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Preface 

OLFING is an all demanding endeavour that has no beginning and 

no end. It can devour a man with its insatiable appetite, or slowly 

torture and destroy him as surely as a disease. And there is no cure. Some 
say a man must have a goal and it must be the highest or it is not a goal 

at all. Others have another god that beckons them further and further 

from home. Golf is different things to different people, and if you don't 

watch out it becomes all things before you know it. It is a good servant 

but a bad master. 
A young man starts out in golf with no accurate picture of what it 

involves, except that he knows by observation and newspaper reading 

that somewhere at the end of the rainbow is a pot of gold. He adopts an 

idol who is wealthy by now, beyond his wildest dreams. If he emulates 

him he thinks he might end up with the same opulence. So he sets about 

copying him in practice, trying to swing like him, adopting the same 

rhythm, wearing the same clothes and shoes. If he makes progress he is 
full of praise for the great man and attributes every advancement to him. 

He may even draw close to him. If he does, familiarity will more than 

likely destroy his image of his benefactor. He will realise his god is merely 

human with human failings that might even be repulsive. At that stage he 

takes off on his own, flushed with a strong ego that tells him he is as 

good or better than his rivals. Success is likely to come fast and free at 
that point. Events fall into his lap. He becomes a new 'find'. His scrap
book fills up. He is wooed by manufacturers, magazines and hangers-on. 

Now he may be sponsored, ending his financial problems. No longer will 
he have to worry about money. It will always be available if he runs short. 
He may even be able to afford a manager. If he doesn't quite make it, 

however, if his ego gets a rude deflation at the hands of an experienced 

veteran, he is in for a bad time. Nobody woos him. Manufacturers feed 
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THE WILDS OF ROYAL PARK 

accepted that straight away and then we chatted about his golf and the 
club he was holding in his hand and he asked me if I was keen on 
having a hit. The next morning at five o'clock we were out there and he 
gave me an old hickory-shafted club and I duffed my way around. All 
the way though, he was terribly encouraging.' It was the start of a solid 
friendship. Over the next several years Thomson and Buchanan became 
as close as brothers. 'Peter was the cleverest kid out of the ones I knew 
in the area,' says Buchanan. 'He was very, very good at just about 
eve1ything he did. He was above average intelligence I always felt, and 

he could put words together better than most of us in that age bracket. 

He definitely displayed leadership qualities. When we were playing in 
the park or the alley and made up sides for football, cricket, basketball 
or whatever, Peter would just about always be captain of one of those 
sides. He had a good, quick-thinking brain and was a real leader. His 
ability with a golf club meant that he was suddenly surrounded by men 
much older than he was. As a result he developed more quickly than 

the rest of us, who stayed around boys our own age.' 
This was a crucial period in the development of Thomson's game 

for two major reasons. The war meant a loss of members to the services, 
a deterioration of courses, a general lack of incentive and resources to 
play so that courses lay idle. Very few people were at Royal Park to 
prevent a young boy from sneaking on at the 4th tee and playing a few 
holes. The second influence was the complete lack of expense for the 
young lad: he didn't need to buy clubs or shoes; there was no green fee, 

and the old law of 'finder's keepers' applied to golf balls. The only snag 
was finding enough to play with. Rubber was an essential war material 
and the manufacture of balls ceased soon after conflict began. Such was 
the extent of the shortage the Victorian Golf Association found it 

necessa1y to obtain permission from the state government for sporting 
goods company Spalding, established in the western suburbs of Sun
shine in the 1930s and a future employer of one Mr P. Thomson, to 
collect used golf balls and recover them with a rubber-substitute com
pound called balata. For his private searching, Thomson was aided 
mainly by his grandfather, and together the pair covered the golf course 
and surrounding area in a desperate but ultimately successful search. 
'Balls were very scarce at the time and if I wanted to play, which I did, I 
simply had to find some,' he says. 'I found them in the railway cutting 
and in hedgerows. I looked everywhere for them and that was how I 
managed to keep on playing.' Hardly recognisable compared with the 
gleaming missiles of today, they were old, weather-beaten and battle
scarred, but they served their purpose. 

Royal Park GC was founded in 1903 and originally consisted of 
eighteen holes surrounding the Melbourne Zoological Gardens. It was a 





THE WILDS OF ROYAL PARK 

unfortunately for the local glazier, young Peter's trips to Royal Park Golf 
Club were soon to become more frequent. Legend has it that Thomson 
started his 'official' golf as a caddy, earning a few pence in his leisure 
time, but this is not the case. 'I was never a caddy for anybody, not at 
Royal Park or anywhere,' he says. 'There was no caddying at Royal Park 
because there were not enough active players and those few who were 
playing were not the sort of affluent people who would engage caddies. 
Besides, I wanted to play golf, not watch it.' 

A prominent member at the club was Joe Andrew, who lived 
opposite the Thomsons and who came to learn of young Peter's surrep
titious journeys onto his home course. Thomson knew full well who 
Andrew was. 'He was a former Carlton footballer [he played just a hand
ful of games for Carlton in 1911 when the team finished fourth in the 
VFL competition] and that set him up on a pedestal as far as I was 
concerned.' One afternoon he stopped the young lad in the street, but 
not to talk football. The topic of a certain boy's illegal rounds was raised 
and Thomson immediately thought his golfing days were about to come 
to an abrupt end. On the contra1y, his fledgeling career was to strengthen 
as the first of many reassuring souls came fo1ward to offer assistance. 
'Here was the situation of a boy stealing his golf by way of a few holes 
here and there, mostly after school and, instead of being kicked off the 
course, I was encouraged by a kind Joe Andrew to play more,' says 
Thomson. 'He gave me great help and sponsorship in the way of nomi
nating me for the club and clearing the path for me.' 

Joe Andrew and his younger brother Walter, a club committeeman, 
played a few rounds with the boy and after watching his prodigious 
natural talent began lobbying for his induction as a member. Turning 13 
in August 1942, Thomson was still well short of the required age for 
junior membership, but the committee realised their layout hadn't been 
inundated during the war and here was a lad who would, at least, put it 
to good use. They also recognised a character that suggested something 
special and changed the Royal Park Golf Club rules to admit Peter 
Thomson. 

The boy from Brunswick had set his first golfing record, and with 
the burden of illegality lifted he could concentrate on improving his 
game rather than keeping his eye out for a rapid exit. His trips twice 
around the layout were still mostly played in his own company. 

'It's like the way they teach it now,' he says. 'A golfer is set goals 
and targets. Back then, I set my own targets and the main one was the 
experience and accomplishment of getting my handicap down. When I 
first started playing golf it seemed like just another sport to me, but then 
I started to get a thrill out of making a good score. There wasn't such a 
thing as a practice fairway at Royal Park, so I played holes and kept a 

























































































LOCKE PROVIDES A KEY 

it's done.' He then proceeded to play an immaculate shot that started 
way left and flew back gloriously to pepper the flagstick - and this 
from his normal 45-degrees-right stance! To prove his point Locke 
casually played a carbon copy. 

Locke did not appear to be more talented than most of the players 
he defeated and in many ways less so. Irritating to the American players 
were his obvious lack of athleticism, his fiercely competitive demeanour, 
and his individualistic 'uniform' of white cap and shoes, navy plus-fours, 
a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and a club tie tucked 
beneath the third button below the neck. 'It was a most impressive 
outfit; to his fingertips he always looked the complete professional,' says 
Thomson. One US pro summed it up in The Masters of Golf (by Dick 
Aultman and Ken Bowden, Century Hutchinson, 1988) when he said: 
'The guy gets to me before we ever hit a shot. I look at that nutty outfit 
and I'm one down. I listen to that accent and I'm two down trying to 
figure out what he said. I watch that crazy swing and I go three down 
trying to work out why he doesn't flat whiff it. Then he starts hooking 
those SO-foot putts into the cup and I'm done - cooked to a turn!' 
Particularly in the USA, Locke took the greatest delight in defeating 
those who least admired him. Yet he was a kind, modest man, who bore 
little if any malice. His idiosyncratic outfit, his highly unorthodox swing, 
his measured pace, his unflappable disposition and complete lack of 
self-consciousness were not, as some Americans bluntly suggested, cal
culated competitive ploys. Thomson believes they were more simply the 
guileless expressions of a unique and unusual character but, whatever it 
was, it had a big influence on the young Australian. 

If anyone indulged in gamesmanship, it was the Americans. They 
tried to upset Locke by attacking him in the press for his slow play or 
his lack of distance from the tee, or by ignoring him, or even by sending 
a strange woman to his hotel room late at night - but these crude 
attempts always failed. 'He had a skin like a rhinoceros,' says Thomson. 
'He was completely impervious to any suggestion of criticism. He would 
just give a wry grin, dismiss the words as though they'd never hap
pened, and then walk off with his head held high. He had incredible 
self-confidence.' Once in America, Locke was being consistently out
driven by his playing partners, each of whom were becoming quite 
vocal about the foreigner having to play fifty yards behind them on 
every hole. Locke ignored the niggling, but after the locals had boomed 
out their drives at the next hole, he pulled out his driver and belted his 
ball thirty yards past the others. Still saying nothing he marched past 
them down the fairway. Another incident, more publicised, took place in 
a locker room before the final round of a big tournament. Locke was 
sitting alone, as usual, slowly tying his shoelaces when he heard Lloyd 































THE COMPLETE GOLFER: PETER THOMSON 

Phil Harris, Randolph Scott and Johnny Weismuller, of whom he had 
previously only heard or seen on the big screen back at the Waratah 
Theatre in Ascot Vale. For the first time since he'd picked up a golf club, 
Thomson was finding it difficult to concentrate purely on his game. 

'As far as the tournament was concerned,' he recalls, 'I landed far 
too near the event and I was very, ve1y jet-lagged and in a daze for quite 
some time. It was my first experience at that sort of thing and nobody 
advised me to get there early enough to be able to recover from it in 
time. I was asleep when I should have been awake, and vice-versa. Also 
I was foolish enough to take off from home without any clubs, relying 
on the ones Jim Ferrier was arranging for me and I really had a bad time 
with them.' 

Thomson's first round in the US was at Cypress Point (another Dr 
Mackenzie creation), teeing off at 7.20 a.m., on fairways so frosty 'they 
snapped under your feet as you walked'. He carded an 80. Typically, he 
did his best to make light of the poor start, especially when he plopped 
his ball into the surging waters of the Pacific Ocean from the 16th tee, 
set on one promontory of rock and the green on another. The famous 
par-3 of 210 metres can lay claim to being the most photographed hole 
in world golf and represents a supreme challenge; all carry across water, 
rocks and scores of wallowing seals. Thomson found the mammals 'most 
distracting and one trumpeted when I was halfway through my downswing. 
I was assured that he was not trained! Certainly I was disappointed with 
my 80, but when Hogan came in with a 75 I was happy.' He was also 
pleased with his closing rounds. He missed out on the prizemoney but 
carded 80-72-75 (227) to finish tied for 32nd, 13 strokes behind the 
winner, Sam Snead. The following week there was another US$10,000 
event, this one 72-holes, at Long Beach, California. 'I expect to do better 
in this one,' he said on arrival. 'I'll have the chance to practise on the 
course and get used to my new clubs.' But his score was no better. It 
was off to Phoenix, Arizona, and another US$10,000 tournament, officially 
dedicated to Hogan's comeback, simply called 'The Ben Hogan Open'. 
Jimmy Demaret scorched around the layout with a course record 64 to 
start, while Thomson began with a 73, saying the narrow Phoenix fai1ways 
contributed to 'the toughest golf course I have seen'. When asked by a 
local reporter if it was the big crowds that were bothering him, he 
replied: 'No, because they don't follow me!' Demaret won with a score 
of 269 and Thomson's best American performance of 73-71-70-70 (284) 
was only good enough for equal 26th, still out of the money. That's when 
he decided to head for home. 

'I realised the standard I would have to attain to survive and I was 
well aware I wasn't at that standard,' he says. 'Also, I wasn't equipped in 
the way I wanted to be, so I had really no alternative but to back off and 























































GOOD OL ' UNCLE SAM 

friends said that when Thomson won the Texas Centennial, he won a 
trophy 'that would struggle to fit aboard the Queen Mary'. Most players 
would have rushed it home in cotton wool to take pride of place on the 
mantelpiece. Thomson gave it away soon after he was presented with it. 

'People have said that Peter Thomson chose not to play in America 
because he wasn't good enough,' offers David Graham, the only Australian 
to win a US Open. 'I think that's absolute bullshit. He could have played 
anywhere he wanted to play and clobbered everyone. America in his time 

was not for everyone and it had nothing at all to do with skill. Peter was 
born and raised in Melbourne, was married and had a family, and to pull 
up all of his roots and move to the United States to play would have 
been an enormous commitment for someone who had already succeeded 
where so many others had failed. He simply did what he wanted to do.' 

Thomson was a superstar in his own environment and of course he 

had every right to choose what that environment should be - exactly as 
some modern US heroes do; those who never leave the comfort and 
security of their own tour, even for the British Open. There was significant 
pressure placed upon Thomson to play in four places at once. The British 
naturally wanted him to play their circuit because he was a respected 
Open champion; Australians expected him to compete in every tournament 
at home because he was theirs; the Asians hoped he would continue his 
remarkable work setting up the Far-East tour; and the Americans expected 
him to compete on their tour because they thought it was the best. But 
Peter Thomson only did what Peter Thomson wanted to do. 

Some American players and journalists openly labelled his decision 
to opt out of the big-time circuit as 'sour grapes' after he was disqualified 
from the 1959 US Masters for signing an incorrect card. Thomson sets 
the record straight: 'That was a bitter experience,' he says, 'but it had 
nothing to do with my desire to explore other places.' The Australian 
carded rounds of 72-74-72 in difficult conditions at Augusta and was in 
the top fifteen heading into the final round. Thomson never played that 
final round. He was back in his hotel room relaxing when the telephone 
rang. It was the Masters co-founder Clifford Roberts, saying that it was

,. 

his unfortunate duty to disqualify him from the tournament. Thomson's 
astonishment quickly boiled to anger when Roberts explained what had 
happened. The Australian's playing partner that day was veteran Michigan 
pro Chick Harbert - the man beaten by Jim Ferrier in the 1947 US PGA 
final. He'd handed in the card at the end of the round, and Thomson, 
noticing the correct score of 72 had been pencilled in, gave it his author
isation by signing it. That was that. Or so he thought. 'But the scores on 
two holes had been interchanged,' he recalls. 'Harbert marked down a 
five at the 13th where I took four, and at the 17th where I had a five, he 
marked a four. The score added up all right, but I didn't detect the change 





































































































' MY LIFE'S AMBITION ' 

Rees after a dream debut round of 70. He admitted to quite a few nerves 
on the first tee, but once he'd carded a couple of pars he was swept up 

by the thrill and challenge. By day's end he was a stroke ahead of Bobby 
Locke (attempting a third consecutive victory), and the player considered 

something of an eccentric on the tour; Max Faulkner. An extremely 

colourful dresser, 'the Jimmy Demaret of Britain' Faulkner was reputed 
to have tried no less than 300 putters during his pro career, one of them 
with a shaft made from a sawn-off billiard cue and a head made from 

driftwood! Whatever caused him to experiment so must have been 
absent at Portrush, for it was largely Faulkner's outstanding putting that 

gave him a second round 70 and a two-stroke lead over the field. And 
the golfing cognoscenti were horrified at his reaction. So enthused was 
Faulkner about his fortunes on the greens that he boldly declared he 
would never again miss a short putt! Further tempting fate when be
sieged by schoolboys and young ladies after that second round, he 
proceeded to scribble his autograph, adding the words 'Open Champion 
1951'. The superstitious at Portrush could scarcely believe that he went 
on to win! 

After his excellent start, Thomson faded to finish in a tie for sixth, 
eight shots behind the winner, but it was the beginning of a long, long 
romance with links golf: 'I wasn't the best player at Portrush by any 
means, however I was pretty pleased with the way I handled things. I 

knew I had to be patient and not try to rush things too much. There was 
plenty of time ... I knew I'd be back.' 

Some members of the British press weren't sure what to make of 
Thomson. Norman von Nida had made some outrageous statements 
about the youngster being a finer player than himself, and frankly they 
were sceptical. They expected a better finish from him than the one they 
saw at Portrush, but if equal sixth from a field of 180 in his first Open 

1951 Open Championship, Royal Portrush, Ireland 

285 - M. Faulkner (Eng.) 

287 - A. Cerda (Arg.) 

290 - C. Ward (Eng.) 

292 - F. Daly (Ire.) 

- J. Adams (Scot.)

293 - W. Shankland (Eng.) 

- A. Locke (S. Af.)

- H. Weetman (Eng.)

- P Thomson (Aust.)

- N. Sutton (Eng.)

71-70-70-74

74-72-71-70

75-73-74-68

74-70-75-73

68-77-75-72

73-76-72-72

71-74-74-74

73-71-75-74

70-75-73-75

73-70-74-76





























































' MY LIFE 'S AMBITION ' 

when you've set your mind on being under? You strain harder on the 
putts. Hold on too tight. Begin to move when you should be staying 
still. Unfathomable, inscrutable greens. Why do I ever play in this town? 
Somewhere you remember. It's all happened before. There is something 
familiar about the situation. It has an awful, sickening taste about it. It's 
like an 80 coming up which you can do nothing about. It is the game of 
golf.' 

Many players make the mistake of overcoming their worry and 
apprehension by assuming indifference - 'What the hell - it's only a 
game of golf for God's sake, not a firing squad!', but in trying to keep 
loose and calm by telling themselves it's only a game and there.'s 
nothing to worry about, they get slack, even lazy, which is much worse 
than being nervous. The man who keeps himself on edge is going to be 
a hard man to beat. Nerves, and the control of them, are what differen
tiates a thoroughbred from a plough-horse and nowhere are nerves 
more likely to surface than in the final round of a British Open. By 1965, 
after his earlier struggles, many people had forgotten that it was in the 
British Open where Peter Thomson proved beyond question he was one 
of the finest thoroughbreds ever to don a pair of spikes. 

Most consider his triumph that year at Royal Birkdale to be his 
finest achievement in golf, not only because he became the first modern 
player to win the Championship five times, but because his performance 
shattered the myth that he could not win against Americans. It rebutted 
the frivolous, yet persistent question of just how many of his four 
previous Open titles would he have won had there been the strongest of 
American talent against him. For his part, Thomson says he never played 
in a British Open that didn't have strong American representation. 
Names like Middlecoff, Hogan, Demaret, Furgol, Souchak and Turnesa 
were there in the 1950s, 'and in addition there was one very big hurdle 
and that was Bobby Locke. I often said that at the time he ranked with 
Hogan and Snead as the best three golfers in the world.' So Thomson 
does not rank his fifth Open as categorically the greatest: 'It was equal 
with the others. It's like being asked to choose between your children as 
to which is your favourite. Each of my wins means something to me. I 
wouldn't like to pick one in front of another.' He does concede his fifth 
Open was 'very special' - and those close to him believe that although 
he would never say so publicly, the 1965 Open is treasured in his heart 
because it earned him the distinction of joining the 'Great Triumvirate' 
by defeating the modern version of golf's immortal trio. 

Harry Vardon, J. H. Taylor and James Braid were masters of a 
bygone age and with sixteen Open Championships between them be
came known as the 'Great Triumvirate' for their domination of the event 
before the first world war. In 1965 Arnold Palmer, Gary Player and Jack 





























































INSPIRED BY GHOSTS 

The Australian veterans were soon flying to Scotland. There was not a 
thought of winning the jug again; they were in it purely for the fun and 
the memories. 

'Truthfully, I thought that logically we'd be paired together and 
have a chance of playing at our own pace and with each other,' says 
Thomson. 'But I was astonished to discover that I had to play with Andy 
Bean, who hit the ball about a hundred yards further than I did, and Kel 
had to play with Seve Ballesteros! It was a very foolish thing the champion
ship committee did. I very much enjoyed playing with Bean [both men 
started with 72s], but I couldn't help feeling sorry for Kel.' First and last 
played in that grouping that day. Ballesteros went on to win a thoroughly 
exciting and absorbing event, but Nagle, after rounds of 84-75, finished 
in a tie for last placing. Thomson managed to make the halfway cut, 
only to bow out after the third round with scores of 72-73-76 for a 221 
total. It wasn't such a bad effort for a man just a few weeks short of his 
55th birthday - on the same scoreline were such names as David 
Graham, Ray Floyd, Larry Mize and Christy O'Connor jr. 

Thomson and Nagle were about to set out on a practice round a 
few days before the championship started. On their way down the 
clubhouse steps towards the first tee, Thomson noticed the tall, slender 
figure of young Queenslander Ian Baker-Finch. He seemed lost. Thomson 
knew the 23-year-old well. He'd first approached him in late 1981 and 
suggested he take his game to the New Zealand circuit rather than 
heading back home to Queensland for the local pro-am tour. This was 
after Baker-Finch started the final round of the 1981 Australian PGA 
championship at Royal Melbourne with a front nine of 30, stringing 
together six consecutive birdies as part of a collection of thirteen he 
made over the last two rounds. Seve Ballesteros won the tournament; 
Baker-Finch, his playing partner, finished ninth. 'Peter thought I showed 
potential and introduced himself to me around that time,' says Baker
Finch. 'I think he saw me as a fresh, young guy coming through who 
didn't have anybody helping him, or any major tutor, and he helped me 
with the odd comment here and there. Then it got to the stage where I 
would ask for advice and he would freely give it. He wasn't like an 
adviser whom I would rush to eve1y time I had a problem, but he was 
always there when I needed him, like a father-figure. A lot of guys think 
that Peter gave me full-scale coaching lessons, but that was never the 
case. He is always very, very simple in the way he explains things; it is 
always just a little thought or gesture; something that would stick in my 
mind. At the end of 1982 I was having a lot of trouble because I'd 
always tried to play like Nicklaus by hitting the ball high with a fade, but 
I was never really strong enough. I was in New Zealand at the time for 
the Airlines tournament and we had to practise down at a park not far 









INSPIRED BY GHOSTS 

him, but the good-looking youngster with the nickname of 'Sparrow', 
was three strokes clear. The hum around St Andrews was, 'Ian Who?' 

The third round was always going to be a gigantic examination of 
Baker-Finch's composure and maturity. Only two years before at Royal 
Troon a youthful American with Harpo Marx looks, Bobby Clampett, 
had made an unbelievable start of 67-66, only to begin a dramatic and 
pathetic free fall down the leader board with rounds of 78-77. As Baker
Finch was teeing off in the last group on the Saturday, Thomson forced 
his way through the throng, grabbing Baker-Finch's attention, and said: 
'Good luck today. We all hope you play well, but just remember one 
thing: championships are never won on Saturday.' With that, Thomson 
shook the youngster's hand and quickly melted into the sea of colour 
around the opening tee. 'That piece of advice is something I always 
remember when I'm leading a tournament or I'm in contention,' says 
Baker-Finch. 'It's so simple: you're not going to win it today, just go out 
there and play. It made me feel so good that I went out and birdied 
three of the first five holes. I felt like there was no pressure at all. It got 
to me a little towards the end of the day and I made a couple of bogeys, 
but I still shot 71 and was tied with Watson into the final day.' That was 
one of the most courageous rounds of 1984. 

Some weeks before his decision to play in the Open, Thomson was 
asked to write a preview of the championship for the American magazine 
Golf Digest, and within the article revealed some of the special skills 
needed to have any hope of slaying the Old Course. One, which he passed 
on to Baker-Finch during that practice day, was astonishingly prophetic. 
He wrote: 'On championship days the hole at the 1st is invariably cut 
near the Swilcan Burn. To get at it one must hit the green within a few 
yards of the water otherwise the ball will bounce way to the back. It is 
very difficult for modern professionals to come to terms with the fact 
that on days when the wind is behind and the green firm, it is just 
physically impossible to get anywhere near the flag with the approach 
shot. One has to be prepared to hit the second shot somewhere past the 
cup and be content with that. Yet that inner weakness we all have will 
make us think again, near the start of the downswing, giving us a mental 
picture of the ball biting into the green, just over the burn, and miracu
lously braking right next to the flag. The next thing you know you are in 
the burn! It is this requirement of mental discipline to hit the shots away 
from the flags that makes the Old Course unique, so special and so search
ingly fascinating. From the first hole through to the last there is a constant 
nagging temptation to attempt the impossible, to hit your approaches too 
near the gauntlet of straight-walled sand traps, to pull off shots that are 
commonplace elsewhere. If you don't discover and face this fact, you 
will surely join the ranks of those who detest the place.' 







C • H • A • p • T • E • R

A Cat Amongst the Pigeons 

ORD quickly travelled around the press tent. The reigning 

Australian Open champion, just finished his final practice 
round on the eve of his defence of the title, was angry. And it had 

nothing to do with the way he was playing. It was about something he'd 

seen in the morning paper. He made his way to the press tent to let off 

a little steam. As soon as he was seated before the tape recorders, micro

phones, poised pens and expectant looks, he let fly. It soon became the 

story of the day. 'It seems incredible that a man who knows what it is all 

about out there in the championship world
° 

should be greatly lacking in 
understanding,' said Greg Norman. 'I find his remarks disgraceful and 

very offensive, and from my observations he seems to take every oppor

tunity to have a go at Australians, whether it is in his newspaper articles 

or on television. You're out there doing your best, but he seems to be 

telling the public that you are not. He must forget that we travel all 

around the world and beat fields of much higher calibre than are here in 

Australia. I've never found a more critical commentator or writer in all 

my travels.' 

The man on the receiving end of his pungent outburst was none 

other than the president of the Australian PGA, the five-time British 

Open champion, Melbourne Age columnist and ABC television commen

tator, Peter Thomson. The year was 1981 and the venue, Thomson's 
'home' club of Victoria. The Australian professional circuit had been in 

full swing for several weeks, but it had been a less than profitable time 
for the local boys. The big names from overseas had taken most of the 

major prizes on offer, and Thomson made this quite clear in his Age 

column that morning: 'Australia groans under the yoke of foreign 
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