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Golfers and non-golfers alike will be moved by this powerful story of transformation revealing the
secrets to success in life beyond success in our game or work.Luke Chisolm is a talented young
golfer set on making the pro tour. But when his first big shot turns into a very public disaster, he
escapes the pressures of the game and finds himself unexpectedly stranded in Utopia, Texas.
There, he meets Johnny Crawford, an eccentric rancher with a passion for teaching truth, whose
faith forces Luke to question not only his past choices, but his direction for the future.Written by
author and performance psychologist Dr. David Cook--who has worked with NBA World
Champions, National Collegiate Champions, PGA Tour Champions, Olympians, and many
Fortune 500 companies--this remarkable and encouraging story reminds us to get our game,
and our life, back on course.Now a major motion picture starring Academy Award Winner Robert
Duvall and Lucas Black! Also published as Golf's Sacred Journey.

This book has again revealed the wisdom of David Cook as a teacher, coach, and encourager of
life. This is one trip you can't afford to miss. Enjoy the journey! -- Stan Utley, PGA Tour Winner
and Leading Short Game ExpertI personally couldn't put this book down. [Seven Days in Utopia]
gives you many great insights and a different perspective on the game of golf and then finishes
with truth about life. -- Aaron Baddeley, PGA Tour WinnerAll golfers should read [Seven Days in
Utopia]. It's a book that will change the way you think and the way you live. -- Tom Lehman,
British Open Champion 1996, U.S. Ryder Cup Captain 2006Read it. Devour it. Keep it as a
reference book. You'll be glad you did. This book is a remarkable and encouraging story with an
entirely different approach on how to succeed in your golf game. -- Zig Ziglar, Leading
Motivational Expert and Bestselling AuthorThis book is full of wisdom that will enhance your
game and I believe it just may change your life. -- David Robinson, NBA MVP, 1992 Olympic
Gold Medalist, Two Time World ChampionI read this book in one sitting. It stirred my heart. What
a fun and stimulating read. -- Max Lucado, Bestselling Christian Author --This text refers to the
paperback edition.About the AuthorAuthor, speaker, entrepreneur, and mental training coach
are the roles Dr. David L. Cook has assumed over the past two decades. His clients have
included NBA World Champions, National Collegiate Champions, PGA Tour Champions,
Olympians, and many Fortune 500 companies. His articles have been featured in Golf
Magazine, Golf Illustrated, and Golf Tips. David is Chairman of the Board of Utopia Films and
served as executive producer for the Seven Days in Utopia motion picture. He is a Baylor
University graduate and received a PhD in Sport and Performance Psychology from the
University of Virginia. He and his wife, Karen have been married for over 29 years, have two
daughters, and live in Fredericksburg, Texas. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable
edition of this title.
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SEVEN DAYS INU T O P I AGOLF’S SACRED JOURNEYDAVID L. COOK, PhDNow a Major
Motion PictureAlso published as Golf’s Sacred JourneyTo the late Johnny Arreaga,my childhood
golf instructor,mentor, and friendCONTENTSCoverTitle PageForeword by Tom
LehmanIntroduction 1. A Fork in the Road 2. The Links of Utopia3. Conviction4. Shadow-
Casting 5. Signing a Masterpiece 6. Tradition vs. Truth7. Pilot’s Checklist8. Hickory Sticks9.
Buried Lies10. A New Voice11. Destiny KnocksEpilogueAcknowledgmentsAbout the
AuthorCopyrightAbout the PublisherShare Your ThoughtsFOREWORD BY TOM LEHMANA
number of years ago, I heard a man say something that struck a nerve deep within my golfing
soul. It was a simple truth that made complete sense.Being a player as well as a student and
observer of golf, I have seen over and over again competitors go through swing overhauls and
changes because of bad rounds, a series of bad tournaments, or even because of one shot. I’ve
never completely understood that. In my world, if you have what it takes to hit a great golf shot at
some point, then it is obviously possible to do it again. I mean, if you can do it once, then you
should be able to repeat it, right? It may take ten or twenty or a hundred swings to duplicate it,
but that magic shot, that perfect contact followed by the perfect flight of the ball creates a feeling
like no other, and once you touch it once, you want to and can touch it again. It’s all about
recreating the feel from those shots that you want to remember.That’s always been the way I’ve
approached golf. A good golf swing is summed up in one word: repeatability. If you can repeat it,
you can play. If what you are repeating is good enough, you can be great. It’s that simple.The
words that struck me dead center in my soul were eight words spoken by Dr. David Cook, and
they weren’t even spoken to me but to another friend. He said: “Find what you do well and
perfect it.”My whole golf experience had always been about that exact thing: not looking for a
new swing, not tinkering with different swing thoughts each day, but day in and day out searching
for that magic feel and the thoughts that go with it when it works.Shots like high-drawing one-
irons or drivers off the fairway or three-quarter-cut wedges that take a big hop and spin back
eight feet. After I hit them once, I knew I could do it again, so my entire practice goal was to learn
to repeat what worked so well. What worked well for me was a draw. I could hit the ball right to
left with anyone, day in and day out, windy or calm, cold or hot. No one could draw the ball more
consistently than I could. But it was sometimes a big draw, twenty yards or more. The good news
is that it arrived with every swing. The club went back, the body turned through, the club followed
on its assigned path, and the ball rocketed to the right and curved back toward my target. Like
clockwork.I was never inclined to try anything different, but here is the hypothetical dilemma: The
coach said it curved too much, that a fade would work better at the US Open. A higher flight,
increased spin, and less curve to hold those fairways and greens would work better at a major
championship.It all looked good on paper, and, after a couple weeks of work, my coach
proclaimed that my swing was the best it had ever looked. The swing looked great, but the
results stunk.What’s the point? Why take something that worked and exchange it for something
you can’t trust? How does that mesh with the wise words, “Take what you do well and perfect it”?
So my plan of attack should have been to take the draw — that is who I am as a golfer — and



work to draw it less and less, higher, softer, more controllable, but still a draw. That is the
essence of taking what I do well and perfecting it. Those are such wise words from someone
who understands competition and how important it is to trust in your method.In this new book,
David has added to the foundation of finding what you do well and perfecting it. Many people
have perfected their game and have still failed miserably. Why would that be? If you can hit the
shot and make it repeat, you’ve got the tiger by the tail, don’t you? If you are strong and
organized in your thinking, the answer is usually yes. But there are so many of us who get right to
edge of the plane, knowing it is time to go for the gusto and jump, and we freeze at the door. We
can’t move, can’t breathe, and the rest of the jump squad goes by, leaving us behind because of
our fear.First of all, it is understandable. Going into any unknown can be terrifying. The fear of
failure incapacitates us and we are a shell of our former self. We just know that we are incapable
of doing what we would like and need to do. It is a mentally induced flee response, to quit and
get out of danger. And it happens weekly on the PGA Tour and anywhere else you care to
look.Here’s the good news: Dr. Cook has written a book for all the people who just can’t get out
of their own way and are consistently their own worst enemy on the golf course. His mental
checklist is: see it, feel it, trust it. His foundation is: rhythm and balance and patience.This book
about golf in Utopia is relevant to every level of golfer. I read it in less than two days. I needed to
take all the wisdom it had to offer so I could apply it immediately to the 2006 AT&T Pebble Beach
National Pro-Am. See it, feel it, trust it. Patience. Create a masterpiece. I carried these words
with me into the competition. The result was an attitude far less concerned with results. It was
about the moment, and the result of being in the moment is momentum. It was a great place to
be.David Cook is a man of faith. He has made it perfectly clear how faith can and should interact
with all areas in our life. From healing broken relationships, to seeing yourself in the right way, to
being there for someone in need. Although a book about golf, the strongest part of the book may
be the words about forgiveness and mercy and grace. If you are unhappy, if your life is empty
and spinning out of control, then there are some ideas and answers to consider. My view of God
is similar to my view of golf: He is going to take what you do well and perfect it. He’s going to
perform open-heart surgery on matters of deep character and turn a curse or a difficulty into a
blessing.The bottom line: Whether in golf or in life, it’s time to get out of your own way and let the
real you shine. If you read this book, I can assure you that you will finish it a different person than
when you started.Find what you do well and perfect it. And most of all, do it with character. Only
you know your character, the person you see when you look into the mirror. Your reputation is
who people think you are. Don’t confuse the two. Dr. David Cook is a man of character. I have
learned from him. You will, too.INTRODUCTIONYou never really know when you might meet
someone who will change your life. More importantly, you never know when your influence might
change another life. This book is about influence. It is about a man who lived in a simple place
but had extraordinary insight. He also had something else on his side. He had time to invest
himself in the life of another who was lost on his journey.This story is based on the thousands of
athletes and performers I have counseled and the great mentors and teachers from whom I have



learned. I have compressed my twenty-plus years of peak performance coaching into a story of
two fictional characters: a rancher with a passion for teaching truth and a young golf professional
at the end of his rope. They represent each of us in the various stages of growth. In life we must
be willing to coach and be coached; either one alone will leave us empty.The setting for the book
is a real place. It takes place near our ranch in the township of Utopia, Texas. Not long ago a
minimalist golf course was built on the outskirts of this little village that time has passed by. The
course encircles a beautiful old cemetery. One day I noticed the beginnings of what would
become the golf course and driving range. I pulled up to the cemetery parking lot and observed.
As I sat under the great limbs of the cemetery oaks, amused at the idea of a golf course built in
the middle of nowhere, the novel began to unfold. It was an extraordinary experience, one you
will share as you read the book.The cemetery has an important role in the book. Only in a
cemetery is one’s life summed up with a beginning and an end. And for the blessed ones there
will be an epitaph that reveals that this life made a difference.It is my prayer that the deep truths
found throughout the pages of this book will help you as you pursue your dreams in golf and life.
Enjoy. And don’t be surprised if you find a revolutionary hiding in your heart.1. A FORK IN THE
ROADHow can a game have such an effect on a man’s soul?It was a scene all too familiar. I had
entered this tournament with high hopes. This was going to be my breakthrough. Finally, after
years of hard work and practice, my time had arrived. I entered the last round of this mini tour
event within two shots of the lead. With an errant shot here, and a poor club selection there, and
a three putt on the par five that I hit in two, I came to the back nine needing to make something
happen. A 36 on the front left me three back with nine to go.I began to press as I headed into the
final nine. I knew better, but the adrenaline seduced my logic. Unbeknownst to me, I had just
engaged the melt-down sequence.On the tenth I pulled my shot slightly into the trees left. I
pulled it because I feared the water hazard to the right. I found my ball in a small thicket of oaks. I
figured I had to make a move on this nine so I decided to take a risk. After all, half the field
birdied this hole on the previous day.I saw an opening between the trees, so I tried to hit a low
hook and get home in two on this short par five. Instead, it caught a limb and kicked deeper into
the trees.I couldn’t just chip out now. I would be giving two shots to the field. My playing partner
stood in the fairway with an iron in his hand seeming to be irritated that I was taking so long. I
made a quick decision to thread the needle one more time. If I hit the green, I would still have a
chance for birdie. My swing was fine but the grass behind the ball flipped the club head slightly
shut, and my shot hammered a big oak, ricocheting into an area of deep grass left of the thicket.
I was still out, so I hurried to find my ball. I knew it was there. I felt a panic brewing when I
couldn’t quickly find the ball. The grass was well above my ankles.My playing partner was
looking back at the group pushing us from behind. He was becoming angrier by the moment, not
wanting our group to be put on the clock. I motioned to him to go ahead and hit. He did, and
walked off in a huff after missing the green to the left. Like I had anything to do with it. He didn’t
come over to help. He couldn’t have cared less; it wasn’t his problem. His job was to beat me.I
looked back at the tee. There were two groups waiting now. I was holding up the entire field. I



could feel my heart racing, the cotton was gathering in my mouth. My time was up. I had to return
to the trees and drop another ball. Hurriedly, I dropped the ball without scouting out the best
scenario for my drop. It landed on bare ground and bounded a few feet, resting in front of an
exposed root. From my vantage point, the ball looked as if it had rolled more than two club
lengths, allowing me to drop again. But I wasn’t sure.I heard the guys behind me yelling to hurry
up. I saw my partner up the fairway gesturing to a rules official. I quickly grabbed a club, a seven
iron, and proceeded to punch out. I picked a large opening, and without a plan in mind, hit the
shot for the narrow neck of the fairway. I caught it a little thin, sending the ball scurrying across
the fairway. Surely it would stop. It caught a burned out area and continued to roll toward the
water hazard. I was crumbling inside. Surely this must be a dream.The official drove up and
asked why I was taking so long. Before I could answer, he said that I was on the clock and it was
ticking. We went to find my ball. There it was inside the hazard, slightly nestled in greenish-
brown slime at the edge of the lake. I had about 175 yards to the green. I knew I could advance
it, and I felt like I might be able to get it to the green. The question was where to stand. It was wet
and marshy where I needed to take my stance. On any other day I would take my shoes off and
get after it, but the clock was ticking and the official had no sympathy. I grabbed a six iron and
went in after it. My shoes were sinking in the mud, but I felt that I had to hit this shot. I wasn’t
going to wimp out now. As I took the club back my right foot sank up to my ankle. My balance
was off, but I couldn’t stop the swing. I tried to compensate, but there was no chance for a
recovery. The club hit two inches behind the ball, catching the slime and mud. I felt the pain
shoot through my left wrist all the way up to my shoulder as the club came to an abrupt stop in
the thick goo. The ball moved forward a couple inches slowly sinking in the slimy water.My shoe
came off as I tried to step out of the mud. There were now three groups on the tee behind me. I
was so embarrassed I wanted to quit. The official said to drop a ball and hit while he graciously
helped retrieve my shoe. My shirt was covered with slime, my six iron was caked with mud, my
right foot was shoeless, and I was still 175 yards from the green. My caddie threw me another
ball. I dropped it and took a swing almost before it had stopped rotating on the ground. My
barefoot slipped causing the ball to go low and left. It wound up in the left bunker, with a left-
tucked pin. It didn’t matter at that point; I was just trying to keep my sanity.The official gave me
my shoe, which was covered in dark brown muck and felt as heavy as a brick from all the water it
had absorbed. I threw it to the caddy and continued to walk up the fairway with one bare foot. My
playing partner had putted out for birdie and was waiting impatiently on the next tee, letting me
know from his body language that I was ruining his day.I hurriedly reached my ball in the bunker.
I had a downhill lie with the green sloping away. The pin was tucked close in on the left, and a
lake stared at me across the green. I was numb except for the sensation of tears building in my
eyes, clouding my vision. I gave it my best shot, barely avoiding the lake. I took three putts to get
home from there. I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I slammed my putter into the ground, snapping it
in two. The head buried deep into the earth. I screamed an obscenity and left the putter head in
the ground. I was way too proud to try to dig it out in front of the gallery.The rules official met me



on the tee box and assessed me one shot for slow play and two for the tirade he just
witnessed.A couple of old college buddies saw me and ran up and asked how I was doing. They
had come out to watch because they had seen that I was near the lead after day one. I yelled at
them to leave me alone, not knowing they had just arrived and had not witnessed my previous
hole. I was out of control. Any psychiatrist would have committed me at that moment. I had all the
symptoms of a suicidal maniac. I had lost all sense of reality. In my mind I had entered a world as
near to hell as you could describe.I finished the round in what felt like a coma. I bogeyed every
hole coming in. That was amazing, considering my state of mind. I didn’t have a putter, and I only
had one shoe on. I had no feeling. My head was swirling. I was dying inside. I stared at my
scorecard for a long time, wondering how I could disqualify myself to avoid having to post my
score. But I couldn’t. My dad had taught me early in life to never quit, never ever quit. There it
was for everyone to see, a 15 on the hole, 12 of my shots plus three strokes tacked on by the
rules official. This on the shortest par five on the course. My final score on the back was 54, to go
with my 36 on the front. A 90, the worst score in the history of this tournament. That score
represented me. It was my identity. I was a failure, a choke, and soon to be the butt-end of a
bunch of jokes.I jumped in my car and left the scene of the accident. I had to leave, had to drive. I
was looking for an escape. I headed west out of San Antonio on a small farm-to-market road, not
having a clue where it would lead me. I just knew it would be better than here, because no one
would know me there. I began to cry — a grown man! I began to yell at myself, the game, and
even God for allowing such a stupid game to be invented.Mile after mile went by. I saw nothing,
noticed nothing about the beauty of the Texas Hill Country in early spring. I was angry. I was
despondent. I was absorbed in self-pity. It was a pathetic state of mind.Up ahead was a fork in
the road. I had to make a choice. I was in no mood to have to make a choice. The thought of it
was almost overwhelming given my state of mind. I stopped. The sign’s arrow pointed right,
toward the small village of Vanderpool. The other arrow pointed left, toward Utopia. I read the
sign again. It did say Utopia. I was desperate for anything positive to happen. I turned left,
knowing it was just the name of a town, but hoping for more. I needed help. Even if it was just a
name, I projected more. I was looking for an escape. So I took the road to Utopia. At the time it
felt like nothing more than a fork in the road on a drive to nowhere.A few miles and several
curves in the road led me to Utopia, a small Hill Country town situated in the middle of what is
known as the Sabinal Valley. The valley was cut out over the centuries by the clear, spring-fed
Sabinal River. It is encircled by the hills of the Texas Hill Country, providing a rugged, awe-
inspiring setting for a community that time has left alone. The population says 373, but my guess
is they had to throw in a few deer to get the number that high. The big live oaks indigenous to
that part of Texas and a traditional, small-town main street defined the town. The basic mom-and-
pop businesses of grocery, mercantile, and lumber set the stage. The Lost Maple Cafe was the
centerpiece.I turned into the dusty parking area for the cafe and turned off the engine. I noticed
that mine was the only car; all the other vehicles were pickup trucks or jeeps. They were all
caked with the dust of the caliche roads that crisscrossed the valley from ranch to ranch. I looked



into the rearview mirror to check my face for signs of tears. The last thing I needed was for some
ranch-hand cowboy to see that I had been crying.When I caught my own eyes in the mirror, time
stood still. I stared into those bloodshot eyes, wondering how a man with such promise could
have sunk so low. I was looking into a lost soul, empty of life. I was in a sad state of mind. How
could a game affect the soul of a man so deeply?As I opened the door of the cafe, I was
enveloped with smoke and the sound of country-and-western music coming from a corner
jukebox. Circles of smoke rose from half-finished cigarettes in ashtrays on most of the tables.
The smoke billowed through the serving window to the kitchen, where the exhaust fans were
inadequate to ventilate an establishment committed to deep-fried food.A waitress clearing a
table in lightning speed motioned to me to come in and be seated. I didn’t ask for the no-
smoking section. I knew enough not to be laughed out of town. The place was packed, and
every cowboy seemed to be looking at me. My Birkenstock sandals, khakis, and mud-stained
golf shirt told everyone I was not from Utopia. Not wanting to draw additional attention to myself
by standing and waiting for a table, I moved to the counter, where four old-fashioned spinning
stools sat. Plastic tape held the stool’s aging yellow vinyl in place. I could stare from here into the
kitchen, keeping my back to the locals and the self-perceived inquisition at bay.The waitress
motioned to the blackboard for the specials of the day and asked if I wanted coffee. Before I
could answer, she began to pour me a cup, saying that I looked like I could use it. She asked if I
wanted a menu or wanted the special. I ordered the special, therefore avoiding further personal
interaction or decision-making. The waitress turned toward the kitchen, shouting out my order,
leaving me with my own thoughts.I stared into my coffee cup, thinking back to how it had all
begun. I was a twelve-year-old kid when Mr. Lux sold his land. It consisted of three hundred
acres of hay and woodlands where he had raised cattle for years. Our Texas suburb sort of grew
up around it, leaving an island of ranchland for my dog and me to hunt and explore. Because of
numerous moves in my early years, I was somewhat of a loner still trying to find my niche. I
enjoyed long afternoons in this undeveloped land with my dog. Although I had heard of
unconditional love in church, my dog was the only one who expressed it.Mr. Lux’s property was
bought by developers and turned into a low-budget golf course that our family quickly joined. My
dad had introduced me to the game of golf several years before when I shagged balls for him at
a field near the city park. He needed me to shag because the weeds were pretty thick out where
I stood. I got fairly good at it using my baseball glove to catch them. I quickly learned to catch
them in the web and not the palm of the glove if I wanted to use my hand the next day. While I
can’t say I enjoyed the scorching Texas sun, shagging balls was great practice for little league
baseball. And I got to spend time with Dad, besides. When he finished practice, he always let me
hit a few, patiently teaching me the fundamentals of the swing.Dad was tough but fair. He worked
extremely hard to provide the basics for our family. I knew that I was well loved. He gave my
brothers and me many opportunities to participate in sports and other activities. Joining the
Huaco Golf Club turned out to be a turning point in my life. I spent every waking hour at this club
hitting practice balls and playing golf with an intermittent dip in the pool to cool off. I became a



fixture at the club, befriending the old guys who played every day. They used to argue about who
would get me on their team. I loved playing with them because they always bought me a Frosty
root beer at the end of the round. I thought I was in heaven. They even paid my buddies and me
to break in their new leather golf shoes. The blisters were worth every cent, because for a few
days we wore the coolest shoes at the club.As my golf game got better and better, I became the
talk of the club, the kid who couldn’t miss. I became somebody. I thrived on this attention and
practiced harder and longer than any of the other kids. I not only wanted to be great, but the
best. The people at Huaco were proud of me.My parents saved enough to take me around to
some of the area’s junior tournaments. I quickly became one of the best in the region. My
winning became commonplace, even expected. On the days I didn’t play well, I felt people were
surprised, even a little disappointed, especially around the club. I hated to disappoint anyone, so
I would practice until my hands would bleed. I hated failure. It seemed that everyone thought that
I was more special when I succeeded. I didn’t realize it then, but I had traded unconditional love
from my dog to a life of conditional acceptance based on my golf score.The waitress slid a plate
of food in front of me, along with a fork wrapped in a paper napkin. The chicken-fried steak was
as tough as a boot, but the black-eyed peas, cornbread, and mashed potatoes made up for it. I
was famished, and this greasy-spoon dinner was hitting the spot.I had entered college on a golf
scholarship with much anticipation. My college golf career was filled with ups and downs as I
met with a new level of competition. My emotions seemed to rise and fall with my scores. If I had
a good day at the course, I would be too high to sit and study. On the other hand, if I failed at the
course, my mind was consumed with the mechanics of the swing. I could often be found late at
night under the street lamps in the dorm parking lot practicing my swing while smacking June
bugs down an imaginary fairway. Many of my phone calls home revolved around golf scores. I
could sense my parents’ hearts rise and fall along with my golf score. Oh, how I hated to
disappoint them. They had sacrificed so much to give me the opportunity to succeed.“Hun, do
you want another cup of coffee?” My mind was a hundred miles away. I nodded. She returned
with the coffee and a big piece of chocolate meringue pie that came with the special. While it
looked impressive, most of it was fluff. Kind of like a girl I used to date.My past was littered with
broken relationships with girls. Golf always came between my girlfriends and me. They couldn’t
understand how I could be so high and low because of a game. In retrospect most of my
relationships had revolved around golf. Golf was my life.I won just enough in college to give me
the confidence to turn pro. I didn’t know if I could make it at the highest level, but I did know I
could make it at some level. I didn’t have much money, so the old men at Huaco threw in some
sponsor money, as did my parents. It wasn’t much but it provided a start. There were various
mini-tours to choose from to get started. My ultimate goal was to play in at least one PGA Tour
event someday. I wanted to tee it up with the best in the world. Maybe I would earn a spot by four-
spotting. Maybe I would receive a sponsor’s exemption. Lord knows I sent enough letters to
tournament sponsors.Over the past few years I drove across much of the country playing in state
opens and other mini tour events. I didn’t win anything of significance, but I was improving.



Putting was the one skill that I knew I needed to improve to reach my dream. I was a good putter,
but to make it as a pro you had to believe you were a great putter.Every time I was about to run
out of money, I would place in a tournament, earning enough to keep me going. Every time I
wanted to give up, someone would offer encouraging words and tell me to hang in there. And I
would hang in there, mostly because I feared what might become of me if I couldn’t play
golf.This year had been a breakthrough year. I was leading the Texas Tour in earnings, which
qualified me to play in the San Antonio Open at the Alamo Golf Club, an old PGA Tour stop of
days gone by. The San Antonio Open was a part of the PGA Tour’s developmental tour, with the
winner receiving a sponsor’s exemption into the Texas Open, a PGA Tour event up the road in
Austin two weeks later. I was playing well. I felt like destiny was on my side. This was to be the
week that I would earn my berth into a PGA event.I arrived at the Alamo Club full of confidence.
My first big junior golf victory came here at the Texas State Junior when I was sixteen. It was also
the scene of my greatest golf achievement to date. I played in the state championships here my
senior year in high school, shooting a 65 on the final day to win by one. It still stands as the
lowest round in state championship play. The media got hold of my record at the Alamo Club and
were making it a big deal. The local paper featured a story about the central Texas kid returning
to the course he “owned.”I played well enough to be in contention through the first three days. I
was on a high. I just knew I would make up the two shots on the last day. The front nine was
shaky because of a couple of three putts. However, I still believed that I could make up the
strokes on the back. My ball striking was really on. I had already written tomorrow’s sports page
article myself. “The kid makes up three shots on the back nine, a repeat of his high school state
championship. Where was he during the Alamo?”And then disaster struck at the tenth. Surely
that was a dream, a nightmare. No one could choke that bad. Please, God, let this be a bad
dream.
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Phil Gould, “Lessons About Life From the Game of Golf.. This was one of those times when I
saw the movie before I read the book. Normally I don't like to do that as it colors the movie that
plays in my imagination while I'm reading. But in this case, the movie and book told the story
equally as well. It didn't hurt that the main characters in the movie were played by Robert Duvall
(one of my favorite actors) and Lucas Black. There were differences between the book and the
movie but they didn't detract from the main point that God loves us and, in this case, set up a
divine appointment that allowed someone with wisdom about life to share that with another
person who was struggling with their identity. Although the book uses golf as a teaching tool, the
lessons are about life and the fact that golf is just a game where success only yields temporary
rewards whereas succeeding in life brings eternal rewards.”

Colbz, “Changed my life. This book was, is, my life. It was like reading the biography of my life
but the difference is my life is not over. I've been in a transformative state for the last 2 years
trying to find so much in my life and mainly in my golf game. What I found was so much more
than golf. I watched the movie years ago but just a few days ago read this book. The last 36
hours I have read this book will forever change the direction of my life. From always questioning
everything in my life to letting my life be defined on the scorecard so much of this book hit to my
soul. My mindset and purpose in life is forever changed and this book is what tied it all together.
Thank you for this and I look forward to reading the second book.”

Janis, “Wow, just wow!. As an avid golfer myself…such an eye opening book. There are many
principles in here to take to your golf game. Then, there is such a nice surprise in the book. You
have to read it to find out.  ”

Joe, “Perfect for life and golf. Very insightful and inspiring. Great if you are a golfer and a good
read for life if you are not a golfer.”

sheri bishop, “It was a wonderful book that leads you to God. I would recommend it to everyone
who is able to read. I also got the movie and that is wonderful to. Everyone should watch it. It
could change your life in many ways. My son just lost a son who was 16 (our grandson) he has
watched this movie over and over and said it is the best movie he has ever seen. I agree. With
out God in your life you have nothing. We would never make it through this devastation without
Him.  Sheri Bishop”

Carrie, “A good golf read. If you like golf and you need a good read this my husband would
recommend.  Came recommended by our golf pro”

A P., “a different take on Golf Psychology. I enjoyed reading the book . Whether it will help my



game is an interesting question indeed! . There are definate lessons to learn .Rythmn, Balance
and Patience the last of which I have yet to learn to put in my game .”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Great book. Definitely a game changer. I had read about the book itself
and the comments about it pale in contrast of the content.”

The book by David L. Cook has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 464 people have provided feedback.
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