THERES NO GG P
in Golf

The problem with discovering ltte-
known facts ofhistoryis chat they re often
sointeresingone cannot resstsharing them.
In 1838, US. Navy explorer Capain Charks
Wilkes led the Navy's first expedicion to
map the Pacific. After mapping Antarctica
and Havwai, he spent time mapping Puget
Sound. Heanchored n Discovery Bayand
senvsomefhissixvessels o map the Sound,
atone pointlanding in 2 small bay, which
he named for one of his Naval Academy
heroes, Augustus C. Ludlow. Wilkes had
entered the Naval Academy in 1818 athe
ageofowenty,fve yearsafer Ludlow had
perished in battle. Ludlow, born in 1792,
had entered the Academy in 1804 at the
ageof welve, graduaring in 1810, andwas
commissioned asanensign. Threeyearshate,
off the coast of Nova Scoria, Lieutenant
Ludlow was second in command to the
Capuain of the S, Frigate Chesapeake
§  James Lawrence, s they battled the ritsh
H.M.S, Shannon. Ludlow was mortally
wounded in the battle, and the ship was
eventually lost o the Britsh. Regardless
of the loss, Lawrence's words to Ludlow
were eventully sewn onto a batdle flag by
Admiral Perry and became the motto of
our navy: ‘Don'tgive up the ship.”

I doubr, however, that Wilkes ever
played golf— game for landlubbers. His
temperspured two courts martal,both of
which found him guity. s severity sup-
posedlyinspired Melvilles Captain Ahab,
but it could neverhave inspired good gof,
which requires endless parience, though [
am certain he must have been ingpired by
the view one can experience today from the
second tee at Ludlows Trail Coure. The
Trail is ne of three nine-hole venues; the
others are aptly named Tide and Timber.
"This past February | played the course. |
had previously played the Tideaand Timber
courses everal times in the late ninete,
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but remembered airysoggy conditionsin
the winters—too soggy, really. Horvever,
changes made during the past three years
were much better than rewriting history,
privlge normalyreserved for thesurvivors
ofbattles. Golfat Port Ludlow, however,is
o longer a batle with the elements.
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,theclub pro,
assured me before we played thatthreeyears

of extensive sanding had resurfaced the
fairways, allowing golf to b the pleasure
itought to bein the mild limate of Puget
Sound—and he was right. Thirty tons of
sand per year, ladled out carefully across
fairwaysand ees, have resurfaced he coure.
Now one can enjoy the beauies of great
shots and great views, and the miseries
of poor shots and missed putes without
muddy distractions. The course s dry and
walkable—walkable even after a winter of
fierceand record rainfall. Regardless o the
caseof walking, Petersupplied my partner
and me with a cart so that we could play
and photograph as we rode. We began on
the Trail Course first tee, a downhill shot
opening to a comfortabl, but not easy,
second shot to an levated green. The first
surprise occurred when we walked off the
greentoward theecond eeand encountered
Mr.Bakersplendidlysupervsing the Sound.
Thereis icclein ife ke a cloudless day on
the Peninsula.

The second tee offers 2 more diff-
cult—and still downhill-shot, probably
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more diffcult because several years have
passed since I last played Ludlow. | must
admitto being distracted by the spectacular
views. The third hole s 2 great par three
of 172 yards over a lttle water—again
downill followed by a genuine par fve
withablind second shotand carefully raised

green. Rather than detail the course hole
by hole, T will summarize the Tide Nine
asgreatfun capped bya challenging uphill
ninth hole.

Peter Japheort calld thisa “woodland”
golfcourse. While ew homes border some
ofthe Tide Course, “woodland” stillsthe
right word, even more $o on the Timber
Course, where we played our econd nine.
The frst hole culminates on a tee setled
below therising Olympics. The second hole
twists downhill guarded by many more
trees~hencethe Timber designation—and
speckled with numerous stumps, many
from cedars having long ago fallen. Few
were cut; rather, they succumbed to age
and wind, falling where they had stood
for years. Often the stumps i with their
rootsexposed above the ground, whitened
anddried by the sun. Othersareladen with

mossorivy, orothergrowing lora, Within
their reaches are golf hols with bunkers
hankering o challenge one justa el oo
much, giving the umwise golfer the ] can
make it over that one” fecling that Jack
Nicklaus calleda“sucker pin.” This course
isreallya lotof fun.

Duringthe springand summer months
it i beautiful as well though my photo-
graphs from February do not include the
multitudinous pink lowers for which the
course is so well known and appreciated. |
mostly remember the spring thodies, but
many ocher lowersalso colorthe andscape
during the blooming seasons.

One of the mast photographed golf
holesin Western Washingtonis the Timber
Eighth hole. From the tee you need tofire
an easy midviron over 2 mirror-fike pond
reflecting reesandsky in perfect symmetry.
A good shot is rewarded with a far, but
undulating green. You can walk offwith 2
satisying par to facethe ninth hole whose
long rise toward the clubhoust requires
careful placement so that the third shot
willstand 2 chance to reach the green well
above you.

After cighteen great holes, we spoke
fora while with Peter, who looks forward
1o the coming months and the golfeason,
though hisworkload will probably intefere
with his mountain biking i the Olympic
National Forest and the photographs he
takes along the way. Offscason golf sl
keeps him busy, though. Each offseason
month featuresonline specialsthatinclude
acartorotheramenities, The cart, [ believe,
is necessary on the third nine, the Trail
Course. Wedrove the Trail Course bur did

not play t. The wikd January storms had
1ob: oh, AT 8

would have distracted me from golf, This
is the kind of course where a golfer could
take a non-golfing spouse or frend along
for the ride, ust t enjoy the beauty. The
Trail Course rises above the forst,descends
into it,traps sunligh, traps the imagina-
tion, and defnitely traps one’s desire to
play it. Fairways are long, narrow, and
undulating; some tee shots arc daunting;
some holes arc long and winding; and che
surrounding ground is strewn with trees
blown by the wind, though there isevidence
of developing theareaforwhat will probably

lefe hesand twigsstrewn
about, but we took a peck anyway—and
whata peck. Thegreens wereall cared and
the views of the Sound and the Cascades

be not-inexpensive home sites.

By the time we had finished, Peter was
closing forthe day. The fteroon shadows
were long, the air was cool, and our fect

were dry, regardless of months of endless
rain. Anyone who has played Ludlow in
years past will want to return, and anyone
who hasnot et played it will want o thank
Robert Muir Graves for his vision, Howa
person can walk through thick woods and
cnvision the wonderful possbiliesforgolf
holesisa mystery to me, but I'm glad men
like Graves can.

Golf on this course was no battle. No
shipswerelost. No golfballs werelost, and
certainly, no time was wasted. Captain
Wilkes and all of us who have followed
him to Port Ludlow had mapped a bit of
paradise. »
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