
ADOLPHUB AND TBI BOUOU DUMOND

I see no reason for inflicting npon yon a de-

tailed description of the next fifteen holes of

golfing frightfulnesB. Golf is a game which
requires mental calm, and the contestants were
entirely ont of calmness after the second hole

and conld not concentrate on their shots.

Windy began driving all over the shop, hook-

ing and slicing tremendously, and Kitts man-
hiAdled his irons in a manner fit to make a
hardened professional weep. Neither of them
conld have holed a five-foot putt in a wash-tab,

and they staggered along side by side, silent

and nervous and savage, and if Windy man-
aged to win a hole Kitts would be sure to take

the next one and square the match. But he
didn't take any holes with the book. When
Windy brdce a rule—^which he did every little

while—^Batts would sneer and pretend to look

the other way. He tried to convey the impres-

sion that it was pity and contempt that made
him blind to Windy 's lapses, but he didn't fool

me for a minute. It was fear of consequences.

And so they came to the last hole, all square,

and also all in.

Our eighteenth has a vicious reputation

among those golfing unfortunates who slice their

tee shots. The drive must carry a steep hill, the

right slope of which pitches away to a deep,

narrow ravine—a ravine scarred and marred by
thousands of niblick shots, but otherwise as dis-
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