David Fay’s oldest friend.

“We probably first played together in the cradle,” Mottola said. “Our parents were friends, and we’ve known each other for as long as either of us can remember.”

In fact, they were high school teammates in basketball (Mottola went on to be a star at Lafayette and spent several years as a college coach, assisting, among others, future Maryland coach Gary Williams when Williams was at American University) and in golf and worked together at the Tuxedo Club. On at least one occasion, they made the trip to Long Island together to play the Black.

Taking the Met Open to the Black was no small thing. Traditionally, it had been played at some of the famous posh private clubs that dot the area, like Winged Foot and Baltusrol, both traditional U.S. Open sites. Like the USGA, Mottola found himself confronted with the greens fee issue.

“We aren’t the USGA, we aren’t conducting a national championship,” Mottola said. “We were able to work out a compromise with the state: we would pay greens fees for the Pro-Am and for one of the three days of actual competition. For whatever reason, that worked for them and it worked for us.”

And so, in 1989, the Met Open went to the Black, the first time it had been played at a public facility. One of the competitors in the Met that year was George Zahringer, a top amateur player from the area. Zahringer had been a private course guy most of his life. His family had belonged to Westchester Country Club when he was a boy growing up in Rye, New York, and thanks to a successful career on Wall Street, he belonged to Deepdale Country Club on Long Island and Stanwych Country Club in Greenwich, Connecticut. Deepdale isn’t that far from Bethpage, but, as Fay puts it, “the two places don’t play home and home a lot.”

In short, Zahringer had never seen Bethpage. He had heard about it, knew about the legendary sign and about players sleeping in their cars to get tee times. Even so, he wasn’t prepared for what he found when he first set foot on the Black.

“Whatever I had heard about it couldn’t begin to do justice to the real thing,” he said. “It was sensational, just spectacular. Sure, it was beat up. But to me, it was like looking at a great house that’s fallen into disrepair. You could see that the bones were there. It just struck me right away.”

Mottola was reminded as he watched the tournament go on how special the Black was. That winter, playing in a foursome during a USGA outing in Florida that included Fay and two members of the executive board, Reg Murphy and Jerry Stahl, Mottola brought up the subject of the Black.

“I remember saying they ought to take a look at it again someday, and not for the Pub Links,” he said. “I knew Reg and Jerry didn’t know much about it, but David did. I didn’t make a big deal of it, but I brought it up to at least get it into David’s thinking, if only just a little bit.”

Fay certainly respected his old pal’s opinions, but he didn’t really give any serious thought to that conversation until he received a letter from Zahringer. Neither man is certain exactly when Zahringer wrote to Fay, and Fay, one of the world’s worst record keepers, no longer has a copy of the letter. But both remember the gist of the message: Give the Black some serious thought as a future Open site.

“The Black,” Fay remembers Zahringer writing, “is as good as it gets. There is genius in the design.”

People are constantly letting Fay know about unknown gems that the USGA needs to consider. But this was a little bit different. Fay respected Zahringer both as a good player and as someone who understood golf and golf courses. Plus, he knew the Black well from his younger days, even though he hadn’t been there for years.

“It was one of those letters you read twice,” he said later. “It wasn’t as if I started thinking seriously about going there that day or even thought about it very often. But I did think to myself, I wonder if . . .”

Two phone calls kept the Black on Fay’s brain: one came from Zahringer, following up on his letter. The second came from Mottola in the fall of 1994 after the MGA had conducted another of its championships—The Ike—at the Black. “Jay just wanted to remind me that the Black was still out there and still worthy of consideration,” Fay said. “Again, it wasn’t as if I jumped out of my chair and said, I’ve got to go see the Black for myself, but it did simmer, just as the letter from George did. These were two guys whose opinions I respected telling me that the Black was still an extraordinary test of golf and if I was looking somewhere down the line to do something a little different with the Open, I should at least take a look at it at some point.”

That point arrived sooner than Fay had thought it might when he found himself driving on the Southern State Parkway on that chilly November day with time to spare and the exit for Bethpage State Parkway looming ahead. Why not? he thought to himself and swung the car onto the exit ramp and in the direction of the park.

Ten minutes later, he pulled into the parking lot. It was late afternoon, it was blustery, and it was November, but there were still cars in the lot and golfers on the golf courses. He knew from experience that the last group would have teed off the Black a couple of hours earlier because it would be dark by shortly after five o’clock and people didn’t like to play nine-hole rounds there since the 10th tee was about as far from the clubhouse as you can get.

He parked his car and walked around the old clubhouse, built in the 1930s as part of the WPA project that had funded the park, and three of the current five golf courses. He didn’t want to go into the clubhouse or the pro shop because he didn’t want to bump into Workman, who would recognize him and wonder what he was doing there. He knew he was unlikely to be spotted by anyone else and that the first tee would be empty with only about an hour of daylight left.

“I’ve always enjoyed sneaking onto golf courses,” he said. “We did it all the time when I was a kid, and for years, a friend of mine and I traditionally played our first round of the spring at Canoebrook [a posh club near Fay’s home in Summit, New Jersey]. We would park in a corner of the lot, jump on the south course, and if anyone said anything to us we were prepared to just say, Oh, this isn’t Summit Municipal? We must have taken a wrong turn.”

Fay didn’t have any golf clubs and he had no intention of playing. All he wanted to do was take a look-around stroll. He glanced at the famous sign and looked down from the elevated first tee at the first fairway. He stuck his hands in his pockets and started walking. He wasn’t interested in the condition of the golf course at that moment nor in reminiscing about the rounds he had played there as a teenager. What he was trying to do was put himself in the shoes of the top pros and try to see what they might see, walking the golf course.

“If I’m good at anything, it is making myself into the player that’s going to be playing a course when I look at it,” he said. “It doesn’t matter even a little bit how I would play the golf course or what I would find appealing or unappealing about it. What mattered in this case was how Nick Price [then the number one player in the world] would play it.”

Fay walked down number one, veering right at the dogleg and pausing on the green. He remembered then that the least impressive part of the Black was the greens—most were relatively small and flat—unlike those on other courses created by A. W. Tillinghast, the famous architect who had designed the Black.

Hardly overwhelmed by number one, Fay walked off the green and crossed Round Swamp Road to the second tee. A tunnel for golfers runs under Round Swamp, but it occurred to Fay that at a U.S. Open spectators would have to cross the road since it would be impossible to funnel all of them through the underground passage. He also knew that there was another point on the golf course (between 14 green and 15 tee) where everyone came back across the road.

“Right away, I saw problems,” he said. “To begin with, I wasn’t all that impressed with number one as a championship-level hole. But that was okay. On most golf courses the first hole is pretty ordinary. But when I walked across Round Swamp I was thinking that any notion of holding an Open there would go straight out the window if you couldn’t get the road closed down for the entire week. I figured regardless of anything else, that was going to be a major hurdle.”

Fay walked to the second tee and down the relatively short par-four and up onto the elevated green. Another okay hole. He turned right and paused on the third tee. From there he saw a par-three that most pros would play with a middle iron. Not a bad hole—there was some deep bunkering around the green and trouble behind it—but still nothing that would make him think this was a place to bring the U.S. Open.

Fay circled the third green and walked down the hill leading to the fourth tee. Starting to feel a bit chilled, he walked onto the tee of the first par-five on the golf course and came to a dead stop.

“That’s when I knew,” he said. “Right there, it hit me. It all came back.”

The fourth tee at the Black is one of those magic golf places that golfers talk about forever. It isn’t as scenic as the 18th tee at Pebble Beach or the ninth at Turnberry because there’s no water anywhere in sight. It isn’t as daunting as the 17th at the TPC at Sawgrass or as historic as the Road Hole at St. Andrews.

But it is breathtaking, with Tillinghast’s famous cross bunkers in front of you, an elevated fairway on the other side of them, and trees left and right to make you pay for a mistake. For a golf hole built in the 1930s, it stands up remarkably well to the technology of today. Even a perfect drive leaves a top player with decisions to make about how to play his second shot. That comes later, though. On the tee, one just stands there and pays homage to Tillinghast.

Now, Fay thought, I get it. Now I understand what Zahringer and Mottola are talking about. He walked the length of the fourth, glancing at all the trouble that loomed behind the green for an overly aggressive player, then walked back several steps to the fifth tee. Another signature hole, a difficult par-four with trouble left and right for any kind of wayward drive or second shot.

Fay is not an emotional or overly sentimental man. Having survived a serious bout with cancer at the age of thirty-six, he doesn’t take anything about golf or his job all that seriously. The only sport that truly gets a rise out of him is baseball, his boyhood passion for the New York Yankees still intact. Now, though, he was excited.

By the time he reached the fifth green, it was almost dark, and he was in serious danger of being late for his party. Since the 12th hole runs directly behind the sixth tee, he made his way up 12, remembering it as one of the most difficult par-fours he had ever played. He crossed the road again and walked up 15—another bear of a par-four—and then made his way back to the clubhouse. He took note of the natural amphitheater around the par-three 17th and remembered that 18 was not an overwhelming finishing hole. Still, he had seen enough.

“It was a long, long way from being anywhere close to reality,” he said. “But I can remember getting back into the car thinking that this was doable. I mean, there were about a million ifs, but the potential was there. It was a great golf course. That’s always going to be the ultimate question—is it a golf course worthy of a United States Open? If the answer’s no, you walk away no matter what else may come into play. If the answer’s yes, then you have to go and find out what else is in play. I knew there would be a lot to overcome.

“But I thought I knew the answer to the most important question: Was the Black a U.S. Open golf course? In my heart, I was absolutely convinced that day that the answer was yes.”
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