
[image: images]


            
                Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

                

                Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.

            

            
            	CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP

            

            
               Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.

            

    

[image: image]

“The venerable sage of golf instruction.”

—Chicago Tribune

“There are a million golf instruction books, but Penick’s . . . is the best—and the most widely read—book in sports. His innovation? Golfers need to keep it simple.”

—Golf Digest

“America’s favorite golf teacher.”

—Los Angeles Times

“Some sixty years’ worth of wisdom . . . from anecdotes to maxims, delivered in a pithy, down-to-earth manner. . . . His teaching offers hope that at least some of our crookedness can be made straight.”

—The New York Times Magazine




 

 


“The golfer’s equivalent of
The Elements of Style.”

—THE NEW YORK TIMES



 

The most beloved golf book of all time, Harvey Penick’s Little Red Book has become required reading for all players and fans of the game, from beginners to seasoned pros.

The  legendary  Harvey  Penick,  whom Sports  Illustrated called the “Socrates of the golf world,” began his golfing career as a caddie in Austin, Texas, at the age of eight, and over the course of nearly  a century worked with an amazing array of champions. In this classic book, which is named for the  red notebook he always kept, Penick’s simple, direct, practical  wisdom  pares  away  the  hypertechnical jargon that’s grown up around the golf swing, and lets all golfers, whatever their level, play their best.

This  twentieth-anniversary  edition  features  a treasure trove of rare images from the Penick family archives, commemorates Penick’s lasting achievement with a moving new foreword by 2012 Ryder Cup captain Davis Love III—whose father learned the  game  under  Penick’s  tutelage—and  reminds golfers everywhere to “take dead aim.”
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HARVEY PENICK  was a renowned golf pro who began his career at the Austin Country Club as a caddie. Though he coached golf at the University of Texas for thirty years and worked with the likes  of Tom Kite, Ben Crenshaw, and Betsy Rawls, he never left the country club, where he continued to teach until his death in 1995.

 

BUD SHRAKE, a Sports Illustrated writer and an avid golfer, was the coauthor of all of Penick’s books. He died in 2009.

 

 

MEET THE AUTHORS, WATCH VIDEOS AND MORE AT
SimonandSchuster.com
• THE SOURCE FOR READING GROUPS  •
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Also by Harvey Penick with Bud Shrake

And If You Play Golf, You’re My Friend

For All Who Love the Game

The Game for a Lifetime

The Wisdom of Harvey Penick
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This book is written not only to help all golfers with their own games but to help club pros and teachers with their teaching.

 

—Harvey Penick,

Austin Country Club,

Austin, Texas,

1992


Foreword to the
20th Anniversary Edition

by Davis Love III

 

My father taught me golf the way he was taught it by Harvey. Not that he ever called him that. It was always Mr. Penick. Dad must have started ten thousand sentences to me with the words “As Mr. Penick would say.” Mr. Penick spoke not of the U.S. Open, but of the National Open, and so did my father. I doubt that was a coincidence.

Harvey was a model for how my father taught golf, as he was for many others. In the early 1950s, my father, Davis Love Jr., was a good schoolboy golfer in Arkansas. Harvey was the head pro at the Austin Country Club and the golf coach at the University of Texas. He recruited my father to Texas, I imagine sight unseen. No high-resolution e-mail attachments of youthful golf swings in those days. What my father had were junior titles in Arkansas and write-ups in the El Dorado newspaper. He left for Texas at seventeen and played for Harvey for three years before being drafted into the army.

They were important years, and not just because Harvey made my father a much better player. My father’s teammate Ed Turley will tell you: Harvey and my father were cut from the same cloth. They both lived to be on the range, looking at swings.

Harvey became like a second father to my dad, with a personality distinctly different from his own father. My paternal grandfather was strict and formal, a sort of boom-and-bust oilman entrepreneur. In good times, he drove a big black Lincoln. Harvey had a warm and unimposing manner and he held that one job at the Austin C.C. pretty much his entire life. He didn’t seem to have any material needs. He lived simply. He was absorbed with the act of teaching and the desire to help a player improve. He had a servant heart.

For many decades now, the PGA of America has held special seminars where club pros and teaching pros learn how to teach from “master” teaching pros. My father would invite Harvey to speak at those sessions. In the ’70s and ’80s, when my father was on the Golf Digest teaching staff and active in the Golf Digest golf schools, he would often bring in Harvey as a guest instructor. He was always picking things up from Harvey. My father knew about the little red book long before it became Harvey Penick’s Little Red Book. My father did something similar, writing down little squibs about what worked and what did not in golf instruction. He kept his notes on long yellow legal pads.

There are so many things that Harvey told my father that my father told me, things that I am now telling my teenage son, Davis Love IV, who goes by Dru. Dad used to tell a story about being on the range one day at Austin when Harvey came by.

“What you doing, Davis?” Harvey asked.

“I’m hitting 6-irons at that mound,” my father said.

“Good. Now I’d like to see you hit a 5-iron at that mound.”

My father hit a few.

“Now a 4-iron.”

And through the bag they went. 

When I was in high school, my father would say to me, “Hit me a 300-yard drive.” I’d do it. “Now 250.” Done. “OK—200.” Another swing. “How ’bout 150?” These days, I do the same with Dru, except I start him at 325. Harvey wanted for my father what my father wanted for me and what I want for Dru. We want a golfer to truly feel the clubhead, to own his or her swing.

I’m not a good golf teacher. I can tell you what you’re doing wrong but I can’t tell you how to fix it. My brother, Mark, who teaches Dru and many others, is a good teacher, a natural instructor who teaches right out of the Harvey Penick/Davis Love Jr. playbook. A big part of that skill is to recognize the needs—and the personality type—of the student. Harvey taught Ben Crenshaw and Tom Kite, and they both went on to win majors, with totally different styles and methods. They couldn’t be more different as people or as golfers. What worked for one would not have worked for the other. Harvey gave each what he needed. He sized them up. Harvey wouldn’t have really known the concept of the sports psychologist. But he was the ultimate sports psychologist! He saw the whole person and he could teach anybody, from any walk of life, from a raw beginner to the best player in the world. Caring about people was at the core of his teaching and his being.

Tinsley Penick succeeded his father as the head pro at Austin. Tinsley remembers the story of the advice his father gave my father on how to be an effective teacher. Early in his career, right after serving in the army during the Korean War, my father was working as an assistant for Wes Ellis, a Texan and a legendary club pro at the Mountain Ridge Country Club in New Jersey. Harvey suggested my father take dancing lessons. He never said why. My father did as Harvey suggested. Maybe it had something to do with improving his balance—he didn’t know. Only then my father figured it out: Harvey wanted him to know what it’s like to be on the receiving end of a lesson, and what it’s like to be trying something new.

When my father played for Harvey at Texas, Tinsley was in junior high school, and my father would give him rides from the golf course home. Later, he remembers my father speaking to his father from Korea, getting advice over the phone about how to build sand greens for a course he was building on an army base there. Tinsley says that my father fulfilled his father’s teaching legacy. They both taught golf—although this is a phrase they would never use—in a holistic way. For them, teaching was not a get-rich-quick scheme. It was a way of life. Golf didn’t make them rich, not in the material sense. According to legend, when Harvey was told his cut of the advance for the Little Red Book would be $50,000, he said, “I don’t know if I can come up with that kind of money.” The book sold two million copies. (I can’t tell you how many I have bought and given away.) As an old man, Harvey made a big pile of money. Oh, he went wild. He bought his wife, Helen, some drapes.

I can turn golf on and off in my life, but my father could not and I don’t think Harvey could, either. Every day I play or hit balls, I think of Harvey. He gave me the grip I have used for my entire professional career, pretty much. I was with Harvey in person only a handful of times, but I feel like I really knew him, and the book you have in your hands is part of the reason why.

My times with him in person were all memorable, particularly when I went to see him in 1986, in my rookie year on Tour, when my grip wasn’t feeling right. My father felt I should see Harvey, alone. I remember him saying, “I can’t figure this out. Go see Mr. Penick.” For old-time golf instructors, golf always begins with the grip. Everything flows from the grip.

We met on a Monday late in my rookie season. Austin Country Club was closed, but Harvey was able to use his range. He was eighty-one, and you could see the Texas wind and ten thousand lessons in his weathered face. But his eyes were young and so was his voice. He was sharp. He didn’t babble endlessly, the way some instructors do. He had me hit balls, and I could tell in his silence that he was really thinking. He looked at my swing and my grip and my footwork. He looked at everything. Finally he said, “Davis, I’d like you to take your left thumb and pinch it closer to your fingers. Just enough so that you can feel it but I can’t see the change.” I can remember his eyes as he spoke. They were all lit up. He was excited.

He didn’t say why he wanted me to make that change, just as he didn’t tell my father why he should take dancing classes. He wanted you to answer the why questions for yourself. I made the small grip change and it felt new, but not strange. Harvey’s adjustment fixed all the grip-related swing problems my dad had been seeing. In one simple lesson. I made the change right there. Harvey watched me make a few more swings and said, “Let’s go get lunch.” The next year I won my first Tour event.

The two best-selling sports books of all time are both golf books: this one and John Feinstein’s A Good Walk Spoiled. I talked to John for his first golf book and he included something about my father and his legal pads crammed with golf notes. After John’s book came out, Jeff Neuman, an editor at Simon & Schuster, and I talked about taking my father’s notes and using them as the basis for a book I would write about how I learned golf from my father. I was intrigued from the beginning. But the reason I said yes was because Jeff had edited Harvey.

My book, Every Shot I Take, takes a lot of inspiration from Harvey’s Little Red Book. The book has helped my children and others get to know my father, who died in a plane crash in 1988. When I was collecting my dad’s papers for the book, I went through a whole pile of condolence notes. One is from Harvey. He wrote in rickety, clear penmanship and he concluded his note with these words: “He will probably be teaching in Heaven.”

Harvey died on the Sunday before Masters Sunday in April 1995, at age ninety. On that Sunday, I won the Tour stop in New Orleans, which got me into the Masters. Harvey was in his home. Somebody told him that I had won and he put his hands together and made a single clap. Later that night he died. Bud Shrake, the former Sports Illustrated writer who helped Harvey write all four of his books, delivered the eulogy. After the funeral, Bud was talking to some friends about that week’s Masters. Bud predicted that of Harvey’s two most celebrated students, Tom Kite and Ben Crenshaw, either both would miss the cut or one of them would win. Tom missed the cut. Ben, at age forty-three, won just days after he buried his mentor. I was one stroke behind him.

Jeff Neuman, the Little Red Book’s editor, makes a fascinating point about the book. It was published not as a new book with new ideas, but as a classic golf book that, it just so happened, had never actually been published. There’s no artwork or photography in its 175 pages. There’s a tiny oval old-timey golf drawing on the front cover, showing a golfer in knickers. On the back there’s an extraordinary author photograph, Harvey in his seventies. His forehead is lined, old, and wise. Then there’s his shirt, a golf shirt with this amazing squares-within-squares pattern. You’d have to be an original thinker just to be drawn to a shirt like that, and Harvey was.

The last time I saw Harvey was some years after my father died. Ed Turley, my father’s close friend and former teammate, had been visiting the Love family where we live, in St. Simons, on the Georgia coast. My mother, Penta, was telling Ed that she had received a royalty check from my father’s book, How to Feel a Real Golf Swing, which he wrote with Bob Toski. She was wondering what to do with the money. Ed suggested that she might want to use it to start a scholarship at the University of Texas in my father’s name, and that’s what she did. Ed and I made a visit to Harvey to tell him about it in person. Justin Leonard, who later went on to win the National Amateur and the Open Championship (as my father and Harvey called the U.S. Amateur and the British Open) was the first recipient.

The most famous three words from the Little Red Book are the title of its eighteenth chapter: Take dead aim. If you can really commit to that idea, you will become a better golfer. In 1997 when I won the PGA Championship, take dead aim was my mantra. It always is, really. It’s just sometimes you are more attuned to its genius than at other times. On the Sunday of the ’97 PGA I played with Justin Leonard. We came up the eighteenth fairway together. The misting stopped and the sun came out.

Two years later, Ben Crenshaw was the Ryder Cup captain. Justin and I were on his team. We were playing in Boston, at the Country Club. The Europeans had a four-point lead through two days of the three-day event. That’s a huge deficit. On Saturday night before the finale, the players and their wives and Ben and others were in our team room at the hotel. I’d been sort of waiting all week for Ben to say something about what he had learned from Harvey, but he never did. On that Saturday night, Ben went around the room and asked those so inclined to say something personal about Ryder Cup golf, about what we might expect on Sunday—anything at all, really.

My wife, Robin, was the last to speak. She asked everybody to remember Harvey’s words: Take dead aim. We did and we won that Ryder Cup in the biggest comeback in Ryder Cup history. Justin Leonard—who knew Harvey, who had received a Davis Love Jr. scholarship at Texas, who was playing for one of Harvey’s students—holed one of the most famous putts in golf history on that Sunday to help us win the cup. It was the putt heard ’round the world. Harvey, taking a break from his teaching, must have heard the roar in Heaven. 

The list of Ryder Cup captains with close links to Mr. Penick makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up: Lloyd Mangrum, Byron Nelson, Ben Hogan, Jackie Burke, Dave Marr, Lanny Wadkins, Tom Kite, Ben Crenshaw. And here I am, captain of the 2012 team. Just the idea of adding one more name to that list gives me goose bumps. I’m certain of this: My life in golf was made possible by the happy circumstance that my father knew Mr. Penick.

 

Sea Island, Georgia

January 2012
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by Tom Kite

WHETHER OR NOT you realize it, you are about to read one of the most important golf instruction books ever written, if not the most important. If you have never had the opportunity to take a lesson from Harvey Penick, that statement may surprise you some. But even better is the fact that this lesson will be enjoyable and you will learn something that should improve your game.

This is the effect that “Mr. Penick’s son,” Harvey, has had on his students for many a decade. No one can help but enjoy being around Harvey. He is as comfortable as an old pair of jeans, as unpretentious as a young child, and yet is one of the smartest men I have ever had the pleasure to meet. No, not book smart, but people smart. He truly knows, understands and loves people. And people truly enjoy being around him. As a matter of fact, some of my favorite memories are the rainy winter days when no one was on the course and we could all gather around Harvey and try to get inside his mind.

Harvey has often said that one of the things that has helped him become a better teacher is the fact that he has probably seen more golf balls hit by more students than anyone else. But there are lots of teachers who have spent countless hours on the practice tee with students, with little in the way of results to show for it. Harvey’s students always improve, and at the same time Harvey improves as a teacher. Even at this stage in his career, he says he learns something new about golf every day. Contrast that to one of today’s method teachers who says there is only one way to swing the club. Harvey allows the swing to fit the student—his or her personality. What other reason could there be for the tremendous numbers of great players who have worked with Harvey while most teachers are lucky if they ever have one? There are so many tour players who have come to Austin for a checkup that any list is bound to omit some. But Mickey Wright, Betsy Rawls, Sandra Palmer, Judy Kimball, Kathy Whitworth, Terry Dill, and Don and Rik Massengale probably made the trip more than most. No less than Bob Toski once commented that only Harvey Penick could have produced two players with such different personalities and athletic abilities as Ben Crenshaw and me without stifling one while helping the other achieve greatness.

But he is not only a pro’s teacher. Harvey still gets goose bumps watching a beginning student get a ball into the air for the first time or teaching a 21-handicapper to get out of a trap. For years I would have put the Austin C. C. up against any club in the nation for the number of single-digit handicappers, because if a student had some time, he or she almost had to improve with Harvey as tutor.

But don’t be misled into thinking that Harvey taught us all the same thing or even the same way. I have never seen him give a group lesson. To the contrary, he would shoo away any sideline watchers for fear they would overhear something that didn’t apply to their games. In over thirty years of playing golf with Ben Crenshaw, I have never been allowed to watch Ben take a lesson from Harvey, nor has he been allowed to watch me. Harvey is so careful in choosing what he says that I have often seen him fail to respond to a question until the next day for fear that his answer would be misconstrued. And I can assure you that every answer he finally did come up with was always, always expressed in a positive way. Never would Harvey say “don’t do that,” but “could we try a little of this?”

But when it is all said and done, when the drives no longer have the carry they used to, when the iron shots are not as crisp as they once were, and the 29 putts per round are now more like 33 or 34, the one thing that we all have learned from Harvey is love. A love of a game that teaches us more about ourselves than we sometimes care to know. And a love of the people that we share this game with. Harvey makes no distinction between the rank beginner who chops his way around the course or the touring pro with a swing as smooth as velvet. If a person loves the game, then Harvey will do anything in his power to try to help that person improve. And be assured his effect on his students is tremendous. As Dick Coop, the noted sports psychologist from the University of North Carolina, once said, “Harvey teaches in parables.” I believe that Harvey must have had a good teacher too.
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