GOLF CAUSERIE.

Andrew Carnegie as a Sportsman

,

sixty before he allowed sport of any kind
to occupy a place in his heart, Mr. Car-

it eaid that it is such a pity that this man
of millions is not a sporteman, an obeer-
vation which, if examined, will be found
to have many shades of meaning. That ne
does not ladle out thousands upon thou-
sands of pounds for the cause of sport as
he does for that of music and of education
is just as true ae it is that he religiously
eschews all recognition of the turf. He

although they are, nevertheless, duly shot
over. There are, however, often good and
sufficient reasons for many things that a
great man does not do that he apparently

should. Once, many years_ago, Mr. Car-
rnegie was induced to join a hunting expe-
dition to the Far West, ““I am always
lucky,” he will tell you, and upon this
occasion the first roebuck fell to Mr. Car-
negie’s gun. Ie became wildly excited
when he saw the animal tumble over. He
i hurried forward to the spot only to dis-
cover that his pleasure was to be short-
lived. The mortaily wounded animal
turned up its soft brown eye in piteous
gaze upon its selayer. It was cnough.
DJown went the gun with a flop, as it it
'were a piece of red-hot iron, never again
to be taken up by its owner. 'That is the
sum total of Mr. Carnegie’s record wiwn
the gun. - Most people know eomething of
his pronounced views on warfare, of hie
efforts in furtherance of compulsory arhi-
tration, and how such pursuits as Volun-
teering and target practice are to him as
a red rag to a Lull. Few are aware, how-
ever, that he never followed a pack of
hounde and that he owne ncta, his love
for dogs being centred in a single house
collie. In &0 far as thcse things are con-
cerned, Mr. Carnegie i8 not a hit of a
sporteman. Yet it would be hard to
imagine a more perfectly idealised aport-
ing life than that which he lives for five
months every year at Skibo Castle, nis
Scottish home. Twenty years ags ..e
multi-millionaire became a devoted a.a
ciple of Isaae Walton. Ten years later lLe
went erazy on golf.

Ever paesionately fomd of the sea, he
vet conten'ts himself with a modest little
steam yacht of 80 tons, upon which he
amd his friends spemd a day occasionally
im the Dornoch Firth, visiting such places
of interest as Dunrobin, Cromarty, Fort-
rose, Nairn. These are his out-of-door
hobbies. Indoors literary work, at which
he lahours nesiduovsly, and an cceaeional
game at billiards are his pastimes. He
lovea motoring, chiefly hecaves it eo effee-
tively shortens the distemee between the
furthest remaoved salmon pool on the River
Shin and his picturesquely-situated golf
linke om tNe mortherm shore of the Dor-
noch Firlh, clese by the mouth of a nice
stream, with more than a local reputation,
known ag “ The Evelix,” cnly six or seven
minutes’ drive from his home. At a ccst
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For a man who was between fifty and g

negie is a marvel. Sometimes one henrs §&

even does not fire a shot on his own moors, £

might; that, indeed, in some casce, ho E

of something like £18,000 he dammed up
the Evelix at its cutramce to the firth,
This has given him a trout and salmon
loch of over half a mile in length, with
a breadth varying from 850 to 150 yarda.
The gali course lies om the south bamnk
of this iine sheet of water, but on a sub-
stantially higher elevation, access being

il had to it from the casile, whi¢h stands to

the north, by a carriage road om the em-
bankment shutting off the waters of the
Evelix from thcse of the eea.

The course, a nine-hole one, is laid out
cn real seasido links, with hazards of sand
bunkers and . beats, and flanked on one
side by a uscful “rough,” and on the

other by the clesed-in waters of the Evelix.

The fault of the course, mow that the
ground has smoothed down, is it short-
ness, and being, of course, well kept, good
players would account it too easy. There
18 ample room for extemeiom. A charming
rustic-work ¢lub house, containing a good-
sized reading room, stands beside the first
tee and last green, and here between his
rounds of golf and his epells of fishing, the

Laird of Skibo—ane of the very few really ;
happy millionaires of which the world can

boast—spends a good many of hig leisure
moments. Not that these vacant hours
are by any means numerous, for Mr. Car-
negue is practically never idle, but physi-

L1 cal exertion even from a millicnatre de-
@ mands respite.

Mr. Carnegie, who sailed for America
one day last week, spent the previous ten

| days almost entirely on the lin..s and loch,

the weather belng favourable. One after-
noon some friends and neighbours, who
had called to wish him God-speed, were
in the drawing-room awaiting his return.
Darkness had almost set in, and it was
more than half an hour after the recog-
| nised time before he appeared. To those
| who know him intimately it was very evi-
dent that he had something interesting to
tell, and there was no time lost in the
telling. ““ Oh, my, I have had such a granad
time of it this afternoon. A 61lb. grilse,
two good sea trout, two brown, and a 37—
all since half-past three.” Everyone pre-
sent was, of course, intensely interested,
but a golfer with half an eye could sce—
did see—that eyeryone did not fully under-
stand. Those who didn’t, fastened on to
the fish catch, and were profuse in their
congratulations, but little Miss Margarct—
bright, brisk, vivacious, as her father—
was more interested in the 87. “ But
how did you do it?" she queried. Then
the laird related, strcke by stroke, how

along.”” Only once have I known him to

he had compiled the score. “ What a pity
you hadn’t my 4 instead of a 5 at the
seventh hole, and you would have had a
36,” she regretfully remarked. It now
dawned on the mystified that Mr. Carnegie
had been golling as well as fishing, and
that the 37 was his score, and not a fish
of that enormous weight. -

“Mr. Carnegie is in deadly earnest when
playing the game, and does not like to
be interrupted or have in any way his at-
tention distracted. Ie . plays a great
deal alone, John, the attentive and worth‘y
custodian of the links—‘“Mae,”” as he is
familiarly called by his employer—aeting
as caddie, companion, and scorer.  Mr.
Carpegie frequently plays two balls, keep-

® ing the scores separately, a proceeding not

by any means to be commended.  Some-
times player and scorer come to amusing
loggerheads over the nimber of strokes
tuken to a hole. “'that’s 5 for the
“ Cotonel” and G fur the “Ace,” Mac.”
““ No, sir; 8 for thz ‘ Colonel’ and 7 for
the ‘Ace,”’ replics Mae. “What! that
can't be, because——"" and then Mr. Car-
| negic pulls himself up, looks back, thinks,
counis—“ Right you are, Mac; come

{ better than getting hold of a greenhorn
4 and initiating him into the mysteries  of
ithe game. His friend, Frederio Harrison,
i the eminent writer and publicist, was

| talem to the golf links and given a set
of clubs. After the ecminent writer of

persist in disputing Mac’s accuracy, and

then for some days he believed himself to

have been defrauded out of a stroke.
Nothing pleases the man of millions

visiting Skibo some time ago, and though
not a golfer was, as a maiter of course,

books had struggled his weary way for a
couple of holes Mr. Carnegie began to
count his score, no doubt to make a basis
for a match.  When Mr. Harrison had
worked his passage halfway to the third
hole his opponent and teacher exclaimed,
“That’ll be seven.” ““No,” said the
writer; “three.” “Oh, no; it’s seven.”
“ No, sir”—irascibly—‘‘ only three.”” Mr.
Carnegie, not to be flatly contradicted like
this, with some fervour was by this time
looking back over the devious track and
nodding. at each place wlere a stroke had
been made to prove the severn, when My,
Harrison burst out with a contemptuous
shrug, ‘““ Oh! oh! if you count that (the air
shots), call it twenty; but I only hit the
ball three ti-i-mes.” J. 8.
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The Great Triumvirate.

At the close of the qualifying stages of
the Professional Golfers’ Tournament
many prophecies were made foreshudow-
ing the downfall of Braid, Vardon, and
Taylor, and there ware many  who
cherished the helief that the day for the
downfall of the great tri umvirate was posi-
tively at hand,

Partly basing their calculations on the
figures of the qualifying rounds of the
southern section at Bumbham Beeches, and ||
partly relying on the ability of the younger
element to be able to give ab least as good
an account of themselves at Sunningdale as
they did a year ago at Hollinwell, the pro-
phets were singularly deceived. 1n point
of fact, mever since tlo inauguration of
tho contest have the juniors been put so
completely out of the hunt. Burnham
Beeches, fine though it is, is not Lhe test- &
g course that Sunninzdale is, nor is Hol- |
linwell, where the younger golfers did so
well last year, to be compared with the
Berkshire green for a trial of slrength
amongst glantg.

TOWER ABOVE THEIR RIVALS.
To‘judge by this, the last important
competition of the year—and everything
connected with it helps to confirm the be-
lief that it is in every sense 8 reliable
bﬂs;ls_ upon which to form a judgment—
one 13 forced to the conclusion that the
members of the triumphant Old Brigade
have mot lost ground d uring 1907; some
may ‘be inclined to think they have gained
a -trlﬂe, _always excepting the champion-
ship, which went to France. Be this as it
may, they have proved themselves as in-
vulnerable as ever, and, in my opinion, |
tower above their rivals just as much as
they did half-a-dozen yenrs ago. Every-
thing considered, it is not a little puzzling §
how these Goliaths of goll—DBraid, Taylor, }
ardon, and in a more modified measure,
Sandy Herd—manage to ‘eonserve - that §
littlo bit of super-excellenee over  their
fellows. ot gt 2 N T %




