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The game, Newk and Rolex. 

Consider the physics 
of tennis. At one hundred 
forty-seven feet per sec­
ond, the ball covers the 
distance from server to 
receiver in under half a 
second. One simply 
doesn't have the time to 
think. It's a matter of 
instinct. John Newcombe 
calls it "preacting." John 
believes that the game is 
not really between you 
and the other guy; it's 
between you and yourself. 

John, "Newk" as his 
friends and fans call him, 
has done well in the 
ongoing contest with 
himself ... by anybody's 
standards, including his 
own. 

He's won Wimbledon three times, 
the U.S. Open twice, and just about 
every other major men's professional 
tournament at least once. 

He's a successful television commen­
tator, entrepreneur, and recently 

co-authored wi'th h' 
"T ' lS WU he Family Tennis B e, 

He's leading the k' 00k.'' 
of life the rest of u Ind 
like to ... affluent ! ;ould 
and assured. ' c ive 

And he wears the k' 
~f watch that suits his Ind 
lifestyle. The incomparable 
Rolex. Made for a man 
like Newk. The famous 
Oyster case is handcrafted 
step by step from a single 
block of metal. Precision 
de~ailed from solid gold or 
solid steel. The result is 
a watch with unparalleled 
durability and style. The 
result is a Rolex. 

In the world of tennis, 
John Newcombe stands 
with very few other 

players. In the world of watches, 
Rolex stands alone. 

~ 
ROLEX 

Write for bro J 
c iure. Ro/ex Watch, U.S A I 022 

World headquarters in C • •• nc., Dept. 450 No/ex B11ildi11g 665 Fi'tlz Ave1111e New York. NY JO • 
c11eva. Other ,11· • C • 1

' ' // 0111ccs 111 rmada and major co1111/ries armwd th,• wor c • 



THE GAME 
In spite of the often lamentable behavior of its players, 

in spite of its snobbish image, 
in spite of intense competition among tournament promotors, 

in spite of the absence of a coherent order to the game, 
almost in spite of itself, tennis has now come of age as a spectator sport. 

Once a pastime for the wealthy-
pros were perfect gentlemen and audiences a club by coterie­
tennis now ranks just behind football, baseball, and basketball 

in the minds of American sports fans. 
To whom do we credit this transformation? 

Television, with enormous commercial backing, has brought 
the game to an unprecedented mass audience in over thirty countries. 

But this vast new body of spectators only proves 
that the media and their sponsors have caught on to an old secret: 

it is the personalities that make the game worth watching. 
And regardless of what we think of certain conduct on the tennis court, 

it is still these gifted athletes who will seize our attention 
a,nd plunge us into the tensions, triumphs and frustrations of every point. 

These players, alone on the court, embody individual effort-the purest form of sport. 
And for a short time, their unique struggle 

lifts us out of our own world and into one where the ultimate limits 
of human performance are challenged. Through this experience, 

our own potential is reaffirmed, and it is this singular transcendent quality 
which has made tennis the new world game. 

The Editors 



If you expect the Boodles martini to be more than expensive, 
you won't be disappointed. Because Boodles is the ultra-refined British gin 
that only the worlds costliest methods could produce. And it is imported 

from Britain for you-the individual who will appreciate a Boodles martini 
as well as a Boodles and tonic. Two experiences well worth their price. 

Boodles.The world's costliest British gin. 
94 4 Proof Drs1,lled From Gra,n General Wine & Sp,n1s Co NY NY 10022 
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SERVE TENNIS 
YWAY 

IKE IT. 

mrg _ , c ion 
guaran ee o improve your game. 

Choose All American 
Sports for outstanding 
tennis instruction. Then 
choose us ag~in for all the 
options we offer. Luxurious 
resorts or college campuses. 
Intensive instruction pack­
ages, or "smaller portion" 
ones. Programs in winter, 
~ring, summer and fall. 
Programs lasting a few 

days, or a whole Week. 
Choose from lavish 

resorts: Palmas del Mar, 
Amelia Island Plantation, 
Topnotch at Stowe, 
Grenelefe, Windermere, 
Half Moon, Southampton 
Tennis Academy. 

In the summer season 
there are adult college 
campuses: Amherst and 

Mount Holyoke; and prep or 5 hours of instruction 
school campuses for junior each day, or Tennis Plus, 
elayers: The Hotchkiss wh_ich givt:s you '!, hours 
~chool and Deerfield of mstruchon daily. 
Academy. (Juniors can For more information, 
stay from one to ten weeks.) call toll-free: 800-223-

As for the tennis, you 2442. In New York, call 
can choose from 4, 5, 6 212-697-9220. Or write: 
and 8-day programs. . . All American Sports 
then decide whether you 366 Madison Ave. 
want a Full Session, 4 New York, N.Y. 10017. 

ALL AMERICAN SPORTS 
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(212) 741-8500 

Saddle up 
for tennis! 

r 

The Wickenburg Inn offers a superb 
combinarion of sunshine. the romantic 
Old West - trail rides over 4700 undisturbed 
acres of magnificenr Arizona high descn 
60 miles nonhwest of Phoenix - and the 
luxury of I I couns for 51 casitas. Pro­
fessional instruction is available .. to 
complete a perfect set11ng for an adventure 
m be11er tennis. 

See your Travel Agent. or call toll free 
800-528-4227 ro 5 Arizona time 

i TH! WICKENBURG INN 
Tcr.nis .ind Gucci &nch 

PO Bo, P. Ori>< RO 
Wockmburs. Anuin, 65358 
(602)684-i8II 

Two nigh1 minimum 
$lay- rares include 

all mtab. icnnis. 
horse back riding. 

Coll for 
clinic rates 
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The racquet world 

A Bird in the Hand 
If, in 194 J, you were dancing in che 
Rainbow Room acop Rockefeller 
Center, ac a certain point in che 
evening che music would have been 
interrupted co allow a floor show co 
go on. And what would you see 
under che lights? A chanteuse? A 
scandup comedian? A fashion 
parade? Tap dancers? 

If you had expected any of these 
conventional aces, you would have 
been quire surprised. 

The evening's entertainment was 
an exhibition badminton march 
between cwo of the game's finest 
pros, Ken Davidson and Hugh 
Forgie, who embellished cheir world 
class playing wich a magical 
repertory of stunning crick shoes. 
The Rainbow Room management 
knew the Davidson-Forgie ace would 
thrill che crowd, since the two 
athletes had just recencly played a 
series of marches as pan of the 
Radio City Music Hall's scage show, 
and had brought down the house. 
Originally scheduled chere on a 
gamble as an unusual stunt, the 
badminton ace had won such 
thunderous applause that it was held 
over at the Music Hall week after 
week, even as che jugglers, acrobats, 
and trained animals moved on to 
less prestigious scops. 

But how could chis be? 
Badminton in sophisticated New 
York City at the renowned Radio 
City Music Hall and rhen at the 
Rainbow Room? Wasn't badminton 
that came weekend game you played 
wirh che children on the lawn or rhe 
beach, using plastic equipment 
boughr in the roy section of a 
deparrmenr store? 

This question can be answered 
with a qualified "Yes" and a 
resounding "No!" The family fun­
and-games version of badminton 
where all the equipment comes • 
neatl~ packaged in a single box, 
does rndeed involve hitting a light 

object back and forth over a high 
nee without allowing the projectile 
co reach the ground, and the scorin_ 
is the same as in erious badminton 
Other than that, the two versions oF 
che sport are as imilar as a pony 
care and a racing car. 

Championship badminton, played 
enchu iastically in New York in the 
decade before World War II, and in 
many areas of the world today, can 
equal any spore in arcisrry, physical 
and mental challenge, and, of 
course, sheer enjoyment. The game 
is certainly best appreciated by its 
players, but badminton can also be 
a marvelous speccacor spore when 
competitors have the experei e of 
Davidson and Forgie. And, as for 
subtlety, badminton might very well 
be the world's true game of inches. 
Unlike the leisurely family activity 
on rhe lawn or beach, serious 
badminton must be played indoors, 
since even the most gentle of 
breezes will wreak havoc with the 
refined precision and skills chat cop 
players bring co rhe game. As in 
tennis, the court measurements mus 
be exact, but badminton racquets 
and shuttlecok (called "bird " or 
"birdies") muse be manufactured co 
standards of precision chat make the 
admittedly rigorous guidelines for 
tennis equipment look comparativeli· 
forgiving. For example, you might 
not like to play tennis with balls 
that are coo lively or somewhat 
dead, but you can do so and still 
call the game tennis. You may 
prefer a 13 1/2 ounce tennis racquet, 
but if the only one around weights 
14 1/z ounces it probably won't make 
coo much difference in your game 
once you gee used co it. The best 
badmincon racquets, however, have 
to weigh exactly 5 ½ ounces to 

ensure cop performance. A be 
difference of half an ounce would 
considered enormous. As for che f 
birds, constructed of a half-sphere 

0 

cork copped by a crown of 
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MAGICAL PORTUGAL. 
WE'RE EVERYTHING 

BUT EXPENSIVE. 

\X/e're sophisricaced cities, ancient 
castles and un oaked beaches. \X/e're 
shopping and dining in Lisbon, 
sighcseeing and bargain hunting along 
che Cosca Verde, cenni , golf and 
wimrning in the Algarvc. We're the 

incernacional playground of Lisbon 
Coast and the awesome beaury of 
1 1adeira. 

About the only thing we're 110/ is 
expcn ivc. Year after year Ponugal 
continue co be Europe's greatest 
travel value. o come, live with us 
awhile. And care your trip on our 
national airline, TAP Air Porrugal. 
You'll feel che warm ch and magic of 
our counrry the moment you cep 
aboard. 

1 f you would love co know more 
we' U send you the free 
"Everything about Portugal" and 
'"TAP Air Portugal's Value 
Vacation" travel planning kits. 

Porwguc c N:Hlonal Tourist Office 
5 8 Fifch ,\ cnue, New Yt,rk, NY 10036 
Offices also in Chicago and Lus Angele-~ 

PORTUGAL 
fa,~ 

WE'RE A VACATION 
WELL SPENT. 
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goosefeachers, each muse be 73.85 
grains. (For chose who don' c 
remember their mecrology, and to 
whom a grain is bUL a standard unit 
of sand, 73.85 grains equals roughly 
l /6 of an ounce.) 

The feather on a bird will cake a 
tremendous beating in an energetic 
badminton match, where a hard hit 
can produce a velocity of better than 
160 miles per hour, at very close 
quarters. Not surprisingly, even in a, 
game of I 5 points the chances are 1 

good chat three or four birds will be,, 
used. Ir should be noted, though, 
that only championship badminton I 
players perform with this kind of ; 
intensity. Fewer birds are sacrificed , 
on lower levels of play. 

In any case, badminton is easy to 
take up, and anyone with some 
experience in other racquet spores 
can become proficient at it rather 
quickly. The history of rhe game 
and its current international 
popularity confirm its enduring 
attractions, and it's sad that in New 
York, where badminton first 
flourished in this country, the sport 
is now virtually unknown. 

Badminton was first played in 
India in the mid-nineteenth century, 
and was called Poona after the city 
near Bombay where the game is said 
to have originated. British soldiers 
stationed there cook up the sport in 
the late 1860's, and badminton was 
introduced to England shortly 
afterward. The first organized club 
in this country, the Badminton Club 
of New York, was formed in 1878. 

By 1940 rhe game was being 
played throughout the British 
Commonwealch, particularly in 
Canada, India, Malaya, South Africa 
and New Zealand, as well as in such 
disparate places as Scandinavia and 
Mexico. Today nearly 50 countries 
send competitors to the World 
Championships, an event which 
draws enormous, enthusiastic 
crowds. At Wembley Stadium in 
London a few years ago I had the 
opportunity co see some of che 
world's finest players in action. 
From my observations, the re 
Indonesians in that tournament we 
clearly the world's scrong~sc ceaJl'l· 
By most accounts, rhey_ st1ll are.rne 

The United Scares sttll has so 

• 



THE BATA FLASH 

BECAUSE YOU DON'T 
\WIN TENNIS MATCHES 
\WITH YOUR RACQUET. 
'tt'OU WIN THEM WITH 
~OUR FEET. 
rntroducing the newest Bata 
=1ash: Tourney dual-density 
:::)Olyurethane tennis shoes. 
rhey're lighter, tougher, more 
;lhock absorbing than Nike All 
=ourts, Adidas Stan Smith, 
=>1'uma Hard Courts. 

_1IGHTER. 
;o THEY WON'T 
:«/EAR YOU OUT. 
cata's dual-density tennis 

=-ioes have a tough, dense 
wter polyurethane sole. 

-11olecularly bonded to a soft, 
;JJht polyurethane mid-sole. 
1is makes them 25 to 50 
-;ams lighter (per shoe) than 
■ce leading tennis shoes. So 
::::>•u'II play faster, harder, 
i.J7ger than most of the 
~~ople you compete with. 

30% TO 50% MORE 
SHOCK ABSORBING. 
SO YOUR FEET 
WON'T BEAT YOU. 

The Bat.a Flash 'Tourney" 
Nike All Court 
Adidas Stan Smith 
Puma Hard Court 

G Level* 
Toe/Ball Heel 

23.5 13.5 
39.5 24.0 
37 5 22.0 
50.0 23.5 

·The lower me "G" level. me =e shock absofb,ng. 

Bata dual-density tennis shoes 
are built to take all the pun­
ishment your game can dish 
out. Our mid-sole is more 
shock-absorbing in the toe/ 
ball and heel. Where you 
come down hardest, 

tennis shoes. We've strength­
ened our dual-density outer 
soles with more extra-tough 
polyureth 

. •··... ---:• ' 
••• ...... 

Along the edges. 
And in the toe, 
ball and heel. 
The parts you 
pivot on. And 
drag most. 

BATA MADE THE FIRST 
POLYURETHANE SHOES. 
WE'RE STILL MAKING 
THE BEST. 
Bata introduced and pio­
neered polyurethane shoes. 
That was more than a dozen 
years ago. And a lot of com­
panies have been trying to 
follow in our footstep. Now 
let's see them try and catch 

The Bata Flash. 

Tourney 
dual-densrcy 
polyurechane. 
In lea1he< and 
mesh. 

most often. And our ~ 
shoes are fully ·.7\._"'\\-• ✓~ , 

Padded: heel, toe ·:: • • . --- ,.. • .. 
and tongue. ---~-;.:.~ ~- .. _ 

• .. ~ THE BATA FLASH. 
FASTER PLAYING. 
SLOWER WEARING. 
The Bata Flash can mean as 
much as 50% longer-lasting 

. . . . • :, . ' 

01he dealer nearesc you wrue Bata Spons. Ba1a Shoe Co, Belcamp. MD 21 O I 7 



fine players, however, most of whom 
come from California and the 
Midwestern states that border on 
Canada. But only one American, 
David G. Freeman of Pasadena, has 
ever risen ro che heighr of world 
champion. From 1939 to 1942, 
Freeman was unbeaLable. After the 
war, he extended his badminton 
reign into the late 1940's. 

With the exception of Freeman 
and a few others. the best American 
players from rhac period were likely 
to emerge from the Old 69th 
Badminton Club. named for che 
armory in which they played in New 
York. (It was there char I wok up 
badminton, found I had some 
aprirude for it. and fell in love with 
the game.) The Old 69th boasted 
such players as Billy Markham, Cline 
Stephens, and Mary Hagan, all of 
national championship calibre. We 
were also lucky enough to benefit 
from the teaching of Ken Davidson 
and Hugh Forgie when the two aces 
weren't competing or gjving 
exhibirions. 

Playing alongside and against such 
scars, I soon transcended the status 
of a journeyman badminton player. 
In my first year in competition I 
won the Metropolitan Class C 
championships, and triumphed in 
the Class B wurnament the 
following season. These victories 
earned me Class A status, 
membership (at the bouom, lO be 
sure) in che splendid Old 69th 
team, and entry inw the National 
Championships held at rhc Old 
69th. For all my prior distinctions, I 
drew Dave Freeman in rhe first 
round. The outcome of the march 
astonished no one, but I did 
manage to squeeze our a few points 
before Freeman, scarcely warmed 
up, dispatched me with case. It was 
glory enough ro have been on the 
same court with him and, even if he 
didn't have much of a workout, I 
certainly did. While he just coasred, 
I fought to extend our rallies as long 
as possible, chat is, until he was 
ready to end chem. 

In these years I learned chat the 
strenuous physical demands of 
badminton should not be 
underestimated, particularly when 
you're playing someone who's better 
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rhan you are. Under chose 
circumstances an hour of singles play 
can be devastating, even if you're in 
good condition. And though 
doubles badminton is considerably 
less exhausting than singles, I would 
maintain chat it's still much cougher 
than tennis. To illustrate my 
position, I would dare anyone co 
play two hours of doubles 
badminton without resting. 

But why is chat che case? The 
playing area in question doesn't take 
up much more than half the space 
of a tennis court, so it doesn't take 
much running co cover it. Bue pure 
running speed. a crucial asset in 
most spores, is of less importance in 
this game. Instead, badminton 
demands an atmosphere of relentless 
subtlety in which success depends 
largely upon fooling an opponent 
with unexpected shoes while ac che 
same rime foiling his efforcs co fool 
you. Often a sudden move will be 
followed by an immediate reversal of 
direction. At the unimaginable 
speed ac which championship 
badminton is played, chat means 
long strides, incense screeching, 
tremendous dexterity, and lighcing 
reflexes, particularly in the wrist. 

Since the power of a badminton 
shoe derives almost completely from 
the wrist, a player approaches each 
shot with his wrist cocked ~.:1 che 
way back. This anticipatory motion 
will look the same whether he's 
about to clear the bird over your 
head co the backcourc with a strong 
overhead stroke, smash ic like a 
tennis ace, or double-cross you ac 
the last moment by gently tapping 
che bird wich an imperceptible cum 
of rhe wrist that sends it barely 
clearing the 5 foot net to drop like a 
plummet into the far corner of your 
coun, still only inches from che net. 

Strategy therefore dictates that a 
player return to midcoun after every 
shot, and chat he be ready co go 
forward or back, righ c or left, once 
he sees his adversary make contacr 
with the bird. Surprise being the 
key to any effective badminton 
offense, amicipation will be of little 
use if your opponent is any good ac 
all. One predictable result of the 
game's physical requirements is an 
inordinately high frequency of 

pulled muscles. Still, I have never 
heard of a serious badminron injury. 

Any indoor area measuring 25' by 
50' will accommodate a badminton 
court, even wich alleys for doubles. 
A few exrra feet both ways to give 
additional side and end space are 
convenient but not absolurely 
necessary. Except for smashes and 
drop shots, which muse land in 
court co be in play, badminton shots 
are ''clears'' hie powerfully up in 
che air which drop almosr vertically 
when che feathers on the bird take 
effect. That means that there's 
virtually no rushing ourside the 
boundaries of the court, the way 
tennis players occasionally muse do 
on angled shoes or lobs. The 
frequent use of "clears" means chat 
a high ceiling is essential for 
badmincon play-25 feet at a 
minimum. Bue chat sorr of 
requirement is easy co find in almost 
any armory, gymnasium or, as was 
so popular in New York around 
1940, in che social area spaces in 
many churches. Dark adhesive tape 
for boundaries, decent lighting, cwo 
poses and a nee, and you' re in 
business, without the enormous 
investment required for ocher 
racquet facilities. 

So why did so pleasant a game 
with so many avid praccirioners fade 
out of sight in New York after rhe 
war? I chink ic was basically because 
che armories and che churches had 
been che homes for New York 
badminton and, between 1942 and 
the end of 194 5, they were being 
used for military and civilian defense 
purposes. Also, airer the war chere 
weren' c enough enterprising players 
around co scare over again from 
scratch and stir up a new 
enthusiasm. What is more, the 
veterans from che pre-war years were 
by char rime coo old for the physical 
demands of cop-grade badminton. 
Ac char level serious competition is 
really a young man's domain. Like 
tennis, you can play ic forever. 
particularly doubles, and still enjoy 
it, but che champions and the near­
champions are likely co be over che 
hill when they pass chircy. These are 
precisely the types who would have 
had a passionate enough interest to 
initiate a new badminton boom. 
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NEXT 100 YEARS. • 
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Here's to Sharif Khan and Slazenger's 
smashing new Khan line of racquets. Here's to 
Barbara Maltby and her continued success. 

Especially, here's to you - who've made 
Slazenger number 1 in squash, and a 
leader in sport for over 100 years. We'd 
like you to have a free, full-color 

catalogue. Write to Slazenger, 
P. 0. Box 160, Cornwell~ 
Heights, Pa. 19020 

Slazenger is ~elebrating laienger 
100 years of seNIce to sport. ...... ........ iii.ii,,i;;-= _ 





The new crop of youngsters had 
never been exposed to the game's 
attractions and, indeed, probably 
never heard that there was such a 
spore. Consequently, badminton, 
like so many charms of the city forty 
years ago-open two-decker busses 
and the Ziegfeld Follies-faded 
from view. 

Sometimes my wife finds my old 
Jack Purcell racquet lying high upon 
a closet shelf and asks politely if 
now she can throw it away. I always 
respond that it's the closest thing I 
have tO a family heirloom, and 
what's an extra 5 ½ ounces of junk 
in my closest? Y ec I' II admit that 
the lase time I ever used it was 
around noon on Sunday, December 
7, 1941. In the middle of a game a 
felfow came running out of the 
office screaming to us all to come 
and listen to the radio-Pearl 
Harbor was being bombed! Two 
months later I was in the Army and 
four years later out of it, and 
badmint0n had become pare of my 
past. Bue I do wish it were srill 
around for my children to enjoy as 
much as I once did. 

-Peter Schwed 

Double Jeopardy 
We received a further report on the 
adventures of Gus Grouch and Harry 
Hinder from a member of the Eastern 
Tennis Umpires Association. They did 
follow, albeit obliquely, the advice of 
their sometime referee and full time 
arbiter. He had suggested that they 
might minimize the frequency of 
their on-court disputes by each 
finding another opponent, but 
their reputation for imaginative 
interpretation of the rules of the game 
had made it difficult for each of them 
to find anyone. Somewhat in 
desperation, therefore, they entered 
the Club Senior Men's Doubles. Their 
troubles began in the first set of the 
first round. Grouch and Hinder won 
the toss. They chose to stare with 
Hinder serving first. To everyone's 
amazement, including his own, Harry 
Hinder let fly with an ace. At least he 
thought it was an ace, but his 
opponent said, "Sorry, I wasn't ready. 
Do it over, please.'' 

"What do you mean, you weren't 
ready?'' Hinder replied. ''That was 

an ace. It's our point.'' 
Prepared for just this kind of 

dispute, his opponent produced the 
Rule Book, turned to Rule 14 (b), and 
quoted, • 'The service is a let if a 
service or a fault is delivered when the 
Receiver is not ready.'' Grouch and 
Hinder expostulated to no avail. 
Apparently so upset by the dispute, 
Hinder lost his service. At the change­
over, he and Grouch had a hushed 
discussion while perusing the Rule 
Book. In the second game at Ad In, 
the server hit a bullet serve past 
Grouch in the Ad court. Grouch was 
stunned, but Hinder was ready for the 
occasion. Before the server could 
claim the game, Hinder from his 
position at the net called, '' I wasn't 
ready. Play a let.'' 

The server and his partner were 
speechless for a moment and then the 
dispute erupted. "You weren't 
ready?" 

"That's right. I wasn't ready." 
Now Hinder turned to the Rule 

Book and Rule 14 (b), pointing out 
the reference there to Rule 12. 
"Receiver must be ready. Note: the 
server must wait until the receiver is 
ready for the second service as well as 
the first, and if the receiver claims to 
be not ready and does not make any 
effort to return a service, the server 
may not claim the point, even though 
the service was good.'' 

• 'Bue you 're not the receiver,'' 
declared the server. • 'He is the 
receiver,'' he asserted, pointing at 
Grouch. 

''We are the receiving team,'' said 
Hinder. "Ifl'm not ready, then the 
receiving team is not ready.'' 

The Rule Book passed back and 
forth without discovery of any 
reference to the receiving team. After 
a few minutes of futile argument, 
Grouch settled the matter by 
suggesting, 'T II tell you what, 
fellahs-let's play a let.'' 

That sounded reasonable, as it 
always does; at lease it did to the 
server's partner. The server returned 
co his base line, shaking his head, 
muttering to himself, ''But that's no 
compromise. That's what we were 
arguing about-whether we should 
play a let.'' 

A few games lacer there was 
another dispute. Grouch was 

We serve your room 
sunnyside up, up, up. 

Beginning on the 28th floor 
and moving up, each elegant 
room opens on a dazzling view 
of the city. Discover the small, 
stylish hotel where interna­
tional travelers swim and play 
tennis high in the sky. 
Weekend packages available. 
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receiving in the Ad court. The first 
serve, intended co go down the 
middle, went as era y. Hinder, standiog 
at the service line of the deuce court, 
caught the ball on the fly and called, 
''Fault.'' 

The server responded, ''No. Our 
• " pomc. 
Again some shouts, the race for the 

Rule Book, and the server read from 
Rule 40, ''The service is a fault ... if 
the ball served couches che server's 
partner or anything which he wears or 
carries; but 1/ the ball served touche1 
the partner of the receiver or anything 
which he wears or carries . . . before ii 
hits the ground, the server wins the 
point.'' 

The words covered the situation all 
coo clearly. 

''Bue it was clearly going co be a 
fault," Hinder argued. 

"Bue you caught it before it was a 
fault," replied the server, "and that 
makes it our point.'' 

"Oh, maybe you're right," said 
Grouch, trying che same lec's-be­
reasonable ploy. "Let's play a let." 

Bue the server was ready for this 
caccic. "Oh, no," he said. "We're 
right; the point is ours." 

There was a distant look in 
Hinder's eyes. Some wheels were 
curnmg. 

"All right," he said. "Your 
point." 

Ac che next change-over, Hinder 
and Grouch had another hushed 
conversation at the side of the court. 
Grouch looked surprised for a 
moment, then grinned, and nodded 
his head. 

Hinder, getting ready co serve, 
called our, ''All set? Are you fellows 
ready?" 

The receiver at the base line and his 
panner at the net both nodded. 
Hinder served quickly, aiming at the 
net man. The ball hit him squarely in 
the middle of the forehead. 

"Hah," exclaimed Hinder 
gleefully, "our point. Ball hits 
receiver's panner.'' 

When Hinder saw his victim climb 
over the net, his racquet raised 
threateningly, he staned to run for 
the Rule Book, but quickly changed 
his mind, and kept running right co 
the Club House and the Toumamcot 
Director. 
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Bloodshed was averted. The 
Director refunded to Grouch and 
Hinder their tournament entry fee, 
let them withdraw from the 
tournament, and agreed that they 
could keep the balls. 

-Ted Powell 

The Unsung Hero 
Doing research on the l 00th 
Anniversary of che U.S. Men's 
Tennis Championships, I came 
across che draw sheer for the very 
fosc Nationals, held in Newport in 
1881. Tennis devotees will recall 
chac R.D. Sears won this historic 
event over a Mr. Glyn in straight 
sets, 6-0, 6-3, 6-2. Of the 26 men 
who entered that year, players wirh 
names like Coggswell, Newbold, 
Rachbone, and Nightingale, 24 of 
them actually took part in Major 
Wingfield's new game. There was 
one recorded default, this by a Mr. 
Eldridge, known among the 
Newport nabobs as Porky. It seems 
chat his white flannels, to be worn 
in the first-rounder against a Mr. 
Smith. suffered a trial-run mishap of 
embarrassing proportions during a 
knock-up, forcing Porky to withdraw 
due 10 sartorial distress. 

The other person not to show was 
a Mr. bye. who had been scheduled 
to face a Mr. Shaw. As an amaceur 
tennis historian, I had already 
learned char the seemingly 
ubiquitous bye was a most difficull 
man to trace. But who was chis bye 
fellow anyway? Where did he come 
from? And how on earth had he 
managed to compile what was surely 
che pooresc match play record in the 
history of tennis? 

I assumed char some of Newport's 
old-timers mighc point me in bye's 
direction. "Never heard of him," 
said Ernie "Sawgrass" McCoy, chief 
grounds~eeper at Newport Casino 
for over 65 years, "buc Tilden was 
the best I ever saw. He could eat 
anybody's lunch without their 
knowing." 

Then Sam, the octogenarian head 
tonsor at the Tonsorial Emporium. 
volunteered, "bye? Sure, I 
remember him. What a forehand 
that kid had. Could knock the short 
hairs off a ball." Sam seemed no 
less sure when I informed him that 
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bye had never competed ac 
Newport, so I soon concluded that 
the Newport gerontocracy would be 
of liule help in this search. and I 
feared that the shifting sands of 
time had blown over bye's cracks. 

Still chirsry for leads, I desperately 
fought che impulse co panic, and 
found a glimmer of hope in the 
words of a former English professor: 
• 'Look beyond the conscriccing 
prisons of words themselves co see 
their meaning and their intent. 

Looking at the 1881 draw, I 
noticed chat bye's name was 
purposely left uncapitalized. This 
dramatic clue led me to suspect chat 
our phantom might very well have 
been an actor, or an anise, possibly 
an American epigone of the 
revolutionary European 
Impressionists of chat period. I went 
so far as to link him to the great 
e. e. cummmgs. 

But the fundamental question 
remained: \Xlhy did bye fail to 
appear ac his first match against 
Shaw? 

A look at bye's next entry into 
the Nationals, this time in 1883, 
might provide an answer. That year 
bye was placed opposite the 
legendary R.D. Sears and, again, he 
failed to appear. The imperturbable 
Sears reacted predictably. "I c 
scarcely matters," he commenced. 
"Had he presented himself on 
court, I would have thrashed the 
bounder's hide and eaten his lunch 
without his knowledge.'' (see Ernie 
McKoy, The Quotable Newport, 
New York, 1922.) 

Now it was clear: bye, who 
recognized Scars' digestive 
kleptomania in the form of stolen 
box .lunches, preferred default to 
starvauon. 

Or the answer might be far less 
complicated. In 1881, Shaw was a 
semifinalist and, by 1883, Sears was 
already rwice champion. Ic's quite 
possible that bye might have snuck 
into town for the tournament, 
checked his draw and, sensing the 
u11er hopelessness of defeating such 
powerful opponents, departed as 
quietly and secretly as he had 
entered. 

But whatever the reason for his 
sudden egress. bye was nor to return 

to Newport for many years. 
Nor was I. Rather than dredge 

through the dusty tennis archieves o 
the Golden Age, I chose to pursue 
my quarry in che records of recent 
modern tournaments. 

As I searched for his lacer 
appearance, che 1979 U.S. Open 
draw suddenly dropped co the floor 
from che innumerable papers on my 
desk. I was asconished at what I saw 
Of the 128 entrants in the Women's 
Singles division, exactly one quarter 
of chem went by the name of 
"bye." Th is number indicated a 
substantial increase in the bye 
population within the space of only 
chree generations. (Perhaps my 
original quarry had failed to appear 
for his marches because he was a 
devoted family man.) Bue more 
shockjng than che sheer volume of 
bye participants was the disturbing 
face chat not one of these 
unfortunate ladies was able to win 
her match. Thus, according to my 
information, the historic bye 
tradition, dating from the initial 
1881 defaulc, stood unadulterated 
by a single victory. 

What accounts for chis miserable 
record? How, given such an 
extensive succession of losses, could 
the bye women have been permitted 
to enter any major tournament? 

As I sought co unravel this 
dilemma, I heard cruel remarks on 
che subject. "Oh, you're lucky, 
you've got a buy in the first 
round,'' seemed co reflect the 
prevailing attitude. le was clear thac 
the players, at lease those who were 
named anything other than bye. 
didn't entertain the possibility of 
ever losing to a bye. More 
frightening, perhaps, was the 
common practice of the scoreboard 
attendants, who callously advanced 
anyone facing bye co the second 
round before the first round match 
had even taken place. 

Given these systematic prejudices, 
it's no surprise chat byes are so 
infrequently sighted. From the 
players I interviewed, I learned chat 
byes carefully avoided earing in the 
players' lounge. Could it be that 
they feared having their lunches 
eaten by ruthless competitors? Was 
it a mere coincidence that no bye 
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Love and Faults 
Personalities Who Have Changed 

the History of Tennis in My Lifetime 

by TED TINLING 
with Rod Humphries 

Friend, mediator, and wailing wall for 
the leading tennis players since the 
1920's, Ted Tinling is to tennis what 
Gertrude Stein was to "the lost genera­
tion." Never having forgotten a detail of 
any match he has ever seen or a word he 
has heard behind the scenes, he alone 
has the background to write the tennis 
book the world has been waiting for. 
His book surpasses all others as a social 
history of the game and the people who 
have played it. 
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"Ted Tinling has spent a lifetime 
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dresses have adorned stadium 
courts all over the world. Ted is, 
and has been, an integral part of 
the international tennis scene for 
more than fifty years. He can talk 
about it with such wit, humor, 
and insight, that a conversation 
with him is a great experience." 
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had ever shown for a pose-game 
interview? Probably nor, since no 
bye had ever shown up for a match. 

Those players venturesome 
enough to look for cheir bye 
opponents often returned with 
harrowing tales. One woman pro 
recalls char she had once waiced ten 
minuces on che courc for a bye to 
arrive. When chis bye, in crue 
characcer, failed ro show, che woman 
ser ouc in search of her. Entering the 
ladies' locker room, the pro loudly 
inquired, "ls anyone in here bye?" 
and only miraculously avoided being 
trampled in the rush, although she 
never did find her opponent. 

Orher efforrs ro find bye yielded 
similar srnries of horror. Following 
my most acute archaeological 
inscincts, 1 persisted in digging for 
traces of bye, and after months of 
determined exploration I finally 
discovered the proverbial writing on 
the wall. Scrawled next to an 
abandoned Tarrufo concession booth 
under Louis Armstrong Sradium, the 
key inscri pLion read: "Hoard not 
incompetence, bur spread it 
throughout rhe land.'' There, in 
that single sentence, lay the crux of 
the bye conspiracy. 

All available evidence showed chat 
byes throughout the country were 
following these instructions. Now 
they've gone so far as to rake up 
other sports, and today we can see 
whole teams of byes scheduled LO 

rake pare in the NFL and NBA 
playoffs. eedless ro say, thf'v lose. 

Bue not for a moment wou,.:I 1 
dare discourage these tenacious byes 
from competing. I'd be delighted ro 
see chem enter che Olympics under 
the byean banner, a criss-crossed 
pattern of forget-me-noes 
emblazoned on a gold field with an 
unscrung racquet in the lower left 
corner, and the quotation: ''nolo 
concendere ergo omnia vici." I 
heartily endorse their efforcs to pay 
endless tribute co human 
ineffeccualicy, but I do warn them 
never co compete among themselves. 

The more I learn about these 
byes, the more I like them. If I keep 
playing local tourneys, I'm bound to 
run into one of chem on rhe court. l 
hope so. 

-Peter Talbert 
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HThe new Prince J/R 25.,is the best racquet ever made 
for the junior player. And you can QllOte me on that!' Don Budge 

So we are. Because the Prince J/R 25 is the - - - ;.~::- - - - - - -.- - - - - my students. People play better with a Prince. 
first racquet actually designed for the junior player. / 

1 

.. _ · (~ At any level. 
The J/R 25 is two inches shorter than a ( J· c / ,-· --;:'J \ "And when you're teaching kids, that's a real 

re~lar Prince, and 1:oticeably lighter. So it's . . _ / J ·.JI: ·i advantage._They see themselves i11:proving 
quick and easy to swing. . 1 . fil:t .-· fast. Learning becomes less frustrating and 

But the J/R 25 has the ame sweet spot, 3 ½ \ ~ • • • · more fun. 
times the size of any ordinary racquet. For more '· • "l wish I had the advantage of a Prince 
solid shots. racquet when I was a competing pro. To me it 

And the same stability, so the racquet sweeps opened up a whole new world of tennis." 
cleanly through che ball. For more control. And on that statement you can't get 

And look who noticed. America's greatest Budge to move. 
living tennis player. The J/R 2 5 is two inches shorter and 

"The truth is, I recommend a Prince for all - - - - - - - - noticeably lighter than a regular Prince . 
• 8 proncc. 

Be the best you can be. 





A TOAST TO 
TRADITION 

~t~ 
THELASTGREAT AMERICAN 

TENNIS TOURNAMENT 

by S.L. Weingart 

le began as a series of ups and downs. First I-
95 sloped through Connecticut farmland 
dotted by mill towns each one wearing a 
Holiday Inn, much as a child might wear a 
plastic ring. As the interstate began its gra­
dual ascent inco Kingston, these mirror im­
ages gave way co the red brick facade of the 
University of Rhode Island. The names sug­
gested a medieval morality play, with Mystic 
co the south and Providence ahead, as I made 
my way co the Miller Hall of Fame Tennis 
Championships at Newport-the lase great 
tennis tournament in America. 

I began another long climb up the first of 
the two bridges chat lead co Newport. The 
route swung ease on to the Jamestown 
Bridge, descended, and, almost at once, 
came to the bridge over Narragansett Bay. 

From the bridge I could see Newport's 
wharf area, where buildings of weathered 
lumber repeat a New England salcbox archi­
tecture and life abounds: restaurants, sale 
water taffy, hotels and (continued) 
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''The winner at any pro tournament has not only demonstrated 
superlative skill but has survived inordinate punishment. '' 

ship chandlers, couriscs, residencs, miniature 
schnauzers, tennis players and sailors. The ferry had 
just left its slip for Block Island. 

Nearby, the Sheraton Islander Inn squats on tiny 
Goat Island like a saltbox Alcatraz. Most of the inn's 
guests seemed uninspired by the resort's rwo out­
door tennis courts and indifferent co the remarkable 
tournament in progress, but the inn was also filled 
with reporrers, like myself. who had come to New­
port co cover the cournamenc. 

Unlike those reporters, J would be scheduled to 

hit with one or rwo of the pros-perhaps Roscoe 
Tanner, or possibly Johan Kriek, who had bauled so 
ferociously against Borg in the 1980 U.S. Open 
semifinal. For a fortnight I had prepared for this 
occasion, running ac lease two miles a day under a 
sun that dripped butter down my chest, hitting with 
anybody who aspired to drive a tennis ball in my 
direction. I whined about che training to all those 
within earshot. 'Tm coo fat," I repeated to anyone 
who would listen. " obody is forceing you to go," 
they would answer. Bue I knew I would go, for, 
though I'm an amateur, cennis is more than a game 
co me, and che punishment I was sure co receive 
would not be too much co pay. 

Unless the amateur walks on court in excellent 
physical condition, the cennis professional will 
murder him. Each ball hit by a pro hurtles so flac it 
blurs, fast and low, so that che opponent muse bend 
and bend and bend his knees. A good amateur hies 
che ball ac around 40 miles per hour. Hit by a pro, 
each ball flies at around 75, creating a lightning piz­
zicaw of vibration. Shock and exhaustion grind che 
receiver who, in my case, comes replete with bour­
bon belly. 

Among others, Rod Laver, Owen Davidson and 
Colin Dibley have hit with me, or, more accurarely, 
punished my sweet body. Pu11isherl-chere lies rhe 
crux of the mauer, for few amateurs grasp the 
punishment chat pros inflict on each other. The win­
ner at an>' professional tennis tournament has nor 
only demonstrated superlative skill, but also surviv­
ed inordinate punishment. In faCL, each player un­
dergoes purgation: he or she is purged of the mun­
dane by pain and punishment, and che game 
becomes more than a game. J remembu Laver objec­
ting 10 players who tape themselves into a game, or 
warm up by fastening assorred brace~. :ice bandage~ 
and trusses. "If you've goc lO patch ;'Our elf cogether 
co hobble onto the courr," he said .. then \ ou 'n: nut 
at your best and so shouldn't be thtr .• .. Pla~ing 
against Owen Davidson in the ·'Legend of Tennis" 
at Sacramento chis year. Laver had pulied a rnu,de o 
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badly in his left arm chat he defaulted che match, yec 
he did not even mention the injury to his agent the 
next day over the telephone. Injury is not pan of 
cennis somehow. The game itself is Laver's true con­
cern, which sheds light on his induction into the 
Tennis Hall of Fame ac the 1 ewporc Casino. 

Johan Kriek checked in at the Harbor Treadway 
Inn with his wife Tish, as did Laver and his family 
five days lacer. The induction of Laver into the Hall 
of Fame was scheduled for the break between semi­
final matches. On che Stadium Court during the 
ceremony, Laver would stand near Jack Kramer and 
Don Budge, both over si.x feet call, so chat the 
Australian seemed slight, almost delicate by compa­
rison. In Brooks Brothers jackers, the three athletes 
resembled bankers on holiday. 

Among the three, Budge, the oldest, won the 
Grand Slam in the same year Laver was born. By 
modern standards, Budge's racquet had been primi­
tive, little more than a chunk of wood, without even 
a leather grip. He turned chat into a weapon of 
precision, pulling it into his backhand with the mo­
tion of a cavalier drawing a rapier. He, in 1938, and 
Laver, in 1962 and 1969, are among the four players 
ever to win the Grand Slam. (Mose persons will bet 
chat only two players have ever won the Grand Slam, 
yet they chauvinistically forget Maureen Connolly in 
1953 and Margaret Smith Court in 1970.) Ac age 65, 
Budge retains the flacfooced gait of che athlete. Dur­
ing a break in the Erik van Dillen-Johan Kriek match 
I entered his box to express my admiration for his 
Grand Slam. Like Newport itself, where he had once 
played, and so became pare of its ambiance, Budge 
displayed style-he chatted graciously, and I confess 
chat I asked for his autograph, almost expecting him 
co sign backhand. 

le seemed ironic that one of Budge's assets has tar­
nished the sheen of his game: so often is the truism 
about the brilliance of his backhand cited chat we 
forget a backhand cannot exist in isolation. Budge's 
backhand was brilliant because it was integrated 
with astute court sense and unusually flat passing 
shots. By current standards-according to which 
Laver became the first of the "tennis millionaires" 
and Borg, through tennis and refaced endorsements, 
earns $10 million per year-Budge earned relatively 
little from tennis. Even today only cop players make 
top money. Those men who climbed to che top 20 
will each earn over Sl00,000 from cournaments chis 
year. Bue figures begin a sharp decline at number 
30. A male ranked number 60, for example, will 
earn about a third of chat $100,000 figure, and muse 
pay all his expenses from chose earnings. Thus, most 



''This ambience exudes that particular entity called style­
a commingling of timeless elegance, quality and grace. '' 

of the young pros who played in che Miller Hall of 
Fame Tennis Championships did not register at the 
big resort hotels, but in motels in nearby Middle­
town, where the rates fie the travel budget of a player 
who is earning an average salary. The glamour of 
tennis seems a fiction to players who cour with a rank 
below_number 30. Like friars, they must budget with 
austenty. 

News reports can also be deceptive about earn­
ings. The UPI story about Newport, announced, 
"Second-seededJohan Kriek defeated Hank Pfister, 
3-6, 6-3, 7-5 today to win che $100,000 Miller Hall 
of Fame Tennis Championships." The $100,000 in 
prizes from the Miller Brewing Company, which has 
been noted for ics generous commicment to athletic 
excellence, denotes total prize money. Kriek earned 
$20,000 as the singles champion, while Hank Pfister 
won $10,000 for second place. With 32 players in 
the draw, the reward for most of them was relatively 
modest. 

On the grass of Newport Casino agile men struck 
over and over at tennis balls. Why, I found myself 
wondering as I watched, do chose players who rarely 
win first or second place devote themselves to the 
tennis rites? Not for the modest cash reward, not for 
glamour. Two days before checking in at the 
Islander, as part of my regimen I had hit in New 
Jersey ac the Lakewood Country Club. I smacked 
volleys onto the green clay court, where the thick 
humidity overwhelmed me. What I earned that 
afternoon was heat prostration, and rwo days lacer I 
still felt weaker than a mixed drink in a tourist crap. 
Mortals fall down from the heat, I learned. Yee at 
Newport the pros ran like bulls, ran and hie on a 
green anvil where the sun hammered. How do they? 
Why do they? Certainly not for the loser's purse. Re­
counting Erik van Dillen 's quarterfinal win over Tim 
Wilkison, the Providence Journal-Bulletin cited the 
temperature as '' 128 degrees on the grass surface at 
the start of play and 97 in the shade an hour later.'' 
The pros at Newport did not so much refuse the 
grace of heat prostration as they ignored its very pos­
siilicy, much as a young matador turns his back to 
the furious horns of the bull. 

The arena ac Newport Casino is grass-nurtured 
and rolled, ic glints like green fire. The stately am­
biance of the Casino, inseparable from the competi­
tion provides an elegant contrast to Flushing's Louis 
Armstong Stadium, where almost 20,000 spectators 
gather at the U.S. Open co breathe the fumes from 
the Grand Central Parkway, endure the howls of jets 
from LaGuardia Airport and suffer the brays from 
che vehicles on the Van Wyck Expressway. At 

Flushing the crowd is raucous, its manners as unruly 
as John McEnroe's hair. 

Within a mile or cwo of the Casino portals, to the 
ease along Bellevue Avenue, fabulous estates of 
Newport back up to Narragansett Bay. One estate, 
the Elms, extends over 11 prime acres, and both its 
gray facade and its stylized lawns, replete with 
French bronzes and Italian fountains, are patterned 
after the Chateau d 'Asnieres near Paris. A visitor of 
chjs tournament may find himself transported to the 
France of the Renaissance, or co Victorian England at 
the stucco Chaceau-sur-Mer, completed in 1852. At 
che Casino I was co see blue-blooded ladies in their 
long white dresses playing croquet on the grass. 

This ambiance exudes chat peculiar entity called 
style, a commingling of timeless elegance, quality, 
and grace. It is no accident that Newport has provid­
ed the site for such a stylish historic event as the 
America's Cup, as well as the Miller Hall of Fame 
Tennis Championships. What the Newport Casino 
calls to mind is Wimbledon, but without the stri­
dency of Wimbledon. Frequently we are reminded 
chat the Casino is the lase American site where cham­
pionship tennis is played on grass courts. 

Ac the Casino entrance I showed my media pass co 
the security guard. Not only would he remember me 
on subsequent days, but chis first time he smiled a 
greeting, adding chat he hoped I enjoyed the games. 

I entered through che south portal. A glance over 
my left sholder to che gilt hands of the prominent 
castellated clock confirmed that I needn' c rush to my 
seat. I turned north along a semicircular path that 
demarcated the croquet court. The path continued, 
bounded by the Hall of Fame itself. A not un­
pleasant sense of irrealicy there takes hold of the per­
ceptions-for one thing, all traffic sounds cease once 
the portal is crossed. A oew sonority arises from the 
shrubbery and the pansies which attract bees, who, 
like Gregorian monks in the afternoon, chant orare 
Jaborare to passersby. The entire Casino style prints 
itself upon sensibility, upon memory. And that style 
has scarcely changed since 1881 when Dickie Sears in 
his baggy flannels and searched shire won the first 
U.S. Open on the same grass courts. 

Then I approached the court area-on the left a 
series of courcs as bright as an Irish fiddlers' green, 
on the right the boxes that surround the Stadium 
Court, where the games for quarterfinals and up­
wards would be played. Finally, the north is bound­
ed by an executive area that includes the players' 
dressing rooms and the media section. The dressing 
rooms, rife with sweat and linament, carried the 
green and white colors of Volvo's Grand Prix circuit; 
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''Frequently we are reminded that is is the last Amen·can site 
where championship tennis is played on grass courts. '' 

ballboys ran about requesting their assignments for 
the day, throwing water ar each other, and replicat­
ing rhe Grand Prix colors with their green shorts, 
white hats and T-shirts. 

Another court area occupies an eastern pocket, 
between the executive area and rhe Stadium Court. 
These public couns were actually put co use by 
players throughout the tournament. This provided a 
curious juxtaposition co the semifinals. On a public 
court an old man and his wife played a sec. They 
wore tennis whites, his shorts a big longer than cur­
rent fashion dictates. Juxtaposed co the old man's fin 
de siecle look wa Lhe modernity of his racquet, the 
twin ro that used by van Dillen, the composite 
Prince "Woodie." On legs lambent and creamy 
white, rhe old couple held long rallies and approved 
each ocher's passing shots. Simultaneou ly, thirty 
yards to the south, Kriek rushed LO the net co punish 
one of van Dillen's ground strokes. 

The semifinal beLween Kriek and van Dillen was 
similarly juxraposmve-a clash between 
opposites-van Dillen slender and arisLOcracic, in a 
dance from foot LO foot as he awaited service, and 
Kriek bullish and angry on hi serve, ferocious in his 
rush ro the net. 

Van Dillen lost rhe semifinal in straight secs, bur 
the surprise wa that he had made it so far. The 
Miller Hall of Fame Tennis Championships was only 
hi second Grand Pri.x singles match of the rour year, 
yet with Brad Drewett of Australia he won rhe tour­
nament doubles championship. Occupied with both 
his MBA at San Franci co State and his wife's 
delivery of their first child, van Dillen did not 
resume rhe circuit until April. After his quarter­
finals win, he LOld a group of reporters rhar he had 
been using his Woodie for only three months, but 
added, "I love it." 

In any event, van Dillen played gallantly. He 
made some implausible gees and generously ap­
plauded the best of Kriek's shoemaking. 

Kriek played from a locus somewhere berween in­
tensity and anger, intensiLy generated as much by 
the quality of his opponent as from rhe uniqueness 
of grass. His anger was at the hear (hi blue outfit 
was swear-soaked), his own misrakes (low percentage 
of accurate fir r serves), and the umpire (although 
only Kriek had trouble with him). Frequently he 
muttered contempcuously co the linesmen, and once 
reacted to an adverse call by hammering his own 
right foot with his Rossignol R-40 .. Watching Don 
Budge at the moment, I Lhought how alien such an 
outburst would have been to him or to Laver or ro 
Big Bill Tilden, who had played on the Stadium 

Court in the thirties. Again, ir came as a matter of 
style. 

Characteristically, the Championships' officiating 
permitted no impropriety on court. The assumption 
at Newport Casino is chat gentleman is no super­
annuated term. Queues for admission and food were 
orderly, stewards were polite, and not a single shirt­
less person was beheld all week. Of the ambiance, 
one reporter noted, "This is the only tournament 
where you can expect the pros to bring their sweet­
hearrs.'' Kriek came in on his bye day co watch some 
hitting. He scrolled around, holding hands with is 
wife. Somebody said he had seen Tom and Julie 
Gulliksen in a shop on the wharfs, helping daughter 
Petra pick our a fudge flavor. 

During the match in which Wiccus-Highcower 
upset Pfister-Amaya, a long-legged blonde turned co 
a man the color of chocolate co share some of her rac­
quet wisdom. They chatted together. then both re­
turned their attention to the match. le had been 
Anand Armitraj to whom she had spoken, and the 
point of this digression is chat at Newport Casino the 
players mingle with rhe fans. The participants are 
amused, ready ro char, and chis warmth shapes the 
Newport style. 

The ambiance of Newport deceives the 
memory-although this doubles march between the 
Wittus and Pfister reams occured a clay earlier, it 
scood in contrast to both the baseline game of the 
old couple and the semifinal between Kriek and van 
Dillen. I had never seen Victor Amaya in person. 
and I am invariably surprised when one of those tiny 
figures from the TV screen materializes at six foot 
seven. Wiuus and Hightower seemed as young as 
those ten year olds with whom I played scickball on 
macadam avenues lined by railroad flats so long ago. 
From chose flats I recall the ubiquitous aroma of cab­
bage, as the Polish women from the neighborhood 
prepared endless pots of hrdupchas or sometimes 
boiled iL with many potatoes and scanty corned beef. 
I then found myself cheerfully transported co the ap­
petizing aroma of boiled frankfrucers from rhe 
Casino food counters. 

The Winus ream seemed frail compared co rhe 
Pfister combination. Hulking Victor Amaya surpris­
ed the audience with a reversal of stereotype: he 
played a game based not on power but on couch. 
and functioned as playmaker for rhe team. Pfister at 
one point tried ro bait che umpire. The outburst cost 
him his concentration. and when play resumed the 
big men fell co rhe mall. This again proves that 
anger can be dangerous on the courts. Ken Rosewall 
has spoken of having learned to control his own ouc-

The timeless style of the Newport Casino. 

RACQUETQUARTERLY I 35 



''At the Casino I was to see blue-blooded ladies in their long 
white dresses playing croquet on the grass. '' 

bursts; they had invariably resulted in points for his 
opponents. 

Although a spectator dubbed the Wittus team 
''the giant killers,'' that partnership later would lose 
to Billy Martin and Kevin Curren in the doubles 
semifinal, 6-2, 6-4. This day the Wittus team made 
few errors, yet after the game they were uncertain 
exactly how they had managed the upset. They were 
slow to shower, as though the hot spray might some­
how wash away some residue of victory. On the 
uncomfortably loud radio in the dressing room, 
Johnny Cash proclaimed that he walked the line. 

Moving through the dressing room, I noticed that 
most of the touring pros use quite ordinary racquets: 
conventional-sized woods that cost no more than 
S65. Kriek-won the championship with an R-40 that 
sells for under $100. For that matter, Borg's Donnay 
Pro cosrs $79.95. while Dunlop Maxply Fort-used 
by Rod Laver, Owen Davidson and John 
McEnroe-costs S4 7. What the pro spends his 
money on is the "tuning" of his equipment, which 
involves both owning a case that provides efficient 
protection for several racquets and attending to the 
complex craft of stringing. Some day somebody will 
explain types, tensions and patterns of stringing. so 
chat I may grasp why. for example, Laver's racquet is 
strung at 58-62 pounds, depending upon the situa­
tion, while McEnroe has the same racquet always 
strung at an exact 49 pounds. 

What I knew when I walked on co the court to hit 
with Kriek was that he was in for trouble-my 
Wilson Ultra lists for S200, so I could expect to hit 
twice as well as he. Phenotypically, at age 23 Kriek 
seems to combine the attributes of two players: his 
head, which resembles Roscoe Tanner's. is joined co 
what looks like the wrso of Jimmy Connors. Kriek is 
chunkier than Connors, and so much more muscular 
that his knees are almost hidden by the thrusting 
muscles of his thighs. This musculature conspires 
with sharp reflexes co make his serve far bigger than 
his five foot eight inch frame would suggest. His 
short service coss is much like Tanner's motion. 
Righthanded, with a conventional backhand, he 
resembles Connors in borh intensity and quickness. 

His grasp of the game is embodied in a single 
word, ATTACK! And his quickness permits him co 
rranslace chat word into a viable strategy during each 
march, based on the serve and volley tactic. But 
when Kriek speaks of Bjorn Borg, it is ironic rhat he 
expresses admiration because the Swede can shift 
from one game tactic co another, as a situation dic­
tates. Said Kriek. "You've go to do something spec­
tacular to beat Borg.'' 
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I was not about co admit that the Kriek's power 
intimidated me. "My racquet cost twice as much as 
yours. Bue don't be afraid," I said, "I won't make 
you look coo bad." For some reason, he seemed 
bemused. 

'Tm not fussy about my racquets or my string­
ing," said Kriek. "I chink the fussier you get, the 
more chances there are for jinks.'' (Derived from a 
Germanic root that appears in both Old English and 
the Afrikaans of Kriek's native South Africa, Jinks 
means' 'unexpected trouble.'') 

As we began co hie, I discoverd that grass holds 
jinks. For one thing, I soon lose faith in my own trac­
tion. More disconcerting, the balls tended to skid 
sharply, unpredictably. To hit with precision on 
grass struck me much like crying to ear linguine with 
a knife. Yet with some astonishment I learned chat 
the pros do sustain precision. 

On the court it was remarkable how Kriek ran 
down everything, ran and ran. His speed gives him 
confidence. "I beat McEnroe once lase year, and he 
beat me five or six times. McEnroe I like to play 
because I think we play che same kind of game.'' 

Unlike McEnroe, I held the baseline. I slammed a 
passing shot beyond Kriek, who held the net. But 
even as I hit he did not so much chase as, instead, 
materialize in front of the ball, poised to strike. 

I mean no disrespect when I suggest Kriek will not 
become another Laver or Borg. Though quicker 
afoot than che young Laver or even the Borg of to­
day, Kriek lacks Laver's precision in his strokes. But 
even that is not the reason for my suggestion. 
Rather, the reason is temperamental, or perhaps bas­
ed on temperament tinged with mysticism. The 
great player enters a match convinced he is che best, 
and leaves baffled and angry with himself if he does 
not win. When I asked Kriek, "When do you expect 
co become ranked number one?" his answer was, "I 
don't know-if it is going co happen, it will hap­
pen." I remembered the trip up, and thought of 
Mystic and Providence again-it may be cha_c great 
players may be mystic, the others may trust tn pro­
vidence. 

We left the court at the blaze of noon, the grass 
glinting. A group of spectators had gathered to 
watch us hit, and a couple of chem applau?ed. One 
of chem shouted, "Good show." Clearly, 1 t was not 
the caliber of my performance char won approval. 
Rather, the approval was a matter of politeness, a 
form consistent with the tradition of the Newport 

Casino. 
It was a matter of style, the style of the last great 

tennis tournament in America. 



PROFILES 

''IF YOU CAN MEET 
WITH TRIUMPH AND DISASTER 

AND TREAT THOSE TWO IMPOSTERS 
JUST THE SAME.'' 

-Rudyard Kipling 

The U.S. Open 

photographs by jay B. Siegel 
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Chnj Lewis 
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Bellina Bunge 
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SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST 
A RACQUET BESTIARY 

by David McCarty 

drawings by Andrzej Dudzinski 

T 
o most observers, tennis stands out as a gentlemanly game played on the 
manicured courts of sedate country clubs and luxurious racquet resorts. Yee 
the game's overseers carefully cultivate chis veneer of courtesy and urbanity co 
conceal the spore's true nature. In face, tennis is a game of mental and 

physical survival, a struggle for self-preservation, graced and plagued by more odd 
types than any spore chis side of Saturday Night Wrestling. And to assist the uniciaced 
in the identification of these mutant species, a tennis bestiary detailing the creatures' 
salient outward traits, as well as their habitats, mating calls and common behavior 
patterns, is presented for close scrutiny. Your very survival may depend on instant 
recognition of these dangerous types the moment they appear on the court. 

HACKER (inepticus performitor) 

T he most common of tennis 
creatures, Hackers range, in most 

cases uncontrollably, from Greenland to 

Tierra del Fu ego. They are said to be 
equally abundant in the Eastern 
Hemisphere. Easily recognized by its 
plaid Bermuda shores, warped racquet, 
black nylon knee hose and magenta T­
shirc, inepticus can usually be found 
engaging in its favorite activity, 
extricating balls from the net. On the 
full moon, inepticus can be heard 
howling arcane mystical incantations in 
tribute to its deity, Bud Collins. Careful 
listeners will also detect the Hacker's 
characteristic distress call, "Zacgood?" 
Hackers come in innumerable 
subspecies, including the Happy 
Hacker, the Overdressed Hacker, and a 
wild Northern tribe, the Green Bay Hackers. 
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RABBIT (returnicus infinitz) 

T he Rabbit has ascended the 
evolutionary challenge ladder to 

the point that it often reaches the 
upper rounds of major tournaments and 
celebrity pro-am events. The astonishing 
result of an unholy recombinant DNA 
experiment which fused the body of a 
jackrabbit with the instincts of a 
duckhound and the shameless guile of 
Bobby Riggs, retumicus will chase down 
and return any ball on any continent. 
This species should not be confused 
with The Dinker (returnicus enragium), 
also a universal scourge of club 
rournamencs, which bases ics game on 
the gravity serve and the nee cord, and 
is betrayed by its ubiquitous macing 
signal, ''Tennisanyone?'' 

POACHER 

0 fall tennis court inhabitants, the 
Poacher exhibits a singular 

disregard for rerri coriali cy. Recognized 
on five cominenrs by its raucous 
warning cry, "MI E!" intercept11m 

(interceptum shoticus) 

will viciously trample partners, officials, 
spectators and photographer co poach a 
shoe. Although mo c commonly found 
playing doubles, Poachers, panicularly 
rabid ones, have been known co choo e 
singles for the perver e plea ure of 
poaching their own shots. Excited 
poachers have been observed in\'ading 
neighboring courrs co dust off vollq 
during lulls in their own set . o caution 
should be exercised whenever a poacher 
is nearby. As a rule, one hould 
approach intercept,un only afttr ch<.: 
scavenger has consumed a full mc:al 
and, needless to say. this beat sh,iul<l 
never be hand-fed. 
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(courtopithecus dominatz) 

H ighly visible, adorned with a 
sweeping mane and matching bags 

by Ellesse, Pros collect only at the 
poshest watering holes. Usually 
surrounded by a gaggle of admiring 
Hackers and trailing a bevy of £littering 
tennis birds (tennis courtesam), this 
species releases the endless growl, 
''Wanna few pointers?'' Observers have 
noted that a true Pro will never appear 
on court without a collection of open­
throat graphite racquets, with a 
combined value greater than the GNP 
of almost any developing nation. The 
principal predator of courtopithecus, 
the Tennis Elbow (excruciatus 
backhandius), can invariably be sighted 
lurking in the shadows at courtside. 

UMPIRE ( doczfecus officium) 

0 nee a proud and flourishing 
species, the Umpire is now nearing 

extinction, owing to the unchecked 
spread of its arch-predator, the Poor 
Sport (nastasius mcenroeium). 
Consequently, doctiecus is faintly heard 
from its tournament perch as it hoots 
the distinctive cry, "Play twooo, play 
twooo." Umpires can also be identified 
by the peculiarly abrupt maneuvers they 
perform when dodging tennis balls fired 
by enraged tournament competitors. 
Echoing the Sermon on the Mount, a 
noted 16th Century sportswriter 
declared: ''Blessed are the peacemakers, 
for they will inherit the earth.'' This 
wisdom notwithstanding, the Umpire 
might well retort char when it comes co 
overruling a linesman at march point, 
''To see or nor co see, chat is the 
quesc10n. '' 

RACQUET QUARTERLY I 49 



CouRT HoG 

H eralded by its distinctive reedy call, 
''Just one more game,'' usurpico 

instinctively delays anything short of 
Davis Cup events to finish grudge 
matches with C players. After its game, 
however, the Court Hog will ordinarily 
spend 15 minutes toweling off racquet 
handles, removing sweatbands and 
finishing an electrolyte-enhanced 
lemonade solution while initiating 
mating rituals with girls playing on the 
next court. The heavy cobwebs on those 
individuals waiting for usmpico to 

abandon the court are not uncommon, 
but should be distinguished from those 
that form on opponents of the Lob 
Goblin (moonballum insujferablz) with 
its throaty, distracting cal I, "That must 
be the Goodyear blimp!" 

( usurpico yourcourtz) 

SERVER (cannonba/lium doublefaulticus) 

M ost Servers would have been 
classified as NBA fonvards but for 

their hopeless inability to control any 
ball below knee-level. These tall, 
slender creatures are practitioners of a 
non-Euclidean religion which dictates 
rhar the shorce t distance from che 
baseline co the service box is a flat 
serve, thus limiting cannonba!litt1J1 ·s 
first-serve percentage ro a mere . 117 
average. lts cunning survival cry, "Let," 
is recognized by tennis biologists 
worldwide. But beware. Allow a Server 
co reson co this tactic and you 'II sec: 
more aces than a crooked poker game. 
Cursed to spend its entire life: without 
bending its knees, ccmnonballium mo t 
frequently falls victim to a single: 
predator: the widely-feared Dmp Shot 
(subterrcmi11s ret11mit11m;. 
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THE BANDEAU 
AND 

HEEYESHADE 
THE TRIBULATIONS AND TRIUMPHS OF SUZANNE LENGLEN 

by TedTinling· 

For the high-life seekers of 
the '20s, whether they were 
kings or commoners, the 
French Riviera provided a 
wonderful and apparencly 
unending honeymoon. The 

'--'--_..__ ___ ~.L:::____:__J sheer physical beauty of that 
magic coastline, beginning at Cannes and ending 
forty miles co the ease ac the Italian frontier, has 
never failed to case an extraordinary, magnetic spell. 

Two thousand years ago rhe Romans apcly named 
this scrip the Azure Coast, and they called the bay 
that frames the proud city of Nice the Bay of Angels. 
Today's playground resorts of Cannes, Nice. 
Monaco, Monte Carlo, and Menton still shimmer at 
rhe base of the Maritime Alps like glittering jewels of 
the hot haze of the day or the particularly incense 
blue of Mediterranean nights. 

Along che countless promontories and inlets of 
this coastline, dark cypresses and parasol pines blend 
almost imperceptibly into the edges of the royal blue 
water. In places, cowering cliffs rise directly out of 
the sea co a height of over 3,000 feet, giving che 
whole seaboard a natural shield against che rain 
clouds that come traditionally from the north. 

The parched lower levels of these cliffs are covered 
with an effusion of drab olive and locust trees. The 
English. more accustomed LO fresh northern 
greenery, are ofren disappointed at their first sight of 
the Riviera, but it does not cake long before its 
muted tapestry captures everyone with· its own par­
ticular beauty. 

Behind Nice is a stark hillside. Scorched by cen­
turies of burning sun LO a bald and arid dome, ic 
gave Mussorgsky the inspiration for his famous or­
chestral piece Night on Bald Mountain. 

Further along rhe coast the olives and cypresses 
shade into a more lush and exotic mixture. Tall dare­
palms tangle with acres of wild figs. Aloes and prick• 
ly pear make protective hedges around profusions of 
tuberoses, freesias, and mimosa. From first spring 
through late summer the scents of blossom and over­
ripe fruit mingle to give off a heady fragrance that is 
the essence of Provence. 

Queen Victoria, seeking refuge from the London 
fogs, was the first of the European monarchs co 
journey by horse carriage co chis "fragrant haven," 
as she described it in her private letters. Although 
invariably surrounded by her German relatives and 
her court ladies, a hose of foreign ambassadors, aruc­
ious co report her every innovative movement to 
their own masters, closely followed her royal progress 
to the sunshine. 

With Queen Victoria's presence acting like a mag­
net co the ocher royal courts of Europe, elaborate 
places and villas were built in el<otically !;,.id-out gar­
dens. Eventually there was hardly a crowned head 
nor a royal courtier who did not spend his winter and 
spring days established in this sybaritic paradise. 

Queen Victoria's middle and old age was the hey­
day of such French masters as Mistral. Cezanne. and 
van Gogh. Misual gives a wonderfully impressionist 
word picture of Provence. The shimmering light of 
southern France inspired Cezanne and van Gogh to 
change the whole course of modern painting. 

Lawn Tennis cook ics grasp of England in that 
same era, but the rich English found their garden 
lawns survived only a few summer months. They 
were deprived of their novel pastime by the cold and 
wet of the English winters. Although there were pro­
bably more indoor facilities in London then than 
there arc today. they succumbed readily to the 
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'' Suzanne Leng/en was the 
Queen of Art-Deco. " 

pleasanter prospect of chasing tennis balls under 
Mediterranean skies. 

The first tennis couns in France were accordingly 
laid out by the English in the 1880s, amid the 
eucalyptus trees, che palms, and the flower beds of 
the Beau Site Hotel in Cannes. The name was appro­
priate because the beautiful gardens and the tennis 
courts remained there, unchanged for sixry years, 
from the days of the Renshaws, tennis's earliest 
idols, until World War II. 

From the 1880s on there was an annual migration 
to the South of France of tennis players from Amer­
ica and almost every country in Europe. Every 
famous name in the game's history is inscribed 
somewhere on the rolls of honor of the clubs chat 
scill survive there. The records show chat on the old 
Monaco couns the Doherty Brothers won many early 
championships, and in Nice, there are still records, 
salvaged from the old club, of the first Central Euro­
pean masters of the game. 

The settings were all extraordinarily beautiful 
because the: courts everywhere were sited in a natural 
milieu of palms, oleanders, frangipanis, and 
mimosa, with the ubiquitous bougainvillea often 
climbing up the backstops. The surroundings were 
as typical of Provence as the gum-tree creeks are of 
Australia and the bayous of old colonial American 
plantations. 

In the early part of this century palatial hotels, the 
first in Europe to include three-or four-hundred 
rooms. were built in strategic view-points in all the 
main Riviera centers. These were invariably cram­
med from Christmas through Easter with the com­
plete Alma11ach de Got ha. 

Also in those early days, Monaco, the tiny inde­
pendent enclave in southern France now hereditarily 
nilcd by Prince Rainier and Princess Grace, saw the 
commercial possibilities of organized gambling. The 
gilded enthusiasts were already there and searching 
for additional excitements. 

Eventually, with the aid of Francois Blanc, who 
had already made Hamburg the gambling center of 
northern Europe. an ornate Casino was built on the 
rocky plateau neighboring Monaco. This plateau was 
dedicated with great ceremony on June 1, 1866, by 
the reigning prince Charles Ill, and given the name 
Monte Carlo. 

In turn, Cannes and Nice decided that if they did 
not follow suit they would be losing out. So. piece 
liy piece. this whole coastline was linked into the 

Rcpramcd from Love and faults b)' Ted Tinling and Rod 
H~n_iphries. © 1979 br Ted Tinlsng and Rod Humphries. By per• 
m15~1on of Crown Publisher~. Inc. 

Suzanne Leng/en was the empress of tennis dun·ng the 1920's. 
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''Suzanne's matches were invariably concluded in forty-fi:ve 
minutes, and everyone would then head for the hotel bars. '' 

most luxurious and cosmopolitan playground ever 
recorded in history. 

And it was there. on che coastline, surrounded by 
beauty and immersed in the crazy luxury-age of jazz 
and the Charleston, that I spent my formative years. 

Probably the first tennis story 
I ever heard derived from my 
mother, reading in the news­
paper, thar Papa Lenglen 
had refused to bring Suzanne 
to Eastbourne because he was 
not satisfied with the cerms 

offered. In tennis, the word "terms" had a horren­
dous significance in chose amateur days. 

After the Armistice of World War I my parencs 
took my two brothers and me on a tour of the 
Flanders battlefields. "Glory" had been the feeling 
of millions of young bloods, who went, cheering, ro 
their death for King and Country before 1918. My 
parents were intent on impressing us that there was 
no glory in war. 

Later we settled for awhile in Switzerla"nd in an ef­
fort to resolve my chesr problem. But my breathing 
never came to terms with cold air and it was rhen 
decided we should experiment wich the winter sun­
shine of the Sou ch of France. 

First we migrated en favulle to one of the palatial 
hotels in Cimiez, behind Nice. Then. when my 
father's postwar finances showed signs of failing, we 
were forced to separate, my mother renting an apart­
ment where I lived with her until a few months be­
fore her death. 

In those teenage years I found it difficult to know 
what to believe: difficult to know right from wrong. 
My father was a God-fearing Victorian, che son of a 
clergyman and a ·sraunch believer in the ''Yen­
gean~e-of-Hea_vcn" gospel. My mother was a pro­
gressive freethrnker, always exploring the most newly 
conceived cults. In her youth she had been an ardent 
follower of Madame Blavatsky and Annie Besant, 
and later, of Rudolf Steiner. 

_Meanwhile our friends, the English and American 
!mured classes. rook off on che wild joyride of che 
20s. The world turned upside down. and many of 

the sacred beliefs we were caught at my Catholic day 
school were tossed recklessly to the wind by the 
grownups. 

Adol~s~enc_e hit me just when Hollywood scenes 
were sptllrng mro everyday life. The rich and famous 
were finding, on the undrenched Mediterranean 
whatever stimulus they needed to recover from ch~ 
hangovers of war. 
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Suddenly saxophones, cocktails, and shiny silk­
stockinged legs became the new religion. Cole Porter 
and the Model T Ford were the new high-pnests. 
Josephine Baker and Misringuett became Queens of 
Paris overnight. 

Then, of course, there was Tennis. 
By the '20s the earlier aristocratic game had al­

ready taken its first downward seeps coward being 
the plaything of the well-co-do middle classes. Bur 
from Christmas through Easter, the Riviera re­
mained the in place for che scars and all the rich who 
surrounded chem. 

Tennis, dancing, and gambling were rhe catalysts 
of rhe high-fashion winter calendar, and Suzanne 
Lenglen, the unquestioned Queen of Art Deco, was 
the Pied Piper who had only to appeas on a peal of 
laughter co have crowds flocking co see her play ten­
nis between the cocktail hour and the che-dansants. 

"Prime time" for Suzanne's marches was always 
arranged co coincide with these rituals. Her matches 
were invariably concluded in forty-five minutes and 
everyone would rhen head for the hotel bars only to 
reappear at 4 p. m., re beautified and regarbed for tea 
and dancing ar the casinos. After char the women 
would ride back co their hotels for a Mah-Jongg ses­
sion while the men gambled until it was rime to 

change co cheir white-vested tuxedos for the gala 
dinners. 

Every nationality and every type of person me~ up 
at rhe casinos. There were kings, famous financiers, 
demimondaines with their lovers, crooks, Hollywood 
silent scars, and rhe aristocracy of half-a-dozen coun­
tries, all mixed in with the old crones who needed 
rwelve hours of daily good luck ar the rabies for the 
price of their hotel bills. 

Many of the elegant women preferred ro show off 
their Paris creations and their jewels while dancing 
rather rhan standing behind their husbands or lovers 
in the gaming rooms. 

At rhe back rabies round the dance floors, the 
good-looking professional gigolos sac alone, perus­
ing the scene with unfailing instinct. For them, pro­
tocol involved the ultimate in formality, bowing low 
to the husband of any obviously married couple and 
saying, "May I have permission co invite Madame to 
dance?'' 

Following the nightly gala dinners, there would 
often be fireworks displays to amuse the bejeweled 
women while some of the richest men in the world 
puffed at their cigars. A second migration to the 
gaming cables would rake place about 11 :_30, w~en 
millions of francs would change hands until sunrise. 
Then the whole round would begin again with mid-



''Suzanne generated excitement and electn.city. She had a 
special joy and abandon just from hitting the ball. '' 

morning champagne and Suzanne's daily march. 

As some boys collect photo­
gaphs of film scars. or nowa­
days rock idols, 1 would 
adorn my bedroom wall with 
pictures of tennis greats. Ac­
tually living in the same city, 

1.-o:._....._ ___ ..:.....:.,c:_____Jplaying the same tennis club 
as the Empress herself, was very heady sruff in my 
teens. 

Even now l can sense the excitement and electrici­
ty Suzanne generated in me the first time I saw her 
play. She had a special joy and abandon just from 
hiccing the ball, with her perfect coordination mak­
ing the opportunity for her bailee leaps and a projec­
tion that suggested complete sexual fulfillment from 
her own flowing movements. 

At the time 1 was one of the youngest rookies of 
the club and I was soon co sympathize with the slaves 
of ancient Egypt for whom a mere glimpse of Cleo­
patra became a compulsive and rewarding ritual. 

Destiny finally put it all together in '24. Lenglen 
was ready and waiting to make her entrance co the 
center coun. But no one had thought to arrange an 
umpire ahead of time. 

January 4 was the moment of confrontation when 
l was unsuspectingly recruited as a tennis umpire, 
five months before my fourteenth birthday. I was 
well and truly baptized by fire, as my first-ever ex­
perience of officiating in tennis was to call a match 
for the Incomparable Lenglen herself. I was co earn 
my living in tennis administration on rhe Riviera for 
the following eight years. 

On that fateful day I was just standing around 
hoping for a single glance from Suzanne as she pass­
ed through rhe exotic, flower-lined setting of the 
Nice club, when a voice said. "Have you ever called 
amacch?" 

I felt an immediate electric tremor as I spun round 
to find myself face-co-face with the Empress herself. 
I had hardly noticed the speaker had been Mrs. 
Wollaston Richards, rhe well-meaning but ineffec­
tual British director of the tournament. 

"I have never umpired," I told Mrs. Richards, my 
gaze still riveted on Suzanne. Before I could say 
another word, Mrs. Richards asked Suzanne. 
"Would you mind this young man calling your 
match?" 

Awaiting her reply, I somehow knew the years 
ahead would be affected. At that moment I was 
already convinced that if Suzanne rejected me the 
whole course of my future would be different. 

Instead, Suzanne flashed a radiant smile and said, 
"Mais avec plaisir, I would be delighted!" This had 
to be on a Thursday because funny things. like being 
born, always happen to me on Thursdays. 

Thereafter I was incorporated straightaway into 
Suzanne's close encourage, which consisted of Papa 
and Mama Lenglen backed by the handsome escorts 
with whom Suzanne invariably made her entrances, 
and most often on a contrived peal of laughter. 

The escorts were dismissed co front-row seats in 
the stands for the duration of the match while Papa 
and Mama Lenglen sac on a court-side bench 
beneath the umpire's chair. On Mama's lap, perch­
ed rather belligerently on a rug, was her pet Belgian 
Griffon, Gyp. 

As Suzanne removed her luxurious winter coat, 
revealing a brilliantly colored cardigan over a white 
silk pleated dress, I scood hypnotized until 1 realized 
I should already be climbing the steps of the um­
pire's chair. Suzanne's opponent of che day was 
quite capable of rallying with her. but. like me, was 
overawed by the occasion. 

Naturally, l had never before experienced any 
situation like this. Papa and Mama Lenglen chat­
tered incessantly on the bench below me. At that age 
I spoke better French than English and my thoughts 
wandered repeatedly as 1 overheard, fascin:ued, their 
running commentary on Suzanne's every move­
ment. 

"She's not arching her back on her serve coday," 
from Papa Lenglen. 

'' I liked last year's cardigans without sleeves much 
better," from Mama. 

With Gyp yapping with every rising intonation of 
the Lenglens' voices, it was probably excusable chat I 
became distracted. 

The match had scarred when I realized I had not 
marked the umpire's blank and did nor remember 
the score. Now, more chan fifty years lacer, I still 
recall the stage fright and apprehension I felt, with 
beads of frozen perspiration falling inside my shire. 

Fortunately, the club's head ball-boy, Victor. who 
was also the friendly assistant pro, had been keeping 
an eye on the whole proceedings. Realizing my pro­
blem, he maneuvered himself beside my chair. This 
gave me the chance co ask his help. He prompted 
me, and I was saved. 

Suzanne was very friendly after the match and in-· 
traduced me to her parents with the customary 
French formality of rhc era. 

The next day Mrs. Richards told me Papa Lcnglen 
had suggested that I call all Suzanne's marches. The 
organizers, accustomed to being scared to death by 
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''If he could not win the main prize, Papa Leng/en thought 
it practical to conserve his energies and give up the fight. '' 

Suzanne's tantrums, were greatly relieved at this 
prospect. 

There is always one lad in every stable who, by 
some unaccountable bond of telepathic sympathy, 
can hold the bridle of the star in peace and calm. 

For two teenage years 1 was that "srableboy" to 

the greatest tennis star ever known. 

From 1919 co 1926, Europe, 
as well as che Lotusland of 
the Riviera, belonged co 
Lenglen. She was che South­
ern Empress, as unique 
herself as rhe capital cities of 
Europe and che sun-drench­

ed coastline over which she reigned supreme. 
Somehow her scar personality and the stage color­

ings of the settings combined to make her marches 
into gala appearance . Rich hostesses might have 
Laken a pany of guests to see Pavlova dance rhe pre­
vious night in Monte Carlo; they may have been ro 
hear Galli-Curci in Canne . or on an extravagant 
spending spree at Chanel's, bur everybody would 
hc:ad for the midday tennis to see Suzanne play. She 
was the ultimate "diva'' of spons, and she contrived 
to bring a taste of highly sophisticated cheater to a 
world previously centered only on a leisurely 
pa~umc:. 

Suzanne: wa born at Compiegne, in nonhern 
hante. on May 24, I 899. Papa Lenglcn had been a 
pioneer rating bityclist during rhe sudden Victorian 
foscinar ion for \ptc:d, when ice-skating and bicycling 
fir\r ruarlc: po\~iblt-for tvcrybody the excitement of 
fa,r i11dc:prndc-nt move111c11t without the aid and ex-
1,rnw of a hor\c. 

S,x-day l>i1 yde ra <:~ became a major :lllranion of 
tlir 'H(h :111d ''JO,. and tht· competitors. orning for 
rlie 1110,1 part fro111 :i proletarian b:ickground, were 
1,11,b•,io11ak They wtrt· nor hyporri1ic1lly shy like 
rlu- ,:c·111 lrnH:n ,pu11,1111..·n. bur proud of their 
1111J1wy111:iki11,: :ipr i1 uck. 

S,, l'apa l.rngkn gent'r:itnl c.uly nn a fixed and 
u11l,rc·:,k:rhlr h:1hit of going after the m:1i11 prize. On 
tlu 1,rlwr h:111<I, if Irr ro11ld not win. he chnughc ic 
1111111 pr.111icd to 11u1,t'l\'t: hi, cnergi<'~ h) giving up 
rlw !11:111. 

1,, 1111' hrn, h l.111i:u:1,:r. 1u ~:iw 11p i~ 11.i ":1b:1n­
,l1111," ·r fr<' Inv 11111r, i11 ~111.1nnc··~ l1fr when her 
, v, 11111:d vi11<Hy 111','>' l1.1v1· ht'l'll 111 qut·s1i1,11 fr1Hll 

wl1:i1, \II I I ir, 11111',(.(!ll (", P.1p:1 f c-nr,l1·11. r10rn \'t'.1r, of 
f"·" 11, .d hn1111 l0,:11 .111.I 1111i11l1ihi1C'd In .Ill\ 11ppc-r-
' ,~~~ ·,1,11111111: 111,li-, w1111ld 1,1111111.llhl 111~ d.111glHt'r. 

1111111 rlu·, 111111•,11!<-111 tlir ,1.11111,. ••. \/•.:1;,1~>-•:,;,·. •• 

11M 1_111111tlll\ll ll'l:IY I'" 

The introduction of this attitude to the Edwardian 
code of ethics, which was still law to many of 
Suzanne's opponents, gave her critics a head start for 
the repeated accusations of quitter char she endured 
to che biccer end of her amateur career. 

From Suzanne's earliest childhood Papa Lenglen 
was determined ro find, in his only offspring, che 
world supremacy that eluded his own performances. 
ln Suzanne, destiny gave him the material co fulfill 
chis ambition to the ultimate degree. From 
Suzanne's nursery days, the only question in Papa 
Lenglen's mind was at which spore she could excell 
the mosr easily. 

As a growing child, Suzanne's naruraJ efferves­
cence and grace were such chat when the Lenglens 
moved to the Riviera, strollers on the Promenade des 
Anglais, the seafront of Nice, would stop co admire 
her as she tossed and caught her roy diabolo on a 
string. Her capacity to entrance an audience, even at 
the age of eight or nine, was such that the visitors 
would inquire of the Lenglens whac rime Suzanne 
was likely to be ch ere the next day. 

In the cone ext of women· s 
ren nis, transatlantic traffic 
had been one-way since the 
beginning. Several American 
ladies had cried their luck ac 
Wimbledon, May Sutton 

..... ------'--=---' wirh pectacular success in 
1905 and 1907, but no European woman of stand­
ing, other than Molla ?-.lallory. had ever challenged 
an r\meric:rn on her home oil. 

oon afcer Suzanne· fir t \Xlimbledon win '19. 
·he received a leuer from '\' alli Merrihew. asking 
when ·he: w:1s coming to the United States. ··1 have 
no pbns for doing ·o. • • she replied . .. b,m111sr1 my 
t,·1111is JS 011/y ., />.1sti111,•. • • 

Suzanne's close friend Pierre Albarran has 
written-in his memoirs of :t marked ch:rnge in 
Suzanne's characrcr that seemed to occur after her 
sernnd \v'imbledon win in '20 when she was wor­
shipped by British men and hailed bv British women 
at their libcr:uing heroine. • 

lfrr :1llitude (en:1inl~· :1ppe:1rs to have somcrsaulc­
ed dc1m:uic:1lly .ts. fnm then on. her "pastime" 
he\arnc :tr mpulsiL)n. _uddenly she was determined 
~)O :in t\meric:111 ,·isir 10 (onquer the ew World as 
::lw lud nnw \",Hh.jUt·red the Old. 

The \ll pMtunity cmw in the.· bte summer of '21. 
"hc.'n :\nrw MM~.tn. wlh>~e father had lxen one of 
cht' pi,,111..·c.·~ 1)f :\nwri\·.1n tt·nnis. invired Suzanne co 
pl.1\· .1 ~ccic.·~ 1)f nhibi1i~)n g.1mes in the States for the 



''After a shaky start Suzanne began coughing conspicuously. 
She was mentally and physically unfit for Mo/la's onslaught.'' 

benefit of French areas lhac had been devastated by 
World War I. 

The proposed trip, and Suzanne's determination 
lo accept che Morgan invitation, led co the fiercest of 
disagreements within the Lenglen household. Papa 
Lenglen had always refused co go on any long boar 
journey and one great objection was that Suzanne 
would be separated from Papa on an important occa­
sion for che first cime in her life. 

Tennis policies then played, for once, inco 
Suzanne's hands. 

For che previous seven years the all-European In­
rernarional Federation had been frantically wooing 
rhe American tennis adminiscracors co join with 
chem. They wanted to consolidate a rruly world­
powerful organization, but for reasons of their own, 
rhe Americans were srill refusing to play ball. 

In '2 I the French felt char the participation of 
their very own Suzanne in the forthcoming 
American national championships could greatly im­
prove their chances of success. Bue Papa Lenglen 
adamantly refused co agree co Suzanne's participa­
tion on che grounds chat she was not being prepared. 
He had acted on chis belief when he refused to let 
her participate at Wimbledon before World War I. 
Jn his view. exhibitions were a different matter. 

There was also a reason the American authorities 
wanted Suzanne in their championships. "°The 
women's U.S. national title had been fought out for 
chirry-chree successive years in Philadelphia. That 
year che event was captured for che first time by 
Forest Hills. The New York authorities decided to 
celebrate the occasion by assembling the most im­
pressive possible parade of champions, past and pre­
sent. 

Anne Morgan always accepted that Suza11ne 
would play only in exhibitions, but Suzanne clearly 
saw wider horizons ahead of her, in defiance of 
Papa. She had beaten Molla Mallory in Europe. She 
had also seen Molla decisively beaten by players 
whom she herself could beat with the utmost ease. 
Suzanne felt ic her right to beat Molla's record as the 
only European co become the American national 
champion. 

Papa Lenglen's agreement co the journey was ex­
tracted only on the absolute condition chat Suzanne 
would not compete in the national championships ac 
Forest Hills. The French Federation was informed, 
but it seems the message was never transmitted co 
the right people. Possibly, this was an intentional 
omission. In che final arrangement, Suzanne was co 
be accompanied by chc vice-president of rhe French 
Federation, M.A. R. deJohannis, Mme deJohannis, 

and Mama Lenglcn. For the first rime in such cir­
cumstances, Papa Lenglen would not be along. 

To begin with, soon after Suzanne won her third 
Wimbledon in July, she conrracced a summer cold 
chat developed into bronchitis. 

Her depanure for America was postponed rwice. 
Each rime Anne Morgan patiently rearranged the 
exhibition scheduled. Then the ship. Pans, which 
was due co sail from Le Havre with the Lenglen party 
on board, was delayed for rwo days by bad weather. 
As the gangways were eventually pulled up. Papa 
Lenglen yelled co Suzanne from the dockside: 
''Whatever else, do not play the championships.'· 

The Forest Hills Championships were scheduled 
co begin on Monday, August 12. Suzanne docked in 
New York on the previous Friday, August 9. Mama 
Lenglen claimed lacer she did nor chink this mat­
tered as. in her understanding. Suzanne had no offi­
cial commicmenrs until rhe championships finished. 

le seems likely chat for their own different reasons. 
Suzanne and de Johannis plotted privately char she 
would play che Championships, because. on arrival, 
Suzanne "discovered" she had been officially 
enrered. In addition, che draw had already been 
made, making it diplomarically impossible for her co 
withdraw. From three thousand miles away, Papa 
never had a chance co enforce his advice. 

The draw itself had a facalislic quality. Seeding, or 
rhe separation of the cop players from one another in 
the preliminary stages, was nor in force in chose 
days, and by another stroke of perverse chance, no 
fewer than eight of the top-ranking players came our 
of the hat in the same half as Suzanne. 

Then came the rain char prevented Suzanne from 
even going co practice on the couns on either the 
Saturday or Sunday. Finally, her first-round march, 
against Eleanor Goss, the fifth ranking American, 
had co be postponed from Monday until Tuesday to 
allow Suzanne a few hours for her first warmup since 
landing. 

Tuesday, the chirceench of August, 1921, must 
have combined some of rhe worse vibes of Suzanne's 
life. 

First, Miss Goss called co ay she was sick and 
could not appear. Then rhc comminee. seeing the 
chance of making up the day lose by rain, scheduled 
Suzanne's second-round match against Molla 
Mallory. Eventually, late in rhc afternoon and before 
8,000 expectant spectators. Molla played che game 
of her life and humiliated Suzanne to an ig­
nominious reciremem in the middle of a match she 
was clearly going co lose anyway. 

After a shaky scare Suzanne began coughing con-
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"As Suzanne left the court sobbing, supported by the umpire, 
hissing was heard from the several sections of the crowd. '' 

spicuously. She was mentally unprepared and 
physically unfir for Molla's .~nexpecced ~~slaught. 
This time Papa's command Abandonne was not 
forthcoming. Il would have seemed totally ap­
propriate co Suzanne in rhe circumstances, so she 
made the decision herself. 

As Suzanne left the court sobbing, supported by 
de Johannis, the march umpire, Edward C. Conlin, 
and Lhe referee, J.M. Jennings, hissing was heard 
from the several sections of rhe crowd, and the na­
rional press coined the bitterly appropriate barb 
"Cough and Quit." 

Suzanne never again wore the peacock-blue 
bandeau she had chosen for that match. 

When their rematch became 
inevirable, in rhe "22 Wim­
bledon final, such was rhe 
surrounding climate that 
Molla's husband bee Sl0,000 
on his wife's renewed victory, 

,_.___,, ___ _:_.::_,:;____, and Mike Myrick, on behalf 
of rhe American authoriries. felt himself obliged to 
issue a formal sraremenc denying the derogatory 
remarks about Suzanne that were being attributed to 
his close friend Mrs. Mallory. 

ln the eventual march, Suzanne rook exactly 
twemy-seven minures ro revenge herself with a 6-2, 
6-0 victory. 

Suzanne met Molla again six months lacer in Nice. 
There she rook only twenty-six minutes co repeat the 
execution by 6-0, 6-0. The umpire's blank for the 
march is still framed on the wall of the Nice Club, 
whose members were justifiably proud of their Em­
press's achievement. 

One of the most beautiful girls in the world 
watched Malia's humiliation of Suzanne at Forest 
Hills in '21. Hours later she won the junior National 
Title. This was Helen Wills. 

In '22-'23 Helen climbed the ladder of tennis 
fam~ very quickJy, and in the '23 she was already 
considered good enough co lead the American 
women's ream-ahead of Mrs. Mallory-in the first­
ever _inrernarional match between English and 
Amencan women. Wimbledon in '24 was the occa­
sion of Helen Wills's first trip to Europe, and the 
face she had been so recently rated above Mrs. 
~allory gave rise to the usual sensational specula­
tJOns abour the meeting with Lenglen. 
. ~n April '.24 ~uzanne contracted jaundice during a 

VJSJt to Spam with Alain Gerbault. Wimbledon was 
to begin on June 23, yet her doctors refused her per­
mission to pick up a racquet before June 5. All went 

well in the first week of Wimbledon when she scored 
three successive 6-0, 6-0 victories in the opening 
rounds. This in itself was a record, but her very short 
convalescence medically validated her subsequent 
claim that she was still unfit and should never have 
entered an event as demanding as Wimbledon. 

At the start of the second week, Elizabeth Ryan, 
playing the game of her life, came within six points 
of beating Suzanne. A questionable Line call, given 
the ocher way, would have put her even closer. The 
set lose to Miss Ryan in this match was one of only 
three secs Suzanne lose in singles in the seven years of 
her scar reign. 

The shock, and the effort of survival, proved too 
much for her nerves, and once again she decided ro 
abandon the whole tournament. 

Her emotional resources may have been ex­
hausted, but her physical reserves were still suffi­
ciently intact for her to ask Miss Ryan to go shopping 
with her the next day, adding insult co injury and 
certainly giving renewed fuel to her critics. 

Needless to say, the critics lost no time in accusing 
Suzanne of running scared from her first risk of a 
meeting with Helen Wills. le was a complete replay 
of the "Cough and Quit" episode three years 
earlier, they said. The "aftermath of jaundice" was 
the reason quoted in the formal club bulletins. Then 
Papa Lenglen himself went on record saying, "Next 
year my daughter will play better than ever.'' This 
unusual intervention proved, I think, his remarkable 
understanding of Suzanne's nature, his mastery of 
what is now known as public relations, and rhe con­
fidence he had in his own extraordinary influence on 
his daughter's game. 

The year '2 5 was to become che very zenith of 
Suzanne's life. She won the French Championships 
with the loss of only seven games, and won six 
rounds of Wimbledon with the total loss of five 
games. Her opposition included at lease three 
players, Diddie Vlasto, Kitty McKane, and Elizabeth 
Ryan, who would certainly win some of coday's 
$100,000 tournaments, yet Suzanne's financial 
rewards from these triumphs totaled just two week's 
hospitality, a medal, and less than one hundred 
dollars in nonnegotiable prize vouchers. 

For a hundred years the 
names Ritz and Carlton have 
been synonymous with every­
thing that is luxurious and 
grand in hotel life. Th_e 
Carlton Hotel in Cannes JS 

~-----~-=---' no exception, but by some 



''The critics lost no time in accusing Suzanne of running 
scared from her fi:rst risk of a meeting with Helen Wills. '' 

quirk of face, ic reached an unlikely summit of ics 
fame on February 16, 1926. On chis Tuesday, the 
small, rather inconspicuous tennis club, which faces 
a side-street entrance of the Carlton and shares its 
famous name, staged one of the most dramatic en­
counters ever seen in the history of tennis. 

There were two closely intertwined aspects of chis 
extraordinary saga: the tennis, of course, but also che 
way this particular event lie up, like a klieg light, the 
insidious innovations of a spore char was beginning 
to transform itself into a spectacle. 

1\fcer World War I tennis was ceasing co be the 
prerogative of the rich. The natural habicues of rhe 
palace hotels were finding, with sometimes painful 
surprise, chat their dining-room neighbors could 
now be just tennis-playing people who were obvious 
newcomers co chis luxury life-scyle. The "doggy" 
British sec even questioned quite bluntly how they 
got there without being better "house-trained.·· 

For three years Papa Lenglen 's immediate 
response to any tournament invitation involving 
Suzanne was already "What is the proposition?" 
The implications of chis question were endless, and 
his inquiry became increasingly logical as more and 
more spectators wanted to pay more and more 
money co see his daughter perform. 

Suzanne's Grand Tour of the royal palaces of 
Europe a few months previously led to the initial 
question as to how she maintained her exotic 
plumage and her luxurious modes of travel. At the 
summit of the men's game, Tilden's extravagances 
were also posing some searching questions back 
home in America. For the first rime the financial 
aspects of star tennis began to assume worldwide 
public interest. 

Since '23 Helen Wills, now twenty years old, had 
climbed che top rungs of the tennis ladder by several 
victories over Molla Mallory, by coming to within a 
few points of winning the '24 Wimbledon after 
Suzanne's withdrawal, and by winning the 
American championships three years in succession, 
in '23, '24, and '25. 

ln announcing chat she would play the Riviera 
spring circuit in '26, her instinct must have told her 
the time had come co challenge Suzanne's reign and 
char she was ready to do so on Suzanne's own ter­
ritory. Henceforth, a showdown somewhere along 
the Lenglen coast was inevitable. 

Probably, from San Francisco six thousand miles 
away, Helen \XI ills and her mother, being quiet, 
dignified people, had no opportunity to appreciate 
the absolute pride of place Suzanne occupied in 
French national prestige. Had they done so they 

might have foreseen the woldwide interest Helen's 
invasion of the Riviera would arouse. 

In the minds of sports editors, memories of 
lenglen's "Cough and Quit" incident in '21 made 
chis new encounter, becwen the French Empress of 
tennis and the American successor co Molla Mallory, 
potentially big news, and they sent countless hard­
nosed journalists who had never previously seen a 
tennis march, hot-foot to the souch of France. 

In January 15, 1926, Helen 
Wills, accompanied by her 
mother and fifteen unstrung 
tennis racquets, arrived at Le 
Havre in France on a liner 
called the De Grasse. Some­

L_.;a.:.,._...._ __ __.!.~:___1 wha c co chei r asron ish menr, 
the cwo ladies were met on their arrival in Paris by 
the president of the French Tennis Federation, Pierre 
Gillou, accompanied by Jean Borotra and an 
unusually large muster of sensation-seeking jour­
nalists. 

Later they boarded the Blue Train for Cannes. and 
on arrival, were again surprised by another welcom­
ing crowd. Among these was Charles Aeschliman, 
probably the best player Switzerland ever produced. 
He had been married to a delightful American girl, 
Lesley Bancroft, at one time ranked No. 2 in chis 
country ahead of Helen Wills herself. This apparent• 
ly gave him the feeling he should have a part in the 
arrangements for the Wills's visit. No one could 
have forseen chat he would soon play the most con­
troversial of all roles at rhe climax of the forthcoming 
drama. 

Helen told the welcoming pare she planned a 
nine-week scheduled of singles and doubles on the 
Riviera, beginning with the Metropole tournament 
in Cannes. She said she intended to play every week; 
so rhe burning question was which week would the 
Empress Lenglen submit herself in singles to the 
Wills challenge. 

They had never played against each other so their 
first meeting would be interesting, even in dou?~es. 
Bur what all che newsmen in the world were waumg 
for was their first fact-to-face confrontation in 

singles. 
In the first week of Helen's schedule, she won the 

singles of rhe Hotel Metropole event, but was disap­
pointed to find Suzanne had entered only m 

doubles. 
The Lenglen parents, however, wasted no time in 

making a microscopic inspection of rhe newcomer's 
form. They sat, wrapped in rugs in che honor seat. 
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·'Wills' instinct must have told her the time had come to 
challenge Suzanne's reign, on the champion's own temtory. " 

These overlooked the Merropole courts from a high 
e carpmenr, and Helen recalls that while playing 
below she felt very self-conscious under che combin­
ed scrutiny of the Lenglen trio. 

Helen scheduled her first tournament immediate­
ly on arrival to accustom herself to the slow, French 
clay surface and was far from showing che peak form 
~he reached three weeks later. 

Conversely, Suzanne, determined co impress 
Helen to the utmost, put on one of her most daz­
zling displays and Jost only seven games in winning 
the eight matches of the two doubles events part­
nered by Diddie Vlasto and Toto Brugnon. 

Meanwhile, all types of writers from cough 
newsmen to best-selling authors, were swarming co 
the Riviera to a point where regular sportS-aces like 
Al Laney could not find a room in an appropriate 
hotel. 

Blasco Ibanez, famous Spanish author of The Four 
Horsemen of the Apocalypse, was commissioned by 
a South American newspaper to report the an­
ticipated Lenglen-Wills singles match for today's 
equivalent of $15,000, although he had never seen a 
tennis game in his life. 

This kind of atmosphere was one previously only 
associated with million-dollar prizefights. le was the 
era when men like Tex Rickard were injecting a 
measure of ballyhoo never previously conceived in a 
sport. Within months, Jack Dempsey would square 
off with Gene Tunney before 135,000 fans, paying 
an unbelievable $2 million at the box office of the 
Philadelphia Stadium. The names of Babe Ruth and 
Bobby Jones strode the sports pages like colossi. Al 
Capone made daily headlines. 

Yet on the faraway Rivera, two girls were attract­
ing as much, if not more attention to what would 
normalJy have been '' just a tennis match,'' and with 
its actual venue still undecided. 

The second week of Helen's visit coincided with 
the GalJa tournament. That week Papa Lenglen 
became ill and was unable to attend. The 
significance of this fact did not emerge until later 
because, as it turned out, he never again saw Helen 
Wills play singles. I always thought his appraisal of 
her at the Metropole before she had found her land 
legs after six days on the Atlantic, gave him an inac­
curate picture of her true potential. 

Moreover, Suzanne announced that because of 

at c~e Gallia tournament became a signal for the im­
patient newsmen co_ scare saying chis was a deliberate 
cop-out fro~ ~' possible final against Helen \'qills. 

Suzanne aftermath of jaundice'' had caused 
her to pull out of Helen Wills's first Wimbledon and 
also . the '24 Olympics. These were their onJy 
previous opportunities of meeting. The old accusa­
tion of "quiccer" was quickly revived and the speaer 
of Molla Mallory loomed in almost every tennis 
report from the Riviera. 

The cournamen t in Helen's third week was in 
Nice. Suzanne responded sharply to the bad press 
image she was getting by entering the singles before 
Helen even had time to do so. Bue now it was 
Helen's turn to play catch-as-catch-can. 

On arrival Helen had said she would play every 
week. Her entry blank for Nice was received, but ac 
the last moment she said she intended ro plar 
doubles only. The tournament director, GeorgeSi­
mond, inq uistioned by all the reporters, said chat 
Charles Aeschliman, in entering the mixed doubles 
with Helen Wills, had also listed her in rhe singles. 
Bue George conceded that this may have been 
without Helen's authority. 

The reason Helen did not play the Nice singles 
when it was known chat Suzanne would play, is still 
only partly answered in her own statement that sai~. 
''I may or may not have entered." In her memoirs 
she adds, significantly, that she may also have 
thought, Why play Suzanne on the o~e court sh: 
knows best in the whole world? The likely answc 
seems to be in her additional thoughts. . k 

From the journalists' point of view, the Nice wee. 
• h • Jes before she was a near fiasco. By entenng t e smg 

N• • l event knew Helen was noc playing the ice sing ~s d. 
h •, • '' cusauons an Suzanne refuted all t e quitter ac 

successfully spoiled their stories. d' "" 
I h to 1spro,\. 

Suzanne, too, went to great. e~gt 5 d H J111n 
t ic cowar c " • 

the ories that she was antagonis N. 
h l d • chc ace 

Helen stayed in her Cannes ore f nnb her 2r-

week but drove to Nice for the do~b es.H f n from 
rival Suzanne was seen to wave gaily to f ~ 
the Villa Ari em, across the street fromHt~e c ;e~nal• 

Later she went to the club to greet e_en Empress 
ly playing to perfection the rol~ of graoous palace. 

' d t in her own 
receiving an honore gues h the flat ccmcc 
Suzanne and Helen met coget er on. re c,ptioos 
roof of the Nice club and ma~y pictu. " This 
d_~cci b this L • r ' 'first social meenng. 



''The atmosphere of this waiting game built to a fever pitch 
during the tournament, as the world awaited the showdown.,, 

The atmosphere of chis wa1tmg game built to 
fever pitch during the week of the Nice tournament. 
The whole world was now asking whether the 
showdown might come the next week at the Carlton 
in Cannes. Helen Wills signified early on that she 
would play singles there, but Suzanne gave no hint 
·of her intentions. 

Researchers discovered that she had not played the 
Carlton singles for the past three years, though she 
had won the second tournament of her life there at 
the age of fourteen. 

Tex Rickard could not have planned a better pro­
motional buildup. Meanwhile more than two hun­
dred frustrated journalists drowned their anger daily 
in bars the whole length of the Riviera. And the 
world waited. 

Some small consolation was derived in Nice from 
the possibility chat Suzanne and Helen might find 
themselves on opposite sides of the net for the first 
rime in the mixed doubles final. Suzanne was again 
in dazzling form, winning five rounds of singles with 
identical scores of 6-0, 6-0. Sixty games won to none 
lost must have in1pressed Helen Wills. 

Helen Wills won the ladies' doubles in which 
Suzanne did not play. Bu c at lase they met in the 
mixed final. Suzanne and her partner, the Italian 
Hubert de Morpurgo, inflicted a crushing defeat on 
Helen Wills and Charles Aeschliman and 1 had the 
privilege of umpiring the match. 

The crowd of newsmen were frantically calling 
their editors for instructions. They had no story and 
still did not know if and when they would get one. 
Should they stay or go? It was even thought for a 
time that Suzanne and Helen would never play each 
ot_her in singles. But since Suzanne's unparalleled 
tnumphs of '25 she had been considering several 
professional offers for exhibition tours of the United 
States, so it was obvious she must play-and 
beat-Helen somewhere if she was to push up the 
pro offers. 

Two dominant personalities 
in the complex situation were 
Lady Wavenree and F. M. B. 
Fisher. The Riviera had been 
the natural winter habitat of 
chis pair and it was more 

---------~.::::::::::::~ than coincidenLal that their 
presence greatly enhanced the promotion of Dunlop 
to~urnan1ents and the adopt'o o t e Du c rand 

three Burke b~ochers, _Suzanne's lifelong sparring 
panners and fnends. Sttll another consideration W2S 

that all three Burkes, Alben, Tommy, and Edmond 
were also friends of the Dunlop executive. 

Toward the end of the Nice week, George Simond 
at long last announced that both Lcnglen and Wills 
had entered the Carlton Club singles. 

From that moment on, the Dunlop people were 
publicly involved and this placed "F. M. B." in the 
spotlight of full center-stage. 

Many of the newsmen sent to the Riviera were be­
ing initiated in the brittle veneer of the tennis scene 
and thought it clever co demand answers to basic 
money questions that had been tactfully, and pur­
posely, avoided in the past. 

John Tunis, a tough, ace reporter for Wallis Mer­
rihew 's American Lawn Tennii, and aJso a good 
player who had access co the Riviera locker rooms, 
was already terrifying many of the stars with his 
bloodhound professionalism. 

"How can you afford to live here?" Tunis asked 
the perennial English finalist Phyllis Satterthwaite, 
who was, in fact, on the payroll of an imponant 
chain of Riviera palace hotels. The circumstances sur­
rounding the Lenglen-Wills confrontation seemed 
likely to present the greatest stimulus for his probing 
character. 

With Tunis leading the pack, the journalises im­
mediately attacked Fisher in strength. Every 
awkward question conceivable was asked about the 
finances of the match. 

Tunis had done his homework with great care. He 
calculated the gross receipts would approximate half­
a-million francs, the equivalent of almost $200,000 
at the time. He was prepared to allow 350,000 francs 
(almost 140,000) for expenses and tax~: already,~ 
generous calculation. But th~se were amateur_ 
days according to the estabhshment, _and Tums 
wanted to know ''what the hell" was gomg to hap­
pen to the balance of the money. 

So the whole question of undcr•thc-ta~lc 
payments to "amateur" stars, and th~ the~ dirty 
word "shamateurism," was first publicly aired in 
the discussions about the Lcnglco•Wills match The 
arguments were reprotcd in ncW$ptpc.lS ~ tbof 
world. Was Suzanne making a personal protl QJ 

the match? And what was to. be tie.le ~.~,•..;.; 

benefit? Were the Burke brothcts ind 
company, by virtue of proviclif)l't ~~m;J~~:~•~ij.~~ 
oin to make it rich at the ~QSC M 



''The whole question of under-the-table payments was fi:rst 
publicly aired in discussions about the Leng/en- Wzlls match. '' 

inco luxury accommodation ar rhe Carlton Hore! and 
how Helen, meanwhile, had been outfitted by a 
leading Paris couturier with a wardrobe said co have 
cost 25,000 francs (about S2,000). 

Father Lenglen, having got 
up too soon from his illness 
in order co see Suzanne's 
matches in Nice, was again 
sick at home. From the Villa 
Aricm, however, he cold 

~;._;J~-----L~=-_] George Simond rhere must 
be no Americans officiating when his daughter 
played Helen Wills. The American press (without 
involving the Willses because rhis was not rheir way) 
made a public demand char rhere should be no 
Frenchmen either. 

At that time I had in rwo years called 104 of 
Suzanne's matches. The question of my umpiring 
this march was very tactfully broached by my boss, 
George Simond, immediately after Helen's arrival in 
France. 1 was only fifrccn and he foresaw that rhe 
eventual clash of these two stars would be of such 
imponance chat my age would preclude me from the 
all-imporranr role of umpire. 

Very sensibly, he also said 1har if any questionable 
incident should arise, my close association wirh 
Suzanne would immediately be raised and could 
create embarras ments for all concerned. For sixty 
minutes I was heartbroken. Bur rhen a great sense of 
relief set in. In retrospect. and since 1he full drama 
has become hisrory. I have been very glad of Si­
mond 's decision. 

Some years after women were first allowed to cake 
pan in the early Wimbledon championships, Com­
mander George Hillyard, then rhe Wimbledon 
secretary, decided he would convey 10 the ladies' 
singles what he considered the honor of having the 
club secretary umpire their final. This set up a long 
precedent by which he umpired all the Wimbledon 
ladies: ~inglts finals for over rhiny years and many 
other important women ·s finals in Europe. 

As a player Hillyard won an Olympic Gold Medal 
for Britain in 1908 and, by strange coincidence, 
fi~ished his playing career winning the handicap 
mixed, at well over sixty years of age, in the Gallia 
rournamenr while Helen was playing there in the 
second week of her Riviera visir. 

So it was not only inevitable, but a natural choice 
for George Simond ro ask Hillyard to take charge of 
the Lengkn-Wills march. Simond was also faced 
with finding a crew of linesmen who were all British 
or, ar least, of non-French and non-American na-
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rionality. I was British, but again Simond cook into 
account my close association with Suzanne and we 
agreed char I should not be included. 

The imporcance of rhe event made Simond feel 
char staunch supporters of tennis, well-known peo­
ple who had been faithful co the Riviera courna­
menr, should be rewarded by involvement in chis 
historic event. 

A rather strange case of characters therefore 
became line judges for this march. Some of these 
were co play, as is usual in climate events, unsuspect­
ing but leading pares. 

The first of these was Lord Charles Hope, a 
brother of the Viceroy of India, who made the most 
concroversial call of the match. The second most con­
troversial call was made by Cyril Tolley, one of 
England's top golfers. Another line judge was Sir 
Francis Towle, president of the hotel chain that 
employed Phyllis Satterthwaite and in whose 
gardens many of the cop Riviera cournamencs were 
staged. 

Among the remainder were Victor Cazalec, a 
famous English horse trainer whose family had been 
involved in tennis for years. A German, a Russian, 
and four others whose names I have forgotten, were 
involved only in routine calls. No foot-fault judge 
was considered necessary. 

Suzanne's favorite Nice club, and almost every 
ocher Riviera club or casino, held a the-dansant on 
Saturday afternoons. 1 can still see Suzanne return• 
ing from Cannes on chis particular day looking 
drawn and deathly pale. 

I remember her standing by the bar of the club 
with only a ghost of her cuscomary public smile, 
even chis made with an effort. She also had the dry, 
tickle cough chat normally only came on when she 
was tensed up on court. 

Everyone around me commenced on how ill she 
looked. One of her close friends even whispered co 
me. "She looks co me like she's not going co play 
that match." This was just three days before the 
final. 

On February 15, the day of che semis, the cwo 
Greek cousins Helen Concoscavlos and Diddie Vlasro 
played Suzanne and Helen Wills respectively. 

Even in Suzanne's obvious stare of high tension, 
Concoscavlos was unable to cake more than rwo 
games from her. Helen's comparable domination 
was demonstrated against Diddie Vlasto. Diddie had 
been champion of France in '24, the year of 
Suzanne's jaundice, and in that year was runner-up 
for France against Helen Wills in the Paris Olympics. 
On chis day in Cannes Vlasco was lucky co take five 



''Some of the strange characters who became line judges for 
this match were to play unsuspecting but leading parts. '' 

games from Helen Wills. Suzanne and Helen Wills 
were head-and-shoulders better than any ocher girls 
in the world. 

So February 16, che day of che ''all-rime'' con­
froncar.ion, came at lase. 

One of the distinctive features of the Riviera is 
that a heavy spell of rain nearly always lases for four 
days. le is a sort of purging of the whole coast, and 
afterwards the scene looks even more beautiful than 
before. 

This Tuesday was one of chose peerless days chat 
seem, in one's memory, only associated with the 
French Riviera and Lenglen. 

The six courts of the Carlcon 
Club were sandwiched into a 
small square of ground 
beside che Carlcon Hotel. 
There was an arena court 
with a permanent stand 

._....._...._..__ __ ____J~'.::::::::..:..J down one side that could ac­
commodate about fifleen hundred spectators. 
Behind chis was a garage with a sharply pointed tin 
roof. The Carlton Hotel t0wered over one end of the 
arena courr, while al the opposite end was a street 
edged wich mall villas. These were all roofed with 
red tiles. Growing ascride Lhe scrcer and che backstop 
of Lhe coun by Lhe little villas, was a call eucalyptus 
lree. 

In those days Riviera finals usually drew five or six 
hundred specracors, maybe a couple of thousand 
~hen Su_zanne played in singles. The unprecedented 
mte:est m the match against Helen Wills meant the 
seanng accommodation around the Carlton arena 
court had co be doubled. A temporary stand for two 
~housand more people was hurriedly erected on what 
was normally the second court. How well I 
remember the carpenters still hammering long after 
the scare of the march. We sac there and the tem­
porary structure rocked alarmingly . 

. As I was not co cake an official pare in the march 
Si_mond said co me, "Enter che cournament and you 
will then have a compericor's pass.'' My mother rare­
ly went co tournaments outside Nice, bur she, coo, 
was caught up in the wild enthusiasm of che occasion 
and also cook Simond's advice. 

I rook the train from Nice with my mother in time 
to reach the Carlton by 10 a.m., a good hour before 
the appointed cime of the match. 

We were confronted with total chaos. Both streets 
beside th~ club were already jammed with jostling 
crowds try111g to squeeze through a single gate where 
Albert Burke was attempting, in vain, co check the 

tickets and prevent a coral invasion of the club. 
Albert cold me later that the waiting lines had 

been five abreast since early dawn, and dozens of the 
leading journalises, who had been waiting for weeks 
for chis moment, seemed likely nor co see it at all. 
One group of twenty rough writers switched tactics 
and formed a flying wedge, forcing an entry on the 
other side of the club, partly by pushing through the 
indignant crowd, and partly by demolishing the 
fence behind the unfinished stand. 

This was one of the rimes in my life I was glad of 
being 6 feet 5 inches call. With my mother right 
behind me and with some encouragement from 
Albert Burke, we managed co reach our sears on the 
temporary stand between the hammering 
carpenters. 

By chis time, about twenty people were 
precariously perched on the summit of the pointed 
roof of the garage opposite, and when they at­
temped the perilous maneuver of moving along co 
allow even more friends co join them, they received a 
loud ovation from everyone, glad co have some com­
ic relief from the growing tensions. 

About 10: 30, there was a crash of tiles in the sueet 
of the small villas and two heads suddenly appeared 
through a hole in one of the roofs. Thereafter, the 
operation was repeated at about two-minute inter­
vals unril the sidewalk below was a sea of red riledust 
and che roof of each villa looked like some cocktail­
party centerpiece from which dark olives and tooth­
picks protrude from cubes of red cheese. As che 
minutes went by, che holes in the roof were progres­
sively enlarged co allow arms with flags and handker­
chiefs co wave co their neighbors and indicate their 
su pporr for Suzanne. 

The next invasion was of rhe call eucalyptus tree. 
Some ten local boys climbed to the highest branches 
and were about to sercle for cheir from-row view 
when a squad of police went after chem. A pitched 
battle cook place in the branches until c~e po!ice 
dismissed rhe original occupants. Then all six police­
men decided co remain in the tree rhemselvC's to 
cheer their French heroine. 

Another ovation greeted "F. M. B." Fisher when 
he walked onto the court, solemnl)' carrying three 
boxes of six Dunlop tennis balls as piou ·ly a· any 
acolyte approching an altar. As I recall. ~e ~as then 
joined on the counside bench by the fiuthtul Lady 
Wavcrrrcc and Charles Aeschliman. 

The most expensive reserved eat . c tin~ t.:? 
compared to 3 for the best s~at. at Fo_n-st Hill :u 
the rime, were located immed,atdy behand th um­
pire and the counside benrhes. 



''The moment the razzmatazz died, Suzan~e 's face changed. 
At last she was confronted with the moment of truth. '' 

Ar about 10:45, rhe front 
row began co fill with some 
of the world's best-known 
faces. There were the former 
King Manoel and Portugal, 
Grand Duke Michael of Rus­

L...a,-------'....:.£.-_J sia, Prince George of Greece, 
the Rajah and Ranee of Pudukota. and among many 
other celebrities, the Duke of Westminster, whose 
family still owns half of London. 

The rycoons were represented by Gordon Sel­
fridge, Britain's answer to Marshall Field of Chicago, 
Selfridge escorted as usual that season by the Dolly 
Sisters, laden with diamonds. with everyone asking 
which was Rosie and which was Jenny. 

From beyond the barricades of the club, murmurs 
and shouts of the seething mass of people still out­
side the gate suddenly changed co loud cries of 
• 'Suzanne! Suzanne! Voila Suzanne!'· All the flags 
and handkerchiefs from the roofs across the street 
started to wave frantically like mechanical wys in a 
store display at Christmas. 

To those who were outside the club as Suzanne's 
car inched through the srill hopeful fans. she blew 
kisses right and left, and was obviously deeply mov­
ed by the fervor and patriotism of their greeting. 

Helen's memoirs recount that the night before the 
match she dined on filer mignon, ice cream and 
cake, and also recall chat although rhe Carlton Hore! 
orchestra blared out the song of the hour, "Valen­
cia." she very soon went co sleep. 

Superstition always forms a large part in a game­
player's chinking. Jn Suzanne's earlier years she 
would not play a match without a particular gold 
bangle worn on her left arm. Mrs. Mallory would 
never play wirhout the triangle of diamonds that sur­
rounded her monogram. As previously mentioned. 
Suzanne never again wore. at any time-day or 
night-the peacock blue color of the bandeau in 
which she defaulted t0 Mrs. Mallory. 

In '26 her "lucky" ensemble was the delicate 
shrimp-colored bandeau and cardigan chat she chose 
for the vital match. 

A moment before 11 a.m., the cwo champions ap­
peared. Suzanne's entrance was chat of the complete 
prima donna with full war-paint, a long white coat 
with white fur collar and fur cuffs. Her confidence 
seemed to be unimpaired, and she acknowledged 
graciously the marvelous ovation she received. 

Helen looked che clean, uninhibited all-American 
college girl in searched cotton, wich the cerise car­
digan she invariably wore, and the "Wills eye­
shade.'' 

RACQUET QUARTERLY I 64 

Suzanne srood bowing and posing while Helen 
Wills, possibly out of some sense of respect, kept 
slightly behind the Empress. There was a battery of 
phocographers already on the court, and the first pic­
tures show Suzanne with her full-stage smile and in 
the bailee pose she always assumed on such occa­
s10ns. 

But the moment the razzmatazz died down, 
Suzanne' face changed. At last she was confronted 
with the moment of cru th. Being the extraordinary 
professional she was, her whole image altered. It 
seemed as if the change transformed the outward 
facade to the revelation of the inner soul. Suddenly 
the circles under her eyes were much darker and her 
expression showed a degree of apprehension chat was 
quite unnatural for her in normal circumstances. 

There was still a great deal of noise from the crowd 
as well as continued hammering in the temporary 
stand. One official addressed the crowd asking for 
quiet in English and in French. He received a public 
brush-off for his trouble. There were coo many 
Frenchmen new co tennis, and more importantly, 
they had come co applaud their heroine, La Grande 
Suzanne. 

Eventually, the Empress herself spoke. "Un pe11 
de silence, s 'ti vous plait. '' Later she repeated this on 
a more pleading note and finally reproved her sub­
jects harshly for not acceding co her requests. 

Tommy Burke spent many hours of his later life 
recalling the famous eighty minutes he spent next co 
Mama Lenglen during the match. 

le seems Mama Lenglen also had rotally misread 
Helen's real ability and repeatedly reproved Suzanne 
for not winning more easily. How different things 
would have been for Suzanne had Papa Lenglen 
been able to observe Helen Wills's improvement in 
the past weeks and had been present with his hyp­
notic influence over his daughter. 

Papa's absence must also have told heavily on 
Mama Lenglen. It is said the frayed nerves of both 
mother and daughter gave rise to a biccer argument 
that endured late into the night before the match. 
Tommy Burke recalls that he repeatedly implored 
Mama Lenglen to calm herself as her nervous state 
was communicating co Suzanne ac each change. 

.....,...., ____ ...L...:=---' 

The first set cook about 
twenty-five minutes, and I 
think the score of 6-3 co 
Suzanne was predictable 
from che girls' form on the 
day. What came as a shock 
was the second set, when 
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''The last, the most contentious, and the most dramatic 
moment came when Suzanne finally reached match point.'' 

Helen managed to speed up her shots, and on two or 
three occasions, Suzanne seemed close to physical 
collapse. 

There were several crisis points in rhac second sec. 
the first when Suzanne trailed 1-3. Then it appeared 
chat Helen "let her off the hook" by changing from 
an attacking scracegy to an arcempc to slow down the 
pace. 

The many instructional manuals written by 
Suzanne all put great emphasis on the importance of 
winning the seventh game of any set. She always 
referred to this as the '' gateway to victory.'' So she 
muse have been deeply discouraged to lose the vital 
sev_ench game after a struggle chat involved fourteen 
points. 

After chis it became increasingly apparent chat 
Suzanne would face almost certain defeat if forced to 
a third set because her strength was ebbing fast. She 
was having spasms of the famous dry, tickle cough, 
and was also clutching sporadically at her heart 
between points. 

Suzanne's silver flask of cognac was never more in 
evidence than in chis match. During the first sec she 
cook liberal sips during each change of ends. In the 
second she took swigs between every game. I 
wondered what Helen Wills thought of chis pro­
cedure, so far removed from anything she might do 
herself. 

The next crisis occurred when Helen led 4-3 with 
Suzanne at 3-all on her own serve. Suzanne hie a 
shoe co Helen's forehand I ine char Helen clearly 
thought was out. 

As the umpire called "40-30," Helen asked the 
linesman, Cyril Tolley, "How did you call chat?" 
When he cold her he had called the shoe "good" in 
Suzanne's favor, Helen exhibited probably the 
greatest degree of expression her "poker face" ever 
allowed in her career, an expression of coral disgust. 

If Cyril Tolley had given chis ball out-as Helen 
obviously thought-she would have had a point for 
5-3. With· Suzanne clearly at the end of her 
resources, chis advantage could have changed the 
whole outcome. 

The lase, the most contentious, and the most 
dramatic moment of all came when Suzanne finally 
reached 6-5. 40-15, march point on her service. 

Helen, who had resumed her hard-hitting tactics, 
hit a blazing cross-court forehand, which landed 
either just on the sideline in front of Suzanne, or just 
in the alley, as I myself thought. 

There was a cry of· 'out.'' Suzanne threw the two 
spare balls from her left hand into the air, then ran 
to the nee to shake hands. Helen accepted Suzanne!/"s 

hand rather ruefully, and Commander Hillyard an­
nounced, "Game, set, and match." Although the 
march cook place in France, his calls were in English 
throughout. 

With che invasion of photographers about co cake 
place, and an accompanying army of bellmen and 
deliv~ry boys carrying floral tributes for the heroine. 
I recall seeing Charles Aeschliman go coward the foot 
of che umpire's chair as if co cake control, once 
again, of the situation. 

He would soon have had co move in order co allow 
Hillyard to leave the chair, but while still standing at 
the base of che steps, he noticed the side-linesman, 
Lord Charles Hope, making a semaphore with his 
arms as he came across the court coward George 
Hillyard. I played Aeschliman many times in my 
life, and always felt that he had an exaggerated sense 
of the dramatic, which many ocher players con­
sidered an ego trip. He was an extremely imposing 
figure of a man, outstandingly good-looking with 
the rugged aura of a Swiss Alpine guide. 

Aeschliman, from the foot of the umpire's chair, 
then made what was probably one of the most in­
credible utterances ever made on a tennis court. 
''Attention, le match n 'est pas termine, '' he said in 
French. The nearest equivalent co chis in English 
would be, "Just a moment, the match is not over." 

Lord Charles Hope had made Aeschliman 
understand he had not called Helen's shot out. He 
had seen the ball "good," and the cry of "out" had 
come from the crowd behind where he was sitting. 

By this time Suzanne had sunk onto the courtside 
bench, and was already disappearing behind six-foot 
floral tributes and an army of photographers and 
bellmen. 

Hearing Aeschliman's statement, Suzanne tensed 
and her face framed the largest question mark in the 
world. ''A/ors if faut continuer?'' she asked blankly. 
Again, the sense of this can be expressed only in 
English as "Then, must we go on?" 

Hillyard, taking his cue either from Charles 
Hope's frantic gestures or Aeschliman's incredible 
statement, or both, resumed his seat. To everyone's 
amazement he announced that Helen's shot had 
been good and the match would continue at 40-30. 

Aeschliman's intervention must remain one of the 
most incredible in the game's history, particularly 
coming from an international player who would 
be-or should have been-immediately conscious of 
the implications of his action_. . . 

Hillyard, being over stxty and a Vtctonan 
gentleman, was probably too taken aback to react as 
he might. 



''From the foot of his chair, the umpire uttered one of the 
most incredible declarations ever made on a tennis court. '' 

In fact, the march had positively and formally 
ended. Helen had accepted the umpire's announce­
ment, right or wrong, and the players had shaken 
hands. There was no reason on earch why Hillyard 
could not have cold chis co Charles Hope, and par­
ticularly to Charles Aeschliman, and left things as 
they were. 

There cannot be a player today who would nor 
claim that such a point should at lease be replayed. 

Suzanne, instead, after her initial amazement, 
removed her coat. Looking straight ahead and 
without a word or a gesture, she went back co serve at 
40-30 from the left court. 

She lost the point, lost the game, and was in ob­
vious danger of losing che sec, which in everybody's 
observation would have meant losing the match 
because she was so close to coral collapse. But she 
fought back and, a good ten minutes after having 
thought she had won che first time, she stood at 
match point again, with the scores at 7-6. 40-15. 

Double fault! 
In all Suzanne's years of supremacy, she was 

known co have served only six double faults. Theo 
the game went co deuce and it was almost 
unbelievable chat after such traumatic setbacks, she 
was able to win the match for the second rime, with 
cwo blazing winners. The final score was 6-3, 8-6. 

Once again, all was coral 
chaos on the courr. This time 
Suzanne collapsed sobbing 
on the bench. Blinded with 
tears, she avoided the hun­
dred hands proferred in con-

......,__, ____ __.:__.:.,,:; _ _,graculacion. Even the im-
mense floral tributes seemed unnoticed until, as she 
recovered. a French army officer offered the miracu­
lous compliment chat she had really won • 'two mat­
ches in one morning.·' This brought a faint smile to 

her lips, and she even managed co pull a rose from 
one of the bouquets and pin it to his runic. 

By then the area was so surrounded with a clog­
ging mass of photographers and admirers, Helen 
hardly had room to raise her arms co put on che 
cerise cardigan. 

Helen left che court alone and unnoticed; nobody 
even seemed co care char she had gone. 

Suzanne was assisted from the court. She was 
taken co rhe small wooden clubhouse that revealed 
when unlocked, a scene of wild disorder, because ch~ 
thousands of francs in paper money char had been 
taken at the gate had yet to be counted and checked. 

Once in private, Suzanne's nerves finally gave 
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way, and her friends recount a bout of terrible 
hysterics in which Suzanne lay on the floor scream­
ing and clutching fists full of notes. It has often oc­
curred co me chat the sight of the piles of money, 
when she was making so much for everybody else 
and so liccle for herself, may have unconsciously sec 
off these hysterics. 

Meanwhile, che crowds below her sixth-floor 
Carlton suite were shouting and calling for her co ap­
pear. This, she was quire unable co do, and all the 
victory celebrations chat had been planned for chat 
evening were firmly canceled by Mama Lenglen. 

It is perhaps difficult co recaJI char these were days 
before immediately relayed radio news of events, 
and chat Mama Lenglen had to telephone the result 
co Papa's bedside. Hopefully, she did not cell him, 
as she had told Suzanne at the moment of her 
greatest triumph, "Mon dieu, how badly you 
played!'' 

Helen's comment was, "There will be other ten­
nis matches, ocher years.'' This was essentially the 
remark of a young aspirant at che sunrise of her 
career. She could not know chat she would never 
again meet Suzanne in singles. 

That afternoon Helen was co lose once more in 
doubles to Suzanne. 

Suzanne had changed to a brand-new bandeau­
and-cardigan ensemble in rose pink, but she was so 
exhausted that she was almost carried through the 
match by her partner, Diddie Vlasto. 

After the match, Helen shook hands with Diddie 
but appeared to ignore Suzanne altogether. 

Between 1914 and 1938 Suzanne's and Helen's 
careers as Queens of Tennis overlapped for three 
years from '24 to '26. Everyone expected that in 
these years they would meet many times. Extraor­
dinary sets of circumstances, which could have been 
decreed only by destiny, allowed them only thr:e 
meetings in which Suzanne won all three-one !n 
singles, one in doubles, and their first-ever clash tn 

mixed doubles in Nice. 
Lacer chat evening, with the victory celebrations 

all canceled, Suzanne withdrew to the lone company 
of her most intimate confidant, Coco Genrien. Coco 
recalls that they dined at a restaurant near the old 
Nice port. During the evening some guests at the 
neighboring table, recognizing Suzanne, com­
mented proudly, "Out Suzanne is still Queen." . 

It was tragic that Suzanne should overhea_r this 
remark for the moment seemed to reveal her inner­
most soul. She whispered almost inaudibly, as she 
looked into che far recesses of the restaurant, "Yes, 
but not for much longer now.''• 
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NOTES FROM 

PORTUGAL 
EUROPE'S LAST FOREIGN COUNTRY 

by H.K. Pickens 

drawings by Andrea Da Rif 

I am advising Tony Madeira of our Lisbon office that you will be arriving in Lisbon from New York on 
TAP Air Portugal on Fn"day and wrl/ be dn'ving down to the Algarve for a week of tennis. 

Little did he know that on Friday I would be sitting in a cafe on the Left Bank in Paris eating a crepe att 
choco/at. But now Portugal was intriguing as I read about its sights and sounds: windmills clacking in the 
Atlantic wind, the plaintive sound of /ado echoing through the narrow streets of Lisbon's Alfama, purple 
wisteria cascading over the walls of mosaic courtyards, plodding oxen pulling cans along ribbon roads, 
fields of cork trees, the singsong litany of a fish auction. 

I was to discover a country whose irresistible charm remains an utter mystery to most Americans. In that 
respect, this land was the last foreign country in Europe. Glorious Portugal, complete with a villa and 
three secs of tennis a day. 

At the airport the bad news came suddenly-I was not going to wake up in Lisbon. An equipment 
change had magically transformed my 747 into a 727 and, along with 22 other misfits, my only alternative 
was to catch a flight to Paris, then try for Lisbon the following day. But why complain in the light of a 
delightful interlude.TAP had come to the rescue. 

Nor did I regret the delay. Approaching Lisbon the next day, our plane was greeted by a most 
magnificent sunset. And an hour later, as I drove along the Costa do Sol to the Palacio Hotel in Escoril. a 
full moon leapt out of the Tagus to welcome me. 

There's a strip of shoreline just outside ofLisbon where vacationers can enjoy the best of both worlds-the 
cul rural offerings and nightlife of Portugal· s capital or the calm, sunswept beaches that line the Cosca do 
Sol. Facing south over the Atlantic, Estoril and Cascais seem typically Mediterranean. Their clustered 
houses are of pastel shades embroidered with red tile roofs, and the hills rise up gently from the sparkling 
shoreline. 

Cascais dates from Roman times, and although fishermen still haul their boats up on the beach by hand 
and repair their nets just as they've always done, the town's narroV:. winding streets are now sprinkled with 
fine shops, high fashion boutiques, cafes,fado clubs, and elegant restaurants like Pescador or Joao 
Padeiro. Estoril has also burgeoned into a fashionable riviera resort with seaside cafes, championship golf, 
tennis, a multimillion dollar casino, and deluxe hotels. 

The most elegant of these is the Palacio Hotel, a legendary retreat for exiled royalty, a playground for 
kings. Countesses once arrived there by railway. Deposed monarchs dropped in regularly for dinner. 
Umberto oflcaly and Don Juan, the Count of Barcelona, were frequent guests. In World War II, when 
families fled their native lands with a small case of jewels and the clothes on their back, diamonds and 



rubies were accepted instead of money. 
Yet even now the Palacio faithfully retains its 

old world elegance while providing every 
imaginable modern service. Its pompeian 
reception rooms with sienna marble pillars lead co 
intimate salons graced with wedgewood blue and 
white friezes and crystal chandeliers. My room, a 
stately duplex blending marble and mahogany, 
had a sunny balcony overlooking the hotel's pool. 

The day I arrived I was delighted co accept a 
luncheon invitation from Manuel Quintas, the 
Palacio' s manager, a tall, elegant man whose 
polished charm and regal bearing were in perfect 
harmony with our surroundings. The spacious, 
newly-renovated dining room was resplendent in 
the midday sun, and from our table we looked 
out over a landscape of lush bougainvillea. The 
conversation ranged from the architecture of the 
Palacio and its counterpart in Madeira to my 
host's favorite wines and, finally, co the recent 
political history of Portugal. 

"On the morning of April 2 5, 1974," he explained, "a group of army officers in Lisbon overthrew the 
dictatorship established by Antonio Salazar in 1932 and declared Portugal a republic. The entire country 
suddenly exploded with street demonstrations, political rallies and public debates, all of which had been 
strictly forbidden for more than 40 years. And in the six years that followed, the country had 12 different 
governments. But now we finally seem to have achieved a healthy degree of political stability. 

··Something else, equally important, also took place. Only three months after the new republic was 
established, the government announced that it was giving up its enormous overseas empire and granting 
independence to the two African colonies, Angola and Mozambique, as well as to some smaller regions. 
As a result, Portugal found itself with over half a million retomados, former residents of the colonies who 
chose to return to Europe rather than remain in the new countries. Of course, we had no place to put them. 

''Then someone came up with the idea of locating them in the Algarve. With all the confusion of the 
revolution, the tourist industry had fallen off dramatically, and resort hotels in the South were closing 
down. So we solved our problems by housing the retomados in four-star hotels in the Algarve as 
subsidized guests of the government. It was an expensive solution at first, but they are responsible for 
reviving the Algarve as one of Europe's choice vacation areas. 

"Here's to your tennis holiday there," he said, as we coasted. 

In Lisbon, tennis players are not known co pay more for court time than for rent. Nor are tennis courts 
crowding cork trees in to extinction in the countryside. Yet even in the ostensible absence of tennis 
fanaticism, Portugal does present an attractive selection of resorts, hotels with courts, and private clubs 
whose privileges are available to visitors. 

The Clube de Tennis do Estonflies just a scone's throw from the Palacio Hotel. Its comfortable 
clubhouse overlooked seven coum neatly arranged in a grid pattern, a perfect setting for my tennis debut 
on red clay. After an hour of hitting I stopped by to say hello to the pro, a tall, stately Hungarian dressed 
in white trousers and a white cable-knit sweater. Geza Torok Adam has been pro there for 43 years. 

That afternoon I dropped in at the National Tennis Center, situated in the middle ofLisbon's 
Monsanto Park, a vast wooded area with a breathtaking view of the city and the Tagus. The main stadium, 
a sunken bowl nestled into a gently sloping hill, seats several thousand, and its terraced sides serve as seats. 

As I strolled along the tiled walkway that rimmed the upper level I saw two first-rate players battling it 
out on the magnificent red clay center court. I was surprised to discover that the Center was holding 
qualifying rounds for the National Championships. The whole scene was quite informal. No referee was 
present, but a group of players intently followed the action from the top of the stadium. Sitting with 



them was Moura Diniz. columnist for the Joma/ do Tennis and Portugal's best-known tennis commencacor. 
"Referee? Sponsmanship is not a problem in Portugal," declared Moura. "Players learn the rules early 

on, and if they abuse them their fellow players will make sure they conform. The real problem here is that 
our government does nor consider rennis to be a particularly important spore. That's according co a 
classification system based on the number of people who play the game. As a result, tennis gets very little 
money for development or for national teams. But we're improving. We have an excellent junior named 
Pedro Cordeiro who plays on the Davis Cup team. He should make the world rankings. Our junior team is 
aJso beginning co do well in European competition '' 

We walked over to the other side of the 
stadium where individual courts were 
separated by huge hedges and fragrant 
bougainvillea. In another qualifying march 
the former Mozambican champion (who 
happened 10 be 65 years old!) was holding 
his own against a young opponenr. It was 
late afternoon. and the light on the gardens 
in rhe background was intoxicating. I asked 
Moura if we might be able to hit for a while. 
He smiled, and said it would be possible 
and he added that I he Ce mer might also be 
persuaded to waive i1s normal court 
fee-about 20 cents an hour. 

Tony Madeira has returned home. After living in New York for 18 years, working as a spores journalist, 
gathering colorful stories about the old days at Toots Shor and the days of Dempsey and DiMaggio, he 
returned to Lisbon ro become Director of Public Relations for the Portuguese Tourist Bureau. When I 
finally met 1his enthusiastic, energetic man, once a world class runner, he promised co pace me through 
Lisbon for a day. 

"The Portuguese have an old proverb," he said. " 'Dios escreve direito por /in has tortas, which is best 
translated as "God writes straight in crooked lines." And Portuguese history seems co bear out this 
proverb's accuracy-rhat enduring chaos, adversity, and pain can ultimately lead to good fortune. 

"Centurie of battling a powerful ocean created a country of expert sailors who know the sea, who 
became the first Europeans 10 explore rhe non-Western world. Domination by the Romans, who 
conquered the region under Julius and Augustus Caesar in the first century B.C., gave us our language 
which is now poken by over 100 million people. Arab culture and science, brought by the Moors in the 
eighth century, had an enormous influence. especially in the South .... 

• 'The country first won its independence in rhe 12th century after we defeated the Moors, and the 
following centuries were 1he mo I celebrated period in our history, a time of enormous colonial 
expansion. Under Prince Henry the Navigator, Portuguese ships explored the coast of Africa, discovering 
Madeira. Cape Verde. and the Azores. In 1488. Bartholomew Diaz rounded the Cape of Good Hope. Less 
than ten years later, Ya coda Gama reached the coa t of India. 

·'In the:: early I 61h cemury, we continued our explorations. and the cou mry • s empire stretched across 
A~ia. Africa, and America. But foreign competition, piracy, and endless wars on the high seas berween 
the English, Dutch, and Spanish cut off our foreign trade, ruining the nation's economy. 

"Today the proverb still rings true. From decades of repression emerged a fierce sense of independence 
and a love for freedom. Economic problems have made the us resilient and enterprising, even as these 
ame problem· have driven over ten per cem of our population out of the country. These tribulations 

have given the Ponugucse a trong national identity and nowhere is this sense of national identity more 
prominent than in Li bon." 

We started in the Alfama, the old Moorish section of the city whose buildings were fortunately spared 
from destruction in the earthquake and fire of 1755. The twisting cobblest0ne street arc so narrow that 
travd by car is impo ~iblc. In most place I could stand right in the middle of the street and couch the 
buildings on both sides. The Alfama sends forth the savory smells of food-the markers are piled with 
lre~h fruit and vegetables. and strands of garlic and pepper dangle from the doorways of local caverns. 



And besides the fascinating spectacle of everyday life in the Alfama, the quarter has some lovely old 
churches, most of which date from the 18th century. 

Above the Alfama and the Tagus hovers St. Geo.rge's castle, a hillrop fortress. The Visigoths, who 
overran the country in the fifth century, used ic as a fore. Then it was taken by the Moors in the early 
eighth century. We walked along che ram pares and esplanades and wandered through the olive, pine, 
and cork trees on the roof terrace, where we had the best possible view of the city, whose uniform red rile 
roofs reflected the early morning sun. As we srood there we tried to imagifle how many times in Lisbon's 
long history Sc. George's had been under siege. 

From Sc. George's we headed ro Belem, where the Tagus meets the Atlantic, co visit Praca Alfonso de 
Albuquerque, a former royal palace. Its enormous rectangular garden overlooking the Tagus was 
stunning, but the truly curious attraction there is the famous Coach Museum, installed in a beautifully 
ornamented salon where the palace riding school once stood. Lisbon's most popular tourist attraction, the 
mu eum is considered the best collection of its kind in the world, with ornate vehicles dating from the 
17th century. By chat time, however, our attentions were turning co food. 

Since much of Portugal's history has been determined by its relationship with the ocean, it's not 
surprising that there's an abundance of fish and seafood in every market and on every menu. Caldeirada, 
the classic Portuguese version of bouillabaisse, was always delicious. Countless other kinds and 
preparations of fish are available and, of course, I never had to ask if it was fresh. 

Portugal is also famous for port wine, for which the English developed their taste as early as the 17th 
century. It comes from the mountainous northern region called the Douro, and it takes its name from 
Pono, the nation's second-largest city. While dry pore makes a fine aperitif, vintage port, blended, aged, 
and matured in wooden casks until it turns the color of straw, is che very finest of this class. Madeira, 
which like port comes from only a precisely defined geographical area, also has a selection of great variety. 
Among them, Sercial, Malmsey and Boal have found their way into literature and culinary history. Wines 
from the Dao and Col ares districts, unheard of outside of Portugal, are also especially good. But my 
favorite discovery was vinho verde (green wine), a young, light wine from the Minho discricr of 
northwestern Porrugal. This pleasant drink, low in alcohol content, is called "green" since it comes from 
grapes char are nor fully mature. 

That evening I headed back co the Alfama for /ado. This 
characteristically Portuguese song, which came from the 
docks of Lisbon, is usually melancholy and its name can be 
roughly translated into English as fate. The singers, who 
clutch black shawls around themselves as they sing, lament 
the inevitable acceptance of fate which characterizes so much 
of Portuguese society. Accompanied by two guitarists, the 
fad,sta 's face becomes trance-like as she throws her head 
back, clasps her hands before her, and closes her eyes in an 
expression of painful surrender. In the sheer intensity of its 
emotional force. /ado has been compared to American blues. 
But while a heartbreaking/ado reduces an audience to tears. 
it also brings them close to the hean of Portugal. 

Tourists never allow enough rime for Lisbon and I was no 
exception. No time for shopping-Lisbon is famous for 
embroideries from the islands, china and glassware, gold 
jewelry and glazed Portuguese tiles. Bur I was looking . 
forward to the scenic drive to the Algarve. and a night in apo11sada, a government-run mn that could very 
well be a restored royal castle, medieval monastery or Moorish fortress. 

The drive would take me to Sintra, nestled high in the mountains and remembered by Lord Byron~ 
"Glorious Eden" with its unforgettable crown. the Pena Palace; through the vast plains of bull-breeding 
country in the Ribacejo province and the cork-producing plains of Alenrejo; to rhe museum city ~fEvora 
with irs tiled patios, cobblestones and labyrinthine srreets; and the 15th century Convent dos Lots, now a 
luxurious pousada. 

And then to the Algarve. 



Suddenly I found myself in the 
middle of a movie set. Albufeira at noon 
was a caldeirada of activity: shops, 
fishermen, children, vacationers. It 
could have been St. Tropez, or Marbella 
before the invasion of the highrise. 
The name of the Algarve region comes 
from Arabic, and the distinctive allure of 
the area's farms and villages bear witness 
to a strong Moorish influence. This 
maritime province, which forms the 
southwest comer of Europe, stretches 
along the hundred miles of southern 
Portugal. For centuries a rugged 
mountain range separated the Algarve 
from the rest of Portugal. As a result, the 
region's people developed a unique 
character and culture -partly Arab, 
partly European. And now, though the 
province is accessible to all, the magic 
and spirit of the past remain. 
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To the south of the mountains lies one 
of the world's most exciting coastlines. 
From pale golden beaches, luminous 
yellow rocks point upwards from the sea, 
which faintly joins an azure sky at the 
horizon. Along the water, white houses cluster together in tiny fishing villages. Beguiling works of 
Moorish architecture are virtually everywhere. 

Spring in the Algarve stares in January with the blossoming of the almond trees, and summer there 
seems to go on forever. Lemons, oranges, and figs ripen in the warm sun, and throughout the entire year 
wildflowers add their own unique hues to the landscape. Other colors appear at the time of Carnival, 
when villagers don their local costumes and celebrate this event with parades, dancing, fireworks and 
bullfights. 

For generations, fishing has been the way of life in the coastal villages. And each town offers its own 
particular attractions. Faro, with 18,000 inhabitants, is the capital and southernmost city of the Algarve. 
Olhao, a fishing village near Faro known as the Cubist Town, has long attracted painters from all over 
Europe. Portimao is famous for its bustling port and handsome fishing boats. Pria da Rocha, with its 
seaside cathedral of caves and grottoes, is considered queen of the Algarve beaches. Prince Henry the 
Navigator's favorite residence was located in Lagos, at the edge of a magnificent bay. At Sagres, at the 
very southwestern tip of the nation, the first school of navigation was founded over 500 years ago. Louie is 
known for its gleaming white chimneys and Moorish ramparts, and Slives is another town with a rich 
Moorish tradition. Monchique's ancient Roman spa is still reputed to cure rheumatism. And Albufeira, 
once a sleepy village whose white houses hugged the cliffs along the sea, is now a swinging resort. It was in 
Albufeira that I met Roger Alexandre. 

Roger's smile was infectious as he repeated his favorite expression, ''No problem, no problem.'' In 
fact, there are rumors going around that people come back to the Algarve just to see his smile and 
experience hisjoie de vivre. This warm and gracious temperament seemed ideally suited to Roger's 
position as Director of the Algarve Agency, whose business is ensuring that villa vacations there are 
enjoyable. When I met him for the first time at A Ruina, a superb restaurant in a dazzling setting 
overlooking the beach of Albufeira, he talked about the elegant villas in the area which can be rented by 
vacationers. Only two nights later we were old friends eating chicken pin'piri and sipping vinho verde at 
one of his favorite spots just outside of town, a local restaurant called Antonios. 

''During the war I was very brave,'' he told me. ''One night my troops were ambushed, and I jumped 



up and fired into the forest until they found cover. We were all frightened. The war in Guinea-Bissau was 
very bad, but we had to defend the people. This was not too long ago. Then, of course, I was in good 
shape, only 65 kilos. Now I weigh 87-1 am on a diet and exercise program." 

His wife, who spoke no English, smiled as Roger told the story. A shy woman with unassuming beauty, 
she spoke in French about growing up in the traditional male-dominated society of the Algarve. She 
talked about their children, and mentioned that their son was attending a special private school where he 
learned English. 

Then the subject of pon came up. Roger's response was predictable: ''No problem.'' We headed to the 
Pon Bar in Albufeira, and after Roger exchanged a word or two with the owner several candle-warmed 
glasses appeared along with a bottle of 50-year old Sandeman pon. That glorious experience simply 
cannot be described. Nor will I try to describe the look on my face when, leaving the restaurant, a 30-ycar 
old bottle of Armessetti pon, costing $60, slipped from its container and crashed into pieces on the street. 

''No problem,'' said Roger. ''I will take care of it. Anyway, it was clearly the fault of the bag.'' 
He reappeared with a big smile, holding another package tightly, and announced, "Now it's time for 

/ado." 
I still have a vivd image in my memory of this wonderful man, dancing around his living room, singing 

along with Amelia Rodrigues, and translating thefadista's plaintive lyrics. 

Looking down from the collonaded clubhouse at the Roger Taylor 
Tennis Center, I saw the stuff that tennis player's dreams are made 
of. There, below, set in a narrow wooded valley which sheltered the 
site from a gentle sea breeze, were 12 all-weather couns, neatly 
paired so that each had a certain independence. On the two front 
courts stood a tanned, athletic figure, scrutinizing four young 
players who were pounding their ground strokes with authority. 

''That's my husband,'' said Frances Taylor, who had greeted me 
inside and showed me around the club: pro shop, sauna, massage 
rooms, heated pools, solarium, and patio bar and terrace 
overlooking the couns. Although she was formerly a ranked British 
player, Frances leaves the coaching to Roger and his assistants, and 
concentrates on the administration of the Center. 

"Let's say hello," she said. 
Roger Taylor, at 39, has abandoned Big Time tennis, but you 

wouldn't guess it from his appearance: dark hair, the chiseled good 
looks of a movie star, six feet, with the strong hands and legs of a 
world class athlete. Americans don't recognize his name like they 
would that of Rod Laver, Stan Smith, or even Roy Emerson, all his 
contemporaries, but Taylor was a popular figure in the tennis world 
in the sixties and seventies, and his name still carries the aura of 
W im bled on. He was semifinalist there in 1967, 1970 and 197 3; he 
shared the U.S. Open doubles crown several times; and he was 
always ranked in the cop ten in those years. As the best player in 
Great Britain since Perry, Taylor received an MBE from the Queen. 

As we began co chat, the first thing that struck me was his 
pleasant, unpretentious manner. (Taylor grew up in an era when 
tennis stars were athletes and gentlemen.) We talked about 
Wimbledon, the Legends Circuit, the Tennis Center, and 
his transition from playing to entrepreneurship. . . . 

'' It's interesting,'' he said. '' All of a sudden you find yoursclfhavmg the qualify for even~. You mw a 
few tournaments, lose a match or two, your ranking slips, and there you arc fighting to qualify. I'd been 
looking at some opponunities, certainly for a better tax situation. There was the Monte Carlo Country 
Club, but it was coo formal for me and then I looked at something on the Channel Islands.Tha~•s when I 
thought of the Algarve-the British have always liked to vacation here-and there's great tcnrus weather 
virtually every day of the year. 



• 'Vale do Lobo is sensational. And this place, near the sea. has gor to be one of the finest tennis playing 
centers in the world. We emphasize individual supervision as well as some competitive play in our 
progams which include training weeks or simply tennis holiday packages. There are also junior. senior 
and over 35 tournament weeks during the year. Oh. for women, it's over 25. Tough to get them co admit .... 

"So I combine my time here and at home with appearances in the Legends Circuit. And that means 
facing Rosewall and Laver again. As if I didn't see enough of them in the old days! Except now, in the 3 5 
and over tournaments. there might be an eight man draw, and I'm often matched against one of them in 
rhe first round. I stay in good shape but don't have anyone to push me in practice down here-anyway, 
Rosewall is winning everything, 10 of 13 so far, at Sl0,000 per tournament. The tour is great fun, and 
there's a great feeling about it. At a recent stop in Barcelona, for example, the full house went wild every 
time Laver hit a ball. I even earned a little there for winning the doubles with Owen Davidson." 

We talked about the craziness at Wimbledon this year and I asked him how it felt to have gotten so 
close, especially in 1973, the year of the boycott. or in 1970, when he ended Laver's streak there. 

"Yes. there's nothing in the world quite like Cenue Coun at Wimbledon," he said. "In 1973 I lost 7-5 in the 
fifth to Jan Kodes in the semis before he went on to bear Metrivelli decisively. Yes. it was close .... '' 

Just then one of his pupils challenged him to a game, actually a drill, where they would cry to hit 
tennis ball cans set up near the base line. The 15-year old 
from nearby Louie, Marco Seruca, son of 
a fruit farmer, had nor missed a day of 
practice since he came to the center 
almost a year before. Although he 
showed talent and determination, he 
hadn • r hit the cans many times that 
morning. But against rhe master che 
clang of flying cans came at an alarming 
rate-alarming, that is, for Taylor. who 
was losing the challenge. 

"What arc you playing to?" I called. 
''I'll decide later.·· he retorted with a 

wry smile. 
His English humor resurfaced later 

after he invited me 10 play in the weekly 
tournament at the club. 
''Now make ure you' re here by 9 t\M,'' 

he instructed. 
After a moment's pause. he added. 
"Because nobody else will be!" 
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As we talked. I noticed that one of his students not only looked and dressed like McEnroe-curly hair, 
chunky build, red headband, Tacchini outfit-but affected his mannerisms as well. I wasn't surprised to 
hear his friends refer to him as' 'Little McEnroe." Along with two other juniors, he was part of the Taylor 
clan. living at their villa in Vale do Lobo. Each morning they would run on the beach or golf course, and 
then play ~ix or seven hours a day. 

"I beat McEnroe's brorher at the Orange Bowl last year," said Sheldon Mayer. (I could only think of 
him as Little McEnroe.) ''I'm ranked 17 in Sourh Africa right now and getting better .... I guess the 
diffcrentc is that Americans want to win more. 1 was playing one of the top juniors in Florida and he kept 
saying, 'Mfrs, miss. 'just loud enough for me to hear every time I wenc to hit.'' 

I liked Little Mac, his cockiness wasn't overbearing and I looked forward to facing him in the 
tournament, to resting his temperament against my "defensive" game. As it turned our, we both lose to a 
ringer from the Netherlands, a pro who gave Little McEnroe a lesson in gamesmanship after drubbing me 
in the quarters. 

As I left the Vale do Lobo estate I noticed how carefully planned and elegant it was, set within pine 
forest. facing a long. sandy beach, with magnificent views from every angle. It had all begun with a 
spectacular golf course designed by Henry Cotton, and now the sire included restaurants, bars, shops, a 
disco and night club and, set in the heart of the exclusive communiry, a five-star hotel, Donna Fili pa. 



Visca Verde was an appropriate 
name for a villa bordering the 
seventh fairway of a spectacular 
golf course on the Atlantic 
Ocean. And it was but one of 
the 250 vacation homes in the 
Algarve, Palm Beach, Greece, 
Jamaica, and England that ITP 
International offers people in 
search of a special holiday. Each 
villa seems more luxurious and 
elegant that the next, yet the 
American owners of Vista Verde 
seem ro have caken exceptional 
care in the design of their 
home. The house's spacious 
living room, complete with 
fireplace, opened onto a sunlit 
terrace and swimming pool. The interior of the viUa, white marble, radiated with light and charm. 

This building and its site were only part of the romance, for the ITP International takes pride in a 
distinctive style of personal service. From the moment I called to request a brochure to the final day of my 
vacation, I had the impression that I was visiting old friends. Not only were my travel accommodations 
courteously planned and confirmed, bur I was met and taken to the villa, where I found the kitchen 
stocked with food, wine, and a bottle of port. Needless to say, I had no trouble feeling at home. 

Then I met Pikki, manager of the Algarve Agency who first came to the Algarve in 1974 as a retornado 
from Angola. Her warmth and refinement reflected a wonderful mixture of British, Portuguese and 
Angolan cultures. But this young woman is no prima donna. She's a whirlwind, rigorously competent in 
attending ro the needs of her guests. One afternoon we drove around to look at some of the other villas 
and she mentioned that, not too long ago, on her way to a formal dinner, she had stopped in on an 
aristocratic couple who reported that cheir plumbing was out of order. Without a blink, Pikki went out to 
her car and returned with a cool box, removed her high heels, rolled up her sleeves and, within a few 
minmes, had the problem under control. 

"l think you' II like this one-it has a tennis court," she said, as we approached Quinta do Moinho, a 
rambling old farmhouse converted into a luxurious residence. Only about a 10 minute drive from the 
beach, the villa was surrounded by acres of vineyards and its own almond and fig orchards. Entering on 
the ground floor, I was impressed by the house's tastefully furnished drawing room and comfortable 
library. The sunny dining room opened onto an expansive terrace which offered a superb view of miles of 
rolling countryside. We walked to the villa's large swimming pool and newly constructed all-weather 
tennis court, across from a terraced garden which makes Quinta de Moinho one of the most attractive 
vacation spots in the Algarve. 

As we headed a few miles east of Albufeira, Pikki remarked that Quinta da Ravina could be the very 
best house in the Algarve-beautifully built, beautifully decorated and furnished, and beautifully 
situated. And as we looked down the cliffs to the ocean from the villa's manicured lawns. I couldn't 
di agree with her. Inside, the living room with an open fireplace, marble floors, and an elegant wood­
beam ceiling led right co a sunny poolside terrace. The central garden courtyard was equally magnificent, 
and a fabulous beach lay just below the Quinta da Ravina's site. 

Our final stop that afternoon was the Casa Daniela, another lovely house. Overlooking Quinta do Lago 
lake. this modern residence was both luxurious and comfortable, and its open plan design and extensive 
u e of marble and glass created a dazzling combination of light and space. The villa's spacious living room 
opened onto a large terrace, with an enormous L-shaped swimming pool. 

As l gazed across the lake to the sea, my mind returned to /ado, the lyrical, melancholy longing for 
something that might have been. But I would leave it to rhefadi.sta to sing about regrets. Portugal had 
exceeded my wildest expectations. Instead of lamenting my inevitable departure, I quietly contemplated 
lhe future, and looked ahead t0 my next opportunity to visit rhe last foreign country in Europe.• 
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THE WORLD ACCORDING TO RACQUETBALL STAR STEVE KEELEY 

by Tim Yost 

As success came, Keeley's on-court accomplish­
ments were overshadowed by his off-court eccen­
tricities. He continued to prefer sensationally aus­
tere housing, he relished off beat adventures, and 
he insisted on indulging his rather bizarre sense of 
humor. ''With Keeley, you just gotta expect any­
thing,'' says Marty Hogan, the defending nation­
al champion, who shared a house in La Jolla, Cali­
fornia with Keeley fi:ve years ago. During that 
period, Keeley, among other things, shaved his 
head, slept in a closet, raised tarantulas, and once 
boiled a dog on the kitchen stove because he 
needed its skeleton for a veterinary project. ''I 
wouldn't say he's weird, '' Hogan hastens to add, 
''but a lot of the things that he does sure are. '' 



''With Keeley, you just have to expect anything ... I wouldn't 
say he's weird, but a lot of things he does sure are. " 

!e's three o'clock in the morning and che mid-winter 
moon casts a pale blue light across the windswept 
snowbanks chac engulf Haslecc, Michigan. Within 
the next couple of hours lights will begin flickering 
on in chis sleepy whistle-stop as people get up and 
prepare for rheir jobs at the auto facrories in nearby 
Lansing. But right now a single light burns, as it has 
all night, in a boarded-up garage chat displays a sign 
above its door reading: NIRVANA. 

Inside, a mop-headed. athlecic-looking figure 
hunches over a manuscript, busily scribbling away 
with his righc hand as his left reaches out t0 pat che 
icy nose of one of the ix full-sized dogs chat roam 
freely about this spanan domicile. A porcable radio 
standing in a corner announces a sub-zero tempera­
ture outdoors. Indoor , the mercury lingers some­
where in the upper 40s, bur neither the dog nor the 
man-who is working in rumpled shin­
slceves-seem ro mind the cold. 

In another hour, the man will double-check the 
matchbook cover on which he has wriuen tomor­
row"s itinerary. His activities will include: writing an­
ocher chapter in his new book, seeing a printer about 
the cost of publishing his ju t-finished book. playing 
in a major league racquetball tournament, inventing 
a racquetball-related gadget. mapping out a cross­
country bicycle trip, evicting a delinquent renanc, 
and trimming his dogs' toenails. Then, finally aris­
fie<l that he has squeezed in as many projects as chis 
particular day will hold, the man will grndgingly sec 
his alarm for noon and, still fully dressed, join his 
dogs atop his disheveled wacerbed. Thus ends a typi­
cal day in the life of pro racquetball star Steve 
Keeley, America's mo t prolific, and ptculiar, 
author-athlete. 

In rhese days when every high-paid, lowbrow jock 
within earshot of a ghostwriter i dictating his or her 
200 pages of self-approbauon. Ktdcy stands out like 
Charles Dickens at an extention course at Rocky 
Mountain Community College. In ju L the past fivc 
ycars. Keeley. eleventh in caretr mu11ey winnings on 
the National Racquetball Club pro tour. ha. written 
eight books. Among them is 7he Complete Book of 
Racquetball. a thorough instruetional tome aimed at 
novices to intermediates. Publi heel in 1976. that 
book has muscled its way co the top of an ever-ex­
panding heap of racquetball literature by selling 
more than I 20,000 copies. making Keeley the be t­
selling aurhor in his field. 

Another field in which thi • ruggedly hanJ~ume 
32-year-old remains umurpassed i general zaniness. 
In its brief history, racquetball has known its hare of 

RAC..QUET QUARTERLY / 86 

talented oddballs. Vic Niederhoffer, one-time na­
tional squash champion, used co carry his gym 
clothes in a wasce baskec on rhe way co NRC courna­
ments. Bud Muehleisen, a denrisc and one of rhe 
Founding Fathers of racquerball, was known co be­
rate upscarc rivals for not brushing their teeth before 
stepping onro the courc with him. Bill Schmidtke, 
national champ in 1971 and 1974. was such a norori­
ous rube thac it was said he concracted the bends 
whenever the pro rour scopped at a city wi ch a popu­
lation over 1,000. But on the court Schmidtke was a 
shark. Then there is Charlie Brumfield, who shares a 
countenance with fellow Californian Charles Man­
son. Brumfield gave up a law career to lead a cult of 
beer-swilling, semi-crazed followers known as 
''Brum's Bums'' en route co claiming an unprece­
dented five nacional cities. And rhen there is Keeley, 
in a league all by himself. 

Generally acknowledged co be one of che pioneers 
of modern racq uecbal I, Keeley has led a baffling ec­
centric ten-year pro career. After earning a Doccor of 
Veterinary Medicine degree from Michigan Scace in 
1972, he abandoned his promising profession to be­
come a racquetball bum in chat spore's sunny mecca, 
San Diego. Like all the ocher bums in chose lean 
years, Keeley played for T-shirrs and trophies, scuf­
fed his pockets with sandwiches at cournament hos­
pitality rooms, and. out of economic necessity, made 
his home in vans, basements. and garages. 

Bue Keeley wasn't jusr another bum. He quickly 
shinnied up rhe racquetball ranks co become one of 
the cop two players in che country. "1 chink rhe guy 
was che most talen red player in that era," says 
Brumfield, who, nonetheless, emerged as Keeley's 
nemesis in the mid-'70s, leaving Keeley standing on 
the threshold of che national championship enough 
times co wear holes in che soles of his trademark mis­
matched Converse sneakers. 

As uccess came. however, Keeley's on-court ac­
complishments were overshadowed by his off-courr 
eccentricities. He continued co prefer sensacionally 
aust<:re housing, hc rc:lished off-bear adventures, 
and he insisted on indulging his rather bizarre sense 
of humor. ''Wich Keeley, you just goua expect any­
thing," says Many Hogan, the defending national 
champion. who shared a house in La Jolla, California 
wirh Kedey five years ago. During chat period. 
Keeky. among other things, shaved his head, slept 
in a closct. raised taranculas. and once boiled a dog 
on the kitchen stove because he needed ics skeleton 
for a veterinary project. "I wuulcln 't say he· s weird,'' 
Hogan ha tens t0 add, "bur a lot of the things char 



''In sweltering July heat he pedaled 300 mzfes in one continuous 
24-hour period to win a single-dip ice cream cone. '' 

he does sure are.'' 
Keeley's exploits in just the pasc half-dozen years 

reveal something about his approach co life. A few 
highlights: 
0 In 1974, he made a 2,400-milc solo bicycle trip 
from San Diego to Lansing in 24 days, including a 
two-day layover ar Sc. Louis co play in che Interna­
tional Racquetball Association pro nationals. 
0 In 1975, saddled wirh a 40-pound backpack, he sec 
out to walk the 1,050-milc length of rhe Baja Cali­
fornia Peninsula, and covered 90 arid miles before 
being forced LO cum around for lack of warer. 
0 In 1976, he ran in his second impromptu mara­
thon-his rime was a respectable 3:42-and hunted 
tarantulas in the Rockies. "I had an eight-unit 'Ta­
rancu la Hotel' that I kept them in," he says. He also 
aborted a summer bicycle trip from Vancouver to 
South America while some 200 miles deep in rhe Ba­
ja. "I was miserably hoc and I couldn't stand lisren-
1ng to the Mexican music on my radio headphones 
anymore," he recalls. 
0 In 1977, wearing a Bozo the Clown haircuc-"a 
Mohawk in reverse" -he traversed the country, hit­
ting all the major tournament sites in his customized 
Chevy van. Accompanying him on chis 90-day, 
6,000-mile jaunt was his seven-foot stuffed rabbir, 
Fillmore). Hare, who rode shotgun. 
0 In 1978, in sweltering July heat, Keeley bicycled 
che 230 miles from Lansing co Charlevoix, Michigan 
in less chan 24 hours co win a S5 bet, which, he says, 
"I till can' c remember if I ever collected." 
0 One year later, he pedaled 300 miles in one con­
tinuous 24-hour period to win a single-dip ice cream 
cone. "For a double-dip, I'd have cheated", he 
concedes. 
0 Lase winter, in order "co sec how the ocher half 
lives,'' Keeley spent a week dwelling among che 
winos at a skid row rescue mission in downtown Los 
Angeles. 

In 1977, just as racquetball was finally coming into 
its own, Keeley surprised everybody when he pulled 
up stakes in San Diego, foresaking the four-walled 
promised land for the hinterlands of Michigan. A 
few pro players figured Keeley's exodus indicated 
that he'd lose interest in the game. A vc1cran in a 
pon still on this side of puberty, Keeley had never 

been patient with che infan1ile behavior that has al­
ways plagued the pro circuit. Moreover, his slow­
paced, control style had been stymied of lace by 1he 
wide-open, power game popularized by his house­
mace Hogan. This prompted some co write off 
Keeley's retreat to an unheated garage perched on 

the wooded shores of tiny Lake Lansing as the part­
ing gesture of a misunderscood, though well-liked. 
flake. 

What Keeley acrually did was retreat to his Wal­
den Pond co begin a new career as racquet ball's pre­
eminent Bohemian. Buoyed by rhe success of The 
Complete Book of Racq11etball but dismayed by his 
meager royalties. Keeley decided co publish and dis­
tribute his own books. So he formed Sen•ice Press 
Inc., the only publishing house in the nation run out 
of an unheated garage. 

Keeley made his publishing debut cwo years ago 
in a characteristically zany way-by imulcaneously 
releasing his third and fourth books, It's a Racq11et!, 
the first collec1ion of racquetball's anecdotes in 
print, as well as The Kill ,md Rekil/ Gang. 96 pages 
of cartoons involving assorted Doonesburyesque rac­
quet ball charaner-. 

··Beyond the motivation to gee :i larger piece of 
the pie for myself. I decided co publish my own 
books to sari fy my urge co undertake new and dif­
ferent projern," Keeley says ... I just like to experi­
ence life in different ways. :ind co do chis I h:ive a lot 
of little goals, little projem. Like my go:il of pub­
lishing two books on the same day. I read once where 
Tom Wolfe had done ch:it. It sounded weird, so I 
decided to go ahead and do it, coo.·' 

Lese anyone get the idea thac Keeley is running a 
vanity pre s. he quickly poims our his cimetable for 
writing and publishing ac le:isc another dozen in­
structional books. ranging in ubjeccs from condi­
tioning to advanced strategy to gamesmanship. In a 
remarkable tribute to his C":trnescne. •. Kedey crank­
ed our four new books during a hectic five-month 
stretch last year. 

"It really wasn't a pleasanc experience," he re­
calls. "I let myself get behind schedule. so for five 
solid months I secluded myself in my garage and did 
no1hing bur write every waking hour. I wrote while 
eating. while talking on che phone, even when I was 
in the bathroom." The fruits of Kl·cley's labors arc 
The II' 0111i:11 's Book of R.1rq11i:tbJII. co-authored by 
female champ Shannon Wright and publi hed lase 
foll by Contemporary Books, R,1cq1utbi1II for Begi11-

11i11g P~IJ<'fS and RJcqut'lbJII /or t\d1•ulJCt'd Players. 
both released last summa b)' Srrokeminder Books, 
and Eq11ip11101t ,md Strok,• Procl11ctio11. which 
Keeley himsdf will publish and discribute lacer this 
year. 

"One of my link goals,'' Keeley confides, "is to 
bcromc a millionaire author. the Harold Robbins of 
racqm·tball." On his way to the jackpot, Keeley is 
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''Before settling in his dark, cold garage, he toyed with the idea 
of living in a treehouse, a cave, and even a sewer pipe.'' 

carving ouc new genres in spons literature. He's writ­
ten racquetball articles, racquetball anecdotes, rac­
quetball canoons, and racquetball poetry, but his ul­
timate goal is to write a racquetball novel. "Why 
not?" he says. "I know racquetball better than any­
one else in the world.'' 

Few would question his credentials. Keeley enter­
ed his first national championship in Salt Lake City 
in 1971, a time when hardly anyone believed that 
racquetball, then a fledgling sister of handball and 
paddleball, would ever get out of the nest. Keeley 
was one of the non-believers. Playing on rwo sprain­
ed ankles, he lost in the round of 16 and hobbled 
back to Michigan Seate to resume both his veterinary 
studies and his reign as national paddleball cham­
pion. "At that time, only three other people in the 
whole state of Michigan played racquetball," Keeley 
says. "From all indications, it didn't seem rhat the 
sport would make it.'' 

Then Brumfield showed up. Fresh from the sur­
render of his paddlebaJI title to Keeley six months 
earlier, Brumfield came to East Lansing in the sum­
mer of 1971 to hone his racquetball game against his 
rival. Every day the two took to the handbaJI courts 
at MSU's Men's Intramural Building for a punishing 
five-hour workout. The result was the birch of mod­
ern racquetball. "Charlie and I got the game down 
co a science," Keeley says. "We invented the Z-ball 
and the around-the-wall ball. It took other players 
six months to figure out where those shoes were com­
ing from when we hit them during matches.'' 

'' At that point in his career, Steve was the best of­
fensive player there ever was,'· says Brumfield. Bue 
with the advent of the fast modern ball a couple of 
years ago, Keeley's style of play changed radically. To 
handle the up-and-coming power hitters like 
Hogan, Keeley adopted a defensive game that relies 
on controlled strokes and percentage shots. His game 
is still good enough to gee him into all the major 
tournaments, but seldom good enough to win them 
anymore. 

Keeley claims that he voluntarily sacrificed his of­
fensive game-and his former Top Ten ranking-co 
gain time for ocher pursuits. Brumfield doesn 'c buy 
that. His opinion is chat "Steve became frustrated 
and lost interest in the game because I always stood 
between him and his goal of being the best racquet­
ball player. Behind all chat smoke and guise about 
originality and unique lifestyle lies someone who is 
afraid of failure.'' 

If Keeley is indeed afraid of failure, he doesn 'c 
slow down long enough to notice it. An efficiency 
nut, he organizes his every waking hour to accom-
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plish as many of his "weird projects" as possible. 
Charlie Drake, president of Leach Industries, the 
racquet manufacturer who has sponsored Keeley 
since 1971, witnessed the Keeley efficiency firsthand 
when Keeley and Hogan were living with Drake in 
La Jolla. "Steve's very meticulous about notes," 
Drake says. "He's likely to have a matchbook cover 
in his pocket with 15 things co do written on it, rang­
ing anywhere from writing a book to making sure 
the bathroom door is locked. As he goes through 
those things, he checks each one off, treating each 
with the same importance.·' 

One item at the top of all of Keeley's lists is sleep. 
He hates it. A night owl, he seldom hits the sack be­
fore 4 a.m., he goes to bed in his cloches co avoid 
wasting valuable time undressing and dressing. He 
also practices sleep-learning-a cape recorder near 
his bed comes on ac intervals throughout the night 
admonishing him not co hit forehand shots cross­
court-and recently he consulted a hypnotist co see 
if he could cue down on his shut-eye. "Eight hours 
sleep a night is a waste of time," he complains. 
''I'm utilizing my time co the utmost, except for 
sleeping eight hours a night-eight little slices of 
death. I wouldn't change my life at all, except co 
sleep less.'' 

Keeley's housing preferences have long been a 
source of astonishment co his friends. He is slightly 
photophobic, which accounts for his fondness for the 
dark. He also likes the cold; froscbi ce, he seems co 
believe, is healthy. Before seeding in his dark, cold 
garage in Michigan, he coyed with che idea of living 
in a tree house, a cave and even in a sewer pipe. 

"My pipe dream has always been co live in a 
pipe," he says. Vic Niederhoffer, the former nation­
al squash champion, who also happens co own a pipe 
company, heard about chis and offered to fix Keeley 
up with some six-foot sewer pipes, complete with 
smaller pipes branching off the main pipe for 
Keeley's dogs and offices. "He was serious!" Keeley 
says. ''Bue I didn't cake him up on ic, because I have 
nirvana righ c here in my garage.'' 

Keeley's nirvana is a 12' x 18' unattached one-car 
structure in the backyard of an aging wood-frame 
house, one of a dozen rental properties he has 
bought with his racquetball earnings. Six doghourses 
crowd the garage's ''foyer,'' one for each of the 
canines chat share the residence: an Irish Setter, a 
Grear Dane, a Golden Retriever, a Labrador Retriev­
er, and cwo Dobermans named Corn and Flake. 
Beyond the foyer is a cramped area containing a 
heated water bed (the sole source of warmth in the 
garage), an air conditioner chat runs constantly in 



''!n_ the world according to Keely, there are two reasons for 
lzvzng-to learn things and to have fun. '' 

the summer, and shelves holding such memorabilia 
as embalmed tarantulas, rubber mice and gag false 
ceech. '!"here_'~ also a makeshift office, where Keeley 
does his wrmng and conduces his real estate and 
publishing business. 

The place clearly lacks a woman's couch. "Oh, 
sure, I date now and then," says Haslett's most eligi­
ble bachelor, "but by and large daring is not a very 
efficient use of time.'' Why some women would dis­
agree with that sentiment remains a mystery to 
Keeley, as does why one of his dares screamed in ter­
ror when he presented her with a goat's heart on Val­
entine's Day. ''I guess the only girl I could marry 
would be a Keeley clone," Keeley says. "And then I 
don't know if I could stand living with myself.'' 

Keeley insists ic is his singular lifestyle, rarher than 
his love of letters, char leads him to write. ''I like it 
dark and quiet, and I like ic cold," he says. "My 
garage is double-insulated and double-walled, and 
there are no windows, so there's no noise, no light, 
and it's cold. Ir stays between 48 • and 58 • in the 
winter. I usually sray up late, and there's really noth­
ing else co do in a garage in the middle of the night 
when it's cold except write-bur my typewriter 
doesn' c work when ic gees below 50 •.'' 

As a student at Parkside High in Jackson, Mich., 
Keeley stood out neither as an athlete nor as a writer. 
A shy, skinny kid, he struggled through three years 
on the wrestling squad before he enjoyed a winning 
season. As a senior, he was fifth man on the jupior 
varsity cross-country ream. He wasn't good enough 
to make the tennis team. He did manage to become 
sports editor of che Parkside Heritage, but only his 
parents can remember his writing. 

"I was a jock of all trades, but master of none," 
he remembers. ''The only things I was really good at 
were chess and rinky-dink spores such as walking­
che-fence and mumblety-peg, things that had a gim­
mick and that required individual effort to figure 
out. " 

Ac Michigan Stace he found his niche. Just a year 
after picking up his first paddle in 1969, he fought 
co the cop of State's legion of hard-playing paddle­
ball enthusiasts, shaping his game in his own distinc­
tive way ''without the hindrance of a coach or team­
mates.'' The by-product of his three-hour daily 
training regimen-which he claims he stuck to simp-
1 y because he wanted "to be in good shape" and "to 
just have fun'' -was his first national paddleba!l 
championship in 1971. He subsequently won the ti· 

tie in '73, '74, '76 and '77. 
After graduating from vet school in December 

1972, Keeley migrated to San Diego with the idea of 

playing a little racquetball during his preparation for 
rhe California veterinary boards in June. But by the 
time he passed the exam (on his first try) he was so 
busy playing tournaments, giving lessons and hustl­
ing matches a la Bobby Riggs char he decided to put 
his veterinary career on hold and concentrate on rac­
quetball. His family's reaction to char decision is 
perhaps best reflected in the words of Keeley's older 
brother, Tom, a star prep wrestler who toured with 
rhe Christian-affiliated Arhleres in Action before go­
ing on co Dallas Theological Seminary. "Ir shocked 
us at first, but we adjusted," says Tom. "I guess I'd 
have done the same thing if the Lord hadn't got 
hold of me firsc.'' 

Keeley doubts now that he will ever return to his 
original calling. He's just too busy with all his ocher 
endeavors. In addition to fulfilling a hectic tourna­
ment and promotional schedule-Keeley is part 
owner of National Racquetball Clinics Inc., a San 
Diego-based agency that books pros for club open­
ings and clinics-he has lately been working on a 
series of torque and vibration inventions char could 
revolutionize racquetball racquets. He's also been 
investigating the logistics of burying his garage and 
living underground, as well as researching his next 
big adventure: hopping a freight train across the 
country. "I'd go nuts if I couldn't go on an adven­
ture at least once a year," he admits. 

Keeley says it doesn't concern him that Brumfield 
and others have criticized him for at least partially 
neglecting his racquetball game in favor of a life of 
letters. "I couldn't practice five hours a day for­
ever," Keeley says. "Ir was time to diversify. Be­
sides, there are really no ultimate goals-in racquet­
ball or anywhere else. When I make my million as a 
writer, I' II probably give it away and start all over 
again because that goal will have been 
accomplished.'' 

Keeley just as easily sheds criticism familiar to his 
hero, Admiral Byrd: that he doesn't like people. 
'Tm neither a misanthrope nor a mysogynisr," he 
insists. "I just like to have che freedom to drop 
everything and chase after the right adventure, 
should it come up. I can do that with racquetball, 
my books, my publishing business, my dogs-but 
you can't put a wife in storage.'' 

In the world according to Keeley, there are two 
reasons for living: ''to learn things and to have 
fun." "I believe char when you die," says Keeley, 
"you' re going to be stuck with what you know for 
eternity, so you better do a lot of interesting things, 
live a lot of different lives. I want to have as many 
lifetimes as a cat before I'm six feet under.''• 
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Jrmmy Connors 
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Performing Arc 

Wilson has introduced one of the most expensive 
large headed racquets on rhe market, retailing for 
about S270. The theory is that, given the tolerances 
of the game, a game of millimeters and milli­
:econds, a racquet design can have an immediate 
impact on your tennis. 

The Wilson Galaxy features a unique braided 
graphite construction. and Wilson's Perimerer 
Weigh ring System. The resulting stiffness and 
stability arc sure to enhance your accuracy 011 the 
coun, and your srarus off the court. 

T H E L I N E 

Lease a Lifestyle 

If you' re looking for a pecial vacation there's a 
luxury villa waiting for you in Portugal, Greece, 
Jamaica, Palm Beach or England. ITP Villa Holidays 
has properties that range from one-bedroom beach 
apartments to seven-bedroom palacial m:msions. 
And ITP takes care of all the details including travel 
arrangements, car rentals. maid service and supplies. 

for example, che Franklin in East Sussex is a 
marvelous 70 acre estate located •10 miles outside of 
London. The Gothic styled mansion was built in 
1850, with huge stone arches, high ceilings :rnJ large 
windows overlooking a manicured lawn and tennis 
court. Thi majestic house comes with a maid and 
gardener (ballboy is not included), an<l can 
:iccomochte seven people. 

For a lavi h booklet describing the villas write: ITP 
Villa Holiday, 101 Bradley Place, Palm Beach. 
Florida. 33480. 
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Whar's an Jmilco? 

Thi~ quc:5tion has been popping up more and more 
on T-shim ac many of the fancie~t club through tout 
the country ... The Insiko 1ational quash 
Champion,hips. spon~ored by Lhe lns1lco 
Corµorarion. a Fortune 500company based 111 

Meriden, Connecri uc. i~ the largc~t squash 
tournament in cht world This rear 48 regional 
ham pion represc:nting 16 major ciric:s across Lhe 

Unired Late will c:mc:rge from over 6.000 
participant who began playing in club wurnaments 
this fall. Thc:~c hampions will converge in San 
Fr:rnci co, February 19-21, 1982 for rhe grand finals 
ro dc:termine national champion in three different 
divi~ion . 
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T H E L I N E 

The Bara Pia yoff 

Good footwear is nor a matter of style, status or 
whim in rhe indoor court spons. It is a necessity. The 
foot is concinually pushed forward in quick stares. 
stops and change of direction. Baca has introduced a 
new racquetball and squash shoe rhat will have you 
climbing thc: walls with delighr. The Bata Playoff has 
a high abrasion crepe rubber sole, rolled for lateral 
and medial movement; a heightened bumper roe: a 
fully padded t0ngue and collar; and a strong nylon 
mesh upper, reinforced with leather. 



T O P 0 F 

A Head Scare 

AMF Head has a reputation for technical innovation 
in the racquet spons-their advances in composite 
and metal tennis frames arc well-documented. Now 
rhey've entered the squash market with Lwo 
outstanding models. The Professional i the mosc 
dramatic with a new head shape and a tubular rnernl 
de 1gn that comes with a nylon bumper, trip. at 
about S60. The graphite Competition is wonderfully 
engineered with a Acer feeling and a high degree of 
durability. at approximately S 100. Both are available 
this fall. 

T H E L I N E 

The Be~t of Boch Worlds 

You 're corn-one half of you want to swe;lt it ouc. 
improve your game. The other half wants co be 
wined and dined, ro rdax. At All American Spons 
camp~ ch ere· s no need co makt' a choicl'. You can 
rnjoy playing on and off the court. And there's a 
guarantee for >'Our game' 

The rcsorn, include: Palma~ <lei Mar in Puerto 
Rico: Halfr-.l0011 inJamaic:1: \X/indermt'fe on the 
island of Elc-uthera. Amelia I lan<l Plantation and 
Grrnclef Golf an<l Racquet Club. both in Florida: 
and Topnotch at Stowe. in Vermont ski counter. 

for cough tennis and easy living, call (800) 223-
24-12 or write All Arn<:rican Sports, 366 Madison 
Avenue New York. New York. N.Y. 10017 fora 
'Jcnni V:ic:aion Kit 
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Perfecl Timing 

It's frighlening how lime flie5-but perhaps you'll 
feel a touch less anxious watching it go by on an 
impeccably stylc:d Rolc.:x. a da~sic in the world of fine 
timepieces, The famous Oystc:r cm:: is handcrafted 
5tep by step from a ~inglc: block of metal. ll is 
precision dctailcJ frorn ~olid gold or Slee!, and the 
re~uh is a watch with unparalleled clurabilily and 
style. (Even rhoughjohn <:wrnmbe, Virginia Wade 
and many other top t<:nnis star~ sport Rolexes, the 
company cJnnot, unfortunately. include any 
guarantee thar your b,H:khand \•,ill improve.) 
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T H E L I N E 

Executive Class 

What better way co handle chose multi-million 
dollar merger papers than with che most elegant 
briefcase in town. Bottcga Veneta designs it with 
soft woven Napa leather and an impeccable standard 
of workmanship. In a classic size for business, the 
case is equally smart for men and women, at about 

700. ln fact, it's just one of a superlative collection 
of briefcases from Borcega Veneta, which also 
features fine leather goods and shoes. 

You 'II find the briefcase at Bocrega Veneta in New 
York, Beverly Hills, and at all Neiman Marcus scores. 
And if you 're jetting off co thal board meeting in 
Paris, there' a new shop ac 47 Avenue Victor Hugo. 






