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         THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO BAD LIES AND THE MEN AND WOMEN WHO COMMIT THEM.

      


      AND TO ALL THE FRIENDS I’VE MADE THROUGH THIS GAME: YOU HAVE GIVEN ME SUCH PLEASURE WHILE I HAVE ENDURED SUCH PAIN.


   


      
Lie



      The condition of the ball when it is not in motion during a game of golf. Good lies include a level stretch of pristine fairway

         or anywhere the ball sits up and the player has an unobstructed swing. Balls plugged in sand traps, sunk in water hazards,

         perched on thorn bushes, and knee-deep in the rough are examples of bad lies.

      


   


      
FOREWORD



      Gary McCord


      In my thirty-five years of playing professional golf, with a modicum of decorum, I have withstood humiliation and angst beyond

         the imaginable. I have prepared myself mentally, physically, emotionally, and spiritually for the game, and yet still I can’t

         cope with the serendipitous whims of my golf ball. Things go off course (so to speak), and I tend to start whining hysterically.

      


      I remember with chagrin and not a small amount of discomfort several occasions when my golf ball became engaged in extracurricular

         activities on the PGA Tour. These occasions were too numerous to be chalked up to coincidence.

      


      Once I entered a greenside bunker at the Milwaukee Open with a palpable confidence. I was only three shots out of the lead

         and needed to get it close, but I was certain I had what it would take. After sizing up the situation and getting a feel for

         my thirty-foot blast, I let go with a precise strike and turned my sand wedge into a 7 iron. The ball flew over the green,

         over the terrified gallery, both of them, and zoomed over a village of port-a-johns with amazing velocity. I manfully walked

         in the general direction of the golf ball’s path and came upon a hot dog stand that had a certain buzz about it. They directed

         me to the front of the line where a gentleman had mustard and relish spread over his face like a bad rash. “Looking for your

         ball?” He pointed toward the condiment tray; there it lay in all its disruptive glory. A bad lie.
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      17TH TEE BOX, GOLF HOUSE CLUB, ELIE, SCOTLAND
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      16TH HOLE, PEBBLE BEACH GOLF LINKS, PEBBLE BEACH, CALIFORNIA


      

         Another time I was playing a golf tournament at Pebble Beach called “The Crosby,” after its founder, Bing Crosby. We were

         on the 16th hole at Cypress Point Golf Club, the most spectacular par three in the world. That day it was playing 217 yards

         across the Pacific Ocean with the wind whispering in my left ear at around 17 knots. I was dazed and confused, but without

         hesitation I aroused some clubhead speed with my 3 iron and majestically put the ball in the sand… on a beach seventy yards

         to the left of the green. The sound of my golf ball embedding itself in the seashells and sand woke up a slumbering seal a

         few feet away. He gracefully waddled aside, allowing me to play through.
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